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  About Gratis


  Foreword


  An initial nine authors started working on this project in September 2013. Our first anthology came out in December and is titledGratis : Midwinter Tales(still available free of charge at most major retailers). Because we had a blast, we vowed to do it all again in the new year.


  This, Gratis : New Beginnings, is the second collection, featuring a couple of new faces as well as old familiars.


  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.


  These story collections are our way of giving back, to share a little bit of what we do free of charge/at a nominal price. It's both a thank-you to regular readers, as well as a warm welcome to those who've never read our work before. If you like what you find in the coming pages, why not help fellow readers out by leaving a review... It's the little things in life that mean so much to us.


  Congratulations! You are one of the first readers to download Gratis: New Beginnings. As a special limited-time reward, you are entitled to a free e-copy of the novel Just Another Day at the Office by Hedonist Six. All you need to do is leave a little review for this book on the ebook store you downloaded it from, Goodreads or your blog, and fill the form,here, with your details.


  



  Thank you,


  Hedonist Six


  Erzabet Bishop

  Notes from a Blue Bike
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  Justine Montlake peddled down the worn, dusty streets of her home town and sighed. Spring was in the air. Sunshine lent warmth to her cheeks as she held her face upward. She was ready to absorb something other than the gray that kept the sky leaden for the past few months. Even in Texas, winter was staying much longer than it should have this year. It was starting to get her down. A warm breeze teased the hair at the back of her neck and she swiped at it with her hand. Juggling the handlebars, she wrestled with the clip one handed. Ugh. It was getting long and messy. Not only that, the color was starting to resemble the mud that was everywhere. The mousy brown color had to go. She would swing by the drug store on the way home and see what dye they had. She had always wanted to be a red head and this was just the time to inflict some upgrades on herself. If she was going to be stuck in Hudson for a semester, then she definitely needed to have something to keep her occupied. Being here without her best friend Kate by her side was weird. Even riding her bike felt lonely. They used to pass notes to one another in the spokes of the bicycle wheels, the paper whipping in the wind as they rode. The first time they met was through a note Kate had left her asking for help with her science project. She still had them. Every one.


  The jeans she habitually wore rested comfortably around her hips as she secured her sneakered feet in the stirrups. The blue bike was ancient, but it was her favorite thing from her childhood and she was going to at least have one more ride on it before even that was gone too. Everything was changing. Well, everything but Hudson it seemed like, she thought wryly. Home from being away two years at school, she wanted some down time before she headed back in the fall. She could make enough money working part time to afford books and everything else. That was the deal she made with her parents. The only point of contention was her refusal to stay at the ranch. It was just too far out of town. Home for two months, she had taken a part time job at Farley's, the used book store in the antique market section of town. When it closed a couple of weeks ago she was devastated. There weren't a whole lot of jobs to choose from and she was beginning to worry. She loved being with her roommate. There, she could breathe. At home, not so much. She had only ever wanted to get out of Hudson and its small town ideas. If you didn't fit in, you didn't fit at all.


  Rounding the street through the town center, she passed by the quiet shops and felt sad. Sometimes change wasn't for the better. She hadn't been down to this part of town in years. She had always been too busy. Now, time was the one thing she had a lot of. Flying forward on a liquid stream of air, she paused as turned a corner and saw the old greasy spoon had been redone. She remembered sneaking here with her best girl friend and sharing a milk shake when it had been Mel's Diner. Those were the days. Remembering Kate and the easy camaraderie they shared made her long for her friend. They had fallen out of touch the first year she had been away and Justine still felt the pang of the loss. Seeing the old place brought everything back--the study sessions that became something too heated to name. At least at the time. The worried glances from her mother when she thought she was spending too much time with Kate and not enough time finding a boy to date. The certainty, at least in her heart, that she wanted to be with Kate forever.


  But after graduation everything had gone to the four winds. Kate had gone off to school and so had she. Sometimes she would wake up at night with the memories of Kate just out of reach like wisps of a dream. The petal soft curves of her breasts and the seductive tilt of her lips just after they kissed. It was maddening. So was being here without her. It was an endless ache in her heart that would never cease. Almost like a part of her now, she came to accept it. Kate was probably married with five kids, living in a house with a picket fence and a dog. Justine sighed. She just had to stay here in town for a few months, get some funds and get out of here. It would be like clockwork. Then she could kiss this place goodbye and try to move on. Pausing in front of the old place, she slowed the bike, wobbling in place for a moment until she slowed enough for her sneakers to hit the pavement.


  Something was different. "Well I'll be damned." She pulled to a stop and hopped off the bike. The worn sidewalk in front of the old place was cracked, but the facade itself had been livened up with a fresh coat of paint. Blue and white, it sported a classic vintage look. A new sign hung over the door--a coffee cup with Sugar Whip painted in bold blue letters across the side. Why did that name sound familiar?


  "I wonder how long they've been open." She pulled the bike closer to the side of the building. As she popped the kick stand, the sound of breaking glass rent the air.


  "Son of a bitch!"


  Whipping her head up, Justine turned toward the voice. There, standing in the open doorway was a shapely woman in a bakery tee shirt and jeans cleaning up a pile of broken glass. A few feet away was a broken window, glass hanging off in dangerous shards. Bent down, sweeping the refuse into a dust pan, she didn't hear Justine approach.


  "Are you okay?"


  "Oh shit!" Dropping the broom, the woman fell backwards onto her ass, landing to the side of the debris. As she lifted her chin, Justine froze.


  "Kate." Lips parting in surprise, her name erupted from Justine's lips much like a prayer. She's here. Really here. Their eyes met and Justine felt a shock run through her.


  Wide eyes reddened from crying, Kate's startled eyes met hers. "Justine?" Her mouth gaped open, shock evident on her face.


  "Oh my God. Yes. Here..." She held out her hand and grasped Kate's wrist to pull her off the sidewalk. "Are you okay?" Her eyes traveled over the woman who had been haunting her dreams, looking for any sign of damage. The sting of tears erupted from her eyes and she wiped them away angrily. God, could she be any more pathetic? There. Just on the curve of her forearm was a slight cut.


  "Yes. No one was hurt thank goodness." She brushed at some dirt on her backside.


  "Your arm." Justine reached to check it but Kate pulled away, her eyes darting furtively down the street.


  "Not out here, okay?" Tense lines formed on her face. Biting her lip, Kate looked away.


  "What are you talking about?" A knot formed in Justine's stomach.


  Kate met her eyes disparagingly, her lower lip trembling. She shook her head, replying in a small frightened voice. "Someone threw a rock through the window."


  "I don't understand. Why would they do that?" Justine stared down the quiet, seemingly peaceful street. "I mean, has there been a rash of vandalism lately or something? I heard about something closer to Houston, but not here."


  Kate frowned, tossing her mane of auburn hair over her shoulder. Shapely in the snug tee shirt and jeans, her hair was secured in an old fashioned style in keeping with the theme of the coffee shop. Her red lacquered nails, matching lipstick and flawless makeup completed the picture. Justine's palms began to sweat and she rubbed them on her jeans.


  "Some of the local guys don't like that I've opened a business." She set her chin in a stubborn line.


  Justine snorted. "Why the hell not. They drink coffee too."


  "Not from here they don't." Kate lowered her eyes to the broken window. "Damn. That's going to be expensive." A tremor touched her smooth marble-like lips.


  "Will your insurance cover it?"


  Kate shook her head. "No. The deductible is too high." She pressed her lips together in anger, a glazed look of despair began to spread across her face. "This is the second one. Last week it was around back at least."


  "I thought you left town. After that first year..." Strange knots were forming in Justine's stomach.


  "I did." Kate swept more glass into the dust pan and upended it into a nearby garbage can. The glass hit the bottom of the can with a clanging sound. "I came back when Daddy passed last year. Mama followed not long after."


  "Oh." Justine swallowed. "I'm sorry. Your folks were always so nice when I came over to study."


  "Yes." Kate's face took on a decided flush. "I remember."


  "Why did they break your window?"


  Kate swept up the last of the glass and slid the pieces into the trash with the others. She met Justine's gaze, unspoken pain alive and glowing in her eyes. "I guess lesbians make good targets."
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  The interview was set for nine o'clock. Justine paused in front of the now fixed window. It still irked her that someone would smash it like that. Messing with Kate wasn't something she was going to allow. Her blood boiled when she thought about it too long. When she heard Justine was looking for a job, Kate told her to come back and apply. At the time it made her laugh. Now it just made her nervous. One look at Kate's face and all the old feelings came back in a rush. They had never left, but the hunger to touch her was nearly overwhelming. Was she seeing anyone? The thought played on Justine's mind as she stood staring at the window. The interview would be a test of sorts. Could she work with the object of her desire? She honestly wasn't sure.


  Smoothing down her borrowed blue silk blouse, she checked to make sure it lay neatly over her roommate's black slacks. Clutched in her hand was the file with the application and her small occasion purse in case she needed identification. Not that Kate needed to verify anything, but it never hurt to be prepared. Her heart raced. All she wanted was to make a good impression. She needed the job but she also wanted to be back in Kate's life. Finding her back in town was a dream come true. It also made her question what her dreams were now.


  Pushing open the door to the bakery, Justine took in the quiet hum of the early morning stillness. It was between the crack of dawn rush for the caffeine deprived and the late morning stay at home mom brigade. At least, that's what she'd witnessed on her way to her previous job. Being inside was an experience all its own. The scent of cinnamon and sugary sweetness blended with coffee tickled her nose. Normal so far. Her lips curved into a smile. Justine had driven her bike past the Sugar Whip so many times she might as well have carved a rut in the ground outside. When she saw the want ad, electricity flickered down her spine. Maybe. It looked like a cozy little place to work. Maybe she could get free bagels or something and make up for being a slacker on the rent for the past month. Her roomies had been awesome about it, but it was starting to get on her nerves. She wasn't a leach. Losing her job when the bookstore closed had suddenly gone from black cloud to silver lining. At least she hoped so. Her roommates had shoved her out the door this morning with a smirk and a firm kick in the ass. Determined to get the job, she walked the short distance between her house and the bakery, enjoying the brisk morning air. It was going to be a good day. The start of something new. She could feel it in her bones.
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  "So, you're going to work at the Whip?" Her roommate Holly smirked when Justine told her the plan.


  "Well, I haven't gotten the job yet." She leaned over the sink, rinsing the dye free of her hair. Spitting out a mouth full of water, she parted her hair and glared up at her friend. "What do you mean?"


  "Hold still. You're going to get it all over your clothes." Holly forced her head down under the running tap. Pouring cup after cup of water, she rinsed the last of the dye down the drain, pronouncing Justine done.


  "Okay. Now dry off." Tossing her an old shredded lime green towel, she sat down on the commode .


  Justine turned her head upside down and quickly toweled it dry. "You better freaking tell me."


  "What?"


  Justine let out a strangled howl of frustration and tossed the towel in the sink. Reaching for her brush, she ran it through her long chocolate red waves "What is so weird about wanting to work at a bakery? What do they do, put pot in the brownies or something?"


  Holly bit her lip and grinned. "You used to see her, didn't you?" Her blond hair was streaked with one wave of purple and one of blue. "Come on." She bounded up from the toilet and pulled Justine back in the bedroom. Petite and curvy, Holly was a powerhouse of feminine energy.


  "Yes. We were best friends in high school."


  "Ummm. We have to find you something to wear. You have to look nice."


  Justine sputtered. "I can dress myself you know."


  Holly stopped mid walk and raised an elegantly thin eyebrow. "Really? And what were you planning on wearing to this interview? A band shirt and some holey jeans?" The tiny tee shirt Holly was sporting clung to her curves like a second skin and Justine had to struggle not to stare. Her roomie was gorgeous.


  Her room was a bedroom in a converted old Victorian and was perfect until she started her junior year of college in the fall. She just hadn't shared much of her plan with her parents. Especially the part about her not finishing up her education at the local community college. She wanted out. It would be back to the city. She had it all planned out. That philosophy worked fine until the bookstore she'd been working at closed. Now she had to rethink her strategy. Independent for the last year because of what she had saved up, she struggled against being dependent on anyone again. The art scholarship took care of the tuition. She just had to come up for money for rent. A job with Kate at the cute bakery on the corner seemed like a great compromise. It was within walking distance and if she wanted, she could ride her bike. Seeing Kate was a bonus. Still, she was worried about the vandalism. Something wasn't right.


  "Eyes off the boobs, lesbo."


  "Sorry." Justine blushed.


  Holly snickered. "I love it when you stare, chicky. But right now I need you to focus. No job means I don't have the other half of my rent money. Besides, Angie will kick your ass if she catches you."


  "Thank God she isn't home then!" A burst of laughter erupted from Justine's lips. "Oh my God. You kill me."


  "Not as much as she will. Good thing she loves you as much as I do. Come on." Holly pulled her toward the closet. "We should be around the same size. Hmmmm." Yanking hangers from one side of the closet to the other, she pulled out a few shirts and two pairs of slacks.


  "No way." Justine grimaced. "Silk?"


  "Shut up and strip." Wicked delight twinkled from Holly's eyes. "I want my rent and you, my friend are going to knock ’em dead."


  Justine took the hangers and scowled. "I think you're channeling my mother."


  Holly snorted. "If I was your mother, I'd be sending you far, far away from The Sugar Whip, honey. But I think you need a little discipline in your life. Get those pants off and let's see how you look."


  "Huh?"


  "Here. Give me that shirt." Holly yanked and the Mary Lambert shirt came off in one big yank, momentarily blinding Justine. "Off with those jeans, prude." Fingers plucked against the button.


  Slapping at Holly's insistent hands, Justine glared at her. "Damn. I can take my own pants off you know."


  "Well, do it then. We have work to do."


  "What?" Justine gaped at her blankly.


  Angie appeared in the doorway. The slim almond hued brunette frowned as she took in her girlfriend pulling at their roommate's pants. "What are you two doing?" Hair twisted up in a sloppy updo and wearing low rise jeans and a flowing white shirt, Angie looked like an avenging goddess.


  "Oh good. Help me get her jeans off. She has a job interview and I refuse to send her to The Sugar Whip looking like this." Holly snorted, crossing her arms under her breasts. "The girl is a mess."


  "The Whip?" Angie barked out a laugh, the serious expression on her face melting away. "You're kidding."


  "Nope. Apparently Kate is hiring."


  "Hmmm." Angie turned to the window and stared down the street. From Holly's room you could see the front corner of the building.


  "You guys are driving me crazy. What is the big deal. It's a bakery for craps sake. She's one of my oldest friends." Justine undid the button and slid down the zipper. Lowering the jeans to the floor, she kicked them off and stood shivering in her bra and panties. "That's as naked as I'm getting for you two."


  Angie moved away from the window, her expression unreadable. "Oh honey. You have no idea what you're in for." Picking up two of the shirts, she considered each, then handed one to Justine. "It's been rough for her this last year."


  Justine shook her head. "I know. Her parents and now someone is vandalizing the coffee shop."


  "I know. You just be damned careful." Angie linked her arm in Holly's. "We can be cute here, but there are some folks in this town that don't like all the press gay marriage has been stirring up. The paper has been getting threats too."


  "What are they doing about it?" Justine's voice had an edge.


  Angie lifted her head, her eyes gleaming. "We're organizing a story about local businesses. Did you have something in mind?"


  Justine nodded, her lips thinning into a line. "As a matter of fact I do. Who do you know that could have a news crew and a crowd of fifty people or so show up at the Whip?"


  "What are you up to girl?"


  "Trying to help a friend. Whether I get this job or not, I want her to have a fighting chance. She's worked hard for that business."


  Thoughtful, Angie nodded. "I think I know someone who just might be able to help."


  "Good. Make me pretty so I can get this job. I don't think you want me loafing around here for another couple of months without paying rent, do you?"


  With a wicked grin, Holly held up her makeup bag. "Angie, hold her down. This girl is about to get beautified."
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  Justine's mind snapped back to the present with the whisk of the door opening and another customer shuffling in behind her. She'd had a lot of thinking to do before she came into the shop this morning. What did she really want from all this? Did she want to see Kate again or did she want to work a couple of months and move on with her life like she had originally planned? She hadn't slept well. The girls had put her hair up in rollers and plucked and prodded her until she was a whole new woman. It was weird to be honest. Red curls, perfect makeup...it was as much unlike her as the current indecision running through her brain.


  "Sorry." She murmured, sidling out of the way. The woman stalked up to the counter and a smiling waitress with blue hair and a nose ring took her order. Leaving just as fast as she came, she marched out, clutching something in a bakery bag. A steaming cup of something wonderfully coffee scented wafted in her wake. Justine caught the lingering scent of caramel.


  "Ummm. Caramel macchiato." Justine sighed. That would taste so good right now. Glancing around, she took in the interior of the bakery. Mismatched tables in the seating area were dotted with hand-stitched tablecloths nestled firmly under glass table tops. The old fashioned linoleum black and white checkered floors made her think of her parent's old house. Vintage posters and black and white photographs covered pale pink walls. Small potted plants lined the windows, metal butterflies and colorful glass bulbs filled with water added for decoration. It was whimsical and fun looking. The pastry case sat like royalty, waiting for the masses to worship the finery within. A perfunctory glance through the polished glass greeted her with an eyeful of delectable desserts. It looked like someplace her grandmother would have taken her once upon a time.


  "I'll be right with you!" A voice called out from open doorway to the kitchen. "Just have a seat."


  A curvaceous blond waitress in jeans and a bakery tee shirt winked as Justine waded in for a closer look at the pastry case.


  "Are you the interview?"


  Justine smiled and nodded. "Yes."


  The waitress came over, a mischievous look in her eye. "Well good. It will be nice to have some fresh blood around here. The last girl got herself run out of here on rails. Couldn't take the heat." She held out her perfectly manicured hand. "I'm Bethany. Nice to meet you."


  "Justine."


  "Great name." Bethany's lips curved upward in an inviting smile.


  A loud clatter rose from the counter at the back of the bakery. "Beth. Can you please buss that table. Don't make me tell you again." The blue haired woman with the nose ring and Goth outfit frowned at the waitress.


  "Thanks." Heat infused her cheeks. "Sorry. Didn't mean to get you in trouble."


  The girl laughed. "You didn't. Trust me. Nice to meet you." Beth moved quickly, pausing for a second to peer back in her direction when the woman behind the counter turned her back. "Good luck!"


  "Ah. Sorry to have kept you waiting."


  Justine looked away from the retreating Bethany to meet Kate's approaching form. A spark of unidentifiable emotion filled her sparkling blue eyes as she met Justine's gaze. Her auburn hair was swept up in a clip, curls falling haphazardly over her shoulder. The bakery tee shirt she wore was dusted with flour and there was a smudge of something that looked remarkably like blue frosting on her cheek. Chocolate red lipstick gave her lips a full look, making her the image of a vintage movie starlet. Justine's heart began to beat just a little bit faster. Oh wow.


  "You're the boss?" She tried to keep the surprise out of her voice.


  "Yep." Kate grinned.


  "Wow. I love what you've done with the place."


  "Thanks." Kate led the way over to a table by pastry case.


  Tattoos formed a ring around her upper left arm, just under the border of the shirt, giving Justine a view of barbed wire, vines and brilliant blue roses. Why had she not noticed that yesterday?


  "How has today been? Any new developments?" Her eyes were drawn to the way the tee shirt pulled taut across Kate's chest and she had to struggle to pull her eyes back to respectable territory. Jesus. What the heck was the matter with her? This was going to be her boss. Kate or not, she needed to behave.


  "No, Thank goodness. Shall we sit?"


  "Sure." Justine lowered herself into a chair, eying the pastry case out of the corner of her eye. Something tall, chocolate and dreamy was calling her name.


  "So. I thought you were going to school out of state or that you'd be married." Kate inquired, setting into her seat. Comfortable in her own surroundings, she gazed at Justine with watchful intensity.


  "Yes. I went to Breford for two years. Definitely no on the last part. I'm not married. I wasn't sure if you would need this, but I brought a resume." Justine handed her the folder and watched and Kate scanned it briefly. "I've only been back since the end of last semester. Farley's hired me on but then they had to close. I still can't believe it."


  "I know." Kate frowned. "It's horrible. Several of my customers would drop in for a couple books and come in here for a slice of cake and a coffee."


  "You, um, have something right there." Justine smiled. "Frosting I think." She had the sudden urge to run her tongue over the icing. God she was sexy. Wetness pooled between her legs and she pressed her thighs tightly together. Grandma knickers. Little puppies. Blue cupcakes. Anything but think about how much you want to bury your face between those luscious breasts.


  "Oh!" Pulling a dish towel from her pocket, Kate wiped at the smudge, setting the file on the table. "Better?"


  Justine nodded. "You got it." Damn. Another surge of warmth rushed through her.


  "Good." Kate ran her red tipped fingers along the edge of the file. "Have you ever worked in a bakery? I mean, I know you used to bake some when we were in school."


  "Not really." Justine let her gaze travel around the room. "I did work in the campus rec center and helped to arrange events and social functions for the school though."


  "Oh." Kate flipped over her resume and ran her eyes over it again. "Events...well. I had considered getting some live bands for the weekends."


  "I could maybe help with that. Would I be baking?"


  "Yes." Kate considered her for a moment and rose. "Walk with me."


  Justine rose and followed her on a tour of the coffee shop.


  Leading her behind the counter, Kate began to point out equipment. "There is the coffee pot and the espresso machine. Pretty simple once the girls show you how. The small oven down at the end of the counter is a convection oven so baking goes pretty smoothly." She pointed out a small desk to the side of the counter. "This is where we run the internet side of the business. Honestly, it's what's keeping us afloat."


  "Internet business? Oh my God. That's where I've heard of this place. One of the girls had a flier."


  "Good." Kate's eyes twinkled with approval.


  Following behind, Justine was struck by the feline movement Kate's hips made as she walked. Dressed in sneakers and jeans, she should have been casual, but she was anything but. The graceful way she carried herself sent little sparks of excitement along her skin. No one had ever made her feel the way Kate did, and it was unnerving and exciting all at the same time.


  "This is the kitchen." Industrial stainless steel tables lined the walls and a single work space was laid out in the middle of the room. "The usual things...fridge, freezer...dry goods..." Kate waved her hands at each respective area. One of the girls was hard at work making sweet rolls. Another was ladling cupcake batter into lined tins. The triple compartment sink held court along another wall, and next to it the industrial sized dish washer. Walking farther down a short hallway they left the kitchen space and entered a small office.


  "Here. Please have a seat." Kate shut the door behind them.


  Justine complied. "Do you need me to fill out anything? That is, if I got the job?"


  Kate settled herself behind a large desk, her expression guarded. "Are you sure you want to work here? I mean with the vandalism, it could make you a target."


  "I don't care about that."


  "You should."


  "I know." But she didn't, Justine suddenly realized. All she wanted was to be near Kate. Two years away had taught her that. She never thought she would see her again. Now all she could think about was seeing more of her. The way the tee shirt strained against Kate's breasts had her eyes wandering and warmth pooling in her channel.


  "Look, why are you here? I mean, really? You already said you're just going to be in town a couple of months. If you want to help out, great. I could use extra set of hands. That's it though." Kate's voice was firm, but her eyes flickered uncertainly.


  "Are you sure?" Justine rose from her chair, need pulsing through her veins. Staring hard at Kate she rounded the desk. "Because the only thing I really know right now is that the second I saw you, I wanted to do this." She pulled Kate up from the chair, roughly enfolding her in her arms. Pushing her against the desk, she coaxed her lips open with her tongue. Hands plunging into Kate's hair, Justine explored the recesses of her mouth, the kiss turning into an act of fiery possession.


  "There's my girl." She whispered against her lips. "God I've missed you." Her lips traveled to the pulsing hollow at the base of Kate's throat, reveling in the heat she found there. Trailing slow drugging kisses along the side of her jaw, she devoured her lips once more in a demanding kiss.


  Kate moaned and molded her breasts against Justine's. Realizing what she was doing, she snapped back to trying to keep her distance.


  "What are you doing?" Kate demanded, her voice woozy.


  "Something I should have done a long time ago." Her lips pressed once more against Kate's, touching, massaging. Her fingers trailed down Kate's curves. She paused a moment, letting her pulse quiet. Her hands were shaking with need. A quiver surged through her vein and she unbuttoning the top button of Kate's jeans.


  "Oh God." Kate moaned, trying to push her hands away at the same time seeking Justine's lips with her own. "I shouldn't be doing this." She mumbled against her lips. Her hand slid down the swell of Justine's hip, cupping her ass.


  "God, Kate." Raw emotion poured from Justine. Her heart beat staccato in her chest. "I have to touch you."


  Kate nodded, their eyes meeting in tacit understanding. No more walls. No more pretending.


  "Just kissing you, afraid your mom or mine was going to come into the bedroom while we were studying about drove me crazy. I wanted so much more. I'm done waiting. Now that I found you, I need this. I need you." Her fingertips ran over Kate's breast and stomach, every caress a command. Every touch fanned the flame of desire that burned between them.


  "Ohhh." Kate shifted against her, the warmth of her body delicious against hers.


  "You are so right." She kissed her again, exploring the softness of her lips and the sugary sweet smell of vanilla cupcakes and sugary icing that floated around Kate like a cloud. "I just want to eat you alive."


  "Why do I want to let you?" Kate breathed. "I never stopped hoping you would come back. But I never dared to believe it." She pressed her lips against Justine's and her hands drifted under the silk blouse. Her soft hands stroking Justine's breasts, heat began to mount inside of her, a volcano of want.


  Kate lay back over the top of the desk as Justine freed her from her jeans and shoes. Yanking apart the laces on her sneakers, they hit the floor, followed by the jeans. Pushing up her shirt, Justine caressed her breasts through the bra, easing the lacy cups over the ivory mounds and rosy peaks. She feasted on the sight of her, the moist evidence of Kate's desire soaking her thin pink panties.


  "I can't stop thinking about you and it's driving me crazy. When I didn't hear from you I thought the worst."


  "Me too. I thought your Mom had finally convinced you to start dating guys. To maybe settle down."


  "No." Justine breathed into the flesh of Kate's stomach. "There has only been you. Only you."


  "Fuck me. Oh God. Just Fuck me." Kate moaned, throwing her arm over her head.


  Justine pulled her down to the edge of the desk. Touching Kate over the fabric of her panties, she whispered. "I think being naked is over rated, don't you? I love how you look in pink."


  Rubbing her hand over her mound, Justine trailed down until she could slip a finger underneath the panties. Sinking it deep into her sopping pussy, she rubbed her clit with her thumb. Her mouth blazed a trail over the soft skin of Kate's stomach, her tongue running along the underside of her breasts. Just enough to tease and make her want more. She paused to kiss her, whispering love to each part of her body.


  "Tell me you want this."


  "I want it."


  "No. Beg me for it. Beg me to fuck you so you can't even walk. I want to hear you scream out my name and mean it. This is for leaving and not saying goodbye. For making me dream of you every night."


  Kate groaned, straining against the light touch of Justine's fingers brushing against her mound over the panties.


  "I can't hear you."


  "Fuck me."


  "Nope. Still can't."


  "Justine!"


  Sinking a second finger inside of her, she began to fuck her in earnest. Bending over her, Justine lapped at Kate's breasts, sucking her nipples. Her tongue made a path from her breasts down to her stomach. Being this close was intoxicating. Her lips kissed the line of Kate's panties and then the top of her mound.


  Kate moaned beneath her, squirming. Her hearty groan was nothing but an invitation.


  Justine grinned and shifted up to nip her breast again, fucking her harder as her hips bucked off the desk. Fluid seeped from her pussy, soaking Kate's inner thighs and completely making the panties worthless. One final tweak of her clit and thrust into her channel and Kate screamed her release. Grinding against Justine's hand, Kate shuddered and slumped against the top of the desk, spent.


  Justine slid her fingers free, wiping them on a spare shirt she found on the table next to the desk.


  "Kate?"


  "Hmmm?" Her voice was a purr as she stretched languidly.


  "I don't date boys either."


  Smiling sleepily, her lips spread into a grin. "Good." Kate struggled to sit up and giggled, pointing at the shirt.


  "What's so funny?" Justine scowled, her body throbbing with pent up need. They would have to continue this later.


  "That."


  "That what?"


  "The shirt you just wiped yourself on was supposed to be yours." Hopping slowly down from the desk, Kate positioned her bra back in place and pulled her shirt down.


  "Crap."


  "Oh my God. You should see your face." Laughter filled her voice as she reached for her shoes.


  "Shut up." Justine scowled good naturedly, swatting Kate on the butt.


  A loud crash came from the front of the shop, followed by screams from some of the girls. Kate and Justine started, each clamoring to get out of the office first.


  "Get your pants!"


  Kate struggled with the jeans, snapping them up over the sodden panties. Their eyes met as she slipped on her shoes. A wealth of feelings passed through them.


  "I need to know if you are going to stay or if this is just some fling. Because if it is..." Kate's voice was raw with emotion, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes.


  Startled, Justine froze. "No." Her mind was whirling with what had just happened and what it meant for both of them. It was a small town. Kate was right. But that didn't mean she was going to change the way she felt. Pulling her into an embrace, Justine kissed her forehead tenderly.


  "I have some things to think about." She met Kate's eyes, made dark with longing. Brushing hair from her forehead, she enfolded her in an embrace, marveling once more how well they fit against one another.


  Their bodies pressed together in the doorway, soft curves melding into softer ones. "You are a game changer." Justine whispered, planting a kiss on Kate's startled lips. "Come on. Let's go see what they broke this time."
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  Muffins cooled on the counter and Justine wiped her forehead with her upper arm. Glancing over at the work area next to her, Kate worked at getting cupcakes packaged into boxes and ready to ship. Soft music played in the background, the crooning voice of Mary Lambert's haunting voice trailing through the kitchen. Weeks of working next to Kate were starting to sink into her bones. The crook of her neck, the sway of her hips as she walked. All of it. She thought about what she wanted when she first came back to town. Saving money to get right back out again was slowly changing into something else. Something more permanent.


  The lyrics of the song playing filtered into her consciousness. Kate was the moon and Justine was the tide. She would always be drawn to her. No matter where she was. It was an epiphany. Love was love and that was what kept her here. Nothing else mattered. She just needed to make sure Kate felt the same.


  "So, I was thinking about looking into the local community college. Classes are starting soon." Nervous butterflies filled her stomach.


  "Oh?" Kate gave her a sideways look, a gentle gleam of interest sparking to life.


  "Either that or maybe taking some on-line courses. What do you think?"


  Pausing in her task, Kate met her gaze, a smile curling her lips upward. "I think that is a wonderful idea."


  Beth came into the kitchen, a worried frown on her face. "Hey girls. A bus just pulled up. A news crew is following them."


  "What?" Kate put down the box she was holding and walked briskly out of the kitchen, Justine close behind.


  "Hey Justine! Hey Kate!" A familiar voice trailed out from the front door as it opened to reveal two familiar forms.


  Angie and Holly entered, arm in arm. "We brought some friends." Holly grinned. As she spoke, the doors opened up behind them. A crowd of guests streamed through the doors, each holding a printout of their on-line catalog.


  "You didn't." Kate blanched, speechless.


  "You girls are so crazy." Justine laughed, coming around the counter to hug them both.


  "Yep. So bring out the cupcakes. And that chocolate pie!" Holly winked, ogling the pastry case. "I haven't been here in months. If I did, I wouldn't be able to fit in these jeans."


  Beth grinned and Mona the Goth waitress got to work making drinks and serving the line. The scent of espresso filled the air, adding to the warm scent of baking blueberry muffins. A young woman approached, a cameraman waiting in the wings behind her.


  "This is Melissa." Angie presented a woman with a microphone. "She's doing a story on the local vandalism." The woman was tall, her black hair nicely coiffed in a short bob. The dark purple suit hugged her figure attractively, the matching shoes giving her a polished look that Justine admired.


  "Hi. Nice to meet you. This is Josh." Melissa shook their hands and indicted the man fiddling with his camera.


  "Hey Josh."


  He nodded, waving a distracted hand in the air as he got his equipment ready.


  "Wow. Do they have any idea who is doing it?" Kate scowled. "They've hit us three times already."


  "Not yet. But the police do suspect someone local. Do you have a few moments to talk? I'd love to hear about the shop." Melissa stared around her in wonder. "God, it doesn't look anything like Mel's. I love it." She sucked in a breath of air. "What are you baking?"


  Kate grinned. "Of course. Thank you guys for coming down today." She laughed. "It took a lot of work, but it was worth it. Blueberry muffins are in right now."


  "Oh my God. I want some of them to go. What else do you have in here?" Melissa and Kate wandered toward the bake case, Kate talking animatedly about her passion for baking and coffee.


  Love for the girl who had been her best friend since forever filled her heart. Justine watched the crowd pour in. A flash of light in the distance caught her eye as she turned her head. An old model truck sat parked across the street. From her vantage point Justine could see them watching. Two guys she recognized from around town. She started to look away, then narrowed in on what was in one of the guy's hands. A brick. Like the gray concrete gardening blocks that had come through the window. Anger flooded her, hot and deep. How dare they?


  The crowd from the bus milled around. Kate was laughing, still in her interview with Melissa. She didn't want to ruin that for her. Catching Holly's gaze from across the room, she gestured to Holly and pointed outside.


  "Yeah, hon. What's up?"


  "Look out there. It has to be them."


  "Who?"


  "Look at what they're holding." Holly and Angie stepped up to the window, eyes narrowed.


  "I was just going to have a word with those boys over there. Do you want to help?" Fury bubbled under the surface. She didn't know why they had decided to pick on Kate, but it was going to end now.


  "No. And neither do you." Angie paused, eyes searching the room. "Don't give me that look either. Hold on a minute." Craning her head, she grinned at Justine's annoyance. "Connie!"


  "Hey Ang. What's up?" A young olive skinned woman with long dark hair scraped into a ponytail stepped over, peering at the three inquisitively.


  "Justine, this is Connie. She's a member of our esteemed local law enforcement."


  Oh. "Hi. Thanks for coming out today."


  "Thanks. I'm off duty, but when Ang here told me about your cupcakes, I had to come along." Her eyes glittered as she watched the men get in the truck and drive slowly toward the coffee shop.


  "Did you see the bricks they were holding?" Angie's eyes narrowed, pointing.


  A slow smile turned the corners of mouth upward. "That I did." Connie grinned, her dark eyes bright with anticipation. "We've had a string of folks being tagged down the highway. First I thought it was a hate crime. Now it just looks like stupid." Pulling out her cell phone she called a number.


  "You girls be kind enough to read me the plates off that piece of shit truck?"


  "I can't see that far." Justine squinted.


  Holly rolled her eyes. "Damn. Useless as the day is long. Let me." She peered out the window and rattled off the plates. "See. I should be a cop. Great eyes."


  Letting out a snort, Connie laughed. "I don't think the boys on the force would be able to take the heat." Her teeth were white against her dusky skin.


  "Even better." A satisfied harrumph erupted from Holly's lips.


  "I have an idea." Angie sauntered over to where the cameraman was shooting the interview between Melissa and Kate. "Hey guys."


  Melissa and Kate turned toward her, their eyes coming up to study her face.


  "What's up?" Melissa sent her a lazy grin, but her sharp eyes took in everything.


  "We have a great shot just out the window there. You can work it into the story later."


  "Oh! Sure. Kate can we finish up in a second?" Melissa cocked her head and gestured for Josh to follow.


  "Absolutely."


  The cameraman and Melissa headed over to the window just as the sirens began to howl. Blue and red lights flickered as the police descended on the two vandals, the camera there to capture every moment.


  Kate sucked in a breath and met Justine's gaze. "Thank you."
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  "Oh my God. You are so slow." Justine taunted. Pumping the pedals on the old blue bike, she steered it to the edge of a clearing. The bright blue sky was quickly clouding over and she could hear thunder booming in the distance.


  "I'm coming." Kate huffed and puffed, her equally old pink bike creaking and groaning as she glided to a stop next to her. "God. You are trying to kill me, aren't you?"


  "Nope. If I was, we'd be on the main highway."


  "You're still a sadist." Kate grimaced in humor.


  "I know." Putting up the kickstand, Justine wiped the sweat from her eyes.


  "We have to get back. The girls want you to show them how to work the speaker system for that new band that's coming tonight." Kate fussed with the band holding her hair up.


  Cold drops of rain splatted against Justine's skin and she gasped. "Oh man. Come on!" Hoping back on the bike, she laughed as the rain began to fall in earnest.


  Kate shrieked, the cold rain quickly turning her perfect makeup into a smeary mess.


  "Come on. You stay out here much longer and you'll give the raccoons a run for your money. I'll race you back."


  "You better hope I don't catch you." Kate squealed as her feet slipped off the pedals and she had to fight for traction.


  Justine started to retort, but as she watched the woman she loved begin to push her bike forward she smiled in contentment. It all started with a note stuck in the spokes of her ancient blue bike. She had found her moon and the tides had pulled her where she belonged. Spring was here and the bright afternoon sun shown through the downpour. This was where she was meant to be. She was home.
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  Erzabet Bishop writes erotica of many flavors after finding out just how much fun being naughty can be. Find her at http://erzabetbishop.wordpress.com/


  M.J. Carey

  Rebirth
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  A new town, a new job, perhaps a new boyfriend, and an Easter egg, but Alice is disappointed; her new Mr Right has hit a wrong note. It started so well too, full of exciting promise, now he had broken off their first date. To make matters worse, to request a change of date from Saturday night to lunch on Easter Sunday, he had left a large Easter egg, wrapped in yellow, blue and gold on the front desk for her. Her attitude to food was ambivalent at best; an enemy as much as a friend but she particularly resisted mass-produced, milk chocolate; too fattening for not enough flavour, although she loved the intense shot of Belgian chocolate; Leonidas. Even the note attached, explaining the change, finishing with; ‘please open before Sunday’, annoys her, so she leaves it under the counter, slowly softening in the warmth of the library.


  Her first encounter with Mr Right had been very different. He walked up to take out a book that made her blush; ‘The Story of ‘O’’, a favourite of her private fantasies, before and since her divorce. He had grinned and held her gaze as he said, “I’ve read it before and I couldn’t put it down. Have you read it, Alice?”


  For a moment she wondered how he knew her name, but remembered the stupid badge, given to her that morning and pinned to the breast of her grey, pinafore dress. It was her first day and she was gradually getting used to it.


  “I... I’ll take a look,” she said, shocked but forcing the smile she felt inside.


  He was handsome, pleasing; at least she thought so, his light brown hair just beyond collar length, an Irish lilt to his voice, his smile infectious, his blue eyes full of mischief, roaming her body as she scanned the barcode. He grinned again as he turned and left.


  In the evening, in her flat, Alice found her copy of the book; the same edition, in the depths of a packing case, and settled down to read amongst the paint tins and plastic-sealed rolls of wallpaper. Before long, the story of the willing pleasure slave brought life to all of Alice’s most private fantasies once more.


  A few days later he came back to the library to return the book. It was quiet and he waited until they could be alone and undisturbed. She blushed as he approached the desk


  “Hello, Alice.”


  “Hello...” she said, wanting to ask his name.


  “I’m David... David Palmer.”


  He offered his hand to shake. She slipped her trembling fingers into his firm grip and forced a smile.


  “You came in on my first day,” she said.


  He nodded, “I thought I hadn’t seen you before. I hoped I would see you again,” he said, handing her the freshly exciting book.


  “It’s as good as when I first read it,” he said, “page 72 is especially good.”


  She flushed, hot, her hands trembling as she opened the book and scanned the barcode for the return. He ran his gaze over her, appraising, thanked her and left.


  Alice had never felt attractive, less so after her divorce; a little overweight, battling with the help of weight-watchers, but it gave her curves; her hair a little too mousy, but auburn in sunlight; glasses hiding dark but pretty eyes, suddenly this stranger made her feel desirable. She savoured his name; David Palmer. Well, Mr Palmer, she thought, I hope I see you again too.


  She put the paperback on the returns pile, but felt drawn to it, unable to get back to work. Unwatched by colleagues or customers, she picked it up again and flicked it open at page 72. A piece of yellow paper fell out. Blushing furiously she picked it up and read, her eyes widening as she studied the flowing handwriting.


  
    ‘Dear Alice,


    The next time I come into the library, I suggest you do not wear panties. It will enhance the line of your dress and give us both something to think about. If you agree, then when I come in, I want to see you get on your knees. Please find an excuse.


    Lastly, Alice, have you read the book? If not, I suggest you do.


    Love


    David.’

  


  She read the note, over and over, her nipples stiff, pussy leaking hotly into her knickers. Sudden arousal hit her like a train. She looked down at her body; the simple, grey pinafore dress showed her panty line. She felt as aroused as affronted but so excited, the thrill tipped her into the positive, hoping David would be back soon. Trembling, she put the note into her pocket and the book back on her pile, anticipating a re-read that evening, a welcome break from decorating.


  Until the next morning, her mood swung from lust to outrage and back in the space of her daydreams. His confidence both astonished and appalled her, but she obeyed his request and for the next four days wore no panties, choosing prettier dresses and even a pair of high heels. For four days the mere thought of what she was doing made her wet to the point of trickling into the tops of her stockings. She wondered if his cock stiffened, oozing nectar. But for four days he didn’t come into the library and Alice began to feel foolish. So, when she did see him on the fifth day, she had dressed as on her first day, as normal. Feeling guilty, as if she had disobeyed an order, she hurried to the staff bathroom, pulled up her dress and took off her panties. She returned to the counter to find him waiting.


  “I wonder if you can help me, Alice.”


  “I’m... I’m sure I can.”


  “I’m looking for something like ‘The Story of O’, is there anything you recommend?”


  “I’ll show you what we have.”


  He smiled, “Thank you, Alice.”


  She left the counter, feeling him follow her, his eyes on her bottom. She led him to the small, top shelf, classic erotica selection. Shocked, she saw it had vanished, the gaping space the only evidence. Someone had moved the entire collection. While she thought of his dewy cock, the Dewey-decimal system seemed to have let her down.


  “Well... it was here,” she said.


  “Censorship?”


  She shook her head, laughing nervously, “No I checked it all personally on day one.”


  “I know,” he smiled, “I saw you.”


  She blushed, “I’d know if we’d had lots of borrowers.”


  She scanned the shelves and saw one; ‘Justine’, by De Sade, on the bottom shelf and then she saw the rest. As soon as she dropped to her knees she realised what she had done. She looked up at him. Kneeling, she was crotch height to him and could see, quite clearly, he was erect.


  He smiled at her, “Oh Alice, you look lovely on your knees.”


  She swallowed as her pussy flooded. No one could see them. She began to sway, slowly, as if unconsciously, nearer to his crotch. He stepped closer.


  “Did you like what you read in the story?”“


  “Yes,” she breathed.


  “Page 72?”


  “Yes,” she said, her face hot, her pussy wet and her nipples achingly hard.


  “And?”


  “I’m not wearing any panties,” she whispered.


  “I know. That’s good.”


  She nuzzled the crotch of his jeans, feeling the hot hardness beneath rough cloth.


  He gasped and asked, “Which book do you recommend?”


  None , she thought, I’m ready to write my own. She kissed him through the cloth, then looked up at him.


  “Anais Nin,” she said.


  “Thank you,” he said as she passed it to him.


  He took her hand and helped her up.


  “I have to go,” he said.


  Still holding her hand, pulling her to him, he kissed her cheek.


  “Would you like to go out for dinner? Next Saturday?


  “Yes. I’d love that.”


  “Meet you here? At seven?”


  “Yes,” she smiled.


  Releasing her hand he turned and left.
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  The library closes and she carries the unwanted present back home. Only two rooms are untouched by the redecorating; her kitchen and the spare bedroom. Both will need gutting before transformation into something more to her taste, but for now, she has them as a haven from paste, wallpaper and paint. All her furniture is new; no reminders of her failed, marital home and her deceiving ex-husband. After making a big cup of tea, no sugar, she settles down in her bedroom to unwrap the egg. She doesn’t want to eat it, but hopes it may not be as much a disappointment as it first felt. Why had David cancelled? Did he have something to hide? Is he married? How many married men, fathers, can get out on a Saturday night? But he isn’t wearing a ring and he does seem keen on her.


  She focuses on opening the egg. The foil comes off easily, like skin from a serpent. As soon as it’s sloughed off, the shiny halves open and inside she finds treasure. Gasping in shock, Alice takes out the plastic-wrapped gift and inspects the black lace, the detail of fine, French lingerie, a new pair of stockings and a leather choker. She tears open the plastic. Wrapped inside the exquisite garments is the book by Anais Nin and an envelope. She slits the top open and finds a note inside. She peers through the bottom half of her varifocals to read.


  
    ‘Dear Alice.


    Forgive me for breaking our date, I have some urgent business to attend to which wipes me out till late on Saturday evening, even though it’s a bank holiday weekend. So, as I asked, please can I see you on Sunday? I’ll meet you at the library at 12:00. In the meantime, please accept this gift to make up for letting you down. I hope to see you wearing them soon. Please will you wear them on Sunday?


    Love, David.’

  


  Excited, Alice takes a gulp of her tea and strips to try on the lovely, lace confection. She rereads as she takes off her clothes and puts on the new. Give or take a centimetre or two they are her size; perfect. The choker is decorated with lace and a silver ring. She glances at herself in the mirror, then faces it full on, striking a pose. The lingerie gives her confidence and an acceptance of who she is. David has chosen well, she loves the two-tone, two-texture black, the detail in ribbons and bows and she can’t wait to present herself to him. She feels her pussy moisten, her nipples stiffen. It has been a long time since she felt this way; before she left her former town, long before meeting David. She undresses quickly and carefully puts the bra, panties and stockings away, ready for Sunday. She begins to put on her clothes again, ready to cook her meagre supper, but the library book draws her attention. She looks inside thoroughly. On page 72 is another note, tucked into the binding.


  
    ‘Dear Alice,


    If you enjoyed your first two tasks, which you performed so delightfully, and you enjoyed my gift to you, then I want you to read from page 72 until you are ready for pleasure, then make yourself come. Once you have finished, please tell me how it felt. Send a message to my mobile.


    All my love,


    David.’

  


  Alice blushes, even though no one is there to see. She suddenly wishes she was not alone and he was there, ready with his fingers, his tongue, his cock. Without further hesitation, she props the note up and flattens the book to read. Her fingers take possession of the left nipple and her wet pussy. She begins to play as she absorbs the sensual writing. It’s not long before she gasps, moaning in pleasure, as her fingers take her to her climax. Panting, she closes teary, dark eyes to hold in the feelings; both from the writing and from her masturbation, enveloped in pleasure. It’s been far too long.


  Sated, no longer drunk on arousal, Alice finds it hard to write the message to David. Mistrust returns. She puts off the task, dresses and goes into her kitchen. She microwaves the lonely meal of the newly single. Although, once, she could count the joys of being one half of a couple, her ex-husband’s ways and her divorce had soured the dream and she still had yet to find any joy in being alone.


  After leaving half the pasta and taking a sip of the sauvignon blanc, she begins to write on her phone.


  
    ‘Dear David,


    Thank you for the lovely gifts. They’re a perfect fit. You are clever.


    See you Sunday.


    Kisses, Alice.’

  


  She lets it rest to mature on the little screen, unsure whether to add her questions about him. She wonders if she should ask why he changed their date, her suspicions still strong. Should she confess to him of her private pleasure? After five minutes mulling over the text she adds:


  
    ‘Pleasure... I did as you asked. Not sure I should have told you that, but I did... And it was delicious.’

  


  She sends. Blushing hotly she puts the phone in her pocket and switches on the TV, wanting the dumbed-down nonsense to absorb her and carry her away from her own actions.


  The phone buzzes against her hip. She takes it out and reads.


  
    ‘Thank you, Alice.


    I’m proud of you. Looking forward to Sunday.


    Love,


    David.’

  


  She frowns and replies.


  
    ‘I don’t know anything about you, David. I like you, sure, but who are you?’

  


  She regrets sending the message as soon as it’s gone, but resists adding an apology. Instead the phone bleeps with a reply.


  
    ‘Yes, you’re right, of course. I will tell you all on Sunday, I mean you no harm.’

  


  She replies immediately, still feeling belligerent.


  
    ‘Why not Saturday? Are you married? Girlfriend?’

  


  There’s a long pause and she feels as if she’s been too rude. She focuses on the TV but its prime-time ephemera fails to grab her attention. Minutes pass before the phone bleeps again.


  
    ‘I’m 37, divorced. And my brother is visiting me this weekend, arriving Saturday.


    I like you, Alice,


    Please forgive me.’

  


  Alice feels an overwhelming sense of guilt. For a moment she hates herself.


  
    ‘I’m sorry. That was rude of me. Forgive me. I shall be there, Sunday, 12:00. xxxx’

  


  The reply is immediate.


  
    ‘Mutual forgiveness.


    Please trust me.


    You have so far.


    I want you.


    kisses,


    David.’

  


  She replies, her eyes tearing up.


  
    ‘I want you too.


    Kisses, Alice.’

  


  There is no reply this time, but it’s enough..
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  Good Friday drags as Alice gets on with her decorating, finishing the lounge. Saturday morning, with glorious weather outside, she works again, but there are so few customers it seems pointless. As she leaves work on Saturday afternoon she receives a text message from David.


  
    ‘Dear Alice,


    Please wear pumps for walking, but bring heels. Wear your new lingerie . And if you have one, wear a dress that buttons down the front. The weather forecast looks very good.


    Love


    David.’

  


  Aroused again, the edge keen, she replies.


  
    ‘Ooooh, sounds exciting. Where are you taking me?’

  


  The response is quick.


  
    ‘A secret and a surprise.


    Kisses,


    David.’

  


  Since moving to this new town, Alice has found a few surprises and secrets in the surrounding countryside; pubs in villages and woods, by streams and canals. Her new life eases the pain of her old, her former home town soured by association with failure and deceit.


  On the way back to her flat she visits her favourite clothes shop and buys the perfect dress for her date; black, cotton, below-the-knee and button-fronted.
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  Sunday, 11:45 and Alice waits in glorious sunshine outside the closed library. She is dressed as he wants, the new lingerie hidden under the new dress and wearing flat shoes, a pair of black, high heels in her bag. She turns her face to the sun; her factor 15 helping to protect her from UV; warming her after the frigid winter. At precisely 12:00 a black cab stops in front of the library. The door opens and David steps out. He’s dressed in jeans, chestnut Chelsea boots, a striped shirt and a waistcoat. He smiles and holds open the door.


  “Good morning, Alice.”


  “Hello, David.”


  She takes his hand and steps in. On the floor are a picnic basket and a day-sack. He kisses her and sits beside her. The taxi sets off. The silence is awkward for a while, she recalls kneeling before him in the library and kissing his cock through the very same jeans he wears now.


  “A lovely day,” she says.


  “Perfect for a picnic.”


  Her love-hate relationship with food suddenly disappoints her again. Is he after her to watch her eat? Or for her to eat him and him to eat her? He takes her hand and holds it, palm up on his thigh. Her heart pounds. She can feel the heat of his cock radiate. She wants to move her hand to feel him. The thrill excites her.


  “Where are we going?”


  He grins, “Somewhere pretty. Not far from a nice pub I know. Up in the hills.”


  For fear of being overheard by the taxi driver she knows she cannot speak of what she hopes will happen, cannot even kiss him again, even though she has been kissed, so she talks to fill the vacuum. He answers her questions as the town whizzes past in a blur. She learns he runs a book and map shop, is an amateur photographer, which somehow makes her feel both flattered and insecure. His Irish lilt, his deep baritone is seductive. As they pass the last of the suburbs and carry on into winding, country lanes, they tell each other their histories and are equally honest about the failures in their relationships. He keeps her hand on his thigh, just close enough to feel the heat, as the cab takes them into woodland. She recalls her short-lived hostility towards him.


  “I’m sorry I was rude to you.”


  “It doesn’t matter. You had a right to know.”


  But Alice cannot say any more even though she’s desperate to make sure he knows she wants him. It’s so difficult to say anything remotely intimate, despite the fleeting conversations, messages and texts of mere days ago. For the long, twenty minutes of their journey, she feels the warmth emanating from his crotch. She thinks he must be erect but cannot look. Her nipples are stiffened, pushing at the lace of her new bra and the cotton of her dress. Arousal makes her stammer as she delves to learn more about this man and whether he deserves her erotic response.


  At last David speaks to the driver, “It’s here. Next right.”


  Her heart jumps. Down a short lane she can see a pretty pub, bedecked with hanging baskets of spring flowers. Cars are parked along the lane and their taxi has to edge through. They stop outside a beer garden, busy with people. David lets go of Alice’s hand and pays the cabby. Alice hesitates by the closed door. He smiles and opens it, taking her hand to let her out.


  “I thought we were having a picnic,” she says.


  “We are,” he says, smiling, reassuring her, “This is just where the walk begins. We can come back here after, if you like.”


  He shoulders the day sack, hefts the picnic basket and takes her hand. Beyond the pub garden a kissing gate offers them a footpath that leads up into woodland. The sun shines through trees filled with blossom. He helps her through the gate and pauses to kiss her cheek. She blushes and laughs nervously, unable to meet his gaze. They focus on the path, lined with daffodils, snowdrops and crocus, and before long they are totally alone. She finds courage from somewhere and, with it, a dose of suspicion, thinking as a wounded divorcee.


  “What do you want from me, David?”


  He answers without hesitation, “I want you to be my girlfriend.”


  It’s a reasonable answer, although she thinks to herself; is that it? Her low self-esteem makes her doubt him.


  But he hasn’t finished, and he grips her hand a little tighter, “I want my own ‘O’. I want to be your Master.”


  “Oh my god,” she breathes and her footsteps falter. Her heart races, her pussy leaks into the new panties and her nipples ache to be kissed.


  She turns to face him, still holding tightly to his hand and looks up into his eyes.


  “I... I want that too, I really do.”


  She closes her eyes and offers her lips to kiss. As he answers she puts her free hand to the bulge in his jeans to find it hard beneath denim. He gasps into the kiss. She believes him and thinks she knows his meaning. With one hand in hers, the other holding the picnic basket, he can’t hold her as they kiss. Instead, making her meaning clear, she caresses the hard length, listening to his quickening breaths. A delicious kiss but, too soon, he breaks it off.


  “Come on. We still have some way to go before we get to the picnic spot.”


  They start walking again and Alice feels deflated. If that’s what he wants why go for a picnic? Ambivalent about food she wants to go to her flat, or his place, and consummate, find out if he’s a good lover. She wonders again, if they can’t go to his home, why it’s not possible. Is he married?


  “You have no one else?”


  “No, I’m single. Divorced. I told you.”


  “That’s all right, then,” she says, embarrassed again by her questions.


  He laughs, “I hope so.”


  “I’m sorry, it’s just... I was hurt. It’s why I left home, my old home town... Him... My old job. For a new start.”


  “Rebirth?”


  “Something like that.”


  “I think I need that too.”


  For the first time she thinks he may also have been hurt. They fall silent, walk on, David leading. David opens a gate for her and then leads her off the path, climbing toward thicker woodland. Off to her left, some distance away, she hears a train.


  “Where are we going?” she asks to answer her returning, irrational fears.


  “You’ll see. You’ll like it.”


  They climb a ridge and stop. Alice gasps as she sees a blanket of bluebells before her, glimmering in dappled sunlight. She stares, drinking in this Technicolor icon of spring, so welcoming after the long, grey winter


  “Yes, here we are,” David says, grinning.


  “Gosh, it’s beautiful.”


  He can’t stop smiling as he puts down the picnic basket and opens his rucksack. Out comes a black-watch, plaid, car blanket which he lays down by a tree, careful not to harm a single bluebell. Thankfully, the ground is dry,


  “Take your seat, my lady,” he offers.


  Alice makes herself comfortable on a sunlit corner of the blanket, surrounded by a sea of blue. David busies himself by opening the picnic basket and taking out foil boxes.


  “Your shoes, please,” he says.


  “Sorry?” she says, thinking he doesn’t want any marks on the blanket, before she remembers, “Oh... Yes, sure.”


  She takes out her black stilettos while he continues to unpack an array of canapés, two spiked glass holders which he pushes into the ground, two hard, plastic, champagne flutes and a chilled bottle of champagne, in a neoprene, bottle-hugging, cooler. As she takes off her walking pumps and puts on the shoes, the perfect complement for her stockings, he unscrews the cork cage and pops the cork by turning the bottle.


  “Do you like champagne?” he says, thinking to ask at last.


  Alice laughs nervously, “Yes... But it makes me drunk... very quickly.”


  He laughs, eyes twinkling, and looks at her for the first time since they stopped walking. He turns to her. She can see by the way he moves that he is still erect. He kneels rather than sits on the blanket. He’s easily turned on it seems. He pours two glasses and hands one to her. Although the dull chink of hard plastic is not quite right, she meets his gaze as they touch glass to glass.


  “We don’t want seven years of bad sex,” she says.


  He laughs and she hears his nervousness. She sips. It’s good.


  “You’d better feed me first, or I’ll be smashed.”


  “Sorry... Of course, excuse fingers.”


  “Why, where have they been?” she giggles, feeling the bubbles force alcohol into her body.


  He laughs again and feeds her a canapé of smoked salmon, cream cheese and a triangle of cucumber on a blini. Alice savours it, so unlike her usual, dull diet.


  “You’re very pretty,” he says.


  “I’m not.”


  “I think you are.”


  “I could lose some weight.”


  “Not at all. I hate skinny. You have a lovely body.”


  She frowns. He feeds her another canapé and takes another for himself.


  “Pretty eyes too.”


  “Spectacles,” she counters.


  He forces a smile and eats his canapé. She sips.


  “Do you like oysters?”


  “I’ve had them once before... I think so.”


  “I shucked some this morning. Kept them on ice so I think they’ll be nice.”


  “Okay.”


  He delves the rucksack. Her heart races as she sees him take out a coil of black rope and a length of black silk.


  “Let me blindfold you.”


  She swallows, her pussy flooding.


  “Why?” she whispers.


  “So I can feed you. And keep my surprises until I’m ready.”


  She hesitates before answering, “Yes.”


  He takes her glass and her glasses from her, setting the wine in the holder, her spectacles in his waistcoat pocket. With everything suddenly in soft focus, she puts her head forward so he can cover her eyes.


  “Oh god,” she moans as he puts out the light for her. She is excited and enjoys the sudden fear garnishing the thrill.


  “Now your wrists,” he says.


  The nervousness has vanished from his voice so she offers her hands to him. He binds her thoroughly but not tightly.


  “Master,” she murmurs, to reinforce the concept into her mind.


  “My, O,” he answers.


  She hears the jangling of a chain and something is attached to the ring at her collar. She breathes deeply to calm herself.


  “You’re not going to hurt me, are you?”


  “No, of course not. I might spank you but only if you deserve it, and probably not today. We’re only just beginning.”


  “Probably? Thank you, Master...” she says, feeling the adrenaline rush and excitement soak her panties.


  “I’d love to have you over my knee and spank your bottom. After all it was your lovely bottom that first attracted me to you. That day I saw you, your first day at the library.”


  Alice licks her lips, her face feels hot and her bottom wants everything he promises.


  “My bottom... It’s too big.”


  “Nonsense. You’re perfect... To me you are.”


  She shakes her head.


  “Unbutton your dress, I want to see the lingerie on you.”


  His growing confidence is so erotic that she obeys, her bound hands turning awkwardly to deal with the buttons, until all are undone. Her breathing is rapid, her nipples aching hard and her pussy, soaked.


  “Oh my god,” she breathes as he opens the dress to see her. “What if someone comes?”


  “No one will see us.”


  She feels oddly reassured, listening to his breathing as it tells her of his excitement.


  “Beautiful,” he says.


  “No... The lingerie is beautiful, not me.”


  “Hush. Alice, you have curves. Be proud. I think you’re beautiful.”


  She shakes her head, speechless. Unidentifiable sounds puzzle her. She smells lemon.


  “Open your mouth,” he orders.


  She licks her lips and obeys. The sharp edges of shell and the zest of the sea assail her senses and the slippery, cold, delicious morsel slips onto her tongue. She bites and swallows.


  “Mmm.”


  The hard edge of the champagne flute touches her lower lip and ice cold bubbles fizz on her tongue. She swallows, chasing the oyster; delicious. He feeds her again, a citrus-soused oyster, a mouthful of champagne. He kisses her, his warm tongue invading. The left cup of her bra is pushed down and her stiffened nipple is taken in warm, wet fingers, pinching and pulling. She gasps.


  He moves, she knows he moves. She hears clothing, buttons unfastening. He breaks off the kiss.


  She feels pressure on her choker. She’s being pulled down. She knows what he’s going to put in her mouth now. Eagerly she allows the chain to pull her, putting out her hands to find it first as she shuffles forward. Her knees find his denimed thighs. He stops pulling as her fingers touch hot, smooth skin, hard beneath. Her index finger slips on silky juices. He gasps. She runs her fingers down to the root and blindly points the head to her mouth. She licks her lips.


  “Champagne please, Master.”


  Her head is lifted and the glass offered to her. She sips, bubbles tingling, cooling her mouth.


  “Thank you, Master,” she says, warming to the role.


  In truth, she has not performed this act many times before; her marriage had descended far too rapidly into neglect and an absence of intimacy; not her fault. Resolving never to let it happen again she opens her lips and kisses the tip of his cock, finding sweet salt pre-cum which she sucks and swallows. Opening her mouth wide she swallows him in. He’s hot, hard and silky, he tastes delicious. She listens as she licks, sucks and kisses his hardness; David’s gasp of pleasure pleases her. She may be submissive but she loves being in control of this part of him. Some of her skill comes from reading so it’s wonderful to put it into practice. She hopes, when it’s her turn, he is a skilful cunnilinguist.


  She pushes his jeans down, out of the way, helped by him raising his arse off the blanket. With one bound hand she grips the root of his cock, and with the other, his balls. She’s pleased to learn he’s shaven. She keeps her pussy trimmed but suddenly wants it naked and wonders if he would like that too. She raises her head and pulls him from her mouth, then begins to kiss and nibble the hot, hard flesh, listening to his moans and ragged breathing.


  “My... god... Alice... My god.”


  She answers with a kiss to the head and probes the slit with the tip of her tongue. It’s him who should be bound so she can force pleasure into him. She raises her blindfolded head and speaks.


  “Master...” she says, before another kiss.


  Opening her jaw wide she takes him into his new home. Her lips sliding down the shaft as she swallows the head. His breathing is rapid now, his body tensing up. Moans punctuate his gasps.


  “A.. Alice... My god.”


  He comes. She feels the pulse of released semen with her hands and her lips as it charges up his cock, before it splashes to the back of her throat. She raises her head a touch to taste him on her tongue as spurts of his seed pool in her mouth. She holds him as she sucks, while his groans and writhing body seem to deafen her. How can they not be seen?


  As the last drops leave him, she takes him from her mouth and moves her head as if to look at him. Blindly, she opens her mouth to show him the pool of glistening semen on her tongue.


  “My goddd... Alice.. I adore you.”


  She swallows, savouring the taste, knowing she wants to please him and take pleasure in all they do. He lies back and pulls her leash to guide her head onto his lap, her face pressed to his still swollen wet, sticky cock. She nuzzles him, feeling the sunshine on her body.


  “My slave... That’s what you are, darling,” he says.


  “Your slave? Yes... I want that,” she answers, but something still troubles her, and always will; learned behaviour. She knows there’s an edge of doubt in her voice.


  “...But?” he asks.


  “You can tell?”


  “I can hear you have doubts. Tell me.”


  “I’ll do anything you want. But... Please... Never deceive me. I’ve had too much of that.”


  “I won’t. I promise.”


  “I believe you,” she says and kisses his cock.


  “Give me your hands,” he says.


  She offers them up. He takes her wrists. He moves and stretches, half sitting, still cradling her head. He rolls her onto her back, pulls her arms above her head, gently but firmly. He fiddles with the ropes. When he’s finished she’s secured to something, hands above her head. She realises she is bound to the glass holder, as if to a stake in the ground. She thrills. But helplessness brings insecurity.


  “You’re sure no one can see us?”


  “I’m sure. Come summer this place will still be empty. We’re some way from the path.”


  She nods, licks her lips.


  “Now, hush, darling. Do as you’re told.”


  He feeds something into her mouth. She can tell it’s a strawberry by its scent. The juice breaks on her tongue, mingling with the cream from his cock. He feeds her again before he begins to undress her. Opening her dress he pushes down the cups of her bra to take out each breast, kissing the stiffened nipples and making her sigh. He pinches the left one, turning it between finger and thumb as he turns his attention to her panties. She lifts her bottom as he begins to pull them from her.


  “A nice, neatly trimmed pussy. I like it.”


  “Thank you, Master.”


  “But it would please me more if you shaved completely.”


  “I will, Master, from now on.”


  He takes his hand from her nipple and another strawberry stops her mouth. She bites, swallowing the sweet, fragrant juice and pulping flesh while she lets him finish taking off her panties, down her thighs, over her stockinged knees and her stilettoed feet. She moans, thinking, perhaps, this is the moment, but he moves to her feet and takes off her shoes, replacing them with the pumps. Her legs are pushed apart and she feels his head between her thighs, his hair tickling, his hot breath on her pussy.


  “Oh god,” she moans, “please.”


  She feels his hot tongue on her, parting her lips. He finds her clitoris. She gasps as pleasure surges through her body, centred on her pussy, from his tongue. He kisses her. She bites her lip to stop the moans and gasps escaping. He laps. He’s an expert, reading her body, reading her sighs. But then, too soon, he stops. He moves over her, kisses her lips so she can taste herself. She responds eagerly, feeling his cock restored, hard against her eager pussy. He reaches above her head, for a moment his full weight is upon her. She sighs in stalled ecstasy. She feels the tension in her bound wrists loosen and he rolls off her.


  “Stand up,” he says.


  His demand surprises her, “What? Oh please. Make me come. I need....”


  “Hush.”


  Her bound wrists make it difficult to do as he asks and frustration at her stopped pleasure makes her sigh. Her body trembles, close to orgasm. But her fear takes over and suddenly she’s nervous, half-naked and standing, at greater risk of being seen. A glass is put into her hands and champagne poured.


  “Drink,” he orders.


  Obediently she sips. She hears him packing away the picnic.


  “What are you doing?” she asks.


  “Our dejeuner sur l’herbe is finished; at least the first course is over. We’re going somewhere private where we can continue.”


  “Oh?”


  “It’s not far.”


  “Like this?”


  “Yes.”


  “Oh my god,” she says, trembling.


  “Trust me.”


  She hears him heft the bag, pick up the basket and take her leash. Holding her bound hands, he takes the glass from her.


  “I’m scared I’ll trip.”


  “Follow me carefully. The first part is the hardest, but then it’s a level path before we get to some down steps.”


  He leads her, every blind step seems to take an age. She’s trembling, fearful in case someone sees her. The dress opens, unable to close it she’s aware it reveals her breasts, the dishevelled bra, naked, glistening pussy and stockings. If anyone can see her, they’ll get a treat. The dappled sunshine tells her that they walk under trees. She clings onto David. The rush of a train, below and to the left shocks her and she imagines passengers feasting their eyes. Despite, or because of her fears, her pussy is soaking; a dribble down her thighs.


  “We’re out of sight,” he says, as if he’s read her mind.


  It seems an age before he speaks again as her timid steps move her on and he says, “Stop, Alice.”


  She does and he releases her. She hears as a key turn in a lock, her fear returns. He takes her hand and leads her forward.


  “Wait a moment,” he orders and she hears the key turn again.


  “The steps are in front of you. Seventeen. I will help you.”


  “Wouldn’t it be easier just to take off the blindfold?”


  “Of course, but that would spoil the surprise.”


  Each step is an ordeal, but David talks her down while she clings to him; “Here. Now put your foot down. Yes, that’s it. Next one.”


  She counts each one. At sixteen she steps into the sun’s full glory.


  “I should have put on some sun-block.”


  “You’ll be fine. Last step.”


  She puts her foot onto grass. It’s level and he leads her, steadily, a few steps forward until more shade. She hears him put down his bag and the picnic basket and she is taken into his arms. He kisses her. She sighs, her fear matching her arousal. While they kiss he unties her wrists. An easy knot, it seems, one that she could have undone with her teeth, perhaps a bow.


  He begins to undress her, sliding the dress off her and then unfastening the clasp of the bra at the back. Apart from the gifted stockings and suspenders she is suddenly, gloriously naked. Shame and pride war in her but she resists the urge to hide any part of her body, instead, she puts her freed hands to his crotch to find him erect, fully restored, hard through denim. Her faith returns and she moans into his mouth. But he breaks off the kiss, removes her hand and drops to his knees before her. She gasps as he kisses her between her thighs and sighs in hope.


  “I’m taking your pumps off and will help you put on your stilettos.”


  She puts her hands onto his shoulders to steady herself while he changes her shoes.


  “Where are we?”


  “Call me Master.”


  “Where are we, Master?”


  “My garden.”


  “Oh my god,” she says, shocked and desperate to cover herself.


  “We’re not overlooked. It’s walled. A sun-trap in the summer. It’s not a big house. It was once a farmhouse, before the railway, but the garden is private. Put your hands behind your back.”


  Compliant, she obeys. She realises she hears the sound of his clothes coming off; boots, belt, the rustling of his shirt. His silence unnerves her. Birdsong and the scents of his garden invade her senses but are dominated by her awareness of his presence.


  “Are you naked?” she asks, after the sounds stop.


  “Yes.”


  “Can I see, Master?”


  “No, Alice, I want you to feel.”


  He starts playing with her nipples. She can feel the heat of his cock close to her body, thinks she can detect the musky scent, the hint of semen. He doesn’t press his cock to her, but his hands remain at her breasts. He takes turns to kiss her lips and suck in the hard right nipple, while the erect, left nipple is rolled in finger and thumb. Her pussy oozes, aching to be touched, her heart beats rapidly and thrills surge through her body. At last, he presses his body to her and she feels his cock, fully erect again, a column of eager heat, pressing against her belly.


  “Please?” she asks in a moment when he sucks her nipple.


  “What is it?” he answers, making her sigh as he takes his mouth from her.


  “Please touch me... Touch my pussy... please make me come.”


  “In time, but you haven’t earned it yet.”


  “What?”


  He pinches her right nipple and the momentary pain makes her gasp before pleasure emanates warmly from her breast.


  “You need to trust me. I only have your best interests in mind. Mutual interest.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I want my own personal O and you need a Master, you want a Master.”


  “I do,” she says, but then a memory of O’s story takes the edge off her delight, “but... Réné, in the book, gives O away ...to Sir Stephen.”


  “I won’t do that. Think of me as your permanent owner. Do you want that?”


  The surge of adrenaline makes her pussy pulse as she gasps. Is this real?


  “Yes!”


  “Ask me.”


  “Please will you be my Master?”


  “I will.”


  She grips each wrist with her hands to stop herself from using them.


  “Are you going to whip me. Are you going to have someone whip me for you?”


  “I have no servants so it will be me who does it, when I do.”


  “Oh my god.”


  “Be careful, you’ll earn a whipping now. I’m undecided, but, when I do, you’ll take it and like it.”


  “Yes, Master. I... I agree to anything you want,” she says, knowing it’s the truth, “Just please... Please make me come.”


  “Is that your only demand in return for all I want? It’s a bargain.”


  “Please,” she pleads, not fully understanding.


  “You’ll think the same after?”


  “Yes, Master, please. It’s been so long.”


  “Your life will never be the same again. When you leave here, you’ll be reborn as my slave. Whenever you return you will be my slave. Away from me, you’ll live by my orders, you’ll do anything I want, you’ll wear the clothes I choose. But I will care for you too, in every way.”


  He presses his body firmly to her, his cock rubbing wetly at her belly. His chest chafes her stiffened, sensitive nipples. Her legs threaten to give way. He kisses her.


  “I’ll have you tattooed with my mark. Everyone will know you belong to me. At your breast, your shoulder, your thigh.”


  “Yes... Please... Anything. Just...”


  “You want me to fuck you?”


  “Pleeease, Master.”


  “Kneel,” he orders, and takes her hands to help her down. Blindly, heart fluttering, she obeys. He moves behind her, kneeling to, cupping her breasts, her nipples pressing into his palms. His cock presses between her buttocks. She feels him move back.


  “On all fours,” he says.


  Eagerly she does as she is told, dropping to the grass, dipping her back, pushing her bottom up as an offering. She hears him sigh. He puts his hands to her hips and moves behind her.


  “God, Alice, your bottom deserves a whipping, so gorgeous.”


  “Please, master. If it pleases you, whip me. Only...”


  “Hush. I’m still deciding. You’re so wet. In need.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  Frustrating her, he stands, and helps her up. She wonders why he doesn’t simply sink his cock into her yearning, wet pussy; perhaps her fellatio has taken the edge off his need, although the hardness of his cock tells her otherwise. She shivers in delighted hope, his first orgasm means he should last a long time.


  “Follow,” David says and Alice feels the leash go taut.


  Blindly, obediently she follows him, irrationally concerned her heels will sink into the grass, increasing her fear of falling. But soon her shoes click on a hard surface; stone, she thinks. He stops her with a hand to her breast and her left hand brushes his cock, still obstinately erect. He turns her to her left.


  “Bend over this.”


  Her heart leaps as he helps her down with one hand to her belly, the other in the small of her back. His hands are warm. She puts her hands out, bends and her thighs feel the hard edge of wood and some form of cushioning, which he moves to soften the edge. She feels her bottom is offered up. Her breathing is rapid, nervous, tainted with fear. She constantly feels as if she is being watched. He keeps lowering her until her belly, her breasts and her head rest on soft cushions. He takes her hands and she offers no resistance as he binds her wrists and pulls the rope taut. He moves away from her and she moans. She knows she must make an enticing sight.


  “Beautiful. Perfect,” he says, “Offered up to me for anything I want to do.”


  “Mm, ...Master?”


  “Do you want this, Alice?”


  “What are you going to do, Master?”


  “You know, don’t you.”


  “Yes, ...Master.”


  “Do you want it? I have to know you give me permission.”


  “If I say no, Master?”


  “I release you. I take you home.”


  “Then I want it, ...Master.”


  She admits to herself that she has never wanted anything more than this, than him and this moment, before.


  “Good,” he says, “ do I need to bind your legs?”


  “If it pleases you, Master.”


  “Let’s see.”


  Her legs are gently parted and her ankles secured, wide apart, her bottom, her pussy open and vulnerable. She anticipates the bite of a whip, hopes for his cock. But she hears him walk away. A minute passes, maybe more. The sudden silence grows, filled with the buzzing of a bee, the sound of an aircraft, the rush of a train, the scent of spring flowers blown by a breeze. Once again, she fears others watch, but instead of appalling her, it adds a delicious edge to her arousal. She wants to be seen, in humiliating arousal; possessed, secured, a willing prisoner. Nectar drips from her pussy, trickling down her open thighs, staining the new stocking tops. She hears a door shut, some distance away, she hears footsteps. Is it him?


  His voice, close, makes her jump, “Are you ready?”


  She feels his minty breath on her face and he kisses her before she can reply. After he breaks off the kiss, she whispers,


  “Yes, Master.


  “Kiss this.”


  Something hard, thin and leather-scented is put to her lips. She kisses.


  “It’s a riding crop.”


  Alice moans and wriggles in fear. His warm hand touches her right buttock, caressing, rubbing. Then his hand moves and she feels a tap. The pain is tiny and brief, but followed by warmth. He does the same for her left buttock. The tap is a little harder but still nowhere near agony. With the little movement she has, she pushes her bottom out to meet the pressure of his hand as he repeats the treatment for both cheeks of her bottom. Each tap is harder than the previous strike, each one sends a growing warmth directly into her now sopping pussy. She counts twelve, the last, hard enough for her to yelp, before he speaks.


  “Warmed up, Alice?”


  Her voice is a croak, her throat dry, “Yesss, Master, thank you.”


  “The next four will be harder.”


  “Ohh goddd.”


  “Hush. You’ve been very good. My cock enjoys the spectacle.”


  She tenses, whimpers, anticipating pain and hoping for him to discard the whip to take her, splayed as she is. She grips the edge of the table. David’s pause is a greater agony than the anticipated strokes. And then he strikes, one, two, three, four, the sound exploding with the pain. Alice writhes and moans, the heat in her bottom burns, before it slowly transmutes into a warm ecstasy, pushing its fingers into her sex.


  “Ohh godddd... I need.”


  “I know,” he says.


  The whip clatters down on the table and his hands are on her bottom, his cock, nudging at her pussy. She is so wet, he slides in easily. He sighs and grips her hips, pulling into her. He fucks her, with her tied as she is to the table. Her long anticipated orgasm begins to rebuild. She pushes back as much as she can to meet him. His strokes are urgent, as if he is near to climax. Alice moans, the pleasure growing, so long denied. He pushes deep inside her, squeezing her bottom to the table. She feels his body tense, his fingers gripping her, and, as the first gush of his seed fills her, her clitoris spasms in ecstasy and she comes. He slumps over her, holding on, his hands moving to cup her breasts. Holding her to him, he kisses her shoulders, her neck, his breath hot and rapid in her ear. She wants to hold him, to kiss him, but her bonds won’t allow her to return his caresses. Hidden by the blindfold, her eyes are wet with tears of joy and she sighs at every touch.


  “Alice,” he breathes, “my pleasure slave, my O.”


  “Master...” she answers, “I love you.”


  “I love you, Alice.”


  His hands move from her breasts, his cock slides out, leaving her dripping. Her wrists are untied, surprisingly swiftly; perhaps another bow. So easy to escape, if she had wanted to.


  “Don’t move yet. I need to untie your ankles.”


  He moves away from her leaving her hot back and bottom to cool. Sweetly, he kisses her bottom as he kneels. She’s conscious that she oozes his semen from her pussy. It feels as if she gapes open, but she feels no shame.


  Released, again frustratingly swiftly, he helps her to stand. Guiding her, taking her hand and her leash, he leads her away from the table.


  “I’m taking you inside. Are you happy to come into my house?”


  “Yes,” she answers, fears of some cheesy horror film flitting through her mind before being banished.


  Taking care, he leads her on, warning her of a step, decking, a pot, a doorway, then they are out of the lowering sunlight and in a cool room, carpet beneath her feet.


  “I’m going to take you to my bedroom.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  She feels their passage through an open door. She wonders why he won’t show her his house, his garden. Are they that awful, is it a hovel? Her breathing is rapid, shallow, displaying her nerves.


  “Stairs now. Lift your foot. That’s it. Next one. You’re doing very well.”


  “I want more, Master, I want you to fuck me, whip me. It makes me brave.”


  She hears the smile in his voice as he answers, “Good girl.”


  Eighteen steps and she is on a landing, he tells her. He leads her on and closes the door behind her.


  “Get on the bed. Crawl.”


  She obeys, taking a couple of steps before her shins meet the soft edge of a mattress, crisp, cotton sheets. She drops to all fours and sways her bottom in invitation as she crawls to the other edge; a king-size, she guesses.


  “Lie down,” he orders softly.


  She rolls onto her back, the chain leash wrapping around her shoulder. But he follows to arrange her limbs as he wants; her legs wide open, arms to her side, and to sort out her bondage, his body over her, cock brushing her belly. She hears a lock click as, she assumes, her leash is fixed to the bed. Her heart is pounding in anticipation. The mattress shifts as he kneels between her legs.


  Only then does he unfasten her blindfold. The room is dark, the curtains drawn, but it’s warm and inviting. David looks down. He smiles and kisses her. Naked, his body pleases her, she can hold him, so she does, caressing his skin, the muscles of his back. His cock slides in and he begins to make love to her.
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  Alice awakens in an unfamiliar bed. Disoriented, she looks around the room, illuminated by a narrow bar of sunshine that heats the duvet. The room is small, painted red, nearly filled by the bed and a mirror-fronted wardrobe that gives the room the illusion of space. The duvet that she throws back from her aching, sore body is a deep, graduating blue. Her movement makes the chain jangle, reminding her of the leash, locking her to the bed, the collar around her neck, the only item of clothing, if it can be called such, that she wears. The smell of coffee permeates from somewhere. She is very hungry, having eaten nothing except the tea and toast David made for her late in the evening, just before the second, marathon bout of lovemaking, before exhausted sleep.


  She imagines the pretty cottage, the walled garden, the places she has never seen, her new and welcoming prison. The red room is a promising start. She needs the bathroom but cannot free herself from the chain, and neither does she want to. Best not to think about it, she decides. She wonders where her clothes ended up; perhaps strewn all over the countryside between the bluebell wood and her Master’s house.


  Her Master; David. She had always wondered where her Master would come from, living in hope for years, living in her dreams and in books. Her husband had been a disappointment; as she wanted more subjugation he had repaid her with betrayal and secrets with another woman, impossible to turn childhood sweethearts into master and submissive. But now she has found everything she wants.


  The door opens. David, dressed in a black, Japanese robe stands on the threshold, holding a tray, on which she can see and smell croissants and coffee. She smiles up at him.


  “Breakfast in bed,” he grins.


  “You should have had me serve you, Master.”


  “Next time. I baked the croissants and I make excellent coffee.”


  He puts the tray down and sits on the bed beside her. She looks up expectantly. He leans down and plants a kisses on her lips.


  “Master... I need the bathroom... Please?”


  He smiles as he unfastens the leash with a key then leads her from the bed. The landing is pretty too. Cream painted banisters, a red carpet, cream walls, rural pictures. The bathroom; blue and white tiles, a white suite, clean and well maintained. Frosted glass panes in a white, wooden frame prevent her seeing outside.


  David releases her and closes the door, allowing her privacy. Alice freshens up quickly, wishing she could restore her make-up. She opens the door to find him waiting and offers him her leash. With a smile he takes it to lead her back into the red room, with its enormous bed, the cooling coffee and croissants. They walk around the bed but Alice hesitates near the window, the leash going taut as her curiosity gets the better of her.


  “Master, may I see the garden?”


  He smiles, as if considering, before answering “Yes, you may. You’ll need these, I’m sure.”


  He puts her spectacles into her hand. She studies them as if she has never seen them before while he sweeps open the curtain. She puts on her glasses and turns to the view. Alice gasps as she sees the beautiful place of her subjugation for the first time, even more lovely than she imagined. The garden is walled on two sides, a venerable, high-sided wall that must be hundreds of years old. The back of the garden rises to trees and Alice guesses that the railway she could hear is in a cutting below. But in the garden it’s sheer beauty; more bluebells, a neat lawn, daffodils, a small paved, open courtyard with a table; the one where she was whipped and taken.


  “It’s beautiful. Why didn’t you want me to see it, Master?”


  “I did, just not at first. I like surprises.”


  He stands behind her and moves closer, opening his robe. His cock, hot, erect, presses to her back and his hands cup her breasts, his palms to her stiffening nipples.


  “Now come back to bed. Breakfast’s getting cold.”


  Eagerly she swivels in his embrace to face him, taking off her glasses. She closes her eyes and offers up her mouth for a kiss. He takes up her offer, lips locked to hers as he leads her gradually back to sit on his lap, on the bed. Still kissing, he fixes her leash back to the bedstead.


  Sitting her back against pillows, he pours coffee and feeds her scraps of croissant. After every bite, she licks his fingers, watching his cock pulse in response to the lavish lapping of her pink tongue. The coffee he feeds her is good, and strong-flavoured. Her senses zap as she becomes fully awake.


  “I have a proposition for you,” he says.


  “Yes, Master?”


  She licks her lips.


  “As well as being my own, personal ‘O’, I want you to work in my book shop... as Manager.”


  “Really? What about my job?”


  “Hand in your notice. Leave. Come and work for me.”


  She looks away, to the sky through the window. The job has been so much a part of her new identity since her flight from her old life. This new step would move her ever further from bitter memories.


  “Of course, Master.”


  He smiles, “It’s a deal.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “You can call me, David, in the shop.”


  “I prefer to call you Master.”


  She puts her hand to his cock, holding the root.


  He gasps, touches his hand to her neck.


  “And we can sell erotica?”


  “Yes,” he breathes.


  With a mischievous smile, she lowers her head to kiss his erection and swallows him into her mouth. David moans. She lathers his cock.


  A new life; totally, utterly , she thinks as she coaxes him to orgasm, to seal the deal. Why not, it’s a new day. Life begins again.
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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.


  KM Dylan

  The Love That's Sleeping
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  An excerpt from First Lady, Book Three of the Cult of Beauty Series, which will be out in 2014. Checkherefor updates.


  “I look at you all, see the love there that’s sleeping…”

  The Beatles


  I stared at Gavin, stunned that he was here in Paris. As usual, he exuded sex and danger with his unshaven jaw, glinting blue gray eyes and tousled blond hair. For a moment I was speechless. Then I managed to sputter, “What the hell, Gavin?”


  He gave me his best hangdog look, his eyes watery pools of longing. He seemed serious about trying to convince me to betray my engagement to Victor. “You belong with me, Katie. We’re like two pieces of a perverse, twisted puzzled that fit together. I know that Victor has seduced you with dreams of power and money, but your life as a politician’s wife will be miserable. Look into my eyes, Katie, and tell me you really love him.”


  I glanced at him, then looked down at the intricately woven Persian carpet. We were in a very elegant fitting room in Dior’s Parisian headquarters on the Avenue Montaigne. I couldn’t meet his gaze and say it. I needed an evasive maneuver. So I turned to examine the wedding dress Gavin had made for me. I was blown away: not just by how beautiful it was, but by how much work he had put into the sparkling frothy white creation.


  “I DO love, Victor.” I whimpered, not sounding convinced, even to myself.


  I ran my fingers over dozens of crystals that were sewn into the dress’s corset and flowing Shantung silk train. The crystals caught the afternoon sun coming through the room’s large French doors and refracted into little rainbows on my hand and arm. Gavin was close friends with Raf, the new designer for Dior, who it seemed had given him free reign of his facilities as a favor from one designer to another. This glittering dress was magical, an expression of Gavin’s abundant creativity and talent.


  Gavin came up behind me and I felt his powerful arms wrap around me, pulling me against him, his face burrowing into my neck, his hands crossing and clasping my rib cage, his crotch pushing against my ass. I could feel a bulge in his pants, hardening. Oh dear. I was very close to losing control, to ripping his clothes, my clothes off and fucking him on the couch of this fitting room. It was what he wanted. He knew the power he had over me, how I couldn’t resist his sexual charisma. I had fallen for him hard in the last couple of years, at first just sexually, and then more seriously, as we dreamed of building his designer label together. I was convinced that he would someday join the ranks of the fashion giants of the likes of Marc Jacobs and Karl Lagerfeld.


  “Why don’t you try it on?”


  Putting words to action, he stepped back and took hold of the zipper of the Gucci mini dress I was wearing and began to unzip me. I had put this little bronzed snakeskin number on as today was the day my girlfriends were to throw me a bachelorette party. My best friend, Natasha, was the ringleader of course. She was the world’s most highly paid model with a perverse streak that matched the size of her daily rate. So the party would certainly be very naughty, and its dress code would be to wear something short and hot. That was how she rolled.


  Gavin’s fingers tantalizingly stroked the back of my neck and trailed softly down to the top of my back. A little shiver of pleasure ran through me like a tremor, and goose bumps formed on my forearm. A little voice screamed inside my head, No, you can’t let him do this to you!


  I pulled away from him, and reaching behind me to zip my dress back up, walked over to the large French windows. I opened them, letting a blast of cool Parisian spring air into the room. He became very still, gazing at me with the wide-eyed stare of a lion stalking an antelope in the savannah. His unruly blonde curls fueled that feline association. Outside the large French doors was a small balcony with a black wrought-iron railing overlooking the elegant Avenue Montaigne. I stepped out and leaned over the railing to look down at the street. I needed air and a moment to think.


  Gavin stepped out to join me and lit a cigarette. I could see Victor’s Rolls Royce parked in a spot reserved for Dior’s visitors, with our driver, Antoine standing next to it, typing into his smartphone. Antoine looked up, seeing activity above on the balcony and saw us. I waved to him, smiling wanly, and then shoved Gavin back the French doors. “Get back inside, Gavin. We can’t have Antoine telling Victor you’re here.”


  “What, the chauffeur’s going to tattle on you?”


  I nodded my head, “There are spies everywhere. Victor warned me about it himself. What the fuck, Gavin? Are you trying to create trouble?”


  “I had to see you one more time, Katie, before this whole thing becomes final. I had to tell you I still love you. I’m sorry if I’m getting you in trouble.”


  I nodded, unsure of how to respond. This outburst of emotion appeared genuine, yet uncharacteristic of Gavin’s bad-boy past. Yes, it was true, I still loved Gavin. And I loved Victor. But Gavin more. Except that Victor had proposed to me while Gavin had been locked away on charges of manslaughter (that were eventually dropped). Victor wanted me be his first lady if he was elected president of France. I can’t walk away from that just because I’m attracted to this man… Can I?


  OR… Did Gavin have a point? Was I being shallow, seduced by Victor’s ambition and his very privileged, sumptuous lifestyle? Gavin was creative, easy-going, and sex on a stick. Victor was hard-driven, kinky and laser-focused on building his family’s prestige and financial empire. Yin and yang.


  We stood facing each other and I shivered a little from the cold air coming through the open French doors. I turned to close them, saying, “I love Victor and I love you, Gavin. It happens. We can fall in love with a lot of people in this lifetime. But Victor proposed to me first. I can’t quit now just because you have come running, trying to catch a train that has long since left the station.”


  As I turned back around, I saw the tension building in Gavin, tendons straining in his neck, and his hands clenched. He was like a volcano ready to blow and I had to get away from him. I walked up to him and kissed his cheek.


  “Good-bye, Gavin. I’m going to go. I can’t do this with you. It’s too painful.”


  He tried to grab my wrist, but I slipped my hand through his fingers and ran for the door. He tried to follow me into the hallway, shouting, “Katie, wait! We’re not done!” I closed the door in his face, and motioning to my girlfriends who were clustered near the door, gasped, “Let’s go.”
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  I ran out of the enormous glossy black door of the Dior headquarters. With my head down, I weaved my way as fast as I could to the car. My friends stumbled out of the Dior building pell mell, trying to keep up. People strolling on the broad sidewalk stopped abruptly to let them pass, recognizing the world’s most famous supermodel in the lead, her long brown tresses streaming behind her like a whirling cape, flying across the sidewalk on her impossibly long legs shod in gleaming black thigh-high boots, like a female superhero. Behind her came Caroline, pretty and blonde, and Emily, my Asian girlfriend and masseuse, with her long jet-black hair and petite, lithe body.


  Antoine held the door open as we all piled into the limousine’s creamy cocoon. Moments later we merging into the Avenue Montaigne traffic, followed by a turn a minute later onto the grand Avenue des Champs-Élysées. As we buckled in I regained my composure and glared at my friends. Or should I say, my so-called friends. I knew this had to be Natasha’s work. Gavin was her brother. She was the one with an interest in getting us back together and wrecking my future with Victor. There was no love lost between those two. Caroline and Emily were along for the ride, easily swayed by Natasha’s larger than life personality.


  I glared at her, locking in to her preternaturally beautiful gold-flecked eyes. “It was not cool bringing Gavin here, Nat.”


  “Gavin made you a dress. He still loves you. You still love him. I thought these were things that might warrant a chat. Don’t you? Step outside yourself for a moment, and think about it.”


  I could feel my face turning red. “You don’t have the right to throw monkey wrenches into my life, Natasha. What you just did was fucked up! And how did you get Gavin to agree to come? Did you lead him on? Did you tell him I was interested and wanted to see him? Did you lie to him?”


  She shrugged and looked out the window, twirling a strand of her long hair around her index finger. “Whatever. Your engagement to Victor is a sham. It’s going to be a loveless political and financial marriage. Victor’s bought you, and he’s going to wreck you.” As she spoke, she gestured at the Rolls and the Gucci dress I was wearing to make her point.


  Just then we pulled into the Place de la Concorde, circled the Egyptian Obelisk, and glided into a parking spot in front of the Hotel de Crillon. Seconds later Antoine and two hotel doormen in their gold-braided livery uniforms were opening the limousine’s doors and ushering us into the gleaming orange and white marble lobby.


  An elevator was waiting for us and it whisked us to the top floor where Natasha had booked the Leonard Bernstein penthouse suite for a cool $20,000 per night.


  The hotel was a jewel. It had originally been a palace and belonged to the Comte de Crillon, hence its name. Marie Antoinette had taken her piano lessons there when she was a girl, before she was married to Louis the Sixteenth. Little did she know then that a few years later she would lose her head in the vast square in front of the palace. It was strange to think that such barbaric events could have happened in this most elegant of places. From great extremes come great upheaval. I sometimes wondered if our society too was now going in that direction, with greater and greater disparity between the rich and the poor. People could get tired of trying to make ends meet someday and say “enough!” They would then come after people like me and Victor. The lucky ones.


  If I married Victor and he became France’s president, would I have it in my power to somehow help reduce inequalities? I suddenly felt that I could not just continue on the same track with my life. I had lived a pretty wild, indulgent lifestyle as a supermodel in recent years. I suddenly felt like I needed to give back to society—to make a contribution beyond looking pretty on the runway. These were the thoughts crowding my mind as I sat sipping Taittinger Pink Champagne on a plush red velvet sofa in the Leonard Bernstein suite at the Crillon. Madonna and Michael Jackson had stayed in this room.
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  The doorbell rang and Emily got up to answer the door, which was off a large vestibule decorated in the French style, with antiqued cream-colored panels outlined with gold trim, and a stunning crystal chandelier with dozens and dozens of tiny bulbs.


  We heard a young French girl’s voice say hello and Emily said, “Oh, yes, come on in Emmanuelle! We’ve been expecting you.” She then led a tall lanky brunette into the room. She was still a teenager and very pretty. Model material, with high cheekbones like Natasha’s, and great big, doe eyes that almost gave her the look of a Japanese anime character. In a low voice the girl said to Emily as she walked in, “Call me, Emmy, Emily. Only my mother calls me Emmanuelle.” Unlike the rest of us who were wearing party dresses, Emmy was dressed casually, wearing black skinny jeans, an oversized dark blue sweater and a pair of orange and black sneakers.


  Natasha sprang up from an armchair that she had been curled up in, tapping away at her iPhone. She threw her arms around Emmanuelle and kissed her twice on both cheeks in the French way. “Emmy, darling, so glad you could join us tonight. I’ve been wanting you to meet Katie for like… ever!” Natasha took Emmy’s hand and brought her over to the couch. “Emmy, Katie—Katie, Emmy. This is my cousin that just signed with IMG in Paris.”


  I got up, and because we were in Paris, also kissed her twice on both cheeks. “Hi Emmy, Natasha’s told me so much about you.” I had completely forgotten that Natasha had asked if I could watch over her cousin who was a few years younger than us and just starting out in modeling. Since I was going to be living in Paris now, I would be in a great position to be a “big sister” to Emmy, and help her navigate the treacherous waters of being a young model in a big city.


  Caroline, our party-girl extraordinaire, went over to the bar (no mini bar in this hotel room, just the real thing) and poured another glass of Champagne and brought it over to Emmy. As Caroline handed the girl her drink, I could see a look in her eye. Caroline had a thing for pretty girls. Caroline held the glass back a moment and teasingly asked, “Are you old enough to drink, Emmy?” The brunette nodded vigorously, “Oh, yes, I’m eighteen.”


  Caroline moved her hand holding the Champagne back behind her, teasing even more, “Well that’s not old enough. You have to be twenty one to drink.”


  Emmy pouted, “Not in France. Here it’s eighteen.”


  We all smiled at Caroline’s good-natured ribbing and Natasha said, “Emmy’s a big girl, Caroline, let her have the champers.” Caroline relented and gave her the flute, saying, “I was just kidding, sweetie. Here, enjoy!”


  I patted the couch next to me, indicating she should sit next to me so we could chat.

  “Come sit, Emmy…” The young model pointed at my dress, and glanced around at the others and asked, “What are you all up to tonight?”


  I shrugged. “I’m not sure. It’s my bachelorette party tonight and Natasha has kept everything a big secret.” The girl’s outsized shining eyes lit up, and she looked over at her cousin and exclaimed, “Oh, Nat, that sounds like so much fun! What have you arranged? Something very naughty? Can I join you?”


  Natasha shook her head, “Sorry Emmy, but I mentioned it to your mother, and she said absolutely not. She was adamant that you are not ready for that kind of thing and made me promise you wouldn’t be allowed to come.”


  Emmy’s girlish smile vanished and her face fell. “Of course my mother would say that. She wouldn’t want me going to hell because I actually had a little fun.”


  Natasha tapped her lips with her index thoughtfully. “I don’t know, Emmy. You have been sequestered in an all girls’ Catholic boarding school for the last four years. You’ve had a very sheltered life… This party is going to be outside your comfort zone.”


  Emmy jumped up from the couch and took her cousin’s hand and cupped her hands around it in a prayerful way. “Which is exactly why I should come. Didn’t you want Katie to show me the ropes and teach me about the way of the world? Come on, Nat, I’m not a child anymore. Don’t baby me!”


  I felt for the poor girl, whose mother apparently was a puritanical hard-ass, and had kept her daughter locked away in Catholic school. On the other hand, this evening was sure to be over the top. This wouldn’t be a dipping of one’s toe in the water, but diving into a deep, dark pool, head first.


  I said, “Anyway, you can’t go out with us dressed like that, Emmy.”


  She countered, “I can borrow something from Nat. She has loads of clothes and we’re the same size.” It was true, she was also about six feet tall and rail thin. She took Natasha’s hand and rubbed it against her cheek, as if she were a kitten. She gave my friend a sweet puppy-dog look. “Please, Nat?”


  Natasha relented. “Okay, fine, Emmy, let’s go find something for you to wear. But you cannot breathe a word of this to your mom, and if it’s too much for you, then you’ll leave, okay?”


  Emmy nodded energetically, “Of course, Nat. My lips will be sealed.”


  “Alright, let’s go find something for you to wear.” Natasha led Emmy into the suite’s master bedroom, and from there into its walk-in closet. We all followed, carrying our flutes of Champagne. Playing dress up with Natasha’s clothes was always fun. As the world’s most coveted model, she was constantly gifted clothes from the designers she worked for. They all wanted her to be seen wearing their designs. As we walked through the suite, I could tell Emmy was kind of blown away by the extreme lavishness of Natasha’s digs. She joked, “Nice place. Not exactly like my little shared shoebox in Montmartre.”


  I asked, “How many roommates do you have?”


  She smiled sweetly, “Three. There are two of us sleeping in two bedrooms. And we have a friend from Milan who occasionally crashes on our couch when she’s in New York for a job. It’s cozy.” We all laughed as we had all been there at one time.


  We crowded into the gigantic closet and started flicking through the amazing trove of designer clothing. Natasha was the first to hold up a dress, which was a pretty, but fairly conservative Stella McCartney design, with a pleated bottom that went to the knee. “How about this?” Emmy shook her head, saying, “Isn’t it a little tame? Look at you guys…”


  Caroline was next to pick and I knew it would be more risqué, given her hedonistic proclivities. She held up a sheer and shiny metallic mini dress that was a recent creation by Tom Ford. He was one of my favorites, and I had enjoyed walking in his shows when he was head of Gucci. Emmy nodded, “Oh, that’s pretty, shall I try it on? I’ll go change in the bathroom.”


  Natasha made a face and shook her head ruefully. “Her mother would kill me.”


  Emily, who had been standing quietly by, went up to Emmy, and taking the hem of her sweater started to lift it off her, saying, “Here, let me help you change. It’s just us girls, you don’t need to go to another room.” Emmy tried to stop her, saying, “But…”


  Caroline double-teamed the girl and started to unbutton her jeans. “No buts. You’re going to be a model, aren’t you?”


  Emmy nodded, “Yes, of course, but that doesn’t mean I want to get undressed in front of you all.”


  I put my hand on her shoulder to soothe her, “Well, these girls have a point, Emmy. Being shy about showing yourself doesn’t work in our industry. You really can’t be a prude.” Emmy nodded and stopped resisting. She bent over to let Emily lift her sweater over her head (she was a good ten inches taller than the petite Asian girl). I dragged a chair behind her so she could sit down. Caroline knelt at her feet on the plush white carpet and pulled her jeans down. Emmy had long thin legs and it took Caroline what seemed like a long time to get her pants all the way down them. I was sure she was relishing her task of undressing such a pretty girl and perhaps even surreptitiously caressing her legs as she did it. Then Caroline removed Emmy’s sneakers, and finished removing the pants that had bunched around her ankles. Emmy was like a twenty-first centurty Marie Antoinette, with four ladies in waiting to help her get ready.


  I picked a sexy pair of Giuseppe Zanotti five-inch heels, with black straps accented with thick, gleaming chrome chains that would work well with the dress. Moments later she was standing in the Ford dress in heels, looking hot. It was a pretty transparent fabric and very short, barely reaching the bottom of her ass. Emmy blushed when she looked at herself in the closet’s full-length mirror. “It’s a bit revealing,” she said softly.


  Natasha put her index finger to her lips as she does when she’s thinking. “Indeed. I think you should go without a bra.” Emmy’s eyes went wide as she asked, “Nat, you want me to show my breasts? Out in public?” Nat nodded, “Get used to it.” Emily lowered the dress as Caroline gleefully took off the girl’s bra and tossed it on a chair. Natasha’s commented as she handed her back her Champagne, “You said you want to play with the big girls, right?” We walked back to the living room and Emmy looked amazing. Natasha had given her a couple of strings of Chanel pearls to finish off the outfit, and Emily had put her hair up in a bun.


  “Now it’s time to go,” Natasha declared.
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  We got into a Mercedes limousine that was waiting in front of the hotel and pulled out into traffic in the Place de la Concorde. I had told Antoine to go back the chateau, saying that we would be staying at the Crillon and wouldn’t be needing him for the rest of the night. The real reason, of course, was that I didn’t want him reporting back to Victor whatever Natasha had in store for us.


  In the limousine, Natasha said, “Emily, the blind fold, please.” They tied another Hermès silk scarf over my eyes. Once again, I was in the dark, being taken God knows where. I thought, that’s the story of my life.
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  About half an hour later I heard the crunch of the car’s wheels on gravel. I guessed that we must have driven to a chateau on the outskirts of Paris. The girls helped me out of the car and up a set of stairs. Two of the girls, I couldn’t tell which ones, were each holding one of my hands and gently steered me where I needed to go.


  As we went inside, I heard Natasha whisper to someone. “Is everything ready?”


  A man’s deep voice answered, “It’s ready, mademoiselle.” He had a French accent and I couldn’t place it.


  “Are all the guests here?”


  “They are, mademoiselle. They are waiting in the ballroom.”


  I thought, Oh, dear. There are guests in a ballroom. How many? Who are they?


  Natasha answered in her low voice, “Good, let’s go. And Emmy, you said you wanted to experience new things, to have your horizons broadened… Welcome to our crazy world.”


  We walked through a few rooms and then entered what must have been the manor’s ballroom as I could sense the presence of other people. I was then taken up a few more stairs and seated on a chair.


  My next thought was that maybe I was going to be subjected to the typical bachelorette treatment… Some male strippers, and perhaps the presentation of some traditional bachelorette party naughty gifts: vibrators, handcuffs, lingerie and the like.


  There was a buzzing sound like that of amplifiers at a rock show, and then a bang of some sort with an echo. Then my blindfold was removed and I couldn’t see a thing as there were powerful lights shining on me, like those they use in concerts. I could just make out the silhouettes of a small group of people sitting in the dark, but couldn’t tell how many or who they were. Natasha stood next to me, with a microphone in one hand and the Hermès scarf that had been my blindfold in the other. She tapped the mike to check that it was on, and then shouted, “Welcome to Katie’s bachelorette party, people! Let the show begin!”


  The show?


  Then suddenly I heard drums behind me and I turned in my chair to see a big white drum kit with a drummer banging it like hell, and then more spotlights turned on and there were more musicians, guitar, bass, keyboards, a DJ, all around me. Suddenly I recognized the music as the intro to a massive hit by a Grammy-award winning rapper.


  Oh no, she didn’t!


  Seconds later, accompanied by the roar of the small crowd, the world-famous rapper (I will call him W since I can’t use his real name in these memoirs) was standing in front of my chair rapping. I had heard the song many times and it was really catchy. I couldn’t help being taken in by the pop star’s intense vitality and charisma, despite my embarrassment.


  Who was watching? I had no idea who might be sitting in the shadows. There was a pause in the song, and W grinned and gestured at me with a wave of his arm and shouted out, “Katie Wolfer’s in the house, oh yeahhhhh! Let me hear you say it, people… Katie Wolfer’s in the house…” And the small crowd in the darkness shouted back, “Oh, yeahhhh!”


  As if this wasn’t enough, a group of eight male dancers bounded on stage wearing Tarzan-type loin-cloths. Most of the dancers were black. They had all been rubbed down with oil and their unbelievable chiseled bodies glistened in the spotlights. The crowd roared as the dancers surrounded me in a tight circle. They did a tightly choreographed stripper-type dance, with suggestive groin and hand movements in my direction. They were soon taking turns giving me lap dances, rubbing up against my bare arms and legs with their gleaming hard bodies. They also began lifting their loin-cloths to reveal their swinging, large, semi-hard penises. Each dancer was hung like a horse. I couldn’t believe it. I was both horrified, and yet couldn’t help getting a little flushed too. They were all very good-looking men.


  The song ended and the dancer standing next to me uncovered his hard cock. He was a very good-looking man who reminded me of Taye Diggs, with a shaved head and a sensual mouth. The crowd chanted, “Kiss it, kiss it.” And W said softly into the mike, “You heard them, Katie. They want you to kiss it.”


  I thought, Oh dear, they’re just getting started. Natasha really is crazy. What did she have to pay to get one of the world’s most famous pop stars, with his band and a troupe of dancers to perform this small private concert? Five million? More? This was insane. Anyway, I can’t be a pussy about it.


  I was becoming mesmerized by the dancer’s glistening black monster throbbing just an inch from my mouth. I was like a mouse staring into a cobra’s eyes. Having no choice, really, I gave its purple helmet a quick little peck to satisfy the crowd. I felt the moisture of pre-cum on my lip. I licked it. I couldn’t help myself. It was a little salty and sticky, and I was starting to get wet as my inner slut reared her head. The flamboyant MC pointed at me and then looked out at the crowd and shouted into his mike, “Is Katie a naughty girl?” A man’s voice shouted out of the darkness, “Yes!”


  W took a few steps towards the crowd and peered out at them through the glare of the lights, and said, “People, is Katie Wolfer a naughty girl? Let me hear you!”


  This time the crowd roared back, “Katie’s a naughty girl.”


  W grinned at the crowd, and then looked back at me with a glint in his eye. He was having a great time with this, regardless of getting paid millions.


  He shouted, “That’s what I thought. Do we need to punish her?


  The crowd roared back, “Yes! Punish her!”


  The rapper nodded his head, “That’s what I thought. Okay peeps, it’s time to tie her up.”


  On cue, a very large wooden Saint Andrew’s cross descended onto the stage from above, lowered on chains by a pulley system. All eight dancers surrounded me and picked me up, and holding me above their heads carried me to this contraption. It was like a reenactment of old Tarzan movies I had seen on cable classic channels, where a pretty white girl was caught by a savage tribe in the jungle and taken back to the village, presumably to be gang raped or eaten. Tarzan would then arrive, swinging on a vine, freaking everyone out with his trademark yell.


  I’m in trouble now.


  Music started up again, a very familiar tune, and he began to sing a rap rendition of the 70’s hit, “She’s a Very Kinky Girl,” while the dancers paraded me across the stage, showing me off to the crowd, and then lowered me down and leaned me against the giant wooden X. W came up behind me and lowered the zipper on the back of my dress. He then took hold of its neckline and pulled it down my body and tapped my right calf to indicate I should step out of it. I thought of protesting, of saying “No, I don’t want to be naked and bound and sexually used in front of a bunch of people who I don’t even know who they are,” but it would be fruitless. Natasha was in charge and I was now her plaything for the night. There was no getting out of it.


  I stood there wearing just a g-string thong and heels, and W leaned up against my back, grabbed a handful of my long blonde hair and whispered in my ear, “You are so fucking hot, Katie. I am really going to enjoy humiliating you and sticking my big black dick in you.” He ran his tongue up the length of my neck and I whimpered. W laughed and took a step back, letting go of my hair, and instead grabbed my g-string and with a sharp yank, ripped it off of me. A shiver went through me as each of my wrists was grasped by one of the dancers and lifted and held against the wood contraption, while two others grabbed my ankles and moved my feet so that I was spread-eagled naked against it. They bound me to the cross with leather straps that were lined with shearling, face forward.


  I turned my head to see what was happening next and saw Natasha walking on stage wearing an amazing latex dominatrix outfit, with gleaming thigh high boots with towering six-inch heels and a black bustier with chrome accents. She was carrying a red velvet cushion on which was an assortment of three leather riding crops. She held them out to W for his inspection. He took his time looking at them, fingering one and then the other. Finally he chose one and took his place behind me. He handed the mike to Natasha, who simply said, “One.”


  A moment later there was the slap of leather on my bare bottom, and a sharp sting, followed by an intense heat where the riding crop’s leather tab had marked me.


  “Two.”


  Another sharp crack of leather against my buttocks, this time the other cheek. More searing heat. I wriggled and writhed, moaning, against the cross. I bit my lip, doing my best not to scream.


  “Three.”


  W gave me another few strokes of the crop on my ass and I began to cry out, no longer holding back. Then he paused and Natasha came up behind me and inserted her hand between my legs and let her fingers slide up my inner thigh. I was breathing heavily, warmth radiating from my bottom. Her touch was sensual and teasing and driving me crazy. With her other hand she brought the mike to her mouth and said in an ominous voice, “Let’s see if she’s wet, shall we? How naughty is Katie really?” Her fingers continued their caress, moving from my sensitive inner thigh up to my pussy, which in fact was drenched. The whipping had made me super horny, and I was now aching with desire for sexual release. Natasha stroked my pussy for a moment, expertly working me up, rubbing my clit for a moment, before travelling down to slide a couple of fingers into my sopping peach.


  Natasha pulled her hand away and held it up, her fingers glistening with my juices.


  She whispered into the mike. ”Katie’s very wet. She’s a really bad girl, isn’t she?” She then suggestively licked my juices off her fingers. The crowd roared and my pussy clenched. She was a wild, uncontrolled thing.


  What would she do next? She came to me and whispered in my ear, “By the way, these guys are all clean, so don’t be shy.” She then lifted something to my nose and said, “Sniff.” I did. It was a popper and I felt the euphoric flowering bloom of a high envelop me and blood rushed to my sex. I was suddenly hornier than anything. She caressed my soaking core again, and I whimpered, pushing myself against her hand. She loved to tease and stopped again, and had me lick her slick fingers before she stepped away, leaving me gasping for more. The crowd murmured appreciatively at the sensual spectacle. One of the drug’s effects was to bring out my inner slut, loosening my inhibitions and infusing me with a feeling of erotic power. I was ready to let myself go and enjoy whatever the night might bring.


  Suddenly the lights dimmed down. There was a softening of the mood as W began to sing a Beatles song, While My Guitar Gently Weeps, with a crooning voice. It was a lovely rendition. With the spotlights dimmed, I was able to discern the faces in the crowd. I saw that it consisted of a handful of my closest friends in the industry, who I had worked with over the years—mainly models, photographers and stylists. All watching this sexual debauchery that Natasha had so carefully orchestrated. A dancer slipped a blindfold over my eyes and they detached me from the cross. The eight men lifted me up again like a sacrificial virgin and placed me on my hands and knees on what felt like a leather bench—an altar of sex.


  After a moment of kneeling on the bench naked except for my heels, I felt hands caressing me, creating a tingling feeling in my breasts, nipples, legs, arms, mouth… My entire body became an erogenous zone. Something bumped against my lips. I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around a hard cock. I had no idea who it belonged to. W? One of the dancers? Someone climbed on the bench behind me and I felt a tongue licking my pussy, and then traveling up to my ass to rim my nether hole. It was really hot. I heard a chant begin in the audience, led by Natasha, “Fuck her, fuck her, fuck her…”


  I am ready. Fuck me.


  An enormous cock pushed into me from behind. He entered me slowly, taking his time, letting me adjust to his girth. I felt unbelievably full! As my anonymous lover slowly began to move in and out of me, I could feel an impending orgasm that had been slowly churning in my core for a while now. He began to speed up his doggy-style fucking and I reached down to touch my clit with my fingers and began to come. It was the start of a series of orgasms as the two men took my mouth and pussy at the same time. Others had gathered around us, and were caressing breasts, tweaking my nipples and touching various parts of my body: my flanks, my legs, even my anus. It was a free for all.


  Someone lifted the blindfold off of me. It was young Emmy. She put her mouth to my ear and said, “Natasha asked me to take this off of you.” I couldn’t really nod, as my mouth was stuffed with a black cock sliding slowly in and out, pushing down into my throat. I leaned back and pulled off of it and looked up. I saw that it was W that I was sucking. He grinned down at me, gave me a wink, and said, “You look real good with my cock in your mouth, Katie.”


  Then wrapping his hand around his rampant erection, the rapper presented it to Emmy. Her eyes went wide. This was all new to her. Unsure of the protocol of sharing a man, she looked over at me for permission. I smiled and nodded. “Go ahead. It won’t bite.” This made W laugh, and he said, “Oh, it might bite.” Emmy looked a little scared, but she bravely leaned forward and placed her lips tentatively on its tip. The helmet was gleaming with my saliva and pre-cum. She stuck out her tongue and circled the purple glans while he took her hand and curled her fingers around his shaft. He guided her hand in an up-and-down motion.


  This was really hot to watch, a virginal girl tasting a gleaming hard cock just inches from my face. I watched Emmy struggle to fit more and more of W’s massive truncheon in her mouth.


  Meanwhile, the dancer who was taking me from behind with his giant horse cock began to increase his pace, his hips slamming into my ass. I closed my eyes to focus on the pleasure emanating from my pussy. I felt waves of pleasure rippling through me, spreading outwards from my core like rings in a pond where a stone has been thrown. I began to lose control, feverish with lust, and screamed out, “Yes, fuck me, fucker, fuck me hard!” He slapped my ass a few times as he rammed into me. I became like a rag doll as I had yet another mind-blowing orgasm, almost passing out.


  I opened my eyes and saw W pull out of Emmy’s mouth just in front of me. His cock began erupting and he landed a spurt into her mouth, then several more on her forehead, nose and chin. He was laughing and so was she. He put his hand behind her head to encourage her to lean forward and kiss me. Her lips were so soft and I tasted his salty, slightly metallic cum and our tongues wrestled briefly. The guy fucking me groaned as he saw us French kiss, and yelling, “Oh, Jesus, that’s hot!” he pulled out and shot warm jets of cum onto my lower back and ass. This was a party.


  A few minutes later, as I recovered from the sexual and drug-induced high, Emmy released me from my restraints. The dancer who had just taken me from behind brought me a towel and said, “Thank you, Katie. By the way, my name is Derek.” I smiled and offered him my hand and we shook, and I responded, “It has been really nice to meet you, Derek.” Emmy took the towel and wiped Derek’s cum off my back and buttocks, and then took a corner and wiped my face, which was dripping with sweat. I gave her a peck on the lips and said, “Thank you, sweet Emmy. Let’s go get ourselves a drink. I need it.”


  She laughed, “No problem, Katie. Thanks for having me. I had no idea this stuff happened for real. It’s crazy!”


  I nodded, “Yeah. It’s crazy… Just you wait.”


  “My mother would have a cow if she knew what I just did.”


  I agreed, “Yup. This is not how most mothers would want their daughters spending their Saturday nights.”


  Emmy gave me a hand in getting up from the bench and I wobbled a little once I got on my feet. I felt a bit battered from the pounding I had just received and woozy from the ecstatic highs that had just rolled through me like a tsunami. Emmy steadied me by putting her hand on my arm and led me toward the bar. I didn’t bother trying to find my dress, but walked naked in my five-inch heels. Everyone at this party had just watched me get double-teamed, why cover up now? Emmy was still wearing her Tom Ford mini. She had a little swagger now and a swing in her hips; quite different than the shy, uncertain girl in jeans that had shown up at Natasha’s hotel room earlier.


  As we threaded our way towards the bar, which was in another room, I saw that W had buttoned up his white leather pants and started rapping again. People were dancing, though some, including Natasha, had taken their clothes off and were having fun with the dancers or with each other. Nat was replicating my situation earlier, with a well-known photographer in her mouth and one of the black dancers taking her doggy style from behind. A few friends had gathered around to watch her getting royally fucked. She looked amazing, her body glistening and undulating to the rhythms of her two lovers. This was quickly going to devolve into a Roman-style orgy I thought.
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  After getting a Manhattan at the bar from a nervous young barman who kept staring at my bare breasts, I split off from Emmy to go pee and she headed back to the ballroom where the main action was. I was walking down a dark corridor, lit only by votive candles, when an arm emerged from the shadows and wrapped itself around my torso while another hand covered my mouth as I let out a scream.


  A man’s voice growled, “Don’t say a word. You’re coming with me.”


  It took me a second to place the voice and my drink fell and spilled across the floor. He began leading me down the dark hallway and as we passed a candle I saw Gavin’s face and curly blond hair.


  Fuck . He really wasn’t taking no for an answer.


  “Where are you taking me.”


  “We’re leaving. We need to talk.”


  “You’re being crazy, you know that, right? If you think you’re being cute, you’re not. This is fucked up and I really want you to leave me alone.”


  I could feel him shrugging off my protests as he murmured, “I don’t care.”


  He had somehow scouted the premises and knew how to get out of the chateau via a back entrance. I was a little taken aback by this new Gavin, the demented stalker, not the nonchalant, devil-may-care Gavin I was familiar with.


  I turned my head, trying to catch his gaze and protested, “I can’t go like this, Gavin. It’s freezing out. We need to go back and find my dress and coat.”


  He kept shoving me forward and grunted, “No, that’s not going to happen. Sorry.”


  We entered a room that appeared to be a study, or perhaps a library. It was hard to tell, as this part of the castle was dark and Gavin wasn’t turning on any lights. He had watched too many Jason Bourne movies.


  He took off his shearling coat and draped it around my shoulders. Then he grabbed my arm and dragged me towards a set of French doors that let out on a graveled patio. Moments later we were outside and making our way across a manicured lawn to the stables. There was a Mini Cooper parked there, out of sight of the main entrance to the manor house. Natasha had tipped him off about this party and he had had time to plan the whole thing.
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  Forty minutes later we were at the Hotel de Crillon. We left Gavin’s rental car with the doormen and went up to Natasha’s suite. I wondered, should I scream, ask for help? Was I being kidnapped? I really didn’t understand the situation and Gavin’s true intentions. As we entered the suite’s foyer, he let out a big sigh of relief. We stood there a moment and I stared at him, my arms crossed, still furious, but also feeling a little sorry for him. What was this all about? Was he really that in love with me that he was acting like a lunatic? Did he understand the potential danger of pissing off my fiancée, who was likely to become the president of a major country? WTF.


  His eyes bore into me, intense, burning with some unutterable emotion. After an uncomfortable moment I said, “What?” He pointed and said, “Can I have my coat back now?” I stared back at him, trying not to cry. Stay strong.


  I slowly unbuttoned his coat and tossed it onto the gold-leaf table in the middle of the vestibule. I stood there naked in front of him, unsure of myself. Of what to say or do. He took two quick steps towards me, wrapped his arms around my waist, pressing his hands into my lower back, pushing my crotch against his and gave me a fierce, deep kiss, searching my mouth with his tongue. I melted and pressed myself against him. We lost ourselves in that kiss.


  He took my hand and pulled me towards the bathroom. It was all white marble, beautifully lit, and the size of a small Manhattan apartment. He smiled. “You need a shower.”


  He turned on the water and quickly stripped down. He pulled me into the shower. The hot water felt great and he lathered me up with a washcloth and Annick Goutal shower gel. It put some gel in my hand and stroked his thickening member. This had quite an effect on him as he flipped me around and his now rampant cock entered me from behind with no further ado. I had come earlier, at the party, but this was sex plus love. A different stratosphere. My heart felt like it wanted to burst.


  He suddenly stopped moving, his thick, long member buried deep in me, filling me up. The warm water flowed over us. I felt like I was high, a pleasurable flowing of energy radiating throughout my entire body. He encircled my body with his arms and burying his face in my neck, whispered, “I adore you. I want you to marry me and spend the rest of your life with me. I’m the man you need, not him.”


  I didn’t answer. Was he proposing? His member throbbed gently in my pussy. Then I began to rock my hips back gently against him, my forehead leaning against the cool marble wall. He began to match my movements, nuzzling my neck with his lips. Slowly, slowly, slowly my climax began to build as he increased the speed of his thrusts. In a feverish crescendo we both came, clutching at each other, kissing, water streaming down our bodies.


  After he had pulled out and we stepped out of the shower, I grabbed his hand and said, “Okay.” His eyes lit up. “Really?” I nodded. “Really. Let’s go. But we have to get out of the country NOW.” He handed me a towel and pointed at Natasha’s bedroom and murmured, “Get dressed and let’s go.”
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  Seven minutes later we were in the elevator. I had grabbed the first thing I saw in Natasha’s closet, which happened to be an Alexander McQueen tartan skirt. I threw on one of her Rag & Bone tank tops, a black Lanvin fur vest and a pair of motorcycle boots.


  The doorman retrieved Gavin’s car and we threaded our way through the Paris streets out to the highway that would take us to the Charles de Gaulle airport. We started to see the airport signs and I relaxed a little. I had just made a huge decision to spend the rest of my life with Gavin. Now I just wanted to be back in New York, starting my new life with him. Good bye, Victor, and your grandiose ambitions.


  Suddenly my heart sank. Red reflections of police lights were appearing in the windshield. I only had the time to say, “Oh, fuck…” before a swarm of black SUVs with flashing red lights on their dashboards had surrounded our car and forced us to pull over in the emergency lane.


  Within seconds a group of guys with hard faces and crew cuts, dressed in all black, swarmed our car and pulled us out. They were very quiet and very efficient. Gavin tried to engage them. “Who are you? What does this mean? Are you police? I’m an American and you must tell us what is happening here!” They didn’t bother to answer Gavin. They handcuffed him with a plastic strip, put a piece of duct tape over his mouth and covered his head with a black cloth sack. I didn’t have time to say goodbye or anything else to him before he was gone. They shoved him in the back seat of an SUV and his car roared away down the dark, desolate highway. Within seconds I was hustled into another SUV.


  The next thirty minutes seemed interminable as we drove in the darkness. When I asked where we were going, my captors didn’t answer. They were a bunch of mutes. Finally our convoy pulled into the Goncourt chateau. The manor house was a great dark mass, with a solitary lit window, against a blue-black sky. The first trace of dawn was appearing on the horizon. Victor was framed in the golden glow of the entrance, leaning against the doorjamb in a gray cashmere turtleneck and brown cords. He watched us get out of the SUV with a thousand-yard stare.


  I ran up to Victor and taking his hand, pleaded, “What are you going to do to him? Where are you taking him?”


  Victor pulled me into the large, vaulted foyer and closed the door behind us. “Do you think I would let you leave me for that guy? You are going to be wife of the president of France, Katie. Stop fucking around like you’re some smitten teenager.”


  He turned his back on me and walked up the massive limestone staircase, fury emanating from his entire being. He didn’t look back at me. I had really done it this time.
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  'The Love That's Sleeping' is Chapter 2 of 'First Lady', Book Three in the 'Cult of Beauty' series, fictionalized memoirs of a fashion model’s erotic awakening. It comes after'Cult of Beauty: the Secret Life of a Supermodel'and'The Lotus'.



  K M Dylanis a former model turned author. She is half French, half American and lives in NYC. Ms. Dylan's career in fashion and her sexual adventures have provided the inspirational material for her erotic novels. For more information about K M Dylan and her books, visit her Facebookauthor page atww.facebook.com/kmdylan


  Jason Jaxx

  Countdown
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  'Countdown' is the sequel to 'White (Lights Out) which you can read for free in 'Gratis: Midwinter Tales'.


  Dave, recently off the lunch service, was jogging in the park, relishing the rays of the early spring sun which were making a valiant effort to combat the still-present chill that necessitated sweats and generated plumes of vapor with each breath. The post-shift joint he’d shared with Jack and Caroline was still having an acute influence resulting in thoughts that drifted haphazardly around the cocoon of his mind as he ran. He contemplated on how, for the past few days, he felt as though he was being roused from an enforced, subtle hibernation. All about him were indications that this awakening extended to the city itself. The leaves were reappearing, the first splashes of color dotting the foliage and something in the air was casting an aura of rebirth over the urban dwellers. At work, which was settling down following the insanity of the festive season, the relative calm had a similar impact on his colleagues. There was a lot more cheer and friendly conversation, and even the customers were extra affable and generous.


  Adding to this sense of renewal, his friends Jack and Caroline had evidently become a couple and, unusually for the restaurant and its history of torrid, ill-fated hook-ups, they were perfectly matched. Over the last few weeks, they had become inseparable, working the same shifts, going out afterwards and permanently happy when in one another’s company.


  When quizzed, Jack shrugged and tried to sound flippant, but his eyes sparkled as he answered, “She’s super cool and we’re having an awesome time being friends.”


  “Friends with benefits?”


  “Fuck man, the friendship is the benefit so yeah, with benefits.”


  Jack may be trying to downplay it, but Dave had previously heard from Jean, the maître d’ that Caroline had divulged that the two of them were indeed hot and heavy but also keeping it casual.


  “How is that possible?” Dave asked


  “They’re heavy casual,” Jean replied with a nonchalant shrug.


  Dave wasn't sure what she meant but whatever the situation, Jack was one lucky bastard. Caroline was cute, smart and funny. Dave wouldn’t admit it to a soul, but he had a crush on her when she first started work. Once it became obvious that she was interested in Jack, however, he promptly began rooting for Jack to get over his ex, the evil queen bitch Lisa and get together with the lovely Caroline.


  Lisa had been an insidious force in their circle that had poisoned numerous relationships. She had resigned from the restaurant months earlier but was continually hanging around, an emotional scavenger feasting on the torment her presence caused others. This finally led to Andy, a guy with five years’ service, being dismissed for insubordination when he stood up for her after a manager, one of the victims of her bump and dump attitude with regards to men, informed her that as an ex-employer and non-paying customer, could she kindly fuck off as her right of admission had been revoked. Andy swung a few punches that failed to land and was told to vacate. That had been the last Dave had seen of him or Lisa. The day after the banishment, Dave had caught Jack and Caroline holding hands in the smoking alley behind the venue. They didn’t notice him and he stood for a few seconds watching their soft, wordless smiles with great joy in his heart.


  Midway through his run now, sweat pouring from his brow as if in reaction to the warmth these memories provoked. He wiped it off with the back of his hand, sweeping his thick black hair across to get it out of his eyes and contemplated the uphill stretch ahead. Jogging was a new activity for him, one that had started a few weeks prior, when a friend persuaded him to do a fun run and he quickly found himself relishing it. Tending to stick to the same route, one used by other runners, he started at one end of the park and ended at the other. Station to station, close to three miles, which took him approximately half-an-hour. He ran slowly but after each run, he detected an improvement. He was losing weight, his stomach was flatter and getting well-defined thanks to his nightly sit-ups. He also experienced less guilt about his diet and alcohol intake, both of which were not recommended for a healthy lifestyle. He surmised that running while high was far from optimal but found the dichotomy of simultaneous fitness and intoxication pleasing and given that his brain was usually clear by the time he finished, he didn’t feel too much like a slacker.


  “If you catch me, you can have me.”


  Dave’s head shot up to see a shapely brunette dart past. Her black hair tied in a severe ponytail that bounced up and down as she ran away from him. She was dressed in a form-fitting, blue Lycra shirt and black running tights which displayed an immaculate ass. Black athletic sunglasses, white ear buds, pink running shoes and gloves completed her outfit.


  Uncertain if he’d heard right, he tried to shake off the now-undesirable narcotic haze but was unsuccessful. She didn’t turn around or change her pace but something in the way she moved let him know that she was pleased with herself.


  “Here I come,” Dave uttered. His brain and body, on the verge of exhaustion, reacted with instinct rather than reason. He tried to catch up with her, but she was unassailable, a taunting vision beyond his grasp. Gasping with an abrupt hard-on in his sweatpants, he strained for her, coming to the inescapable conclusion that running while stoned was categorically not the way to go. As the gap between them widened, she rounded a corner and disappeared into the trees. By the time he got to the same bend, she had vanished, and he finished his run, tired and horny.
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  “If you catch me, you can have me.”


  She passed him the following day, with the same cheerful enticement and, yet again, despite being stimulant-free, Dave was incapable of catching up with her. Her image however, etched in his consciousness, was revisited with licentious repetition. Picturing her full and inviting breasts, her curvy figure, her enticing hips and that extraordinary ass made his blood race and his prick stiffen.


  “If you catch me, you can have me.”


  For the third consecutive day, he was in the park for a lunchtime run, a new record for him and, being that he had the day off, a course of action he wouldn’t have previously chosen. This time she was dressed in a turquoise sports bra and skin-tight, matching shorts that clung to her hips, ass and gazelle-like legs to impeccable effect. He grinned and once again, set off in hapless pursuit.


  “If you catch me, you can have me.”


  This was the fourth day.


  “If you catch me, you can have me.”


  And the fifth.


  So they continued this erotic ritual. He would keep an eye out for her, but she always emerged from nowhere and outpaced him only to dissolve into the surroundings before he got to her. He wondered what would happen if he did reach her. Was she toying with him? He couldn’t just grab her, could he?


  He became obsessed with catching up with her, but she was extremely fit, and he questioned if it were possible to achieve this goal. Nonetheless, each time, Dave got closer and was less winded at the end point. He ran every day, mid-shift if necessary and, barring one Sunday, she was always there. This went on for over two weeks until one fine day, with spring in full bloom, he caught her.


  She was wearing a sleeveless, lavender vest that clung to her upper body and the black running pants she favored. Strapped to her left bicep was a small black leather pouch. On this occasion, to his delight, instead of her pulling away from him, he found himself gaining ground until he was right behind her, near enough to grab the alluring ponytail that sashayed across her back in sensuous counterpoint to the roll of her shoulders. A lung-bursting sprint pulled him level alongside her. She peeked over at him, winked and increased her pace, but he was ready for her, matching her strides until he got in front and nimbly moved across her path so that she was forced to sidestep onto the grass. With a yelp, she stumbled and would have fallen if Dave had not caught her by the forearm.


  “Shit, sorry, are you ok?” he asked, genuinely concerned.


  “I’m perfect, baby.” She regained her balance and looked at him with unabashed glee. Dave took in her flawless skin, her succulent lips, her twinkling, brown eyes and her sparkling white teeth and realized that she was even more attractive than he had imagined. She was older than he was, but breathtaking and, as evidenced by her minimal makeup, a natural beauty. He was also acutely aware that he was ogling while clenching her arm in a vise-like grip. Releasing it as if it burned him, he sensed his face reddening and his cock rising.


  “Excuse me,” he burbled.


  “You’re excused, honey, but there’s no need.” Her tone was precise and articulate and sent a delicious shiver of stimulation through him. “You’ve been a worthy adversary.”


  Dave gave an uncertain chuckle. “Umm, thanks, yeah, it was cool.” He had reenacted this scenario a zillion times, but now that he was living it, he found that he was nowhere as suave or collected as he had imagined.


  “You work at that restaurant, The Moss Garden, don’t you?”


  Dave had an inkling he’d seen her before, and now he was able to place her. An infrequent customer, she usually came in with the elegant woman who Jack referred to as Lady V. He dimly recalled occasions when she came with a man whose features eluded him.


  "Yes,” he replied, his blush deepening, “I remember you coming in. We get so many visitors, I can’t always--"


  "Don't be ridiculous," she interrupted, "I wouldn't expect you to recognize me, but I am flattered that you took such an interest in pursuing me."


  Dave saw her nipples stiffen through her shirt as they chatted. This sent further blood rushing to his prick, sweeping him up in the primal tide of lust.


  “I noticed you running in the park a few times before I. . .” she flapped her hand as she tried to come up with a polite way of saying propositioned you.


  “Approached me?” he suggested.


  “Exactly. Approached you. I honestly only planned to say Hi as I ran past you but instead I said. . .Well, you know what I said. I can’t explain it, it just came out. And then when I spotted you again, I couldn’t help myself. At first I assumed I was being a tease, but I’ve really enjoyed our little game.”


  “Me too.”


  Dave was thinking that now that he had caught her, rather than having her, it was in reality Game Over and, although he was disappointed, he was totally enraptured by this gorgeous, forthright woman.


  “Don’t worry, I’m a girl of my word,” she declared, dispelling that idea. Hands on her hips, she cocked an eyebrow. “Congratulations on finally catching me. I knew you had it in you.”


  “You were excellent motivation.”


  “Hmmm,” she hummed as she stepped rapidly to him. She wrapped her arms around him, one hand on his hips, the other massaging his chest before snaking down to his groin. Her breasts pressed against him causing his cock, unable to contain itself any longer, to spring to full attention. She was almost the same height as him, and her proximity ensured that she must have been aware of his state of arousal. She sighed softly, twisted into him and let her hand run lightly down his torso until her fingers traced feather light circles along the shaft of his throbbing penis before her hand closed around it.


  “Very nice," she cooed bringing her mouth to his ear. "I thought that I would be giving you a reward but judging by this super monster, I’ll be getting an incentive of my own.”


  Startled, Dave scanned the vicinity. The park was far from empty, and he saw other runners nearby.


  “Perhaps we should go somewhere?”


  “What’s the matter, baby? Are you shy?”


  “No, umm, it’s that. . .”


  “I’m joking, sweet thing. Did you truly think I wanted to have sex in the middle of the park?”


  “Well. . .”


  “Because I do,” she giggled, squeezing his rampant erection. “But we should work up to that. Come with me.”


  She released him and scampered off across the grass. A little off-balance by her spontaneity, Dave followed, once again in thrall to this mysterious siren. Each step he took was accompanied by a series of electric tingles as nerves and lust built up, his cock pulsating with pent-up anticipation. She headed up a slight incline, away from the path in the direction of a woody copse which, while dense, did not offer complete privacy but as they scurried amidst the trees, he saw a small, ramshackle wooden hut, hidden from all but the most observant. The brunette jiggled the handle and the door creaked ajar. Peering over her, he saw that it contained piles of wooden deckchairs and blue and white striped cushions that could be setup for the summer weekends. Its outward appearance to the contrary, the hut's interior was clean and well lit by the single small window situated high up in the rafters.


  “How did you find this place?” he whispered.


  “A girl has her secrets,” she chirped. ”Now, do you seriously want to discuss how I knew about it or do you intend to claim your reward?”


  She put a hand behind her back and let her fingers wriggle under the hem of his shorts, coaxing him into the shack with her.


  “Reward!”


  “Is the correct answer,” she rejoined, playfully cupping his balls


  There was a moment when he reflected on the wisdom of entering this secluded location with a stranger but reasoned that the same concerns must have crossed her mind and besides, her hand working his hard-on erased all reticence.


  After leaning a chair under the door-handle, she pulled a cushion onto the floor, stood on it and arranged him so that he was positioned before her, the bulge prominent in his running shorts. They shared an instant of stillness and then, in a blur of motion, her hands were all over him. He was pulling his shorts down as she was delving in his underwear until his erection bobbed proudly between them. Taking it in her fist, she pumped with a steady stroke and dropped to her knees. Looking up at him, she nuzzled his penis from testicles to tip and back down again and then, with a sultry inhalation, took it in her warm mouth. Her tongue was a whirling dervish and her fingers instruments of divine gratification as she administered a blowjob that was beyond any he had ever received. Precum and saliva hung from her lips and dripped in streams from his cock as she brought him to the edge again and again, stopping at the precise second so that he wouldn’t cum.


  'Oh my god, she knows her way around a dick,' he thought trying to comprehend the circumstances, at the precipice of sexual overload.


  Her nails tickled his scrotum and her nose touched his stomach as she took him deep down her throat, swallowing and then releasing him. His dick projected over her face and, maintaining eye contact, she started licking the sensitive underside and along the ridge of the helmet. Her tongue darted upwards to wash his trembling tool as she produced a foil square from the Velcro pouch strapped to her arm that was designed to store keys, cards, phones and, clearly, prophylactics.


  "Always be prepared," she asserted, shredding the packaging and sliding the condom onto his rearing prick with remarkable finesse. As Dave adjusted it, his member scarlet and fiercely swollen in the constricting sheath, she took the opportunity to slip off her top, exposing those luscious tits. They were spectacular, firm with perky pink nipples. Powerless to control himself, Dave slowly began to jerk off as she played with them, tweaking and pulling while watching him intently.


  "Fuck, that's sexy, you dirty boy," she muttered as he pleasured himself. "Get naked."


  He complied, whipping off his shirt as she spun on the cushion so that she was on all fours, facing away from him.


  "You caught me," she stated with lewd determination. "Have me."


  Without hesitation, he bent over her and pulled her pants down with a rough tug, eliciting a lusty squeal.


  “Oh god,” she moaned, her head dipping between her outstretched hands.


  Falling to his knees behind her, he admired her ass, watching her shake it before grazing it with his pounding cock and tapping it eagerly.


  “You earned it, baby,” she purred.


  With a snarl, he parted her ass cheeks and in a single fluid motion, glided into her gaping pussy.


  'God, she's wet…'


  She thrust back to meet him, gyrating her hips and taking his length deep. Placing his hands on her shoulders, he pulled her towards him.


  “Take it,” he hissed, his lips brushing the nape of her neck.


  “Yes,” she cried, "take me!"


  He grabbed her ponytail and tugged it repeatedly, drawing a gratified cry with each pull. Next, he ran his hands under her to fondle those breasts that had enthralled him for so long. Taking them in his palms, he caressed and pinched the nipples as he bore down on her. He tasted the salt on her unwashed skin, savoring it as their toned, sweaty bodies met in euphoric union. The heat from their exertions steaming the cabin as the sounds of sex reverberated through the room. She exhaled noisily, her pussy clamping on his driving prick. Sensing that she was closing in on climax, Dave straightened up, slapped her ass hard and slammed his hips ferociously against her.


  “Oh god,” she whimpered, “you feel so good. You're so hard, so fucking deep. Please, don’t stop. You're going to make me cum. Holy shit, I never… I want to feel your hot cum on me. Cum on my ass, please. Aaah, yes, yes, gonna…” she slumped forward as her orgasm tore at her. Dave felt her pussy clench, drenching him in her libidinal flood.


  With a hoarse gasp, he withdrew, slipped off the condom and ejaculated over her ass and back, his seed arcing high in the air, every jet triggering an involuntary spasm of pleasure. Their cries mingling into a hymn of debauchery as their bodies convulsed in mutual throes of rapture.


  “Fuck,” he groaned, rolling away from her once the tremors had died down. “That was sensational.”


  “Oh god, baby, you’re so right, that was fucking…well, that was simply fucking at its finest.”


  Remaining on her knees, she pulled up her tights and panties. If his cum on her bare skin troubled her, she gave no indication.


  Dave was puffing as he got dressed, feeling flushed and marvelously drained.


  “You have a great body,” she murmured, getting to her feet.


  “Thank you,” he answered, surprised. “So do you, incredible actually."


  "Aah thanks, sweetie. My line of work entails that I stay in shape."


  "What line is that?"


  "I'm a client liaison officer."


  "Gotta represent the brand," he joked, not certain what she meant but presuming it was to do with marketing.


  "You're cute. And, yep, represent, that's what I do. Anyway, in case you were unaware, you're an exceptional lover. That was the most amazing orgasm I've had in…I can’t tell you how long."


  “Ummm thanks." A swell of pride accompanied the color rising on his cheeks. "You were unbelievable, this whole thing was fantastic. I was so nervous that this was all in my head and that you would think I was a scary creep. I'm relieved that's not the case because I’ve been fantasizing about you for weeks now.”


  “Splendid, so have I. I'm not ashamed to admit that you have been the subject of some very dirty dreams.”


  “Hope I lived up to them.”


  “Exceeded them. Why, did I not meet your expectations?”


  “Oh god, no, that’s not what I meant at all. I guess I was a little unsure. It all seems a bit, wham bam thank you ma’am.”


  She laughed as she rearranged her ponytail, a gesture that lifted her breasts and offered her erect nipples for his sustained scrutiny. “Don’t worry about that, hun. I see plenty of whamming and bamming in your future. After all, this is an excellent cardio workout.”


  Dave was somewhat slightly dazed as he pulled his T-shirt on. “Can't argue with that logic.”


  “I’m Janine, by the way,” she introduced herself, extending her hand.


  Shaking it, he was struck by how the chasteness of the gesture contrasted with their previous carnality, a notion that brought another powerful surge of lust.


  “I’m Dave.”


  “I know.”


  “You do?”


  “I pay attention to cute waiters. Now, let me slip away and wait a few minutes until you leave,” she kissed him on the cheek, tugged on her shirt and opened the door.


  “Of course, although I don't think we were seen. Knock on wood," he rapped his knuckles on one of the chairs.


  “I’d rather not risk it. Same time tomorrow?”


  “I’ll be here.”


  “Only if you catch me.”


  She was there the next day, and he caught her.
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  From these wishful beginnings, followed the best month of his life. He met Janine virtually every day and fucked her almost as frequently. He now understood what Jean had meant by heavy casual. They would meet on the jogging track, play out their cat-and-mouse game and then would usually head to the love shack which seemed to have been abandoned by the park officials and where they had now become temporary lodgers. Less frequently they would sit on a secluded bench or find a spot on the grass. They would chat for a few minutes and then have passionate, ferocious sex or indulge in intense make-out sessions.


  One day, at the starting point of his route, he found her sitting on the side of a fountain which sent a faint mist over them as they embraced. She was dressed in blue jeans and a blouse rather than the familiar workout attire. She looked amazing, the jeans adhering to the contours of her body and the blouse unbuttoned enough to provide a provocative hint of bare chest.


  “I don’t feel up for running today,” she explained. “Would it be alright if we went for a coffee instead?”


  “Sure, I wasn’t feeling too energetic myself. Although. . .” his sentence trailed off as his hand skimmed down her back to cup her ass, giving it a quick grope.


  She grabbed his turgid prick in a brazen lunge and returned the gesture. “Maybe after coffee, stud.”


  They walked, hand in hand, to a coffee shop a short distance beyond the park gates. This was their first foray outside, and as they stepped across the boundary, they glanced apprehensively at one another.


  Once at the café, they sat down at an interior table and peered at the menus. It was only then that Dave realized that they hadn’t spoken to one another since leaving the fountain. He was worried that things might get awkward until Janine’s foot rubbing up and down his calf eased this anxiety. He ordered a decaff latte for her and a double espresso for himself. As they waited for their drinks, the conversation flowed easily even if Dave had the suspicion that Janine wanted to discuss something and was waiting for the right opportunity. If this was the case, they were interrupted by the waiter bringing their drinks before she could mention what was on her mind. Dave downed his coffee, feeling the warmth and flavor seeping into him while Janine sipped on hers thoughtfully. To avoid their banter drying up, Dave mentioned the cook at the restaurant who had been let go for a photo he had posted on a social media site.


  “Basically, Nathan posted a photo of something unappetizing and captioned it The Chef’s Special. One of the bosses saw it and next thing the poor guy is fired for bringing the company into disrepute.”


  “What was the photo?”


  “It was like a gross, dead shark that had been washed up on a beach. It was obviously a joke.”


  “Yeah but what if a customer had seen it?”


  “So if you had read it, you would have seriously thought that we were serving flotsam?”


  “Well, no but someone else may have got the wrong impression.”


  “Someone did, and Nathan lost his job. I’m not saying it was the cleverest thing to do, but it was on his personal page, not the venue’s.”


  “I have to admit that I would be reassured if that guy wasn’t preparing my food.”


  “It’s not the cooks you have to be careful of,” he said with a sly glint in his eye. “It’s the waiters.”


  “Oh, is that so? It's fortunate that I keep on their good side then.”


  “This is nice,” he pronounced, appreciating the mild flirting. “We only meet up when we’re exercising. It feels terrific to have a little downtime.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “With what happened at work, it struck me that we live in accelerated times where everyone is connected, online and instant. We multitask and link and follow and like. A nonstop whirl of fame and fortune, immediate celebrity and life lived in status messages. We’re rushing at the speed of life from one situation to another, afraid to miss anything. Yet everything stops. One way or the other, the end is the only option. So why do we worry so much about it? Can we not embrace where we are, stop for a few seconds, look around and take a deep breath? Enjoy a brief respite from a world under pressure and hurtling towards the abyss of the future.”


  He halted, feeling embarrassed at his sudden outburst


  “Uh, wow,” Janine sounded slightly in awe.


  “Rant over,” he mumbled with a bashful smirk.


  “You seem to have given it serious consideration.”


  “Nah, not too much. It's just that I find it odd that at one time it was all 1984 and Big Brother. But now, even if we act all outraged when we hear we’re under surveillance, we don’t change our habits. We carry on sharing ourselves with anyone and everyone. Nothing is real anymore, just facsimiles of greatness. We're copies of past glories, streamlined and faster but slaves to our creations, doing anything they want. What's really happening? Where are the true dreamers? I want another face. I want to be me. Just for one day.”


  “Are you stoned?”


  “No, I haven’t touched the stuff since I met you. I must say that I do feel extremely lively. It’s probably the caffeine.”


  “It’s probably because you’re young.”


  He shot her a quizzical glance.


  Placing her right hand over his, she continued, “Sorry if that came out a bit weird. What I’m trying to say is that you are still so full of fire. I see how excited you get about things, and I wish that…” She trailed off, her eyes focusing on a far corner of the room.


  “Wish what?”


  “Wish that I saw things in that way again. This will probably surprise you, but I was quite the activist back in the day. A real rebel. I got pepper-sprayed by a cop once.”


  “Holy shit! Why?”


  “I ran up to him and told him to fuck off. It was at a protest for…" she paused, grimacing as she struggled for a memory that evaded her. "For something or other that meant a great deal to me at the time and now I can’t fucking remember what it was.”


  Dave was dismayed to see her tears well.


  “You ok? What’s wrong?”


  “It’s nothing, baby, I'm fine, hunky dory,’ she sniffed, wiping her eyes. “I’m just a stupid woman.”


  “You’re not stupid, babe. You are most definitely a woman though. My kind of woman.”


  She smiled, squeezed his hand tightly. Her eyes now dry, scrutinized his face as she talked. “Sorry, I guess I was swept up by your youthful enthusiasm. Never get old, David. Nostalgia’s a bitch.”


  “Well, if you’re interested in my youthful enthusiasm, you should come out with me sometime,” he swallowed suddenly nervous. “Actually, there’s a thing on tomorrow that you can come along to if you want. I’ve got the evening off.”


  “What kind of thing?”


  “Caroline, this girl I work with, she’s an artist of sorts, and she’s holding a multimedia event. It sounds a bit lame, but I promised her I would go.”


  “An exhibition?”


  “Yeah, apparently the hottest DJ will be there playing music he didn’t create but getting all the credit.”


  “That sounds a bit out of my league. What would you be doing?”


  “Me? I’ll drink all the time, especially if you’re not there.”


  “Wouldn’t you be hanging out with your friends?”


  “I see them all the time, getting to hang out with them is not a problem.”


  “There’s that youthfulness again. I would love to go with you, but I won't be able to make it, baby. I’m so sorry.” She fiddled with her bandaged ring finger, her expression melancholic as she replied, “In fact, I doubt I’ll be able to see you tomorrow. I have other commitments which makes it difficult to--“


  “No, don’t stress, it’s not an issue. Maybe another time.”


  “Absolutely, I would love to take you out, my treat. Dinner and a movie?”


  “Which movie?”


  “I’ll leave that up to you.”


  “Well, there’s this Romanian film on coal mining that has excellent reviews.”


  “Umm….ok…’


  “I’m kidding, I dig everything”


  She tittered at his terrible joke, “Silly boy, you're lucky you're such a pretty thing”


  Dave had an overwhelming urge to drag her to the bathroom and take her in one of the stalls but instead they drank coffee and planned their date until all but the actual day was arranged. On the sidewalk, they shared a fervent kiss and parted, waving until they were out of sight of one another, her taste lingering on his lips.
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  Caroline’s exhibition was postponed for a week due to the DJ getting a more prestigious booking, so Dave phoned in to see if there was a shift available. He was told to hurry over as Ray had called in sick.


  The Garden was full as it usually was on Friday, and Dave had several tables to keep him occupied. It was busy but not too stressful since, so far, the asshole quotient was on the low side.


  Writing down orders, he was on his way to the kitchen when, on glancing over to the entrance, he froze. He stood, paralyzed with alarm as Janine, arm in arm with a man in an expensive suit, made her way across the dining room. The enormous diamond ring on her usually bare finger sparkled in the low light. He tried to get away so that she wouldn’t spot him, but he was way too sluggish and she saw him immediately. Her eyes widened, and she turned away as she and her husband were escorted to a table where another man waited. Unable to help himself, he watched the introductions being made, grateful that it wasn’t one of his tables and vividly aware that his cock was rigid. He had guessed she was married but being confronted with the evidence was both terrifying and strangely arousing.


  Janine looked ravishing in a short but elegant black evening dress with a halter neck and an exceptionally revealing décolletage exposing her astounding cleavage. Her back was tantalizingly bare, and sheer black stockings emphasized her long, shapely legs. She appeared uncomfortable, shifting in her seat as she sat down, smiling wanly at a comment the other man made and studiously avoiding Dave's stare. John, one of the senior waiters, was serving them, and he now obscured Dave's view. Not wishing to compound her discomfort, Dave took the opportunity to move out of sight.


  The next hour went by in a blur of hustle, bustle and frequent glimpses in Janine's direction. She never once looked back, and her initial shock at seeing him when he wasn’t supposed to be there had dissipated, if the raucous laughter and festive atmosphere at their table was anything to go by.


  Despite the tension, Dave was just starting to relax, thinking that he would not have to serve anyone that would bring him into contact with her when he was accosted by Lewis, the manager on duty, bearing a tray with an expensive bottle of wine perched on it.


  “Dave, be so kind as to take this to Table 15 with my compliments.”


  Lewis was a decent guy but he loved to reinforce his authority and his constant need for approval would cause serious problems as this was Janine’s table. Dave swiveled in blind panic searching for John.


  “Now please, David,” Lewis ordered. “That is an important customer, and I aim to retain his business.”


  “Got it, Lew,” Dave relented, taking the tray with a resigned sense of dread.


  Making his way across the hall, he was relieved to see Janine heading for the ladies’ room. He gazed with longing at her naked back and that taut ass he’d groped and fondled and bit and licked and slapped and spanked during countless illicit trysts. His treacherous cock throbbed at the sight; keen to partake in what it perceived as his. Shifting his hips in an attempt at concealment, he hurried over and presented her husband with the bottle.


  “With compliments of the manager,” he announced, his raging erection refusing to subside now that he was speaking to the cuckold.


  “Excellent.” Janine’s husband peered over to where Lewis stood preening, chest puffed out and a huge grin on his face, and saluted.


  Dave poured a tasting portion, which was swiftly knocked back.


  “Great stuff, fill her up, buddy”


  Dave refilled him and poured wine into Janine’s crystal glass.


  “Free booze, can’t be refused,” the second man remarked.


  “Damn right and with what I’m paying this bitch for tonight, I need all the freebies I can get.”


  "Don’t forget, Jones, this is your treat," the other man retorted, snorting with mirth while Dave’s blood turned to ice and dark dots danced in front of his eyes.


  "Trust me, Joe, she's worth every dollar."


  Diners often talked as if their waiter wasn’t there or was completely deaf, so Dave filled the third glass, forcing himself to maintain a steady hand and not draw undue attention to himself. As he walked away, he locked eyes with a returning Janine, standing dead in her tracks, the distress on her face, a reflection of his own inner turmoil. He retreated to the break room and sat with his head in his hands, feeling sick and too dizzy, on the verge of a blackout.


  “You ok, dude?” Brian, one of the barmen, inquired.


  “I need a minute,” Dave managed to wheeze.


  “Right, it’s that one of the customers wants to speak to you urgently. She sounds pretty upset. Do you want me to get Lewis instead?”


  “Shit, no, I’ll be right there,” he stood up and went out into the narrow passageway that led from the main room to the bathrooms where Janine stood.


  “Hi,” he greeted her coldly.


  “Hi, David, I'm so sorry,” she stammered, noticeably flustered but staring him directly in the eye. “We need to talk,” she said, handing him a business card, pearl white with a number embossed in pale silver.


  He took it with a numb nod.


  “Call me in the morning,” she implored walking hastily back to her clientele.


  Shaking with alternating flares of hot ire and cold perplexity, Dave went out the back to Smoker’s Alley where a joint with Jack ensured that the rest of the shift passed in a detached, murky stupor. When Janine left with her arms cinched around both men who cackled as they cupped her ass, he convinced himself that he hadn’t noticed. He finished his shift, went home and sat drinking in his apartment with the lights off until he passed out on the bathroom floor.
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  He phoned the mobile number on the card late the next morning, hung over and still reeling from the recent revelations.


  “Hello,” Janine picked up on the second ring, sounding jovial and ever-so-slightly flirtatious.


  ‘It’s her work number, so she has to sound professional,’ he thought, his face wrinkling in an involuntary response to the bitterness he felt.


  “Hi,” he said, his tone as neutral as he could muster, his skull felt as if a hammer was trying to break out through his temples.


  “Hi, David,” her voice was instantly disquieted and on-edge.


  “You told me to call you?”


  “Yes, can you come here? It would be better to do this in person.”


  “Sure,” he agreed, too confused and hurt to wonder why they didn't meet somewhere public.


  She gave him an address in a gentrified district, a trip that required using the subway. The subterranean journey should have allowed him time to gather himself, but his emotions were a slow burn that smoldered and tore at him while his thoughts refused to offer a momentary lull in their clamorous spiral. Cradling his aching head as he got off the train, it felt like he was sinking in quicksand, every step was taxing, weighing him down. The sunlight ripped at his eyeballs upon emerging from underground adding to the overall pain he was experiencing. Nearing her building, he was unsure what he was going to say to her. Not knowing if he would break down in tears or explode in a fit of rage. He knocked on the door, the bronze nameplate emblazoned with the word BEWLAY. It wasn't clear if this was the name of the building, the occupant or something else. There was the sound of advancing treads, and before he had composed himself, Janine was ushering him in. She was barefoot, dressed in jeans and a long, plain white T-shirt.


  “Can I get you a drink?” she offered once he was seated on a large, comfy couch.


  “No, I’m ok, thanks,” his stomach turned at the mention of drink.


  She was straight to the point, “I guess you must be angry with me. I thought you would be going out to your friend’s function otherwise I would never have shown up there.”


  “It got cancelled.”


  “I figured.” Her hands fidgeted with the edge of her shirt, the only indication that she was as uncomfortable with the scene as he was. “Is there anything you want to ask me?”


  “You’re a hooker?” he blurted, unable to tackle the matter any other way.


  “No,” she countered, her eyes flashing either with anger or relief at the admission of her livelihood. “I’m an escort. One of the highest paid in the city actually.”


  “Why were you wearing a wedding ring?”


  “I wear it if the client asks for it or if I believe it will make the arrangement less conspicuous.”


  The questions shot out, blunt and brusque. “Did you fuck him? The guy from last night?”


  “Yes.”


  “Both of them?” his voice threatened to rise in volume, but he reined it in. His hangover was melting away, and self-pity was replaced with fury.


  “Yes,” she admitted, her posture unwavering, her head held high.


  “Fuck. I don’t get this, how you hid this from me. I’m having a hard time coping with it.”


  “I understand, I do, but I am not ashamed of what I do, and I won’t be made to feel guilty or inferior by anyone, not even you. I apologize that I kept this from you and that you had to find out the way you did. I was going to tell you at the coffee shop, but you were so passionate, so full of vigor. I was hit by the realization what we have, it's no game and grew afraid that if I told you…”


  “That I would freak out?”


  “Yes.”


  “Well, I’m very glad that you kept quiet. God knows what would have happened if you’d told me. Much better for me to find out this way. Seeing you with your one night fuck!” he was shouting now. He rose to his feet unable to stifle the rage any longer.


  She marched closer and slapped him across the face. He winced, his hand going to his cheek to soothe the sting and immediately his venom was diluted. All that was left was the hurt.


  “I’m sorry you found out this way,” she repeated, “but I will not apologize for what I do. I hoped you would understand. Hoped you would see that when I’m with you, it’s due to the fact that I wish to be there. That I so desperately wanted to cancel my appointment when you invited me out. That seeing you yesterday was utterly devastating to me. That when I cum with you, I cum like I never have with the client. That my feelings for you are deeper than those I’ve felt for a man in years. But I will not allow you to disrespect or interrogate me. Yes, I fuck men for a living and yes, I enjoy my work. I get paid well, and the perks are phenomenal. I have a lot of fun and get spoilt with expensive gifts. I realize how shallow that comes across but give it a few years, David. When that wonderful, youthful luster you wear so naively starts to fade. When you realize that the world doesn’t give a damn about you or your dreams. That what you supposed was right and moral counts for nothing in the greater scheme of things. And, bear in mind that you never questioned what we were doing. Not once. What did you think? That I was a bored housewife cruising the park for dick to suck?”


  “I didn’t--”


  “Sorry, that’s unfair. I didn’t question our situation either.” She took a deep breath, steadying herself. “Bottom line, I like you, and I’m guessing you like me.”


  “I do.”


  “So, where are we now? Can we make this work?”


  “I don’t know. It’s the image of you with those guys…”


  “Can I ask you something? When you presumed he was my husband, how did it make you feel? Did it repulse you? Did the knowledge of my being with him make you feel the same way you do now?”


  “No, I guess not.” He recalled his erection and the thrill of taboo as he poured her ‘husband’s’ wine.


  “So what’s the difference? You suspected I had sex with another man. It so happens, you were right, in a manner of speaking. I know it's a lot to ask but could you maybe see them as one man, The Client? I would never tell any of them this, but it's how I see them.”


  “But the things they… he said about you…”


  “I doubt it was anything I haven't heard already. I don't give a shit what he says. He means nothing more to me than your customers mean to you. In case you were concerned, I check The Client thoroughly, and I take a lot of precautions to guarantee my safety.”


  “So you wouldn’t care if I slept with other women?” he realized it was a non sequitur, but he was unable to think of anything else to say.


  She hesitated before replying, “No, how could I? But you're missing the point. I don’t sleep with The Client because I find him attractive. As a matter of fact, I don’t necessarily have sex with him. Believe it or not, I often merely escort him in lieu of a wife or girlfriend. It’s more like a date.”


  “Who decides?”


  “Pardon?”


  “Who decides if sex is on the cards? You or him?” He found it easier to do as she suggested, view her customers in the singular rather than as a collective.


  “We usually negotiate up front.”


  “So it’s always a possibility? As long as he can afford it?”


  Exasperated, she exhaled, “What do you want to hear, David? What answer can I give that will satisfy you?”


  He opened his mouth, ready to tell her that what would satisfy him would be if she didn’t sleep with anyone who had enough cash in their wallet, but he caught himself and, instead, ended up gawping at her in sullen silence.


  “I see,” she sobbed, her mask crumbling to expose her genuine distress.


  “I have to get my head around this, Jan, sorry. I’ll give you a call.”


  “Fine. Whatever. Go. I’ll survive.”


  Walking past her, feeling that nothing could keep them together, he trailed his hand ineffectually across her folded arms as she looked away from him, her eyes glistening.
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  He did not go back to the park, filling his time with shift work, reality TV and the occasional daydream. That Friday was Caroline’s rescheduled showcase, and despite feeling low, friendship outweighed despondency, and he arrived at the storefront, which had been commandeered for the occasion. Since it was still early, there were only a handful of attendees, but he spied Jack unpacking beers while Caroline, as stressed as he had ever seen her, rushed around aligning the screens and speakers that were scattered all over the space. There were lasers tracing intricate patterns across the stark white walls. The screens, with blasts of sound and vision were displaying random visuals or text.


  Dave observed ducklings, children with cats eyes, airplanes flying in formation, a spider spinning its web in hyper-fast motion, an emaciated person of indiscernible gender smearing a viscous substance across their stomach, a field of eyes that blinked out of sync with one another, pin up girls in bikinis walking barking dogs with diamond collars, seven naked men painting a box and a blank-eyed punk rocker smashing a guitar over someone’s cranium.


  The text that was spliced amongst the picture reel consisted of slogans and commands in large black on white lettering. These included: 'CAN YOU HEAR ME?', 'BRAVE COOL WORLD', 'FASHION ASSASSIN' and 'SPLICE OF LIFE'


  It was configured so messages from newsfeeds and social media would flicker on the screens and guests interacted with the exhibit by sending their own missives to the screens using a special code given to them on arrival. Dave indulged a fleeting fascination with the installation but soon grew tired of the novelty. It gave him a perverse jolt to see 'IF YOU CATCH ME', 'ABSOLUTE CLIENT' and 'THE ANGELS HAVE GONE' flashing on the screens, his secret scrawls on digital walls.


  He got a beer from the bar, waving at Caroline who was radiating tense excitement. Chatting and drinking idly with Jack, he kept his anguish over Janine submerged. The room began to fill, mostly hipsters and arty types along with a group of well-built guys wearing close-fitting shirts that were undoubtedly fans of the painfully hip DJ and spent the majority of the time dancing in the middle of the dance floor with determination carved on their faces. Six beers and several shots later, he was dancing with the boys, swinging his head and bumping people, past caring if he was being ill-mannered. Jack was with him, keeping out of Caroline’s way for the most part but staying nearby in case she required assistance.


  Jack was explaining to Dave what the screens represented. Caroline called the piece The Savior Machine and apparently a major buyer had let it slip that it was a candidate for his must buy list. It was portraying the inevitable overload of information in an age of total data availability. Dave grasped the concept immediately, seeing the parallels with his own musings on the subject but trying to clarify this to Jack while under the sway of alcohol and severe emotion proved arduous.


  “It’s all zeroes and ones,” he shouted loudly above the music, punctuating his point by poking Jack in the chest.


  “I hear you, man,” Jack agreed amiably, too drunk and stoned to be bothered with Dave’s belligerence.


  “Zeroes and ones,” Dave reiterated. “Everything. You. Me. That’s all we are to them. It’s all going to hell, and the fuckers don’t care about us. But they're not the boss of me, I’m sick of dreaming my life. They keep things from us. Telling lies. Then suddenly drop it on you. Bang!” He gesticulated as he ranted, his arms flying out and there was the abrupt sound of breaking glass and the ricochet of something off his foot. He had knocked a line of champagne flutes from the tray of a passing server onto the floor and was now the center of attention.


  “Cheers,” he boomed and raised his beer bottle in a mock toast.


  Jack was falling over with hilarity as Caroline stormed towards them.


  “Dave, you’re making a scene,” she reprimanded albeit with little malice


  “Sorry, Caroline,” he burbled, “I didn’t mean to make a scene, I’m only dancing, trying to have some fun.” He found himself on the verge of tears but, rather than give in to them, he chose to give Caroline a massive hug instead. “I’m sorry. I’m going to go, thanks for putting up with me.”


  As he spoke, he heard his slurred speech and his intoxication angered him, causing him to squeeze Caroline even tighter.


  “Dude, I can't breathe,” she croaked.


  “Hang onto yourself, Caroline,” he babbled onto her shoulder, “In case no-one else does.”


  “It’s ok, Dave,” she soothed, patting him on the back and hugging him back.


  He released her, apologizing profusely as he bade farewell and stumbled out onto the street.


  A couple of hours later, drunk and wandering the starkly neon corridors of the bus terminus Dave felt as though he was on Mars. An alien territory that should have been familiar but wasn’t, an earthling deposed. Carried on a current of sorrow and loneliness, he studied the myriad timetables and maps that lined the walls. Tracing routes with his fingers, he had the urge to pick a random destination. Move on from here and away from her. Start a new career in a new town or visit one of his siblings and see what they had to offer. It would be a brilliant adventure, a new beginning, a leap into the unknown. He stumbled to the ticket window, fumbling for his wallet, undecided where he was going other than away. Mere moments away from this fantastic voyage, he happened to catch his reflection in one of the large glass doors that faced the lot where the night buses rumbled and belched exhaust fumes. He wore black jeans and shirt with thick soled boots and a scarf that he had found. There was a vague recollection of taking it from a mannequin at the show, but it might have easily been picked up on his wanderings. His hair was bedraggled, his eyes wild and his appearance that of a confused stray, a crazy kook hunting for what he already possessed. Examining himself, exposed in the present, wretched and alone, he abandoned his plans of night flight.


  Telling himself that a better future would be revealed if he simply closed his eyes, he did so. Instantaneously Janine’s face materialized and Dave realized that he yearned to be running to her, not from her. She was halfway across town, and it was nearly midnight. She would either be asleep or, possibly, on a date with The Client, but he knew only that he needed to go to her.


  He purchased an energy drink from the vending machine, guzzled it down, splashed cold water on his face, strolled outside, paused for a few seconds, looked up at the stars, took a deep breath, shook his head and took off. He sprinted through the city streets, under the moonlight, his footsteps loud on the concrete. The heavy boots were not designed for such strenuous activity and bit with each stride so that he was constantly on the verge of twisting his ankle. Shutting off the discomfort, Dave imagined her in front of him, beckoning to him.


  If you catch me, you can have me.


  He raced against an intangible clock, an invisible countdown spurring him onwards. Realizing that all the training he had been doing was in readiness for this contest, he ran until his lungs ached and his heart was in danger of bursting from his chest. As if aware of his quest, a wild wind picked up, blowing at his back, nudging him along and cooling him down. His arms pumping, his breathing ragged, he dodged the few pedestrians and late night vehicles, no obstacle significant enough to keep him from the win. He ran as if this was his one and only shot, jumping over trash cans and grunting like he was deranged. He wasn’t certain how long it took him, or if he stopped to walk at any point, but when he finally got to her door, he was dripping with sweat. Bending over, exhausted, he rested his hands on his knees and took in whooping gulps of air. Stooped over, he knocked on her door, heart beating loud in his ears. Doubt supplanted fatigue as he heard someone inside. Standing up, he stared straight at the peephole so that she would see it was him. There was silence from the other side, and he wondered if she would stay there, waiting until he left. Then came the sound of the chain being removed and she was standing before him; radiant even with her fretful smile. She wore a white robe, her hair was in the ponytail he adored, and her makeup appeared freshly applied. He deduced that she was getting ready for a late date.


  “Are you alone?” His breath was slowly returning, but the query came out as an apprehensive splutter.


  “Yes.”


  Instantly revived and without another word, he took her in his arms and kissed her firmly. Her initial resistance melted, her capitulation total, her lips parting, her tongue finding his. Her fingers grasped his hair and pulled him onto her. He ran his lips down her cheek, across her throat and neck. She threw her head back and moaned at his touch. Undoing her robe, he helped it from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. He ran his hands over her smooth skin, toying with her nipples as she forced herself against him. Kissing her face and neck, he ran a hand between her thighs, feeling the wetness that spilled from her. He inserted two fingers into her, his thumb circling on her clit. The scent of her arousal was unmistakable as he wriggled his fingers, clawing them deeper. She ground her hips on his hand, insistent and desperate for him.


  With a slow, steady shuffle, they made towards the living room. One of her hands moved sleekly down his back to cup his ass, nails digging into flesh as their embrace grew more zealous until, tumbling and twirling, they collapsed onto the sofa, her hands frenzied on his belt and zipper. He clutched her head in his hands, making her taste her desire on his fingers before guiding her onto his cock. She started drawing intensely on the tip, her hands working his shaft. Roaring with lust, he held her face fast and fucked it furiously.


  The sweat dripped from him as he was consumed with longing for her. It didn’t matter that he had to share her with The Client as long as he had her. He pushed her back and grabbed her slightly above the knees. He crouched and propelled her onto his awaiting mouth, latching onto her pussy and proceeding to lick every sodden inch of it.


  “Yes!” she yelled, lifting her hips and rotating wildly. In an attempt to steady her convulsions, he placed a firm hand on her, fingers on either side of her pussy and spread the lips apart. He sucked on the diamond of her clit, his fingers sliding effortlessly in and out of her soaking cunt. His neck muscles strained as he feasted on her, his tongue flattened, and his fingers blurring as he drove her to the pinnacle of sensuality. He needed her to cum, selfishly craving the proof that he was capable of driving her to full blown climax. Her thighs fastened against his ears as she shuddered in ecstatic release, her howls loud as her delectable nectar poured onto his eager tongue.


  Standing up swiftly, he nestled the head of his cock between the parted petals of her pussy.


  “Fuck me, baby,” she screamed, her frame shaking as wave after wave of pleasure broke over her.


  With a satisfied grunt, he plunged deep inside her. Feeling her legs wrapping about him, trapping him within the cage of her limbs and flesh, he began thrusting with rhythmic intent. Taking her nipple in his mouth, he bit and flicked it, making her writhe beneath him. Their unbridled passion shook the couch and rattled the coffee table as their physical reunion coalesced into an emotional one. He fucked her with all the rage, hurt, joy and love that she inspired in him.


  "You like that don’t you, you sexy bitch? When I fuck you hard? When I make you cum?" he snarled as his hand closed around her throat.


  "Oh, fuck yes, I love it!" her eyes flashed, her teeth bared, and she grabbed his hand in her own, using it as lever to fuck him back with all the pent up emotion unleashed with their coupling


  “Fucking take it!”


  “Fuck me harder! Make me cum all over your magnificent cock. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”


  The tempo of their love-making intensified until his movements grew so frenetic that he slipped out of her. His prick slithered along her stomach, leaving a shimmering trail. She reached out for him, frantic to have him back inside her, but he pulled her up by her wrists, hauling her to her feet and launching himself onto the couch to take her place. Lying on his back, his hard-on stood up tall and proud. Feverishly, she straddled him, seized his cock, steadied herself by placing her other hand on his chest and slowly lowered herself onto him. Her head tilted, eyes shut, and a gentle sigh escaped as her pussy engulfed his pulsing manhood. Taking her by the waist, he lifted her up and drove her onto him. They panted as she sat astride and rode him. With stifled growls, he held her by her hips and thrust vigorously upwards. She quivered as he rammed into her. Arcing backwards as he pulled on her nipples, her exertions grew rougher until he found himself on the verge of cumming.


  He rubbed her clit, manipulating the aroused nub until she started to tremble violently and came with loud, expulsive cries. Unable to restrain himself any longer, he withdrew from her cunt.


  “I’m gonna cum!” he bellowed.


  She immediately took him in her fist and jerked him off to an explosive orgasm. His entire body succumbed to the overriding force of this discharge.


  “I love you,” he cried out as he came.


  She froze, her weight shifting as she bent forward on him, still clasping him. She seemed to be glowing from within, radiant, her brown eyes shifting hues so that one became virtually green.


  “I love you too,” she beamed and fell onto him, her lips devouring his.


  They lay in satiated dishevelment on the couch, limbs entwined, fingers languidly gliding over flesh, breathing heavily. Space and time collapsed into a moment that drifted for a gilded eternity where they were the heroes of their own destiny. Janine laid a trail of soft kisses across his stomach and chest before holding his face gently in her hands and kissing him vehemently.


  “I’m sorry about showing up uninvited,” he drawled, feeling lazy but happy.


  “That’s not a problem, David” she murmured. “I’ve been waiting for you.”


  “I’ve been thinking about us, and I want this to work.”


  “Can you accept what I do?”


  “I believe so.”


  “Good,” she paused, her hand twitching as she stroked his face. Regret was heavy in her voice as she whispered, “Listen, baby, I hate to say this, but I’m afraid you need to get going,”


  “Ok.”


  “I hope you understand. I want you to stay and discuss this but. . .”


  “No, honestly, I do understand.” He was astounded to feel himself getting hard envisioning her going to see The Client after being with him. He kissed her softly on the forehead, “I’ll see you soon.”


  “God, that is so wonderful to hear. I missed our training sessions. It’s not the same without you.”


  “I’ll be there.”


  For now, it was spring and, for now, that would be enough.
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  Kay Jaybee

  Unbuttoning
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  Laura looked at her reflection in the mirror. The short summer dress highlighted her newly slimmed down waist and flattered her hips. The open collared neckline suggested a hint of cleavage, and the plain cornflower blue fabric was lifted by the presence of thirty tiny white buttons that ran down its entire length.


  ‘Do you like it?’ Jenny sat on the edge of the bed and looked at her partner. ‘It’s a “Congratulations on getting back down to a size twelve” present.’


  Staring at herself, Laura nodded silently. It had taken twelve months hard work to get this new figure, and without Jenny’s support she’d never have done it. She ran her hands through her freshly highlighted chestnut hair, causing it to sway around her shoulders, ‘I love it. Thank you.’


  ‘Thank goodness for that,’ Jenny leapt up and came to stand behind Laura, ‘I was afraid you’d hate it.’


  ‘Why?’ Laura looked at her lover’s face, noting the slightly creased furrow of her brow that always indicated she was worried about something, ‘I didn’t want you to think that I only love you because you’re a size twelve now. I loved you at sixteen, and fourteen as well, you do know that don’t you?’


  ‘Of course I know that.’ Laura turned and embraced her girl, placing a tiny kiss on the end of Jenny’s nose. ‘Now, why don’t you go downstairs and put the kettle on, I’m gasping for a drink.’


  Having reassured Jenny, and successfully made sure she was out of the way, Laura jumped into action, for it wasn’t only Jenny who’d been into town. Dragging two small bags from under the bed, she hid the contents of one in her bedside drawer, and emptied the other onto the floor. Glancing again at the reflection of the dress’s white buttons, she grinned wickedly, and formulated a plan.


  Jenny hollered up the stairs, ‘Coffee’s ready.’


  ‘Thanks, babe,’ making sure her dress was back in position, Laura called back at her, ‘actually, can you help me a moment?’


  Jenny headed back to the bedroom. Recognising the unmistakable glow of desire on Laura’s face, she stopped dead in the doorway, and automatically ran a correcting hand through her curling ginger hair.


  ‘I went shopping too.’ Laura held her arms out to Jenny.


  ‘Really?’


  ‘Yes. I have presents for you, well, for us.’


  Jenny didn’t say anything, but her heartbeat stepped up a notch as she approached her partner.


  Laura ran her small hands down the length of Jenny’s green floral mini dress, feeling her nipples spring to life beneath the satin bra that kept them captive.


  Breaking away, Jenny reached out to pull Laura’s new dress open, but Laura put out a restraining hand. ‘I can’t remember who it was that said “unbuttoning was the sexiest word in the English Language,” but I think he was right.’ Laura trailed a single violet fingernail across Jenny’s cheek. ‘So how about I open these buttons one at a time, as a reward?’


  ‘A reward for what?’


  ‘You’ll see.’ Laura dipped her head to one side teasingly, and kissed Jenny’s breasts through her dress. ‘So, will you play my game?’


  ‘How could I refuse?’ Jenny felt her body stir with the tension of excited uncertainty. It had been a long time since Laura had wanted to play the dominant partner, and the mere idea made her pulse quicken as she listened carefully to the rules of the game.


  ‘No moving, no speaking. If you manage two minutes without reacting to each batch of the attention I’m about to deliver to you, then I’ll undo two dress buttons, if you last for more than two minutes, I’ll undo four buttons. If you fail, move or talk, then you will be punished.’ Laura regarded Jenny sternly. ‘Yes?’


  Jenny opened her mouth to reply, but Laura put a finger up to her lips to indicate that the game had already begun, and she should remain silent.


  ‘Each session will be timed by the wall clock.’ Laura turned Jenny around so that they could both clearly see the clock face, before yanking the flimsy green dress over her lovers head.


  Using only her palms to press against Jenny’s turquoise satin bra, Laura rotated them slowly, feeling the hidden nipples grow harder against the pressure. As the tension built in her, Jenny’s eyes fixed themselves on the clock’s red second hand. The continuing agitation of her nipples was making her mouth go dry, and she struggled not to make a sound, whilst the remainder of her breasts tightened with neglect. The instant the hand of the clock indicated that two minutes were up, Jenny exhaled in relief.


  Laura dropped her hands, took a step backwards, and with unbearably slow fingers undid the first two buttons. Jenny stared at the tiny area that had been revealed, which was little more than the top of Laura’s cleavage, but already she was desperate for the next buttons to be opened. Licking her lips, she waited for Laura’s next move.


  Ignoring Jenny’s chest this time, Laura knelt and began to slowly lap her tongue around the neat belly button. Over and over again she licked and nipped at the pale toned flesh, concentrating on just that one square inch of skin. The clock hands seemed to be ticking by even slower than before, and Jenny barely made it to the 120th stroke before biting back a whimper and pulling away from Laura’s intense attention.


  The undoing of the next two buttons made Laura’s chest more clearly visible, and Jenny longed to be able to reach out and stroke the pinky flesh. She gave an involuntary step forwards, causing Laura to look triumphantly angry.


  ‘You moved! You are obviously not to be trusted. I will have to restrain you.’ Staring into her eyes, silently challenging Jenny to complain, Laura went to the drawer where she’d hidden her purchases, and produced a pair of shiny blue handcuffs. Deftly she snapped them around one of a surprised Jenny’s wrists, before pulling both her arms behind her back and fastening them together.


  ‘No more disobedience or I shall have to punish you further, understand?’


  Jenny nodded her head, her excitement growing. They’d often talked about buying restraints for each other, but until now neither of them had actually been brave enough to do it.


  Keeping one eye on the clock, Laura lay on the floor and began to lick at Jenny’s toes. One by one, sensuously lingering damp caresses that made Jenny’s whole body want to shiver. She clenched her teeth together; willing herself to keep her feet firmly planted against the floor, and not to lift them higher as her instinct was screaming at her to do. Again Jenny watched the clock, concentrating on dispelling the amazing sensations that were shooting up her legs by mentally marking every click around its face, until finally she let out a shuddering sigh and won the right to have another couple of buttons opened.


  Without giving her time to inspect the contents of the now flapping dress, Laura began work faster, concentrating on the side of Jenny’s neck.


  Closing her eyes tightly, Jenny was thankful that her neck wasn’t as sensitive as Laura’s was, and again managed to count the seconds away in her mind, holding out against the nips and kisses for three whole minutes before a shiver of frustration ran up her spine and forced a mewl from her lips.


  Laura congratulated Jenny’s stamina with a brief peck on the lips, before rewarding her with the sight of more underwear free flesh, making Jenny’s stomach buzz with anticipation as her mind leapt ahead to the final reward that would surely come at the end of the game, - as long as she could hold her nerve until then.


  Aware of her own rising desire, Laura knelt again before her girl, and easing Jenny’s legs open wider, began to rub a single finger hard against the satin knickers that covered her sticky pussy. Laura hardly had time to get into her stride before Jenny’s legs buckled above her, and she let out a moan of lustful defeat.


  Immediately drawing back, Laura stood up, and pointed to the wooden chair in the corner of their bedroom, ordering Jenny to bend over its seat. Jenny hesitated, but a look at Laura’s lust creased face forced her to move forward. Awkwardly, without the use of her hands, Jenny positioned herself across the chair, and braced herself for what was to follow.


  Taking a leather paddle from her recent purchases, Laura flashed it briefly in front of Jenny’s face, before bringing it down hard upon her left buttock. Jenny barely had time to squeal in pain from the first stroke, when it landed on her right side, sending sparks of hot pain through her prone rump. Tears sparked in Jenny’s eyes as she took the punishment she was due, biting back the cries of agony that were welling up in her throat.


  After sixty seconds of being smacked, Jenny felt the wonderfully cooling breath of her lover blowing her inflamed arse and, uncaring as to whether she was allowed or not, let out a sigh of longing, amazed at how much the unexpected spanking had turned her on.


  Laura pulled Jenny up and gave her an evilly playful smirk. ‘You withstood that well, my bitch. One button only though I think, as you made a sound.’


  Jenny’s damp eyes watched in angry frustration as only half of the flesh she thought she’d won appeared before her. She could almost taste how good Laura’s skin would be beneath her lips, and swallowed hard in an attempt to control herself.


  Sensing the battle that Jenny was having made Laura’s own arousal more urgent. She quickly repositioned her lover before the ticking clock, and bending down behind her, ran her sharp finger nails over Jenny’s fast bruising buttocks. Trailing the outline of the paddle impressions and dancing a single digit up and down Jenny’s butt crack, Laura listened carefully for any signs of disobedience. Yet Jenny was biting her lips and concentrating with every atom of her being on not responding, on not acknowledging how utterly delicious this situation was, on refusing to admit that the presence of Laura’s fingers against her battered arse was pure heaven.


  Two and a half minutes later Jenny let out a shudder, taking a step away from Laura’s intensely erotic attentions.


  ‘You’re getting better at this.’ Laura slapped both butt cheeks hard with the palm of her hands before moving away to undo four more buttons.


  Jenny stared at the now half open dress. She’d seen Laura’s body so many times over the past three years, but somehow this prolonged revelation of her silky flesh made it feel like the first time, and excitement pounded in her chest.


  Still smarting from the assault to her buttocks, Jenny stood statute like as Laura moved behind her, rubbing her completely exposed chest against Jenny’s smooth back. The image of what was happening behind her grew rapidly in Jenny’s mind. She tried to shake it off and glared at the digits on the clock face as she took some deep, calming breaths. How could only fifteen seconds have passed? She squeezed her eyes closed, but Laura’s nipples were being pushed up and down her spine, and she so badly wanted to touch them. Her hands wriggled in frustration within the constraints of the handcuffs, and with only a minute passed Jenny’s resolve cracked in an explosion of frustration. ‘Bloody Hell! Will you just do it, please! Fuck me please!’


  Laura broke off her attention immediately and forced a cross expression onto her flushed faced. She’d been longing for the moment when her lover might beg her for more. Her blue eyes flashed, but Laura said nothing as she returned to the hidden bag of shopping, producing a small rubber ball gag.


  Jenny’s eyes widened. This really was new territory, and for the first time since they started the game, Jenny felt a wave of uncertainty, but Laura didn’t give her the chance to voice her fears. She forced the rubber gag on top of Jenny’s tongue, fastening the elastic strap so that it trapped the ends of Jenny’s hair tight against her neck.


  ‘You look fantastic.’ Laura stood back to admire the view. Jenny stood meekly, unsure, semi-bound, gagged and gorgeously vulnerable. Laura had longed to do this to Jenny ever since they’d been together, but had lacked the nerve. Somehow, in losing her excess weight, Laura felt surged with a new sexy confidence, and as she stared at Jenny, she knew all her sacrifices and the boring exercise regime had been more than worthwhile.


  Little flecks of saliva began to gather at the corner of the gag, as Jenny failed to control the dribble which was forming in her mouth. Laura smiled tenderly and whispered into her ear, ‘Watch the clock, babe,’ before holding Jenny close and licking the moisture away from around the gag. Covering her face with small, butterfly kisses, she licked her lover’s eyelids and nipped at her ears.


  Jenny thought she’d go mad. She longed to touch Laura, to kiss her back, but both functions were now physically impossible. As Laura stood closer still, her chest rubbed slightly against Jenny’s bra causing waves of friction which felt like little electric shocks. If it hadn’t been for the gag, Jenny knew she would have been howling with desperation. Her clit throbbed beneath her knickers, which had glued themselves to her skin with her wasted liquid. Yet, somehow she managed to keep still for an entire two minutes, only stepping back with relief the moment her time was up, as fresh tears of frustration threatened at the corners of her wet green eyes.


  Laura’s dress was almost fully open now; only the section around her hips remained secure, as another two buttons were undone.


  Her game almost at an end, Laura began to hurry, her own need for satisfaction beginning to parallel Jenny’s. ‘Only one minute for two buttons now.’ Her voice became husky as she violently stripped away Jenny’s bra and pants, causing a stifled whine to escape from around the black rubber ball. Laura ignored the noise, and began to nibble at Jenny’s right teat.


  The sixty seconds seemed at least as long as ten minutes as she struggled not to push her breast harder into Laura’s mouth. Jenny wished, as she planted her feet hard against the floor, that they had been secured as well so she physically couldn’t move them, rather than having to rely on her fast fading willpower.


  Breaking away, Laura panted deeply, proud that Jenny had withstood so much, and hastily opened two buttons from the bottom of her dress.


  Jenny knew it had been coming, but as Laura’s mouth attached itself to her left nipple, she couldn’t keep still. Her body began to shake, and the desire that had been running through her began to drive her further towards an orgasm, whether she was allowed to or not.


  Laura broke away, but as Jenny braced herself for further punishment, Laura shook her head. ‘No, honey, this time, you win.’ She couldn’t wait any more. Just the thought of all Jenny had endured for her was enough to tip her over the edge, and her own neglected body was screaming out to be touched. Ripping open her blue dresses last few buttons, Laura stood victorious before Jenny.


  She was wearing a thin leather belt which fitted exactly over her clit. Without taking her eyes off her lover, she pulled the final item from her shopping bag and screwed a strap on dildo into its place on the belt.


  Jenny’s body trembled uncontrollably as she watched Laura approach her. Pulling off the gag, Laura planted her mouth over Jenny’s, whilst ramming the tool into her dripping pussy, pumping hard until Jenny’s body jerked against her with a moan of pent up ecstasy.


  With a low growl Laura withdrew, and undoing Jenny’s hands, steered her still quaking body towards the bed, where she deftly fingered her to a second climax.


   ‘I love that dress,’ Jenny murmured into Laura’s ear as her cuffs were finally unclipped, ‘and I love the handcuffs, gag and dildo - but mostly, I love you.’


  Laura’s eyes twinkled mischievously. ‘I love you too, babe, but I’ll love you even more in a minute, when you’ve used all our new toys on me…’


  [image: div]



  Kay Jaybee's ultra-sexy, smart erotica has earned her the title, Queen of Kink- check her out-www.kayjaybee.me.uk.


  Livilla Sanders

  Past Perfect
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  Tanya McAvoy sat down at the table in the cafe and ordered an espresso coffee from the waif-like waitress. As the girl smiled at her Tanya cast a surreptitious glance over the shallow curves of her borderline anorexic body and sighed softly with disappointment. The girl was too skinny for her taste. A fuller figure was so much more tantalising to her eye, where curves and planes would meld into an exquisite form of perfect flesh, ripe for a sensual exploratory touch, a gentle kiss, a soft caress and a hard fuck.


  She shifted in her seat while she waited for her order to arrive, surveying the establishment with a predatory eye. The other female customers, absorbed in their own little universes were oblivious to her. Spring was always lush with floral scented bodies clad in skimpy, leg revealing dresses or simple tee shirts that hugged firm breasts and hip hugging jeans that displayed their concealed feminine curves with ease. And today was no exception. They did not notice her wolf like eyes stripping away their clothing, mentally undressing them like mannequins on display. She enjoyed that part of the hunt. The selection of prey. And only the choicest, most succulent morsels would do, from the hors d’oeuvres of the openly promiscuous lesbian to the sumptuous le plat principal that was the married woman who professed herself straight. Though today, it seemed, there was no snack upon which to feast.


  Smoothing her pencil skirt and smart jacket she pulled her portable makeup pouch from her bag and unzipped it. Extracting her hand mirror she set about critically inspecting her make up. Adjusting a rogue lock of richly dyed amber hair, quietly ignoring the lines of crow’s feet that stubbornly persisted at the edges of her eyes and overlooking the tiny creases that now lined her mouth she gazed into her reflection and forced down the bitter bile that came with the acknowledgement that fading allure was a one way trip.


  Even so, she knew she still possessed desirability. The receptionist at the gymnasium the previous afternoon had been ample proof of that. She smiled at the memory as she preened her immaculate appearance. The pretty, youthful brunette had screamed and bucked as she came over her manipulative fingers and furiously flexing tongue. Within the confines of the shower cubicle, a simple request for her signature on her application had turned into twenty minutes of avaricious sex. If she closed her eyes she could still recall the girl’s slack jaw, feel her trembling limbs as the orgasmic quake took her, taste the delicious juices of her succulent slick cunt as she lapped and sucked at her liquid fleshy folds.


  Sighing softly, she pulled her laptop from the confines of her shoulder bag and placed her tethered mobile alongside. There were some important figures to go over once more before her meeting. She had already committed them to memory but, in the absence of a pleasant diversion, she decided perusing the spreadsheets one last time would not hurt. Glancing at her mobile’s chronograph, she estimated she had half an hour before she needed to move.


  She chuckled softly to herself and patted her bag’s side pocket which still contained the receptionist’s cream soaked panties, a delightful trophy of their impromptu tryst. The woman had been so sweet when she had thrust her hastily scrawled phone number at her. Doe like eyes had invited more. Pleaded for more with a yearning that touched her. But she had no intention of calling. It was done. She’d had her fun, and it was time to move on. The delicious beauty was just another fuck like all the others and the next prospect beckoned.


  Sensing her lips needed a little more attention she squinted at her reflection and batted her lids. The mirror mercilessly magnified every imperfection, every blemish, every fault like some haunting past secret threatening a ruining exposure. Ever present. Ever taunting. Always there.


  In the circular silvered disc she caught a glimpse of a woman sat behind her who had until now been concealed behind a large man.


  It triggered a skip of her heart and caused a stir in the recesses of her memories that gathered like an avalanche. Her brow creased, and her lips pursed as she trawled her mind. Angling the mirror once more, she sought to capture another glance. She narrowed her eyes in thought and without knowing it, stopped breathing as she remembered.


  A face from her past. The jizz of a recollection. A cherub face with dark mischievous wide eyes and dimples, which looked strange on the mature woman she was now so covertly observing.


  Then it came to her, like a jigsaw finally completed.


  Recognition.


  It had been nearly three decades since she had seen her, but the smart trouser suit, the calm reserved look, the understated maquillage, the few extra pounds of maturity could not disguise her. It had to be her. Her appearance was such a radical change from Tanya’s fragmented recollections, but when the woman turned her head and for a moment held her distinctive gaze in the mirror she knew it could not possibly be anyone else. The jumble of disjointed memories locked into the crystalline lattice of total recall.


  Vicky.


  The name tumbled into her awareness with clarity.


  Snapping the mirror shut she gasped and swallowed, her heart fluttering as if she were a shy inexperienced virgin again.


  Her heart pounding like thunder, her mouth parched like hot sand, she experienced a sense of vulnerability that she had thought long ago vanquished. Reopening the mirror, her eyes once more sought the reflection of the voluptuous business woman sat behind her.


  And was transported back to her youth. A time when she was a very different woman. Barely a woman. Confused. Out of her depth. An innocent to the world. All those memories from those times came spilling from the recesses of her mind and flooded her present. The intricacies and details of the spreadsheet vanished in a burst of vivid latent memory…


  1987 Spring


  Tanya was the shy one of her group of undergraduate friends.


  The sensible one.


  The straight-laced one.


  The introvert.


  The one who did not drink or smoke.


  The one who did not fuck guys.


  Because she was shy.


  Because she was sweet.


  Because she was inexperienced.


  Because she was the archetypal perfect student.


  Because…because…


  Because she wanted to fuck girls.


  And nobody knew that.


  Nobody could know that.


  Ever.


  Least of all the girls who confided in her their illicit encounters with men in such relish. The lurid details. The sticky outcomes. Her feigned avid fascination. Their sympathetic condolences and comforting embraces that secretly set her on fire inside. The inadvertent touch of their skin, the innocent kisses that she wanted to turn so brazenly sexual. Confined to discreet glances, subtle touches and tentative conversations, her sexual experience of nineteen years amounted to a few unwanted fumbled kisses with boys at school.


  The freedom of university life had allowed her to indulge in a routine of morning masturbation that bordered on frenzied fixation and while her vivid imagination and exploring fingers were rampant, they were no substitute for the real deal, and she knew it.


  She needed to taste a woman.


  To find out what that real deal was.


  To discover what she wanted.


  To find herself.


  Yet that opportunity still seemed a distant possibility given the confines of her social imprisonment.


  Until that day.


  Her gang of friends had decided at the last minute, as they did every Friday evening, to journey into the city and go to the nightclub they frequented. Except on that particular evening their plans had gone awry. She had been late for the train they always caught and found herself travelling into the city on her own. It was early evening, and she arrived only to find that her friends were not waiting outside for her.


  Angry, despondent and not a little dejected at their apparent rejection she had walked away intending to catch the train back home. Except that after only a short walk it had begun to rain. Small droplets fell at first and then turned into heavy bullets. Pulling her light coat around her shoulders she fled from the sudden downpour and headed swiftly, heels clicking frantically, to the shelter offered by what appeared to be a doorway. Even as she arrived her skimpy dress was dampened by the rain, and it clung to parts of her skin like a thin veneer. Worse still, her long auburn curls began to uncoil into an uncontrollable frizz. As she approached the narrow door, she realised it was the small entrance to a nightclub and she found herself being scrutinised by two burly men clad in denim and leather and sporting crew cuts. Crude tattoos emblazoned on their arms spoke of tribal loyalties. Their leering eyes looked her over before they parted like doors offering her entrance. She knew her choice was go in or get wet. Unwilling to get soaked through, she entered and paid her entrance at a small ticket office screened by a metal mesh and stepped through a gap that led to a dingy lobby.


  Loud music blared from the bowels of the club on her left and in front of her a set of wide steps covered in a threadbare beer stained carpet dappled with cigarette burns descended to a lower floor. The club was packed with revellers who clustered five or six deep along a bar, overflowing onto the filled dance floor and squeezed into the numerous booths. At the far end, a large pot bellied DJ with long shoulder length hair head-banged along in time to the heavy rock music that blared at a deafening level out of the tall monolithic speaker stacks.


  Deciding to explore the lower level she picked her way down the steps and found they led to a large open room, the centre of which was dominated by four pool tables and to the side of which was a dance floor. Finding a wall to lean on she turned her attention to her surroundings. Despite the fearsome appearance of the predominantly Goth and Punk patrons in their unofficial bright tribal colours of red, black, lurid green and dark purple, there was a relaxed friendly atmosphere. The air was a humid fug of sweat, beer and chips. All laced with a pervading eye stinging blue grey fog of cigarette smoke and the distinctive sickly sweet odour of marijuana. Behind her and to her right a small vinyl dance floor was crammed with people jigging and jumping in a bizarre frenzy to the loud punk music.


  A tall lanky youth, with scruffy badly dyed green hair and a long nose with a deviated septum approached her. Cradling his beer glass to his chest with an inane grin on his face, his bleary eyes drank her in as he swayed ponderously before her.


  “Hi,” he slurred. Self-consciously Tanya wrapped her arms around her chest and tried to avoid meeting his gaze.


  “Go away,” said Tanya.


  “That’s not very friendly.” He placed one hand against the wall and leaned in towards her. Beery fumes washed over her, barely masking his sour body odour and he sniffed noisily like a snotty child.


  “I’m with someone,” said Tanya and she cast her eyes around the room as if seeking a companion hoping it did not appear as a desperate search for refuge.


  “Who?” he bridled.


  “Leave her alone, Gibs,” said a sassy voice. It sliced through the air with an edgy confidence that made Tanya’s heart stumble.


  It came from a short curvaceous Goth woman with intense dark owl like eyes that peered out from a round alabaster face. Her eyelids were coated with stark purple eyeshadow that gave her an uncompromising fierce gaze. Tanya guessed she was older than her by a couple of years. She held a cue and posed provocatively, hand on hip, by the pool table. A cigarette dangled precariously from her black lipsticked mouth sending a hypnotic helix of smoke trailing up into her enormous mass of back combed and spray laden raven black hair. Clad in black, she wore a worn leather jacket over a full bust that was barely contained by a stained tee-shirt. A short skirt with purple tie-dyed rings hugged her curvy hips and her chunky legs were concealed by leggings. Her hips were encircled by a belt made of spent bullet cartridges, her wrists wrapped in silver studded leather straps and her fingers decorated with an assortment of metal rings fashioned with ornamental skulls. A nose stud completed her adornments.


  “Aw, come on Vicky,” complained the callow youth.


  “You leave her alone. Go find someone else to pester, or your balls will get…” said the stranger as she turned and struck the cue ball with a significant thrust. The euphemistic loud clack made Gibs wince.


  The Goth sucked on her cigarette and blew out a plume of smoke as she waved her cue in mock menace at Gibs who dithered with indecision. Swing her cue up she advanced towards him with a swagger that bordered on the masculine. Gibs shrugged his shoulders and waved his arm dismissively as he retreated in the direction of the bar.


  “What’s your name, honey?” said Vicky, her mouth masticating some gum as she looked her up and down appraisingly.


  “Tanya.”


  “I’m Vicky. What’s a girl like you doing in a dive like this?”


  “It’s raining outside, and it’s dry in here? Why do you call him Gibs?”


  Gibs? It’s short for giblets.”


  “Giblets?”


  “Don’t ask,” grinned Vicky. “So I guess, dressed like that, ‘Do you come here often’ is a wasted question on you?”


  “Something like that.” Tanya smiled and was rewarded with a toothy grin and eyes that glinted impishly back at her.


  “Do you play pool?”


  “Not really.”


  “Do you want a drink?”


  “Er—”


  “I did just save you from a fate worse than death.”


  “Huh?”


  “Gibs,” said Vicky with a nod at the retreating Punk. “If you’ve ever fucked him, you’ll know what I mean.”


  “ Oh.” Tanya turned her face away and hoped the dim lighting obscured the blush that flushed her cheeks.


  “Do you like bourbon?”


  “Ugh, no,” said Tanya wrinkling her nose in disgust.


  “Lager then?”


  Tanya shook her head.


  “What’s your poison then?”


  “Black Russian.”


  “How about one of those then?”


  “Oh. Okay.”


  “You could be a little more gracious, honey.”


  “Sorry. Thank you. I’d love a drink.”


  “Cool. You can be my lucky mascot.”


  “Mascot?”


  “Yeah. I’ve got a fiver riding on this frame. Wait here, I’ll go and get the drinks.” Vicky turned her attention to the crowd of people clustered around the tables. “Hey, you guys, Tanya’s going to be my lucky mascot. Your money is as good as mine,” she taunted.


  Tanya watched her brush off the round of amicable but derisory curses with an easy sarcastic grin and the prominent display of her index finger. It dawned on her then. Here. In this place, where no one knew her, she could be herself. Anonymous. No mask was necessary. In this sweaty grubby melting pot of a night club the real Tanya McAvoy could simply be. She waited by the wall and smiled nervously at Vicky’s opponent. He was tall and broad with a stubble covered chisel jaw, long hair tied into a ponytail and dressed like an archetypal rocker Handsome in a rough way, she was tempted to talk to him until he began to pick his nose. Vicky soon returned with three glasses clustered together in her hands. A passing youth shouldered into her, and some liquid sloshed over the sides. The small woman gave him a withering glare.


  “Here we go,” she said as she moved aside an overflowing ashtray and placed them in a line on a convenient wall shelf.


  “Which one’s mine?”


  Picking up a glass, Vicky took a slurp of lager, “I’ll have this one, the others are yours.” She lit another smoke with her Zippo, flashed her another grin and returned to the game.


  Tanya watched the woman stalk around the table, her black heeled boots thumping as she moved, selecting each shot with surprising care before striking with confidence. Soon she stopped observing the game and found herself paying more attention to Vicky’s curvaceous bottom as her short skirt stretched tight across her buttocks when she leaned over the table. Vicky had voluptuous curves. Curves that invited a lingering touch. Her legs were too solid to be considered elegant, but the glimpses of inner thigh as she stretched across the table threw Tanya’s thoughts into a tumble and she became aware she was the recipient of a sly, wicked grin and several conspiratorial winks. Tanya found she quickly began to enjoy frequent views of an ample cleavage and the enticing roll of hips.


  It seemed that the men and boys around the table knew the rules. Vicky had staked her claim, and she was off limits.


  Three drinks later she had a cigarette between her lips. Fearing the choking noxious fumes, she dared not inhale but instead she kept the smoke in her mouth and copied the way Vicky exhaled like a dragon deploying its fiery breath and flicked ash nonchalantly onto the floor.


  Soon the balls on the table cleared, and Vicky was left with one ball to pot for victory. Her face was a study in concentration, yet she grinned down the cue at Tanya, her mouth chewing her gum slowly. Tanya downed what was left of her drink and beamed back. The Goth struck the cue ball sharply, and all the spectators watched it fly into the air, roll along the table edge and drop to the tattered carpet with a thud. Vicky’s head sagged in defeat, and a round of jeering and laughter rang around while Nose Pick smirked, pocketed the money and headed for the bar.


  “I thought you’d win,” said Tanya as Vicky removed her jacket and slumped against the wall next to her. Parking the leather between her feet Vicky tilted her head back against the wall. The warm feel of her arm as it touched hers sent an electric thrill across her skin and fanned the warm glow rising in her core.


  “So did I.” Exhaling a long sigh, Vicky dug out her cigarette packet and shook it only to find it empty. “Shit.” She turned her head toward Tanya and gave a wan smile. “I’ve no fags, I blew my game and my lucky mascot is not so lucky,” she said with mock dejection.


  “Hey, I’m still here!” said Tanya nudging her new friend with her shoulder. Deliberately she leaned against the other woman. Hoping that what she suspected was true.


  Vicky eyes lit up. They were like deep pools of shining pitch black charisma. “Yes. Yes you are.”


  Tanya felt warm knuckles graze hers with a tentative, almost accidental touch. An exciting buzz tingled through her and like a welcome enfolding embrace she did not seek to escape it. She did not move her hand. Instead she twitched her finger, a careful tentative casual stroke, and it was met by a finger that returned a reciprocal exploratory test. Her heart thundered faster in her breast, her breathing grew shallow, and her excitement soared at the accepting caress.


  “You like dancing?” said Vicky as her fingers curled like a hook gently around her own.


  Tanya nodded, and Vicky pulled her towards the dance floor. Her pulse was racing, and her mind in a whirl as the drink coursed through her veins giving her fiery permission to abandon her inhibitions to the moment.


  Stepping out onto the dance floor was hazardous as the vinyl was slippery with pools of spilled beer and sweat. The beat of the music throbbed through her chest, pounded her ear drums and pulsed through her soul. Clubbers jostled on the floor in a compact melee of arms, bodies and legs in a bizarre frenzy that passed as dancing. With an effort, they squeezed themselves against the wall and made a space for their own dance.


  Before her Vicky gyrated and writhed. Her hips undulated and snaked provocatively to the music, her body swayed enticingly, her hands gathered around the back of her head as she came closer still. She was so close Tanya could feel the radiating warmth of her body heat. The music pounded the air like a thunderous storm, enfolding them with its inescapable mesmerising cacophony.


  When she rested her hands on the shallow curves of her hips Tanya glowed inside, her every nerve alert.


  The opening bars of Dead Kennedys Holiday in Cambodia burst forth from the speakers.


  Vicky leaned close, her hand gently cupping Tanya’s ear as she raised her voice to be heard over the blaring music. “I love this song” a sudden surge of energy flowed through the seething dance floor, and people around them began to bounce up and down on the balls of their feet, their arms a flailing tangled mass.


  “That’s dancing?” said Tanya laughing.


  “Sure it is. Come on,” said the Goth as she started to pogo energetically herself.


  Somewhere on the floor a man slipped and fell into his neighbour. Like a stack of cards, others went down or were pushed aside, and the human wave propelled Vicky’s warm yielding body into hers. The contact was electric and unsettling. She could feel the woman’s curves mould into her own. Full breasts squashed into her own and they stood there, panting, belly to belly, breast to breast, with Vicky’s thigh pressed between hers, the woman’s arm was trapped between them, her hot crotch burning like a damp fiery furnace against her leg. She dared not move amid the anarchy. Instead, she found herself staring down into the woman’s eyes. In an instinctive effort to steady her companion Tanya’s hands alighted on the curves of Vicky’s hips.


  She felt a small hand press against her groin, and she froze as the knuckle of Vicky’s forefinger pressed itself through her dress and panties into the cleft of her slit. Instead of being shocked, she flooded with raw excitement. A powerful desire swept through her veins and made her seeping juices begin to soak her panties. The bass line of the song reverberated through her chest as that illicit, secretive finger began to rub in time to the beat against the rapidly swelling bud of her clitoris, stirring her hungry arousal. Slick warmth bloomed in her centre as Vicky gazed up at her with a knowing smile on her face, a mischievous glint in her eye and the tip of her pink tongue just visible out of the corner of her mouth.


  It was as if time stood still.


  Both could move, yet neither did.


  Her heart thundered in her tight breast. Her throat was thick as if clogged. Her legs trembled as that finger began to rub faster, accelerating the electric pleasurable pulses that spread through her body like a storm. Her mouth slackened and she opened her legs slightly, pushing her hips upwards against that stimulating set of fingers. She was on fire inside, and her slippery centre ached for more. Their fumbling concealed by the gloom of the club lighting and the compressed crowd, it was so brazen, so shameless, so daring and yet so exciting. Her cunt flooded with anticipation.


  Amid the camouflage of the crowd, she sensed her dress being surreptitiously gathered and warm hands touched the bare skin of her thighs. She whimpered as deft fingers skittered upwards towards the liquid furnace between her legs. She held Vicky’s gaze and her lids closed briefly as those fingers hooked their way past the fabric of her panties and found her wet slippery cleft. Sucking in the humid air she brought her arms up and rested them around Vicky’s neck. Biting her lip softly as those probing, searching fingers entered her slick warmth and slid home. She gave a low moan and rested her forehead upon Vicky’s and stared into eyes that shone with lust and desire.


  The music blared.


  Her heart raced.


  Her thighs and walls clenched and trembled in the dark anonymity of the crowd.


  Her breath hitched as deft fingers fucked.


  Rising lust and desire condensed into an urgent need to come.


  Quelling her desire to unleash her craven wantonness she discreetly ground her hips in time to Vicky’s stimulating finger pads as they stroked the rough flesh of her g-spot.


  She watched Vicky swallow and for the first time saw a chink in the hard shell of self-confidence that surrounded her. Her eyes softened, she sucked her lip and Vicky tilted her chin up, licking her lips before leaning her head forward. Suddenly her face was up close, and Vicky realized that the sultry Goth was standing on tip toe and puckering her lips ready for a kiss. Their lips met softly in a tentative tender kiss and Vicky sucked her lower lip into her mouth, tracing her tongue along the sensitive skin. Tanya found herself returning that kiss with an eager passion and her fingers pressed through the denim fabric of Vicky’s short skirt keen to peel away the obstructing fabric and feel and squeeze the warm flesh and skin beneath.


  “Come for me, Tanya,” whispered Vicky huskily. “Come for me, baby.”


  All Tanya could do was mewl softly and nuzzle into Vicky’s neck, and plant soft kisses in the subdued light as the intense pressure of incremental euphoria rose within her like a bubbling geyser. Abruptly she erupted with a shuddering intensity and buried her face into Vicky’s shoulder as she stifled the scream of her rapturous fiery climax. Waves of pleasure swept through her like fire through a tinder dry forest. Seeking support, her arms gripped tight around Vicky’s neck a sob escaped her lips, and she whimpered as she struggled to contain the ecstasy that had turned her legs to jelly and made her melt like butter.


  As she trembled against Vicky’s body, hands caressed her back, and soft lips kissed her cheeks. Vicky whispered into her ear, “There’s a good girl.”


  Both women giggled but did not move. It was as if no one else was there. No one else mattered.


  “Shall we go dance at my place? I’ve got bourbon and some vodka” she said teasingly and waggled her eyebrows playfully. “Dance, music and drink. What more could we want? And I want to fuck you properly.”


  Tanya’s mouth felt as if it had been stuffed with cotton wool and looked down at the short woman, her head spinning, her mind a whirl of possibilities. “Yes,” she nodded vigorously. “Let’s.”


  They left the club and hailed a taxi. The drive through town seemed to pass in moments and yet took an eternity. All that Tanya knew was that now, in this moment, she was standing on the cusp of an unknown future . Vicky’s hand grabbed hers and pulled her along towards a monolith block of flats, its windows dark and silent. They tumbled, hand in hand, into a lift rank with the acrid smell of urine and as the door closed it revealed spattered drops of drying blood. Vicky pressed into her again and kissed her urgently, her lips sucking and nibbling with need as her hand groped for Tanya’s breast and grazed a hardening nipple with a thumb. The lift lurched upwards and took them to the eighth floor, where it stopped and the blood stained doors opened out onto a dimly lit squalid corridor. Emerging breathless and giggling, Vicky brought her finger to her lips in a gesture to be quiet. Puzzled, Tanya dumbly obeyed and watched, still sniggering, as her companion fumbled in her pocket and brought out a key attached to a long chain that was sewn to her skirt.


  With much rattling and jangling she fumbled for some moments with the key before finally unlocking the door. Taking her hand the Goth pulled her inside and shut the door. She led her down a short hall, then crept into a darkened living room that could best be described as a bomb site. The air was thick with a haze of cigarette smoke and the sweet sickly scent of hash. But the strewn clothes, the empty beer bottles, the overflowing ashtrays were as nothing compared to the sight and sounds that greeted them as they stepped into the room. Tanya’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets.


  On a sofa wrapped amid a grubby duvet lay a slim young woman with long curly ginger hair. Her naked body was illuminated by the stark light of the television screen, her thighs akimbo, her fingers frantically working between her legs as she masturbated furiously. Oblivious to their presence, her face was contorted in pleasure, her groans melding with those being emitted by the television where there was the unmistakable grainy and crackly image of a hardcore pornographic video.


  “Monica, I’ve told you about doing this before,” scolded Vicky as she burst into laughter.


  “What?” spluttered the red head before her blurry eyes widened into great saucers as she saw Tanya, squealed and pulled the duvet around her body and over her head. “Make her go away,” came the shrouded pleading voice.


  “Tanya, this is Monica, my flatmate. She suffers from congenital masturbation.”


  Uncertain how to respond, Tanya simply smiled, gave a brief wave and said, “Hi.”


  “Send her away,” whined Monica.


  “No, she’s staying for a drink and a fuck aren’t you, Tanya?” said Vicky still chuckling. Gesturing at the sofa she added, “Sit down, honey, I’ll fetch us a bottle.” Vicky sauntered over to the kitchenette and there was a clattering of crockery and the sound of water spilling from a tap. “You want some bourbon, Monica?”


  “Yeah,” came the weak response from beneath the crumpled duvet.


  Tanya sat next to the still covered Monica and found herself entranced by the porn film. It was in a guttural foreign tongue which she took to be Scandinavian, though the explicit activity on the screen did not require translation. It did not take long to ascertain that men were absent from the movie.


  Vicky returned, an unlit cigarette between her lips and holding a bottle in one hand and three tumblers in the other. Shifting a full ashtray and a milk bottle half full of water she placed the glasses on the stained, burned table, unstoppered the bottle and poured three generous portions.


  Tanya sat still, her eyes fixed on the steamy close ups on screen as Vicky searched through her leather jacket pockets and pulled out a battered green packet of cigarette papers, a battered pouch of old tobacco and a small brown lump that looked like a damp beef stock cube. Placing a leaf of cigarette paper on the table Vicky took a mouthful of her drink and grinned at her. “You want some?” she said as she held the lump gingerly at one end and lit her lighter beneath the other. Flaking off the burned fragments onto her paper, she expertly prepared a joint. Lighting the spliff with her Zippo she puffed and sucked enthusiastically as it crackled and glowed into life, a bolt of flame flaring briefly as the paper, tobacco and resin began to burn.


  Inhaling the smoke with a deep breath, she shut her eyes as she savoured the narcotic hit and then exhaled slowly, her cheeks forming the smoke into impressive rings.


  “Here you go, kid,” said Vicky as she took another suck on the joint and offered it to Tanya.


  Tanya looked anxiously at it and hesitated.


  “Go on,” urged Vicky.


  Taking it from her fingers, Tanya tentatively placed the end to her lips and sucked warily. A blast of hot sweet choking fumes hit the back of her throat and filled her lungs. Her chest convulsed and spasmed in shock at the noxious smoke. Spluttering, she struggled to keep the smoldering joint and glass of bourbon in her hands while Vicky laughed hilariously and patted her back.


  “Guess you’ve never smoked properly, then?” chuckled Vicky.


  “No,” stammered Tanya as she sought to clear her lungs of suffocating smoke. Her mouth was dry as sandpaper and the acrid taste clashed with the raw alcoholic burn of the bourbon. Her brain was filled with a high buzz as the joint’s fumes worked their magic on her awareness. It was unlike anything she had experienced before. A high euphoria, a pleasurable intoxicating blend of spirit, nicotine and resin vapour.


  “Take it slow, baby,” said Vicky.


  They settled into a comfortable silence their eyes glued to the screen.


  Glasses emptied.


  Another joint was smoked.


  The bottle was emptied.


  Thoroughly relaxed and yet aroused by the images on the screen Tanya made no objection as Vicky’s splayed fingers softly caressed her thigh. Sliding down into the soft comfortable sofa, she nuzzled into the soft yielding warmth of Vicky’s body. Turning her face towards her she found herself looking into dark pools of desire. Monica’s presence was forgotten as she smiled happily and leaned in to kiss those warm black lips.


  They were soft, yielding and tasted of lipstick, smoke and bourbon. Through the fog of soporific alcohol and the haze of the hash, a sense of disembodied lust took her as Vicky sucked and nibbled at her lower lip. She felt fingers firm their hold on her thigh and gather the hem of her dress once more, exposing her soaking panties to the cooling air. Warm finger pads skittered up her sensitised skin, sending electric shivers through her and she slickened instantly between her legs as her sexual heat burned white hot.


  Their kiss deepened and became a noisy, passionate sucking frenzy. Tongues swirled around each other, tasting, probing, exploring. Her hand came up to touch Vicky’s cheek. A hand cupped and her squeezed her breast gently through her dress and she became aware of fingers at the nape of her neck fiddling with her dress zip. Breaking her kiss with Vicky, she turned her head and saw that it was Monica who was now drawing the zip down in one smooth stroke.


  Monica’s hungry emerald eyes with huge black pupils drank her in. She met her gaze with a smile that broke the woman’s restraint. Monica pulled herself closer and raised herself to her knees on the creaking sofa, the duvet fell away from her, exposing her egg like breasts and their erect pink nipples and the flat plane of her pale stomach to her as Vicky’s hand slid between Tanya’s damp inner thighs and began to massage her wet crotch through her thin panties.


  It was all going so fast, so blurred, so surreal and so overwhelming that she did not care what was happening. Whatever happened, happened.


  Bourbon upon lips.


  Hashish scented air.


  Arms entwined.


  Slick warmth.


  Swigs of water.


  Lips upon skin.


  Smoking spirals.


  Hips against hips.


  Swollen breasts being squeezed and fondled.


  Nipples sucked.


  Creaming heat.


  Craven desire.


  Her dry mouth began to water as her mouth found Monica’s pink nipple. The turgid flesh was warm and tasted of a citric deodorant, but the sudden dryness on her tongue quickly vanished as her saliva overwhelmed it. Her tongue lapped and flicked and her lips sucked, drawing appreciative moans and sighs from Monica’s lips as her head was cradled by the woman’s enfolding arms. She was aware of her dress being slid down her shoulders, her bra being undone and her breasts spilling free. By whom, she did not know. And did not care.


  Soft lips closed around her nipple inflicting a sharp pain as it was sucked hard before being laved and licked by a warm flicking tongue that soothed and caressed the sensitive flesh.


  Her cunt was flooding and her clit throbbed with need. She gasped with anticipation as she sensed her panties being pulled aside and warm fingers stroking her wet sticky slit and caressing her silky folds. Thrusting her hips forward to meet the delicate probes she sucked the mound of Monica’s breast into her mouth and began to lavish attention on it with her tongue.


  Hands seemed to be all over her. Electric waves of pleasure coursed across her skin, fanning the flames of her arousal and exciting her to the wild experience of having two simultaneous and ardent lovers. Vicky drew back and pulled her tee shirt over her head, disturbing the carefully arranged tower of spray clad hair so that it collapsed like an exhausted spider, before flinging her garment across the room. Her full breasts hung heavily in her ill-fitting purple lace bra, her cleavage a sinkhole of delight that Tanya wanted to bury her face in.


  Through the dull distorted reality of her awareness, she realized that the moment of commitment had long passed. It was a path she already taken. Smiling at that thought, she rose from the sofa and, allowing her dress to fall to her feet, she quickly heeled it away. Vicky was on her knees before her. Her soft black lips kissed her belly as warm fingers caressed the tops of her thighs and her fingers gathered the material of her panties, slowly pulling them down over her hips, exposing her gaping swollen outer lips to the warm air. A wet tongue trailed down her skin, stopping to swirl in the depression of her belly button.


  The duvet cascaded like a crumpled avalanche to the floor and Monica moved behind her, pressing her body against Tanya’s like a matching jigsaw lug. Monica’s breath burned warm on her skin as she planted a series of slow, stimulating kisses at the nape of her neck. Warm hands curled around her flanks and cupped her breasts with fondling palms and fingers. Those fingers tweaked, flicked and pulled at her hardened nipples, eliciting raw impulses of alternating pain and pleasure that drove Tanya wild with excitement.


  Feeling herself being pulled and guided down on to the sofa she yielded control to her hungry companions. Monica was beside and beneath her and Tanya shifted her legs apart, so that one draped over Monica’s thigh. Her head lolled to the side, and her mouth was met by warm moist kisses from the naked ginger headed woman. Her thighs were drawn further apart by Vicky’s hands as they glided up the length of her limbs, her thumbs applying gentle encouraging guidance as she shifted her body between Tanya’s legs.


  A frenzy of kisses sent her into a euphoric trance. Monica’s probing tongue swirled around hers like a writhing worm, tasting, flicking, her lips sucking at hers while Vicky’s mouth traced an ascending line of languid luscious kisses along her inner thighs that gave her sweet tingles and made her skin as goose-flesh. The double attention was a sensory stimulation that transcended anything she had experienced before, and it spurred her lust and desire to new heights.


  Her hands alighted on Vicky’s shoulders, and she used them to urge and guide the woman closer to her dripping slippery slit and its glistening pink folds.


  “You want me to lick your pussy, Tanya?” said Vicky huskily.


  Tanya barely heard her and only succeeded in murmuring a desirous response through the sealed kissing exchange she was enjoying with Monica.


  Vicky’s tongue tormented her as it slid around the perimeter of her gaping vulva, licking and flicking at the sensitised skin expertly avoiding her most intimate flesh like a practised houri. Tanya’s hips bucked in response to those tantalising traces, willing her to plunge her tongue into her moist depths, to ravage her walls with that glistening wriggling instrument of sensual delight, to lap at her copious juices with fervent relish, to send her to that rapturous plane of existence.


  She heard the Goth chuckle softly as she blew gently on her throbbing clit; the warming air eddied around the engorged bud like a whispered caress.


  “You ever sucked a woman’s cunt, Tanya? Ever licked her out? Brought her off with your tongue? Made her come in your mouth?”


  Tanya broke her kiss briefly to moan her response, “No.” As she did so Monica dragged herself away to the sofa’s corner, much to Tanya’s protesting mewls. Resting a leg against the back cushion, Monica spread her legs wide, revealing her trimmed pubic mound and its shining rouged cleft.


  “Kiss her cunt,” said Vicky, her voice full of lustful desire. “I want to see your tongue licking her out.”


  Tanya gazed down at the smiling red head who bit her lip provocatively as her fingers toyed amid her aroused slick folds.


  “Come fuck me with your tongue, Tanya,” said Monica as she lasciviously spread her thighs wider.


  Needing no further encouragement Tanya leaned down and gazed up close at the seeping slit. The scent was musky and arousing, the shining lubricant amid the folds tempted her tongue like a moist sweetly luxuriant snack. She wanted to bury her face in them, to sample that delicious nectar, she wanted to suck on those delicate folds, to lick and lap and lave them. To make Monica’s hips buck against her face as her nose and chin were smeared with cream as she slid her fingers into her warm depths.


  And so she did.


  Revelling in the sweet and sour flavour with avid gusto.


  With a fire in her belly.


  Without reservation.


  Without restraint.


  She licked.


  She laved.


  She lapped.


  She sucked.


  She fucked her.


  Locking eyes with her she gave herself over to the lust that surged within her like a whirling typhoon. Monica’s groans and moans became increasingly more vocal. Her breath hitching, the rise and fall of her firm peaks shuddering with each flick of her tongue, with each nibble of her lips, with each stroke of her fingers. Her sinuous body writhed, wriggled and squirmed at her ministrations.


  “I have an idea,” said Vicky. A wicked smile splashed itself across her face.


  “What?” said Tanya looking askance at Vicky with mild irritation as she continued to languorously lick and suck between Monica’s swollen labia.


  “This is so hot,” said Vicky and she cheekily touched her tongue to her upper lip and waggled her eyebrows mischievously.


  “What?” chimed in Monica who was also now pouting at Tanya’s distraction.


  “Daisy chain,” said Vicky emphatically.


  “What’s that?” frowned Tanya. Monica’s eyes lit up like beacons, and a huge smile spread across her face.


  “Oh yes, daisy chain!” said Monica licentiously.


  “Vicky, what’s a daisy chain? Apart from flowers,” said Tanya.


  Vicky grinned broadly. “I do you, you do Monica, she does me. All at once. And no one gets left out!”


  The notion had not occurred to Tanya, but now that it was explained she beamed enthusiastically. The three quickly rose and spread the duvet out on the carpet. Monica lay down first, her thighs akimbo and Tanya lay perpendicular to her and resting her head on the woman’s thigh nuzzled her face into her soft gleaming folds and began to suck and lick manically. Bridging the gap between Monica’s face and Tanya’s hips, Vicky lay down and continued her expert lapping while Monica rested her head on Vicky’s inner thigh.


  “Oh, that’s better,” moaned Vicky as Monica began to lap and suck and lick and nibble at her swollen dripping puffy pink slit.


  The idea was so stimulating and exciting that Tanya’s already heated arousal was sent into meltdown. The room filled with the sound of lapping tongues, squelching cunts and the low soft moans of pleasure as each licked, nibbled, sucked, lapped and laved the other. The taste of Monica was a delight, the texture of her warm, moist silky velvet folds as she flicked and rolled her tongue between the yielding flaps of sensitive folds.


  And as she did so Vicky’s lips closed around her aching bud and sucked her into an ecstasy of passion as fingers slipped easily inside her, filling her, probing her, stroking her to a heightened awareness. Clamping her walls around those penetrating fingers she undulated her body on them as the Goth simultaneously alternated between using her lips and feather like flicking tongue on her throbbing clit. A finger drew down sticky lubricant towards her anus before it began to stroke and press and push its way inside her rectum. The sensations were sublime. Fingers fucked her pussy and ravaged her arsehole as a distracting tongue laved and lapped her to heaven.


  So this is what it was like. To be free. To be an unshackled spirit. To do as one willed. To give oneself over to one’s nature. Without shame. Without fear. Without self-disgust. Like Vicky. It was a revelation. And with it her libido poured forth.


  Tanya sucked and nibbled and licked and laved at the woman’s slick sticky folds, revelling in Monica’s responsive, urgent hip thrusts. Her own hips bucked fervently at Vicky’s eager and frenzied efforts, while the Goth’s undulated at Monica’s equally lascivious attentions. It was a sublime moment of mutual pleasure.


  Monica came first, flooding her mouth with an unexpected ejaculation as she cried out her orgasm. Her outburst took her to the edge, and within moments the tight knot of balled white heat in her centre bloomed into a powerful climax that rendered her insensible to Vicky’s expert tonguing. It reverberated through her every muscle and sinew and washed through her consciousness like a purging wave.


  Everything became a blur. One moment her tongue was buried in an arsehole, drilling into it with lustful enthusiasm as the fingers of each hand fucked a different sticky slick cunt soaked with copious libation. The next, she was licking the sticky come from her glistening fingers like sweet lollipops. Another, her mouth full of warm liquid flesh as her tongue flicked and her mouth sucked hard on soft petals. She thought she heard Vicky orgasm as her hips bucked urgently against Monica’s mouth.


  Ecstasy took her to nirvana and back, and she was filled with an exquisitely satisfied but unshakable fatigue. Eyelids heavy and with a lethargic torpor filling her exhausted body, she passed out.


  Closing her mirror Tanya took a deep breath and repacked her laptop. Swallowing softly she braced herself and stood, the seat scraping along the floor as she pushed it away. Picking her bag up she slung it over her shoulder and turned around. The woman was staring up at her with her wide dark eyes, a blank look on her face that transformed with recognition. Tanya gestured at the vacant chair. “Mind if I take a seat?”


  The woman looked at her askance, her eyes creased in thought, before nodding her acquiescence. She stirred her coffee with her wooden spatula before drawing it slowly between her scarlet lips. “Well, if I didn’t know better, I think I might know you.”


  “Hello, Vicky,” said Tanya with a smile as she slid into the chair.


  The woman smiled warmly at her and waggled her eyebrows, “Victoria now,” she said and took in a deep breath. “Hello, Tanya. Long time, no see.” Lifting her cup she took a sip of the cappuccino before replacing it on its saucer. “How are you? How’ve you been?”


  “I almost didn’t recognise you. I’m good, thanks. You?”


  “Well enough, I suppose. Well, I changed my hair.”


  “You look different. I like it.”


  “Thanks. Like you, I grew up.”


  Tanya glanced at the wedding band on Victoria’s finger. “Married, I see.”


  “Yes. Frank’s just gone to the loo. What about you?”


  “Never got around to it. I came out years ago,” said Tanya.


  “Are you happy?”


  “Yes I am.”


  “I’m glad to hear it,” said Victoria with a doubtful look. “So am I. That’s life I guess.”


  “Yes it is. Your friend…Monica?”


  “Married now. With three kids and a grandchild on the way.”


  “I see. How nice for her.”


  “I still see her now and again. She lives in Spain now, but comes over a couple of times a year. Are you seeing anyone, Tanya?”


  “No. Free and single. Just like the old days,” she smiled and felt her skin tighten at the corners of her mouth.


  Victoria chuckled. “But without the virgin airs and graces.”


  Tanya smiled and waggled her eyebrows. “Oh, I had a good teacher.”


  “So…you do remember Holiday in Cambodia, then?”


  Tanya beamed broadly, “With great affection. And you?”


  “One of my favourite tunes. When I’m low, I put it on once in a while. It brings back memories of a misspent youth.”


  “Good memories?”


  Victoria smiled a tight knowing smile and her eyes darkened as they narrowed. “Memory lane can sometimes be too rosy.”


  “Yes it can. I just wanted to say ‘Hi.’ That’s all.”


  “And now you have,” said Victoria slowly as she sipped the last of her coffee and glanced over to the door to the gents bathroom as it opened.


  “Listen…I have a meeting to go to soon, but are you doing anything—”.


  “Let’s leave the past where it is, shall we, Tanya?” Her eyes widened as they flashed a warning.


  It was an unexpected response and Tanya felt unbalanced by it. Her hope for a more pleasurable reunion evaporated like water on a hot skillet. The pit in her stomach grew deep, and a blush rose in her cheeks. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to—”


  “I know you didn’t, honey. I have to go. Meetings to attend. And my husband is waiting.” Victoria made a pointed glance at the man emerging from the bathroom and she stood, the chair grating jarringly on the tiled floor like a pointed rebuff. She smiled at him and gave a brief wave.


  “Maybe I’ll see you around?”


  “Find someone in the now, Tanya . Don’t look to the past. You’ll find it’s already moved on.”


  “But—”


  “I have to go. Take care, honey.”


  She watched Vicky walk towards the large overweight balding man of about fifty and embrace him warmly. He smiled down at her affectionately before they turned and headed for the door and without so much as a backward glance, her former lover and her middle aged husband walked out into the street. It left her feeling hollow. Abandoned. Rejected. Dejected. She was tempted to pursue, but knew that that particular road to the past was forever closed. She was forty five and she still lived alone. Her eyes stung as she fought back tears, and her shoulders sagged as if burdened by time. And then Victoria, arm in arm with her husband, disappeared into milling throng of anonymous shoppers.


  Her mood grew sombre, and she gave a long sigh and pulled a thin smile. “Goodbye, Vicky,” she murmured.


  Glancing at her mobile, the chronograph still indicated she had ten minutes before she needed to move. Her vision had blurred, and her chest had tightened. Fumbling in her bag she sought her packet of tissues. Her eye was caught by the sight of a crumpled business card, the scrawled writing barely legible. Removing it she turned it over in her long manicured fingers and gazed at it, squinting at the hastily scrawled spidery writing. A relieved sigh escaped her lips as she decoded the chaotic scrawl of the receptionist’s script.


  Fingers shaking, she balked momentarily before she punched in the number.


  The dial tone rang out in her ear a few rings before a hesitant feminine voice answered. “Hello?”


  “Hi Diane, it’s Tanya. Would you like to have dinner tonight?”
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  Livilla Sanders


  "I don't exist. We'll never meet." -livillasanders.com


  Hedonist Six

  Holding On
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  Taking calls while driving is against the rules. The clients can usually hear, and the operator will not be able to sound enthusiastic while concentrating on not having an accident. But this morning I feel I have no choice. My quota is low, and with it being my last week, I’d like to go out on a high note. Plus, what’s a Bluetooth headset for, if not for taking important calls while allowing your hands to do something else.


  It rings and I shut the window to reduce traffic noise.


  “Hey darling.” My telephone voice is impeccable now, after years of practice. Just breathless and husky enough to be sexy, but not so much that it’s hard to understand what I’m saying.


  Heavy breaths on the other end.


  “Hi Candy, it’s Roger.”


  “Hello Roger, sounds like you’re already hard and ready to go for me. What would you like me to do for you?”


  “Dunno.” In addition to the panting, there’s a background rustle. “As long as it’s dirty.”


  “How about…” I pull up behind a bunch of cars heading into Brentford. My destination, Kew, is not far now and in between calls, I’ve luckily not had time to be nervous. “I can start by sucking you off. Would you like that? I’d like to taste you. I’m sure you taste good, don’t you, Roger?”


  “God yes, suck me.”


  “Would you like your balls sucked as well? I’ll fit them both at the same time.”


  More gasps and louder rustling with a groan thrown in at the end. The bridge comes into view and I realise I’ll soon have to juggle this caller, as well as hunt for parking. That’s not going to be easy.


  “Can you… I’d like a finger in my ass.”


  “Oh, you’re a naughty one, aren’t you!” I lick my finger noisily, knowing he’ll be able to hear. The van driver in the queue next to me gives me a strange look, but quickly looks away when I give him a fierce glare. “Sure, I’ll give you a good fingering. Now you’ve got to choose, sweetheart. I can either swallow or you pull out and jizz all over my tits.”


  “Arrh…” Roger is done.


  I check the time on the call, barely 30 seconds. And that’s why you can’t get rich off this work. My decision to quit is definitely the right one at this point in my life. At least I can now park in peace though. I decide to dial out before the phone rings again.


  There’s space just twenty feet from the gate leading into Kew Gardens, and I’m half an hour early. Deep breaths. Things are going to be OK, despite what Carrie said. And what my own gut has been arguing for and against at the same time for most of this week. It’s going to be fine.


  I pick up the single long stemmed rose from the passenger seat and take a moment to admire its beauty. We agreed on pink. Red would’ve been the obvious choice, but what if another couple is meeting at ten-thirty in the morning on a Thursday for a blind date at this entrance of the gardens? They might carry red roses, and we might get our partners mixed up. Far fetched, but this is already nerve wracking enough without the unnecessary risk.


  A car pulls into the crescent shaped road and creeps toward my position, could it be Liam? He turns off to the right, and I notice some parcels on the back seat. Perhaps not.


  My heart is still racing, and my hands clammy with cold sweat. Music, that might help. I close my eyes and try to calm myself.
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  It was a normal afternoon, two weeks ago, spent at home on the couch. All routine. My work phone rang for the umpteenth time that day, but for a change I recognised the number on the caller ID.


  “Hello? The line is really bad, I can hardly hear you.” The hiss on the line softened.


  “Sorry, better now?” His baritone always gave me a pleasant initial chill right down the centre of my spine.


  “Oh yes. Hi, Liam. So glad you called, my morning has been tedious so far.”


  “No problem, sweetie. Mine hasn’t been much better.”


  “And it’s been so windy, knocked the Sky signal out for a while. Is it windy where you are?”


  “Yeah, thought I’d take a break, the lorry was snaking around the motorway with every gust. Tricky conditions out there.”


  “Glad you’re safe.”


  There was a pause, so I took a moment to imagine where he might be. Probably some god awful service station or truck stop. Maybe he was sitting in a booth facing the windows, watching the storm lash against those skinny trees they plant around such places to try and green it up. I imagined the entire place to be filled with sales reps, or other lorry drivers, each sitting alone with their sad little sandwiches and cardboard takeaway cups of coffee.


  “Before the signal went, did you manage to find out who’s been eliminated in last night’s Bake-off?”


  I laughed, of course he’d ask me that.


  “Seriously? You’re paying by the minute to find out about something you can look up for free online?”


  “There’s a lot of things one can do for free online, but that doesn’t mean they’re worth doing. Come on, spill! Hope it wasn’t the cute one with the frizzy hair?”


  “No she’s safe. It was the one with the weird voice, the one you didn’t like.”


  In the background, I heard Liam thank someone, and clanging crockery.


  “Having lunch? Shall I let you get on with it?” I asked.


  “No, I think it’s rather nice having the company. Unless you object to me chewing while on the phone.”


  “I don’t mind.”


  I folded my legs underneath me so I could lean back into the corner of the couch in preparation for what could be a lengthy chat. In between the urgent, short calls from men who wanted a quick fix for their blue balls, Liam was always a welcome distraction. I was going to miss him, and I really needed to tell him about my plans. It would’ve been wrong to drag things out unnecessarily, but I wasn’t looking forward to his reaction.


  “Are you there? Hello?” he said.


  “Sorry, the line went a bit weird again.”


  Liam told me about where he’s headed, and we discussed the news, the daffodils flowering earlier than usual this year and other such everyday things. Like regular people. Like this wasn’t a paid phone line and he wasn’t a client.


  When we reached a lull in the conversation, I had begun to feel like a normal person with normal social interactions, despite my daily routine which was anything but.


  And it was time.


  “Say, Liam, I’ve been meaning to tell you something.”


  “Shoot.”


  “I’m thinking of a career change…”


  “You are? Like how?” He still sounded fine, cheerful. But I was terrified.


  “Well I took one of those home learning courses. Bookkeeping. Just got my certificate last week.”


  “That’s wonderful, I’m pleased for you.”


  “And I’ve been applying for jobs to put it to good use…”


  “Right.” In hindsight, this must’ve been the moment where the penny dropped. He realised what I was really trying to say, and the drumbeat of my heart echoed in my ears, making it nearly impossible to focus.


  “What do you think?” Even if I already didn’t have my telephone voice on for him, by this point, I would have sounded like a completely different person... I felt vulnerable; needing his approval desperately, while not being sure why.


  “Well, I’m glad you’re planning ahead. Developing yourself.”


  Quiet.


  We were both lost for what to say next. I desperately wanted to ask if he would like to keep in touch. But I had no idea if that would be way off the mark and I’d end up humiliating myself.


  “Why bookkeeping?” His tone had changed. Despite usually being pretty adept at judging situations by ear, I had nothing. Was he angry, sad, shocked? Indifferent?


  “Because…” It wouldn’t involve talking on the phone. But I couldn’t say that at the time.


  “I’ve always been good with numbers.”


  “Well congratulations anyway. I should probably finish lunch now. Talk later?”


  “Sure. And thanks. Bye for now, Liam.”


  Click.


  Despite the novelty of this work having worn off a long time ago, I was worried I’d end up with one huge regret. He was so different from anyone else I’d spoken to in the last five years, and yet I couldn’t tell if perhaps there was something more there. All I knew was, I would’ve liked there to be.
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  Ten past ten. Time moves at a snail’s pace when you’re waiting for something that could be all important. More so when you’re just not sure how important it truly is and the doubts are driving you crazy. All you have are hopes and dreams which could be destroyed or validated in a split second.


  Before I even agreed to any of this, I’d wanted to talk it through with someone, but Carrie hadn’t been much use. Being my best friend, she’d been sort of forced to be there for me throughout this interim career of mine. But she’d never been in favour of it. When I tried to tell her about Liam a couple of weeks ago, she shot the idea down straightaway.


  I should’ve kept my mouth shut, really.


  She said it would be a complete shambles; ‘like a john dating a hooker’. I didn’t enjoy the comparison. It would be nothing like that. Admittedly, he’d paid me for company over the phone. But it had never been that crude. He hadn’t been like the others.


  Not every punter calls for the same reason. Sure, mostly they're horny and desperate. They find my online ad and appreciate the chance to speak with Candy, the barely legal, blonde college girl who's trying to earn a little extra to cover tuition. Or my latest alter ego, Donna, with her unusual penchant for leather wear at any time of day.


  Sometimes a guy phones up just to talk, someone who has no one else to spend time with in real life. But that doesn’t usually last because it's all a fantasy. I'm not their long distance girlfriend, and they know it. I'm not even a regular friend; you can talk to those for free.


  And then there was Liam. He did just want to talk, but it almost straightaway crossed certain boundaries. I remember his first call despite it being many months ago. He phoned me the day his dog died, which I couldn’t fully related to - never having been the type to keep pets. I could tell his loss had affected him greatly, yet still it wasn't all about him. He asked how I was, how my day was going; he tried to make a real connection. After the second and third time, he had succeeded more than I could've faked with any other client. And so we actually did become friends, I think.


  Even the lonely regulars who started off just wanting to talk would eventually want to flirt. A cheeky wank after spilling their guts to a paid for friend. Not Liam though. It always felt like he respected me too much for that.


  ‘Like a john dating a hooker.’ Carrie can be such a bitch.


  It didn’t help that she brought up my numerous failed attempts at internet dating. In the rare instances that I’d feel something with a guy on a first date, inevitably he’d ask what I did for a living. That usually killed the mood either at his end or mine. Nothing ever resulted in a second date.


  Carrie insisted I should leave it all behind. Apparently the only way I’d find love was to lie to potential suitors, to tell them I’d worked from home in telesales. Apparently I’m not getting any younger. Still I don’t think I could do such a thing; I’d rather be alone.


  Remembering our talk has got me worked up all over again. I haven’t answered her calls since. This is something I have to figure out on my own. If she actually cared about me, perhaps she could make an effort to be fucking supportive. Instead, she’d compared me to a whore and made me feel stupid. I can do both of those things better myself, thank-you-very-much.


  Another car pulls into the road, a rattly old Bedford van. Surely not? A woman’s behind the wheel. Whew.
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  The week I told Liam about my plans, work continued as usual. In between calls I sent out application after application, hoping for a break. A telephone interview and a face-to-face meet with the recruitment agency were penciled into my schedule. The former went extremely well, the latter would happen later one afternoon.


  While my other calls came in like clockwork, Liam was absent for most of the week. I was certain my plans had offended him. Although I had his number noted down from the caller ID, I didn’t want to initiate anything. He had to make the first move. I refused to put myself out there and be hurt.


  He’s just a caller, I told myself. Just another caller.


  But he wasn’t, really.


  Ring. Excitement surged and dissipated when the display revealed some other, unknown-to-me number.


  “Hello, love.”


  “Hi… Donna?” The line sounded crackly, and the voice on the other end even more so until he cleared his throat. “What are you wearing?”


  Not yet having changed for my meeting with the agency, looking down revealed uninspired flannel pyjamas. But he called Donna, so that’s who he would get.


  “Oh I’ve just changed in time for my play time. Do you like leather?”


  “Yeah…” He sounded like one of those wanting to sit back and leave me in charge of the conversation. Good, I thought, these types tend to stay on longer.


  “Well I’ve just got this new black leather corset. It’s not quite supple yet, tight and very creaky, but I like how it makes my cleavage look nice and full.”


  “Go on.”


  Stretching out my leg to admire my fluffy pink slippers, I imagined they were something altogether more kinky.


  “It matches my thigh high boots pretty well. That’s all I’m wearing. I figured you might like me better without knickers.”


  “Tell me about your fingernails…” He hesitated, indicating that perhaps he wasn’t quite confident in his preferences. No matter, I thought, let’s see where this ends up.


  “Well, I do like to take care of myself, I’m girly that way. They’re real long, but all natural. I painted them red because that looks best with black leather, don’t you agree?”


  “Yeah, love red nails.”


  “What would you like me to do with them? Do you want me to touch you? Run my long, hard nails over your skin?”


  “Could you first file them for me. I’d like to listen.”


  It wasn’t the strangest request I’d had and definitely a lot more pleasant than what some men call Donna for. Lucky I had a file to hand, even if my nails weren’t nearly as perfect and long as I had described them.


  “Sure thing, darling.” Placing the phone - on speaker - in my lap, I held my nail up to the mouthpiece as close as I could and filed back and forth a few times. Not loud enough. On the table I noticed the empty Ferrero Rocher box which I decided to file instead. Long, regular movements at first, then faster and more truncated. The plastic made much better sound.


  He was enjoying himself, as far as I could hear.


  “If I keep going, I’ll have none left, sweetheart. Perhaps you’d like me to do something else to you now?”


  “Do you think this is weird? If I made you uncomfortable, you can let me know.”


  “It’s fine, I’m very proud of my nails.”


  “But I made you file off too much. It’s a disgusting thing to ask for.”


  By then I realised where this talk was meant to be going.


  “It is weird, now that you mention it. You’re a bit of a pervert, aren’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Shall I use these how they’re supposed to be used? These nails are meant to stay long so I can teach you not to be so filthy anymore.”


  “Do it.”


  “Take off your shirt. I want to leave marks on you.”


  The poor sod actually seemed to be doing it too judging by the sudden upheaval at his end. He was fully immersed in the fantasy.


  “And your trousers.”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Are you hard from all of that filing? Did you get turned on listening to me mess up my beautiful manicure?”


  “I… yes.”


  “How dare you!”


  From there I ‘scratched up’ his back, and his thighs. I ran my nails over his balls and down his shaft, softly at first, then harsher to punish him further. He wanted me to hurt him. By the end he was panting down the phone like he’d just run a marathon and I could’ve used a cup of tea. Or perhaps something stronger.


  “Now, don’t do it again!”


  “No, ma'am.” Click.


  That was interesting. I’d better get ready for my meeting.


  That afternoon, I was told I’d got a job; 1st April start. I hoped they weren’t joking, because I gave my notice straight away and took my ads offline. Liam still didn’t call that evening though.
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  He did call the following day, so I told him the news. Although he tried his best to sound happy for me, it wasn’t convincing. I wasn’t even convinced that I was happy myself.


  “I’m sorry,” I whispered.


  “What on earth for?”


  “I feel like I'm letting you down."


  "Don't be ridiculous. I'm not going to pretend I won't miss our talks. But I really just want you to be happy." There was a moment of hesitation in his voice which convinced me he genuinely cares.


  "That's really sweet." The emotions that filled me were both inappropriate as well as wholly unprofessional.


  "I do my best."


  "I'll miss our talks as well. I've been thinking a lot lately, and-" I took a deep breath, knowing what I was about to say was incredibly ill advised.


  "Would you perhaps like to keep in touch? It's fine if you don't, if it'd be weird, but I thought I'd ask-" I almost missed his response, ‘Yes’, I was talking so fast. "Sorry, I'm rambling."


  "I would like that very much. I've been wondering whether to bring it up, but it seemed too invasive to ask. I'm not good at this sort of thing."


  Earlier tensions had dissipated, both in his voice and mine. I collapsed into the soft cushions of the sofa for the remainder of our conversation. All seemed back to normal and yet we were entering completely uncharted territory. We officially exchanged phone numbers.


  The following week he asked me if perhaps we ought to meet. To see how we’d get on face-to-face. It was a daft idea, and yet felt like the right thing to do. Even if I warned him I looked nothing like my fake profile pictures.


  “That’s perfect, because I probably look exactly like you’d expect. And I’m pretty sure that’s not a good thing in my case.”


  He’s always been able to make me laugh. And I couldn’t care less what he looks like. We’d meet at 10:30 am at the Elizabeth Gate entrance of Kew Gardens.
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  It’s almost time. I check my makeup in the mirror and smooth down my dress as best I can. ‘Mutton dressed as lamb’ springs to mind and I’m not even that old. If there’s one thing that can ruin a diet more than anything, it’s working from home in your pyjamas with a steady supply of chocolate to hand.


  Well, it’s just going to have to do. I’d planned to make changes here too. Perhaps join a gym, now that I’m starting my new work life away from home, but I can’t be expected to perform miracles with less than a week’s notice.


  I open the door and step out, allowing the flowy fabric to fall how it should. There’s still a little chill in the air, but nothing a good walk and a light jacket can’t fix. Today, on what is officially the first day of spring, warmer climes have finally arrived. Even if it turns out to be a disaster, I remind myself, at least I can enjoy a sunny walk through the crocus display.


  After a couple of steps towards the entrance, I realise I’ve forgotten the most important thing: our signal, the light pink rose. Blushing, I rush back to the car, hoping nobody noticed my mistake.


  Back outside the gate, I admire the intricate ironwork, gold accents gleaming in the sunshine. Shall I buy a ticket, or wait here? It’s quiet, as though I’m the only person thinking to visit this beautiful place today. The sounds of the surrounding city seem muffled here, and I know it’ll be even better inside.


  I forget to breathe, when just inside, I notice a man waiting. He has his head turned away from me, admiring a spectacle of quarrelling song birds on the lawn just beyond the ticket booth. Or perhaps they’re courting, not quarreling at all, I can’t be sure. He has a single pink rose in his hand.


  Liam.


  As I step through into the garden, he turns around, and we share a smile for a moment. There’s no need to speak. I’m reminded of what he said. He looks like I might’ve expected? Perhaps, and yet not at all. While I suppose trucker about covers what I’m seeing, I hadn’t expected the combination of a Motörhead T-shirt with a black corduroy jacket. Still, I suppose, at least the colours don’t clash. We’re going to have to have a talk about his dress sense if this is going to work out, but otherwise I like what I’m seeing.


  “Hi, I’m Charlotte.” If I keep grinning this much, my face will ache.


  “Hi,” he responds. “You’re beautiful.”


  I sheepishly glance down at my size 18 summer dress, which would’ve looked a lot prettier, had it been worn by someone half my size.


  “Uhh, thanks.”


  “Happy anniversary.” He holds his rose out in front of me, and I accept it, confused. “I called you for the first time exactly one year ago.”


  “Has it been that long?” I follow his example and return his wish together with my rose. His expression reminds me of that of a schoolboy asking a girl to dance and for the first time, she accepts. We’re stuck just staring into each other’s eyes for a moment; so much to see there.


  “Shall we?” He gestures over at the ticket counter, where a young girl, at most eighteen, is blatantly giggling at us. Jesus, we must look quite the pair.


  I watch him pay for my ticket, and the girl continues to eye us in turn while counting out the change. So here’s the man behind the voice. The warm, crinkly-eyed smile that I’ve heard in his tone, but never seen before.


  He offers me his arm, and I gratefully accept as we walk down the path towards the Orangery.


  We’ve hardly spoken a full sentence to each other in person, but already the vibe is better than the dozens of fully blind dates I’ve been on, all of which were destined to fail. Despite having so many questions I’ve never been brave enough to ask, I feel like I know him, and he does me.


  And we both know we’re going to be just fine.
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  The girl had an ass that looked like God made it specifically to arouse men. It descended from the small of her back as though a divine pen had drawn perfection in a heart-shaped set of soft curves and met at legs that seemed impossibly long though the girl was really only of average height. Connie watched as those legs moved and even though the girl wasn’t swaying or making any kind of effort, each step made her damned butt even more alluring and sexy. Completely naked, she walked slowly toward the curtain over the picture window and paused.


  “Cut!” When her husband Robbie spoke, his voice almost startled Connie, and the girl turned around and smiled. From the front, she was just as stunning, and perhaps even more so because her face wasn’t just sexy but utterly pretty. She was the quintessential girl next door, and she stood naked by the curtain. “Okay. That was great. Let’s get four or five more takes, and we’ll move to the next scene.” Connie felt her heart sink as the girl walked back up to the camera and turned around again. The cinematographer moved the camera down to square the shot precisely on the perfect ass and then signaled to Robbie. Her husband nodded and said, “Action.”


  Connie watched the girl walk through it once more but headed to the little office at the side of the studio warehouse in the middle of the next take. She wondered why she came by anymore, why she put herself through it. She knew the nudity and the pretty girls were necessary for the film to make any money. Almost none of the direct-to-DVD distributors would take a film without it, but it was a hell of a lot easier to handle ten years before when they were only a decade younger, and she felt she could compete. Robbie directed or produced nine or ten of these low-budget science fiction and horror films every year, and there were always two or three scenes like this one. Each one took nine or ten takes. He stared intently at a naked woman half her age over and over two-hundred times per year and more. How could he do that and still have any desire left for his wife? There was a little consolation in the fact that once she finally pulled the curtain open a maniacal killer would be disemboweling the damned girl, but not much.


  Naturally, Robbie was oblivious to her irritation. How could she actively participate in the funding and production of the films for years and then suddenly take offense? The few comments she’d gathered the courage to make had been dismissed as jokes, and she supposed that made sense to him. Of course, the cruelest joke was that men grew distinguished with age, attractive to younger women while women grew…well, while women grew in all sorts of ways. She rolled her eyes and walked to the liquor cabinet. It took her past the window that opened into to the studio and gave her another look at the damned nymph’s ass. Goddam ass. During shooting, they usually ended up having sex only on Saturdays but the more she considered it she realized she and Robbie had fallen into a pattern of Saturday-only sex for the last few years. Sure, his birthday and their anniversary was an exception, but she couldn’t remember the last quickie or the last morning blowjob or spontaneous sexual encounter. It wasn’t as though they had a scheduled appointment on Saturdays so much as an unspoken understanding that sometime after lunch, and before dinner he’d see her and kind of smile, and they’d end up in the room. It was sweet enough, but there wasn’t a third of the passion that the actress’ ass suggested every fucking step she took.


  She wondered if Robbie still found her attractive. She wondered if Robbie had ever slept with any of the girls that streamed in and out of their studio lives. She really hadn’t involved herself in casting for the last six or seven years, and she wondered if any of those girls had earned a part on their knees or for that matter on their hands and knees. The thought that he would seek excitement elsewhere burned bitterly, but when she looked back at the director’s chair and saw him direct a runner to rush a robe to the girl now that the scene was done, she sighed. He wouldn’t have slept with any of them. That wasn’t Robbie at all. Still, he had to think about it. Maybe he thought about it while he slept with Connie.


  She finished her walk to the liquor cabinet shaking her head as she opened it. For the most part, Robbie only stocked hard liquor. There was a bottle of red wine, but Connie reached for rye, something she ordinarily wouldn’t drink. She heard a rattling at the door, and suddenly embarrassed for preparing to drink before noon, she panicked and stepped to the side. She crouched behind a large fake palm tree and felt immediately stupid. It was just as much her goddam office and just as much her goddam liquor as her husband’s. Nonetheless, she remained hidden when Robbie walked into the room and crossed to the desk. He paused, looked at the open cabinet, and then shrugged. Connie felt her heart beat crazily as he walked to the cabinet, but she calmed when he poured a drink, closed the doors, and headed to his desk. She’d been less than three feet away, and he didn’t see her. He probably would have seen the goddam perfect-ass starlet. She had to keep herself from sighing, and a new problem came to her. She was crouched behind the tree, essentially out of sight. Still, she was stuck. If she got up, she’d have to explain herself, and she didn’t have the slightest idea how to do that.


  She watched him sit down and begin shuffling the papers. His phone rang, and he spoke to a production assistant about some props and costumes for the next day. Connie felt foolish, stupid, jealous, and old. She crouched behind the tree wondering how in the hell she was going to get out of the situation. She knew there was more shooting to be done, but she didn’t know if Robbie told them to take five or to take twenty or even to reconvene after lunch. She figured she could handle fifteen minutes or so, but the idea of crouching for an hour was untenable. She’d have to come out and have to try to explain her foolishness. So, she was grateful when she heard Robbie say, “Okay. See you in ten and don’t forget to bring the new prop knife. Bob’s too tall for the other one. Doesn’t look scary enough.” He hung up, and she sighed softly.


  A knock came at the door, and her sigh ended as she held her breath. Each new person in the office increased the likelihood of her discovery, and the thought was terrifying. Her heart sank when she saw it was the girl, still dressed only in the robe. It sank even more when Miss Perfect Ass turned and locked the office door.


  Robbie looked a bit perplexed. “What can I do for you, Heather?”


  The girl turned and through the plastic leaves Connie could see her smile. “Well, I’m not shooting any more today and tomorrow is my last scene, so I thought we should celebrate.” She walked to the window and turned the rod that made the slats of the blind close. Robbie said nothing. Connie watched as the girl shrugged out of her robe and let it fall in a pool at her feet. Robbie still said nothing, and his silence was perhaps the cruelest part of all that had occurred. “So why don’t you come over here and celebrate, Robert.”


  Connie wanted to jump up and confront the two, but the realization of all of her fears made it impossible for her to act. Instead, she felt horrible despair welling up in her. Robbie got up and walked to the girl, and Connie felt a tear roll down her cheek. He stepped close, and Connie felt that she’d surely cry out loud and give herself away, and that humiliation was too much to bear.


  But Robbie reached down, picked up the robe, and handed it to the starlet. “Put your clothes back on, Heather. I’m married.”


  The girl smiled and dropped the robe. “But your wife doesn’t look like me anymore, does she?”


  “My wife never looked like you, Heather,” Robbie said, and at his words Connie’s heart sank again. “See, she never looked like a spoiled, shallow whore. My wife is a thousand times the woman you are and a million times the woman you’ll be when you’re her age.”


  The girl looked like she’d been slapped, but she recovered nicely. “You’re just trying to be loyal, Robert. You have to know what a girl with my body could feel like. I know how to do things, Robert, things that you’ll think about for the rest of your life.” Things conveyed so many possibilities and even Connie felt a brief flutter of arousal at how the woman said it.


  Robbie sighed, and for a moment Connie thought he was going to give in, but when she saw his face she realized it was his holding back anger sigh, not his giving in sigh. “You don’t get it, Heather. I’ve had two-hundred of you girls in my studio since I started making these films. I’ve had girls who looked ten times better than you offer me themselves. I’ve been offered oral sex, anal sex, threesomes…some girl told me she’d lick my asshole. Hell, I did a movie eight years ago that called for seven naked sorority girls to get killed by a werewolf. A group of real sorority girls auditioned and offered to fuck me all at the same time if I gave them the parts. You’re nothing to me Heather. You have the kind of ass my audience wants to see, and low enough self-esteem to believe walking around naked right before getting killed on screen makes you an actress. The only thing you do for me at all is make me realize how good I really have it with a woman like Connie.”


  Connie couldn’t help herself now, the tears flowed freely. She managed to keep from making a sound though as Robbie paused and waited for the girl to respond. She didn’t. She just stared at him, stunned. When she didn’t respond, Robbie said, “So pick up your fucking robe, put it on and get out of here. Fuck one of the errand boys if you want; they might appreciate it. But if you don’t get the hell out of my office right now, you won’t have a final scene. I’ll rewrite the script so that your body is found already dead. That’ll be it. The audience will see your tits in the shower and your ass when you cross the room. They won’t hear your pleas, and they won’t hear your screams, and they won’t even see your face. I’ll bury your name so far down in the credits nobody will see it. Hell, I’ll misspell it. Someone will have to recognize your body. You’ll have to fuck someone just to prove it was you in the film.” He paused for a moment and then added. “No. Bodies like yours are in every film like that. Even if you fucked someone they still might not believe it was you. So what do you say, Heather? Leaving?”


  Connie watched as the woman’s expression went from shock to anger and then to utter humiliation. She mumbled that she was sorry as she pulled her robe on. Connie had to suppress a laugh when the girl got confused because she’d forgotten she’d locked the door. It was torture to keep it in, and she felt a rush of relief when Heather finally thought to turn the deadbolt so the door would open. She watched as Robbie made his way back to the desk and picked up the phone.


  After a moment he said, “Did that girl screw you to get the part, Tom?” Tom Guarding was one of the producers. He’d invested in some of the early films, and though they no longer needed his money, the friendship over the years meant Robbie always let him make a small investment and get his name on the credits. “Good. That’s not worth your wife and kids…no, I’m not accusing. She just came on to me, that’s all… Fuck you, of course I didn’t.” The last part was said with a laugh. “She was the one you picked, Tom. So when we do Ice Raiders III if the girl you picked tries to blow me, you don’t get to do any more casting.” Connie could hear laughter on the other line. Robbie said goodbye and hung up. Then, he looked at his watch, said “Shit!” and rushed out of the office.


  Connie waited a few moments before climbing out from behind the tree. Robbie had a couch in the office, and she sat down on it, completely drained. She wondered how much of what her husband had said was true. Oh, she was certain that his adamant refusal of the girl was real, but she wondered if he’d really experienced such proposals from so many hopeful cast members. She’d dealt with her share of stupid but attractive men who thought six pack abs meant they’d get the part, but she wondered if Robbie had embellished it a bit in order to make his point. Even if he had by twofold it was still a remarkable thing to hear. …a thousand times the woman you are… That’s what Robbie had said. That’s what he thought of her. Though warmth and happiness had replaced the fear and worry, she found herself utterly unable to get up and instead stretched out on the couch and let herself fall asleep.


  A few seconds later she opened her eyes and saw Robbie at his desk working with a script binder. She smiled and sat up. “I thought you were shooting,” she said.


  He looked up and smiled. “Just working on tomorrow’s schedule, Honey.”


  “Did you cancel the rest of the day?”


  He smiled again. “It’s almost nine o’clock. You looked so beautiful I didn’t want to wake you. So, I just stayed here to do the work I would have done at home.”


  Nine o’clock. She’d slept almost eleven hours.


  She stood. “Jeez. I didn’t even think I was tired.”


  “I’m finished up. Wanna catch a late dinner?”


  She looked at him. He looked like Robbie. He didn’t appear to be a man who’d had to fend off the advances of a woman Connie would never have thought any man would resist. He looked like Robbie, not the godlike hero he’d been before she slept. He looked like Robbie, not the stalwart man of upright and perfect principles. He looked like Robbie, not the husband any woman would want and feel blessed beyond measure to have. She smiled at him. He looked like Robbie because he was all of those things.


  He looked a little confused. “Why are you looking at me like that?”


  She felt herself blush, and it wasn’t embarrassment so much as it was the kind of blush she’d get when they were first dating and the crush and puppy love would become evident. “Because I love you,” she said.


  “Wow. A late dinner does that? You must be hungry.”


  She giggled and said, “Is there a late show we could go see?”


  “I’m sure there is. You want a watch a film?”


  “I’m not the kind of girl who puts out without dinner and a movie, Mr. Piedmont.” She watched as his face changed from humor to surprise and then to lust. He picked up his phone, and she smiled. She knew the call he was making.


  “Hey,” Robbie said into the phone. There was a pause as the person on the other line made a comment, and then Robbie said, “As long as I pay you next to nothing for more work than anyone should ever have to do, you’ll take my calls at all hours and you’ll like it.” She giggled. He was talking to Ron Meyers, the assistant director, the man who’d been assistant director for twenty-years and who refused to let Robbie back him for a film he could direct all by himself. There was a pause and then Robbie said, “Alright, I’ll let you get back to her but I wanted you to know you’re on your own tomorrow. I want to be here for 29A, so that will have to be rescheduled, but you can shoot the rest.” Another pause. “Because I want to make sure the knife looks right. You really give a damn about that scene?” He rolled his eyes and then said, “Alright. Call if you need me tomorrow but don’t need me tomorrow.”


  He hung up the phone, and Connie said, “That was almost as good as a movie.”


  Robbie stood. “Really?” He reached for his belt. “In that case.”


  “Keep it in your pants, big boy. Almost. Besides, Dinner AND a movie.”


  “Okay, but I should let you know that I’m a big time Hollywood filmmaker.” Connie laughed a little louder than she should have at that, thinking about how he’d refused to use his position for sex. She smiled and said, “Your studio’s in Arizona, Mr. Piedmont.”


  He laughed, and she realized just how much she loved the lines at the corners of his eyes. “Well. If I can’t win you with my terribly important position in the world,” he said, “it’ll have to be my devastating charm.” He extended his arm, and she put her hand in his.
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  About ten years back, Robbie took some of the film money and invested in a French restaurant with an up and coming chef. Now, there were three locations and the chef was a bit of a celebrity. So, Connie found it funny that he didn’t turn in the direction of their restaurant. She knew it would be serving for at least another hour. Instead, he drove into the bad side of town. She stared at the street signs and the older buildings, and just when she opened her mouth to speak, she gasped instead. He’d driven to Chili Doug’s. It had been their first date twenty-six years before. It was open twenty-four hours as it had been back then, and he pulled into one of the park-and-order spaces, turned off the car, and rolled down his window. A crackly voice came on the line, and Doug ordered a chili cheeseburger with fries. The voice asked if that was it, and Connie mouthed the words along with Doug. “The lovely lady will have…” He’d used that line twice a week for four years before they’d finally earned enough to move to a nicer area. Memories flooded her, and it wasn’t until Doug repeated it that she remembered to tell him her order.


  An hour later, with chili and ketchup covering a good portion of their clothes, the two opened the door to their house, deciding on a DVD rather than a film and then deciding to forgo the movie altogether as long as Robbie promised to respect her in the morning.


  And the sex just wasn’t that good.


  She thought about it in the morning when she woke early because of her extended nap the day before and made coffee before stepping out to sit on the porch rocker in the pre-dawn light. It just wasn’t that good. Oh, there were parts that were wonderful, and her orgasm had been wonderful as it always was. Still, how the hell could she compete with threesomes, foursomes, sorority girls, and twenty-year old nymphs who would lick his ass if that was what he wanted? He didn’t complain. Of course he didn’t, and she imagined he didn’t hold it against her. Still, was he letting his love for her overcome his natural desire for something better in the bedroom? Why shouldn’t he be able to get from her what any of the little sluts would give him?


  She looked at the line of trees that made up the end of her backyard and the beginning of the Arizona desert. The light of dawn was just breaking from behind her, and it cast a beautiful glow over everything. It revealed two cottontail rabbits at the tree line nibbling grass. She watched them eat and then slowly move about to find new shoots of grass or flowers. They were lovely, and the morning was lovely, but when she saw them she found herself growing angry. What was the stereotype about them? They bred like crazy. People who had astounding sex lives fucked like rabbits. Robbie didn’t have a rabbit for a wife. Robbie had a goddam tortoise. They fucked like a damned desert tortoise from the Mojave Desert on a regular schedule signified by Robbie’s Saturday smile just like the enlarged glands on the head of the male tortoise told females it was ready. She cursed the long forgotten screenwriter who’d written the script for Shell Shocked, the idiotic radioactive tortoise monster movie they’d made in 1998 for giving her knowledge of the damned reptiles’ mating habits but mostly she cursed the rabbits who went on eating grass like nothing of significance was happening in her life.


  It finally got to be too much. She stood and dropped the coffee cup on the porch, running down the steps and shouting at them. The words weren’t really clear, just a stream of random curses with a few fucking bunnies thrown in. She stopped halfway there and picked up a stick. The damned rabbits had no idea she was yelling at them but kept eating until she got close and then jumped crazily to avoid the stick. She stared as they disappeared into the brush and trees, her chest heaving and tears threatening to overtake her. Finally, she turned around to face the house, only then realizing she was barefoot. If she’d caught up to the damned things she would have strayed from the manicured lawn area and her feet would have become a bloody mess with cactus, goat head thorns, and more. She sighed and shook her head and headed back to the porch. She was about halfway there when Robbie bounded out with a baseball bat in his hand and a look of panic on his face. He wore his robe, but it wasn’t tied and she had to suppress a laugh at how comical he looked.


  “My hero!” She called in a sing-song voice.


  He stared at her, and it took a moment for his face to register that all was calm. When he did, Robbie smiled softly and lowered the bat. “What the hell was all that?”


  “Coyote.” She found it strange how easy it was to lie to him. “I was watching some rabbits, and it came out of the brush.”


  He shook his head and glared at her. “Jesus, Connie. You could have been hurt. Rabbits are fast, they would have gotten away.”


  By this time, she’d reached the porch, and she smiled up at him. “You want me to respond to that? I think it would probably be better if I just put my mouth on your dick.” She suppressed a giggle when he dropped the bat, and it clattered on the polished pine. She cleared the steps two at a time and pushed him so that he fell back onto the rocker and gasped. She pushed his robe apart and attacked his cock with the same ferocity she’d displayed with the rabbits, enveloping his soft shaft entirely as she raised a hand to hold his balls. He groaned and stiffened in her mouth, and she forced herself to remain with her lips firmly locked at the base even as his tumescence forced the head into her throat and then another inch or so. She held back the gags, and when she thought she wouldn’t be able to keep the reflex in check, she pulled back up, breathing heavily as she ran her tongue in circles over the cap.


  Connie had never much considered her skills in the blowjob department, but she knew that right then she was at the sex goddess level. He gasped with almost every movement of her lips and tongue and moaned when she moved back down, not going as deep but increasing the suction and moving from right below the corona to the middle of his shaft in increasingly fast intervals while he groaned. When she could taste pre-cum seeping from him, she pulled up and paused. She idly stroked his cock with her hand as the idea hit her. Well fuck. If the whores can do it, I’ll do it. She stroked faster and ducked down, lifting his balls up and extending her tongue.


  As she pushed into the opening of his ass, he made a kind of startled noise, but it was followed by a groan, so she increased the pressure and wiggled around. She was surprised at how clean he was and how the act hadn’t disgusted her as she’d expected. She was even more surprised to feel him constricting around her tongue, and it wasn’t until she felt the heat of his semen on her hand that she realized he was cumming. Quickly, she lifted her head and enveloped him again, catching the last spurt and sucking softly, making a show of being hungry for it, hungry for him. There you go Heather, you bitch. She felt a burst of satisfaction. They might have the tiny bodies, the perfect asses, the perky tits, and the age advantage, but she wasn’t a washed up nothing. She lifted her mouth from Robbie and made a show squeezing with a thumb and forefinger from base to tip to force the last bits of semen out so she could hungrily consume it too. Robbie looked at her in a combination of shock and worship, and she kept herself from giggling in triumph.


  But the day was normal. He was still just Robbie. He didn’t appear any more satisfied than he ever was, and that night she moved atop him and then adjusted his cock so that he entered her ass instead of her pussy. She’d never given it to him, and it hurt like hell when she sat down on him, making her gasp in surprise and then hurry to fake moans and joy at the penetration. It felt strangely wrong, but Robbie’s surprised moan thrilled her, and she forced herself to keep moving up and down while he stared at her with the same shock and worship he’d shown earlier. The pain finally slowed when she reached down to rub at her clit while she moved on top of him, and it surprised her because she’d done it just to put on a show. Somehow, though, the sensations mixed with the subsiding pain and produced a strange and new kind of pleasure. When Robbie thrust up hard into her, she gasped and came, and the orgasm was powerful and unlike any she’d experienced before.


  Fifteen minutes later, she emerged from her shower, toweled herself off, and crawled back into bed to rest her head on Robbie’s shoulder as the two fell to sleep.


  And he was still the same Robbie.
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  When she woke in the morning, she crept out of bed and made her way to the kitchen. She started coffee and tried to understand why she was disappointed. Really, what had she expected? Did she think Robbie would feel his tongue in her ass and say, “Wow. That’s better than I ever imagined one of the little sluts doing it”? Had she expected him to cum in her ass and say, “You’re so much sexier than Heather”? She had no idea. She just knew that Robbie was still Robbie, and she was still Connie, and it somehow didn’t seem to be enough. They’d had sex twice in as many days, three times if the blowjob counted. That was at least fourteen times more often than usual, and it didn’t give her whatever victory she sought.


  She poured a cup of coffee and sipped it. She heard Robbie closing the bedroom door and watched as he rounded the corner. He wore his slippers and his checker-patterned robe, and it was only when she saw his stunned look that she realized she was still naked. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been naked in the house outside of the bedroom. Robbie stared for a moment and then said, “Did I do something, Connie?”


  She misunderstood. “I’m not mad at you, Honey.”


  He shook his head. “That’s not what I mean. It’s... Well, you’re being…” He trailed off, and she tried to suppress a smile. How was he supposed to ask her why she’d suddenly become a slut? “I mean, is it the cologne Agnes sent me?” She laughed that time. Agnes, his sister, sent cologne for every birthday and a tie for every Christmas.


  “Why can’t I just be turned on by my man?” she asked.


  “Well, no!” He paused. “I mean, it’s wonderful but I… I just don’t…”


  Connie took pity on him and stepped close. She put her coffee on the counter and rose to her tiptoes to kiss him. “Are you looking a gift horse in the mouth, Robbie?” She put a hand on his cheek and stroked softly. “Maybe I just want a new beginning for us, a new outlook, you know?” Her other hand moved lower, and she smiled as she felt his hardness through his robe. “A new beginning where you get to find out how much I appreciate you and love you a whole lot more often.” It seemed he had more to say, but the movements of her hand ended the conversation, and thirty minutes later, while he showered, Connie decided they’d have to christen every room in the house. The back porch, the bedroom, and the kitchen were covered, but they had a very comfortable life and there were still eight other places, nine if she included the walk-in closet.


  She poured another cup of coffee and realized she still stood nude in the kitchen. It brought a smile to her face and then a frown. Was she foolish? She didn’t have the body to walk naked through the house, really. Did she? When Robbie saw her was it just a reminder that she wasn’t one of the starlets? What the hell had he said? Blowjobs. Well, she was kicking rear in that department. Anal sex could be checked off the list, and she’d even stuck her tongue in his ass. She supposed positions would be good. They’d been a bit adventurous two decades ago. In college they’d picked up a copy of the Kama Sutra at a used book store and resolved to get through every position. They hadn’t. They’d done about twenty before it just seemed like work to figure out the pictures. Still, over the years they’d settled on missionary and perhaps a refresher course was in order. What else had he said? The sorority girls. Well, she couldn’t be seven girls at once. But that other one, the threesome... She felt a strange burst of fear and more desire than she would have expected at the thought. She realized even as the thought formed that she’d decided to do it, and a strange and almost sad resignation fell over her.


  Naturally, Connie had no idea how to go about it. Sure, there would be plenty of takers. Evidently when they cast the new film there would be girls lining up to offer sexual favors. That wouldn’t work, though. She didn’t want to see the girl again afterward. She realized as she began working through potential solutions that she’d committed in her mind to the event. She’d accepted it as an inevitability and even formed a short checklist of things to do to prepare for the sex itself—lesbian porn to familiarize herself with what she’d do with the other girl, online research for positions that would appeal to Robbie, and the like. Strangely, the sex itself was the least intimidating of the problems. Who, where, and when were far more pressing than how or what.


  She was still naked sipping coffee in the kitchen when Robbie returned from his shower. He walked to the coffee maker and poured himself a cup. “So, do I get to see you naked all the time now?”


  She giggled and asked, “Would you like that?”


  His face took on an almost wistful expression for a moment before he said, “You’ve never been as beautiful as you are right now, Connie. With or without clothes on, you’re lovely.” She blushed, and he stepped closer. “But it’s nice to be able to easily do this,” he said as he reached up and squeezed her breast. She laughed and kissed his cheek. He smiled and said, “But you know that you don’t have to act like some kind of a sex slave for me, right?”


  Connie smiled. “A sex slave does what she’s told, Robbie. I don’t recall following any directions.”


  He raised his eyebrows and nodded. “Are you going to the studio with me?”


  “No. You go on ahead. I have some stuff to get done here, and I have to do some shopping, too. I’ll stop by later, I guess.”


  “Okay,” he said as he leaned down to kiss her. “Can you do me a favor and put something on before you go out. I don’t want some bagboy to see you and sweep you away.”


  She rolled her eyes. “I haven’t been swept in a long time. I’m un-sweepable.”


  He smiled and then reached for her, flipping her around and landing a solid smack on her ass. “That is a sweepable rear end,” he said. “And it’s my sweepable rear end. Don’t forget it.”


  She giggled and turned around. “Hey, when is shooting done?”


  He thought for a moment and said, “I suppose about ten more days or so.” A week or two of post-production afterward unless we have to do a ton of reshoots like The Ranch. Why?”


  She shrugged. “Just wondering.” She wasn’t, though. She had been when she asked the question, but The Ranch changed that. It was a horror film they’d completed about seven years back. Essentially, the spirit of a dead delivery boy started killing people at a legal brothel because he never got to sleep with any of the prostitutes there before he was killed by a drunken patron while he tried to drop off Chinese Food. She smiled. They didn’t make high art, but they sure as hell made money. A thought was forming. It wasn’t completely gelled yet, but it was forming.


  Robbie started for the door, but she called after him. “When this one’s in the can, wanna take a week off and go somewhere?”


  He smiled and said, “Sure. Where do you want to go?”


  She walked up to him and kissed him. “Leave that to me.”
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  The next three weeks passed in a blur of blowjobs, anal sex, nudity, and orgasms. They’d hit every room in the house, including the closet and Connie was amazed at how gratifying it was for her. She’d never been prudish but if she’d been asked three months prior if her sex life needed improvement she’d have told whomever asked, “No,” and she’d have meant it. Now, the idea that there wouldn’t be physical activity between the two of them daily seemed foreign and impossible.


  And he was still just Robbie.


  She’d read books on the subject by now. She’d read how men would become more intimate, more giving, and more attentive. Robbie hadn’t become more of any of those things and she realized he’d always been them. She couldn’t read him. She couldn’t tell if he was satisfied now. She wasn’t certain how he’d show it, and the cruelest aspect of her frustration was that she’d been completely happy and satisfied in the marriage before she went on a sex spree to try to prove her worth to him. She didn’t seem worth any more than she was before. Of course, he’d never expressed any dissatisfaction but, damn it, he had a cock, right? That meant he wanted girls like that perfect-assed little slut, right?


  She wasn’t particularly excited about the threesome. The film would be ready to send to distributors on Wednesday. She had a week planned at the Flamingo Hilton starting on Friday. She knew Robbie would enjoy the gambling, and she had fun playing the slots. They’d both enjoy the shows, and on Monday they’d fuck a stranger together. She already had it arranged and scheduled at a legal brothel forty minutes or so southeast of Vegas. The prostitute involved looked just like the type of girl who’d be right at home walking to a picture window naked, opening the curtain, and enduring evisceration at the hands of a madman. That wasn’t the cause of her ambivalence, though, and despite her total lack of experience with lesbianism, she wasn’t worried about that aspect of things either. In fact, she looked forward to that part. She even looked forward to watching Robbie with the girl. Something about it happening with her there appealed to her.


  The problem was that Connie had no idea if she’d get the reaction she wanted from Robbie. She wondered what she’d have to do next if this didn’t do it. She imagined one of the brothels could arrange for six or seven girls at once but what if that didn’t do it? What the hell was she looking for anyway? If he’d expressed constant disappointment before the change in her, Connie would have had a good basis for comparison. He hadn’t. He’d treated her wonderfully before, and he treated her wonderfully now. She’d certainly enjoyed the last few months. Focusing on delighting him sexually had forced her to focus on her own delight as well, and that had brought fulfillment she hadn’t expected. Still, that nagging and impossible to define goal put a pall over everything. She ran a race with no idea of the finish line’s location and no real plan but to keep running.


  The week passed in bursts of activity and then terrible moments of reflection. The sex was great, as always, and when packing or planning the logistics of the journey took her mind off the threesome, she was fine. Other than that, trepidation ruled her mind. It was strange for her, too. She wasn’t in any way worried about sleeping with the girl. It all came down to fear about what happened afterward, and it was such a strange fear. She felt if she could just isolate what it was she wanted to happen she could handle the situation but no matter how hard she tried to come up with a clear understanding of the desired outcomes she couldn’t. She wanted Robbie to want her as much as he might want a younger woman. She knew that much. She just had no idea what she expected of him to prove it.


  Robbie was, of course, oblivious to her struggle. He finished the work and then behaved in the same loving and attentive way he always behaved. On Friday morning, he packed the car and the two began the five and a half hour drive to Vegas. They listened to music, talked, laughed, and enjoyed comfortable silences. They arrived at the hotel, checked in, gambled, and ate. They made love in the room, watched a pay-per-view movie, and made love again. All the while, she thought about the threesome and what it would take for her to believe her husband was satisfied. Saturday and most of Sunday passed in the same manner, and on Sunday they went to one of the hotel lounges for cocktails and keno. Robbie didn’t play, but Connie loved watching the numbers appear on the big screens and marking them off on her card. They sat at the bar, Robbie staring at a football game and Connie staring in the other direction at the keno board. That was when the prostitute approached her husband.


  At first, Connie thought the woman was just trying to pick him up. She sat down on a stool next to him and said, “Buy a girl a drink?” Connie glanced over at her. She was young and wore a cocktail dress designed to make people focus on her breasts.


  Robbie said, “Sorry. I’m not here for that.”


  The girl persisted, and Connie turned her eyes back to the keno board. “Are you sure? It’s amazing what I can be persuaded to do when I have the right motivation.”


  She heard Robbie sigh and say, “I’m married. You need to look elsewhere.”


  “Okay, Baby. If you change your mind, I’m usually around.”


  When she left, Robbie said, “Can you believe that?”


  She turned to look at him. “Believe what?”


  “That hooker there.”


  Connie let her eyes follow where he pointed. The girl was leaning over a table with two younger men. They looked at her like they worshiped her. “How do you know she’s a hooker, Robbie?”


  “You didn’t hear?” She shook her head, feeling a stab of guilt for the lie. “Oh,” he shrugged. “She tried to pick me up just now.”


  “Really?” She tried not to overplay the surprise. “Maybe I’m addicted to keno. I didn’t even hear. What did she say?”


  “She asked me to buy her a drink. I refused, and she basically said I could get her to do whatever I wanted.”


  “Wow,” Connie said as she nodded at the prostitute. The woman had a young man on each arm, and they walked from the lounge. “She’s going to sleep with two people at once?”


  Robbie nodded. “Aw hell, Connie. You can get anything in Vegas.”


  “Have you ever done that?”


  He smiled. “Sleep with two men at once? Well…back in college things were pretty tight with money and—ow!” She hadn’t punched his arm very hard at all, but he pretended he was terribly wounded. “No. I almost had a threesome with two girls back in college, and I was going to go to a party where they’d both be but then I met you and never went to the party and never looked back.”


  That was interesting. She stared at him. “Do you ever regret it?”


  He looked shocked. “Regret being with you? Are you seriously asking?”


  She shook her head. “No, not that. I mean, do you ever regret that you didn’t have the threesome, like before we got serious?”


  He smiled. It was the same smile that had first won her heart, the smile with such sincerity that no matter how strange or sappy the comment would sound, the words would be true. “The moment I saw you it was serious for me.”


  She felt herself blush, but she pressed the issue. “Sure. But do you ever wonder what the threesome would have been like? Do you ever wish you’d met me a few weeks later so you could have had both?”


  He smiled again. “It’s like asking me if I regret not getting a frozen dinner before a seven course meal prepared by Henri. It’s like asking me if I regret not seeing an elementary school production of Hamlet before watching Laurence Olivier. It’s like asking me—”


  “Okay, okay!” She smiled, feeling her blush grow stronger. “What about with me?”


  He stared at her for a moment. “What do you mean?”


  “I mean. Have you ever wanted to have a threesome with me?”


  He smiled. “I thought about it a few years back, actually. It was when Ron got that script about this couple who ends up having a threesome with the neighbor. You read that, right?” Connie nodded. It was a horrible script, but with some work it could have worked out. They’d considered turning it into a horror film with the neighbor turning out to be a demon, but in the end they’d just let the option expire. “Well, I thought about it a little bit for about a week, even thought about it some while we were having sex.” She smiled at the thought of him fantasizing. “In the end, though,” he continued, “I couldn’t bear the thought of anyone else touching you, not even a girl. You remember Kimberly Newhouse?”


  “The script supervisor a while back?”


  “Yeah.”


  “You were thinking of a threesome with her?” The woman wasn’t at all the nubile and young type. She was attractive but about four years older than Robbie and Connie.


  “Not at all. But the idea of a threesome in general was there when she got the job with NBC. So, I kind of imagined it whenever you talked to any woman. Anyway, we threw her a going away party, and you gave her a really long hug. I pictured you two together, and I got so damned jealous. It wasn’t even a sexy hug or anything like that, but for a week or so I was thinking threesome, so everything was sort of set in that context. You hugged her, and I imagined you two sleeping with each other and hated the idea.”


  Connie smiled and said softly, “You might be the only man on Earth who doesn’t want his wife to give him a threesome.”


  He smiled his sincere smile again and said, “I’m the only man on Earth with a wife like you.”


  She couldn’t help it and felt tears welling up in her eyes. “Are you really happy, Robbie? Do I really make you happy?”


  He didn’t comprehend the tears, thought they were a response to his romanticism. “I am the happiest man on the planet, Connie. I’ve been the happiest man on the planet since the first date.”


  She nodded, and he reached forward and brushed a tear from her cheek. “Do I satisfy you, Robbie?” she asked. “I mean. You could probably sleep with any girl. Do I still satisfy you?”


  He stared at her in shock and finally said, “If I were any more satisfied, I think I’d have a heart attack.”


  “But all the younger girls you could have, all the—”


  “It’s frozen dinner, Honey,” he said. “When I’m with you, I’m sleeping with a hundred women. I’m sleeping with the girl I saw for the first time outside Langsford Hall on the way to Anthropology 102. I’m with the girl who screamed when we hit the water on The Eliminator at Granton’s Thrill Park. I’m with my bride on my wedding night. I’m with my wife when we spent all weekend in bed after we sold the first film. I’m with the woman who told David Letterman on live television that he’d make a good zombie. I’m with the woman who donated twenty-three thousand dollars to the children’s home without asking me about it and then cried because she thought I’d be mad. When I’m with you, I’m with all of those girls at once. There is nothing I want for, nothing else I need.”


  She felt the tears coming freely now and felt his arms around her. She let her head rest against his chest and let the fear and worry fall. He stroked her hair, whispered softly, and kissed the back of her head.


  She pulled away and reached for a cocktail napkin to dry her tears. He looked at her and asked, “Is that what this is all about?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I mean all of the sex. For the last month or two, you’ve been an animal.”


  “You like it?”


  “Sure I like it. But if you’re doing it because you think I’m unhappy, stop.”


  She smiled and said, “Maybe I was in the beginning but not now. I mean. I love it. I love when you come home. I love the way you look at me when I walk around the house nude. I love the way you cry out when you finish. I love that a day without intimacy is the exception. I sure as hell love that we don’t have an appointment every Sunday like I was going to the hair salon.” He pulled her into his arms and held her tightly. “I just… It’s just hard to get older.”


  “Better, Connie,” he whispered. “Better.”


  She pulled back and looked up at him. “I love you, Robert Piedmont.”


  He smiled at her. “I love you, Connie Miller.”


  She laughed and said, “Buy me another drink. Get a few of these in me and you might get lucky tonight.”


  “I’m already lucky,” Robert said. He still lifted his hand to signal for the bartender.
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  An excerpt adapted from the novelBeing A Girl.


  Below the black sky I can see across the desert as far as the horizon. The moon is silver, curved like a sword, the stars close enough for me to reach out and touch. They shift and sparkle, more than you can count, the constellations so vivid I can predict my future in their shapes and motions. The fire burns with green flames, the logs snapping, the shadows of the date palms swaying almost imperceptibly over the roof of the tent. I am bathed in moonlight, naked as a flower, the warm wind faint as breath on my skin.


  Gathered about the fire is a group of Berber tribesmen, twenty or so severe figures with lined, biblical faces and dark secretive eyes. They sit, legs crossed, smoking kif in hookahs and observe my nakedness with the transient interest of people in the bazaar idling away time with no interest to buy. Not that they can afford me. I am worth $1,600, an expensive piece of merchandise; more so here. The boys in the background in crocheted hats and ragged clothes stare at me as if at an advertizing display for something they may covet without understanding.


  The old woman who had hurried purposefully into the tent before I began to dance pokes her head out and calls, her tongue clucking. I glance at Omar, then David, docile at his side, his features shaped more by bitterness than uncertainty. I had never danced for him, uncovered myself in this way, and I catch in his look the vague regret that he didn't know me; that he had never really known me, that I didn’t know myself.


  The musicians light cigarettes and blow out streams of blue aromatic smoke. They clutch flutes carved from gourds, a lute, an ancient man sits bent over a zither. The sand runs between my toes as I step away from the fire. David's weak smile says he is with me; we are in this together. But we are not. He has no idea what awaits me. Neither do I. That is the wager he made with Omar, and to which I had agreed.


  One of the dogs growls, the sound muffled, deep in its throat. The others join in. The camels languidly raise their heads, firelight reflecting in their glossy eyes. I like the stillness of the desert, the silence, the purity. It feels as if I am beginning a long journey that must be taken alone and without fear.


  I wonder what the time is. I glance up at the stars, as if they might tell me, and recall a birthday card I had tucked away in a drawer to save. It had on the front the sign of Gemini, the twins, and inside was the adage: To go wrong and not change course can truly be described as going wrong. The words come to me as I enter the tent and, like a prayer, I find them a comfort.


  At midnight I will be free.


  The women are waiting. Hands patterned with henna reach for me and I am draped over a low divan. The smell inside the tent is ripe and pungent, the odour of women who rarely wash, the fear prickling my armpits, something spicy and unknown that cooks on a primus stove. Two girls raise my legs in an arch as if I am about to give birth. Others hold my shoulders and the old woman who had been sent to make these preparations approaches snapping at me with a pair of scissors.


  I wriggle but in vain. I am afraid for the first time. Tears fill my eyes. I stare up at the girls, murmuring unintelligibly. They see my tears, but they don't see me. They have their ritual, their task, whatever it is, and they are too strong for me to fight.


  The old woman hisses through blackened teeth. She is growing impatient, and the blue tattoos give her face a demonic look as she looms over me, the scissors icy against my flesh. My body is wet with sweat. For a sickening moment a vision too barbarous to contemplate runs through my mind. Surely not? Surely she is not going to cut me in the way they cut girls in far away places?


  She presses down on my stomach until I grow still. I suck air through gritted teeth, hold myself rigid, and watch with a feeling of reprieve as she snips away at my pubic hair. She pulls and pokes, her eyes squinting malignly in the glow of the lamp a young girl holds, her gaze above her veil fixed on the gaping lips of my vagina.


  A woman wearing lots of bangles runs her palm over my thighs, my thin arms. There is no hair to remove. My underarms too are as smooth as seashells. I had prepared myself without knowing for what. She moves on to my breasts, her bangles jangling as she tugs at my nipples. She teases them out, pulling viciously as if at the udders of a goat. They grow firm between her fingers and I envisage milk pouring from the swollen buds. The dreamy-eyed girl holding the lamp lowers her veil. She is no more than fifteen, intense and curious as she runs her hand down my side, over the curve of my waist, across my hipbones. The old woman clucks her tongue, pinching me as if there were insufficient meat for a decent meal, and I can't help wondering if I have fallen among cannibals.


  Now that that first wave of fear has passed, I observe the girls observing me. I am until midnight their prisoner, and as I look up into their dark eyes I want to know what they are thinking, their secrets, the meaning of the henna swirls that cover the backs of their hands.


  They stare down at me with indifference and the aloof way in which they touch my breasts make me think of David, and I suppose he considered me in much the same way the first time we met. He had been showing a short film at the Raindance Festival and was so irritated not to have won a prize I found it endearing. His film was about a man attempting to scale the outside of a tall building to make a protest about something that was never clear, and I saw something of David Levin in the story’s passion and pointlessness. David was impressed that I worked for Britfilm on the financial pages and decided to invest some time on me over a pizza. It was raining, and we ran through the crowd.


  'Who do you know at Britfilm?'


  'Everyone,' I replied.


  He refilled my glass. It was and is my first job, straight from college with a degree in economics, and that established, I was to learn at length that David was a film editor who, like everyone in Soho, would kill to direct. He freelanced, financing his shorts, assembling a show reel in readiness for the time when he charmed his way on to the set of a feature.


  His face grew animated as he laid out his plans. Candlelight flickered in his blue eyes. There was a muscle pulsing in his neck, and his white shirt needed pressing. He studied my small features and well-stocked tee-shirt. We were film people, networking, forging links. We travelled across London to his flat, and he stripped away my clothes as you would strip paper from walls, or clear dust sheets from a long-closed room. He was quick and awkward, but I had come to believe that if you are going to go to bed with a man it had to be immediately, that same night.


  Twelve months later while Arab women in an odorous tent were pawing my naked body, we were still together. This was our rescheduled honeymoon: back-to-front, honeymoon first, marriage after. But why not? David had raised the funds for a new short, but the brash young star in the lead could only fit in the shoot by starting the day after our wedding and everything had been rearranged to keep him on board. The actor is David's best man, after all.


  I will walk down the aisle at the Norman church at St Nicholas in Kent in a white dress with a secret under my silk knickers.


  'Ouch!'


  I stare up at the old woman, and she clucks disapprovingly.


  Why was I getting married?


  The same reason why the TV actor had agreed to do a short film for expenses only, I suppose. You need the gift of persuasion to be a filmmaker. Talent, too, unfortunately. My boss had moved on from the magazine. I was in charge of the finance pages. I was twenty-five. Spreading my wings. I was ready to fly. David at thirty had done the dating thing. He needed someone to take his shirts to the cleaners.


  The snipping is over. My triangle of pubic hair is a patchwork of stubble and I have no idea why this has been done to me. The old woman stretches my thighs. Before I am aware of what she is doing, she runs her finger through the spread lips of my vagina, rubbing it back and forth. She holds her finger up to the oil lamp and the girls grin and cluck their tongues when they see it glistening in the dull light.


  I feel self-conscious more than embarrassed. There are parts of myself that have always been hidden. Unknown. As the middle of three sisters, I had been stifled. I had moved in with David because I thought I would discover new experiences and had been surprised that my older man was as conventional as his black jacket, skinny jeans and Eddie Redmayne listed on his mobile phone.


  The girls say things in Arabic and I watch the old woman crossing the tent to the iron pot bubbling on the stove. She grips the handle in the folds of her skirt, and returns, placing the pot on the floor beside the divan. The mixture has the yeasty smell of pitta.


  As if some message passes between them, their grip on me grows tighter, their weight leaning into my shoulders, my legs parted, held still, my white skin patterned with their dark hands. The old woman grins as she stirs the mixture with a spoon. I watch, terrified as she ladles the stuff from the boiling pot to my pubic bone, the burning as it touches my skin like the touch of fire. It is a pain beyond pain. My body shakes and my scream is so shrill it is hard to believe it comes from my throat. I wriggle, but the hands holding me are strong and the old woman is going back for more, spreading the paste over the delicate lips of my sex. Tears fall from my eyes. But the pain is less intense. My senses are numb. Sweat varnishes my skin and with my sobs I rock uncontrollably.


  The old woman's tattoos turn her face into a carnival mask as she smoothes the mixture into the crack of my bottom. The young girl with the lamp seems fearful. The others watch as if it is a rite of passage. Still I have no notion what they are doing to me. Or why. And now the pain is passing it doesn't matter. Life with David was a luke warm bath, not fiery and steaming like the poultice setting as solid as a chastity belt between my legs.


  I had agreed to Omar's challenge knowing exactly how it was going to turn out. Patterns tend to repeat. David had set the waves of destiny in motion that time when we left BAFTA and wandered into the casino in Piccadilly. The house always wins. But that night I was winning. It was a Britfilm night. My night. David quickly ran through his shiny blue chips at roulette and came to watch me playing blackjack. I had accumulated £90, most of what he had lost. As we were making our way to the cashier, we passed the roulette table, and he stopped. He brushed the hair from his eyes and grinned his boyish grin.


  ‘You know something, babe, that’s hardly worth winning.’


  ‘It’s better than losing.’


  ‘Not always,’ he said. He stroked my bare arm. ‘Come on. Live a little.’


  His eyes were bright and eager, shiny in the pale blue lights like petals on the chandelier above us. There were mirrors everywhere. I could see his back, the way he was bending forward in supplification, my own reflection repeated endlessly, a girl with a blend of vulnerability and poise, breasts inviting over the scoop of the dress, my legs shapely from running in the park. Men had been looking at me, pleasing David as if I were an extension of him. My dress was red, and a red ribbon threaded through my hair.


  ‘Red,’ he said. ‘It’s your colour.’


  I placed my chips on the red diamond. The croupier said something inanely in French. The wheel span. I looked into David’s eyes, then watched the ball clicking like maracas as it jumped over the grooves. I pressed my nails into my palms. A shiver ran down my spine. The ball could have been me, each slot on the roulette wheel a different door I might enter. The ball paused uncertainly on the red, quaking and quivering until it spilled inexorably into the black at its side. My sigh was like the sound when a page is turned.


  ‘Win some, lose some.’


  ‘Hope so,’ I said, but he wasn’t listening. He was waving across the chamber at an actor he knew.


  He drove back across London overtaking everyone. I minded less that he was careless than it made me cautious. I was trapped between David’s pride and purpose. He did in his accidental way get things done, but the problem remained that his scripts lacked subtext and he always required more money for his projects than he raised as an editor, even with me paying the bills.


  Every couple sits astride a seesaw seeking balance and we had found ours. Sort of. I was one half of an attractive package. We knew real stars and went to their parties. My work gave me self-assurance and David’s mother kept a room for us in her big house in the country. She had given him the money for our hypothetical honeymoon. We had chosen Agadir because the sun is warm in springtime and I’d dazzle with a suntan in the photo slot he’d wangled from a contact at Screen International. We were happening.


  We were lodged in a bungalow set in a complex on the beach. I swam for hours and stretched my limbs below the midday sun in a pink thong, and girls with covered heads and kohl-farded eyes sat at my feet with beads and sugared almonds. At night we avoided the Europeans. We were travellers, not tourists.


  We ate in the old town where men in turbans played backgammon, throwing the dice with verve and stamping counters noisily about the boards. David handed out cigarettes and joined in.


  I watched as he cupped his hands, blowing the dice with magic, and beyond David, across the bar, I became conscious of the man who I would come to know as Omar watching me as I raised the bottle of beer to my lips. He was standing with the light behind him in a pale linen suit, his hair sleek and shiny, his eyes endless as tunnels. I was sucked into them. David played for just a few dirhams but his winnings paid for our roast lamb and couscous, and still he had a little wad of grubby notes when we left the bar to wander back along the coast road.


  I loved the silky motion of the waves, the sky a shade of blue I couldn’t name, the sand sparkling with glints of red. Green and yellow parrots darted in and out of the palm trees. I ate ripe mangoes and watched the sun warming the vast sheet of African sea. I enjoyed the caress of the hissing surf when I swam and bought an ivory elephant from the girl who sat each day beside my white towel. Tinny music seeped from the high turrets around the mosque and in the cheerful chaos of the kasbah I gazed at the violently-coloured sweets and nougat, woven rugs, brass hookahs, camel hide bags, money belts with hidden pockets, men selling loose cigarettes, blind beggars with jostling hands.


  We went that night back to the old town where, in the same little eating house, David played backgammon with a man with small impish eyes and a long white turban. Omar watched from the distance. I smiled at him with a sense of familiarity, but he didn't smile back. He just stared at me, and my neck grew pink under his gaze. The man in the turban played recklessly. I mentioned this later to David, but he assured me that I didn't understand the game. He knew what he was doing. He had won the equivalent of $50, and in the kasbah next day bought me a sequinned silver dress that shimmered like fish scales.


  His luck had changed. The short film with the rising star would get him noticed. He could see his name in lights in Leicester Square.


  I had closed my eyes. I had almost forgotten where I was.


  There is more pressure again on my arms and legs. The old woman is picking at the poultice. She teases back the edge across the top of my pubic bone until she has a ridge wide enough to grip in her fingers. She looks into my eyes and I look at her fading tattoos as in one swift movement she snatches off the compress, the stubborn tufts of hair ripping out and again I scream in agony.


  'Cluck. Cluck, Cluck,' she says, tapping my thigh.


  Struggle is pointless. I open my legs wider, proffering myself, pushing up my bottom, and the old woman picks away at the dried mess, pulling out the last strands of hair as she does so. My pubic mount is bare like a little girl. My vagina stings, but the old woman produces a tin of talcum that she sprinkles between my legs and the pain disappears. She dusts away the powder, and the young girl with the lamp leans forward to admire her handiwork.


  The woman with the ringing bangles prises the lid from a pot containing a buttery ointment with a faintly rancid fragrance and all the dark hands dip in at the same time, scooping out the stuff, spreading it over my skin, my arms and legs, my breasts and tummy, between my thighs. They turn me over, massage my back, rubbing in the cream, their busy fingers strangely hypnotic.


  They dress me in silver bracelets and anklets with tiny discs that shiver like the wind through sand when they move. It is what a bride wears on her wedding night in the desert. I am ready. Almost ready. The old woman threads leather thongs through the clasps on the bracelets and leads me out from the tent where Omar stands as if he has been waiting, the same look in his dark eyes as he wore earlier that evening when he approached David in the bar.


  Three hours ago.


  I am a gilded fish in a silver dress. It clings to me, glimmering in the dull light. My dark hair is piled above my head, loosely gripped, strands hanging negligently about my face. My lips are pink. My eyes sparkle. My skin is warm, damp, lustrous. I am getting married the day after tomorrow and yet my appearance is provocative, sexual, impertinent in this land of invisible women. I am the only woman in the bar, and though hungry eyes watch me, they are not his eyes. He doesn't see me; he looks through me.


  David has already won a pile of dirhams from the old men, $50 or more, and that is the stake Omar suggests when he leaves the bar and approaches our table. Strict rules. It's a large sum, and for the first time the special dice comes into play, a dice with the numbers 2, 4, 8, 16, 32 and 64, a doubling device. Either player can double the stake at any time, and his opponent either accepts, or concedes the game.


  I grip David's arm. 'Don't,' I say.


  He shrugs away. Omar is holding out his hand. He is polite, serious.


  'Omar,' he says, introducing himself.


  'David.'


  They shake hands. I am not introduced. I have no name.


  'We play three games,' adds Omar, and I marvel at his good English, his perfect accent.


  He sits. David sits. The men in the bar move closer to watch, and I watch them, pulling on cigarettes, rewrapping their turbans.


  David is lucky. He starts with a double 4, secures a stronghold and after a double 3 with the following throw he doubles the stake. Omar rattles the two dice in his open palm, studying the board, then concedes.


  David tries to hide his smile as they gather up the pieces. A trickle of sweat runs down my back into my knickers. The room is full of smoke. Someone offers me a chair, but I prefer to stand. The dice dance and skip across the board, the counters changing patterns like chips of glass in a kaleidoscope, and it is all so meaningless this winning and losing. The second game is much closer, first one then the other moving ahead, and only with the last throw of the dice does Omar win without doubling. David remains $50 ahead.


  They line up the counters and Omar glances at me for the first time, his gaze validating me as a woman, and it occurs to me that Omar is challenging David on a level too subtle for David to understand. The game has undertones, subtext: desert man against city man, the third world facing the developed world; it is the static past viewing the glitzy future across history and culture, and I grasp that in some strange way that I am the prize.


  'Good luck,' I say to David but I am looking at Omar.


  'Inshallah,' he says. 'God willing.'


  David goes first. He quickly moves ahead and after throwing two doubles in a row, he sets the doubling dice on 2. The stake now is $100. It is time for Omar to quit. But he doesn't quit. He plays on. His expression never changes, never wavers. His eyes turn to me as he slides his counters forward.


  When David moves half his pieces into the home stretch he doubles again to $200. The dice run across the board like drum rolls, they bounce from the sides, arrange themselves enigmatically. I can smell mint tea and hashish. I sip beer from the bottle. I am hot and tired. I want to sleep, wake with the sunrise, swim once more in the sea before we fly back to London and say our vows at the little parish church in St Nicholas. I watch David turn the doubles dice to 8 and know that my life is about to change, completely, and forever.


  Omar throws three doubles in a row, two sixes, two fours, two fives. They are level suddenly. Either could win. It's all in the motions of the stars. David throws a weak 2 and a 1. Omar looks closely at the board before turning the double dice to 16 – sixteen times $50.


  I can hear the beat of my heart. My breasts are rising and falling like waves from my sequinned dress. Before Omar's gaze I feel naked. I try to swallow the lump in my throat and watch his hand open like the pages of a book, the dice springing from his long fingers, juggling themselves into the numbers he needs.


  Omar could have doubled again before the end of the game but settles on winning $800.


  There is a long sigh around the room. Then silence. There is no question of David not paying. It is something men understand. There is a code. Debts must be honoured. He looks from Omar to me, then back again. The shiny eyes of the watching men follow. Omar's expression remains unaffected.


  David's voice is a whisper. 'I don't have the money, actually. Not exactly.'


  'You play without money?' Omar looks surprised.


  David shakes his head. 'Well, not really.'


  Another long silence. My underarms are damp. I glance down at David and he seems to have shrunk in his chair.


  'You are a stranger here?' Omar says.


  David nods.


  'Then I must give you one more chance. It is our custom.'


  The men nod. They understand. Omar places the two dice in David's hand.


  'What?'


  'We each have one throw. If you win, we shake hands and say goodbye.'


  David is relieved; unsure. This is a lifeline. 'And if I lose?' he asks.


  Omar's eyes brush over me momentarily. 'Then she is mine.'


  David grips the two dice tightly in his hand. His knuckles are white. His fist shakes. I can see the tic on his neck vibrating. He doesn't know what to say and looks to me for guidance.


  'Until midnight,' Omar adds.


  I remain very still. I look at David looking at his watch. As he looks up our eyes meet. The tic on his neck is pounding. The blood is racing in my veins. The flush rushes up my neck, over my cheeks. It is as if a sheet of paper has been placed on hot coals, warming and curling before bursting into flames.


  We wait for something to happen. There is no rush in the desert. David doesn't know whether to look at Omar or me.


  'But what for?' he says finally.


  'That is for me to decide.' Omar looks down at his watch. It is gold. A Rolex. 'It is nearly nine.'


  David comes to his feet and takes a step towards me. He lays his hand over mine. I can feel its tremble.


  I nod, solemnly, and the men in the room nod also.


  I am worth $1,600.


  We watch David blow into his cupped hand. He lets the dice run across the board until they settle shakily on a 6 and a 3: 9, a good score. The men in the bar sigh, draw breath.


  Omar scoops up the dice. He has no tricks, no spells, no entreaties. He looks into my eyes, and we both look down at the black and red points decorating the board. The glass dice catch the light as they tumble melodically across the wooden surface, and it is as if time is standing still until they stop abruptly at double 5. We are silent for a moment, as one is after dramatic events. The colour has drained from David’s face. The watching men return to their own tables.


  'Come,' Omar says, and I follow like a sleepwalker out from the bar into the sultry warm night. We climb into a black Mercedes and I watch the buildings of Agadir vanish as we drive into the desert. David holds my hand in the back seat. He doesn't know what to say and doesn’t say anything. I watch Omar watching us in the rear view mirror. There are other cars behind, hidden by dust.


  No one seems surprised when we arrive at the encampment, an oasis on the edge of nowhere. People sit in the shadows beside a log fire and I wonder where the logs come from; there are no trees. Men fill hookahs, tether the animals. I hear the sound of goat bells and barking dogs. The young girls follow when Omar sends the old woman off to the tent, his words in Arabic like the phrases of a song. There are some musicians sitting by the fire and he tells them to play.


  'She will dance,' Omar says, his orders directed always to David, and David nods.


  The music begins. It is mesmerizing, sensuous, primeval. I feel myself moving, my shoulders rising and falling, my hips swaying. It is the music of a belly dance, but I have no belly, just thin arms and sharp bones. I am unable to hear what Omar is saying to David, but understand when he catches my eye and pulls at his own shirt.


  I do not hesitate. The roll of the dice is a contract. The future has been set in stone. My fingers find the zipper running down my side and the dress falls away like the skin of a tropical fish, glinting in the firelight as it slips to the sand. The tempo of the music grows and I gyrate to the beat, lowering the thin straps on my white bra, revealing my breasts. They are hot in my palms. My nipples are taut and my breasts sway as I lower my panties over my thighs.


  As I close my eyes and raise my hands to the stars it feels somehow right that I should be dancing like this, my body bared before unknown eyes, although I am aware that I am not dancing for them, I am dancing for him. My skin is dewed in perspiration, warmed by the flames. I can hear the crackle of the logs, the hypnotic sound of the zither. The music fades. When the old woman leans out from the tent I imagine that a bed has been prepared, that Omar is going to ravage me.


  I had been wrong, of course, and I shall be wrong again. I am in a place that I do not understand.


  I am free of hair. My pubis gleams like a shell. I stand at the entrance to the tent and look up at the stars. I notice David in the distance, smoking, staring at me dully as if at a stranger. A camel has been hobbled behind the fire; the dogs howl at the moon.


  As two of the men lead me away from the tent the silver discs rattle on my wrists and ankles.


  The women follow and sit beside the fire. They watch impassively as the men coax me to lay face down across the body of the camel. On each of my wrists are leather thongs. My left hand is lashed to the beaded necklace around the animal's throat, the right to the harness over its tail. I do not struggle. I am bound by fate. The camel stares at me briefly before laying its head back again in the sand. Its stomach throbs as it draws breath, bobbing me up and down with the movement.


  The men are no longer silent. Their words I do not understand but it sounds like pub chatter, odd phrases ending in laughter. They move closer and I try to see myself as they see me: a thin white girl tied in this bizarre way, my arms stretched out, my head over the camel's hump, my bottom pushed up and out, moving with the beat of my own breath.


  I have been prepared like an Arab bride. My skin gleams. Hands stroke me. Are they his hands? I have no way of knowing. My legs are pulled further apart and in one quick, awkward movement a man still clothed spreads across me, his cock driving through the swollen lips of my vagina and, as he pumps into me, the pressure makes the camel push back. I am trapped between opposing forces. I close my eyes. I think of nothing, nothing but the movement, and in a few seconds hot sperm shoots up inside me.


  There is a froth of noise. Laughter. The man seems to have done well and another pushes forward. The camel groans under his weight. His cock slips into me, greased by the semen of the last man, and the camel pushes back, rocking the man to orgasm. I am in every way an object to be used in any way and there is some small satisfaction in my humiliation. I am not sure why.


  One of the boys steps around the camel. A dewdrop glistens on the end of his cock, sparkling in the firelight. I lick it off with the tip of my tongue and take the shaft deep into my mouth. His body trembles, his knees shake, and his thrusts grow faster until he comes, emptying himself into my throat.


  There is another man stretching apart the cheeks of my bottom. Something slippery and cold fills my crack and a finger teases its way inside my anus. He doesn't know that this part of my anatomy is virgin territory. I grit my teeth and close my eyes as the finger becomes two fingers, widening the hole. He gasps with pleasure as his cock splits me in two. At first the pain is unbearable, but I had learned that night that pain passes and was turning now to a strange new pleasure. I had never before been used in this way and it seemed right somehow; it was something I craved, I had always craved.


  When the man finishes his turn, filling my arse with hot sperm, another takes his place. There is a murmur of satisfaction when a sticky cock pushes between my teeth and I realise by the faintly soiled taste that it is the same man who had just buggered me. The thought is passing, ephemeral. I wrap the shaft of his penis in my tongue and nurse it back to strength until with what I was sure was pride, he leaked another small speck of sap into the back of my throat.


  As he moves away, the one in my arse comes and I feel the drool squelching warmly out of me as another takes his place. They sweat and dribble across my back. The camel taints my perspiration with a ripe, animal smell and my skin is hot where I am pushed and bounced against its vibrating body.


  Another man uses my mouth, vacating his bitter load over the walls of my throat, and as he moves away I see a shadow across the desert. At first I think it is David, wandering off in shame, but as the man draws closer I realise it is Omar. He is carrying a bowl which he places at his feet and the sound of the dogs lapping up water is like an echo of the man thrusting frantically between my legs.


  There are patterns in everything we do. One after the other, after buggering me, the men find pleasure using my tongue to make them clean. I was growing sore, but there was no pain and my feeling of being humiliated had gone, vanished, evaporated. I had saved David from dishonour and my being used in this way had always been a hidden fantasy in the dark heart of my subconscious. I wasn't the young girl who had gazed into David bright eyes across the steaming pizzas a year ago. I had matured, grown confident; become a woman. I could do anything.


  The camel turned from time to time, stared at me with bored glossy eyes, and gnashed it teeth as its head dropped to the sand. Its sloping stomach held me perfectly, displaying my rounded bottom, my shaved pussy pushed through my thighs, the discs murmuring about my wrists and feet. I tried to glance back, but I couldn't see the women. I tried to keep count of the number of times the men of the tribe had left their sticky mess slurping through my crack. But it was just a number; it made no difference to anything. I wasn't aroused or stimulated, even afraid. I was a backgammon board and they were dice running over the surface.


  Suddenly they stopped. I pulled my head back to look up at the stars. Is it midnight? Is it over?


  The men shuffle back. The silence is broken by the sound of footsteps. It is Omar, I know. He moves in front of me and removes a whip from the harness around the camel's neck. The whip has a short handle and dozens of long thongs that end in tiny knots.


  He glances at his watch, glances into my eyes, and moves back around the camel. I am spread white as a moonflower in the desert night. The sound of the whip as it comes down on my bare flesh is like the sound of lightening on a still day. I scream, my voice rippling and resonating across the desert.


  The camel rolls unsteadily, pushing me up, and before I can catch my breath the whip comes down again, the knots on the thongs little darts that burn my skin. The pain is excruciating, but pain through some strange alchemy turns into something beyond pain, something I would never imagined or expected. It feels as if a velvet fist has taken a grip on my intestines. My stomach vibrates with contractions. I push up my bottom involuntarily to meet the third strike of the whip and, as I do so, my body erupts, not in pain, but pleasure, my orgasm exploding from me in undulating spasms as endless as the waves on the desert sand.


  My body is wet, ripe, aching, oozing with my own juice, slimy with sperm. The camel rocks as if waiting for more. But it is midnight. It is over. The bindings holding my wrists are released. I come shakily to my feet. Omar gives instructions to the old woman. She rushes off to the tent and returns with a white sheet. He wraps me tenderly before carrying me like a bride in his arms. He places me in the back of his car. David sits beside him in the front and in silence we drive back to Agadir, the cool wind blowing through the open window.


  There are single beds in our bungalow and I sense, as I lay wrapped in the white sheet, that David wanted to crawl in beside me. I sleep like a child without dreaming and the salt sea heals the wheals from Omar’s whip as I slip at sunrise into the waves.


  Like a shimmering fish I slide back into the silver dress. Soon I will be a bride. David glances at me constantly as if I am an invalid requiring help. He needs reassurance. A taxi arrives and the driver loads our suitcases filled with souvenirs in the back. The road unwinds into the heat and dust of Agadir. I can smell sugared almonds through the open window. The black car is parked outside the same little eating-house and I tap the driver on the shoulder.


  'Stop,' I say, and he does so.


  David touches my hand as I open the door. 'I don’t understand,' he whispers.


  'Nor do I,' I tell him.


  I step out and close the car behind me.


  'What about…' he pauses…'What about your things?'


  'I won't be needing them.'


  'What about me?'


  I didn't know what to say, and so I didn't say anything.
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  Excerpt adapted fromBeing A Girl.
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  'Khloya' is taken from the novella'Matryoshka'


  I am Kamarovsky’s Girl. He hovers in my periphery, where latent promiscuity lies in wait like a parasite waiting to make the leap from a dead host. My warm, living, breathing new-born self dare not pause long enough to allow the bite of temptation to feast at the core of me. I need to keep my pink, pippin-apple skin clean, un-snared by the lurking trap of my past. Jagged jaws yawn and anticipate the perfect moment to snap shut and trap me until I gnaw through my own skin and bone for release.


  Brighton, a mini-break, and in spite of the cool, typically British climate, we’re heading down the M23 in Dan’s car, a classic Triumph Spitfire, which he proudly uncovered with a flourish and an un-masculine, ‘Ta-da! British Racing Green.’ I blinked and wondered if I should be impressed, seem impressed. Say something…anything, to indicate that I think his wheels impressive.


  ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘lovely.’ And I suppose it is.


  He stows my overnight bag along with his, and we vroom off. I fold my legs in the foot-well and leave my stomach somewhere back in the streets of London. Not because of Dan’s driving, but with nervous, creeping trepidation at the day ahead and lunch with his beloved sister, her husband and their two children: a boy and a girl; a perfect pair.


  Family. As always, my thoughts skitter along without structure, and my usual in-head movie of Isadora Duncan remains a step or two ahead of the windscreen, invariably taunting whenever I travel in an open-top car.


  Dan is always quiet. I say always, but I don’t have a yardstick or anything to measure his mood by. I have only the experience of a few short weeks, punctuated by the forced separation when he tours with his unit. His existing physical presence scintillates the space between the leather, bucket seats. Since his last tour, he is especially strong and silent. I don’t mind. I understand, well, I think I do - how tough it’s been for him, especially since his most recent tour.


  London. The city, the teeming streets, the mishmash buzz of multiculturalism is soon behind us, and we spin along the motorway lined each side along its snaking length with massive expanses of green; lush, lush, vibrant green of many hues and shapes and sizes. I feel lucky, lucky, lucky, to live in a cosmopolitan, thriving city, yet so close to the Garden of England. Travel barely any distance and you can enter a forest or visit a beach. Greenbelt blossom adorns the trees and my mind flitters as it is wont to do, to birds, bees and butterflies.
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  Dan’s homecoming is a strange affair. I’m like an alcoholic sipping a shameful tipple, a sinful slip. Loitering images of my mouth dipped to the honey-pool steeped in redolence when I drank my fill until my flat belly ballooned, relieved myself and drank again. I opened my thighs, wide, wide and invited Susie home to sup at my fount, the deep, ever-replenished well that never runs dry. I am a dripping vessel, a bubbling mountain of molten rock, my cap perma-poised to blow.


  My thoughts dart here and there, oh, how they flutter about, I try to imagine…


  ‘Don’t be nervous,’ my gallant says. His slight smile reaches his voice, but I’m not reassured.


  I glance at his profile, beloved, much beloved. When did that happen in my scheme? When did his profile become etched on my soul as if carved by Rodin? My mind places us immortalised in a sculpted kiss.


  ‘I can’t help it.’


  ‘You look great. You always do, Chlo. It’s so incredible to be home, the last tour was tough. Really tough. I can’t tell you. I can’t tell you…’


  I let the silence stretch. I don’t know how to fill it. For all my words, and all my world of education, there are none. Nothing I can say to take the pain away, his guilt ridden soul oscillates our space; a phantasm of sights that I’ll never see, and images that he can’t erase. I can’t get my head to visit his space, the space filled by the 24 hour news channel day in day out.


  ‘I can’t get my head into your space,’ I say. A whisper. I wish the wind and road noise would whisk it away, into the void of nature surround.


  ‘I don’t want you to, Chlo. It’s good for me to have normality here. I look forward to it. Seeing you, being with you. An oasis always on my horizon wherever I am in the world. You shimmer there, a mirage rising out of the sand like a phoenix and I know you’re there for me. Always there for me.’


  A frisson of guilt burns my tongue; it sticks to the roof of my mouth. I move it, try it for size. It feels bulky as if it is swelling there, turning black on a bed of lies.


  ‘Yes,’ I say, at last, trying to imagine normal.


  My mother often accuses… ‘You’re never normal.’ Whenever there’s yet another of my supposed, or actual transgressions under discussion. I say discussion, but that implies a dialogue of some kind, but with my mother it is a monologue. A soliloquy in the best tradition of Shakespeare before she wrings her hands and exits, stage left. It’s always stage left even when the door is on the right. I don’t know why. It’s a mystery. I wonder if I am the damned spot.


  ‘No, mother, I’m not,’ I sigh. ‘Sorry about that.’ I’m not sorry at all. Neither am I sorry that she hates that I don’t hate. She detests my abnormality of tranquillity beyond the state of mind she supposes for me. Her perfect features wrinkle, the Botox needs topping up. Distaste needs a new injection as a cunning disguise.


  ‘You’re thinking about your mother.’ His voice seems to come from far away, and I don’t know whether to be amazed, pleased or perturbed at his insight. Or frightened at his growing knowledge of the way my mind works.


  The genie is crouching in the bottle; he is stinking in there as if he were in Sylvia’s Bell Jar, stultifying my secrets in foul air. I see a wisp, a will-o’-the-wisp, an escapee, and think that the rest will follow soon; I tug at my lip and hurt myself between top set and bottom and consider biting my tongue for good measure.


  ‘Do you want to stop for coffee? We don’t have to do motorway services, there’s a nice place just off the next junction. You can have a stiffy if you like. Take the edge off your nerves with a coffee and a stiffy, and a stiffy. If we can find a quiet farmer’s field for a comfort break.’


  ‘I’d like a stiffy.’


  We laugh, and I relax a little, my hair whipping back in the slipstream rushing past me as we motor along.


  I adjust my sunglasses, vital, although there is no sun. They’ll be splattered with dead insects by the time we stop. The lenses will be a graveyard.


  I travelled to Le Mans once, on a Honda motorcycle, a big, red, powerful racing bike with bristling fairing. It rained all the way and by the time I peeled off my leathers in front of a blazing fire in a French farmhouse, my skin was tainted black, so soaked was I.


  Dan has a motorcycle. It’s one of the things I love about him. He likes that I can ride.


  ‘We’ll use it in the summer,’ he says. ‘I’m not just a fair weather rider, but it will be nicer for our first time out together on the bike if we wait for the sun.’


  Sun …I picture the lace curtains that pattern my body in sunlight when I stand in front of my bedroom window. His favourite time of the day, any time of the day.


  His homecoming. I had to change the sheets, remove the evidence of tangled nights. Does it count? Does it count when you like the scent and taste of girls?


  Fresh, clean and lavender scented, like the advertisements, with smiling housewives, gleaming clean. I emulated. Cleaned the flat from top to bottom and up again, scoured and scourged and did the same with my flesh and bone like a flagellant. Thrashing, scolding and whipping until I cleansed my soul and dwelling. Fastened the genie into his jar, festering, like buboes ready to burst when lanced, black, yellow, green streaked red, an alien lurking in my lymph nodes.
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  Fortified, me by a huge filter coffee with an extra shot and a follow-up double brandy, Dan simply with coffee, we pull out of the small car park adjacent to the pub and move sedately along the road running almost parallel with the motorway. The agreement made earlier hangs silently in the air. A small, white, fluffy cloud of expectancy. Dan is looking for a secluded track. The road is narrow, winds, hither and thither and is soon lined with trees, becoming dense in places. I imagine highwaymen of old as they brought their massive horses out into the path of oncoming stage-coaches, petrified passengers alighting and looking down the barrel of a cocked flintlock gun. Stand and deliver.


  Even though Dan is a medic, he is a soldier and is trained in all things soldierly. Untypically for me, his uniform excites me. I am usually adverse to authority, but I like his body wrapped in sandy camouflage, adore unzipping his fatigues, popping him out and plunging onto him throat deep. Swallowing him down in ecstasy. Mine and his.


  He slows the car, and I spy his intent. A track leading off the road into a small clearing where people park to take woodland walks. There is a pair of cars already parked, their occupants evidentially somewhere in the surrounding woods.


  ‘I won’t put the top up. It’s a pain in the arse,’ he says. ‘Shall we?’


  He gets out and walks around to my side. I wait until he opens the door, reaches for my hand and let him pull me clear of my seat.


  Bracken rustles in the soft air and we walk a little deeper in. I’m mindful of brambles, I don’t want to snag my new clothes, my emperor’s attire, but my need for him outweighs my care for appearances, and we walk silently in single file as if we are guerrillas in the jungle. Stealthily, he leads; the path is too narrow for two abreast.


  I think of Kamarovsky as we walk. Dan is lost in his own thoughts, and mine drift to my step-father and the many times he had me in the woods near our home, and close to my school, both inside the luxury of his car and outside on the ground. In all weathers. Carnal, like animals rutting on the earth until his seed spilled redundantly onto the forest floor. I’d lie there, waiting, needful, one orgasm never enough. Greedy, always greedy to soar on the magic carpet, whisked away from reality, transported to another land.


  Sometimes, when I think of Kamarovsky, I become so excited, I can’t breathe, I wonder if I’ll ever breathe again. The moisture in my mouth driven away, smoothly to my molten core, where every drop of fluid seems to accumulate, wet, dripping, sodden, ready, oh, so ready to be plunged, taken in any way he desires, speared on Kamarovsky’s penis like a harpooned fish. Wriggling, wriggling, oiled, and fluid, the tantalising vision of my orgasm, just shy of delivery, and I grab at it as I drown in the air. As if I have gills.


  ‘Here?’ I am summoned back to the present. We’re in a small clearing dominated by an enormous oak.


  ‘It must be hundreds of years old,’ I say, looking up, up, up towards the softly dappled sunlight. The rich variant green of the leaves whisper their stories. So many to tell. ‘Yes,’ I breathe, and wait, and breathe.


  He pushes me hard up against the trunk, the stiff bark arrests his progress, my back halted against the tree. He is on me, all over me, his hands, his mouth, he crushes me between his hard, warm, urgent body and unyielding column and I’m lost. Adrift in the lust of the moment and the lechery of my past colliding to meet as I push my tongue against his and dance, intricate steps, choreographed all our lives. Our hearts know each other, have known each other since birth, we were born as one, conjoined and now together we fuse. He pushes up my skirt and drags down my panties; he is unfastening his zip, exposing himself. I don’t care if anyone passes by, God in heaven; I want someone to pass by. I need someone to see our frantic coupling as my soldier-boy pulls me away from the tree, lifts me up and impales me on his cock. Strong, so strong, I’m a lightweight but still, I hang onto his neck and allow the burial to bear fruit, softly, softly at first, I feel the circle of fire licking at my core, my liquefied hollow clutches his erection and pulses him home. I’m filled, he is spent, and he lifts me off and gently places me on my feet, his rushing seed speeds down my legs, warm and sticky.


  ‘Christ, you turn me on so much. Sorry I didn’t last long.’


  ‘We haven’t got long.’ I smile and retrieve my panties, stuff them into his pocket, and holding hands nose to tail like elephants, we make our way back to the car. Flushed with wanton love.


  [image: snow]


  His sister is blonde, in contrast to him, but her hair is coloured I think, though it is an expensive looking job. Her brows and lashes are much darker, indicating a genetic match to Dan. The children are refreshingly normal, not too bad, and not too goody-good. Just right, like Goldilocks’s third taste from a trio of bowls, and I relax a little, tackling the traditional roast rib of beef, veg, Yorkshire pudding, horseradish sauce and all the trimmings.


  ‘Chloe, you’re as thin as a pin,’ says Elizabeth, offering seconds.


  I wanted to decline, leave room for desert, which cutlery informs is on the menu, but I take another bloody rare slice, let it melt on my tongue, so soft, so tender, pink, and blushing to match my cheeks. Dan’s knee and an expanse of his thigh rest alongside mine. I feel the sinuous pressure through the fabric of my gauzy skirt and the barrier of his jeans and my flesh tingles with promise as if it had been starved of his touch for a lifetime. As if the interlude in the copse wasn’t just a heartbeat past.
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  ‘We can’t stay, Lizzie,’ Dan explains, as we lounge in the conservatory after dinner. ‘I promised Chlo I’d take her into Brighton. I’ve booked a hotel. We’ve hardly had any time together. You do understand, don’t you?’


  ‘Of course we do, silly, but think about dropping in for tea on your way back.’


  The family foursome group on the steps in front of the façade of their home and wave us off down the drive. Reminiscent of my school days and the sweeping drive Kamarovsky used. His booty in the car beside him, or seated in the rear, simply waiting to be driven to the tryst of his choice.
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  The hotel is bijou, nestled a little back from the cliff paths and surrounded by lush gardens. Our bags and we are taken up a wide flight of carpeted stairs. We’re shown into our room, before being left together to survey our surroundings. Two large windows dominate the front looking out over the sea, we jut out a little and small windows also allow views to east and west, it’s almost panoramic. The centre of the room is dominated by a canopied four-poster bed with classic drapes and deep frills, the curtains tied back at all the windows match, but everything else is calm and cream. I walk through to the bathroom and admire the pristine tiles and sparkling tub, a whirlpool, large enough for two.


  ‘Fancy a bath?’ I say, and he joins me in a flash.


  ‘Are you hungry?’ We’re tandem in frothing bubbles.


  ‘Ravenous.’


  ‘Come on, let’s get dressed, I’ll take you to a place nearby. It’s an award-winning Indian restaurant. God, I don’t even know if you like Indian food.’


  ‘Adore it.’


  I slither away to dress. Rummage my bag for jeans, jumper, and my trusty little boots.


  ‘We won’t need the car,’ says Dan as we exit the hotel. ‘It’s only a fifteen minute walk. We can look at the stars.’


  On cue, I look up. Inky black sparkles at me. I take a deep breath, and make a wish on the nearest, brightest star, and think of Malachy. I hadn’t told Dan about my Tarot reading and wasn’t sure if I would, knowing he’d think it fanciful, silly and probably a waste of money too.


  ‘Beautiful.’ His warm fingers curl around mine. ‘And the sky is pretty spectacular too.’


  I lift his hand to my mouth and kiss the back.
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  A bore holds court in the restaurant. We observe from the privacy of our booth. The décor reminds me of foreign trips, hot sand, scorching sex. Warm climates suit me; my petals open and expose my pollen, ripe for plunder. The rich aroma of specialised cooking pervades the atmosphere. I’m overwhelmed by a delight of senses, and I push off my shoe and stretch my toes to touch the exposed skin above Dan’s sock.


  ‘The staff melt away after they’ve served the food. Have you noticed?’


  ‘Too busy looking at you,’ he says, munching a noisy poppadum.


  I break off a piece from the teetering pile, dunk into dip and let it dissolve in my mouth.


  ‘I can’t wait to get back to the hotel,’ I smile.


  ‘Eat. You don’t eat enough.’


  I spoon vegetable curry onto the large, gleaming white plate and consider the contrast, similar to that of my skin against Dan’s. He is busy eating, and I think of my own hunger. Insatiable. I need him inside me. Deep, penetrating from behind, my puckered peach, filled to bursting with hot cock.


  I adore being spread face down, and buggered, my cunt aches when I think of having my rectum filled with cock or latex. A surge of moisture twinges and desire robs my breath.


  ‘Get the bill. I need to go.’


  ‘Okay,’ he says without hesitation.


  As if he has rubbed a lamp, a waiter appears and disappears. In a smooth, seamless series of transactions, we are soon wrapped in our coats and up the short flight of stairs to street level. He grabs me in a bear hug and presses his intent hard into my skin and bones.


  ‘Bugger me,’ I breathe against his neck. ‘Take me back and fuck my arse, hard.’


  ‘I might just do it right here, right now. In the street,’ he threatens and as if on cue a police patrol glides past in the street beyond the pedestrianised centre where we lurk.


  ‘We’re being watched,’ I say.


  ‘Yes, I saw them.’


  ‘No, not them,’ I nod in the direction of the tail-lights. ‘Them.’ I point to the cameras fixed to lampposts, trained on the town from every angle.


  ‘Did you know that Britain is the most watched nation on earth?’


  ‘Christ, no.’
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  At dawn next day, aching from sex, and lack of sleep, I look down from our first storey. The garden throngs with magnolia trees, their waxy petals strewn around them, the best of the blossom long gone. An ornamental pond sits in one corner and a tree of some sort that I cannot identify stands central, circumnavigated by a bench seat.


  ‘We’ll sit there together,’ I say, pointing, ‘drink tea and just be.’


  ‘Yes, he says, ‘come back to bed, I have a problem to solve.’
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  I love the way my anus feels after I’ve been sodomised. I often think about my initiation into anal sex. I’ve adored it ever since.


  I was with Kamarovsky, of course. We had been to the opera. I learned a great deal at school, but Nicholas taught masterclass. He schooled me in how to move in circles and fit in with any company. I thank him for that, and I thank him for buggering me.


  The Royal Albert Hall, a box, just the two of us and Madame Butterfly. I know the score and libretto inside out, but still I cry silent tears, which make ugly tracks. Nicholas prefers a box. To see and be seen. He chooses my clothing and supervises my dressing and undressing. We sit, just the two of us. He orders champagne. I know he’d like to take me right there on the floor of the box, but he will never compromise his social standing with inappropriate behaviour in public. Nevertheless, he is prepared to take calculated risks much as he does when he moves his money around.


  ‘Lift up your skirts, my darling, show papa your stocking tops.’


  I lift the fabric upwards. The silk slides easily and is noiseless, the slight disturbance masked by the scenes on stage.


  ‘A little higher. That’s right, show me your сика.’


  I never wear panties. He hates hindrance when he takes me home in the car.


  ‘Oh, alabaster, like a classic statue, my Venus. A sublime treasure.’


  He leans as near as possible without moving the heavy chairs. The armrests prevent close contact, and I merely part my legs a little.


  ‘Glistening with carnality I see, my perfect little whore. Save it for later. I shall consume you, my darling.’


  I squirm, anticipating his meal.


  Arriving home, he dismisses the staff, and I follow him into his study. I remember that he poured us both a drink while I peeled off my gloves and unpinned my hair.


  ‘Leave everything else in place,’ he said.


  I waited. He undid his bowtie and pulled it off.


  ‘Come here. Hold your hands out.’


  He tied my wrists together.


  He bent down to remove his shoes. I hoped he wasn’t going to beat my arse with a shoe, it wouldn’t be the first time, but I wasn’t in the mood. I watched as he unzipped his pants and remove them.


  ‘Stand in front of me with your back towards me.’ He undid the buttons running the length of my spine and parted the fabric to expose my body all the way to the back of my knees.


  ‘Sit on my lap, dear one. I shall make sure that we are met,’ he said and slid his erection into my slick cunt. My tightly bound hands excited me, and I moved onto him, wriggling a little, small rotations so that he touched all my inner walls. An ache spread hot, flowing, burning. Suddenly I’m empty. He’d pulled out, and I moaned, tilted forward my tied hands redundant and I felt the head of his cock nuzzle against the puckered, virgin entrance to my rectum.


  ‘I shall bugger you now, little сика. I think you are ready. I’ve waited until now to further your education. And yet I’m sure that the nuns enjoyed your tight little bottom.’


  My lips sealed. I never speak during sex, and in any case, he didn’t need a reply.


  He moistened me thoroughly with my own juices and nudged his way in, surprisingly gently, pulling me down onto him in small stages. Intense ecstasy engulfed my cells as the last of his length took occupation. He moved inside me, not in the way he fucks me, but in a different way. He didn’t pull all the way out, he moved back and forth only slightly, with a gentle rocking motion. Spears of pleasure seemed to transfer through my rectal walls into the passage of my cunt. Slowly, Kamarovsky introduced me to the joy of anal sex.
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  I worry about Dan, I worry about his work. He doesn’t know how I feel about it. He thinks I’m cool, but I’m glad he has completed his last tour and that he’ll soon be out. His time is up, he has done his duty, and since meeting me, he has decided not to extend his commission. His family probably thank me for that; I’m ahead in the approval stakes for that reason alone.


  ‘I’m going to apply for accident and emergency. Eventually, I’d like to specialise in general practice, be all respectable. Maybe become a partner somewhere. The money’s good and I think it might be nice to slow down a little, but I keep thinking what about voluntary service overseas. I could be useful, do a year somewhere before I make a final decision, and you’ve got a brilliant degree, what about coming with me? Do a bit of teaching? We could apply together. What do you think?’


  My brain rattles a super-fast message, but I press pause, and for some reason my mother’s face shimmers in front of me. Flying. Swinging into the spotlight and out again, like a trapeze artist striving for momentum before letting go of the bar and twirling mid-air towards the next. I know it’s there, but I can’t sharpen her image to bring it into focus. It’s as if there is gauze over the lens. I’m desperate to wipe the smears away.


  She and Kamarovsky have yet to meet Dan, if at all. The prospect of my mother is chilling enough, but my step-father, is an icicle of thought that pierces my marrow, crosses my personal Rubicon. I feel sure that the instant he shakes hands with Dan, each will know that the other has plumbed my depths, has partaken of my ecstatic response to touch, to the sliding tongue of pleasure, eliciting thrills that take my senses into a new stratosphere. Can I risk their meeting? I don’t know, but I know that if I agree to give up my crappy croupier job and hedonistic lifestyle and join Dan in his new venture, I will, at the least, have to introduce him to my family as I have now been rolled out for his. I am unconventional but may not yet be a lost cause.


  ‘I need to think about it, it’s a big step,’ I say, smiling to take the sting away from my temporary refusal. When I was a child, ‘we’ll see,’ always meant ‘no’, and I could see that it was the same for Dan. On the face of it, my answer was, ‘we’ll see’.


  ‘Of course,’ he said. ‘It is a big step, and anyway, I’m not even sure about it myself… yet.’


  ‘I love that you’ll soon be out of uniform.’ I rest my hand on his solid thigh as we retrace our journey of two days’ before. Top up this time, in deference to the unseasonably cold, late spring weather. I slowly unfasten the row of buttons running along the front of my skirt, part it, exposing my panties. I slip my left hand inside and do a fine job of distracting Dan and a few other drivers of high vehicles as we pass by.


  My step-father taught me well. The unbidden thought that I would have to meet him and tell him it’s over, once and for all, frozen in my head like an iceberg.
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  Sitting in a London coffee bar, Susie opposite, the round table though small may as well have been an Olympic sized ice rink. The atmosphere dry and cold as my friend and sometime lover digested my news along with her coffee. We had long since abandoned the idea of eating. First, because staying pin-thin was always uppermost and second, because we struggled with the shifting change in our situation. I looked over her shoulder at the acreage of glazing between us and the busy London street. Bright sun glinted and gleamed, occasionally darkening as clouds scudded along. Susie wore a face liken to a smacked arse.


  ‘I don’t understand. We’ve been friends forever. I love you. What has your relationship with Dan got to do with anything?’


  ‘He doesn’t know me, Suzz, he hasn’t a clue about what I’m really like. He doesn’t know about my past, about my present even, but I have a chance to have a future with him. An ordinary life.’


  ‘As if you could ever be ordinary. I don’t understand why you suddenly want to be Miss Respectable. Next, you’ll be taking tips on being a faithful wife from your mother.’


  ‘Twist the knife, do.’ I smarted. Susie knows me well enough to hurt me with well-chosen words.


  ‘Sorry, but, Chlo, we know each other, we are each other. I don’t know what I’ll do without you. We’ve always had each other.’


  ‘I love you too, Susie, you know that, and I genuinely want us to be friends, but I just don’t think we should keep having sex. I want to try and be faithful to Dan.’


  ‘Does he know about Nicholas?’ she said, using my step-father’s given name, jarring my nerves. I never think of him as Nicholas, it is too saintly a name for so sinful a man.


  ‘Don’t be stupid, of course not. I could never tell Dan about him. You’re the only person who knows about it, Susie, and that’s the way I want to keep it. Christ, we both had enough out of Kamarovsky all these years, thanks to me. Don’t be silly about it now.’


  ‘Have you told him about Dan?’


  ‘He knows there’s someone. Mother told him actually, but I haven’t seen him to speak to since Mother’s Day. I suppose I’ll have to meet him, explain things face to face, not that I owe him anything. I don’t own him anything at all. I have to go now. I promised to meet Dan. He wants to go for lunch. He has to go back to his unit tomorrow.’


  ‘Fine,’ said Susie, thinning lips reminiscent of all the thin lips I’d seen in the course of a lifetime, always directed at me for some presumed wrong-doing. I supposed that this time was no different to others, except that I care about Susie.


  ‘I’ll call you when he goes back, and we’ll meet for a drink.’


  ‘Fine,’ she repeated. ‘As long as you’re worried that you won’t be able to resist me.’ A small smile appeared, reaching her eyes. Relief astonished me as it flooded my veins; I leaned down and kissed her cheek. ‘Judas!’ hissed my inner voice, as I made my way to the doors and the sanctuary of the impersonal London streets. Walking slowly at first, I soon made double-time as I headed towards Dan. Only Kamarovsky to go and I’d have a clean slate. A fresh start. Washed sheets. New balls please.
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  ‘Hello,’ I said as soon as he answered. I didn’t have to announce myself, even if my name had not displayed. I called a number exclusive to me. His Chloe hotline. The only people who have the number, him and me.


  ‘Are you missing me, sweet child?’ he said. ‘I haven’t seen you for quite a while. Your mother says that you’re infatuated with that soldier you met on New Year’s Eve. I must say, I thought you would get a thing going with the surgeon who fixed your finger. You’re such a naughty girl.’


  ‘He is not a soldier, not exactly,’ I replied, wishing I could bite my tongue off. I had no need to explain myself to my step-father. I never had, and I didn’t want to start now, not now that it was over, not now that I could remove myself from his orbit.


  ‘Nevertheless, Chloe, I really don’t think you should lead the poor soul on, do you?’


  ‘I need to see you.’


  ‘That’s more like it, that’s my girl. The London flat tonight. Do you have your key?’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘Good. I may be late. I’m staying in town for a few nights, and I need to go to the club first. Did you get an exeat? Just like school.’


  ‘He is with his unit,’ I sighed, my mind racing forward. In spite of myself, a tingle of anticipation thrilled me.


  My complicated relationship, my obsession with Kamarovsky haunts me. He is like an addiction. I hear his voice or see him, I need him. When I’ve had a fix, I can go without him for certain periods; the injection of semen keeps longing at bay if only briefly. But whenever we make contact, make arrangements to meet, my body betrays me into a need so strong it threatens to overwhelm me, engulf me. Ensnare me. Trap me in the sarcophagus of my own passion.


  ‘Good girl. I’ll see you later. Dress for sex.’ He cut off the call, and my heart lurched in the knowledge that I may struggle to meet him and go through with finishing it once and for all without parting my legs for plunder at my pulsing hub.


  [image: snow]


  Later, waiting in Kamarovsky’s apartment, I pick at the lace of my skirt. He is late. I’m used to his timelessness. His disregard of my minutes and hours. My days. I sit, cocooned in his furniture, a glass of wine at hand. I sip from time to time. It’s my second, I am not yet numb. Dan hovers like Dickens’s accusatory ghosts and I try to wrench him out of my head and set him down at a distance. Far, far away. He is away from me still. Away. I allow my thoughts to drift. Flitter-flutter. My mind reaches back to school and everything I learned there, all the things I taught there. A willing nun on her back, her nubile legs splayed wide as I used my tools.


  Grammar. They drilled me with grammar and I drilled them with rubber, endless days and nights at the end of my strap-on, and always Sister Nuria would need more. More. More. Holding out her begging-bowl for me to fill, time and time again. I think about my lessons. I have them with me still. Use them every day.


  The memory of the taste of Sister Nuria seems to settle around me like a fuggy blanket. A comforter of her essence, the sweet taste of girls. A long lick, tongue gliding moist, pink tissues, back and forth as I lap and nibble, tweak and fondle. Sister Nuria bucking a little at my mouth, urging me on, saying a silent prayer to be taken to heaven on the crest of the climax I deliver. I work a little harder as her little death recedes and force another orgasm, attached brutally to the aftermath of the last. Gasping entreaties are not enough to stop me. She begged me not to stop, and now her urgent voice pleads that I cease.


  ‘Oh, God. Oh, my sweet Jesus, Mary and all The Saints. Chloe, Chloe, stop… please stop… I …can … bear … no … more.’


  ‘More?’


  I press on, my fingers working now. Two digits inside her and two digits inside me. Her rasping breath begging excites me. I think we may be heard, and I bury my mouth relentlessly into her musky, slippery folds.


  I break away, an instant’s pause. ‘Stay very still, Sister, and not another word.’ I deftly strap the dildo into place and move stealthily upward. I’m kneeling between her legs. She has stopped begging. All is silent. I decide that she is holding her breath. Her legs are wide, and I hoist them up and onto my shoulders. I want to plunge deep, seek out her nucleus with my trusted, slick length of latex.


  ‘There now, there,’ I sooth, pushing home. Her silky passage grasps at the shaft and sucks me in. I move as a man does, back and forth and finally buried up to the hilt, I meet her lips with mine and deliver her taste to her tongue. It snakes around mine and hooks me in as I fuck her. Fuck and grunt, pin her down with hips, mouth and hands. She’ll have marks on her bony frame in the morning. But no matter, her habit will conceal my zeal.


  The bruises will manifest as ugly punctuation; marks of my passage, my taking of her, our strange coupling now a nightly event. I’ll never tire of Nuria, and she is addicted to me. I have an aversion to many things; some odd, some obvious. The exclamation mark, overused in all things, even when people make statements, they litter their prose with ugly punctuation. I detest sentences that run on with comma, comma, comma. I prefer a full stop.


  My harsh tutor at university was never harsher than when he bent me over his knee. Naturally, when I think of school, my thoughts progress to university and my schooling at the hands of my too-old-for-me, out-of-bounds lecturer, who had me daily in his rooms and nightly, sometimes in mine. I knelt and worshiped his penis as I learned to do at Kamarovsky’s bidding. To lick, suck and swallow, for a minimum of four times a day on an empty stomach, like a repeat prescription for an illness. Over and over again.


  My cunt is wet as I think of the past and Sister Nuria as I sit in the present, trying to summon the courage to let Kamarovsky go. Tell him that this is the last time. This will be the last time, my last time at his feet, on my knees, on my hands and knees and him up to the hilt in my mouth, anus or cunt. He must set me free. I need to look to the future, without reference to the past. My past. My past does not bear me forward, it pulls me back. To the womb.


  Malachy looks at the past in order to look at the future. I didn’t ask him to cast the runes, but I’ve looked at them and wondered. I wonder what it would be like to have a concealed pocket, nesting a pouch of runes. Learn how to read them, make an interpretation of life from stone.


  I picture Kamarovsky as in a tomb. After death, stately in his sarcophagus decorated with images as befit his life. I see the phallus, huge, but one dimensional, as if he were painted on the interior walls of a pyramid, populated with scenes from life depicting his living self. I don’t know if he has chosen to be cremated or buried when he dies. Will he be like Heathcliff? Have his coffin sunk with a panel removed and leave instructions for mine to be buried alongside in a similar state. Side panels open for easy access. Will I kneel in the dirt at his grave, dressed all in black, tip forward a little and peer into the depths? The shining wood and furniture beaming out at me with sorrow that he predeceased me. As I expect he will, being so much older. But who knows?


  When I die, I shall have a willow casket, woven and fragrant. It shall be laced and adorned with ivy, the big variety with flat, variegated leaf, wound around and around tying me into my coffin with shoots of green as befits my youth, even if I am old. I shall be buried in a woodland cemetery and lie there listening to the trees and wildlife and the distant traffic from the road. In the small hours, all will be still, except for the comings and goings of some nocturnal creature and me as I walk my past over and over. Haunting always haunting and never letting go; a lady in white, a woman in black, walking the between worlds of the neither here nor there.


  I often think of death, Kamarovsky’s and my own.


  I wonder what my life would be like, would have been like without my step-father’s existence. I suppose I fantasise about his cadaver. As much as I imagine his hands in life on my skin, I think of them entombed below the sod.


  I worry about my step-father meeting my Dan, sizing him up, and trying him out for fit. Dan will know. He will see my Kamarovsky blackened soul. All my souls, nestled one by one, fit into each other like Russian nesting dolls, on each, a painted a scene; the scenes of my defilement. On the outer largest doll, the image will show me and Dan, in a family scene, much as we were at his sister’s house. I will look normal. I will be accepted. I will not be Kamarovsky’s Girl, I will belong to Captain Dan, and all will be well. The future is bright.


  But the doll will be opened. Parted, the top removed from the bottom, the two halves will reveal another doll. The painted scene will show my bedding of Suzanne, my endless feast at her core and hers at mine. It will be a feasting scene, a Groundhog Day of gluttony. Dan will see me, will see her and know. I strive to free myself from the unwanted image and the second doll parts, revealing a smaller third and the picture shows me bent over my college professor’s corduroy covered knees. I’m naked, the cheeks of my bottom, stained red, aflame as he brings down the paddle again and again. I’m coming. I’m coming. The orgasm reveals the next doll, and I’m at school, Sister Nuria is eating me, counting every sin she tries to pray away on the rosary as she licks at my nub and I soar.


  The next doll shows mother, ever-fragrant, and her marriage to Kamarovsky, the day that she officially wed him to me, welded as if in matrimony as she rejected the marital bed and he sought solace in me. Brought me home, brought me on, and prostituted me on the altar of his sin. The final doll is a carved whole. It does not separate. It is the baby, swaddled, untouched, unsullied, and uncut. Dan will not see her, the brighter enamel of the other paintings will dazzle and he will see them and he will know.


  He will know Kamarovsky and he will know me.


  They will each know and I will be lost again. Cast adrift into the rough seas of Kamarovsky’s obsession. The wind and waves of my resistance ineffective against the rock of him. He will wind his fist into my hair, reclaim me, and take up ownership. Laughing, he will whisper into my ears, their shell-like delicate inner pink, like the pearlised lining of a conch. He will utter a warning. A promise. And I’m lost again. Awash with need and I liquefy, let him take me urgently, full circle to the pleasures of death.
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  'Khloya' is taken from the novella'Matryoshka'.



  Elizabeth Woodham likes to explore age-gap scenarios and features older man, younger woman relationships in a great deal of her work. She adores predatory sex and enjoys all types of literature, especially erotica. Her favourite contemporary authors are featured in Gratis Anthology. She loves being tied to the bedposts and fucked fifty shades of black and blue. See www.elizabethwoodham.com for more information.


  


  About Gratis
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  Thanks for reading through the second Gratis Anthology; Gratis: New Beginnings. In case you haven't read it yet,Gratis: Midwinter Talesis still available at all major retailers.


  This is not going to be the last Gratis Anthology, there'll be another one coming perhaps later in 2014. If you’d like to know when the next comes out, please take a moment to sign up to our release list at:www.gratisanthology.com.


  As mentioned in the Foreword already, these professionally designed and produced collections are made available free of charge or at a nominal cost; this is a not-for-profit effort. They're a thank-you to existing readers as well as a warm 'hello' to those new to our work. It would mean the world to us if you would leave us a short review detailing what you thought, or if you told your friends about us.


  Happy reading!

OEBPS/Images/div2.png





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
[nlgliglels
a4

Erzabet Bishop, MJ Cadrey,
KM Dylan, Jason Jaxx, %kcg
Jaybee, Livila Sanders, Hedonist
Six, Molly Synthia, Chloe Thurlow,

Elizabeth Woodham





OEBPS/Images/title.png
%

New Beginnings





