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  About Gratis


  Foreword


  It's been a year since we started. After getting an initial group of writers together in September 2013, our first anthology came out in December last year. Gratis : Midwinter Tales is still available free of charge at most major retailers.


  The second volume,Gratis : New Beginnings, went live in March 2014 and still we had not had enough yet!


  We wanted to share more of our stories, more of ourselves with you, dear reader, and so we have. This collection, the third of what is expected to be a full set of four, follows in the footsteps of the previous two and once again brings you the variety and quality you've grown used to.


  You'll note that once again, this book is distributed for free, or near enough. It's both a thank-you to regular readers, as well as a warm welcome to those new to our work. If the stories in the coming pages are to your liking, why not help fellow readers out by leaving a review... It would really mean the world to us.


  Congratulations! You are one of the first readers to download Gratis: Transformation. 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 Amazon/Goodreads/your blog, and fill the form,here, with your details.


  



  Thank you,


  Hedonist Six


  Chloe Thurlow

  The Garden of Eden
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  An excerpt adapted from the novelBeing A Girl.


  Around the corner fromthe Majestic on La Croisette in Cannes is a club called the Garden of Eden. Outside, along the edge of the pavement, a blue velvet rope hangs from chromium posts. Gorillas in dinner suits guard the entrance and, behind the rope, hundreds of wannabes stand night after night hoping to be admitted, the intense young men lugging bags full of film scripts, the girls close to naked and some terribly young. 'Sluts in training,' Binky remarked as we turned the corner and saw the usual line up.


  We had left David in the bar at the Majestic surrounded by admirers and journalists. Cheats didn't win best short film at Cannes, but being nominated is recognition in itself and David was being hyped as 'on the way,' an auteur with a personal signature. He was twenty-four and awfully handsome, all the more so with the new confidence gained from his film. Other writers were now giving him feature projects to read and, with Hermann Mann his tutor, he had abandoned his own bag of scripts and acquired a Hugo Boss black linen suit.


  When you imagine the Cannes Film Festival, the first thing that comes to mind are the stars in starry glitter walking the red carpet to premières, the phallic lenses of the paparazzi, the ravenous eyes of the watching crowd. Of course, that's all very important, glamour sells, but beyond the bright lights in smoky screening rooms, Cannes is a casino, a thieves' market where fortunes are made and more often lost. A Korean who has had good sales at home will sell his feature at Cannes to small-time distributors who put on subtitles or dub the voice track before seeking a release in their own country. Big studio films get automatic distribution, but indie movies have to fight for screens in the market place.


  It is at Cannes where miracles happen and dreams break on the rocks of cold hard reality. Cinema Paradiso, a nice little film hardly seen in Italy, was discovered in some dive miles from the palm-lined promenades, repackaged and screened all over the world. In counterbalance, there's a forest of film scripts that remain unread, a million miles of unseen film that will remain unseen, and the movie business is all so nebulous when I'm grown up I shall probably go into something secure like the art world or politics.


  I was surprised to learn that more than half the business done at Cannes is in the porn market, erotica, hard core, snuff flicks from Brazil, bestiality from beastly places. Glamour sells, but porno seems to sell even more and, while I had been freeing my mind of unyielding opinions at uni, David had been sitting in the editing suite with Sacha Vance cutting the twenty steamy minutes of Stephanie Jones tonguing my shorn pussy into a five-minute short that he screened to distributors, not to get a release – Stephanie would have sued to be sure – but to show he had more than one string to his bow. David Trevellick would do anything to make a feature, and while I wasn't entirely sure that such overt ambition was an attractive quality, what I did know was that successful artists, successful people, are sure of their goal and follow its trajectory until they get there. They don't have a bow with many strings but an arrow they fire into the heart of their vision.


  At least David had paid my expenses to attend the festival. As Binky had a gap in her exam schedule, she came, too. Except for Christmas, we had spent little time together, although I had kept up a constant email appraisal of her revision. She had, as I expected, applied to King's College and, when I told Dr Goetz, he stroked his beard in the reflective way that showed his mind like a search engine was scanning the spiralling helixes of probability and chance.


  'Does she have the right attitude for King's?' he enquired.


  'If you mean does she enjoy being spanked, the answer is yes,' I replied, and he promised to have a word on the right ear.


  Nothing is ever as it seems. Thank goodness.


  Under the doctor's tutelage, I had become more confident. I knew how to hold my own in discussion. I knew how to walk, how to dress, how to present my chin, raised slightly, turned to one side. I had abandoned my wardrobe of jeans and trainers, ragged skirts and slashed shirts. I wore dresses that clung softly to my curves, stockings held by thin elastic garters, no knickers except on the odd occasion each month. I looked more refined, more sophisticated, more elegant. I looked older. I was older. I was nineteen, my body smooth and graceful, my thin arms like the necks of swans, my legs long and tapered in needle heels. A naked woman feels fully dressed in high-heeled shoes.


  This sense of being older wasn't something friends would have observed, but a change I could see in the mirror's reflection, in the subtle depths of my dark eyes, in the serene curve of my lips, in the retroussé slope of my little nose. I had lost all need of haste, all feelings of anxiety, and experienced a curious pleasure being in the midst of my contemporaries knowing that below my clothes I wore a badge of moonlight, that I had knowledge of things that few of them would ever know. The rowing blue named Guy or Oliver or James who had taken me home and plonked me down on his oar had no notion of what pleasure he may have had. What pleasures he may have given. The students talked about current affairs and fashion, skiing holidays and idle caprices. I had tasted the forbidden fruit and that night, as if drawn by fate, I would enter the Garden of Eden.
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  As Binky and I clipped along in our heels towards the club, a limousine pulled up and a group of very important people stepped out. I knew they were very important by the way the faces of those queuing behind the blue rope lit up like the lamps on the seashore at twilight, the way tears fell from their eyes, the way they elbowed each other as they pressed forward. They waved their arms, the little girls showed their breasts, and the gorillas in dinner suits, film grips moonlighting by the look of them, pressed back like rugger props in a scrum, punching teary faces, manhandling slices of bare flesh and allowing one of two ragged nymphets to enter the hallowed portals of paradise.


  Two silky women in capes slid from the limo behind a tall man with silver hair in a pony tail and another, younger man, who had won best director for A Girl's Adventure. His name was Van van de Vere, and although the alliteration was becoming the soul of all that was cool, vogue and sexy, as I had yet to see the film, and as I only knew it was Van Van by the breathless chant of the fans, I didn't get that heart-moving blast of adrenaline people seem to experience when they are confronted by the famous.


  Van Van was the rising star in whose slipstream David was setting out to follow, a pioneer taking high-concept erotica mainstream. Had David left theMajestic with us and remained with us that evening, he would have felt as if he had died and gone to heaven; at least he would have gone to the Garden of Eden. Such are the laws of probability and chance.


  I wasn't drawn to celebrity in the same way and considered fame abstract and undependable. Imagine being famous and not being recognised. Imagine being known by reputation only and having to explain yourself all the time. I was once at a dire dreadful luncheon at the Tuscan villa where Daddy had grown up. Sitting at the long table under the lemon trees was an oil engineer from Texas who turned to the English woman at his side and asked in a voice to awaken the dead, 'So, tell me, honey, what do you do?' Her eyebrows shot up like arrowheads. 'I am,' she said, 'the Minister of Health in the House of Lords,' and the Italians all had a good giggle. They were not impressed by such things. The Italians at the table were all counts and princesses. Everyone in Italy has a title and, if they don't, they do the courteous thing and make one up.


  I was only a little girl at the time but the brief exchange came back to me as the man with the silver pony tail marched along the pavement away from the screaming horde and placed his arm around my waist. He was tall, he was wearing a white suit and he had a Texan accent.


  'I've seen you somewhere before,' he said.


  'I don't think so.'


  Like a giant octopus, he engulfed Binky in his free arm.


  'I see everything at Cannes. Everything,' he said. 'You girls trying to get in?'


  We were now walking towards the club entrance, the fans screaming and crying, the girls tearing off their clothes, the boys tearing scripts from their shoulder bags.


  'Actually, no,' I said.


  'Actually, no! Hey, Van Van, don't you just love that accent?'


  'British,' he said.


  Binky glanced at me and shrugged. She was dressed in a black backless shift with a neckline that hung in swags and showed her long white neck to best effect. As a blonde she looked well in black. I was wearing a Diane von Furstenberg dress revealing one shoulder, the slant of the neckline repeated in the angle of the hemline, those 26 grams of golden thread complimented by Jimmy Choo shoes, a chain-mail evening bag shaped like a new moon and earrings consisting of three rings of gold, each containing a shifting universe of glittering stars, a Christmas gift from Dr Martin.


  The dress, as Mummy remarked when she bought it for me at Christmas, was not designed so much to be worn as to be taken off. Now that Mummy had lost the parental fear that her daughters were going to rush out and get pregnant, something that happens for some arcane reason on council estates in the North of England, she was making a superhuman effort to treat Binky and me more as apprentices than rivals, and saw herself as the master of seduction. Except for dipping each day into the Daily Mail, Mummy was not burdened with the ordeals of a formal education and believed girls should know how to ride, how to dress, how to cross their legs, when necessary and with elegance, and how to flirt in at least two languages as well as English. 'Anyone who doesn't know one of the three really isn't worth speaking to.'


  Was Mummy proud of us? I think she probably was.


  I smiled back at Binky and the Texan tightened his grip around us. We were birds of paradise and he was the king of the jungle.


  The dinner suits parted like a black and white tide and, to the tune of the hiss and whistle of those still behind the blue rope, we entered the Garden of Eden, something of a misnomer, I thought. The club was dark, smoky and vast, like a railway station, with French rap screeching from big speakers and endless avenues of arches like a Giorgio de Chirico painting, the colonnades disappearing into the foggy ruins of time, a phrase I remembered from somewhere and which seemed terribly apt. Creepers climbed the columns supporting the arches and from the overhanging branches shiny red apples hung just above my head. The were made of plastic.


  One of the girls who had slid in with us was on her knees before the biggest of the big doormen, her mouth stretched in a rictus over the bulging head of his manhood, the gorilla clutching the girl's hair in the same fist that had been pummelling the eager faces outside and driving his erection into the delicate tissue of her gaping throat. This was her price for entering paradise. After choking down the doorman's stuff, she would wipe her lips, hook her little bra back in place and be free to pursue the stars, the producers, the directors, the men in suits.


  'That's how Marylyn got started,' the Texan said.


  He had been watching me watching the girl's oral exercise and although I couldn't see myself booking my passage in this way, a girl in a man's world does what she has to do to get where she wants to go. The Texan shoved a folded bank note into the doorman's top pocket and, as if this were a cue on stage, he leaned back, pulled the hose from the girl's mouth and sprayed her face in a wash of thick milky gruel. The girl stuck out her tongue and shook her head as if in religious ecstasy as she lapped up the last hesitant squirts.


  From my chain-mail bag I produced a kleenex and, as the girl wiped her face, she couldn't take her eyes off the man whose hand was still around my waist.


  'Is that Tyler Copic?' she asked, her eyes glazed, her mouth still open.


  'I've no idea, we haven't been introduced,' I replied.


  The Texan found this amusing and steered me away from the girl as you would from a beggar on the Kings Road.


  My companion was indeed Tyler Copic, which he revealed in the modest way of someone who anticipates being known and, in spite of my dearth of film knowledge, the result of a boarding school education, I did recall having seen his credit on cinema screens on several occasions. Now that Tyler Copic was focusing on me more fully, I was focusing on him and realised that, while his hair was prematurely silver, his face was young, a long, fine boned, finely sculpted face with carved cheek bones, a Roman nose and resourceful, pale blue eyes that could have been copied from the blue of Wedgwood china.


  In his white suit, white shirt and white, Cuban-heeled cowboy boots, Tyler Copic could have been the high priest of a New Age religion, and it occurred to me that film is the new religion, that in a fragile society shorn of traditional values and lacking traditional, close-knit communities, film stories like camp fire stories provide the tribe with morals and meanings, the good guys tend to triumph and the villains meet a deserved and ghastly end. You can learn how to persevere, practise patience, be a good buddy and how to hold a knife and fork properly from watching movies. More people go to the cinema than go to church. Film is the culture. As the producer of Van's Van's A Girl's Adventure, Tyler was showing us new ways to live, new ways to love, new relationships, true liberation. Amélie Ames and Greta May, striding ahead in their capes, were the two actresses whose selfless performance would take the erotic to a general audience. To the world. In my Diane von Furstenberg silk dress I was caught in the vanguard of Cannes magic.


  'What did you think of the film?' Tyler asked, pulling me closer, his large hand gripping my side.


  'I haven't seen it,' I replied.


  'You haven't seen it? I thought everyone had seen it. I'll get a copy sent over to you. Did you see Brokeback Mountain?'


  'Yes…'


  'A Girl's Adventure's better.'


  'I'm sure it is.'


  'You did that short, what was it called?'


  'Cheats .'


  'Yeah, that's right. Did you fuck the old guy?'


  'I beg your pardon?'


  'Come on, there's no secrets in the movies.'


  'A lady,' I said, 'never explains.'


  He grinned and I thought I was going to crumble into dust as his big hand squeezed down like a vice on my hip bone.


  I had almost lost sight of Binky and the rest of our group. The Garden of Eden was in permanent twilight and they were all dressed in black, Van Van in the same sort of suit that David had chosen, Amélie and Greta in velvet capes that had a metallic blue tinge and gave them the look of blackbirds in flight. As we caught up with them and made our way through the colonnades I heard voices softly whisper Tyler Copic, Van van de Vere, A Girl's Adventure like a chant, like a mantra, and I thought if I ever became famous I would disguise my name and wear a mask.


  We moved into an alcove with a domed roof and an oval table encircled by a red velvet banquette. It was like being inside an egg. A waiter appeared with a fizzing magnum of champagne.


  'It is the first law of the universe,' Tyler Copic remarked, 'never say no to champagne.'


  'I never do,' I replied.


  'Hey, I like you, what was your name?'


  'Milly Belladulce.' I glanced at Binky. 'My sister, Roberta.'


  'Binky,' she said, and raised her glass.


  'You're so British,' said Van Van.


  'Italian, actually,' she told him.


  He grinned. 'That's just what I mean.' Van Van stroked a blonde curl from her eye and she purred magnificently.


  With her hair dancing in waves about her wide cheekbones and her shiny green eyes half shaded by long lashes, Binky had quietly gone retro. She had borrowed all the Brigitte Bardot films in daddy's collection and had analysed the discreet charms of BB's body language, every shrug and pout, every turn of heel and toss of her golden mane. I was growing very fond of my sister and was glad she would be coming up to King's.


  The actresses had settled beside me on the curve of the banquette, their movements studied like mime-artistes, their hoods framing chalk-whitened faces with elliptical eyebrows and carmine lips. Like well brought-up children in olden times, they lowered their heads and bowed slightly as they said their names. When they cast off their capes, I all but lost my poise. Words rose to the tip of my tongue where they withered to silence. Amélie Ames and Greta May were all that is desirable, tempting, illicit, the fruit in the Garden of Eden.


  My gaze went from Amélie to Greta and back again. They straightened their shoulders and sat erect as if posing for a photograph. The girls were identically dressed, a mirror image in a gorgeous assembly of black leather leashes and straps that buckled about their throats, wrists and ankles. A harness crossed their breasts horizontally in such a way that their nipples were permanently erect, the upper strap of the harness connected to the ring in the throat band. In the ring was a silver disc that, as I would later discover, spun on a central axis and, when spinning, revealed a name. Around their waists, the girls wore studded belts that supported a fringe of leather thongs that danced and slithered midway down their slender thighs. They were not clothes they were wearing, not costumes, but the livery of display.


  It was bad mannered, I'm sure, but it was hard for me to take my eyes off Amélie and Greta, at the deft arrangement of black leather crossing their skin, at their pink rosebuds emerging like spikes from the gap in the harness and reversing the tired cliché of revealing the breasts while concealing the nipples. Amélie wore tattoos on her shoulders and legs. Unlike the snake in my little movie, the tattoos were real, a hawk, a lizard, a dragon with a fiery tongue, words in Gothic script I couldn't read. Greta May had unblemished skin the colour of cream. But virgin pure or esoterically illustrated, the girls were coolly exotic, their outfits exhibiting all the pleasures of paradise and warning, too, that only the initiated should dare approach. They belonged to a world that I didn't know and would glimpse that night for the first time.


  As they moved, the thongs parted to expose on Amélie the clipped stripe of fur ornamenting her mount. Greta was sitting with her chin resting on her knee, her left foot in gladiator sandals raised on the banquette, her legs open to reveal the silver rings piercing the lips of her shorn vagina. I gazed down at her moist gash and she pulled at the rings, opening the lips still wider and showing me the pink fruit within. I glanced up and, when our eyes met, I caught a glimpse of her features behind the mask of chalk. I knew Greta May, I knew her from somewhere. But where?


  'Have we met before?' I said.


  'On the hockey field. In the swimming baths. At pony club.'


  She smiled. Now I remembered. Greta had gone to Saint Sebastian like Binky and me. She was much older, twenty-two or twenty-three, but I could recall the willowy girl in the sixth form when I was in the third taking the lead role in school plays. She had been everything I wanted to be and it felt that night as if fate had drawn us together, that I was exactly where I was supposed to be. Greta slid her bottom towards me on the banquette and I couldn't resist leaning forward and teasing the rings glittering between her legs. She closed her eyes as a wave of pleasure coursed through her body.


  I glanced at Binky, but she was engrossed in conversation with Van Van. As I had observed before, my sister was more concerned with being admired than experimenting with the erotic, and it was Tyler Copic who woke me from this moment of disorientation by tapping the rim of my champagne glass with his own.


  'Do you like what you see?' he asked. He flashed a glance at the two girls.


  I nodded slowly, judiciously. 'Yes,' I replied.


  He leaned closer. 'They belong to me,' he said.


  Tyler was wearing a signet ring with a backward C and a regular T that stood out above the dull silver band. He pressed the ring against my arm and his initials, TC, were printed on my skin, white for a moment then fading back to the brown of my suntan. The backward letters reminded me of the scene when Ricky first sees the tattoo in the mirror in Cheats, and again I had the sensation that everything was linked and that everything was how it was meant to be.


  They belong to me.


  I didn't know what he meant, not exactly, and felt breathless trying to imagine things beyond my imagination.


  I took a sip of champagne and Tyler refilled the glass.


  Beyond the egg, figures drifted by like phantoms in the swirls of smoke. I saw faces I recognised and faces I thought I recognised. I saw young men carrying bags filled with film scripts and was reminded of the Pleiades, those wayward sisters in Greek mythology punished for killing their husbands by being forced to carry water in vessels so artfully holed they are always empty when they reach their destination. The Pleiades were more than mere stars. They were a constellation.


  I saw girls with silicone-frozen pouts, silicone-frozen breasts, Cannes sun tans. It was the hottest spring on record and news teams from across the globe were capturing the outbreak of nudity claiming the town. Girls were leaving the beaches and cruising the Croisette in nothing but Prada shades and sometimes in nothing at all. They were making the updates on Korean TV, Venezuelan TV, Albanian TV, CNN, and no one they knew would see their segment, and they wouldn't see their segment, but it didn't matter. For a second, just a second, they were the news.


  Young men stopped to shake Tyler's hand, to pay obeisance to Van van de Vere. They praised Amélie and Greta, who closed their eyes behind fluttering eye lashes and turned unsmiling back to each other.


  A dwarf wearing a mortar board stopped and held out his little hands as he spoke.


  'Voilà!'


  On the black surface of his headwear were shiny pills of many colours. I didn't try them. I didn't want to. Nor did Binky. To be who I am I did not need drugs, if that was what the little pills were. I had in Cambridge been taken to the edges of my own reality, to that place where you are able to look below the surface of things, and what I had seen made me realise that life is too brutal and fleeting to do anything other than what pleases you and what pleases me is best viewed through unclouded eyes.


  My old friend Aristotle said the only rational course to pursue in life is the path of happiness and I reminded myself of his advice as if his words were a prayer that needed to be repeated often. The nuns at Saint Sebastian would say that if what you are doing makes you happy and what you are doing harms no one, it must logically be the right thing to be doing. A girl at school when I was fifteen died of head injuries after diving into an empty swimming pool. Another, a promising ballerina, lost her leg in a car crash. Disaster can catch us at any time. Plane crashes and cancer, tragedy and loss. Life is an obstacle course. There is only this moment. It is brief and precious. Only when you appreciate that are you, philosophically speaking, truly alive and truly free to be yourself.


  Did Tyler Copic comprehend these things?


  I'm sure he did.


  Did Amélie and Greta not belong to him?


  Some men can see into the mysterious core of the feminine psyche. They understand the ambiguity of our deepest needs and, as I sat in the Garden of Eden in my golden frock, my mind floated on the champagne bubbles back to that Gothic mansion on the Isle of Skye where I had finally lost my virginity and become a woman. Binky and I had returned home with red bottoms and a secret so terrible and marvellous we could never have told anyone because no one would have believed us. We had peeled off our clothes. We had been smacked and cropped. We had without urging fallen on each other in a frenzy of wild lesbian sex, and we had then been simultaneously serviced across the dining room table. We had reached the outer limits of unimagined pain and a deep, unknown sense of gratification. We had drawn the sweet nectar from chalices so similar to our own it was like making love to yourself. As the Laird broke my maidenhead it was as if the blinders had been taken from my eyes. It was the moment of awakening. It was as if my virginity had been sacrificed on the altars of my own subconscious desires.


  What was so shocking, so shameful, so revealing, and the reason why it was something Binky and I had never talked about, was that once we had got over the embarrassment of removing our clothes we had relished every moment of our humiliation. We were stark naked, our proud bodies glistening with nervous sweat in the firelight, our nipples smouldering with tension, our pussies growing damp under the watchful eyes of the two strangers. We were miles from anywhere, cut off from London, from school, from parents, from the past, from our own reality. In the Laird's island redoubt we were free like birds to forget ourselves and just be ourselves. We had been frightened, yes, petrified, but like the moth drawn to the candle flame, it is fear of the unknown that draws you into the unknown.


  We had slept that night in the stable and didn't get our clothes back until the following afternoon when a driver appeared with Binky's little pink car. The Laird paid for the repair and we paid him back by collecting eggs, feeding the chickens, sweeping out the barns and outhouses, buildings filled with poo and fetid straw that hadn't been cleaned for years. The Laird believed young girls should be strapped, spanked, mated and kept naked at all times. They are wee animals who find true contentment when they get back to nature.


  Were you to say such a thing in the cold light of a Chelsea cocktail bar it would sound absurd, but on that brisk summer's day as I walked around the farmyard covered in mud and dust, my pussy and armpits moist and smelly, it felt completely natural and not at all unpleasant, a rehearsal, in fact, for my turf laying adventures in the garden of Luther Goetz.


  As I looked back over the months since leaving school and going up to Cambridge, I felt fortunate to have met Jean-Luc, Hamish the Black Watch, Dr Goetz, and felt sorry for girls who had not had the same opportunities as me. David Trevellick had warmed to the enchantment of strapping me with his belt, but I had come to see that the pleasure, my pleasure, comes not from leading but from being led, from being in a position where I become a part of something outside myself, in a state where I am an empty vessel ready to be filled with every extreme of sensation. I understood, too, I understood now, that every smack and spank, every caning and whipping was more than an indulgence for those administering the chastisement, it was an indulgence for the one receiving it. It is in this state of submission that I pass from the shadows of confusion and insecurity, the human condition, the human dilemma, and find myself in pure radiant sunshine, in a crystal light.


  I turned to look again at Tyler Copic.


  They belong to me.


  What did he mean? Amélie Ames and Greta May were under contract? Now they had made one film for him they were obliged to make another? Or was it more literal? Or more ambiguous? His blue eyes were turquoise in the foggy ruins of the light. He was listening with apparent fascination to a young man revved up on false confidence who had stopped to pitch a film idea, which he did in thirty seconds. The boy produced from his pocket a single sheet with his concept in 150 words, shook Tyler's hand, said way to go as he held up a fist in an anarchist salute to Van van de Vere and disappeared back into the river of lost souls drifting by our booth.


  Tyler dropped the film idea on the floor.


  'An Officer and a Gentleman meets Reservoir Dogs.'


  'Star Wars.'


  Tyler and Van Van spoke a private language, a code. Tyler came to his feet, the sign for us to move on.


  We abandoned the champagne and wandered the colonnades between womb-shaped niches where girls in various states of bondage and nudity sat and perched and lay spread out on the oval tables like objects in a museum, like models backstage at a fashion shoot, like dolls being constructed on a conveyor belt, like actresses preparing for Titus Andronicus or Satyricon. There were girls on their knees performing fellatio, girls in chains, à quatre pattes, white bottoms showing between the banquettes and the tables, their two orifices invitingly open, one pink and slippery, the other violet and all the sweeter, forbidden fruit graciously offered. There were girls on laps, legs spread, vaginas spread, anuses spread, heads thrown back, breasts free, so much sex and so open, and so public, I realised I was on a journey of one thousand miles and had barely taken the first step.


  The Garden of Eden was a house of many rooms and moods. It would, I thought, be easy to become lost in the maze, to move from one erotic scene to the next, one womb to the next. People here felt safe as I'm sure the first people felt safe before temptation and Flood. I could see it in their eyes, in their graceful unhurried movements. It was hot. Sticky. Girls as girls do when they see other girls naked were stripping down to the bare essentials, getting out of themselves. Being themselves. Something printed in invisible ink in the depths of our subconscious was coming to light. In the new millennium girls were growing taller, fitter, our own atavistic genes taking us by surprise. My body was the treasure chest that held all the pleasures of original sin. I was in my golden slippers with my full breasts and dripping pussy the quintessence of sex. I could smell sex on me. I could smell sex in the air, spicy and faintly vegetal, the aroma of male sperm pooled with the scent of girlie excretions, sweet and oily to the tongue, the stuff of life, a heady mixture that made my heart beat faster. Film people talked the talk but the labyrinth to me was a place for being not talking and I had an intuition that it was those who kept silent who made films.


  The arches were evenly spaced, identical whichever way you turned, and I was reminded of a school trip to Córdoba when we visited the Mezquita, the mosque so vast and perfect the cathedral built in its interior at the time of the Inquisition is dwarfed to insignificance. Was this significant of something? Did it resonate with my life? I had yet to discover who I might be, what I might be, but at nineteen I was in the process of choosing and as we weaved our way through the twists of the maze it was like turning through my mind's web of neurons and synapses and for some reason hard to explain I could feel rising in me like mercury in a thermometer a bubble of pure contentment, that special intense joy that comes from living totally in the present.


  My skin prickled in the golden dress and I understood as Tyler stroked my hip bone in the patient way of the faithful counting prayer beads that I would be taking it off for him before the night was through. He moved his hand to the curve my bottom and I wondered if through the sheer fabric he could sense the marks of the pentangle.


  I adored being a girl and I adored being surrounded by girls. They were everywhere. Like the dancing fairies in A Midsummer Night's Dream. Like gilded butterflies. Like angels with gossamer wings fitted on harnesses and on these wings they were flying through the arches like geniis escaping bottles. There were girls on tables, kissing in corners, their mouths filled with smiles, with filmmaker appendages, their nude bodies landscaped with glittering seas of semen. There were girls I'd seen on magazine covers, models from the catwalks of Paris, from the silver screen, stars whose names I knew, their slender perfect bodies they had worked so hard to create finally liberated from the stifling prison of their costumes and their clothes. Mirrored balls turned on the ceiling picking our faces, moving impetuously on to the next and the next. People alone and in pairs were dancing to the throb of the music. It came at us in ebbs and flows as we grew nearer and then drew away from the speakers, French rap, free form jazz, discordant, unfamiliar, mesmerising. We stopped at one of the oval niches where the dwarf joined us.


  'Voilà!' he announced.


  The men inspected the confection laid out on his mortar board.


  'M&Ms,' Tyler said.


  He chose several of different colours and tossed them back into his throat. He closed his blue eyes, then pinned me like a knife thrower in his gaze as he opened them again.


  'You like it here,' he said. It was a statement, not a question. He had read my mind.


  'Yes, I do.'


  Suspended from the arch before us like a figure in a painting by Brueghel was a girl in a black hood, hands stretched above her head, her feet resting on the stone capitals at the place where the columns turned into the arch. I noticed that around her wrists, ankles and neck were black straps similar to those worn by Amélie and Greta. The split between her legs was at head height. Van Van paused, held her thighs and, as he slid his tongue up inside her, I thought how pleased she would be should someone tell her that the best director at Cannes that year had shared her wet parts. The director's tongue was going in and out like a piston, the girl's breasts were bobbing and swaying with the centrifugal force, and I could hear her wailing in ecstasy inside the hood.


  'Who are all these people, where do they come from?' I asked, turning to Tyler Copic.


  He didn't answer straight away. He took my two hands and looked me in the eyes. 'They are film people,' he said. 'People who make films. People who want to make films. People who want to be in films. Making films is a mission, a crusade, a journey through an impenetrable jungle. You're never quite sure why you start making a new film and once you start you can't imagine you're ever going to finish. When you do finish, you have to slake off your old skin like a serpent and renew yourself. The people who come here understand that.' He paused. 'Do you understand that?'


  'I think I do,' I said.


  He let go of my hands and looked at me for a long time in my little gold frock. 'How old are you?' he asked.


  I pressed my finger to my lips and thought carefully before I answered. 'Ancient,' I said, and he nodded without smiling.


  'So am I.'


  His voice was little more than a whisper and in our few words was a complicity, a contract. Tyler Copic was a man who would expect a woman to abandon all sense of herself and surrender to his will, to be his slave, his property. I glanced back at Amélie and Greta, erotic handmaidens following in our wake.


  They belong to me.


  He ran his palm slowly down my back and under my skirt. As he stroked the bare skin of my bottom I trembled. I wasn't wearing knickers, naturally. This seemed to satisfy him enormously and I was pleased to have provided him with this unexpected pleasure.


  Beyond the arch was another niche and as we moved on through the legs of the girl in the hood, I saw the girl who had gone down on the doorman as we were entering the club. She was lying across the table, her arms lashed at the wrists by belts that curled around the table legs. Her knees were spread so lithely they were touching the table top and a broad-shouldered man with a beard was lapping like a hungry bear from the lips of her vagina. He threw back his head, roared like a beast in the jungle, and then saw our little group around his alcove.


  'Tyler,' he said. 'Thought I'd see you here.'


  'Is there anywhere else to be?'


  The two men hugged like lovers. The girl grinned at me. The man with the beard was an Oscar winner, a household name, and her little pussy was the fount of his inspiration.


  'Sweeter than maple syrup,' he said, his fleshy lips obscene as they opened behind his beard. The wiry bristles were drenched. 'I'll catch you downstairs.'


  Tyler glanced at me. 'We'll be there.'


  The bearded man leaned closer to Tyler Copic. 'Prizes mean zilch, what I want to know is are you taking any money?'


  'The film's not on release yet.'


  'Yeah, but how are the rights going?'


  Tyler shrugged. 'We've sold A Girl's Adventure, well, everywhere.'


  'The United States?'


  'Every territory.'


  'You're always ahead of the trends.'


  'Is there anywhere else to be?'


  The bearded man threw up his hands and was shaking his head as he turned back to the ingénue on the table. She lifted her rear from the surface, bowed her spine and her sopping pussy opened, pink and shiny as a sea shell.


  'You have to finish what you start,' said the beard and dipped back down into the silky sea.


  We continued on from the egg room beneath the arches and came to an arena lit by a cat's cradle of criss-crossing lights. The arena was high with a domed roof like a bird's cage and suspended from the darkness above on long ropes were a number of trapezes where girls in the masks of different birds were flying through the beams of light. The trapezes hung just above our heads and in the shadows a crowd had gathered, everyone peering up with the absorbed expressions I imagine people would have in the presence of a miracle. The masks fitted neatly over the heads of the girls, disguising them completely and giving them the look of mythical creatures from a new and better world. In a mask, in a disguise, I thought, there is no need to explain anything to anyone.


  Nearly all the girls were naked, their lithe bodies varnished in sweat and shimmering like silver needles as they traced a path through the spotlights. Girls were slipping from one bar to the next and from the bars into the arms of waiting men or waiting women. Other girls as they appeared from the dark recesses around the sides of the arena were lifted up, they swung back and forth, back and forth, twisting one way and the other, passing like acrobats in the circus from trapeze to trapeze and I thought the feathery masks gave them more élan and I'm sure more confidence. The fragrance wafting about the arena was a heady elixir and I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with the perfume of girls, that ripe, lusty odour, spicy perspiration on perfect flesh, sticky with exercise and lust. I could smell the cologne of their oily discharges, the pre-orgasm scent of desire, rich as a drug. I could smell sex and the smell sharpened my senses and made me wet.


  There were girls in bondage, in fetish, a girl in skin-clinging latex in the head of the phoenix. I admired two black girls in sumptuous corsets cinched so tight it made their waists surrealistically small, their breasts were pushed forward like polished aubergines and their long ebony legs were swinging rhythmically to and fro below on the cross-spar of the same trapeze. Their heads were in the masks of mynah birds and through the pale orange beaks I could hear them softly cooing.


  A golden girl with gilded breasts likes the domes on a cathedral glided by and I felt the wind rush from her golden feathers. I saw a girl with an aviary of birds tattooed over her entire body. There was a girl with piercings in her cheeks and nipples, the silver chain clipped to the lips of her vagina twisting in circles like a Catherine wheel as she sailed overhead. I watched a petite blonde wearing white wings and a swan's head that perched gracefully on her long neck. Her skin was diaphanous, her feet perched on the trapeze and her tiny bottom looked like the moon rising over some distant horizon.


  The girls were so comfortable with their nudity I realised fully, and with some relief, that when I first visited Jean-Luc's office my intense desire to cast off my school uniform was completely natural. I was stepping out of my old skin, my old self. I was stripping away the bridle and bonds of the convent girl to dress in the costume of my naked flesh. I understood, too, that Jean-Luc, the Laird and Luther Goetz were guides leading me on a journey to find a master. I glanced sideways at Tyler Copic. Was he the one? They belong to me. The notion was quixotic, energizing. The girls on the trapezes, Amélie and Greta, they belonged to a special world, a secret world, my world. I felt like Alice about to begin my adventures in Wonderland.


  Like the motions of the universe, the display above us was continuous and ever-changing, the black ropes and spars of the trapezes vanishing in the darkness, the glittering girls like a flock of muses appearing and disappearing through the lights like apparitions, like distant memories caught in a camera obscura. I saw a raven, a magpie, a parakeet, a falcon, a yellow plumed bird of paradise whose display appeared to have been choreographed and whose small, perfect white breasts seemed familiar.


  I glanced from side to side. Amélie and Greta were standing tamely beside Tyler watching with glowing eyes. Van Van, too, alone now, his hands thrust in his jacket pockets, his neck bent, his mouth open. Binky had left the flock and I realised that my sister had been reborn as the bird of paradise. She had been the best gymnast at school and was the most exotic object of desire in the pleasure dome. She moved from trapeze to trapeze, her long thin arms churning the air like a swimmer in the sea, like a bird on the wing, her naked body glowing in the lights as white as a sail. Tyler must have sensed that I was tempted to join her and placed his hand over my bottom to hold me still. This was performance, he seemed to say. It was for the crowd, not for him.


  When Binky had tired of her routine she dropped into Van Van's waiting arms and he carried her to the side of the arena where birds of every hue were preening and flapping as they opened their bodies to the men in suits who had slipped from their suits to connect one to the other in a continuous circle of sexual congress, cocks in bottoms with mouths on the next cock connected to the open legs of the next exotic bird, one after the other like a tableau on an erotic temple and I remembered the frescos from the walls of the Ellora caves. As my sister in her beautiful mask joined the orgy I realised she had found herself. This was what she wanted, an eternal circle of sex with her the centre of attention. The circle extended around the curve of the arena and into dark passageways that I would have enjoyed exploring, but Tyler Copic led me and the actresses away from the display towards an arched door in the opposite direction.


  Four doorman were guarding the archway. One of them swung the door open and, as we made our way in darkness down a curling flight of steps, I was conscious of the beat of my heart and the sound of my heels echoing over the stone walls. In my mind I could see flying, spiralling birds in a gilded cage, and I thought I would remember what I had seen that day for the rest of my life and for the rest of my life I would be drawn back again and again to the Garden of Eden.


  We reached another door and entered a cavern where the silence was so severe you could feel it on your skin. Around the walls, below the curve of the vaulted ceiling, was an elongated wine rack that stretched into the distance, thousands, tens of thousands of bottles of wine layered in dust and ancient cobwebs. Facing the wine rack were barrels, taller than a man, with small cups suspended from taps and, as we passed, each cup like the basket below a hot air balloon would faintly quiver.


  'Shoes,' Tyler said softly, and I slipped them off.


  We were far below the streets of Cannes. It was cold and a shiver ran through me as we made our way through the ranks of wine. We reached an arched niche where we sat before a glass table on leather sofas, Amélie and Greta on one, Tyler and me on the other. Tyler was quiet for a long time. He just sat gazing along the length of the dimly lit cellar, at the barrels and bottles.


  'The wine sleeps like children and no one knows its dreams.'


  His voice was soft. I had to lean closer to hear him. He ran his hands through his silver hair.


  'Ten years ago I stood with the world at my feet on the summit of Mount Everest,' he said. 'I have tasted the meat of an albino elephant and eaten the brains of a Himalayan monkey. They say the creature's brains will awaken your dreams.' He showed his empty palms. 'Like Bigfoot and the Abominable Snowman, we find the footprints, never the myth.'


  He paused and turned the silver ring he was wearing around his finger.


  'Did you know Spanish fly is actually the dried body of the Cantharidin, a green beetle, not a fly at all? In Gujarat, ground rhinoceros horn is a speciality. An aphrodisiac?' He shook his head. 'Just another story. They should leave the horns where they are, where they belong, on the rhinos. Once we kill all the animals, as we surely will, we will be humans without humanity. It is the animals, the fish and the birds that remind us we are human.'


  He gazed off again into the distance.


  'Amélie, the '47 Saint-Emilion,' he then said and she slipped off obediently along the line of waiting bottles.


  'I have trained ten thousand girls,' he continued. 'I have turned girls into stars and turned them into black holes, empty spaces. I have seen the Aurora Borealis, the sun setting on Kuta Beach. I have rattled the keys to paradise and when you see the flying birds in the Garden of Eden life is almost bearable.'


  Our eyes met. Had he read my thoughts? Had he planted his thoughts in my mind?


  He looked back at the sleeping wine and a feeling of melancholy in that hushed silent place touched me like a cold hand. I glanced at Greta. She was sitting with one leg over the arm of the sofa, the pads of two fingers teasing the rings in her labia. Her chalk white face was untouched by emotion and I coveted her poise, her acquiescence, the silver charms like silver fish in the pink pool of her open body. My tranquillity was disturbed by the Himalayan monkey, the hunted rhinoceros, but as Greta May smiled the melancholy lifted and I understood that like her my role was not to fret on matters over which I had no control. I had been made the way I am for another purpose. If Tyler Copic was the high priest of cinema it followed that I, as the naked girl in Cheats, was an acolyte, a disciple, an extra in this new world religion.


  Greta continued to smile, she continued subliminally to nurse the rings in her exposed cleft, and I admired her equanimity, her complete acceptance of everything. It had seemed an odd coincidence that, like me, Greta May had been a pupil at Saint Sebastian's, but in that quiet place, on that black sofa with Tyler Copic, nothing seemed strange and everything was magically real.


  He put his hand on my leg, just above my knee.


  'Every night when I sleep I am robbed of the opportunity to travel to far away places, to have an adventure, to be someone else or something else. I come here to listen to the wine dreaming and believe that one day I, too, will be visited by dreams.' Tyler paused and looked at me once more. 'For a man for whom no pleasure is denied there is only the subconscious. He who sleeps without dreaming, for all that he has in the waking world, he is a man deprived of one third of his life.'


  Amélie returned with the wine opened and four crystal glasses on a tray. She placed the tray on the table, filled the glasses equally and sat again beside Greta.


  'The secret of wine is patience,' said Tyler. 'The wine has waited for us. Now we shall wait for the wine. Let it breathe.'


  We waited. The minutes passed. Tyler then came to his feet and offered me his hand. I stood. So did the girls. He turned me around to lower the zip on my dress. He turned me back to face him and peeled the gold silk from my body as if it were a cover over an oil painting. As I stepped from the material, the last traces of melancholia drifted away and a wave of contentment passed through me. I was in my natural state. A fragile smile flickered in Tyler's eyes. He appreciated my full breasts that defied gravity, firm and erect, my pert nipples, dewy pink like rosebuds. My hips were miniature boomerangs that inscribed arcs like bookends edging the plain of my tummy and my dark pubic hair was a verdant mat smelly, I'm sure, with the carnal thoughts in my mind.


  Tyler held my shoulders. He turned me into profile. He turned me again and, like a man reading Braille, ran the tips of his fingers over the curvature of my bottom. The fine lines crossing my flesh were only visible in moonlight, but as a man who surely knew how to administer those subtle scars he must have sensed their presence. As if by a force of will, the cheeks of my bottom parted and his hand slipped in the slot, sliding through the curve and into my wet pussy. I was dripping, dripping, on the verge of rapture, and his finger caressing the star of my clitoris was racing me all too quickly to climax. As the air caught in my throat and my heart swelled in my chest, he stopped and stroked my bottom until the sensation passed.


  I know, I know I have said it before, but I adore being a girl and nothing at that moment would have given me more pleasure than for Tyler to have bent me over the sofa and tanned my bottom until it was the same shade of red as the wine standing on the glass table. I knew, too, even as the thought was running through my mind, that for a man like Tyler it is the anticipation of pleasure more than pleasure that he seeks. He took his hand away and Greta licked the juice from his fingertips. Tyler was staring into her eyes and the ellipse of her raised eyebrows as she sucked his fingers gave her the look of a Japanese Geisha and I suppose that was her role.


  Amélie passed each of us a crystal glass. As we touched the rims the sound resonated like a high-pitched bell over the ceiling.


  'Shush,' Tyler said, 'the wine is sleeping,' and we smiled.


  We slowly drank the Saint-Emilion. I know nothing about wine except the delight it stirs on my taste buds, but I cannot imagine a vintage with greater depth, more sensitivity. As the dreamy liquid coursed through my body, I got a sense of the rolling hills of Bordeaux, sunlight on vineyards, the rich harvest of 1947. I sipped my wine until it had gone and the tear drop that remained in the well of the glass was too deep for me to reach with my tongue but I tried anyway. Tyler saw me.


  'Shall we open another bottle?' he asked.


  'No,' I said. 'One dream is enough.'


  'To begin with,' he said.


  The girls replaced their empty glasses on the table and we watched them strip from their costumes, first Amélie, then Greta. It was like a performance, and although Tyler had been everywhere and tasted every fruit, I was sure this show he would always enjoy. Greta slid the strap from the buckle holding Amélie's harness, Amélie pirouetted on her toes and her costume stripped away from her body in a continuous ribbon of black leather. She did the same for Greta and as Greta turned in a circle I could see a shiny scar at the pit of her back.


  Before I could look closer, Greta showed me the silver disk that turned in the ring she had been wearing at her throat. On it were little ticks and scores like hieroglyphics.


  'Blow,' she said, and when I did so the spinning symbols spelled the name Tyler Copic.


  Greta turned so that I could see her back. So did Amélie. Each had the identical scar immediately above the crack in their bottoms.


  'You can touch,' said Greta.


  The scar consisted of the letters TC.


  I looked at Tyler. He was holding his wine glass and I could clearly see on the dull silver ring he was wearing his initials in reverse.


  I touched the scar on Greta's back. It was smooth and must have been scolded into her skin with the ring heated until it was white hot. It was hard to imagine what agony it must have been, but pain passes, it is the sister of pleasure, and as the girls turned back to face me I wasn't surprised to see how inordinately proud they were with these tokens of belonging.


  We stood there quietly, the silence in some way drawing us closer. Tyler had said little about himself. He had asked nothing about me. But as a man who had seen everything, he must have perceived in the erotic outtakes from David's film something in me that could reach its full potential were the ring that he wore to sign a contract on my flesh. Was it chance that his limousine should have pulled up at the moment when Binky and I were approaching the Garden of Eden? Perhaps so, and perhaps there is no such thing as chance, that each coincidence, each random encounter has been plotted by the stars and destiny is how we respond to that coincidence, that arbitrary encounter.


  I glanced at Greta, at Amélie, two naked girls with finely drawn features on painted faces, and it occurred to me that for Tyler Copic, a man for whom no pleasure is denied, a man who can make the dreams of others come true, the one true pleasure he had was to have complete power over girls who are young and malleable and at their very best, the moment when they are in full control of their own power. Power meeting power is the unstoppable force of the film world. Tyler's brand on Greta and Amélie was an outward sign of who he was, of what he could do. Greta and Amélie were girls who knew what they wanted. They wanted careers. Now, they belonged to Tyler Copic. One day they would be stars. They would leave him, perhaps, find other men to serve, but the brand on their bodies would remain, a reminder that wherever they went and whatever they did, he would always be their master.


  'Come,' he said, still whispering. 'We have one more surprise for Milly.'


  Tyler ducked out of the niche and we followed him to another door in the opposite direction to which we had come. The door was made of dark wood and studded in black iron rivets. Tyler turned the round handle and motioned for me to lead the way. We left the crypt of dreaming wine and, as I made my way down a spiral of stone stairs, I imagined I was a reproduction from Marcel Duchamp's Nude Descending a Staircase. We had analysed the painting in art class, a small canvas depicting successive movements of a single body, and though I had looked at the print on countless occasions only now, naked on a spiral staircase, did I recognize that just as art does not depend on an established set of rules, nor does life. I understood, too, that my lack of desire to be famous, to be a star in the movie firmament, gave me an unfettered sense of freedom. I was a Duchamp ready-made, a functional object with a fresh aesthetic.


  I wasn't cold now. There was a smile touching the corners of my lips. My breasts moved just slightly with my movement and I could see in my mind's eye facets of my naked form in constantly moving shadows. I enjoyed that sense of the scene before me appearing and disappearing with each curve on the spiral. The staircase ended in another domed arena where, at the centre, there was a circular pool with water shivering on the surface like molten gold. The pool was shallow and around the perimeter, sloping up from the edge, was a bench two metres wide covered in what appeared to be fur the same lustrous colour as Binky's blonde hair.


  Both in the pool and stretched around the circular bench were naked girls, girls swimming, making love, in twos and threes. I could smell the pungent scent of desire. I could hear the irrepressible gasp of girls in ecstasy. In Dante's inferno the denizens descend into deeper layers of hell. In the Garden of Eden, I had a sense of entering paradise.


  Tyler Copic left us and climbed the stairs to the gallery above the pool. I noticed the bearded man, the Oscar winner, at a table with two other men and Tyler went to join them. I glanced from table to table and, as I did so, Greta told me who they were. I didn't know all their faces, but I knew their names. They were the producers, agents, screenwriters, the directors, famous actors, the men in suits. I remember David telling me the first filmmaker was Georges Méliès, a Frenchmen. They movie business began here, in France, in Cannes, and those men on the gallery were the chosen few who made the films that guided our lives and shaped our thoughts. There were no women on the gallery, no men in the pool, just a sea of beautiful girls all perfectly formed and full of grace, sculptures come to life from a pagan temple. The gilded roof of the dome warmed the light into a golden glow that gleamed like oil on their naked flesh and seemed to give those girls an inner radiance.


  As we moved towards the pool, I noticed that each girl stood very straight when she walked and when she swam in the golden water, her long limbs made barely a ripple. I saw when their eyes met mine that their gaze was clear, sharp, unclouded by doubt, and what was most striking was the sense of abandon, the shameless lack of inhibitions, the way that one girl would sink her tongue into the intimate parts of another, take her to orgasm, and move on to the next. There were girls who were well-known, actresses and models from the pages of magazines, the girls I had seen walking among the arches above us, but here beside the pool they were starkly, nakedly themselves. There were no divisions, there was no sense of competition, just a inexorable desire for pleasure.


  Greta took my hand. We slipped into the pool. It was shallow at the edge and, as I waded towards the centre, brushing shoulders with all those divine beings, my feet were nursed in fur, a moving carpet like reeds on the bed of a lake, an immense pelt from a woolly mammoth. The water was smooth like an unguent and, as I began to swim, I savoured the syrupy tang of girls, their slippery essence softening the water and igniting my senses. Greta followed and, as I climbed from the pool, we slipped down together on the yellow fur, two sacred creatures discovering the universe.


  We kissed. Her lips were full and the white chalk on her face had vanished in the oily balm of the pool. I licked her cheeks, the hollow of her throat, I slipped her breasts into my mouth, first one then the other, biting down on the crimson buds until she squealed with delight. Her breasts were small and muscular, her ribcage well defined, her stomach concave as she lay with her legs stretched out on the bench. Her pussy was open. The silver rings were slicked in juice. I caressed them with my tongue and pulled them with my teeth. As I did so, Greta May writhed under me, shivering with satisfaction. I swivelled round. I sank my tongue deep inside her creamy wet cleft and, at the same time, I felt Greta's tongue reach into the core of my body. We were joined. Two convent girls from Saint Sebastian's.


  While I was sliding my tongue around Greta's bejewelled lips, a tongue pressed into my bottom and though I thought it was probably Amélie who had joined us. I wasn't certain and that sense of not knowing was all the more exhilarating. Greta began to climax below me, she raised her bottom from the furry bench and as she exploded in orgasm, I did too, and we rolled over in a mass of arms and legs. It wasn't Amélie who had joined us. It was the girl with an aviary of birds illustrating her flesh. She lowered her sex over my waiting mouth while Greta opened my knees and pushed her tongue back inside my pussy. I felt complete, joyful. There is something reassuring about feel of the whip and the cane, but for heavenly bliss there is nothing like the taste of girls.


  I swam in the pool. I kissed girls as they floated towards me. We climbed out of the creamy water and probed each other's secret places. In this hall of paradise I would be presented with every manner of indulgence and realised that however far I was taken I was sure I would go further. I was grateful to Tyler Copic to have shown me the world of film the camera never sees, but my destiny was not to wear his brand. I was, I realised, not born for fame but for the anonymous realms of unknown pleasure.
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  The following story is set 11 months after the events of The Magician’s Lover: Book One in the Prophecy Girl Trilogy, and was written with both new readers and existing fans of the series in mind.


  ‘I’m a witch,’ Lindsey Wade said.


  Cammie laughed loudly. ‘Nice, Linds. Are you a sexy witch?’


  ‘Want me to show you?’


  ‘Sure.’ Cammie’s plump lips turned up into a naughty grin. She moved to sit next to Lindsey on the couch, and then leaned forwards and collected the laptop that rested atop the glass coffee table.


  ‘Thanks. One sec.’


  Lindsey opened the laptop’s internet browser and swiftly navigated to her favourite online Halloween costume shop. Four quick jabs of the touchpad later, the screen was filled with a full-length photo of a slim young blonde in a witch costume; a black satin number with a short frilly skirt, a cheap-looking corset at the front, and the obligatory pointy hat.


  ‘Hey,’ Cammie said. ‘She looks like you.’


  Lindsey hadn’t really paid any notice to the model as her limited attention had been focussed solely on the outfit, but now that she did she realised that Cammie was absolutely wrong. This girl had the lengthy, toned torso of a professional model, rather than her own pot belly and short legs. She looked about 18, not 24. Her eyes were blue instead of green. She had a symmetrical beauty and perfect features which Lindsey didn’t come close to. In fact, the long blonde hair was about the only thing they had in common – and even then, Lindsey’s was several shades darker.


  She rolled her eyes and grinned playfully. ‘Maybe, at a push, she looks like me a few years ago. If I knew how to act in front of a camera. And didn’t like eating.’


  ‘Oh, shush. Even after everything that happened last year you’re still always down on yourself, huh? You’re gorgeous, Linds. And, you know… in 20 years’ time, you’re going to look a hell of a lot younger than she will.’


  Lindsey said nothing. She hoped that Cammie had meant that as a reassuring observation on the fact that Lindsey aged much slower than most people. But something about the tone of her voice had made it feel an awful lot like an insult.


  ‘Can you zoom in on the costume?’ Cammie leaned in for a closer look, her hand alighting on Lindsey’s shoulder. Lindsey instinctively tensed up at the gentle touch. It reminded her too much of what had happened between them, almost a year ago now.


  ‘That’s fucking hot,’ Cammie said. Lindsey laughed. Apparently Cammie still hadn’t learned to control her language. ‘Though I think you should chop into the top a bit. Expose some cleavage. Lord knows I would if I had your boobs.’ She smiled at Lindsey, her deep brown eyes a little too close for comfort.


  ‘Come on, Cam,’ Lindsey said, leaning away slightly. She awkwardly brushed some loose strands of hair behind her ears. ‘I used to work with these people. I can’t get too slutty on them.’


  ‘Precisely. You used to work with them. You haven’t been in the office for over eight months. And fuck it, it’s Halloween, it’s the only time of the year you’re legitimately allowed to get really slutty. Especially at a fucking office party in the middle of London.’


  Lindsey imagined herself striding into her old office wearing designer high heels, her big breasts almost spilling out of the ridiculous costume. She had to admit, there would be a certain cathartic satisfaction in displaying her dramatic transformation from shy, dowdy receptionist to powerful, sexual young woman. All the people she had worked with and never really liked, such as her lecherous old boss John Carlyle, would certainly notice her then.


  Her private smile turned into a grimace as the fun little fantasy became a guilty memory; dark recesses of her brain taunting her with visions of herself wearing next to nothing in a seedy nightclub as several strangers touched her, kissed her, and…


  She looked at her knees and fidgeted with the hem of her baby blue dress. She cleared her throat and attempted to change the subject.


  ‘So what’s the new Head Paralegal going to wear?’


  ‘Guess.’


  Lindsey frowned in concentration as she considered Cammie’s penchant for vintage 1940s and 50s pinup fashion, and the expert way she used clothes and makeup and hairstyling to divert attention away from her practically flat chest, by drawing focus to her gorgeous, glossy chestnut-brown hair, her enviable lips and her disproportionately large, round arse. That said, she also had to remember that this was in relation to an outfit for a works party – Cammie would surely have to avoid overt displays of sexuality.


  ‘Audrey Hepburn?’


  Cammie grinned. ‘Hang on. I’ll be right back.’


  As Cammie got to her feet Lindsey couldn’t help but feel a short, vicious stab of jealousy. How was it that she was wearing a fashionable dress and delicate, barely-there makeup which had taken her almost an hour to perfect, and she still didn’t look half as good as her makeup-free, ponytailed friend in her simple skinny jeans and a plain black vest top?


  She shook her head at herself and looked around the minimalist but homely décor of Cammie’s small Chelsea apartment. Her gaze settled on a shelf, upon which was a framed photograph of herself with her arm around Cammie. They both had on their best party dresses. A couple of hours after that photo had been taken, every single aspect of Lindsey’s entire life had changed for ever. Her jaw clenched involuntarily. Everything that had gone unspoken between her and Cammie since that night... It was a shame. She reached for the half-empty wine glass on the coffee table and brought it to her lips with trembling fingers.


  A moment later Cammie enthusiastically bounded back into the room, holding a skimpy outfit on a hanger against her slim frame.


  ‘What do you think?’


  Lindsey appraised the cropped blue cotton shirt and the miniscule pair of black shorts which apparently composed Cammie’s entire outfit. A delicious mental image of Cammie’s juicy buttocks crammed into those tiny shorts flashed unbidden into her mind.


  ‘Is that…’ Lindsey coughed. ‘Is that supposed to be a police costume?’


  ‘What do you mean, “supposed to be?” Can’t you see the cute little star?’ Cammie tapped one finger against an abysmally sewn five-pointed sheriffs’ badge on the lapel. ‘And I’ve got a hat and handcuffs and a truncheon and stuff. I thought it’d be funny. Police, solicitor-in-training; it’s kind of appropriate, right? Not as apt as yours admittedly, but-’


  ‘Isn’t your belly going to show?’ Lindsey said, interrupting another hopefully accidental slur.


  Cammie displayed two rows of perfect white teeth in a huge grin.


  Lindsey shook her head and sighed heavily. ‘How the hell did you lose all the baby weight already?’


  Cammie hung the costume over the back of a chair. ‘When you’ve got a fiancée who goes to the gym as much as mine does, you tend to pick up a few tips.’


  Lindsey nodded, conceding the point. Jason Bishop had a fascination with bodybuilding and the pursuit of physical perfection which bordered on the obsessive.


  ‘But what about the scars? Don’t you mind them?’


  ‘Fuck, no,’ Cammie said loudly, returning to the couch and taking a sip of wine. ‘They’re my battle scars. So are you excited about seeing all the old faces?’


  ‘Not really. It’s going to be a little weird. You’re the only person going who I like.’


  ‘It’s not too late to back out, you know. I won’t mind.’


  ‘No, Cam. I can’t let you down like that. I’ve barely seen you this last year.’


  ‘I know.’ Cammie smiled sadly. ‘You could always bring Dmitri as a plus one?’


  ‘No,’ Lindsey said, far too quickly.


  ‘Oh? Is everything OK?’


  Lindsey took a long, slow inhalation of breath. ‘No, not really. But it doesn’t matter. How are things with you?’


  ‘Never mind me, I’m fucking fantastic. What’s going on with you and Dmitri?’


  Lindsey groaned. There was no easy way to say that she was still haunted by her past actions. Not to mention the fact that she was destined to give birth to a girl who would likely die at the hands of her former lover; and that even though all she’d ever wanted was to have kids, the weight of that responsibility meant that she no longer intended to become a mother at all.


  She fiddled uneasily with her hair and then her dress before eventually speaking. ‘There’s loads of stuff he and I have never discussed. Things I did during… the whole Angelito thing. There’s a lot he doesn’t know about me.’


  ‘So? You weren’t together then. A guy as hot as him… He’s probably done a lot of nasty shit himself. Before you, I mean.’


  Lindsey felt her defences crumbling down. Long-buried emotions began to flood out of her like a river that had burst its banks.


  ‘Yes, but this is different. You expect men who look like Dmitri to have had a slutty past. You don’t expect it from someone like me. I used to be a good person, Cam.’


  Cammie gave a sympathetic half-smile and gently placed her hand just above Lindsey’s knee.


  Lindsey glanced down and had a brief mental image of those perfectly manicured French nails sliding upwards along her bare thigh. She felt herself clench involuntarily.


  ‘Oh, hon. You are a good person,’ Cammie said, her voice soft.


  ‘I’m not. I’m really not. I… I did some awful things, Cam. It’s all I can think about when I’m with him. We barely have sex anymore.’


  ‘Really? But you haven’t even been together a year yet. I mean… have you seen your boyfriend? I thought you had a magical vagina or something?’


  Despite the way she was feeling and the insensitive way Cammie had put it, Lindsey couldn’t help but laugh.


  ‘I do not have a magical vagina, Cammie. Yes, my libido is heightened because of… because of what I am, but that’s it. I still have all the emotional bullshit, and that is not a sexy feeling. The things I did, the people I did them with… There were so many, Cam. And I can’t pretend that any of them made me do it, because at the time, it was all exactly what I wanted. Before I met Dmitri I was practically a virgin. By the time we got together, I’d slept with more people than most women do in a lifetime.’


  ‘So tell him about it. You never know what’ll happen if you’re just honest with each other about what turns you on. He might be into the thought of you fucking other guys. Or girls, for that matter.’


  Cammie looked at Lindsey meaningfully. Lindsey felt her cheeks flush as Cammie infinitesimally moved her hand upwards.


  ‘Like… like how you’ve been doing all that stuff with Jason since he told you he’s into bondage, you mean?’


  ‘What? Oh. Yeah. Like that.’ Cammie’s voice hardened and her eyes dulled. Her hand snapped away from Lindsey. ‘Don’t change the subject. You’re pissing me off.’


  The abrupt switch in Cammie’s mood hit Lindsey like a slap to the face. She winced, inwardly cursing her own stupidity, suddenly feeling almost overwhelmingly guilty.


  ‘Cam, I don’t-’


  ‘Look, Linds. Last year a fucking celebrity magician came to my house and tortured me and Jason with his fucking mind, then the next day you phone me up all fucking panicked and tell me to get out of London. I thought I was going to die. I thought you were as good as fucking dead already. And then I saw all this stuff on the news about a massacre at a fucking country manor. I found out that there’s this whole world of actual fucking magic out there, and my best friend was a part of it all along. If there’s one thing I learned from all of that shit it’s that life is way too fucking short to be worrying about all the fucking trivial bullshit.’


  ‘I…’ Lindsey’s voice broke. Her shoulders tensed up as she inhaled sharply. ‘I’m sorry, Cammie. I’m so sorry I dragged you into all of this. I never meant to hurt you. I didn’t know what Angelito was really like. It was all so weird. One minute I was boring old Lindsey on reception, the next minute there’s a famous guy telling me I’m a “magus” and I’ve got all these freaky abilities, then there was that whole thing with Dmitri and… Ugh. I’m sorry, Cam. I’m just… I’m sorry. I don’t know what else to say.’


  Cammie slowly exhaled. ‘I’m not blaming you, Linds. Even though I watched you fix Jason’s broken arm with one touch, I honestly still can’t wrap my head around you being a… being what you are. Not to mention the whole ageing thing. If I can’t deal with that now, how could I have at the time? I should have been there for you and I wasn’t. Maybe if I had been, that whole thing with Angelito wouldn’t have gone the way it did. All I’m saying is that what happened put things in perspective for me. It could all end tomorrow. Which is why Jason and I are where we are now.’


  ‘How do you mean?’


  ‘You were there at the beginning. You know I wasn’t sure about him. But we’re good together. Fuck, we’re great together. So when you sent us out of London, we took off to the Lake District for a while. We were up until four in the morning every night, talking and fucking and talking some more. We figured out what we both wanted out of life. I’m pretty sure that was the week I got pregnant. Sure, we haven’t been together that long. But fuck it. We love each other, and if I die tomorrow at least I won’t have any regrets. Ah, fuck…’


  ‘What?’


  Cammie held Lindsey’s gaze. And then kissed her.


  It happened so quickly that Lindsey didn’t react; she just sat there stone-faced as Cammie’s lips pressed against hers and held for a second.


  Her nerves leapt with electricity and a pool of heat rushed between her legs as her body remembered the sensation of Cammie’s soft lips on hers.


  Cammie withdrew, but her face was still well within kissing distance. Lindsey cleared her throat. ‘What was…’


  Cammie spoke quietly. ‘Why have we never talked about what happened between us?’


  ‘I don’t know. I mean… I’m with Dmitri now, and I…’


  ‘So? Jason was there too, remember, and he’s still with me. Most guys love to watch two girls together.’


  ‘Yeah, I know, but…’ Lindsey took a moment to compose herself. ‘That wasn’t about putting on a show, Cam.’


  ‘I know. I’d been into you for a long time.’


  ‘But… I didn’t… Had you been with other girls before?’


  ‘Of course. Who didn’t fuck about in Uni? But that was just fooling around. It wasn’t… It was different with you. I know it meant something to you, and it sure as fuck meant a lot to me. So why haven’t we even talked about it once in the last year?’


  ‘Because,’ Lindsey said, her green eyes filling with tears, ‘the problem with being in love with two people is that one person inevitably gets hurt.’


  Cammie hesitated. ‘Did you just say that you’re in love with me?’


  ‘Hey, you were the one insistent on being open and honest with each other. If you didn’t want that, you shouldn’t have-’


  ‘Shh.’ Cammie leaned forwards and kissed Lindsey again. This time Lindsey allowed her lips to part and their tongues met for a brief, tentative moment.


  ‘I get it,’ Cammie said, her voice little more than a whisper. Her right hand slid to the back of Lindsey’s neck. ‘I feel the same as you. It’s not like with Jason, it’s different, but… I think about us all the time, Linds.’


  Lindsey’s eyes closed and she exhaled slowly, torn between guilt and arousal as Cammie’s left hand manoeuvred under her dress and settled on the sensitive skin on the inside of her thigh.


  ‘No,’ she said through a breath.


  ‘No?’ Cammie brushed some hair away and flicked the tip of her tongue over Lindsey’s earlobe. ‘So stop me. Grab my arm and pull it away from you.’


  Lindsey breathed heavily through parted lips, her body putty in Cammie’s hands.


  ‘Stop it, Cam…’


  ‘Make me.’


  Lindsey gasped loudly as Cammie’s fingers met the sopping wet heat between her legs. She squirmed helplessly, her back arching forwards as Cammie began to tease her swollen clit through the thin material of her panties.


  Eventually she managed to summon enough strength to grab Cammie’s forearm and pull it out from between her legs.


  Cammie struggled against her grip, so she tightened her hold.


  ‘Yes,’ Cammie hissed, her pupils dilated and her cheeks flushed.


  ‘Please, Cam,’ Lindsey said. She cursed herself; she sounded a lot more turned on than she’d intended to. ‘This shouldn’t have happened.’


  ‘You know this feels right, Linds. You know you want me to carry on.’


  ‘I…’


  ‘Do you want me to stop?’


  Lindsey loosened her grip on Cammie’s wrist. ‘I’m… I…’


  Cammie shook off Lindsey’s grip, then put two of her fingers knuckle-deep into her own mouth and sucked. She made a show of it; her eyes locked into Lindsey’s, every movement of her lips deliberately controlled, her tongue working skilfully around her digits. She pulled her fingers out from the vacuum of her mouth with a quiet pop.


  ‘Mm. You taste even better than I remember, Lindsey.’


  ‘But… Dmitri…’


  Cammie slowly drew one leg across Lindsey until she was straddling her. She pulled her top off over her head, revealing the subtle curves of her small breasts. Motherhood had made them larger than Lindsey remembered them.


  ‘Do you want me or not, Lindsey?’


  Lindsey’s body answered for her. She reached up and hesitantly stroked the unbelievably soft skin of Cammie’s pert breasts. Her thumbs glanced across the dark points of Cammie’s nipples, causing her whole body to tremble.


  Cammie cupped Lindsey’s face in her hand, running her thumb across her bottom lip.


  ‘Say it, Linds. Tell me you want me.’


  ‘I…’ Her voice was barely more than a whisper. ‘I want you.’


  Cammie smiled. ‘There, now. That wasn’t so difficult, was it?’


  She clambered off Lindsey and got to her knees in front of her. Her hands slid underneath Lindsey, cupping her arse, and with a strength that belied her petite frame pulled Lindsey forwards so aggressively that she audibly gasped.


  ‘Lift,’ she said softly, holding the thin material of Lindsey’s panties.


  Lindsey arched her hips up, gripping the hem of her dress and pulling it upwards to pool around her waist as Cammie pulled the wet white lace down and off.


  Cammie looked up at Lindsey with a devilishly naughty look in her eyes. Lindsey’s heart fluttered – initially with excitement, but then feelings of self-reproach began to creep in as well. She briefly considered getting to her feet and running out of the apartment before she did something really stupid. But all of that was forgotten when Cammie lunged forwards and lapped at her.


  ‘Oh, fucking hell Cam…’


  Lindsey gripped Cammie’s head with one hand, the other writhing uselessly on the sofa to her side. As much as she wanted to watch Cammie she couldn’t keep her eyes open. Her head tilted back against the sofa and quiet squeaks fell from between her lips.


  It was better than she’d remembered. And as much as she tried to convince herself otherwise, she remembered it more frequently than she’d care to admit.


  ‘Oh my God,’ Lindsey said, each individual word a separate breath.


  Her fingers wrapped tightly around Cammie’s glossy brown ponytail, her hips grinding slightly, her body tingling all over as Cammie’s tongue worked at her. But this wasn’t like Dmitri’s carefully orchestrated moves and practiced techniques – Cammie was just plain French kissing her pussy. In a way, as wonderful as Dmitri’s expert tricks were… this was better. Closer, somehow.


  Cammie moaned under her breath and Lindsey managed to open her eyes enough to notice the rapid undulations of Cammie’s right shoulder. She was touching herself.


  Lindsey wanted to help her, but at the same time she didn’t want her own enjoyment to cease. She whimpered Cammie’s name over and over again, the sound of her voice accompanied only by the quiet scratch of her fingernails on the sofa and the soft, wet noises emanating from between her legs.


  ‘Oh, God,’ she said. Then again, louder. Her body began to feel like it had been left on the boil too long. As loose as it was her dress felt like it was made of the most constrictive material imaginable. Her right hand clawed urgently against her own breast.


  And then, finally, the levee broke. Her legs clamped tightly together and her arse lifted off the sofa, her body frozen motionless like an erotic statue, and even though her eyes were closed she could picture Cammie’s gorgeous face between her legs. She was so grateful that it was she who was giving her so much pleasure.


  The warm haze began to clear and as if she was inside Lindsey’s mind, Cammie slowed the ministrations of her tongue in time with the pulsing energy that coursed easily through Lindsey’s body. Eventually she silently withdrew and sat back on her heels.


  Lindsey relaxed the muscles in her thighs and exhaled peacefully. She leaned forwards, softly holding Cammie’s face in her hands and looking at her. With her doe eyed expression and the glistening sheen around her mouth she looked perfect in her submission.


  ‘Please, Linds.’


  Lindsey delicately kissed Cammie’s lips, savouring her own taste. ‘Switch,’ she said quietly.


  ‘No,’ Cammie said, beads of sweat erupting across her hairline. ‘Tie me up.’


  ‘Hmm?’ Lindsey raised an inquisitive eyebrow. ‘I’m not Jason, you know.’


  ‘It’s not Jason who’s into bondage, Linds. It’s me. It’s always been me. Just fucking…’


  ‘Shh.’ Lindsey pressed a finger against Cammie’s lips. She let her fingertips trail down Cammie’s jawline to the delicate, pale column of her throat, and experimentally turned those fingers into a grip around it.


  Cammie offered no resistance. If anything she looked even more turned on.


  Well this is interesting, Lindsey thought. She’d never considered herself dominant in any way, let alone sexually, but this was… exciting.


  ‘Let me go get those handcuffs you were talking about.’


  ‘No,’ Cammie said quickly. ‘Can you… do… what you do?’


  ‘Magic? I thought it scared you?’


  ‘Yes. It does. More than you know. But… I can’t explain it.’ She grimaced. ‘I shouldn’t have said anything. It doesn’t matter.’


  ‘Shh. Don’t worry.’ Lindsey stood and quickly cleared the coffee table. ‘Get on the table.’


  ‘Are you sure you don’t mind?’


  Lindsey nodded.


  Cammie got to her feet. ‘But… Will it hold?’


  Lindsey rolled her eyes. ‘Honey, you weigh about as much as one of Jason’s legs. Take your pants off.’ She grinned. ‘Now,’ she added, enjoying the power play.


  Cammie smiled at her. She let her already-unfastened jeans fall to the floor, swiftly followed by her underwear.


  Lindsey appraised Cammie’s nude body. Cammie was right; there was something incredibly appealing about the silvery stretch marks on the lower end of her slim belly. And what lay below them was even sweeter.


  ‘Spin,’ Lindsey said.


  Cammie obliged. As she did so Lindsey got her first glimpse in a year of the bare curves of Cammie’s big round arse. A sordid part of her brain which hadn’t existed 12 months ago treated her to an unexpected mental image of Dmitri’s thick cock buried between those buttocks, whilst her own tongue paid attention to Cammie’s front.


  Lindsey exhaled a shaky breath and tried to drag herself back to reality.


  ‘Get on the fucking table, Cammie.’


  Cammie slowly lowered herself onto her back on the glass and Lindsey moved to stand in front of her. From this position she towered over her.


  ‘This is going to be weird, Cam. Are you ready?’


  ‘Yes.’


  Lindsey inclined her head. She held her arms out slightly from her sides and turned her hands palm-forward, her fingers half-clawed as if she was holding a tennis ball in each hand. She concentrated hard and felt every muscle in her arms begin to tighten.


  Cammie sat bolt upright and emitted a loud, shocked gasp.


  That probably meant that Lindsey’s eyes had just turned entirely white.


  ‘Don’t worry,’ Lindsey said softly. ‘It’s… an occupational hazard.’


  She smiled and waited, watching, holding on for Cammie’s panic to subside. Soon the fast movements of her chest slowed and she lay back down.


  ‘OK?’


  Cammie murmured in acquiescence.


  Lindsey renewed her concentration and pulled on the innate forces inside her, willing them to work for her without touch. Ignoring the legs of the table she focussed on the metal shelf that lay beneath the main table top, softening it, stretching it, until it broke the barriers of accepted physics and became something that was both solid and liquid.


  As always, the use of her powers caused a hot, sticky need to awaken between her legs.


  ‘Soon,’ she said, more to herself than Cammie.


  She jerked her arms wide and the shelf became like a wide X that stretched out across all corners of the table and out another few feet, hovering in mid-air like some strange amorphous alien with shimmering, reflective skin.


  She closed her fingers inwards on her palms. The floating tendrils whipped up, gripping Cammie’s wrists and ankles as if they had intelligence of their own. Cammie swore loudly; by the time she had finished speaking she was lying spread-eagled with each of her limbs bound, the metal having wrapped around them and already returned to a solid state.


  Lindsey let go of her magic, feeling it dissipate along with the tension in her forearms. She blinked her eyes, returning them to their natural green, and smiled as she looked down at her new creation.


  The table was enfolded around Cammie like it had always been designed that way. She looked like some bizarre erotic art installation.


  ‘Fuck, Lindsey…’


  Lindsey grinned. This time it was she who dropped to her knees. She did so without ceremony, softly kissing up the inside of Cammie’s left thigh until she found her prize.


  She hesitated half an inch from it, breathing warm air onto the shaven folds of Cammie’s glistening pussy.


  Then she pressed forwards, eagerly tasting her best friend.


  She felt Cammie’s muscles strain as if she wanted to close her legs around her or hold her head; but the bonds allowed absolutely no movement whatsoever.


  Lindsey briefly broke away. ‘Is this OK?’


  ‘It’s perfect,’ Cammie said hurriedly. ‘Don’t stop. Please, Linds.’


  Lindsey nodded and returned to what she had been doing. She brought one hand up under her chin and slid two fingers inside Cammie’s pussy… then a third… then a fourth. She began to drive them in and out as she licked at the sensitive bud which lay a little higher. She closed her eyes, enjoying the moment, savouring Cammie’s warm, sweet taste and the way her body would alternately tense and ease.


  She remembered a night at a party almost a year ago; what it felt and sounded like when she had made Cammie come; all the guilt-ridden times she’d secretly masturbated over thoughts of what had happened. And she wondered why on earth she’d waited until now to acknowledge the truth of her feelings.


  A loud, abrasive buzzing sound interrupted her thoughts.


  Somehow Lindsey knew that their moment was over. She snatched backwards from Cammie as if she’d been caught; as if she was about to tell someone that it wasn’t what it looked like.


  ‘Fuck,’ Cammie said. ‘Linds, please, the table…’


  ‘Hmm? Oh, shit…’


  Lindsey quickly pulled on her abilities, removing Cammie’s bonds without any of the pomp and circumstance from before. She felt an equal lack of enjoyment from the act. The table was back to its boring factory settings in mere seconds.


  ‘Jason must be back already… and he must have forgotten his fucking keys again…’ Cammie said, running naked to the buzzer as its ugly sound split the air a second time. ‘Thank fuck for that…’


  Cammie’s comment cut Lindsey like a knife. She sat down and leaned forwards, hugging her knees, her body feeling unnaturally cold. She’d been right all along. She was wrong to have done what she did. She knew it, and what was worse, Cammie knew it too.


  ‘Hello?’ Cammie said, pressing one of the buttons on the flat’s buzzer.


  ‘It’s me, babe,’ came a heavily distorted deep voice.


  Cammie buzzed him in.


  ‘I… I thought…’ Lindsey said, her voice a feeble squeak.


  ‘What? Oh fuck,’ Cammie said, turning around and rushing to collect her clothes.


  ‘You… we… This was wrong, wasn’t it?’


  ‘Oh God, Linds. Not at all. It’s just… He’s got the baby with him and I don’t want her seeing this stuff. Honestly,’ Cammie said, hastily redressing in front of Lindsey. ‘This was the best fucking idea we’ve ever had. Stick around after we’ve put Elizabeth to bed and we’ll talk about it some more, OK? You still need to make me come, honey.’


  Lindsey stood shell-shocked as Cammie gave her a quick kiss.


  ‘Oh shit,’ Cammie said, giggling. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. ‘You’ve got a little… me… on you…’


  Not really seeing what was so funny, Lindsey mirrored the action.


  Just as Cammie managed to get her vest top back on, the apartment’s front door opened and Jason walked in. A tiny pink baby sat strapped in a papoose against his substantial chest.


  ‘Hey,’ Cammie said. It was amazing how normal she sounded. It was as if nothing had happened.


  Lindsey, however, felt like she was drowning in an ocean of guilt.


  ‘Hey, babe,’ Jason said. ‘Hey, Linds. How are you doing?’


  ‘I’m… I’m OK,’ Lindsey said, finding herself unable to even look at him.


  Cammie gave Jason a kiss, followed by a quick peck on the tufts of brown hair on the baby’s head. She lingered for a moment and inhaled through her nose. Then she released the clips that held Elizabeth in place and lifted her out of the papoose, lovingly cradling her in her hands.


  ‘You wanna hold?’ Cammie smiled at Lindsey and stepped closer.


  Lindsey flinched, visibly recoiling at the baby’s presence. ‘No,’ she said, a little too quickly. ‘I… I’ve got to go. I’ll see you later.’


  ‘But-’


  ‘Sorry, Cam. I’ll call you, OK?’ Lindsey collected her bag from the table at the side of the door and left the apartment before waiting for a response.


  The journey home passed in a blur of memories and guilt and long-concealed lies. Eventually the taxi pulled up alongside a large apartment building and the driver switched on a helpful little light to illuminate Lindsey’s purse.


  ‘Thanks. Keep the change.’


  Lindsey passed the man a couple of notes and stepped out into London’s bustling city centre. She entered the building’s modern foyer and took the lift up. After a quick rummage through her bag to find her keys, she opened the door to room 815.


  ‘Hey, Linds,’ came a gravelly voice from the front room.


  ‘Hey babe. Back in a sec.’


  She went straight to the bathroom and hastily shut herself in. Her breath shuddered in her chest and she leaned her forehead against the door.


  What have you done, she asked herself.


  She had no good answer. Her heart felt like it was about to beat right out of her ribcage. She turned to the sink and pushed a chrome handle, causing a small waterfall to noisily cascade into the open plughole. Resting her hands on the edge of the marble counter and leaning forwards in a vain attempt to control her breathing, she looked up at the mirror and wondered who exactly was staring back at her.


  ‘Come on Lindsey, get it together.’


  She fished in her bag for her lip gloss in the hope of concealing any evidence of her infidelity, then bent closer to the liar in the mirror and carefully pressed the sticky applicator to her lips.


  It felt soft and smooth and delicate.


  It felt like Cammie.


  ‘Shit,’ Lindsey said, remembering what her mouth would smell like. She quickly snatched up a nearby bottle of mouthwash and unscrewed the cap.


  She yelped in fear as the bathroom door burst open.


  ‘Whatcha doing?’


  Lindsey spun around, her wide eyes alighting on her boyfriend. He was leaning slightly against the doorframe with a lop-sided grin on his face. As usual he had adopted a shabby-chic look for his afternoon’s meetings, wearing a tight dark shirt teamed with a pair of even darker trousers, his deliberately scruffy brown hair falling just in front of his eyes.


  ‘I… I was just…’


  ‘Pouring my expensive mouthwash down the sink?’ He had a strange, wandering accent, indicative of a life spent travelling.


  ‘What?’ She looked at her hands and noticed she no longer held the bottle. ‘Oh, shit, sorry, I… Shit, Dmitri. I could have been peeing!’


  His lips parted in a cheeky grin. ‘You could have locked the door.’


  Lindsey’s mouth opened and closed uselessly.


  He chuckled to himself. ‘Come here, you.’


  He took two steps towards her and opened his arms. She fell into his embrace and inhaled his cotton-fresh scent. He smelled like home. If only she hadn’t tainted it with her lies.


  One of his hands slid to her lower back, the other to the back of her head. Knowing full well that he wanted to kiss her, she pressed her face against his body, her cheek resting against the hard muscles of his shoulder.


  He leaned away slightly.


  He knows, she thought. Her heart began to beat a tribal rhythm inside her skull.


  His fingers moved to her chin. He gently tilted her head upwards to scrutinize her.


  ‘Are you alright, Linds?’ No longer playful, his voice had softened. He gently held her head and stared at her. Those piercing bright green eyes contained no doubt or suspicion; just concern and undirected sympathy.


  Her heart sank. He was feeling bad and it was all her fault. She nodded feebly in reply.


  He held her still, weighing her up for a moment. Seemingly satisfied with whatever he’d seen in her eyes, he released his hold on her head.


  And kissed her.


  It happened so quickly that she couldn’t do anything to stop it. The whole world seemed to freeze for a moment. His mouth held perfectly still on hers for a few seconds. With startled eyes she waited for him to pull away; waited for his justifiably angry reaction.


  It didn’t come. Instead he kissed her again, this time more keenly. His lips parted, the stubble around his mouth pleasantly rough against her tender flesh, his tongue sliding over hers. She hesitated at first but soon found herself succumbing to him; her muscles relaxing, her hands sliding over his body, a familiar hot, hollow wetness pooling between her legs.


  But even now, guilt gnawed away at her. She didn’t know what was worse – that her boyfriend was getting turned on by the taste of another woman on her lips, or that his arousal at this fact turned her on too.


  I am a terrible person, she thought.


  She broke the kiss, turning her head to the side and pulling away from him. She exhaled sharply, her chest heaving.


  ‘You’ve got some explaining to do, young lady.’ His tone was not one of anger, but quiet excitement.


  ‘I… Can we go and sit down?’


  His hands slid down her sides slowly and firmly, all the way to her hips, his thumbs sliding inwards and causing an electric tingle to power through her core.


  ‘Sure,’ he said, his voice deep and throaty.


  He held her hand and led her out of the bathroom into the apartment’s sizeable living room. She reclined on her favourite spot near the corner of the L-shaped sofa while Dmitri briefly disappeared into the kitchen. He returned a moment later with two joyously large glasses of red wine and set them on the table in front of the sofa, before scooping up a small remote control and tapping the “play” button.


  ‘Walking through landmines, just to get beside you…’


  Lindsey half-smiled, half-laughed. A glass of wine and her favourite CD was always her go-to method of curing a bad day; it was like he’d already known she would have needed this tonight. She sipped her drink as he sat down next to her and turned inwards to face her, one leg bent at the knee on the plush white leather.


  ‘So I didn’t know you liked girls,’ he said, grinning playfully.


  Lindsey froze for a moment. ‘That’s it?’


  ‘What do you mean?’


  ‘Aren’t you mad at me? I… I cheated on you, Dmitri!’


  ‘Meh.’ He shrugged dismissively. ‘Sure, I’d like to be included in some way next time, but it’s no big deal. You’re a magus. You know what that means for your sex drive. Sex can just be for fun, you know.’


  In the blink of an eye, Lindsey’s guilt turned into anger. Her pupils dilated and her nostrils flared. She felt her hands shaking with rage.


  ‘So what, we both sleep with whoever we want and it doesn’t matter? You wouldn’t care if I fucked your friend Justin?’


  ‘That,’ he said, his voice obscenely relaxed, ‘would depend on whether I was taking part or not.’


  She got to her feet, wine glass in hand. She felt close to tears.


  ‘Stop it! Stop being so fucking cool about this! How can this not…’ Her voice shook as a terrible thought occurred to her. ‘Have you been with other girls since we’ve been together? Is that why you’re so calm?’


  Dmitri stood up and stepped closer to her.


  ‘Tell me the truth!’ She backed away.


  He took another step towards her, and again she paced backwards. Only this time, her back was met by a wall. The glass fell from her fingers. There was a moment’s silence before it shattered loudly on the floor.


  Still he remained unspeaking, striding forwards again, eliminating the distance between them until he was standing fully over her, his hands held impassively at his sides.


  ‘Did you cheat on me?’ Lindsey cringed as her voice cracked at the end of the question.


  ‘What do you think?’


  She looked up at him, tears clouding her vision. A cynical, melancholic expression momentarily flashed across his youthful good looks. She slapped him across the face as hard as she could.


  He turned with the slap and winced. He held still for a moment, a sour smirk darkening his countenance. His hands snapped upwards before she had a chance to react. In one swift motion he had gripped her wrists and pulled them up and apart, pinning her arms against the wall.


  She whimpered as she fought against his grip, but he was immovable. A distant, semi-aware part of her mind was amused at the fact that for all of her supernatural abilities, she could still be overpowered by simple physical strength.


  He leaned in to her. ‘You were supposed to take that as a no, goddamnit.’ He laughed through his nose.


  Lindsey stopped struggling. ‘What?’


  ‘Of course I haven’t cheated on you. I haven’t been with anyone else since that night at Cellar Door.’


  He released his grasp on her. She exhaled sharply with frustration and lightly struck him open-palmed on his chest.


  ‘Damn it Dmitri, if you’ve been faithful this whole time then why aren’t you even remotely bothered that I slept with Cammie? That’s not a normal thing to do!’


  ‘You brought me back from the verge of death and you’re talking about what’s normal? We’re magi, Linds. What’s normal for a regular person isn’t necessarily what’s normal for us. If you want to sleep with other people, I can be OK with that.’


  ‘But… why?’


  ‘What do you mean, “why”? Do you want me to get all possessive and alpha male on you and demand that you only ever sleep with me?’


  Lindsey self-consciously rubbed one hand over the other as she struggled to sum up the courage to admit the truth. Eventually she responded, her voice quiet.


  ‘Yeah. Kinda.’


  Dmitri rolled his eyes and leaned one hand on the wall next to her head. ‘Look, Linds. You’re the only girl I want to be with, you’re the only girl I’ll ever want to be with, and I would kill anyone who tried to take you away from me. I know we’ll be together for ever. But I also know what it’s like to be a magus; what it’s like to have an overzealous sex drive and a mind that constantly surprises you with dirty images and fantasies. Now, me; I’m not interested in fucking anyone else anymore. Maybe it’s because I’m four years older than you, or maybe it’s because I did plenty of sleeping around when I was younger. But that’s just me. I want to make you happy, and if what makes you happy involves you sharing some physical pleasure with another person, what’s the harm?’


  Lindsey searched her mind for a good response and came up empty.


  ‘So are we good?’ Dmitri said.


  Lindsey hesitated. ‘No,’ she said, a lump catching in her throat. She pushed past Dmitri and sat down on the sofa, unable to stop the tears from coming.


  ‘I don’t get it.’ He sounded defeated. ‘What’s this really about, Linds?’ He returned to the sofa, this time sitting on the adjoining side.


  ‘This wasn’t the first time.’


  ‘OK?’


  ‘I slept with Cammie a few hours before I first slept with you. Back on that night at Cellar Door.’


  ‘Well, that explains all of those looks she’s been giving you this past year, I guess.’


  ‘Let me finish. It wasn’t just her. Dmitri, I did some terrible things. I slept with so many people back then. I… I lost count. That night when we first… I didn’t even know their names… And… When you came to rescue me from Boone’s house… I’d… With…’


  ‘Yeah, I kind of figured. You looked like you’d been through the ringer, alright. And I heard about the orgy in the club.’


  ‘But you still… You still wanted me?’


  ‘Of course I did. From what Tera told me it was fucking hot. Come on; that outfit you were wearing and all those hot freaks at Cellar Door? Not gonna lie, that one’s kept me going when you haven’t been around.’


  That nasty part of her brain kicked in again. She briefly imagined Dmitri alone, stroking the full curve of his erection while he thought about her and all the depraved things she had done that night.


  The fantasy changed with the logic of dreams; now he wasn’t sat masturbating alone, but sat on a chair in Cellar Door with some young slut’s mouth around his thick cock, his eyes locked on Lindsey as a stranger fucked her in the arse.


  She clenched her thighs together and inhaled sharply. She blinked slowly to try and clear the images.


  Dmitri rested his head on one hand and thoughtfully rubbed the dark stubble on his cheeks. ‘So is this why you’ve been weird about sex the past few months? You’ve been feeling guilty?’


  ‘Yes, but… that’s not everything.’


  ‘OK, you think you caught something? You don’t need to worry about that, you know. You don’t need to be so hung up on using condoms. I’ve told you before; we’re naturally resistant to human diseases. There’s no way you’ve caught-’


  ‘That’s not it.’


  ‘So what is it?’


  ‘You’re committed to me, right?’


  ‘Absolutely.’


  ‘Even the crazy parts?’


  ‘Of course.’


  ‘Are you sure?’


  Dmitri sighed, exasperation finally showing. ‘Just tell me, Linds.’


  ‘OK… if we’re not careful, we’re going to have a daughter. She’s going to grow up, and then Angelito Tarrago’s going to kill her.’


  Dmitri raised his eyebrows.


  ‘I know it sounds insane,’ she said. ‘But trust me.’


  ‘How… How can you possibly know this?’


  ‘Remember the prophecy? “I saw a young girl on the cusp of womanhood. She had hair as white as the purest snow. She engaged in magical battle with an evil man. A scar ran across his face, and he was blind in one eye. The Solus were no more. And then I awoke.” And remember what you did to Angelito’s eye? Remember what happened with the Solus?’


  ‘Sure. But how do you know that means it’ll be about our child?’


  ‘I had a vision, Dmitri. Like the ones your Dad used to have. It wasn’t a dream. It was the future. I know it was. You and I were living in this big house near a lake, and the sun was shining, and then… and then our little daughter toddled through the door. You should have seen her hair, Dmitri. It was so…’


  She leaned forwards and her body racked with a few short, sharp sobs before she felt the comforting presence of Dmitri’s hand on her back.


  ‘We’re…’ he cleared his throat. ‘We’re going to have a daughter?’


  Lindsey looked up at him through tear-blurred eyes. On his face was a smile she’d never seen before. In that brief moment, all of her fears and worries simply melted away into nothingness. Suddenly there was no certainty in the prophecy; there was no endless self-analysis of her potential as a mother; no recollections of her own mother’s failings.


  ‘Tell me about her,’ Dmitri said, his eyes red-rimmed.


  She knew now that she could not deny him this happiness. A huge smile illuminated her face as she spoke, unable to get the words out fast enough. ‘She’s gorgeous, Dmitri. She has your eyes and this stunning white hair and when she laughs her face screws up so sweetly. Her name… her name is Cereza.’


  ‘Cereza,’ Dmitri said thoughtfully. ‘Cereza Mikhailov. Our daughter.’ He laughed emotionally, tears slipping down his cheeks.


  Lindsey wiped her own tears away and looked adoringly into Dmitri’s eyes, observing the simple pleasure of his happiness. She hugged him, soothing his trembling body for a time, before leaning back on the sofa and bringing his head to her chest.


  ‘Are you OK?’ she said, softly running her fingers through his hair.


  ‘Yeah,’ he said quietly. ‘I just… I never thought I’d be a father, you know?’


  ‘I know, babe. But… Aren’t you scared? About the prophecy?’


  He shook his head dismissively. ‘It doesn’t say she’ll lose that fight. And do you really think our daughter would be anything other than a little ass-kicker?’


  He smiled up at her. She leaned down, softly stroking the sharp line of his jaw and tenderly kissing him, tasting the salt of the happy tears which lined his upper lip.


  She felt a carefree side of herself begin to emerge for the first time in months, finally breaking free of the self-imposed shackles she had created. The heavy burden of the prophecy lifted from her shoulders. Everything felt new and exciting. No longer would she have to worry about the imagined consequences of any hypothetical situation. All that mattered was him, now.


  With her fingers on his cheeks she kissed him again, her tongue moving over his, her breath hard through her nose. He responded eagerly and grabbed at her, sitting up and pulling her onto him. She threw one knee across his lap, straddling him, their kiss unbroken. Her body arched into him, her breasts pressing against his chest. She felt a wonderfully familiar hardness pushing into her from below.


  His hands moved to the sides of her torso, sliding slowly and insistently down her body, causing her to breathe even harder. His hands roved across her arse, slipping underneath the material of her dress and caressing the pale bare flesh beneath. She broke from the kiss and gasped into his mouth as he gripped her arse cheeks and pulled them apart.


  ‘Oh my God, Dmitri,’ she whimpered, watching through half-lidded eyes as he slightly turned his head and kissed her fingers, suggestively flicking his tongue across them.


  ‘Take your dress off,’ he said, his voice thick.


  She complied silently, gripping the hem in both hands and lifting it up and off over her head, throwing it somewhere off to the side.


  His hands snapped to her chest, his thumbs pressing firmly over the white lace bra which barely contained her ample globes, her nipples stiffening quickly to his touch. He breathed heavily, his lust-filled eyes slowly roving up and down her body.


  ‘Where are your panties?’


  Lindsey looked down in surprise. She hadn’t even noticed they were missing.


  ‘Um… they’re at Cammie’s…’


  One corner of his mouth turned up in a smile and she felt his cock twitch underneath her. He slid one hand across her body to her neck and reclined on the sofa, pulling her with him, kissing her the whole way. His other hand roamed to her back, sliding down her spine until he reached her arse. Two of his fingers slid between her buttocks, glancing across the forbidden pleasures of her arsehole before pressing insistently against her pussy, his fingertips moving instinctively to her clit and rubbing there urgently.


  She moaned loudly, arching her lower back to provide him a better angle, her right hand sliding downwards through the small gap between their bodies. He grunted lustily as she gripped the hard outline of his manhood through his trousers, her thumb stroking up and down the curve of his thick erection and caressing the hard line of the head. She purred at the feel of it. For the first time in a long time it wasn’t a physical representation of all of her worries about the future. Now it was something wonderful to bring her pleasure; something to be tasted and savoured and enjoyed in whatever way she saw fit.


  ‘Let’s go to bed,’ he said.


  She gently held his face in her hands and looked into his eyes. Their green depths were full of a fire she hadn’t seen in too long. She could almost glimpse the desires which he had been holding back from her for the last few months; every nasty thought about how he would taste her, how he would make her come, how he would fuck her. She wanted to make those fantasies a reality. She wanted him to bend her over and take her from behind, hard and deep and fast, just the way he liked it. She wanted him to press her breasts around his cock and use them to make himself come all over them. She wanted to plunge her mouth over his manhood while he licked her. She wanted all of it.


  But more than anything, the knowledge that he was currently ignoring all of his long-supressed yearnings for the benefit of her satisfaction alone had created an urgent need to simply make love to him.


  ‘I can't wait,’ she said, her parted lips resting against his. ‘I want you. Here. Now.’


  She raised her hips up to create some space between them and reached down, fumbling with his zipper. As he took over, quickly pulling the zip down and shuffling inside with both hands, she slid her fingers over his clothing. She wanted to see him. Part of him at least.


  She gripped each side of his shirt and pulled apart as forcefully as she could, opening it in a hail of buttons. She exhaled blissfully and caressed his exposed chest, her palms sliding across the solid muscles of his athletic physique, her fingertips trailing carefully over an old, silver scar on the left-hand side of his chest.


  Suddenly she felt the velvet hardness of Dmitri's engorged cockhead pressing against her slit. He teasingly slid it over her already stiff clitoris.


  ‘Oh God, Dmitri.’


  She reached down, gripping the hard girth of his shaft and sliding the tip along her wet slit until it was positioned against her entrance.


  ‘You’re sure you don't want me to get the condoms?’ Dmitri said.


  ‘Shh.’ She rested a silencing finger against his lips and ever so slowly lowered herself, her eyes fighting to stay open and her walls stretching to accommodate the curve of Dmitri’s erection as she took him inside herself.


  Dmitri seductively flicked his tongue out over her finger and she lost the battle with her eyelids. They closed heavily and she rested her head against his, nose to nose, mouth to mouth, breathing in unison as she continued to impale herself on his cock. It seemed to go on for ever. Finally, her bare buttocks met the trouser-clad muscles of his thighs.


  She remained motionless, allowing some time to relax around the huge presence inside her. His hands slid to her back, unfastening the clip of her bra and pulling the straps down off her shoulders. She let her arms slip through it and let it drop to the floor.


  She kissed him then, her fingers stroking his head and gripping the scruffy brown lengths of his hair, her hips beginning to grind on him, the base of his rod coming tantalisingly close to her clit.


  He grunted an exhalation of breath as his hands slid up her back; one supported between her shoulder blades while the fingers of the other knotted in the blonde lengths at the back of her head. He tugged just hard enough to sit on the good side of the line between pleasure and pain, eliciting a hot gasp from her as her head was drawn backwards.


  She clutched his head to her as he kissed her exposed throat, the side of her neck, her collarbone, and moving further downwards, his fingers still in her hair. She continued to grind on him, her hips rotating, screwing herself on him, the curve of his hardness inside her reaching places no other man ever had or ever could, causing exquisite prickles to fire all throughout her body.


  He withdrew his hand from her hair and brought it to the front, cupping her left breast and lifting it slightly. She reached behind herself, resting her hands on Dmitri’s legs and leaning back slightly. Their eyes met as he teasingly grazed his tongue over the stiff pink bud of her nipple, once, then again, then dragging his teeth over it, causing a knot of electricity to power through her core and a moan to escape her parted lips.


  He looked up at her with a lop-sided grin, clearly enjoying the happy frustration he was causing her.


  She smirked back at him. Two can play at that game, she thought.


  She pulled on her pelvic floor, tightening herself around Dmitri’s cock like a vice.


  ‘Oh fuck,’ he said, sounding surprised.


  Lindsey purred happily. ‘Lie back, baby.’


  Dmitri looked into her eyes, slowly ran his teeth over his bottom lip, and followed her instruction, resting his back against the sofa.


  She took a moment to delight in the sight of him; the look on his face that was both adoration and lust, the toned arms straining beneath the tight shirt he still half-wore, the rippling plane of his abdominal muscles, the expensive tailored trousers he still wore, out of the fly of which came...


  Her pussy constricted again. Involuntarily, this time.


  She began to ride him again, abandoning the circular motion and thrusting her hips backwards and forwards instead, feeling his hardness pushing and straining inside her in the most wonderful of ways. She yelped as he forcefully gripped her breasts, squeezing them firmly, his thumbs pushing against her stiff nipples. She was almost there... if she could only move a little bit faster...


  As if he was aware of what she needed Dmitri's hand moved to the back of her neck, brusquely pulling her forwards onto him. He kissed her hungrily as her hands moved from his thighs to rest on his shoulders.


  ‘Please, Dmitri...’


  She gasped with delight as he half-slapped, half-grabbed her arse and lifted her up slightly. He looked into her eyes for a moment and then began to thrust into her from underneath, slamming his full length in and out of her as hard and fast as he could manage.


  ‘Yes!’ Lindsey screamed with every thrust, her hands scrabbling desperately over Dmitri's neck and shoulders, the hot tension inside her building to almost unbearable levels. She felt his cock swell inside her.


  ‘Please... Please, Dmitri...’


  He grunted a fierce sound of determination. The realisation that he was trying to hold off his own orgasm so that she could climax first, despite all the times in the past few months she had prevented him from coming, filled her heart with a feeling she didn’t yet have a name for.


  ‘Oh fuck, Dmitri...’


  Her face froze and her entire body stiffened as an explosion rocked her.


  Behind her closed eyelids she saw a world of darkness suddenly illuminated; seven suns casting multi-coloured light over a beautiful sea which went on for ever.


  For a moment she found herself in an alien realm of infinite possibilities.


  When she came to she was resting against Dmitri, panting heavily into his ear, her breasts pressed against his chest, a sticky layer of hot sweat between them, his hands tenderly stroking her back.


  She rested in paradise for a while, his softening manhood still inside her.


  ‘I love you,’ she said.


  She immediately drew her head back and looked at him with a startled expression on her face.


  ‘Well,’ he said. ‘There are a lot of firsts tonight, huh?’


  Her heart sank. ‘I... Um....’


  ‘Shh, Linds. I love you too.’


  He softly pressed his lips to hers. They kissed for what felt like an eternity. When they eventually broke apart she noticed a stiff pressure between her legs. He was hard again. She had the sudden urge to climb off him and get between his knees and plunge her mouth down over it; to taste her own sweet juices on his length and suck him until he came in her mouth.


  ‘Come on,’ she said, restraining herself. ‘Let’s get ready for bed.’


  ‘When you say “get ready for bed”...’


  ‘Oh, don't worry. I don’t mean we should brush our teeth and sleep. I mean you should get naked and I should put on that little white number you like. Then I’ll tell you all about what happened with Cammie.’ She grinned suggestively.


  ‘That,’ he said, ‘is an excellent plan.’ He gave her arse a playful smack.


  ‘Only you can’t come inside me again tonight.’


  ‘No? I thought you were alright with everything?’


  ‘I am. But there’s no sense in tempting fate. I’m still only 24; we’ve got plenty of time. Don’t worry baby, I’m sure you’ll be OK with coming on me instead, won’t you?’


  He smiled at her. ‘I’m sure I could live with that.’


  Lindsey’s night went on for hours, the disappearance of all of her guilt and fears allowing her to relish in efforts to make up for everything she had put Dmitri through over the last year – and everything she had put herself through, too.


  Eventually, hot and sweaty and with aches in muscles that she didn’t know existed, she lay quietly in Dmitri’s bed, contented and at peace, unaware of the movement of her hands as she drifted into sleep.


  Her palms caressed the small pot of her belly in delicate circles, her body unconsciously protective of the new life which had formed within.
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  "Come on honey. Let's put the tools away and we can try out the new pool." I wiped the perspiration out of my eyes and took the last gulp of water from my bottle. Empty. Damn it. I crunched it and walked toward the cooler. It was hard to believe October was almost over.


  God it was hot. I surveyed the job we’d had done in the yard and smiled. We’d planted roses in the flower beds. The front and back yards were edged. The neighbor kid helped to mow and set up the hay bales and pumpkins on the front porch. Now, finally it was time for some fun.


  I wanted more than anything to be alone with my man. Naked, sweaty, fuck me against the wall of the house quality time. Moisture pooled in my panties and this time it wasn’t just the Texas heat making me sweat.


  Connor wound the orange extension hose around the reel and grinned, his chiseled face shiny with yard grime and sweat. Black hair peppered with gray, his piercing blue eyes missed nothing. As if he could read my thoughts, he gave me a smirk. "You got it. First, help me get some of these tools in the garage."


  His muscular arms shone bronze in the soft golden light of the afternoon and I felt another twinge of lust between my thighs. Watching him wield the weed whacker earlier reminded me what I missed about our time together these past few weeks. It was easy to get lost in routine, especially after being married for so long. That and his travel schedule. I sighed, thinking about when we’d moved into the house ten years ago. How time had flown. I had a little extra around the middle these days, but Connor had stayed fit. He carried himself with a powerful stride that made women on our street drool when he was out front edging or tending the beds. Hell, I couldn’t blame them. I was prone to it myself.


  Connor’s muscles rippling under the gray tee shirt quickened my pulse and sent me reeling. Even after all these years, he still had the body to make me melt where I stood. We hadn't had an afternoon alone like this in a long time. My crazy writing schedule was so up and down. He’d been traveling for work so often now, we might as well be strangers passing in the night. What we did make time for when we were together was the yard and the garden. Some couples went bowling. We tended to the weeds. And then each other. It gave me plenty of fodder for my smutty books. There was a lot you could do with line for a weed wacker. Just sayin'.


  I reached into the tiny cooler we kept outside and pulled out a water for him and another for myself. I tugged my yard hat back over my head. Lizard peeling sunburns really didn’t improve my overall appearance.


  "Here."


  "Thanks." His smile was wide, his teeth strikingly white against his tanned face. He held the bottle up to his forehead and sighed, letting the sweat from the bottle cool his skin. After a moment, he uncapped the lid and guzzled it noisily, draining it and smacking his lips in appreciation.


  "Wow. I needed that."


  Watching him made my mouth go dry.


  "Anytime." I took the empty bottle and chucked it into the recycling bin that rested behind the gray brick pillar under the porte-cochere. I reached down and slid the red plastic gas can into its place along the wall and dragged the lawnmower into the garage, tucking it neatly along the ledge.


  I handed him the blower. "Here you go."


  "Great. Now let's go have some fun." Connor's eyes twinkled and a mischievous smile twitched on his lips.


  "Race you!" I pulled off my hat and tossed it behind me. The back yard was our hidden oasis, built up over time to a secluded hideaway. Tall evergreen trees flanked the nine foot fencing and lush foliage helped to block the pool from neighbor's prying eyes. It was perfect. Connor planted every single tree himself. Watching him wield a shovel, his muscular body in action left me hotter than Houston on the fourth of July.


  I insisted when the pool went in that we get an outdoor shower. It had been well worth the trouble. Installed during his last business trip, this was the first time we would be using it together. The fresh cut smell of grass tickled my nose and I plopped down on one of the patio chairs. I untied my sneakers and kicked them off. Connor came up behind me and I turned, already unbuttoning my shorts.


  "Well, you don't waste any time, do you?" Connor grinned and with one motion, pulled his shirt over his head, baring his powerful chest to my gaze. His eyes flickered over mine, smoldering. "I think it's your turn. Off with the shirt."


  I swallowed, my slickened folds beginning to flood. I stared at him and yanked the tee shirt off, revealing a sports bra drenched in sweat. My shorts were next. I wriggled them down my legs and kicked them off, letting them land in a heap at my feet.


  "Well?" I crossed her arms under my breasts, egging him on. The soothing sounds of spa music filtered through the air as I flipped the switch on the small radio I’d brought out earlier.


  "Oh. I see how you are." He slowly ran his fingers along the top of his jeans and began to release the button fly one scintillating button at a time. The bulge in his jeans was becoming obvious.


  I suddenly wished I’d remembered to bring the cooler to the back yard. What I wouldn't give to run an ice cube down those washboard abs.


  Connor slid the jeans over his erection and down his legs, kicking off his yard shoes and jeans in one graceful movement. Clad only in his underwear and a raging hard on, he raised his eyebrow in challenge. "And?"


  "Oh." A blush crept up my neck. I’d been watching him so intently, I’d let myself get distracted. My nipples tightened as I mentally traced the outline of his cock through the thin white cotton. With trembling fingers, I released the snaps on my bra, letting it drop to the ground. I hooked my bright pink panties with my thumbs and slid them slowly down my hips and let them fall to my feet.


  "Pink, huh?" Connor grinned. "Nice." He deftly lowered the white cotton briefs and his shaft sprang free, full and at attention.


  My pulse quickened and my insides quivered. I looked over at the shower and imagined him burying his cock inside me right there. Tall trees hiding the garden space from nosey neighbors was exactly what I had in mind when we built this house. Having the shower put in while he was away was my master plan at back yard seduction. My mouth went dry and all the desire pooled low in my belly. I wanted him inside me. Right. Now.


  "Come on. Show me this outdoor shower you insisted we put in.” He brushed his lips across mine and the tip of his erection prodded my stomach.


  I nipped his bottom lip and he gave me a wicked grin.


  “Last one in has to wash the other’s back." Connor padded over to the wooden stall and switched on the water, letting it warm up. Connor held his hand under the spray. “It's ready."


  "It's supposed to have sprays that reach you from the side as well as the top." I grinned.


  A seductive gleam twinkled in his eye. "Is that so? Well, why don't you come in here and show me some of those extra special features?"


  “Come here, then.” I pushed Connor deeper into the shower stall and guided him to the smoothly sanded wooden spa bench.


  I pointed to a control panel on the side of the shower wall. "See these?"


  "Yes."


  I turned the knob. A jet of water doused us with warm water. I backed into him giggling as my ass pressed against his erection.


  "I think I could learn to love this." Connor's hands roamed the rounded curves of my hips and pulled me toward him. His mouth pressed against my back, leaving a trail of fiery kisses. It was sweet agony to have him so near and not inside of me. The mere touch of his hand sent a warming shiver through my body.


  I moaned and arched against him, angling my ass so the tip of him was just outside my aching sex. My skin was one fire and he was the only one who could quench the thirst bubbling under the surface.


  "God, Connor.” I edged closer, teasing him. "I need you now."


  "Fuck. Cecily…" he hissed. His hands slid around my stomach and cupped my breasts. He kneaded them with his hands, licking at my water drenched skin, tasting me inch by inch. His mouth grazed my earlobe.


  "God, yes." I guided the tip of his cock inside of my hot, slick core impaling myself on his thickening shaft.


  "Don't stop," I murmured.


  "Oh, baby." Connor growled in my ear. He pulled my hips into him, driving him deeper inside of my moist center.


  I moaned and let my body fall back against his. He shifted beneath me and his hands stilled my movements.


  "Baby, I need to stand up. Come with me." Connor eased me up and bent down on the bench, his cock filling and stretching me wide.


  "Yes..." he hissed, his hands spanning my hips. He plunged deep, fucking me skin to skin as the water cascaded between and around us.


  Water sluiced down my back and between our bodies. He growled, reaching beneath to flick my clit. Each thrust was an act of possession. Each caress of his hand lighting my flesh on fire.


  "Come for me, baby." Connor drove himself into me mercilessly.


  My flesh hot, I erupted as a flood tide of tiny explosions wracked my body.


  "Oh God! Connor!"


  "Mine!" he growled, gripping me hard as he dove in for one last thrust. He jerked inside me, filling me with his essence. Connor shuddered against my back, letting his fingers tease my beleaguered clit once again.


  I gasped and another orgasm ripped through me, leaving me sagging against the bench as Connor withdrew. He pulled me into his arms, tenderly kissing me. His lips devoured mine hungrily, hands roaming over my body in greedy exploration.


  Laughing and breathless, I broke the kiss. “What did you think of the shower?" My eyebrows waggled in a cheeky display. His cock twitched against my backside.


  He placed a kiss on my nose and grinned. "Very inspirational."


  "Good. I'm glad you liked it."


  "So, you have any plans for the next hour?" Connor smiled, rubbing his hands over the curve of my ass.


  "I have some ideas." I purred against his chest.


  "You did promise we were going to break in the pool. What do you think? Two for two?" Connor pressed his lips to mine.


  “Well, I was thinking I could show you some fancy moves I learned from that new gardener’s magazine.”


  “Fancy moves?” He stepped out of the shower, holding out his hand to help me up. The afternoon sun blazed down on us and the tranquility of the backyard garden space was soothing.


  “It’s about knot tying to um, make a homemade trellis.” I blushed. “Or other things…”


  “Is that so? My, my. Aren’t we the industrial little… gardener?” Connor tilted my chin up, the twinkle in his eyes making my insides go all gooey. The warmth of his arms was so male, so bracing as they wound around me.


  I met his gaze and kissed him. “Ummm. You have no idea. This girl is shovel ready.”


  Connor threw his head back and laughed. “Oh babe. You are that. Now…how about we try out that pool?”


  “Ummm. I could think of nothing better.” My lips curved up in a seductive grin. I wriggled out of his arms and picked up a length of smooth white rope from the patio table. “But first you get to be my trellis.”
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  Erzabet Bishop

  Salted Caramel Kink
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  The fiery trail of the flogger had just left my reddened ass when Mistress Leone approached, loosening my bonds from the St. Andrews cross.


  "Excellent, Lisette. You have earned your reward. Now, I want you to go into the kitchen and await my instruction."


  "Yes, Mistress." I nodded, still feeling the sting.


  The kitchen was down the hall from Mistress's playroom and I walked, unmindful of my nakedness. I knelt at the edge of the island, on the mat that had been placed there for my benefit.


  Mrs. Robinsky bustled at the stove with her usual efficiency. "Good afternoon, Lisette. Happy birthday, my dear." Her eyes twinkled as mine quickly rose from the floor and met hers. "So fortunate your birthday falls on Halloween."


  "Thank you Mrs. R." I smiled. My time here was the one day of the week where things flowed the way I needed them to. This year was doubly special.


  I heard the sound of Mistress's boots approaching.


  "Ah, Lisette. I want you to meet Andrea. She will be joining us as a special guest for today."


  My eyes snapped up in distress. Had I done something to upset my Mistress that she needed to find another sub? My heart beat wild in my chest and I had to struggle to maintain my submissive stance and breathe.


  "Yes, Ma'am." I nodded, noting the lovely red haired girl standing nude next to my Mistress. A hot pang of jealousy burst through me.


  "You may stand, Lisette."


  I stood.


  "Now. In honor of your birthday and Halloween, I have arranged for a treat for us both. Andrea is on loan from Master Marcus. She expressed a desire to help me give you your birthday present." Mistress Leone pointed to the island in the center of the kitchen. The forest green counter top was cleared off and new rings were attached on the side facing me.


  Interesting.


  "Andrea has been learning about food kink from Master Marcus and I wanted to invite her over to give us a demonstration with some of my favorite flavors. Mrs. Robinsky has graciously prepared a selection of treats for us." She motioned to Andrea.


  "Go ahead and begin my dear."


  "Thank you Mistress," she said, stepping up to the counter. Her voice was husky and had a seductive quality to it that make my slit moisten almost against my will.


  "Lisette, if you would be so kind as to get up on the island." She placed a small stool at my feet and held my hand to assist me.


  The cool marble counter top was cold against my freshly pinkened ass and I flinched. My body eased itself down, Andrea binding my hands together over my head with Velcro strips and securing them to the ring. Mistress took one ankle and bound one ankle to the other end of the island. Andrea gently took my other foot and bound it to another ring, leaving my now slick pussy completely exposed.


  "Most people don't see the erotic nature of food." Andrea lets her lips tilt up in an expression of secret delight. "I have been asked to show you what my Master has taught me about food and the senses." She turned toward the counter while my Mistress settled herself in a chair at the foot of the island in full view of my seeping pussy.


  Andrea reached into the refrigerator and pulled out a bowl of something I could not see and placed it on a small plate. The squirt of a whipped cream can filled the air and the she was at my side with her offering.


  "This is Belgian chocolate pudding with a topping of whipped cream and strawberries. I want you to savor the sensuality in their flavors." Andrea dipped a spoon into the small custard dish and removed a spoonful, placing it against my lips. I opened my mouth and moaned as the silky chocolate sweetness cascaded over my tongue.


  "Lovely is it not?" She plunged the spoon into the dish again and heaved a heaping spoonful between my breasts.


  I gasped, the cold sending shivers down my spine, even as the desire was building between my legs.


  "Puddings like this are a wonderful coating for the breasts and are best served cold to get the proper attention it deserves." Andrea leaned over and scraped out another spoonful. She placed the bowl on the counter near the sink, moved onto the stool and began to run her hands over the silken mounds of my breasts. The cold chocolate pudding pebbled my nipples in desire and goose bumps traveled up and down my skin. She took the strawberry off the bowl and used it to trace lines in the chocolate and over my flesh. She took a bite, swallowing the chocolate covered berry and smiled.


  "See how she quivers as the sensation of cold moves over her?" Andrea leaned over and trailed her tongue over my breasts, lapping at the chocolate smeared over my skin.


  With every slippery lick of her tongue, I sunk deeper into the red haze of desire that had begun to weave its web around me. My hips bucked and I wanted to rub my thighs together to ease some of the pressure building inside my pussy, but even that was denied me.


  I lay there panting, a mewl lodging in my throat as Andrea got up to wipe her face and to gather up some additional supplies.


  "When my Master spoke to you, Mistress, he inquired as to your favorite flavors. I believe you selected salt and caramel is that not correct?"


  "Yes."


  "Excellent." Andrea held up some items for my Mistress to approve. "Will this suffice for the second portion of the scene?"


  "Yes, Andrea. Let me help you pour."


  Behind me, Andrea unwrapped something and I heard the droning sound of a microwave. A short time later, the door was opened and I could perceive the clink of something stirring inside of a glass bowl.


  "Here is a spoon, Mistress."


  "Thank you."


  "Stir it just a little more to cool it off. You may want to test it on your skin before you pour, as it can get very hot if you aren't careful."


  What were they doing? If I moved my head too much, Mistress would be displeased, so I strained with my eyes to see, but couldn't. Did they say salt and caramel? Hmmm.


  "Let's begin."


  I felt the warm ooze travel down the folds of my slit and the moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.


  "It is important to note that in some subs this can cause yeast infections, so be sure to speak with them about the risks."


  "Indeed. Lisette doesn't usually have issues of that nature but I appreciate your concern." She gestured toward the delta between my thighs.


  "More." Warm spoonfuls of sticky syrup ran down the hair of my mound, past my pussy and settled on the rosebud opening of my ass.


  "Now the salt." My Mistress demanded.


  "Would you like the honors Mistress?"


  "I would indeed. Salted caramel is my favorite. Every autumn…"


  A bottle clicked open and the sensation of little flecks of something falling onto my skin made me smile. Salt and caramel indeed. Firm hands widened my thighs and the delicate sensation of tongue on flesh brought me spiraling toward ecstasy in the first few moments.


  "Not yet my pet," she murmured from between my legs. Her fingers worked me inside and out and her hungry tongue lapped at my erect clit. "More."


  Panting, I gritted my teeth as my Mistress tormented me. Flicking my nub with her tongue, she licked my hollow places from top to bottom. As I bucked against her, she inserted a finger into my sphincter, sending me rocketing toward my release.


  I lay gasping on the table, body shuddering in response to the overload in sensation.


  "You may untie her now Andrea, " Mistress ordered.


  "As you wish." Andrea released the Velcro holding my hands over my head and moved to my feet.


  "Thank you Andrea. You may tell your Master I am most pleased. Have a good evening."


  Andrea smiled. "Thank you."


  "Come my dear," Mistress said, wiping some very tasty looking caramel off of her face. "I think we will have a shower. That was very satisfying."


  "Yes Mistress." I wobbled as my feet hit the floor.


  "Happy birthday little one." Mistress placed a light kiss on my lips and led me toward the bathroom. "If you like, you can accompany me to the Halloween party tonight at Club Red. I have just the costume for you." She reached over and gave me a playful swat on my sore ass.


  "That sounds wonderful Ma'am." I couldn't keep the joy out of my voice.


  "Maybe we could stop at the coffee shop for a salted caramel mocha on the way home. You may develop a taste yourself."


  I smiled, lowering my eyes. "Happy Halloween, Mistress."


  "Happy Halloween, now scoot or I'll see you parading down the street naked for my pleasure."


  I squealed and darted down the hall toward the bathroom, a grin settling across my face.
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  Hedonist Six

  Just Another Halloween
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  'Just Another Halloween' features familiar characters from The Rebound List and Just Another Day at the Office but can be enjoyed independently.


  “Are you ready?” Alex sounds impatient, but pulling off the perfect naughty witch makeup is no laughing matter.


  “Gimme a minute!” I shout, and stand back, inspecting the upward swoops of eyeliner applied to my lids. Do both sides match? After blinking at my reflection a couple of times, I decide it’ll have to do. The black and purple pointy hat that came with my costume completes the look.


  I grab my bag just before heading for the door; a plush toy black cat which is both hilarious and a little creepy in how convincing it looks.


  “Let’s go.” I wave at Alex to get a move on, but he’s taking his time checking me out.


  “That looks way hotter on you than it did in the picture.”


  The look in his eyes confirms his statement and simultaneously I must admit that I’m quite partial to his costume as well. The deep red velvet 3 piece suit and top hat is formal enough to be hot as well as classy. Powerful would be the word, like a warlock ought to be.


  When Cath handed me the invite to her party a couple of weeks ago, I had my reservations. I wasn’t entirely sure how seriously everyone would take the fancy dress aspect of it, and whether it would be weird to go all out and buy matching costumes. Now, I’m convinced it was a good decision. These will be worn again, even if it’s just in the privacy of our bedroom, before being quickly discarded.


  I tiptoe to reach around his shoulders and give him a peck on the lips, carefully, so I don’t transfer too much of my lipstick.


  “You’re not so bad yourself, handsome.”


  He tips his hat at me, offers me his arm and off we go. I’m curious whether our efforts will fit in or stand out, but glad we took the time anyway.
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  Cath’s place is quite easy to find: the bus stops right outside her front door. I feel just a tinge of envy when I see the brass house number on the facade of one of the long row of Victorian terraced houses. What a lovely place to live. She couldn’t be much older, and I didn’t think she makes that much more than me either, despite working in Aspect Technologies a couple of years longer. Still, the difference between her home and my own is striking.


  Supposedly scary decorations greet us as we walk up the pathway through the small front garden. Pumpkins, fake spiderwebs and candles adorn the entrance.


  “What a place, eh?” Alex remarks, speaking my mind completely.


  “U-huh.”


  Just when he lifts his hand to ring the bell, the door opens by itself already, revealing Cath; paler than usual, except for the bright red lips and heavy eye make-up.


  “You made it! Come on in.” Cath smiles, showing off a pair of fangs that fit her so perfectly, they might as well be real.


  I introduce Alex, and Cath calls out for John, her man, to meet us as well. Introductions happen in a blur, while I’m still eyeing the house, which despite the cheesy decorations still looks charming and stylish on the inside as well. I do note John and Cath have not gone for matching outfits, he’s dressed as a medieval monk rather than another vampire. And he looks familiar, but I can’t place where I’ve seen him before.


  Beyond the door to the lounge, I hear the buzz of a party already underway. Voices I know, mixed in with ones I don’t recall hearing before. My earlier curiosity about whether our costumes will stand out has been satisfied by seeing how much of an effort Cath made herself. However, I still wonder just how well we’ll fit in otherwise. It can be weird socialising with coworkers outside of the usual office environment. At times people behave so differently, as if they wear a mask to work…


  I hope Sally turns up soon. At least her I know as a best friend first and colleague second.


  “Cath, sweetheart? I can’t find the ladle to go with the punch.” A cheerful sounding male voice shouts from the lounge.


  She flashes a quick smile at us and excuses herself. Alex and I follow John inside shortly after, while the two of them continue to exchange pleasantries. They seem to get on well, which is a relief since Alex knows even fewer people here. It’s interesting to see how similar they are, in terms of build as well as character.


  Moments later we’re on our own, mingling. We greet a handsome, if slightly camp gladiator, who introduces himself as ‘Jason, but everyone calls me Jase’ and boyfriend, who’s wearing a toga. Clearly, someone’s been watching Spartacus…


  Next there are a couple of zombies whose names I can’t make out because they’re taking their roles too seriously. I wave at the only other familiar face, Elaine, across the room who’s talking to a tall 1920’s gangster looking guy I’ve never seen before.


  “That fairy over there, that’s Elaine. From work,” I whisper to Alex, who nods in her direction as well.


  The rest of the people, about half a dozen of them, are too preoccupied with the buffet of snacks. Just as well, because Sally has just arrived with Mark.


  In what can only be described as complete couple’s coordination, the both of them have dressed up as each other. It strangely works, Mark in a blonde wig to match Sally’s usual style, a short dress and heels I would have trouble walking on myself. And Sal in the perfectly cut black suit with a shirt and tie combination Mark often wears to work. It’s mind bending as well as hilarious.


  “Hey, you! I was wondering when you’d get here. Let’s get some snacks, what do you say?” I give Sally a hug and we wander off towards the tables lining the side of the room.


  Looking back, I see Alex and Mark chatting awkwardly. Well, Mark looks fine, it’s Alex who seems taken aback. Hopefully the weirdness will soon wear off.


  Off to the side, Jase the gladiator starts fiddling around with the music system next to the snacks until it comes to life, producing familiar sounding beats. It’s something popular that’s playing, but I can’t put my finger on what it’s called.


  Sal hands me a glass full of peculiar fluorescent pink liquid. I’m suspicious of it, but she chugs half her glass in one go and looks at me daringly.


  “Don’t be a coward. How bad can it be?”


  Unconvinced, I sniff at the contents of my glass. It reminds me of one of those strange, limited edition flavours of Pimm’s. The type that seem innocent enough until you're three drinks in and nauseous.


  “I have a very sensitive stomach when it comes to these things.”


  “Shut up, it was your idea to get punch.” Sally softly elbows me in my arm and I shrug, even if it wasn't my idea at all. Whatever.


  The drink tastes a lot nicer than expected, so I decide to get a glass for Alex as well. One or two can't hurt...


  On the way back to the boys, we come across Elaine and Cath.


  “Lemme have another look. Oh my God, girl, I’m so happy for you!” Elaine’s voice is shrill with excitement as she continues to stare at Cath’s hand. Specifically, she’s gawking at a ring.


  “Oh wow, when did he pop the question?” Sally buts in.


  Cath looks up, her cheeks turning crimson despite the pale makeup.


  “Just last night. He surprised me with dinner and got me a box of my favourite chocolates. The ring was inside.”


  “Congratulations, Cath, that’s so awesome!” I say, though I can’t help being reminded of a year ago when I thought I was going to be in a similar position. Before Alex. It feels like another lifetime when I was still together with Jeff.


  “Thanks guys. I totally didn’t expect it, though in hindsight I knew something was up. John’s terrible at keeping secrets from me usually.”


  Just at that moment, John walks by carrying a couple of bottles of beer. The look Cath and him share is enough to melt even the most cynical heart in the room, Sally’s in this case.


  The three of us stand around, smiling sheepishly at the happy couple, who enjoy a quick kiss on the lips before wandering off in opposite directions. They really are trying to be good hosts.


  “He seems nice. Why does he look so familiar? Did he perhaps pick Cath up at work once and that’s when I saw him?” I whisper at Sal.

  She sighs and shakes her head.


  “You’re kidding, right?”


  I shrug and quasi-innocently bat my eyelids at her.


  “John works on the second floor,” she explains.


  “No shit, I had no idea!”


  She shakes her head at me almost in pity.


  “Maybe if you spent less time texting Alex all day, you’d notice these things.” She prods me in the side to make her point and grins.


  “That’s not an option.” I scan the room to find that by now Alex and Mark seem a lot more comfortable in each other's company. From afar it looks like they’re in passionate agreement about something, while Gladiator Jase is standing next to them shaking his head.


  I remember I’m still holding Alex’s glass, so I make my way around a priest who's sweet talking a fake Marilyn, flowy dress and all. Then I pass by the zombies, who have broken character to eat finger food.


  “Here. It’s not as bad as it looks.” I hand Alex his punch.


  "Cheers," Alex says, flashing me a grin. I'm so relieved things are going well so far.


  "You'll never guess the latest," Sally tells Mark while handing him his glass.


  "John proposed to Cath."


  "No way!" Mark says, his voice sounding a lot more effeminate than usual. Clearly he's also taking his costume very seriously.


  "Check out the rock on her hand if you don't believe me."


  I take the last sip from my glass and put it on a shelf next to us. Considering Sally's guarded nature, I wonder what she's really thinking about Cath's engagement. It wasn't so long ago that she rejected the idea of relationships completely...


  Just meanwhile did well with that music, it has changed the mood of the entire room. One couple nearby is already dancing when Alex, very unlike himself, offers me his hand and stops my speculation about other people's private lives. Time to focus on our own.


  We start moving, tentatively at first, until the beat takes over. And boy, does it take over. In seconds, it's as if I'm not the one doing this, but an invisible force has taken control.


  Sally, playing her role as man perfectly, invites Mark to dance beside us. I look around and it strikes me that everyone in the room has joined in at almost the same time. Nobody is left standing still. From one moment to the next, the restrained party has turned into a miniature rave.


  "Do you see the music?" Alex remarks I my ear.


  I release him just enough to get a good view of the room and realise he's right. The air is buzzing and pulsating with the sounds playing on the stereo. Weird. Perhaps it’s a music activated strobe light, but that’s not the only thing that’s strange.


  "Can you hear their thoughts?" I respond.


  He tells me yes, but his lips don't move.


  We both turn in Sally's direction, distracted by the filth that's going on in her head. If this is what her thoughts are like normally, I'm surprised she gets anything done at work.


  What was in that punch? Alex thinks. I shrug, it's hot, what Sally's imagining.


  We’re allowed a look inside Sal’s bedroom activities, uncensored. She’s more than happy to share the mechanics of what she gets up to in conversation, but the Sally I can see in my mind right now is different: sensitive and caring. And it’s all thanks to Mark.


  Alex and I share a smile. This telepathic communication is ours alone, nobody can pick up on it. We would have noticed if they could.


  I wrap my arms around his neck, rest my face against his chest, and try to focus just on us. It’s easy to get swept away in the thoughts around us. Most of the crowd paired up when the music started to take effect. Or maybe it was the punch that did it, I’m not sure. Either way, the lust that’s starting to grow all round washes over us, sweeping us up in its powerful currents until we’re equally afflicted.


  Behind me I can feel a prickly, sweaty tension build up. Rather than dirty, it’s… tempting. Alex has located the couple, Gladiator Jase and his boyfriend, sharing the first kiss in the room. I can see them, although foggy, through Alex’s thoughts. Something tells me more couples will follow suit.


  Next to us Sal and Mark are staring each other down with only one thought between them: who will move first? My money is on Sally.


  This is a dream, isn’t it? Alex wonders. It’s a better explanation than what I’ve got.


  Yours or mine? I look him in the eye again, but our island of quiet in the madness of the party is invaded by another outside influence. Something warm, soft, wrapping itself around my ankle. A black cat, unmistakably mine, with the strap still attached to its back. I knew there was something about that bag: it seemed too real when I spied it at the fancy dress shop last week.


  How does it matter whose dream it is? Alex smiles at me, and I know he’s right. I throw a scrap from a discarded plate towards the cat, which races off with it immediately. Hungry little bugger.


  I wouldn’t mind some more punch… Before I’m able to complete my thought, I notice the glass next to me has filled itself. As if by magic. We share a sip each and make our way past the priest I noticed earlier, whose female companion is rhythmically swaying to the music, wearing much less than I recall. Fake Marilyn is less Hollywood and more pin-up now. What kind of party is this exactly?


  Bedroom or sofa? - Bedroom. The moment I think it, our surroundings melt and morph into a room I’ve never seen before. Alex chuckles at the sight ahead making me realise we’re not alone.


  John, oblivious to us, has been tied up to the metal headboard of the bed, using the rope belt that came with his monk costume. Cath, who’s straddling him, runs her fingernails over his naked chest, causing him to writhe against his restraints. The similarities between John’s physique and Alex are not lost on me and neither is Cath’s adoration of what she sees in front of her. She leans back, exposes her fangs and dives back down at John’s neck. What the… she’s actually feeding on him!


  That means… Alex takes my hand protectively, as we back up against the wall where the door must be. She’s an actual vampire? Holy shit.


  My initial shock at the bloody spectacle in front of us wears off when John’s thoughts enter my mind. Rather than fearing for his life, he’s enjoying himself. The bite in his neck just fuelling the fire Cath had lit up earlier. And it’s so hot to be able to watch.


  Scorching, Alex responds.


  You don’t think they’ll mind if we join in?


  They don’t need to know, Alex suggests. It’s our dream; we could be invisible.


  He’s right, and so we are. John and Cath will never realise we’re here. This is a first, even for us: to get it on in a room with another couple who don’t know we’re there. The realisation that this isn’t real takes away any guilt we might have felt otherwise. There’s nothing wrong with any of this: it’s just a dream.


  I turn to present my back zip to Alex, who opens it swiftly. Then I remember we have the ability to skip past the boring bits and make our clothes vanish instantly. That’s better.


  Pacing around him, while sneaking peeks at the bed next to us every so often, I caress his naked torso. We’ve done so much, together as well as with other people, yet I always come back to this. Alex is the one I want.


  You’re the one I want too. I smile at his reaction, how weird it is to have him in my head. Weird but good.


  Promise it’ll stay that way? I run my hand down Alex’s treasure trail and wrap my fingers around his already hard manhood.


  Always.


  Pushing him gently against the wall, I drop onto my knees in front of him. He has full view of the bed, and I have full view of him. Seeing his mental image of the coupling that’s unfolding mere feet behind my back is better than any porn I’ve ever seen. Cath moves with immense speed, almost too fast to see but pauses every so often to allow us, and John, a better look.


  I take Alex into my mouth, and he gasps with pleasure. He rests his hand on my head, then grabs a fistful of hair.


  With my eyes closed I can focus better on pleasing him while enjoying the visions he's broadcasting into my consciousness.


  "You guys in here? Open up!" A voice shouts outside, followed by fists banging against the wooden door.


  Cath looks up, blinking and letting out a sigh before wiping the blood from the corner of her mouth. She reaches the door - fully clothed - in a split second.


  "What is it? We're in the middle of something." She peeks out to find a distressed looking Elaine, her fairy wings flapping frantically as she hovers about a foot above the ground.


  "We've got a situation downstairs."


  Cath shrugs and follows her down the stairs, while Alex and I - still invisible - sneak up behind them.


  Even from the top of the stairs, the mood downstairs is obvious. Everyone downstairs is still acting on their most primal desires... The only difference is which desire each person has chosen to focus on. Among the love-drunk couples, two characters are not playing along. The zombies.


  Cath gasps in disgust. Alex and I transform so we’re no longer invisible nor naked.


  What the hell? The zombies are different from the other partygoers. Not only are they trying to satiate an immense hunger with whatever they can find - mainly each other - they also seem to have no other thoughts we can pick up.


  So everyone has turned into their costume? Alex wonders.


  Now what?


  "We've got to hit them over the head with something, that tends to work in the movies," Elaine concludes.


  "But they stink!" Cath interjects.


  I shake my head, they're wrong. They don't realise there's another choice; of course they couldn't have, they can't hear us think.


  "I have an idea," I say.


  Alex takes my hand and squeezes in agreement. We can do this.


  "What's that, Becky?" Cath asks, while staring at me with her piercing red eyes.


  "We could turn them back into normal people."


  "And how exactly are you going to do that?" Elaine narrows her eyes and crosses her arms.


  I smile, because it's our dream.


  Alex, who's remained silent so far, steps forward and pulls one of the decomposing figures off the other. Strangely, I would have thought that they'd eat other people, but thankfully they have developed a taste for zombie meat only. Both of them snarl, the woman on her back, surrounded by blood and guts wriggles but is unable to get up. The male, struggles desperately against Alex's firm grip.


  We both close our eyes, and the right words enter our thoughts all by themselves. We repeat strange mantras and chants, in a language I can't understand, again and again for what feels like at least an hour.


  When we're done, I turn and look at Cath and Elaine, who are stuck in place. In fact the entire room is frozen in time; only Alex and I can move. The general consciousness of the party has turned to silence.


  Did we do this? Alex wonders as he lets go of the man's shoulder. What had earlier been just a rancid collection of bones and soggy tissue has been transformed. He looks well now, normal, except for being suspended a foot above the ground.


  Let's undo it. I smile at Alex, and everything jerks into action again. And I've had enough of this weird party, let's go.


  Behind us, the former zombie stumbles onto the ground next to his partner, who is no longer half eaten. But the thump of his landing can hardly be heard over the music that has switched back on. Except for Cath and Elaine, nobody noticed that anything was even going on.


  "That's strange, I could swear I just saw them cannibalise each other," Elaine mumbles.


  Cath, speechless, takes a moment to regain her composure before deciding to head back upstairs to finish what she’d started with John earlier. Within the blink of an eye, she's gone.


  Alex offers me his arm and makes his apologies to Elaine, who still looks flummoxed. Let's go.


  Instantly, the room shifts and changes again, before the colours and shapes rearrange themselves into somewhere altogether more familiar. My flat.


  After willing the curtains to close, I turn my head to find Alex already undressed and in bed, waiting. The next second, I'm on top of him, feeling his hands on my hips and his face nearing mine.


  It's good to be home.


  He leans up further so his lips brush past mine.


  “Tonight was crazy. But I’m glad it was you I shared my thoughts with.”


  Likewise.


  Funny, how this closeness can put me in the mood instantly. Only with him.


  We kiss, satiating a hunger that had been building ever since that dance. Much time can’t have passed in between, my alarm clock only indicates eleven. But so much else has happened…


  His hands, brushing over my naked back, send shivers down my most intimate regions. I gasp, enjoying him nudge at my entrance. You tease.


  He chuckles, before kissing me once more, exploring my tongue with his in a familiar dance that somehow never manages to become dull.


  I lower myself onto him, moaning with contentment when he fills me. This is just right, the perfect ending to a crazy dream.


  He grinds up at me, while I start to rock back and forth, finding a relaxed rhythm. In his arms, I simultaneously feel at ease and on edge. I can't decide whether to slow down, drag it out, or aim for something more intense. He chooses the latter for me and I feel us lift off the bed momentarily. We're suspended, inches above the mattress for only a second before he flips me and I land on my back. These newfound skills of ours are convenient indeed, and such a turn-on.


  "This way I can see you better while I make you scream," Alex whispers through gritted teeth.


  His tone gives me goosebumps and I surrender.


  After taking in the view of me, hair fanned out over the pillow and feverish with lust, he covers my neck in kisses. They grow progressively firmer, with the odd nibble thrown in, and push me up towards the edge of what I can take.


  I dig my fingers into his sides, encouraging, no, making him speed up. He knows how I love this: being taken on my back, quick and dirty.


  Still, he’s not ready for the final sprint yet and slows. His lips move downwards, over my collarbone and chest. I close my eyes and let his thoughts take over while his tongue explores my aureola. He’s remembering our first night together, a memory that’s very dear to me too. I was so nervous and still it was magical. How you bared all for me, without even knowing my name. You took my hand and gave me the greatest gift ever: you made me feel like a man.


  His side of the story makes me smile and teary-eyed at the same time. He’s a lot more chatty in his thoughts than what he normally says out loud. I wince when he finally takes my nipple into his mouth and sucks, flicking his tongue over it just like how I like it.


  How could I refuse, you were and are perfect. From the moment I saw you waiting for me at the cinema, I knew I had to have you, so I did.


  He straightens his back again, and kisses me on the lips before thrusting into me, hard. I cry out and hang on for the ride.


  Much like Cath earlier, he speeds up so fast I’m having trouble focusing. Magic is a wonderful thing.


  Faster and faster he moves, with little breaks in between to find a unique rhythm that pushes me to the point of no return. I scream, just as he likes, and nearly draw blood with my fingernails on his back. He shudders and groans in what becomes the perfect simultaneous release.


  “I love you,” we whisper in unison.
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  The buzz of my phone wakes me from a deep, comfortable slumber. I struggle to open my lids, which are still unwilling, and try to loosen Alex's protective embrace.


  A new message. I blink a couple of times to lift the fog on my brain.


  'Fuck, that was some party. No idea how I got home. And I had the trippiest dream,' Sally writes.


  I put the phone back on the bedside table without answering. Party? Oh right, Cath's thing. Did we ever go?


  Just as glimpses of the previous night return to me, and I try to decipher the parts that were real and those which were just imagined.


  That was a trippy dream, she's right. I wonder if someone slipped a little something into the punch.


  I lie back against the pillow, enjoying how Alex instinctively wraps his arm around me again. Warmth surrounds me, luring me back to half-sleep, until the cat's hungry meow interrupts the silence. She jumps and I can feel her land softly on the duvet next to me, before complaining some more.


  Then, my eyes snap open with a startling realisation: I don't own a cat.
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  K M Dylan

  My Wedding Scandal
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  Chapter Four of 'First Lady', Book Three of the Cult of Beauty Series


  Despite all the pyrotechnics between us, Victor and I had a dazzling wedding. There were over 800 guests. Victor’s political allies, close and distant family, and the de Goncourt family’s aristocratic peers all jammed together within the towering walls and majestic stained glass windows of the Rambouillet cathedral, and it was standing room only for latecomers. The cathedral was bedecked with thousands of cherry blossoms flown in that day from South Africa and fine white gauze bunting. Victor’s public relations firm was in constant communication with the press, positioning our nuptials as a fairytale wedding and we had photographers documenting it from Paris Match, People Magazine and US Weekly.


  The wedding was scheduled to start at 11 a.m. on this sunny, but crisp, last day of October. I spent the morning of my “All Hallow’s Eve” wedding day getting ready in Pauline’s master suite at the de Goncourt’s chateau. Caroline, Natasha, Pauline and Emmy attended me, in addition to a make-up artist, a stylist, and a hairdresser. The hairdresser spent almost two hours sculpting my long blonde tresses into a stunning bouffant, with artful tendrils falling on either side of my face. The team buzzed around me like bees all morning, and I felt like I was back to my modeling days, getting ready to walk the runway for Dior or Chanel. Caroline and I had to spend almost forty minutes getting my dress on, with a blue thong for something blue, and Pauline’s garters for something old, and a blinding diamond tiara from Harry Winston (Victor’s wedding gift to me) for something new. There was a knock on the door. Pauline shouted out, “Entrez!” Our driver, Antoine, appeared at the door in his crisp navy blue dress uniform and cap, and gave us a little bow.


  “Madame, it is time.”


  There was a squadron of motorcycle cops who rode ahead of our convoy with lights flashing and sirens blaring, and bodyguards followed in a black SUV. I couldn’t believe what a fuss they were making. It’s just me, people! A silly girl who models clothes for a living and likes to have a good time…


  Fifteen minutes later Antoine steered our Bentley through a long cordon of policemen who were keeping the street clear, and stopped in front of the cathedral. Arnaud was standing there, by the main entrance, waiting for me. He was so elegant in his morning coat and ascot. For a man in his fifties, he was still remarkably handsome, with a little gray on his temples, remnants of a summer tan, and a warm grin. He would stand in for my parents since I was an orphan. Pauline and the girls all gathered around me like a flock of beautiful tropical birds covered in gowns of silk and organza. They kissed me, wished me luck and went inside. I remained with Arnaud, surrounded by the metal barricades that they had set up to keep back the onlookers. It was strange to think of Arnaud as this fatherly figure, since the first time we met he had given me one of the best fuckings of my life. That felt like another lifetime, when I was living with Victor’s uncle, Daniel, at his beach mansion in the Hamptons and being his assistant. But now Daniel was dead too, and I stood with my older former lover at the door to a magnificent French cathedral. A former lover would stand in my father’s place and give me away.


  There must have been over a thousand people gathered in the square, straining to see me. I turned around and waved at the crowd and smiled. They roared and clapped. I had butterflies in my stomach and my heart felt like it was going to burst, but I tried my hardest not to let it show. In my head I was thinking, they want a fairytale princess, Katie, so give it to them.


  Arnaud smiled at me and said, “Nicely done, Katie. The people of France are going to love you.” He held out his elbow to me as we stood outside the cathedral’s massive wooden doors. On either side of us, statues of the twelve apostles that were carved into the walls of the cathedral gazed down on us, their hands clasped adoringly. We could hear a children’s choir inside singing a composition by J. S. Bach with high, beautiful voices that sounded like angels.


  The crowd in the square had started to chant my name, “Katie, Katie, Katie…” I turned and blew some kisses and again they erupted in cheers and applause.


  Suddenly, the music changed and a majestic organ piece began to play. The bass notes rumbled so powerfully we could feel the stone steps we were standing on vibrate. Then, with a massive creak, the cathedral’s massive iron-studded doors swung open, each one manned by two monks wearing brown cassocks and large hoods that hid their faces. A group of lovely flower girls dressed in white pinafores and with daisies woven into their hair. They were Victor’s cousins’ children, and preceded us down the aisle, scattering fistfuls of red and white rose petals from wicker baskets.


  I put my hand in the crook of Arnaud’s elbow and he gave me a sweet, warm look. “Ready?” he asked. I nodded and gave his arm a little squeeze to indicate how grateful I was for him being there.


  Walking down the aisle was surreal. Everyone in the church was standing, straining forward, staring at me. I had thought that my experience walking fashion runways would have prepared me for this. I felt demure and almost girl-like in my long white gown, a wisp of a veil trailing from my hair.


  We stopped a few feet from where Victor was waiting and he seemed genuinely happy and proud as he watched me approach him. The cardinal of Paris and his attending monks loomed up on the dais and he was quite imposing with his large, pointed hat and embroidered robes. The music stopped and I kissed Arnaud on both cheeks as I held his hands. I saw a tear forming in the corner of his eye. I was choked up too. I was grateful for this kind, elegant French man, who had stepped in for my family out of the kindness of his heart.


  Victor held out his hand and I took it and climbed two steps to join him and the cardinal on the dais. The mass was held in Latin, so I didn’t understand much of it, but it had a mysterious weight to it. During his sermon, which was in French, the cardinal said something that struck me. He said that marriage was an act of transformation. And it was true, after Victor threaded my finger with a ring, and then kissed me, I was no longer Katie Wolfer. I was Mrs. Katherine de Goncourt.
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  The party for our eight hundred plus guests was held at the chateau. An army of caterers, musicians, servers, photographers, car parkers, wedding coordinators, stylists, and God knows what else were on hand to make it all work seamlessly. A delicious five-course dinner featuring venison and trays of fresh shellfish as a starter appeared simultaneously in front of everyone in perfect choreography. There were several dance floors. The dessert, also a French tradition, was a colossal pyramid of profiteroles that must have been about eight feet high by six feet on each side. The wine choices consisted of spectacular vintages from the top winemakers in Bordeaux. I was guessing the wedding probably ran Pauline around two million or so.


  Victor and I had our first dance to “It Had to Be You.” He held me tight in his strong arms, and I felt swept away, literally, as we swirled around the dance floor, under the gaze of hundreds of guests.


  Then I danced with Victor’s father, Gilles, who was charming and urbane, and then with Arnaud, who was characteristically sweet and fatherly with me. “Are you happy?” he asked as he held me close and we swayed to an old Charles Aznavour song from the 70’s. I squeezed his waist with my arm. “I think so. It’s a bit dreamlike.” He nodded, “Yes, who would have thought that Victor would choose you, an American girl? But you’re a hit, Katie. The talk of Paris.”


  “That’s a lot of pressure, Arnaud.”


  “I know. You’re not in Kansas anymore, Katie.”


  Waiting for me for my next dance was the mayor of Bordeaux, Michel Leval. The man I had blown to help motivate him to be a key ally in Victor’s campaign. He was a very sexual man and held me closer than was appropriate as we swayed around the dance floor. I could feel his semi-hard cock pressing against my lower belly through my wedding dress, and I yielded to it a little, letting him secretively press and rub against me, amidst the swirling, swaying couples. Michel had that Bill Clinton-type bad-boy charisma, and though it was completely inappropriate on my wedding night of all nights, I couldn’t help being a little turned on by him, feeling a stirring in my loins. He clutched me a little tighter halfway in and whispered, “You look exceptionally beautiful in a wedding dress, Katie.”


  He had pressed himself against me and I could feel his heat and the thickening of his cock through our clothes. I remembered I had enjoyed having his cock in my mouth. He had a nice one. “Why thank you, Michel. I have to say you look very good in black tie.”


  He countered, “I am very impatient to get to the after party. One never knows what might happen at a masked ball. I find that the anonymity fosters some interesting behaviors.”


  “Michel, it’s my wedding night, I don’t think I will be doing anything too crazy. But you’re right, things could get a little spicy for some.”


  The song ended and Michel kissed my hand, his lips lingering a moment. “I look forward to seeing you there, Katie.” My arousal was becoming a slow burn. I tried to push those feelings away… They were not appropriate!


  But Michel was right. This vast wedding party was ceremonial. Everyone knew the interesting part was the after party: the masked ball. We had gotten married on Halloween after all. Not everyone was invited to it.


  Knowing what I knew of the de Goncourt family at this point, I should not have been surprised. Deep down, I knew it might rival the outrageous orgies that we had orchestrated on the Lotus. I was a little disappointed on some level that Victor felt the need for this kind of decadent revelry on our wedding night, and didn’t just want to take me to bed and have our own special night. But that wasn’t Victor.
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  Victor’s mother, Pauline, told me that the masked ball would be held in the vast, vaulted cellars of the chateau in a warren of rooms and tunnels, which would only be lit by torches and candlelight, and which she had decorated with vintage 17th century furnishings. There was a large central room, which had once been the great hall of a medieval castle. The current castle had been built on top of it. Like so many things in this society, there were layers upon layers that hid other layers.
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  I had gotten separated at the reception from Victor, who kept getting pulled this way and that, by the dozens of old friends and political operatives who wanted a word with him. As it got close to midnight, I found myself alone in the garden as all of my bridesmaids had gone to Pauline’s suite to change into their masked ball costumes. I was to stay in my wedding dress. There was a chill in the air and I shivered a little. Caroline was supposed to be with me, but had gone inside, either to go to the bathroom or snort a bump of coke. She was an incorrigible addict. Michel Leval reappeared at my side. He had changed into costume for the masked ball, and he looked a bit incongruous, as it was a Robocop type get-up. There’s no accounting for taste. He gave me a broad smile and a little bow. “I have never seen anything as beautiful as you in this wedding dress, Katie. You take my breath away.”


  I smiled at his hyperbole. “You are such a flatterer, Michel. Thank you, though I know you are prone wild exaggeration.”


  “Nonsense. I speak nothing but truth. How is it you are alone out here? You look like you're freezing!” He put his arm around me protectively, as if to warm me up.


  I gave a shrug, “My husband is a busy man. The campaign is around the corner. You know how it is. I have learned to be patient with him.”


  Michel slipped his other hand on the small of my back, just below where the edge of the gown dipped down. I felt his thumb caress the bare silky skin just below my shoulder blades. He was a cunning master of the game of seduction. “Well your loss is my gain, in this case. Would you allow me the honor to escort you to the party downstairs?”


  I didn’t try to move away from him, but let his hand gently sway on my back like a sea anemone on the ocean floor. I knew he was itching to take it further, to somehow have me shed my wedding dress and surrender to his desire for me. He was enjoying being inappropriate with his political ally’s bride on her wedding night—the man had a lot of gumption.


  “I would love your company, Michel, but I have to wait for one of my bridesmaids… Caroline. She is supposed to chaperone me downstairs, to make sure I don’t get lost or into any sort of trouble.”


  “Oh, there she comes now.”


  Caroline emerged from a set of French doors holding a silver tray upon which were two beautiful masks made of feathers on it, one turquoise and one white. As she joined us, I introduced them to each other. “Caroline, this is Michel Leval, mayor of Bordeaux, and a friend and ally of Victor’s. He is offering to escort us down to the party since Victor has disappeared on us.” Michel bowed to Caroline, and kissed her hand, focusing his seductive charisma on her. He was quite taken with her blonde all-American girl looks and tiny figure.


  “Lovely to meet you, Caroline. Katie is very lucky to have such a beautiful, accomplished and dutiful bridesmaid.”


  Caroline laughed and glanced over at me with a knowing look. “Thank you, Michel. I’m finding that French men are beyond charming. We would love to have you show us the way. But we must put our masks on first.”


  Michel helped us tie on our masks, and minutes later he escorted us into the chateau and to the cellar’s entrance. There were three staff members holding clipboards standing by the massive wood and cast-iron door, making sure that only those who had been invited were allowed in. Two of them had to pull on a giant black iron ring to open the massive door, and they bowed to us as we swooped by. I suddenly felt like I was Marie-Antoinette in Versailles, attended by courtiers, and a little shiver ran through me as I remembered her grisly end.
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  Being careful not to fall in our long dresses and towering heels, Caroline and I followed our cyborg escort down a flight of white limestone stairs that dated back to the medieval times. The stairwell was lit by flaming torches and hundreds of candles set in sconces in the rough-hewn walls. The walls were thick and pockmarked with deep pools of shadows. This part of the chateau had been built during the crusades and was so different from the gilded rococo elegance of the main aboveground part of the chateau.


  Victor emerged, magically, out of the shadows as we approached the main hall. “Hello, wife.” He was wearing a mask, but there was no mistaking him from anyone else, with his commanding presence, square jaw and intense eyes. Michel and Caroline hung back as Victor took my hand and I responded,


  “Hello, husband. How nice to see you again. Are you enjoying this little party? I believe it’s someone’s wedding reception?”


  He smiled. “And I believe that someone is going to get spanked for being cheeky with her lord and master.”


  “Well, you know the effect a good spanking has on me, my lord and master.”


  He nodded, his eyes twinkling with amusement, and took my hand to lead me to the center of the great medieval hall where a dance floor had been laid down. In the back of the room, I noticed there was a dais with an enormous canopied bed. I thought, is that my gigantic wedding bed? It was a bit surreal, like a prop from Alice in Wonderland.


  There were around two hundred people gathered around the dance floor, all in sumptuous gowns and black tie, all wearing feathered masks. Pauline had said to me when informing me of the night’s events, “Everyone’s plumage will be beautiful on your wedding night.”


  A waiter brought us two flutes of champagne. He was a male model and I couldn’t help glancing down at his half hard cock, and his perfectly edged six pack and pecks. The wait staff was serving the party naked and they were all beautiful models. The waiter’s eyes twinkled as I said, “Thank you so much, please keep these coming.” Victor elbowed, me. “There’s plenty more, you don’t need to flirt with the first boy who comes our way.”


  A DJ was playing sexy, hypnotic club music and there were quite a few couples with their arms laced around each other doing slow dances in the center of the room.


  I was enthralled by the sumptuous, and sometimes exotic, costumes everyone was wearing. There were various themes, but a popular one was the Marie-Antoinette era with large hoop skirts and cleavage-enhancing corsets, and of course, towering wigs. I saw a small group of fairies in short translucent dresses, and recognized one. It was Emmy. She squealed with excitement when she saw me.


  Emmy darted over to us and threw her arms around my neck and planted a kiss on my lips. Her soft lips felt so tender on mine, I melted a little. “Oh, Katie, you are the most beautiful woman here tonight. And Victor, how dreamy are you?” She kissed him next, and he put his arm around her, enjoying holding her waifish body close. She was a pretty pixie wearing little wings, and a white, crystal-encrusted mask. She wasn’t wearing a bra and would have been arrested if she had walked down the street in that transparent gauze mini-dress. Strappy Gucci sandals encrusted with more crystals and five-inch heels completed her outfit.


  Emmy whispered breathlessly in my ear, “This whole thing is blowing my mind, Katie! I have never seen anything so sexy! I need to take you into the back rooms, you would not believe what’s going on there.” She took my hand and pulled me towards one of the hallways. I looked back at Victor to see what he wanted to do.


  He shrugged and started to follow us, saying, “Sure.” Emmy turned to him, “I don’t know if you will want to see this…” He smiled at her concern. “I’ll be fine, Emmy.” Caroline joined us and said, “I’ll come too.”


  Emmy led our little group down a shadowy hallway lit by torches and candles set on sconces. We passed a handful of people walking the other way, mysterious in their beaked masks. The effect was eerie and magical. Emmy’s hand was warm and soft in mine, and every few seconds, as we wound through the dark hallway, she would squeeze it. Moments later we arrived at a room that had been set up to look like a Sultan’s harem—with shantung silk cushions covering the floor, and a few naked models who had been hired as servers standing around naked, holding trays with coupes of Champagne. One could tell they were not guests because they didn’t wear masks.


  There were several groups in the room engaged in a full-on orgy. I gasped as I saw a woman who was wearing the same mask as my mother-in-law, Pauline, surrounded by three men who had bent her over an oversized ottoman. They had lifted her dress to reveal her naked ass. I could sense Victor had become tense. One of the men was completely naked, while the other two were partially dressed still. The naked one had a rampant erection—he was a beautiful man and his cock was perfect too. She reached out and greedily pulled the rigid member to her mouth and ran her tongue along its velvety length.


  “Is that your mother?” I couldn’t take my eyes off her.


  Victor grunted, “Uhm, yes. I can’t watch this.” But he was frozen in place.


  One of the half-dressed men had dropped his pants and boxers, and with no preamble proceeded to enter Pauline from behind. She must have been very wet, because his well-endowed cock slid right in, and I heard her gasp as she momentarily took the other cock out of her mouth, “Yes, fuck me. Oh, God!” I couldn’t believe this was my mother-in-law, who I had always thought so elegant and composed—she was being a complete, wanton slut. Her anonymous lover had taken hold of her hips and began speeding up the pace of his thrusts into her wet, welcoming pussy. He was soon slamming his cock into her with full force, causing her cry out each time he filled her up.


  The other man reinserted his cock into her mouth again so that she was impaled from both sides, while the third took her hand and wrapped her fingers around his erection. After gagging a moment from the rod pushing its way down her throat, she began to find a rhythm to accommodate him. She was wild with cock-lust and her body was soon glistening with sweat as she fucked and sucked and stroked the men. She looked completely obscene and the men had become ferocious, having their way with her, using her pussy, mouth and hands for their pleasure.


  I looked at Victor. For the first time in my life, I saw shock on his face. The man who I thought had seen and done everything and was unshockable.


  I took hold of Emmy’s wrist and said, “Let’s go to another room.”


  Victor nodded and took hold of my wrist. I kept my grip on Emmy’s and he pulled us back out into the dark corridor. We kept walking until we reached another room, which looked like an old dungeon. There were several sets of chains hanging from the ceiling, and rings set into the wall, as well as leather benches and St. Andrew’s crosses. There was only one couple there, a man who was tied up naked to a St. Andrew’s cross, who was being punished with a paddle by a tall, blonde. She had her long hair in a ponytail, had a cat-like mask on and bright red lipstick, a latex cortex and gleaming thigh high boots. The man looked a bit pathetic to me, whimpering at each stroke of the paddle, but I was very taken by the dominatrix, and how powerful she seemed. Out of the corner of my eye, I also notice a cyborg-type figure enter the room—my persistent admirer, Michel Leval.


  Victor looked back at Emmy, who shrank slightly from his dark gaze. Without even looking at me, he barked, “Katie, undress her. Emmy needs to learn a lesson. She shouldn’t have taken me to that room.”


  I approached the teenage girl who meekly stood there, eyes looking down at the floor, her arms by her side. I unfastened her fairy wings and slid them down her arms. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think…” She squeaked.


  Victor pushed Emmy face down over a tall leather bench, similar to the kind they use for gymnastics, and flipped up her gauzy, short dress to expose her ass. Then he ripped off her g-string with a violent yank, eliciting a startled gasp from the girl. I felt sorry for her. He was truly angry and this wasn’t a good place to be if you were a pretty girl and Victor was pissed at you. She had brought it on herself though, and I wasn’t going to stop him. There was a little part of me—a slightly sick and perverse part—that wanted to see her scream, to atone, to beg for forgiveness.


  Victor pointed at a large, clean-shaven black attendant who was standing next to a large armoire filled with S&M paraphernalia. He was holding a red velvet cushion with various whipping implements on it. “Get me a whip.” The black man took a few steps towards us and I picked up a flogger with long strands of black leather and handed it to Victor.


  Emmy was shaking slightly with nervous anticipation, and her ass looked so beautiful, its two perfectly round pale orbs glowing in the soft, flickering candlelight. Her wiggling was sexy and I so wanted to lick it.


  “One.” Victor’s arm was a blur as he delivered the first blow.


  Emmy screamed as the strands of the flogger bit into the soft flesh of her ass. Her eyes pooled with tears. Victor looked at me, “Gag her.” The black attendant glided over to me holding a few different gags. I picked a smallish one with a red ball. I placed it in Emmy’s mouth as she looked up at me with a pathetic look. She was so pretty, but right now, scared and turned on. I adjusted the strap and fastened the clasp of the gag behind her head. I also had him fetch me a pair of scissors so I could cut the dress off her. She was shaking and whimpering as I discarded the pieces on the floor. The attendant picked them up.


  “Two.” I saw the blur of Victor’s arm as he whipped her again.


  Again Emmy writhed from the stinging blow, but the ball in her mouth now muffled her cries. Tears were streaming down her face. A sheen of sweat made her lithe body glow in the flickering torchlight. It was hypnotic to watch Emmy twist and turn, moaning through her gag from the fiery pain emanating from the pink stripes on her ass cheeks.


  Caroline walked in the room wearing just a corset and five-inch Louboutins with spikes on them. Her hard nipples showed above the corset and I could tell she was lit from doing coke. She was carrying a small silver tray with a mound of the white powder and a straw on it. She held it out to us. “Anyone need a pick me up?”


  Emmy had lucked out with Caroline’s arrival as Victor became distracted from meting out his next lashing. He went over to Caroline to do a line. He handed the flogger to Caroline and said, “Here, you take over. She needs to learn to respect her elders.” Caroline’s eyes lit up. She loved girls, perhaps even more than boys. I knew she had been wanting to get into Emmy’s pants, with no success, as she was young and romantically involved with a boyfriend. He took the tray and offered me a line. Here I was, doing coke on my wedding night, amidst what had turned out to be a debauched orgy. You’re not in Kansas any more.


  As I felt the metallic scrape of the white powder blast up my nose, shortly producing a rush to my brain, I watched Caroline approach Emmy from behind and get right up behind her so that she was pressing her lower belly against the girl’s swaying, striped ass. Caroline flipped the whip and ran the handle between Emmy’s thighs and up into her pussy, eliciting a gag-smothered mewl. She began rubbing the whip’s handle against Emmy’s clit, letting it slide back and forth against in her slick channel. Then she bent down and licked between the pale globes of Emmy’s ass, digging between the silky cheeks with her tongue for her pretty little pink rosette. Her long blonde hair looked so beautiful in the flickering orange light, against the writhing girl’s gleaming, glowing naked body.


  Caroline then unclasped the gag, tossing it to the ground, and took hold of Emmy by her waist and turned her around. She pushed the whimpering girl down onto a large ottoman so that she was lying on her back looking up at the ancient vaulted ceiling, with her knees bent and her feet on the floor. Caroline then climbed on the ottoman, placed her knees on either side of Emmy’s head, and lowered her pussy down onto her mouth. This was Emmy’s first lesbian experience, and it was so sexy to watch her tentatively stick out her tongue and lick at Caroline’s pussy. Caroline was in heaven, her eyes glowing with lust and a feeling of power.


  Victor whispered, “Let’s make this more interesting.” He put down the tray of coke and picked up a candle from a sconce and walked over to them. Caroline rose up from her squat for a moment so that Emmy could see Victor approach with the candle. The teenager’s eyes widened as she saw him stop next to her with the large red candle in his hand, unsure of what his intentions were with it. It was far too big to put inside of her! He gave Emmy a thin smile and then tipped the candle so that a small liquid dollop of hot wax poured down onto her right nipple and Emmy let out a loud “Ahhh!”


  Caroline, who was still squatting over her, lowered her pussy on to the girl’s face as Victor poured hot wax onto her other nipple. This elicited more groans, which became muffled by Caroline grinding her clit down on Emmy’s mouth. Feeling a little left out, I went over to the attendant and asked him to provide me with a dildo. The beautiful naked black man brought me one as I situated myself between Emmy’s legs, and I proceeded to penetrate her with the dildo while with my other hand I massaged her clitoris in small, urgent circles.


  I was so turned on watching this stunning brunette, who I had grown very fond of, gasping with that special mixture of pleasure and pain that would very soon bring on a heightened sexual ecstasy. It did not take long for Emmy to start convulsing from the onset of an orgasm. Caroline was also on the brink, and I loved seeing her slender body undulate, her long blonde hair tossing, her eyes closed, her hands pulling on her nipples, taking her oral pleasure from the helpless teenager beneath her. Soon she too was shaking from an orgasm, grinding her dripping peach down on Emmy’s mouth, chin, teeth, tongue, her juices flowing. I noticed Michel Leval, emerge from a shadowy corner of the room, where he had been observing this debauched scene and moved close so that he was right behind me.


  “May I?” He whispered into the back of my neck. I nodded and I saw Victor nod too.


  Michel reached down for the hem of my wedding dress and pulled it up. His other hand slid up between my thighs. I spread my feet apart, even as I kept caressing Emmy’s pussy with the dildo and my fingers. Michel’s fingers pushed up between my thighs, and found my soaking wet cunt. He slid his fingers in while pushing hard against my clit with his thumb, making me gasp as a wave of pleasure ran through me.


  Victor flicked a few more Jackson Pollock-type splatters of wax across the prostrate girl’s slick, heaving breasts, commenting, “I think Emmy is quite enjoying this, don’t you?” I nodded and he put down the candle and took my hand. Michel withdrew his hand from between my legs and I pulled down my dress, smoothing it.


  As Victor led me out of the room he whispered, “Come on, Katie, come Michel, I have a little treat for you.”


  I left the two girls in the S&M dungeon, and proceeded down the long, torch-lit corridor back to the main hall with a man on either side, with my arms laced in theirs.


  Once we had weaved among the dancing couples to the dance floor in the center of the room, Victor nodded to an MC. This was a tall woman in a suit who was constantly giving orders into a headset. I looked back and saw Caroline leading Emmy into the room on a leash that was attached to a slave collar. Whatever it was that Victor had planned, Caroline and Emmy didn’t want to miss it. I was wet and very horny now, and part of me just wanted Victor to take me to our bedroom upstairs so he could fuck the hell out of me.


  This was not to be though, as a few seconds later, a group of around twelve gorgeous male models, with chiseled bodies filed out of the dark hallway and lined up in the middle of the room. At the same time, a pretty, petite honey-blonde girl, completely nude and with perky pear-shaped breasts and her hair up in a high pony tail, walked out of a dark hallway carrying a strip of black silk on a gleaming silver tray.


  Victor took the black silk strip from the girl’s tray and, turning me around in front of him, tied it around my eyes. Suddenly I was in the dark. Oh boy...


  I felt hands unbuttoning the back of my dress. Several people, I guessed it was the naked male models that had lined up in front of us, worked together to get me out of my wedding dress. I felt their hands grab my legs and arms, and they supported me by my back as they lifted me into the air, lifting me out of my dress. They carried me over their heads to the bed on the dais as if I were a virgin sacrifice at an Aztec sacrificial rite. They set me down in a sitting position on the edge of the bed and proceeded to take off the rest of what I was wearing: my shoes, my stockings and garter belt, and my panties. Once I was completely nude except for my mask and blindfold, I was again picked up by several sets of hands and placed on my hands and knees on the bed. Under my hands and knees I could feel the textures of the gold threads and little pearls that were weaved into the embroidered quilt covering the bed.


  I trembled a little. Here I was on my wedding night, stripped naked in front of a few hundred guests, blindfolded, helpless and humiliated.


  Yes, I had been naked in front of quite a few people on Victor’s yacht, the Lotus. But that was different. That was a party for a select set of guests who had each paid an outrageous sum of money to be there and to see me naked. In that case I was essentially being paid as a model. This was my wedding night and Victor was putting me on display as his sexual chattel.


  I felt a lick on my nipple. It was electric.


  Who was it? Victor? One of the hired male models? Michel Leval?


  “Who are you?” I whispered.


  A mouth covered mine. It was soft. Not a man’s. The tip of her tongue inserted itself between my lips. I opened my mouth to let this intruder in, and our tongues wrestled and played with each other, sharing our desire and our saliva.


  She whispered back, “It’s me.” I felt the edge of my mask lifted, and looking down I could see in the small gap there that it was Caroline. Suddenly a man’s erect cock appeared between our mouths.


  I heard Victor’s low rumble. “Suck it, bitches.”


  I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue and ran it along the length of my husband’s velvety phallus. I could feel Caroline doing the same thing from the other side, and our tongues would touch here and there. And when we got to end we French kissed, sucking on each other’s tongues, before resuming our joint ministrations to my husband’s erection. My feelings of humiliation were abating and I felt incredibly turned on and horny now. I was ready for more.


  More was ready for me, because while I worked on Victor’s cock with my mouth, I felt someone’s head push in between my thighs and began to eat my pussy, taking long licks. One of the hired models? A random guest? I had no idea. Waves of pleasure began to flow out of my roiling liquefied center and radiated throughout my body, soul and mind. I was entering that ecstatic zone where I could just let go. I surrendered to the pleasure as it flowed through me and engulfed me. It was emanating from the nerve endings over my entire body, and from my spasming, clenching, wet pussy. Another mouth joined the first and began taking long licks of my ass, so that I was getting eaten front and back. It was delicious to have two tongues working me, while I in turn was alternating sucking Victor’s cock with Caroline. Yet another mouth took hold of my right nipple and bit on it softly, then tugged at it. It was this that sent me over the edge for my first orgasm of the night. Suddenly the mouths on my pussy and ass were gone, just as I began to come, and a moment later were replaced by a cock entering me and filling me up with its long, thick length. Heaven! Fireworks went off in my loins, my brain, and I had an earth-shaking come.


  My blindfold was pulled off from behind me. I looked back and saw that it was Victor that had entered me from behind. He was on his knees, was gripping my hips with his hands and was giving me a serious fucking. Feeling shy about all the eyes on us, I let my head drop to the mattress and closed my eyes and concentrated on the feeling of my husband filling me with his cock, backing his hips against my ass, making me moan and then scream as he spanked me, taking me to another mind-bending climax. It was one of those orgasms so strong that I blacked out for a few seconds. When I came to, Victor was no longer in me and I was lying on my side on the bed and his come was leaking out of my pussy and soaking into the bedspread. I felt like I was had been floating in an orgasmic bliss, one peak of pleasure following another.
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  We went on our honeymoon on Victor’s yacht off the coast of Sicily. It was a late afternoon and we were lounging around, having a cocktail on one of the decks, when he took a call from one of his key campaign operatives. Victor put him on speaker. “Hey Paul, what’s up?”


  Paul was terse. Something was very wrong—you could hear it in the tightness of his voice. “Victor, go to the Paris Match website.” Victor picked up his iPad and opened a browser window and typed in the name of the magazine. Leaked pictures of our after-party were plastered on the homepage of the website with outraged headlines. “Exclusive pictures of Victor de Goncourt’s orgiastic wedding!”


  The largest, most prominent photo was of me naked, being carried to the bed by a group of nude men. The magazine’s editors had covered our genitals and breasts with black boxes. The caption below it in big bold letters screamed, “Is this really the future first lady of France?”


  There were other pictures that were worse still, of me having group sex in various configurations with both men and women. There was even one of me doing a line of blow with Emmy getting whipped in the background.


  Fuck .


  Victor went pale. My stomach was doing flip-flops. The pictures were outrageous and there was sure to be a massive public outcry about it. The scandal that was sure to develop would certainly derail Victor’s campaign to be President of France. He would be forced to step down as a candidate. He would be completely discredited. Look at what had happened to Dominique Strauss Kahn. Like Victor, he had been on track to be president of France.


  Michel Leval’s costume must have contained a hidden camera and he had taken pictures of everything. Victor fumed, pacing up and down the deck, crazed. “This isn’t how things are done in France! Private lives stay private. What a treacherous, fucking bastard. I am going to fucking kill that guy!”


  I was quite sure that Victor wasn’t kidding. Victor’s cell phone rang. He looked at the caller id. “My mother.” He picked it up and I could hear by the high pitch of her voice that Pauline was completely freaked out.


  “Hello, mother. Yes, I saw the pictures. Yes, I know it’s a terrible scandal. We’re going to cut our honeymoon short and I’ll make an announcement as soon as I get to Paris. My campaign is over.” He hung up and looked at me, his face suddenly weary.


  “I’m sorry, Katie. Welcome to politics.”


  I stared at him, wanting to shout at him,you are not Victor, you are Caligula. And you have made me a modern-day Messalina. A sex addict. A monster.
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  October 31st – early evening


  Scarlett peered into the mirror and wiped her finger under her eyes to remove the smudges of eyeliner. Her lips were a slash of red across her face and her eyes dark hollows, framed by tendrils of her black hair as it escaped from the elaborate up do he had chosen for her tonight. She stared at herself, her pupils dilated, her cheeks flushed bright against her chalky white skin. What the fuck was she doing here? Who the hell was she these days?


  The party was in full swing but Scarlett was having palpitations in the bathroom. She’d left him only ten minutes ago but she knew she couldn’t hide from him for much longer. He would find her and while that thought frightened her, a large part of her knew that she wanted him to. She just needed to catch her breath right now. He terrified her and turned her on in equal measure. She watched her pupils darken in the mirror as she thought about what he had done to her earlier. The backs of her thighs still bore the welts and as she turned her head she could see that her neck was starting to bruise. Every time she thought about his hands on her she had to close her eyes and bite her tongue to stop herself from whimpering out loud.


  She had only known him a few weeks but she already knew that she couldn’t be without him. He wasn’t like the others. He had a past and he had a dangerous side and Scarlett had always had a thing for a bad boy. He took her out to fancy restaurants, introduced her to his business associates. He treated her like his possession and the lost little girl inside her craved his attention. They drank wine and talked late into the night. He asked her about her darkest thoughts and he shared his and while she knew she should run from him with every breath in her body, Scarlett had never been one for taking the sensible option. Alone for so long, she fell hard and fast for his charms and the protection he offered her. She finally felt as though she had someone looking out for her, someone who cared what happened to her.


  The ball had been his idea. An opportunity for her to meet his real friends, he’d said. She loved what they did together and Scarlett hadn’t wanted to disappoint him but when he’d outlined his plans she’d been reluctant to say the least. Only at first though and, as he’d talked softly to her about the things they might do together, she’d been more turned on than she could remember. It wasn’t as though it was a surprise. She’d known his darkest sexual desires; it was one of the things that drew her to him but so far he had been gentle and to face the reality in stark words had been something else.


  She stared at herself again. The black silk dress he had bought for her clung to every curve. It wasn’t dissimilar to the dresses he usually asked her to wear but tonight it felt completely foreign against her skin. If she was honest with herself she was too far out of her depth at this goddam party and she wanted to run, to put as much distance between her and these people as possible. The problem was she needed Isaac like she needed her next breath. The thought of being without him made her feel as though her world had ended and she cursed her stupid heart. She also knew that if she humiliated him tonight in front of his friends he could discard her like a used tissue.
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  Isaac scanned the room for her. She’d been gone too long and it was starting to irritate him. He wanted her here by his side, her delectable curves within his reach. He’d brought her here to show her off and now she’d disappeared. The main event was due to start in only a short time and she was the centrepiece. How the hell long did it take to piss for Chrissake? He made polite small talk with a couple of investors, barely paying attention to what they said, all the while scanning the room for her return. He knew he was being irrational, scared that he had asked too much of her and that she would run from him.


  Scarlett filled his every thought, and it was driving him to distraction. In fact it infuriated him. She was not the first vulnerable girl he had blinded with his charm and used for his own gratification but usually he was in control of these little dalliances. He had saved so many, brought them into the family, but there was something about this one and she was messing with his head. He needed her with him, needed the sweet scent of her skin, the soft pliability of her body in his arms. Fuck! He needed to get his shit together and tonight he would do just that. He would show her exactly what she was getting into. What they had done so far was only the beginning. The intention was to regain the control he so desperately craved. Clearly though, in order to do that he needed her sexy little arse right here next to him.


  He pulled his mobile out of his inside pocket. As much as he hated to use it in company he had to know where she was. He pressed her speed dial and waited for her to answer.


  [image: div]



  Scarlett looked at her phone. Her stomach lurched. Isaac. She answered it as she unlocked the bathroom door and hurried down the semi darkness of the castle corridors, back towards the party.


  “I’ve been waiting for you, Scarlett.” His voice was ice cold and menacing and she gasped with desire, even though with every step that took her closer to him she could feel herself fighting the urge to run.


  “I know, I’m sorry baby, I got lost. I’m on my way back right now, I promise.”


  “I have some people I want you to meet. Don’t disappoint me. You know how I hate to be disappointed.”


  Scarlett shivered with anticipation. She knew exactly why Isaac wanted her to meet his friends and that was what had her terrified. She looked around; the castle walls dark and sinister looking, as though they were closing in on her. She desperately needed some air. She knew he’d be angry but right then she didn’t particularly care. Her heart was hammering in her chest and she felt faint.


  She looked around her as she headed back down the main stairs. Isaac had his back to her; talking to a very tall, blond man. Scarlett kept her eyes on the stranger, willing him to continue his conversation so that she could escape. She stopped in her tracks as he looked directly at her, pinning her to the spot with his gaze. His eyes were a pale, almost iridescent blue, giving him a ghostly, terrifying quality and in a blind panic she turned and fled from the hall.


  Scarlett could feel an icy chill, making the hairs on her neck prickle and she ran faster, catching a glimpse of her reflection in the huge windows. The pale man was right behind her, she could see his hands reaching out to grab her shoulders. With a small whimper of terror she spun around, but there was nothing there. Scarlett stumbled against the wall and stood there shivering. Her phone rang again but she ignored it, stepping through an open door and into the grounds.


  It was dark and cold and she shivered in the crisp night air. Her exposed flesh prickled into goosebumps immediately and she rubbed her arms absentmindedly. Fuck, she wasn’t normally a flighty person but this whole evening was starting to mess with her. The creepy castle was making her nervous. Isaac was making her more nervous than normal and that tall, blond man… well he was freaking her out. How the hell had he been behind her and then not?


  Her mobile rang again making her shake. She didn’t even consider not answering it this time, knowing that she was already in more trouble than she had ever been with Isaac. She pressed the green button, her heart in her throat, knowing that he would be angry.


  “Get yourself back inside this castle Scarlett before I have to come out there and find you. Drake has informed me that you disobeyed my previous order.”


  “Who’s Drake?” she asked, the words barely audible as terror gripped her throat. She almost didn’t want to hear his answer.


  “If you come back to the party you can meet him, my darling.”


  Scarlett knew better than to disobey Isaac when he called her darling. He was clearly with Drake. She turned on her heel and headed back towards the open door. Something moved in the corner of her eye and she spun around as an ice cold mist wrapped itself around her. She started to run but before she could reach it, the door to the castle closed with a loud bang. Scarlett grabbed the handle and pulled but she knew she was wasting her time. She could feel the icy chill at her neck again and she shivered, too scared to turn around. She knew he was there.


  “So nice to meet you Scarlett,” he whispered against her ear and she could feel his body pressed against hers. “As you can’t be trusted tonight, Isaac said I should come and make sure you get back to the Hall safely.”


  He grabbed her wrist and spun her around. She found herself looking at his chest and raised her eyes to meet his. The sharp intake of breath that escaped from her lips was caused almost as much by his face as by her terror. Up close he was even more handsome; his eyes the only thing that gave away the fact that he wasn’t of this world. His body was cold and hard and his cock was thick and solid between her thighs. She had had no doubt in her mind that Isaac had a very interesting evening planned for her but she had not anticipated the raw terror that she would feel when she finally met the friends he had been making arrangements with for several weeks now. His eyes glowed as though lit from behind, the pale blue gazing deep into her own. It was as though she could feel him inside her mind and his thoughts were dark and twisted. She saw what he wanted to do with her, what Isaac had planned with him and lust mixed with fear shot through her, her pussy damp even though her heart was pounding.


  He looked at her with curiosity. “Are you ready?” he asked.


  Scarlett tried to speak but the world went dark and she fainted into his arms.
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  The Great Hall – 20 Minutes Later


  Scarlett finally opened her eyes, disorientated from passing out. She tried to move but she was restrained. Her wrists were bound above her head and her legs spread wide and bound at the ankles. She wasn’t naked but not far from it. She could still feel parts of her dress against her skin but it felt torn and she was definitely no longer wearing her panties. She had also acquired a mask and she was aware that although it was pitch black, her vision was now somewhat hampered by the material. Her breasts were covered but her pussy was exposed and she could smell the raw desire seeping from her cunt as she waited in anticipation for what Isaac had planned.


  She held her breath to see if she could locate Isaac, the darkness making her hearing more acute but she seemed to be alone. Scarlett wondered how long he would leave her here. She tested her restraints but she was bound tightly. She could feel the rope from her wrists dangling down her back and she wondered if he would tie her more. She loved to feel the rope chafe her skin, the marks it left on her, her secret for days after he fucked her. She breathed slowly and deeply to try and settle the rising panic she felt. Scarlett was not good in the dark and although it was absolutely pitch black her mind was playing tricks on her, shapes moving at either side of the room. She strained her eyes to see if there was anyone there and then screamed as Isaac stepped in front of her, his eyes glowing in the same way Drake’s had, their light the only thing visible to her.


  “Scarlett,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers. “I thought you were looking forward to tonight and yet I had to have you hunted down in the grounds?”


  “I’m sorry, Sir, I panicked I just needed some air.”


  Isaac stepped back and a light flickered in each corner of the room as people lit burning torches and hung them to illuminate her. Scarlett gasped as her eyes adjusted to the sudden light and she struggled against her restraints as she looked around her. Groups of people were seated on cushions, chaise longue and comfortable sofas and all of them were watching her. How had she not heard them? She turned her head but she couldn’t move far. Looking down she saw she was bound to an inverted cross, her ankles attached to each side of the cross bar, and she was suspended in the middle of the room.


  “Ladies and Gentlemen, I present to you my beautiful work in progress, Scarlett. Tonight she is here entirely for our entertainment and pleasure.” He stopped to smile at her.


  “Of course, our pleasure will also be her pleasure.” Isaac trailed a long finger down the side of her face, lifting her chin to show her to the room.


  “I have taken a walk inside her mind, I know her fantasies and tonight, Ladies and Gentlemen, we are going to allow her to play them all out.”


  Scarlett gasped. All of them… and what did he mean he had been inside her mind? Even as she thought it she remembered Drake and how it had felt as if he was inside her head. Isaac must be like him, his eyes were the same. In fact everyone in the room was looking at her with the same pale glow. Again she had the thought that she was out of her depth, but at the same time she was desperate to see where the evening would take her. Would he really fulfil every fantasy right here in the Great Hall of the castle tonight?


  He had certainly made a good start. For a long time Scarlett had wanted to be the entertainment at a party. It was what had made her go along with Isaac’s plan from the start, when most girls would have walked away and never looked back. She also loved to be restrained and had fantasised about exposing herself, being vulnerable in front of people. Isaac was speaking to the groups of people as they regarded her with interest. She watched him as he worked the room, trying to make out what he was saying but everyone spoke so quietly she couldn’t hear a word. The flickering firelight made everything seem even more unreal and Scarlett questioned whether or not she was dreaming. She looked down at her body and saw that her dress had been ripped down the front to expose her from the waist down. Everyone could see what Isaac usually kept for himself. A shiver of excitement coursed through her and Isaac turned his head as though he was tuned into her emotions right now. Their eyes locked and she wasn’t sure if his expression was lust or anger. All she knew was that her escape earlier wasn’t going to go unpunished. She had shown him up in front of all of his… friends? She wasn’t sure who any of these people were and she had met many of Isaac’s business associates previously. His eyes held hers and he came towards her. He was in front of her so fast Scarlett barely had a chance to register that he had moved. How had he done that? She shook her head slightly, wondering if she was still half unconscious but everything else seemed clear.


  Isaac took her chin between his thumb and forefinger, lifting her face to his. His lips were so close and Scarlett tried to kiss him. He pulled away a little, teasing her and then gave in to their mutual desire and pressed his lips gently against hers. Scarlett relaxed as his tongue explored her mouth, his familiarity making her feel safe. Isaac would never let anyone hurt her. He might like to frighten her a little but she was his and he guarded her fiercely.


  “I think you’ll enjoy tonight, little one,” he whispered. “As I said, I know exactly what you like and I am going to give it to you. Call it an early Christmas present. Of course you know that I will enjoy every minute of it too.”


  “Isaac,” she whispered, her eyes dark with longing. “Will you keep me safe?”


  “My sweet baby, I will always keep you safe, you have nothing to fear from me. You are mine and somehow, I appear to be yours. No-one has ever filled my thoughts like you do.”


  His admission made her smile.


  “Who are these people?”


  Isaac looked around at the beautiful people gathered around them. “These Scarlett are my loyal subjects. They have been with me for a very long time and they have seen many girls come and go. I have not cared before but tonight I need you to pass the initiation. It is not enough for me to love you; I need them to accept you too.”


  “I’m scared,” Scarlett said, trying to swallow the desire to run even though she knew she could not.


  “Let the fear push you on to experience everything you’ve ever wanted. We will help you fulfil your desires…. and ours.”


  The light flickered on the walls of the vast room and Scarlett felt a curl of fear as Isaac walked away from her and the group started to move closer. Shadows fell across the floor and Scarlett realised that many of them were holding what at first glance looked like implements of torture. She trawled her mind to think what Isaac could have pulled from the depths of her imagination while they had been fucking. She was sure that this was when he had been in her head. She had always felt so close to him when he was inside her, more than with anyone else. She wondered what he was. What they all were. Because as this evening unfolded it was becoming more apparent that they were definitely not human.


  The mask obscured a lot of her vision as she tried to see more of her surroundings. Isaac pulled a lever and the cross rose a couple of inches into the air and spun a slow 360 degrees. There weren’t as many… she hesitated to say people… as she’d first thought but lining the walls, where there had been huge pictures, there were now mirrors. Scarlett watched herself rotate, her tattered dress floating around her. She admired her reflection, the black of her dress and hair highlighting her ivory skin which shimmered in the firelight. But even her skin looked warm against the iridescence of the figures around her.


  She caught the eye of a tall blonde standing next to a mirror. She was holding a small flogger with only a few tails and distinctive pointy ends and Scarlett held her gaze as she moved past her. A flash of fantasy made her juices flow and she hoped beyond hope that Isaac had incorporated her desire for pain. He knew how much she enjoyed it. She could almost feel the sting of the whip on her skin and before she could even look for Isaac to see his face, the girl was in front of her and the cross stopped spinning and tipped backwards a little, exposing Scarlett’s pussy further. The girl leaned over until she was so close Scarlett should be able to feel her breath on her face, but there was nothing but the glow of her eyes and the smooth plumpness of her pouting lips.


  “Isaac said we should punish you for trying to leave,” she whispered, taut body pressing Scarlett hard into the smooth wood of the cross. The red silk of her dress slid seductively across Scarlett’s crotch giving her an urgent desire to feel something a little rougher. The girl’s tongue? Maybe Isaac had tapped into her more obvious fantasies first?


  The blonde took a step back and raised her arm. Before Scarlett could even think she felt a sharp sting across her left thigh which made her body twitch. Her eyes were dark pools as she gazed into the mirror opposite, watching the shift of the girl’s arse beneath the silk as she raised her arm again. This was something she knew. She knew pain. Isaac would treat her to pain when he knew she needed to forget. Pain blocked out everything else. Pain was safe. The flogger came down again a little harder on her right thigh and her mouth opened with a gasp.


  “You like that?” The question was almost a hiss as the girl raised her arm again and hit her harder. Scarlett looked over at Isaac and saw her lust reflected in his eyes. His cock was straining against his suit trousers. Scarlett longed to unzip them and slide it into her mouth.


  Another sting of the flogger brought her attention back to the blonde in front of her.


  “Don’t look at him,” she said, “you need to pay attention to me. I’m your focus now, sweetheart.”


  With that she brought the flogger down sharply between Scarlett’s spread legs. The shock brought her eyes front, her mouth hanging open. The pain bloomed across her pussy, making her clit throb. She thought she might actually come right then. Her pussy throbbed and her legs shook and she wanted it again. She wanted more. Scarlett braced herself and the flogger made contact again, the heat from the tails warming her all through her groin. The initial sting was replaced each time with a deeper more intense sensation which shook Scarlett to her core. The blonde circled her, trailing the ends of the tails across her skin, teasing her reddened lips with a promise of what was to come.


  Scarlett looked again for Isaac and realised he was standing by her shoulder. A moment later Drake was also there, watching as the blonde licked her lips and moved closer to Scarlett’s prone body. Several others moved towards the bottom of the cross and Scarlett felt her cheeks flush at the thought that her cunt was spread for all to see. The shame mixed with the lust made her wetter and the blonde leaned forward, trailing a slim, cool finger between the folds. She slipped it inside her, curling upwards to stroke her, her thumb sliding over her erect clit. Scarlett bucked towards her palm, embarrassed that her desperation was so obvious. Although already the majority of the group around her were semi naked, pale breasts slipped out of dresses, nipples erect. The men’s shirts were open and several had unzipped their trousers, impressive cocks either in their own hands or those of the women surrounding them. Scarlett was not the only one in a state of arousal.


  Their skin glowed in the dim light of the hall, smooth and pale, other worldly. Removing her finger from inside Scarlett, she inserted it into her mouth, forcing her to taste her own pussy. Then the girl lifted her arm and with a vicious gleam in her eyes, began to beat a slow, teasing rhythm across Scarlett’s cunt. The flogger came down over and over with no respite, and Scarlett writhed and moaned, her pussy sticky with her desire, hot and red and desperate for more. She watched the tails rise and fall as the girl continued her assault on her flesh until Scarlett was teetering on the brink of coming.


  Isaac raised his hand and the girl stepped back. Scarlett whimpered, not sure why she had been left with no release. Then Drake stepped forward and with a long nail, he slit her dress from neck to waist, releasing her breasts from the confines of the tight silk.


  “Please..” she moaned, looking up at him. His fingers were on her thigh and she writhed beneath him. He was so close to her pussy, just a couple of strokes on her clit and she would orgasm. She needed to come.


  “Scarlett,” said Isaac, standing at the foot of the cross, “you need to learn that we are in control here not you. You will get to come when I, when we,” he gestured to the rest of the group, “decide you can come. You will learn what it means to have control.”


  Drake walked over to the blonde who had flogged her. Her nipples were erect and her face was flushed. He ripped her dress the same as he had with Scarlett’s and pressed his lips to her breasts, sucking and licking until she was panting. He positioned her directly in Scarlett’s line of vision and raised her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties and he slipped two fingers into her pale, hairless pussy, holding her by the back of the neck to bend her backwards. He fingered her hard and fast until she was gasping, coming all over his fingers, the sticky squelch of her cunt and her satisfied moans making Scarlett’s clit throb. Drake let her fall gently to the floor, almost as if she was floating, where she gathered her dress around her and crawled over to the sofa to recover herself.


  “So who is next to bring our initiate to the brink of “le petit mort”?” Scarlett looked up at him. “The French refer to orgasm as the little death, my sweet, and tonight you will experience exactly why.” His eyes shone an even whiter shade of pale as he spoke, his voice breaking a little over ‘death’. Scarlett felt the sliver of fear again but pushed it away, the fog of lust in her brain forcing her to try and focus on the next candidate who would fulfil another fantasy.


  Isaac stood in front of him, his smile warming her heart. “I have a treat for you, Scarlett,” he said and stepped aside to reveal her next torturer. The man was looking at her as though she was his next meal. His eyes were a darker blue than the others, his hair longer and jet black. The contrast with Drake was beautiful and Scarlett wondered how they would look together, the darker man bending Drake over the sofa, his thick cock sliding between Drake’s cheeks. She wanted to see Drake as vulnerable as she felt. Isaac looked sharply at her and she knew he had seen her vision.


  The dark haired man leaned over her body and kissed her gently. “My name is Klaus,” he said, “and I am going to make you scream.” He dipped his head and trailed kisses down her chest, pausing over her beating heart, his eyes closed, nostrils flared; then he gathered himself and let his tongue tease her nipples into hard, rosy peaks. Her breasts were heavy and engorged, they felt hot and she ached to feel the flogger across them, striping them until they glowed.


  Klaus continued to kiss her body, dropping to his knees in front of her until his mouth was level with her pussy. He leaned into her, inhaling the scent of her desire and slid his hands beneath her arse, pulling her flesh towards him. His lips were parted, his tongue running over his teeth. Scarlett watched him, holding her breath as she waited for the slide of tongue over her swollen folds. Her clit was hard like a marble and she desperately wanted him to suck on it like he had her nipples. His pinkie fingers toyed with the sensitive area around her arsehole as he watched her pussy clench and twitch, juices sliding down her inner thigh. He seemed determined to tease her as much as possible and she was enjoying him looking so closely at her, the exhibitionist in her wishing she could spread her legs wider for him.


  Klaus finished his inspection of her cunt and let her drop back down onto the cross. He held out his hand and someone handed him a bottle of lube. He dribbled it over his fingers and put it down. Holding her buttocks again, he massaged the lube into her arsehole, dipping the tips of his fingers inside her as he did. Scarlett tensed and sucked in a breath, a sharp pain shooting through her. It wasn’t often that she allowed Isaac to touch her there. She was new to being penetrated anally but Isaac knew that it was something she wished she could enjoy more. Klaus seemed to know exactly what he was doing, the slide of the lube meant that his finger slipped easily inside her and it wasn’t long before he was knuckle deep in her arse. First one finger and then a second. He didn’t look at Scarlett, instead he watched his own fingers as they disappeared inside her, scissoring them apart, watching the stretch of her almost virgin hole. Scarlett focussed on the sensations he was creating in her. She felt awkward and full, but she could feel her arousal building again. It felt different to when Isaac fucked her pussy and she started to thrust herself onto Klaus’s fingers, an urge to feel him deeper inside her taking over.


  Klaus held out his other hand and a large glass dildo appeared in it. It was already covered in lube and Scarlett could see it glisten in the flames. She wondered how it would feel inside her pussy, biting her lip in anticipation of being penetrated in both holes. She had a fantasy of two men taking her but this would be just as exciting. Klaus removed his fingers from her arse and massaged some more lube onto her. Then before she could register what was happening he had positioned the domed head of the dildo against her arsehole. It was ice cold and she jumped back. Klaus put his hand on her stomach and held her down, pushing the cold tip back against her. She tensed up; there was no way she could take all of that. It was too big and she felt herself panic.


  Isaac was beside her face in a flash, whispering soothing words to calm her. “This is what you wanted, Scarlett, to push your boundaries. Relax little one and let Klaus show you how good this can feel.” He was gone as quickly as he’d appeared and Scarlett looked back down at Klaus. He had positioned the head again and she tried to relax her muscles. The cold felt good against her warm skin and Klaus pressed a little deeper. She felt the tip penetrate her and screamed as it breached her muscle. Oh God it hurt but at the same time she wanted more of it inside her. She clawed at the wood of the cross above her head, as Klaus relentlessly pushed the dildo inside her and then with a pop the head was inside and he paused to enjoy her reaction.


  Isaac watched her too, thinking that he had never seen her look so beautiful. Scarlett was panting, her face flushed, her nipples so hard he thought they might burst. Her pussy exposed, her arsehole full, she had never looked so brazenly wanton. He wanted to fuck her, to feel that dildo through the wall of her cunt, the cold against his balls as he fucked her into oblivion.


  Klaus slid more of the glass shaft inside her making her cry out, a combination of pain and pleasure and dipped his head, his mouth latching onto her clit. He teased her, sucking gently then releasing her every few seconds. She wanted more, she wanted his cock inside her and she heard herself begging him to fuck her.


  Klaus smiled at her and buried the dildo to the hilt until only the flat glass base could be seen. Then he trailed his tongue over her pussy, lapping at the fragrant juices that leaked from her. He stood and unzipped his trousers, his cock springing into view as he shoved them to his ankles. Positioning the head against her velvet entrance he gripped the base of the dildo and as he slipped inside her, he slowly pulled the dildo out until just the head was buried in her. The sensation of being filled and emptied at the same time was divine and as he withdrew he pushed the dildo back into her. He continued this in and out motion for several minutes, bringing Scarlett close to orgasm. But there was something more, something he was holding back and something that she craved. She wanted to feel him and the dildo together. She looked up at him as he withdrew his cock, the glass filling her most intimate hole and whispered to him.


  “Both, please? I want to feel you filling all of me.”


  Klaus hesitated and then smirked down at her. Her let go of the base of the glass cock and steadied himself, then with a grunt he drove his cock inside her pussy, rubbing himself along the dildo through the thin wall of flesh as he buried himself to the hilt.


  Scarlett’s eyes flew open at the sensation which racked her body. His pelvis grazed her clit and she cried out with the need to come. She was so close but she needed the pressure on her clit, or the thrust of his cock inside her. Preferably both. Klaus held still, his groin too far for her to rub against. Then a cool pair of feminine hands were between her legs, gripping the base of the dildo and as Klaus fucked her pussy, a girl fucked her arse with the dildo. In and out, in and out, Scarlett had never been fucked so totally.


  “Please, let me come,” she moaned, her head tossing from side to side. Isaac had other plans.


  Klaus’s thrusts were getting faster and more urgent and each double penetration brought her closer. Then just as she thought she was going to lose control, he threw back his head, pulled his cock out of her and sprayed a thick stream of come across her belly. The dildo was removed at the same time and Scarlett almost wept with frustration as she was left hanging on the brink of release again.


  Two girls appeared on either side of her and cleaned her flushed skin where Klaus had left his mark. Isaac stood at the end of the cross observing her. Scarlett’s arms ached and she wondered if he was going to let her down anytime soon. She watched his handsome face and realised that she had never wanted him more. Some of the group had moved away and were entertaining themselves on the sofas. Drake stayed at Isaac’s side his mouth curled into a sinister smirk. Scarlett stared at him, unsure of what she had just seen. It looked like.. she shook her head. Don’t be ridiculous she thought, there was no way he had fangs! Was there?


  Isaac watched her as she squirmed on the cross. Her pussy was throbbing and she needed to come so badly she thought she would literally do anything for him to touch her. He smiled down at her and Scarlett swore she saw a flash of pointed tooth again. Her breathing was shallow, the adrenaline flooding her system as she panicked. She had known that Isaac was a little different but now she was terrified.


  “Don’t be scared, Scarlett,” he said, “you knew what we were. You’ve always known.”


  She shook her head, fear mixed with desire as Isaac ran his hand along her inner thigh, teasing her further. Drake bared his teeth and Scarlett gasped as he knelt between her legs. She watched him as he placed a hand on each leg and lazily trailed his tongue along her thigh, his eyes never leaving hers, his pointed teeth scraping her heated skin. The exquisite pain make her legs shake and she pleaded with him as he moved closer to her clit.


  Drake stopped just before his target, his warm lips against hers making her almost cry with lust.


  “Please,” she begged, “don’t leave me like this!”


  Isaac smiled at her and with a flick of his wrist, her arms were free. The pain was immediate as they dropped to her sides and the blood started to circulate again. She moaned, wrapping them around her body, trying to rub some feeling back into them. Drake untied her ankles and with one move, picked her up and carried her to a large bed at the end of the hall. Isaac followed, his face unmoving, eyes fixed on her.


  Scarlett’s body sank into the soft warmth of the bed and she almost wept, the relief of not being tied anymore rushing through her limbs. Isaac and Drake slowly and tenderly undressed each other, teasing her further as she watched them touch, kiss and caress each other. Finally they lay down on either side of her.


  “We’ve punished you for disobeying me, my sweet Scarlett, but now you’ll get your reward. We’ll give you everything you ever wanted and more. You can have a family, people who care about you. You’ll be mine… ” Drake looked at him, “… ours for all eternity.”


  As he spoke his lips trailed across her nipple, Drake’s hand sliding up her inner thigh. Then they focused their attentions on her desperate, aching pussy, lips, fingers and tongues making her squirm and moan.


  Scarlett looked down at them both, Isaac so dark and sexy and Drake so blonde, his skin luminous in the half light. They looked beautiful together. She couldn’t think of a better way to spend eternity than being fucked by two gorgeous men every night.


  Drake lay back and positioned Scarlett above his face, his tongue lapping gently at her clit, his hands on her breasts to hold her up. She was limp with unrequited desire, barely able to keep herself upright. Isaac lay between Drake’s legs, his cock pressed against the other man’s and pushing Scarlett forward onto Drake’s tongue he joined in with his own, tongue-fucking her as Drake sucked on her clit. Their tongues merged as they licked her, Isaac’s hands keeping her legs spread wide across Drake’s body, kissing each other as they pleasured Scarlett. Her moans and cries as Drake teased her to the brink of orgasm made Isaac so hard. He pressed his cock against Drake, the head slippery with pre-cum, sliding against his lovers hard on. He pulled back his hips until his cock was positioned directly against Drake’s sweet arse and as his tongue plunged inside Scarlett, Drake spread his legs and allowed Isaac access to his most sensitive spot. Isaac ground his hips, driving hard into him, the moans he pulled from his lips vibrating against Scarlett’s pussy.


  She was weak, the desperate need to cum overwhelming her. She ground down on Drake’s mouth and his teeth grazed her swollen lips. His eyes flickered and he exposed the sharp fangs, the need to feed heightened by the sensations of Isaac cock inside him. Isaac sensed his hunger and responded, his lips pulled back, fangs bared. Scarlett’s pussy was like a ripe peach in front of them and as Drake twisted her nipples sending a frisson of pain through her breasts they both bit down on her.


  Scarlett screamed as the new sensation tipped her over the edge, her orgasm crashing through her. She bucked wildly as they drank from her, the pain so intense yet so sweet as her pussy pulsed, her sticky juices mixing with the blood that dripped from their mouths. She felt their strength; saw their immortality as they drained her to the brink of unconsciousness.


  Drake released her with a gasp as Isaac drove into him over and over and his dick leaped and twitched against his stomach, hot ropes of sticky come shooting across his smooth skin as he came hard.


  Isaac withdrew and covered the other man with his own stream of spunk and then without a word, he laid Scarlett’s limp body across Drake’s sticky belly. He bit his own wrist and finished what they had started. Scarlett drank greedily her eyes flickering as she felt the life force flowing in her again.


  The men curled around her, arms wrapped around each other, basking in the afterglow of their frenzied fuck. Isaac watched as Scarlett’s skin changed from soft pink to cool white and her eyes glowed with the same iridescence of the rest of his family. She was one of them at last; his forever, just like Drake before her.


  It was almost sunrise. Most of the others had left the hall, some staying at the castle, some going back to the nest. Isaac lifted Scarlett and carried her to their room, Drake following close behind. Her skin was no longer marked, the bruises and chafing from the ropes and whips all gone as Isaac’s healing blood flowed through her veins.


  Scarlett leaned her head against Isaac’s chest, listening to the silence as he strode along the dark corridors. She could see clearly and she finally felt safe. Drake held onto her hand and his cool touch soothed her. She was finally home.
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  Lexie Bay started writing to immerse herself in a world where women are adored and men fall at their feet but it didn’t take long before she realised that sometimes men do that so you can stomp all over them in your sexy stiletto boots. Ever since then she’s been creating stories that stay true to her original romantic dream while exploring the erotic, the kinky and the downright filthy. Visit her at: www.lexiebay.co.uk.


  Livilla Sanders

  Poisonous
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  Finally, at long last, my stuffy, repressive guardian, aunt Agatha has expired. I breathe a long sigh of relief, exhaling a long breath of cigarette smoke from my lips. The train journey from London has been most tiresome and I can’t wait to get back to the comforts of Mandlebury Hall and my soft feather bed.


  It’s a shame she took so long. Drawing out her illness like that, seeking attention with her constant missives. So very boring. It’s as if she was being deliberately obtuse and was determined to refuse to leave without having the last word.


  I can hear her shrill scolding voice, still, in my head. ‘Don’t do this,’ ‘Don’t do that,’ ‘That’s not ladylike.’


  Didn’t she know the Season is in full swing and I can’t afford to miss the parties?


  Her constant whining, her incessant pleading for me to return to Mandlebury, was just too much.


  And now all I’ve got to look forward to for the next week is the bloody awful funeral and the joys of having to waste my time with my dull relatives. I’m not looking forward to it one bit, I can tell you. I will, however, console myself with the fortunate coincidence that I stand to gain the estate.


  On a more positive note, it will also give me the opportunity to seek out that delicious new chauffeur of hers. Briers is his name. An absolutely gorgeous man who makes my quim flood at the very thought of his proximity. I do hope he’s not disappointing in the bedroom. Or anywhere else, for that matter. Ever since I first saw him last month I have been positively gushing. Aunt Agatha would definitely not have approved…but a girl’s needs are a girl’s needs, and I have worn my fingers to the bone with my little bedroom fantasies.


  I think I shall commence his seduction upon my return to the Hall.


  Once I’ve managed to ditch my insipid husband, Phillip, that is. He is a weak and timid specimen of a man: parsimonious to the core, an utter spoilsport and a true bluenose of the highest order. I really don’t know why I married him. It seemed a good idea at the time. Look at him. Sitting there, opposite me in this bone-shaking railway carriage: stiff as a board, clearing his throat with that annoying persistent cough, a perpetual reminder of my entrapment.


  Some would consider him handsome. Tall and broad shouldered, with a chisel jawline and a strong chin. But he’s weak. Weak as a bent and broken straw. He says he loves me, but he doesn’t. I blame his education. Eton, of course. Too much sport, too much Latin and definitely too much Greek. Too many boys, you see. A place where he acquired a ghastly and unnatural predilection for the male gender, which is obviously a disappointing characteristic in a husband.


  He must have loved the trenches. Mingling with all those men. He says he has nightmares, but I don’t believe him. He was miles away from the front, anyhow. Organising ambulances or something, I don’t know. Apparently he got caught up in a gas attack and that’s where he got his cough.


  I’m twenty-four and I need a man that satisfies me. My husband does not, so I must act accordingly. And my new chauffeur will do nicely, thank you very much.


  I try to distract myself from my weakling spouse by recalling my friend Cynthia’s party at the weekend. It was simply wonderful. Such lively people. I smile as I recall a particular occasion in her husband’s study. I forget his name. It doesn’t really matter. What did matter was the delicious barneymugging he gave me over that desk. I can still remember smelling the green leather of the writing surface as my cheek rested on the soft surface while he took me from behind. My legs still bear the bruises were he dug his fingers into my flesh. He was a fabulous fuck. Such stamina. Such vigour. Such a juicy length of manhood! If I have a God, he’s a phallus and I worship him whenever the opportunity presents.


  Which is often.


  Especially at parties.


  I’m a flapper and a quiff and I don’t mind that men know it. How else am I to satiate my desire for nookie?


  I do understand Philip in a way I suppose. Sucking on a gorgeous cock is simply wonderful, and as to buggery, well I can relate to that too. But I think it’s the taste of a man that does it for me. Or the warm heat of him on my tongue as it swells and pulses against my palate. Perhaps it’s the moment of ejaculation? I don’t know. What ever the reason, it’s all fabulous!


  I’ve had a lot of men so far this season. Last year was super. Cynthia introduced me to her circle of friends: some young, some old, but all well endowed with money and an appetite for pleasure. One was a beautiful band leader. Oh my, that was a party to remember! My first introduction to the Charleston and hedonistic bliss.


  That blow was such a splendid evening of music, dance and frivolity. Afterwards, we went on to a night club in Richmond. Lots of champagne and numerous cigarettes later, I had my mouth and sex filled alternately by the band leader and a trumpeter. Followed by a rather plump double bass player, called George, who buggered me with his dirigible.


  I remember George fondly. He had the biggest dick I’ve ever been pleasured with. And such copious seed. Cynthia had a lovely time of it, as I milked him off into her mouth. Such a drenching she got.


  I do enjoy the taste of a man, but not his ejaculate. Something about its texture makes me gag and retch. Oh, I‘ve tried the old trick of pretending it’s sea-water, but it doesn’t work for me, so I usually spit it out into a convenient receptacle. It’s strange though, as I like a man to spend in my mouth but I’ll not swallow his cream. Cynthia simply adores it, which is awfully useful when we share our men. We call it dining out. And we both do love to dine out regularly.


  I watch Philip as he reads his newspaper like a stuffy old general in a library. The Times is such a bore, but I do admit it is useful for finding out where the best parties are being held. He flicks his pages to straighten the huge sheets of paper. That’s another irritating habit of his. Along with his breathing.


  And now, with another of Cynthia’s parties only three days away, aunt Agatha has succumbed to the cancer that was rotting her body. Why couldn’t she wait just a few more days? It’s so inconvenient. Philip was distraught when we received the telegram. He blubbed for hours. But, as I’m the beneficiary of the estate, everything will be all right. I shall plan the wildest parties and invite my friends from London. Cynthia can bring that band leader again. And George. Oh yes…and George with his big fat zeppelin. We’ll have an absolute ball.


  I sigh again, and glance at my husband as he rustles and folds his newspaper back into a neat package to tuck under his arm. Oh, for goodness sake, he’s taking far too long to do even that simple task. He’s such a nincompoop. I am weary of his presence in my life...and divorce is out of the question...so I must ponder my next steps carefully. I feel widowhood will suit me.
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  At last we arrive at our destination. The smoky cacophony of the locomotive as it pulls away, filling the air with puffs of noxious smoke like an ancient dark wyrm, brings me back to my present predicament. I wait for the porter to fetch my luggage and spot my dashing chauffeur emerging from the station. The sight of him sets my heart racing within my breast and I feel my sex moisten and almost gape in readiness.


  I smile at him and he greets me with a deferential ‘M’Lady’ and a touch to his cap. His salute to Philip does rather rankle though, even though he takes my bags. Philip’s polite, softly spoken greeting is so timid. Look at him: his hands clasped firmly behind his back, like the stiff marionette he is. An awkward, almost shy smile on his face and that bloody cough again.


  It’s hard to conceal my exasperation.


  Briers is being diplomatic and makes no comment. He knows his place. It doesn’t do for those upstairs to lower themselves and show weakness to our lessers. Even so. Clean shaven and well groomed, he has gorgeous blue eyes that I could gaze into all day...if it were not for that fabulous physique of his. Tall, broad shouldered and narrow waisted he reminds me of a Greek statue. And he suits a uniform. I think he served in the Army, though I’ve never asked.


  I’m thinking that after the funeral I’ll make an effort to get to know him a lot better and find out what’s in his trousers. Judging by the fold of cloth he dresses to the right. My imagination is quite fertile. I can picture his prick, hard and erect like a delicious stave of stiff wood. I wonder if he’s flexed left or right? Or perhaps he’s as straight as an arrow? As long as a bull or as disappointing as a…


  No…not disappointing…that spoils my little reverie.


  Just hot.


  And hard.


  And huge.


  And spurting.


  That’s how I like my dicks.


  And before this week is over, I’ll have him, even if it’s the last thing I do.
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  The turgid funeral is Catholic and I hate it. It’s all wailing dirges and disingenuous eulogies. At least it’s being held in the estate’s private chapel; a grotty place, cold and dank and cramped like a ghastly little privy. I’ve always felt oppressed by its confining masonry and musty stink. I loathe places like it, but having the service here does save the inconvenience of more travel.


  I’ve always had a fear of walls falling in on me and dark confined spaces. Ever since Robert, my elder brother, locked me in a pantry when I was a child. He looked so dashing in his Captain’s uniform. But Robert is gone now, killed at Ypres. He’s out there, somewhere, on the Flanders fields. We had a funeral service, but without a body all we have is a headstone that lies alongside those of my parents.


  Philip is now weeping like a baby next to me. I despair, I really do. He should grow a spine. Everyone knew she was on her way out. I just helped her on her way.


  I glance behind my pew and spot my handsome Briers amongst my fellow mourners. Hat doffed, his blond hair neatly cropped, his head bowed in solemnity. He appears sad, though I can’t understand why as she was my aunt. And she was a stuffy old dodo. It can’t have been much fun driving her to and fro from afternoon tea at Lady Alexandra’s all the time. Doesn’t he realise that now he’ll get to go to London a lot more? And we are going to have such a blast.


  Oh, dear God, the Reverend is such a dullard, droning on with his tedious sermon. I wish he’d get on with it. Christ, I need a cigarette. I twitch my gloved fingers with impatience and try to will him on to get this memorial done and dusted and put behind me.


  At last the service is over and we can finally bury my great millstone in the family plot. Surrounded by her black garbed fair weather mourners who bake in the hot July sun, I endure more obsequies and watch with relief as the coffin is at last lowered into the earth.


  Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, and all that.


  Philip stands supportively by my side. I light a cigarette and inhale its calming smoke deep into my lungs. Father O’Neill pauses and looks across at me disapprovingly, but I ignore his insolence. He liked my aunt and they always got on well. I suppose I should be the sad one today, but for now I just see it as a release from her tiresome restraining influences. I glance across the grave and see Briers standing next to my butler, Graham, who is another dour figure in my life. A precise, officious man, who still believes in the old ways. I’ll have to get a new one. Someone more dashing and less sour faced. I think I shall place an advert in The Lady when I get back to London.


  I smile softly at Briers, as I imagine unbuttoning his trouser fly and fishing out that lovely length of his. I can’t wait to feel him in my hand, like a hot poker ready give my fiery grate a damned good poking.


  Suddenly it’s more than a cigarette I want to suck on. I want to feel him grow in my mouth, to sample his taste, to feed on his lust. I know at a funeral I shouldn’t giggle so, as it attracts offended glares, but I can’t help myself. I’ll ignore the overt glowers and pursed lips. I’m the lady of the manor now and what I say goes.


  Briers glances up and briefly our eyes meet. A hint of a smile flashes briefly on his face before it fades, as he remembers his place in the grand scheme of things.


  Yes, my handsome, soon I will sink down on that fabulous manly shaft of yours, and you and I shall both have a jolly good morning ride.
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  At noon we arrive back at Mandlebury Hall to be greeted by my sombre staff, who are in a dark mood. They wanted to attend, but I forbade it. After all, who’s going to prepare my luncheon? To cap it all off, that dreadful doctor of hers is pestering me again. I wish my aunt had found someone more amenable. He’s another boring man. He looks like someone from a bygone age with those greying muttonchops and glowering eyes that ooze remonstration.


  As we walk into the entrance hall, Roberts, my estate manager, tags onto my trailing retinue and begins droning on at me about the farm in the lower fields. Such a dreary, practical man, I really must find a replacement for him as well. I wave him away, with instruction to dig as deep as he wants.


  I’m tired, I’m getting a headache and I need another cigarette.


  I retire to my boudoir to get changed out of these horrid mourning clothes. Milly, my maid, accompanies me and assists my dressing. She stills moons over that disgusting cat that started frequenting the kitchen, but I had to test my powder on something. One day she’ll understand the important thing in life is to be as one truly is and not be shackled by ties of meaningless affection.


  Looking around my bedroom I realise I really should redecorate as this decor is so outdated. Morris on the walls is so not me. I want something more swish and spanky. Now I’ve got my hands on my money, I do believe I shall have a spending spree and renovate with some modern touches. Cynthia has a super bedroom. It has all the modern conveniences one could desire. Electric lighting, a telephone and a huge four poster bed where she and her husband, Peter, entertain her favoured guests. It’s jolly good fun, I can tell you.


  Peter is a delightful chap who works at the Foreign Office. He’s very well versed in Catullus and Ovid. Cynthia lets me borrow him from time to time, as he’s such a darling of an escort. And not adverse to helping a woman in distress when the available men do not come up to standard. He has an exceptionally able tongue and he can bring me off in almost no time.


  After dinner, I resolve to implement my naughty little plan and I order Graham to have a picnic prepared for tomorrow. Some cucumber sandwiches and champers with strawberries will be nice. My wicked notion to seduce Briers must be set in motion and a little persuasive encouragement will not come amiss. I am so going to enjoy myself with my new toy.


  [image: snow]


  The morning sun is glorious, making the air warm and most pleasant. I have chosen to wear a delightful chartreuse flower patterned dress and a matching cloche hat with white silk stockings and cream shoes. I pause by the Rolls and take in the fabulous vista of my estate. Long rolling lawns where I can play croquet, a pleasing scattering of oak and ash beyond, with the ornamental pond hidden by my box bush maze.


  Briers stands ready by the car door waiting for me. I can feel his gaze upon me. My dress is loose around my slim figure, but cut in an enticing modern fashion with a loose bead fringe that brushes just below the knee. I feel so daring in wearing no underwear, but I have plans today and they’ll interfere with my entertainment.


  Philip approaches me, with Roberts in tow, and I conceal my irritation with a smile. He greets me good morning and wonders if I would like to see the farm. I suppress my ire with a conceding nod of my head. Duty calls. They mutter something about a well. I wonder if I’m giving the impression that I care about a silly well. But there is the promise though that the pair of irritating men will then wander off and do something about it. The farm is on my way, so reluctantly I agree and hide my scorn behind accustomed dissembling smiles and nods and order Graham to have someone fetch my wellington boots.
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  The farm is a ramshackle stone and tile building that dates from the time of God knows when and the stench is quite revolting. I have no idea how Clewes, my tenant, tolerates the odiferous malaise that announces the farm’s presence well before it is ever seen. I believe he farms pigs, though I really don’t care what he does, as long as he pays his rent. A grubby, dishevelled man in desperate need of a shave, sporting a perpetual tan and hard gnarled labourer’s hands that he wrings obsequiously as he speaks. He, his wife and his brood of six urchins have lived there for several years. I can barely contemplate that his wife allows him to touch her. I’m sure the noisome smell of dung is ingrained permanently into his very skin.


  Clewes leads us around the farmyard to a place near his barn where the earth has collapsed in, revealing a gaping hole in the ground.


  “Must be an old well, m’lady.”


  “I can see that.” My reply is terse and disdainful. “I do have eyes, you know?”


  I creep forward towards the edge and peer down into the pitch black abyss of the pit. My stomach flutters and a rising fear grows inside me. I feel a strange urge to cast myself down. My limbs tremble as I lean forward further, drawn on by a curious impulse.


  “Careful, m’lady, it looks deep,” says Briers. He exchanges an anxious look with Philip, who shakes his head as if denying my boldness. I edge forward, driven by a compulsion to face my fears. With a slip of earth, the edge of the hole gives way and my footing fails. I flail my arms to regain my balance, but they are not enough and, with a shriek, I tip forward toward the deep blackness.


  My fall is halted by the pull of strong arms. A realisation dawns on me that Briers has saved me from a certain plunge into oblivion.


  My gratitude soars as I regain my self composure and I allow his supportive arms to haul me to his broad chest, and I linger there, revelling in his warm strength, pressing myself against his strong torso like a limpet, breathing in his masculine scent. My hand discreetly flutters behind me and I press softly on his upper thigh, eager for the touch of a real man and find the wash of intoxication almost overwhelming.


  He stays silent, as Philip enquires of my shock and panic. Inside I’m reeling. Though my heart thunders in my chest it is not from fear but is instead induced by his touch and the fact that I am enfolded by his safe arms and that my fingers can subtly massage the hard muscle of his leg.


  Philip looks concernedly at me.


  “We’d best get you back to the Hall,” he says.


  Silent and submissive, I’m so immersed in my fantasy made real that I’m unable to voice protest, until Briers releases me and Philip touches my arm. It shakes me from my inertia.


  “No! I came for a picnic and a picnic I shall have!”
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  Leaving Philip to talk to Clewes, Briers drives me across the estate, past the thickly wooded hill and down into the valley to where the ruined old mill lies on the edge of the river. I order Briers to park the car by the ivy clad pile of bleached and flaking stones and bid him set up my picnic. He opens the car door for me and I make deliberate show of my silk stockinged legs as I emerge. The poor man looks so uncomfortable at the sight of my long pale limbs.


  It pleases me to know I now have his full attention and I smile knowingly at him. I shall have to do something about his discomfort, so I offer my thanks.


  He smiles as if he’s embarrassed and looks away.


  He unfurls the rug and places the picnic basket beneath the swaying boughs of the weeping willow whose sagging branches almost brush the water’s surface.


  I sit down and gaze out across the water, a warm contentment filling my thoughts as my appetite rises. And it's a peckishness not just for strawberries.


  “Thank you for saving me earlier” I say.


  “It was nothing, m’lady.”


  “Nonsense. Come sit by me, Briers.”


  I see the hesitancy in his eyes: his body is stiff, his jaw clenches, his demeanour cautious. I pat the rug encouragingly beside me and put on my sweetest smile. I pose myself subtly...angling my face up towards his and touch my hair lightly with my fingers.


  He pulls his trouser legs up and sits awkwardly, his back straight, his arms folded around his bent knees and his gaze fixed ahead like some stone caryatid.


  “Briers.”


  “Yes, m’lady?”


  “Pour me some champers, there’s a good chap.”


  “Yes, m’lady.”


  “And Briers, you need not wear your hat. It’s all so very formal. I’m grateful for your courage this morning and I want to reward it.”


  He gives an acquiescent nod and an uncertain smile as he removes his cap. Ruffling his hand through his sandy hair, he gazes up at the glorious sun. Out of the corner of my eye I study his profile. His strong face is emphasised by his cleft chin and I ponder on his body, imagining it to be strong and solid, beneath his stiff uniform. He really does suit it, but I’d love to see him naked and proud.


  “Have a drink with me, Briers.”


  “M’lady?”


  “Have a glass. Relax. I thought you downstairs types knew how to have fun. You do know how to have fun don’t you?” I say.


  “We do, but I’d rather not, m’lady.”


  “Drink,” I say sternly, “Or I’ll have to let you go. I can’t have staff who won’t do as they’re told. And I can get more amenable chauffeurs. They’re ten a penny nowadays. For goodness sake, man, I’m trying to be nice to you.”


  He tilts his head and obediently pours himself a glass.


  “To the brim Briers. A proper glassful,” I remonstrate as I select a strawberry. I bite into its sweet and juicy flesh and savour the taste as it dances on my tongue. I murmur my appreciation and add, “Have a strawberry too, these are really scrummy.”


  His resistance is also getting tiresome.


  I glare at him until he puts the flute to his lips and takes a sip.


  “There, that wasn’t so bad was it?” I smile my approval at him and hunch my shoulders with glee. “Have some more.” He frowns and I can see the indecision wash over his face. “You do like working at Mandlebury, don’t you, Briers?”


  “Yes, m’lady. Your aunt was a fine woman.”


  “Then have another glass.” I do not chastise him for mentioning my aunt. That would be ungracious. But he is with me, and I would like him to at least acknowledge that.


  He pours another. It won’t be long now. Champers makes one giddy so quickly.


  “I bet you are popular with all the village girls, Briers.”


  “Begging your pardon, m’lady. But that’s my affair.”


  “Oh come on, Briers. We’re both adults. In this matter we speak as equals.”


  “Even so. My private life is private.”


  “Dear me. I thought this would be fun. Perk up, man, or we can go back and you can pack your bags.”


  “If that’s what you wish…” He makes to rise and alarm fills me. I have overstepped and need to make amends. My hand reaches for his arm, my fingers touch his skin and I hold his brawny forearm in an arresting grip as I put on my most innocent and apologetic look.


  “I’m sorry, Briers. Sit. Stay with me.” I’m so practised at dissembling to get what I want. I flutter my eyelids for good effect and pout my lower lip like a child. He smiles and I sense the anger fade in him.


  “It’s lonely being who I am, you know.”


  “You have every advantage, m’lady. How can that be?”


  “It’s a prison. And I can’t bear being trapped. It’s suffocating me. So I rebel in the only way I know how to. In a way I envy your freedom."


  "My freedom?" He make a bitter laugh and shakes his head in disbelief.


  "You're free to do as you wish." He, after all doesn’t have to keep up too many appearances.


  “Save be myself."


  Such a strange comment he makes. I wonder why? I suppose being staff does have the disadvantage of having to be at someone’s beck and call, but that’s the way of things.


  "Do you find me attractive, Briers?”


  “M’lady?”


  I repeat my question.


  “That’s not a fair question to ask a servant, m’lady,” he says.


  “Please stop calling me m’lady. My name is Lillian.”


  He frowns and I giggle at his unease. But he’s a man and all men have their weaknesses. I know this very well.


  Soon the champers does its wonderful thing and he visibly relaxes. He leans back against the willow and his features settle into a peaceful cast.


  I place a cigarette in my mouth and wait silently...expectantly...my intent eyes upon him. He takes the hint and lights it for me. I suck a deep lungful, allowing the soft satisfying buzz in my head to take me as I formulate my thoughts on how to steer the conversation to my advantage.


  “Tell me about yourself, Briers. Where do you come from? Do you have a sweetheart?”


  He shrugs, “Not much to tell.” Leaning forward, he stares ahead with a wistful almost haunted look on his face. “I grew up in Coventry and served an apprenticeship as an engineer. Then the war came and I found myself serving as a mechanic.”


  “A mechanic?”


  “Yes.”


  “Was your war hard?”


  He looks away and dips his head. “I’d rather not say, m’lady.”


  “Lillian,” I correct him. I raise my hand and graze his cheek with a long, soft stroke of my fingertip. His warmth is like a narcotic...and I find myself gazing at his beautiful face.


  He gives a tight smile and repeats my name. I return it with one of my own as one barrier is torn down. I wonder how many of his walls I must breach before I get what I want? Not too many, I hope.


  “And after?” I say.


  “I found service as a chauffeur with Lady Struthers.”


  “Gainful employment is a boon.” I study him. There is something there. Something he’s not telling me. I sense it in his eyes, in the tension in his face given away by the tight lines on his brow. “How did you enter my aunt’s service?”


  “I was recommended.”


  “By whom?”


  “Sir Douglas Fenns.”


  I know the name. A man of influence at Horse Guards, I believe. Briers has connections...


  “Do you have a sweetheart?”


  “No.” He says it so fast I know he’s lying. His denial is evidence enough. It matters not. I shall suck and fuck him dry, and send him back to her a shrivelled bag of spent bones and skin. But not before I’ve had my fill of him.


  I pluck a long grass and tease and tickle his ear with its tip, toying with him like a cat playing with a mouse, softening him up, preparing him for my inevitable pounce. He lies there, studiously ignoring my flittering tickles.


  “Keep your secrets, then,” I say as I finish my glass. I flick its rim, arch my eyebrow and pout my irritation at having to wait for a refill. With my glass refilled I offer him a pleased smile. It works every time. I lean towards him, letting my perfume fill his nostrils and sip my champers as I look up into his eyes and flutter my lids coquettishly. My fingers toy with his shirt button, feeling the heat rise from his broad chest.


  “Kiss me, Briers.”


  “Kiss you?” His surprise is so charming, so inviting, so quaint.


  “Yes. You have kissed a girl before haven’t you?”


  His eyes narrow at my gentle taunt and he licks his lips before answering, “Of course, I’ve kissed before. But your husband?”


  “Oh, don’t worry about him. We have an arrangement.”


  “An arrangement?”


  “Yes. He gets to sleep with men he fancies and in return so do I.” It’s not exactly the truth, but it’s close to it. Our arrangement is that I sleep with who I like and Philip keeps his mouth shut as he knows that I’ll expose his sordid predilection to all and sundry. Public humiliation and imprisonment are my very good allies in this.


  “I didn’t know,” he says.


  “Good. I’m glad that’s settled. Now kiss me.” I close my eyes and pucker my ready lips. There is a long pause. It’s as if he’s hesitant. I can’t blame him, as he is from downstairs and I am being very forward. With looks like his I’m sure he doesn’t have to try very hard to get any girl he wants. So I’ll make it easy for him. I lift my head and brush my lips to his.


  He barely responds. This is not what I’d had In mind. I'd expected a mouth full of tongue and searching hands on my bubs eager to twiddle my nipples.


  “I like a man who’s good with his hands,” I whisper, as my palm cups his cheek. He swallows slowly but does not move away, so I press my advantage. I take his hand and slide it to cup my breast. I have small breasts. Which is fortunate, as the fashion nowadays is for small and I do so enjoy having fashionable bubs. He squeezes tentatively and my nipples harden in response. That’s better. Champers is so useful.


  I know what will loosen his will further. My fingers trace small steps down his chest, sliding lower, gliding skittishly across his navel to the bulge in his trousers. He’s hot, firm and my fingers pads trace the swelling length through the fabric of his trousers.


  I kiss him again and this time he is more as I expect. He’s not a bad kisser either. A little lazy on the up take but now I do believe the game is on!


  I deepen our kiss, revelling in the ease with which he surrenders to me. It’s so facile. I firm my grip on his swollen length and slowly begin to rub from root to tip. He moans into my mouth as our kiss becomes inflamed like a brazier of desire. I deftly undo the top button of his fly and smile as I meet no more resistance.


  He knows he’s mine to play with. He knows his place. He is in service. And I want servicing.


  I pop each button, until no more are fastened and slide my hand inside. His union underwear buttons fall one by one to my besieging fingers. A nest of soft hair greets my touch as my exploring hand secures the hot shaft it seeks. He’s still a little flaccid for my purposes. Obviously, he’s nervous, but he’d better perk up if he wants to keep his job.


  My own fire burns liquid within me. A tight searing heat that spreads throughout my body like a glorious thrilling wave.


  I glide my thumb over the sticky silken head of his cock. I love having that effect on a man, to drive him to distraction, to make him stir beyond his restraint. He’s ready for a good sucking, I think. But I shall continue my tease and torture a while longer. Though I would not have him spend himself prematurely. That simply will not do.


  I ease his thickening shaft from its confines and gaze upon the swelling member. I smile with pleasure at his beauty. Now my fingers have worked their magic, he is long and thick and I’m in no doubt of his firm arousal. My hand grips his flesh with a delicate touch and I begin to stroke him with a steady rhythm.


  “Don’t come,” I say. “I’ve not had my fill of you yet.”


  I draw down his foreskin with a light pull and feast my eyes on his shining head and its glistening pink slit. Resting my head on his navel I observe as my hand twists and glides over his length, feeling his pulsing muscle throb and twitch in my hand like a second heart beat. My mouth is watering and I dip my head lower. I inhale his fresh fragrance and lick my lips. I want him to feel my mouth as it closes around his needy flesh.


  My insides are clenching tight with want and soaking with desire for him, but I will tease him some more, before I take my pleasure.


  I extend my tongue and flick its tip against his sensitive helmet. His musky warmth excites me. His taste stimulates me, his aroma arouses me, his sheer girth beckons me to take him into my salivating mouth and suck softly until I feel his hips begin to buck in response.


  I engulf his glans with my lips and swirl my tongue over velvet warm flesh.


  Ah! He tastes as good as he looks.


  I flick my tongue around his ridge, gently massaging it with languid strokes and apply a little suction. He groans and I can’t help the smile as it appears at the corners of my mouth. He’s not been blown like this before, I’m sure. I am going to have such fun. I can, with all confidence, say I know what I’m doing. I’ve had a lot of practise.


  I take his warm flesh into my mouth and worship him. I take my time, I take my pleasure, I take him as deep as I can with long languorous sucks. How divine it is. His heat, his taste, his scent are…utter bliss. Aunt Agatha was a stupid old cow. How could she object to my sucking this gorgeous cock? The silly old moo really needed to get a hold of one of these and have a jolly good time with it. She was always in my way. Always an obstacle. Something had to be done about her.


  A little help to ease her on her way was so necessary, and she is…was…so very fond of a sherry before bedtime.


  It took a quiet word and little effort to procure some inheritance powder. Slipping it into her decanter was almost too easy. And now, at last, there is silence and my suffering is over. Believe me, it was a kindness. You do understand don’t you? You’d have done the same.


  I decide I can wait not more. I need to feel him spend in my mouth, to taste his seed, to feel its warm gush upon my tongue. I clamp my lips around the ridge of his bulbous glans, swirl my tongue upon its surface and stroke him fast between my forefinger and thumb. I work him hard, my breath labouring, his hips tense and flex gratifyingly at my efforts. Not long now I think! His hands grip my hair and he groans long and hard.


  Yes! He’s nearly there.


  The sound of a motor car approaching disturbs us and I quickly disengage from my lovely lolly. Irritation turns to annoyance as the intruding vehicle pulls up near mine. Briers is already standing and hurriedly tucking away my prize. I feel robbed, like a child denied their favourite treat at Christmas.


  My unwelcome intruder is my ghastly neighbour Lady Jane Hartington, a silly old goose, who was friendly to my aunt. Now I shall have to share my picnic with her. How tedious. She beetles towards me all smiles, platitudes and condolences.


  I bid her sit and chat and partake in my picnic. Her chauffeur sets up a seat and stands to chat discreetly at a distance with Briers by the cars, while I’m forced to spend my picnic in the company of a middle-aged prude with as much fun in her as a bag of rotten fish.


  And, as we talk fetes and charity and orphans, I think of him in my mouth.


  And my denial.


  Inside I’m raging to my core.


  I was so close.


  So near to sampling his essence.


  And now I must bide my time.


  It is too much. I must have him.


  Tonight.


  I must.


  I can’t take my eyes off him. It’s as if he’s somehow ensnared me.


  And I despair as my afternoon is consumed by a gruelling conversation. I flippantly announce to her that soon I shall be sailing off to America. I’m such a tease. I know she finds America utterly fascinating. And she’s such a gossip that I’ve no doubt all and sundry will learn of my impending travels within a few days. And then I shall reappear and humiliate her as her story proves untrue. That’ll teach her to be so dull.


  For two hours I entertain her before I feign duty and announce I must return to the Hall. Our journey back is in silence. Briers is obviously thinking about something...as am I. I don’t want any more interruptions. No more delays.


  I will have him fuck me tonight.


  As he pulls the car up on the gravel drive, I know my opportunity to speak to him in private is coming to an end. He opens the door for me and as I step out I whisper discreetly into his ear. “Come to my room at midnight.” It is so difficult suppressing the skip in my step as I enter the Hall.


  The die is cast and inside I am a quivering jelly of anticipatory excitement.
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  I wait impatiently in my bedroom. The warm night makes me want to sleep almost naked upon the covers so I wear just my smooth silk shift. I sip at my bedtime brandy and smoke another cigarette. The thought of his imminent arrival is making me wet and I fantasise about his strong body smothering mine and his lovely cock sliding inside my soaking slit.


  I sip more brandy. So kind of Graham to think of that, as usually he’s a fussy old fuddy-duddy. Perhaps he’s making allowances for my grief or maybe he senses his time here is coming to an end? Either way I’m going to enjoy myself keeping him on his toes.


  The old clock in the hallway chimes midnight.


  He’s late.


  I don’t like being kept waiting.


  I resist the urge to pull my summoning bell.


  A soft knock at the door draws my attention. I pose on the edge of my bed, my legs crossed, my hands clasped around my knees, my back stiff and regal.


  “Come,” I say.


  Briers enters and closes the door quietly, the click of the latch seems loud in the dead of night, but I’m confident that the servants are all tired and fast asleep. After all, I did instruct Graham to get the staff to give the whole house an extra cleaning.


  “Hello, Briers,” I say as I give him my most seductive smile.


  “Lillian,” he says stiffly.


  I beckon him forward with a crooked finger, my eyes fixed on his and I touch the tip of my tongue to my upper lip in anticipation of a splendidly wet and sticky night to come.


  “Kiss me Briers.”


  I am eager for him to reach down and pull me to him. He leans forward and presses his lips to mine and I can taste notes of whisky upon him. Joy fills my heart as I can discern none of this afternoon’s coy evasiveness in him. He’s realised that I can pleasure him well and that for this one night alone, he will get the chance to be master of the mistress. It so adds to his addictive masculine flavour.


  I suck his lip into my mouth, grazing his flesh with my teeth. He stands before me, proud, erect, like he’s trying to be manly. Like he’s trying to be behave or something. He has no need for anxiety...except in my expectation of satisfaction. I must reassure my new lover that he is wanted here. So very wanted.


  “Closer,” I say.


  My insides seem to tingle and I clench my pelvic floor for a sweet warm, wet burn that spreads in a tingling cascade through me. Our kiss deepens and our tongues swirl around each other, like a pair of dancers expressing passion and lust and need as one melded movement. I have waited too long for this.


  My fingers touch his cheek, my nails graze his warm bristled skin and the light tickling sensation just makes me want more of him. I want to yield. I want him to take control. And yet he does not do so, so I press myself against him, my arms slide around his neck and I nuzzle into his neck. My lips kiss, my teeth nip, my tongue tastes...he is so delicious.


  “That’s better,” I murmur.


  As his hands fall on my waist, his fingers press through my shift, his heat burning my flesh. Finger pads knead the tops of my buttocks with a rhythm. I moan as I feel my passion surge like a rising wave of raw need.


  I have to have him.


  I need him to be mine.


  Forever.


  The thought startles me. I have never known romantic love. The concept is alien to me and yet I find myself considering the possibility that I may have fallen victim to its arrows of misfortune.


  It cannot be. Can it?


  I unbuckle his belt with hasty fingers. I need to see him. Need to suck him again. Need to feel him fill my every orifice with his spurting jism. My fingers fly over his buttons, undoing each one in quick succession, I pull down his trousers to find he is not wearing underwear and I grin with the happy discovery.


  “I’m glad to see you anticipate my needs,” I say, as his trousers drop to his ankles.


  There is a need in some men to spend quickly. Which can lead to rather disappointing fucks, as they get all embarrassed and their ardour fails. So I have found that one must take control and temper their spirit by allowing them a quick come in preparation for a subsequent longer bout.


  I take him in my mouth. Hungry for him, I work hardness into his member. I wonder how much scotch he’s had? He’s taking a while longer than I would have hoped to achieve an erection, but my expert tongue and skilful lips lick and nibble and shape him into something I can use.


  Gazing up at him I see the contorted expression of raw pleasure of his face. Most enjoyable, yes? At last he is surrendering to me. At last we have an understanding. Relishing his warm hardness, I suck him deep into my mouth. I adore doing this to a man. It's so empowering. So delightfully invigorating. My lust feeds on his and now that I have him in my room for several hours I know I can slake my thirst on him.


  I prefer to use just my head and to rest my hands on my knees as I suck a man's dick.


  I find it to be utterly erotic.


  The sound of my noisy slurps and louche gulps fill the room as I fellate him.


  He groans most gratifyingly at my efforts.


  His glistening firmness tastes so divine that I lose myself in the rhythm of my lascivious cocksucking. My own lustful growls from deep in my throat spur me on and I can no longer suppress my need to feel him squirt.


  I have to taste him.


  I must have it.


  I suck his helmet, swirling my tongue on its sensitive surface, as I hum and gorge.


  His hands grip my head, his fingers running through my hair, holding my head fast as his thrusts meet my lips. His hips begin to lose synchronicity and I know my moment approaches.


  As he gives himself over to blissful orgasm, his mouth gapes, his body tenses and he exhales a protracted moan.


  I murmur with delight knowing of his imminent climax.


  The first squirt of hot semen hits my palate and spatters on my tongue.


  Yummy.


  He floods my mouth with spurt after glorious spurt. Unlike many of the ejaculations I’ve sampled, he has a hint of sweetness and his come is of a watery consistency. I can feel myself begin to retch, so I spit it out into my brandy glass.


  I bid him strip naked and lie on the bed. That he obeys without question is most satisfying as it allows me to drink in the lines of his body, those tantalising buttocks, firm stocky thighs and muscular upper body that just melt me. I lie alongside him, my hands exploring his firm frame, my fingers following the plane of his flat stomach, the downy mat of hair on his chest and we kiss in a long embrace.


  I need him hard and ready again. I could suck him once more, but I myself run the risk of losing myself in that moment. Instead I choose to kiss his lovely lips while my fingers caress and stroke him. Oh, the feel of his warm cock in my hand is quite stimulating, I can tell you. I can feel his ardour rise again, as my deft fingers ably coax life back into my perfect pleasure shaft.


  I can’t wait to get him inside me. I’m so wet and slick. Normally, I’d want his tongue to explore my pink slippery folds and his lips to lavish attention to my clitoris, but I need to feel his cock buried to the root in my quim.


  Fortunately beneath my shift I’m as naked as a babe, as it makes for ease in these situations. I sit up and move to straddle him, bending my legs beneath me. I adjust my nightdress, revealing the pale skin of my legs to his eyes. My hard nipples graze and poke against the fabric, stimulating them with electric jolts of pleasure.


  Beaming down at him, I say, “You’re my chauffeur and you’re going to give me a jolly good ride.” Pushing back his arms, I grind myself into him, pressing my swollen nub of pleasure against his hardness.


  He lies prone, the hot shaft of his manhood grazing between the soaking lips of my sex as I slide up and down upon him, lubricating the point of our union with my flowing juices. I reach between us and position the head of his erect shaft at my drenched entrance and sink down on him in one fluid motion.


  I love the moment of penetration.


  It’s all so satisfying, as he fills me with his snug fitting plug of cock.


  Resting my hands on his chest, I ride him like the devil himself is inside me.


  Grinding.


  Sweating.


  Undulating.


  His strong hands clasp my wrists as he thrusts up to meet me.


  And we fuck.


  We fuck like there is no tomorrow.


  We fuck like today is our last, our only time.


  He’s absolutely marvellous.


  I sense my orgasm build, and I grip his shaft with my walls and milk him of his seed. I’m so slick my cunt creates the most arousing squelches as our union reaches its frenetic climax. My sighs and groans meld into a crescendo of passion. I need his spend. I want him deep. I urge him on, with vigorous bucking of my hips meeting his upward thrusts.


  And it spills over like a blooming pyrotechnic against a midnight blue sky. It crashes through me like a white water cataract, all spume, foam and froth. Dashing my soul with its energetic overflowing rush of tight release. Thunderous rapture resonates within me as my viscid sex is deluged with his ejaculation.


  I lie there atop him, my chest heaving, my lungs burning, my skin covered with beads of sweat. I need to catch my breath before I resume dining upon my delicious chauffeur.


  I wave my long fingers at my bedside drawer. Atop it lies a small jar of Vaseline that I urge him to fetch. In one fluid move, he stretches an arm and presents me with my lovely little jar.


  He holds it steady as I roll off him and turn to dunk my fingers in the lubricant. Drawing his shaft through my lubricated fingers, I coat it with a film of greasy petroleum jelly ready for my next course. I tease him once again back to hardness with my fingers.


  I touch my fingers to his chin and fix my gaze to his, to ensure he understands exactly what I want next.


  “Bugger me,” I say.


  I roll onto my hands and knees, waggling my bottom provocatively at him. He can see my slippery gaping slit that no doubt drips with seed. He can see the way my excitement glistens on my puffy swollen lips and trickles in a moist sheen on my inner thighs. I haven’t wanted a man inside me so badly in months.


  “Fuck my arse.” I say the words again to impress upon him my firm desire for him to sodomise me.


  I feel him edge toward me on the bed and the probing nudge of his cock push against my yielding sphincter.


  He penetrates me ever so slowly.


  I can feel myself stretch to accommodate his glorious girth.


  Yes!


  I sigh with a satisfied moan as he fills me completely.


  “Fuck me hard. Fuck me fast, Briers.”


  He begins with slow even strokes.


  “Faster,” I mutter. I order. I command. He is all mine at last.


  And I feel as if I’m being split in two.


  A fiery burn as my anus stretches wide to accommodate his fabulous girth sears my insides. I laugh with joy as he rams himself inside me. I suck and bite on my lip, as his thickness glides in and fills my very bowels.


  He fucks me hard.


  The way I like it.


  Fast.


  Unforgiving.


  Relentless.


  Until my passion burns like a savage blaze.


  I pump my hips and push back to meet his forceful thrusts..


  “Yes,” I cry. I don’t care if anyone hears me. This is my house and I’ll do as I will.


  He grips my hips and pulls me onto his thrusting cock.


  He’s using me.


  As I use him.


  I feel it rise in my centre. A burning boiling tightness that rolls and ripples like swathes of wheat in a strong breeze. I sense it coil, I feel my tense burning insides tauten and grip and quiver and explode into one of the best orgasm I’ve ever had.


  My mouth is slack in a silent scream as my breath leaves my lungs in a guttural growl as I yield myself to glorious rapture.


  I collapse to my forearms, my head dizzy, my mouth suddenly dry and spots appear before my eyes like never before. I feel my sex clench and spasm in exquisite multiple contractions.


  Briers quickens his pace. He is nearly there too and I push back lustfully on his impaling spear, willing him to spurt deep into my bowels, demanding my buggery be complete with a full squirt of jism. He does not disappoint. He twitches and pulses inside my distended rectum as his semen floods me.


  Ah! There is a God and he’s just fucked my arsehole!


  Exhausted, I slump forward on the bed as my fatigue takes me to a well satisfied doze. I can't wait to tell Cynthia all the salacious details.


  [image: div]



  I awaken. My limbs seem drained and my mind befuddled. Philip stands over the bed his eyes wide with a strange almost gloating look. Briers stands by his side. I squint and peer at them in confusion as a sudden fatigue pours through me.


  “I found the arsenic, Lillian,” says Philip matter-of-factly. It’s as if he’s suddenly grown some balls. So uncharacteristic of him.


  “What?” I slur. My head is spinning, my stomach on fire, my limbs heavy.


  “Aunt Agatha did not deserve to die like that. She was good to you, despite your wicked ways.”


  “Oh shut—” My retort is silenced by the violent slap that sends me flying to the bed, its electric sting spreads across my skin like a flame consuming paper. Indignation fills my core.


  I feel my body being grappled and I try to cry out and struggle against them, but their grip…


  Their grip?


  Their grip!


  Horror dawns on me as I realise that my Briers is assisting Philip to truss me up like a pig, my wrists tied to my ankles. I squirm and wriggle as fury and fear mount within me in equal measure, but I am no match for their combined strength.


  “What are you doing?” I scream in a vain effort to attract attention, but they ignore my protests.


  The door opens. Relief of rescue floods through me as my butler enters the room, “Graham, help me. These imbeciles—”


  “Quiet, m’lady,” says Graham. “There’s a good little murderess.”


  “Ready?” says Philip. The pair nod at Graham and he leaves as quickly as he arrived.


  “My God, what are you going to do to me?” I try to keep the fear from showing but my voice is cracked.


  “Just desserts, my dear,” says Philip, as he stuffs a foul tasting rag into my mouth.


  They roll me onto my front and Briers straddles my back, pinning me to the bed with a painful vice like grip. I feel Philip probing my bottom with something and I squeal as I feel a cold tube being inserted into my freshly lubricated anus.


  “There, there, sweet little vixen. You weren’t struggling earlier,” chides Briers, reminding me of the exquisite arse fucking he had given me mere minutes earlier.


  I look over my shoulder to see Philip holding a funnel in one hand, attached to which is a rubber tube that I suppose leads into my bottom. In the other he holds a brown bottle.


  “Hurry up, man, she’s stronger than she looks,” hisses Briers.


  Philip inverts the bottle and its clear liquid contents pour into the funnel with a slow compelling glug. My eyes widen and my mouth dries instantly as I feel a cold fullness fill my rectum. My drowsiness increases almost immediately.


  “Is that all of it?” says Briers.


  Philip nods and grins at me. “Paraldehyde. Soon you’ll be in the land of nod. We shan’t see each other again. Goodbye, my dear, sweet wife.” His voice drips with a sarcastic venom that sends a horrible chill down my spine.


  Briers leans down, his mouth near my ear. “You’ve a nice arse, m’lady. But I’d rather fuck Philip’s.”


  Confusion reigns in my muddled fearful head. A thousand questions flood my mind but I can voice no retort, speak no protest, for my limbs grow cold and my eyelids heavy as my body responds to the sedative drug now coursing through my veins. My limbs feel like lead and the effort to move them is beyond me.


  From my trussed up position I see Briers kiss Philip with a passion that I have never known. Briers sinks to his knees and undoes Philip’s fly. He looks up at Philip as if waiting for something. Philip, my useless, spineless husband nods and Briers proceeds to pull out his erecting dick.


  My horror rises as he goes to work on it. He bathes my husband’s cock with a feathering flicking tongue before taking him into his mouth. Hungrily, he devours his shaft like a true cocksucker. Inside I’m screaming in shock and denial at what I’m witnessing and I groan with hurt disappointment.


  It can’t be!


  Briers’ bobbing head fills my vision as Philip thrusts his shaft past my chauffeur’s lips, deep into his mouth. It would seem that Briers has no gag reflex to speak of. In a way I’m impressed by him, as Philip does appear to have a long cock after all. It is only that he requires a man to arouse it.


  Through the fog of my mind and my blurred vision I realise that they are lovers.


  I have been duped.


  I’m a fool and I know that I’m the cuckold.


  I can barely watch as Philip grunts and groans and thrusts into Briers’ willing mouth. I know what’s coming. I can sense it, befuddled, bound and gagged as I am. His growing hisses and sighs betray his rising climax as surely as the twitching of his face. With a loud moan Philip empties himself, with long strands of spurting come, onto my Briers’ waiting tongue.


  Their gloating smiles serve only to reinforce my humiliation and I vow to myself that I will get even for this outrage.


  Briers does what I cannot and swallows it all. His face a picture of ecstasy, he licks his lips and smacks them at me like a mocking salute. The sight of it sends a shudder down my spine. And both men look at me and laugh.


  As I lose consciousness, Philip’s distorted voice rings in my ears, “Say hello to aunt Agatha, for me.”
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  I awaken in a blackness broken only by a small, bright crack that sheds a beam of light upon my face. My body feels a deep fatigue, as if my limbs were leaden and a heavy weight were pressing down upon me. My mouth is still gagged by that foul tasting cloth and I find that my limbs are bound securely and I am lying on my side in a pool of fetid water. I try to rise but I hit my forehead and I discover I’m restricted by a wall of wood. The smell of damp earth tainted by a malodorous stink of dung fills my nostrils. I recognise it with a start. I’m at the bottom of that dark dank well.


  A rising panic threatens my throat as I try to move my arms in the darkness to find they too meet an obstructing wall. Tears flood my eyes. My breath hitches in panic, my heart pounds as a pure unadulterated terror rips through my mind as I come to realise I am imprisoned within a sturdy wooden box with barely room to move.


  The silence is broken by a scraping of metal on earth and an abrupt crash as something strikes the wooden lid above me and a scattering of soil trickles through the crack into my face. I shake the offending dirt from my cheek, though some has entered my eye, making it water with more tears as I blink frantically. Another scrape and then more dirt crashes above me.


  I scream in protest.


  "Listen!" I recognise Philip's voice.


  "Keep digging." Briers' voice is cold, calm and stern.


  "But she's alive man!"


  "You found the arsenic in your whiskey, didn’t you?" There is a long silence. "Then keep shovelling."


  Another scrape follows and more soil lands above my head.


  I beg. I plead. I whimper. But my tearful, plaintive cries are met with a wall of silence.


  I wiggle around frantically. My stomach lurches and I void my bladder as I claw and wriggle ineffectually. I bang my forehead against the solid barrier mere inches away from my tearful face.


  All I can hear is the roaring in my ears and my heavy panicked breath.


  And slowly.


  Oh, so slowly...the light flickers and shrinks and fades to nothing.


  And the scraping becomes muffled.


  And distant.


  And fades to a profound stillness.


  And a black void of silent dread enfolds me in its shroud.


  My only succour is to scream my terror into the silence of the abyss.


  And no one answers.


  No one.


  Except death.
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  Livilla Sanders


  "I don't exist. We'll never meet." -livillasanders.com


  Molly Synthia

  Leda's Swan
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  The frustrating thing about culinary school for me was as simple as my gender. I was a woman and even in today’s age, women struggled to receive the same serious consideration as men. I’d come from a nice middle class neighborhood, a diverse area that wasn’t yet so completely amalgamated to eliminate cultural roots in the families in our neighborhood. Street-wide barbecues would fill the air with the aromas of traditional American food right next to pungent Hungarian, Asian, Italian, Spanish, Russian, Mexican and (from my family) Greek foods. Everyone seemed to love each other and to delight in the differences. Although there were joking moments of ethnic pride, everyone seemed above petty squabbles. Gender was never held against anyone either. There were two very successful female doctors, and our next door neighbors were both lawyers. Nobody ever treated Mrs. Halston like she was less of a professional than Mr. Halston. I really hadn’t experienced anything approaching discrimination growing up. I think I always thought of it as something from a bygone age.


  I think that was a large part of the reason I jumped at the opportunity to tour the Mediterranean and participate in foreign exchange internships over a one year period. It would put me back a year in terms of my studies but it would also make my culinary degree ten times more valuable once I got it. I’d spend three months in Greece, three months in France, three months in Italy, and three months in Spain. Then, I’d spend a month in Portugal. By the time I returned home, I’d have real world experience in nine of the region’s most revered restaurants. I was excited and even more excited when I discovered I was the only student from my school to apply and to be approved for the program. When I boarded the plane on a sunny morning in June, I pretended I’d miss my parents and my friends but in truth was far more excited and happy than anything else.


  To me, the most wonderful thing about all of this was that I was travelling to the very places that originated fine cuisine. From the piquant and seafood-driven dishes of Portugal to the tapas of Spain; from the robust power of Italy to the refined richness of France; and from the divine and powerful flavors of northern Greece to the coastal treasures of my homeland…I was in for an exciting and powerful trip. I was going to get a work history nobody my age got and very few seasoned professionals could claim. In short, the trip was going to set me miles ahead of anyone in my career at my stage of my career. I was overjoyed. The very thought of spending more than a year in the cradle of (if not civilization as a whole) Western Civilization had me reeling.


  I flew via London, which was really my only negative about the trip. I was filled with excitement and joy over what was happening in my life. Everyone else on the plane seemed to be business people travelling for, well, business. So, I spent a long eleven hours on the plane not able to really share my excitement with the clearly unhappy man in the seat next to me. From London, there was a short hop to Athens, and I stepped out of the plane and immediately called my father from the airport because he insisted I call him and let him know that he was right and the air in Greece was instantly recognizable as better than any air I’d ever breathed before. Of course, it was air. Nonetheless, I dutifully explained to him that his exclamations about Greek perfection were absolutely correct and that if anyone visited Greece they’d also have no choice but to agree. When I hung up the phone, I was practically aglow. I was nineteen years old and I was abroad.


  I headed down to the baggage claim and was pleased to see a driver with my name on a sign right away. Nikolas helped me get my bag and spent the twenty-minute ride to the apartment I’d have for my first leg of the journey talking all about the glory of the Greek race. I felt an immediate attraction to Nikolas. It wasn’t romantic. He was thirty or forty years older than me. The attraction came from the sudden and almost overwhelming realization that he spoke and behaved exactly as did my father, that I was indeed a child of powerful roots and astounding history. By the time he carried my bag into the living room of the little apartment, I felt like I was swimming in the depths of the origins of my family. I was pleased to learn that he wasn’t just a hired driver but worked as an all-around handyman, driver, and anything else necessary for the culinary program in Greece.


  I only had about ten minutes to get accustomed to my location before he was back and whisking me away to Gianakos to meet with the executive chef. I was so damned excited that I almost forgot to bring my documentation from the culinary program. Things were moving at a whirlwind pace, and everything seemed impossible. We drove up, and it was still early, so I knew the restaurant was prepping rather than cooking. I think I was about as excited as a kid going to a zoo or an amusement park. Nikolas led me to the front door and then inside. The chef waited with a glass of wine already poured for me. It was strange. Ordinary girls had heroes like movie stars and musicians. My heroes were Jacques Pepin, Julia Child, Mario Batali, and other chefs, chefs like Phylo Gianakos. I sat like kid meeting Santa Claus as he smiled and welcomed me warmly.


  Once the greetings were done, he asked me where my passion lay, and I said the normal bullshit about fresh local ingredients. He shook his head and told me that idiotic answers like that wouldn’t get me anywhere. He started grilling me, and by the time he was done I realized just how much I had to learn about passion for food. In the end, he got me to realize (and admit) that my passion wasn’t about the ingredients but about the ways that ingredients interacted, the way lemon could turn pork into something entirely different, the way the addition of capers would make that difference an entirely different experience. When the conversation ended, I was simply aglow with the possibilities. I would have been willing to go to the kitchen, start cooking, and stay there forever. It was already beyond my expectations. He stood and told me my schooling would start in the morning and that passion had to drive everything I did.


  He told me to stay where I was and he disappeared into the kitchen. For the next four hours, different employees delivered me dish after dish. I couldn’t believe the incredible variety and the wonder of it. I ate lamb, goat, beef, chicken, fish, shellfish, veal, and more. I ate incredible stews and remarkable salads. I had olives cured in more than a dozen ways. I had traditional and modern Greek food and even though they gave me tasting-sized portions, I was stuffed to the gills by the time Nikolas arrived to take me back home. He smiled at me, and I felt even more wonderful. “Does your mother cook like that for you back home?” he asked.


  I smiled and shook my head. “A lot of the same flavors, but not fine dining. Much more rustic.”


  He smiled again. “You are a healthy girl, a good young woman. She’s feeds you well.”


  I nodded. “She’s a wonderful cook. I hope to transform some of her recipes when I have my own restaurant.”


  He smiled at me as we pulled up. He got out of the car and opened my door for me. I thanked him as he took my hand to help me out. He held onto my hand, and it felt strange to be that familiar with him but it wasn’t very unpleasant. It was still relatively early in the afternoon, and he asked me if I wanted to do any sightseeing. I opened the door and he walked in with me. I told him I didn’t think I was up to it since I was so full. He smiled again, and there was a twinkle in his eye. He reached into his pocket and said, “I have a gift for you.”


  He pulled out a small wooden box and handed it to me. I opened it and gasped. Inside was a necklace with a white chain and a white pendant that looked like a feather. “It is very old,” he said. I examined it and tried to figure out what kind of metal it was. On closer inspection I could see a very faint yellowish tint to it.


  “It’s very beautiful, Nikolas. What…I don’t recognize the metal.”


  He nodded. “It is electrum. It’s ancient. Our ancestors made coins with that metal.”


  I stared at him in shock. “Oh, Nikolas.” I tried to hand the necklace back. “It’s too much, too valuable.”


  He pushed my hand back and said, “Take it. A legend in my family says it was from Zeus, a gift to Leda, the mother of Helen of Troy.”


  I stared at the metal feather and tried to remember what my father said about gift giving in Greece. Was it offensive to refuse something? I couldn’t remember so finally I said, “This gift is extraordinary Nikolas. It feels like far too much. I’ll take it and hold it for you, but if you decided you’d like it back before I leave for Italy in a few months, you must come to me.”


  His eyes seemed to brighten up dramatically and he leaned forward and gathered me into his arms. I missed my father so desperately right then. Nikolas kissed both of my cheeks and then backed away. He smiled and made sure I had his number if I changed my mind and wanted to see the city. I watched him leave and smiled and waved as he got into his car and drove away. I headed to the little kitchen to get a drink and I smiled when I opened the refrigerator and saw a bottle of wine chilling. Greece had no minimum drinking age. More accurately, anyone could drink in private. I was old enough to drink at a restaurant or a bar though because that was eighteen. I pulled out the wine and set about searching for a corkscrew.


  Forty-five minutes later, freshly showered and feeling a little less full, I sat in my favorite nightgown on the couch watching an orchestra on television playing classical music while I sipped wine and thought about all of the adventures coming to me. The box with the necklace sat on the coffee table, and I wondered how many hands held it over the centuries since it was made. The gift was extraordinary, and it added to the whole idea that here in my ancestral home there was history and atmosphere beyond anything I’d ever enjoyed back in the states. As the strings’ crescendo reached its peak and the woodwinds joined in, I reached forward and opened the box again.


  The box felt heavier when I picked it up, and I chalked it up to being tired and to having eaten far more than was typical for me for two or three days much less a single afternoon. I think also the atmosphere and the overall newness and excitement for me of being in a land that was at once foreign and familiar. I felt like I was in touch with my ancestors, and that feeling was profound. I opened the lid and smelled a hint of cedar, and I thought it strange that I hadn’t noticed it before when I first opened it in front of Nikolas. I didn’t pick the necklace up right away but just stared at the feather. The craftsmanship was simply extraordinary, and I wondered what it took to work with metal—electrum Nikolas had called it—so many centuries before. I didn’t have any expertise with birds, but as far as I could tell, it was a pretty perfect representation of a bird’s feather, if the bird were made of metal.


  There was something about holding a piece of ancient history in my hand that felt absolutely overwhelming and wonderful. I couldn’t help but imagine all of the glory of the Greek race. It wasn’t some kind of superiority or anything. The Greeks contributed astounding things to philosophy, knowledge, science, art, and more. There were a number of ancient civilizations that did that, but the rich history of my ancestors brought us Alexander the Great, Plato, Sparta, and…well, just about everything I loved. I got up and carried the box to the bathroom and slipped the chain over my head.


  It had to be my imagination, but there was something about that pendant resting between my breasts that gave me a sudden and unexpected classical look. I stared at myself in the mirror, and my eyes began playing tricks on me. It felt like my hair took on a more flowing and natural look, jet black and more wavy than normal. My nightgown seemed longer, flowing as well. It’s amazing the power of the mind. One necklace with historical significance had me seeing myself like some kind of ancient Greek woman. It was a wonderful feeling, but I still laughed at myself as I made my way back to the living room.


  Only I didn’t get back to the living room. I stepped out of the bathroom and stood in a courtyard. I turned around and the bathroom wasn’t there as well. The world was strangely quiet and it took me a moment to realize why it seemed that way. I couldn’t hear any of the noises of the city, no cars and no airplanes. There was none of the hustle and bustle I would have expected. In fact, it was all but silent with only the soft trills of the birds and a few insects making any sounds at all. I stood in shock and considered that I might be allergic to something I’d eaten. There had been a number of ingredients in the meals I’d eaten that weren’t readily available in the states. It was off-putting, but the truth was I felt a remarkable sense of wonder that exhilarated me and also calmed my fears a little bit.


  The courtyard was surrounded by olive trees and fig trees. There was a fountain in the middle with an ornate marble swan, wings outstretched as if to land. Water flowed down into the raised cistern from its wingtips. It was simply beautiful. I made my way to the fountain and touched the stream of water. It was cool to the touch and I shook my head in a kind of bemused joy that I’d never experienced before. I didn’t know if I’d gotten a batch of mushrooms or something like that, but I knew that I didn’t want the hallucination to end right away. I breathed in the air that seemed almost primordial and then I sat on the marble wall of the fountain. It was as though I sat in Eden itself.


  The sun was warm on my body, and I looked into the sky. Soft white clouds floated like pillows in an ocean of soft blue, but what caught my attention was a graceful and lovely bird that matched the color of the clouds except for two small marks of jet black. I stared as it flapped its wings in a lazy arc and grew larger as it approached. It was a picture of beauty, and I’d never seen its like before. I didn’t know quite what to make of it and I wondered why as it got closer and closer that I felt no fear at its approach. It reached the courtyard, just above me, and then it simply glided down until it landed in the fountain. I looked in wonder at the beautiful thing and only realized once it landed that it was a swan, an enormous swan whose elegance and stunning perfection left me breathless. It turned and moved its head toward me, it’s long neck extending in a serpentine display of loveliness, and I reached forward to touch it.


  The bird nuzzled the palm of my hand, and I felt an electric thrill that I hadn’t felt since I first rode a horse and the instructor took my hand and put it up against the horse’s neck. There was something so incredibly majestic about the animal and just touching it made me feel majestic too. I felt transfixed, and I stared at its face, its back, its wings, and the graceful way it floated in the water like some kind of a sculpture except for the movement of its neck. To this day, I’m not sure how long I sat there just touching the bird and letting in nuzzle the palm of my hand, but something came over me after a few minutes or maybe an hour or maybe a day. I brought my other hand up and leaned forward and kissed the swan on the top of its head.


  Something happened. I felt a great deal of warmth in my hands and moving over my lips, but I was unable to let go or to pull my lips away. Instead, it was like some kind of magnet held me in place as warmth flooded over me the way it might have if I sat in a hot tub. It was at once shocking and exhilarating, terrible and wonderful. In the back of my mind I thought the mushrooms or whatever else was causing the hallucinations must have gotten around to creating some physical effects along with the mental, but the thought remained in the back of my mind. I was still filled with that sense of wonder I’d felt when I first stepped into the courtyard, and though my intellect told me I should be concerned or even afraid, my mind refused to yield and instead the warmth became part of the wonder and awe.


  I could feel the swan changing, but the same magnet power that kept my hands and my lips on its head seemed to keep my eyes closed as well. I couldn’t really grasp the changes but I knew my hands were moving to a different position. I could feel the texture of the tiny feathers against my lips changing. It was all so bizarre and dreamlike, though, and if someone forced me to admit it, I’d have to say that I seriously considered figuring out exactly what kinds of mushrooms were in the food I ate and make them a regular part of my time in Greece. Something else strange was happening, too. The pendant I wore seemed to be growing hot as well so that it almost burned between my breasts.


  The magnet effect seemed to stop, and I opened my eyes and pulled my mouth away. The swan wasn’t a swan anymore. Instead, a man knelt in the fountain. He was beautiful. He looked like one of the sculptures I might have found in a museum except that he wasn’t marble but flesh. He had brown hair in curls and a face that captivated me. I realized I still held his head in my hands and I let go and backed up. He stood and I gasped. His body was perfect. I don’t say that as hyperbole, either. I mean it literally. The man was the picture of perfection. He was the image of every piece of art that celebrated the male body. He was Mr. Universe, Charles Atlas, The Thinker, and Michelangelo’s David all rolled into one. He was simply breathtaking.


  He didn’t speak but stepped toward me and I stared transfixed as he approached. There was a power to him and a hardness that seemed otherworldly, but when he reached me and put his hands on my shoulders to pull me to him, there seemed to be a great deal of gentleness as well. It reminded me of horses for some reason, how when I rode, I could feel and sense the power beneath me even though the animal was tame. He leaned down and put his mouth on mine and I didn’t hesitate at all but surrendered to his lips and his tongue as he pushed past my lips and kissed me. His hands moved from my shoulders to my sides and lower until he gathered my nightie in his hands and lifted it up until my breasts were exposed. Of course, my entire body was exposed but his hands moved to my breasts and so the nakedness there was far more obvious and clear.


  It was strange because he wasn’t forcing himself upon me, but I knew for some reason that I had no choice. I was mesmerized, completely taken, and anything he wanted from me he’d get. I felt his hands on my breasts and his fingers at my nipples, and they were strong and claiming. They weren’t rough so much as they were taking me, taking me completely. I wasn’t inexperienced when it came to sex but I’d never so completely lost myself in the moment as I did right then. His tongue was insistent and his hands sent shudders through me as though my nipples had some kind of magical connection to my clit. It was like his fingers were between my legs. I threw my arms around his back and realized that he was too broad-shouldered for me to get my arms fully around him. Somehow, it added a touch of fear to the emotions already coursing through me but the fear made my arousal and…was it desperation? It was. I was desperate for him to have me in a way I’d never felt before.


  Ultimately, it didn’t seem to matter how desperate I was for him or even if I wanted him at all. He pressed his mouth against mine and squeezed my breasts enough that wonderful sparks of pain mingled with the desire, and that was new for me. I wasn’t one to get turned on usually by any kind of pain, but it worked the way red pepper flakes worked in a cream sauce—the pain of the spice accentuated the richness of the flavor. It also reinforced the point of everything that happened. I wasn’t in that courtyard to enjoy him. If that happened, it was a side benefit. I was there for his enjoyment, for his delight, and what happened was entirely according to his pleasure. There was something strangely liberating about that even as my mind reeled in wonder that I’d so willingly (if that’s what was happening) submit to his heavy-handed advances.


  I realized as he sent pain and pleasure from my breasts and continued to claim my mouth with his tongue that we’d been in that position for a very long time. It just sort of hit me the way it sometimes hits a person that they’re watching a very long movie and been so engaged in it that by the time they realize it’s already gone on longer than most films they’re surprised. The awareness wasn’t in any way a desire for it to hurry along or to stop. I wasn’t sure that I could do that anyway. Really, I wasn’t kissing him. He was kissing me. The only active participation in the entire situation for me was trying to put my arms around him and moaning like a cheap slut.


  The kiss lasted for quite some time more, but then I felt his hands move from my shoulders down to my ass. He gripped me there with the same dominating surety as he had with my breasts, squeezing my rear with intensity I’d ordinarily have hated. Somehow, like his attention to my nipples, the discomfort heightened my desire. Again, time seemed to move slowly, as though the kiss and his hands posed for a photographer and time stopped in a series of images like a slide show. I held onto him and enjoyed his kiss and his hands and the pain, and he lifted me up, still kissing me, and brought me back down, pushing himself into me as he held me aloft. The penetration was shocking. First, I was so slick from all that occurred, and that surprised me because I ordinarily required a great deal of foreplay or some kind of lubricant. Second, the man was big, very big.


  As I said, I wasn’t inexperienced. I’d been sexually active since the middle of high school, and while I wasn’t what someone might call easy, I certainly wasn’t what someone might call frigid. I’d had two fairly long term relationships from the time I was sixteen, and both had been actively sexual. I’d had four partners since leaving high school, two one night stands and two infrequent friends with benefits relationships. The bottom line was that I wasn’t unfamiliar with having someone inside of me. Nonetheless, the man stretched me beyond anything I would have thought I could take. Somehow, though, it was appropriate given the nature of our encounter to that point. I kept moaning like a slut and used my hands to give me leverage to add to the movement somewhat.


  He never stopped kissing me. Even though I moaned around his tongue and wiggled and moved as he fucked me and even though he was lifting me up in the air; he never stopped kissing me. It was such an amazing experience. Kissing had always been a prelude to sex for me, not something that continued during the course of it. When the fact that he had been roughly claiming from the outset, the fact that his tongue and lips continued to deliciously torment my mouth made it all even more counterintuitive. It was like he was the perfect lover; some creature designed just for that purpose and made for that reason. I held him and moved. He moved inside of me and kissed me. I found myself right on the verge of an orgasm I knew would be so big it would terrify me. Already, I thought of every sexual encounter I’d ever had as some kind of cruel joke, like going to a four star restaurant and being served old, stale fast food. Through an extraordinary effort of will, I lifted my legs up and wrapped them around his waist as he thrust up into me and kept his mouth on mine. Of course, I couldn’t get them all the way around. In fact, more than anything, my thighs resting on his hips provided most of the support for me, at least the support I was giving to the situation. Without his hands holding me up, I would have fallen in a heap onto the ground.


  The ground! I was making love to a complete stranger, and it was happening out of doors! This man had come to me in Greece, the home of my fathers, and though I knew it was all some hallucinogen-induced dream vision, I couldn’t keep myself from feeling it all in such an absolutely real way. I’d never been stretched as I was stretched right then. I’d never had sex outside of the missionary position. I’d certainly never had sex outdoors. Whatever subconscious fantasies the mushrooms had tapped into were powerful, wonderful, frightening, and perfect. He continued to thrust, and he helped me with my own movements by lifting me up, his hands holding onto my ass hard enough to cause pain (pain I enjoyed) and pulling me back down on his shaft. All of it baffled me because it really felt like I was some kind of a sex toy for him, a masturbation device he moved, he used, and he directed. All of my sensibilities would have led me to take offense at that but at that moment it was all I wanted to be. He kissed me. He fucked me. He drove me over the edge.


  It came like a blow to the head, completely crushing in its intensity and paralyzing with its force. I tensed up completely as my whole body seemed to contract so that my thighs hurt where they touched his hips and my knuckles turned white where they held his back. My back arched, and my sight disappeared for a moment in a kind of hazy white flash of light. My back arched and strained, and I think the only thing that kept me from just folding up upon myself was the fact that his body was in the way. I was vaguely aware of his tongue, still in my mouth. I was vaguely aware of his cock, still inside of me. I was vaguely aware of his hands, still holding my ass in a crushing grip. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t see. I couldn’t speak. It all happened with that same sense of time slowing. It was the most frightening loss of physical control I’d ever experienced, and as I shook under the power of it I really thought I might die there. Then, my body relaxed and indescribable joy raced through me.


  It wasn’t an orgasm. It couldn’t be. I’d had orgasms, and they were wonderful. They were joyous. Calling what happened in that courtyard while he held me up and kissed me an orgasm would be akin to calling Odysseus a sailor, calling Helen of Troy a girl, or for that matter calling heroin a powder. It was exquisite and perfect, and I’d never experienced anything like it. It was like my every taste of fine chocolate, every piece of music so beautiful it brought me to tears, every sip of champagne, every schoolgirl crush, every Christmas morning, every warmth from a fireplace upon my skin, every sunrise I’d seen, every sunset I’d experienced, every moment of laughter, and every smile I’d seen had somehow been experienced all at once. I was lost. I floated in a pool of happiness while sensations of pleasure splashed down from a fountain on top of me. Amidst it all, I could feel him still moving me up and down his shaft, and when he pulled me hard against him and emptied himself within me, the fountain poured a double portion of the sensations over me again.


  Time stopped as he held me in place, and it seemed like I lived a lifetime there, his mouth never leaving mine as years passed until I finally gained awareness of my surroundings again and felt my pussy clamping onto his shaft, spasming and squeezing as if to let go would be death. His hands loosened on my ass and I felt him pulling me off and setting me down on the ground. Only when I stood firmly did he pull his mouth from mine. I would have expected terrible sadness at the end of it but instead I felt only wonder. He led me to the fountain and sat me there. The cool marble seemed oddly comforting as he stepped inside the water and then turned me around so I stared at the courtyard. I heard his movements in the water, and he reached around and for the first time, gently touched me, taking my nightgown where it gathered above my breasts and moving it down so that it pooled at my waist. Then, he gently kissed my neck, and while he did he pulled his hands away.


  I turned, but he was gone. The swan stared back at me, and I touched its face as I had before. I kissed its head as I had before. It didn’t change. Instead, it lifted its wings and alighted. I watched as it became a speck and then nothing. I closed my eyes and sighed.


  I opened them again to find myself back on the couch in the little apartment. Reality seemed unreal to me, and I tried to get control of my emotions but I failed and felt tears falling. They weren’t really tears of sadness or tears of happiness. They were just tears. I cried until the tears stopped falling and finally decided that I couldn’t bear to be alone. I called Nikolas and asked if he was still willing to show me Athens. He told me he would and I asked for a half hour to get ready. I made my way to the bathroom and saw that I still wore the necklace, so I gently lifted it off and walked back to put it in its box. When I returned for my shower, I felt better, more at peace. I started the water and shook my head at myself in the mirror. My first day in Greece had been nothing if not significant. I pulled the nightgown over my head and tried not to remember how the man in my vision had done the same thing. I dropped it to the floor, and then I gasped. My breasts were bruised. I could see the bruises forming. I turned and looked at my ass. I looked like someone had spanked me for hours. I turned back and saw my shocked expression, and I stared for some time. Then, slowly, my face changed and the reflection staring back at me was smiling.
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  This story is a sequel to 'Rebirth' which was featured inGratis : New Beginnings.


  On the outskirts of Paris, just after the sprawl of Charles de Gaulle airport, they pass by the suburb of Roissy without mystery or delight. Alice eagerly looks from the car window but she sees no chateau, no forest and no slave girls in revealing dresses, offered up to their masters, their master's servants. Dressed for travelling as her heroine, 'O', in just hold-up stockings, high heels and a dress, the skirt of which she has lifted to set her thighs, bottom and pussy against the cool leather of the car seat, she had hoped for more from this evocative place.


  “Well that was disappointing.”


  “Roissy? Yes it is, isn't it,” David answers as he drives, “Perhaps more a figment of Madame Reage's imagination than a real place.”


  She puts her hand on his denimed thigh, feeling his erection through worn cloth with her little finger. He always seems to be erect when with her; both a comfort and an excitement.


  “We'll make our own Roissy, Master, just like at home.”


  “We will. I can't promise you a dungeon but we'll make do with what we have. I think I've chosen well enough.”


  She smiles and sighs, her pussy leaking onto the hot leather. She thinks of the gîte, awaiting them in the far south, in the warmth of a French October. She has only seen their home for the next two weeks in photographs on the internet and wonders if it will meet her hopes and dreams. She trusts her master.


  For the first time since she started working for him, in his book shop, and started living with him, they're taking a holiday for two weeks of dominance and submission. Although they spend every moment at home as master and slave, it feels right to transport such delights to a sunnier place, especially while autumn takes hold in England. Even here the leaves are turning gold and russet, to catch the golden hour as the sun sinks. David wants to photograph her, naked or in lingerie, kneeling, in bondage, in the same light. England is too cold.


  But there’s a second reason for their visit, and why they’ve chosen France for their holiday; to find a mint copy of the Story of 'O', an Olympia press 1st edition. David has tracked one down to the village of books; Montolieu.


  As David drives on the Francillienne, their Volvo eating up the kilometres, seeking the road south, Alice muses on her life since becoming his pleasure slave. Roissy has been such a letdown; she needs something to ease her disappointment. She has lost weight, thanks to his S&M inspired diet; portion control or the whip, delivered at her request. At the first hint of grey, she has dyed her hair black and, at his orders, styled it like another heroine; Betty Page. She loves their dungeon in the cellar; stone-floored but fitted with cushions for her knees, with chains and ropes, cuffs and a whip stand, a place where she has suffered and climaxed at his hand. She loves their garden, where, lathered in sun block, she has suffered under the sun and a torrent of whip strokes, before indulging in al-fresco fucking and soaring in orgasm. She adores their shop; stocked with books that she loves, especially their stock of modern and classic erotica, matched, at home, in their personal library.


  The journey will take them all day and half of the next, with a stop for lunch and a stay in a hotel; a chateau, no less, overnight. Alice smiles to herself as she imagines the pampering she'll give her master at the hotel in gratitude for him taking care of the driving.


  Lunch, in the town of Vierzon, is excellent but hurried, so they press on down the motorway. An automatic device for paying tolls is fixed behind the rear-view mirror so there's no need to stretch out of the window to take tickets or throw a few coins into a bin. Alice sleeps, dreaming of submission, her head on a cushion at the window, while David drives, listening to Mahler's 5th Symphony; the adagio penetrating her dreams. As the finale reaches its climax, he steers the car off onto the road to the chateau and Alice awakens, instantly excited, surveying the unfamiliar, forested road, the gold and russet leaves. She catches a glimpse of the river, an old suspension bridge and there it is; the chateau, its turreted towers overlooking a meander of the Dordogne. David smiles at her wide-eyed excitement. They park on clean, cream gravel and she sees the ornamental gardens belonging to this beautiful place.


  “Oh my god, it's gorgeous.”


  “I'm glad you like it,” he says in the Irish accent that melts her inside.


  “I love it. You chose well, Master.”


  He smiles and squeezes her hand.


  She peels herself off the seat and blushes at the damp stain left on the black leather. David smiles and with a wave of his hand, orders her to leave it; a trophy for his dominance. He carries their overnight bag; a suit hanger, and they check in, his heavily accented French just about understood. The only disappointment is that the maître d'hote won't let them dine on the terrace, overlooking the river; it seems it's too cold. Well, she thinks, not for us Northern Europeans.


  A bellhop leads them upstairs, carrying their overnight bag, unaware of its sensual contents; his suit, her dress a whip, her collar, a leash, more bondage equipment; the paraphernalia of their master-slave relationship. Their room is at the top of a tower, with panoramic views of the gardens, the river, the valley and its vineyards. Above them, the beams are exposed. Alice's heart skips a beat at the prospect as she waits for the bellhop to go.


  As soon as they are alone she strips off her dress and drops to her knees.


  “Master,” she breathes.


  “Mmm, my girl, my 'O',” he says as he stands before her.


  Licking her lips, she undoes his belt, unbuttons the faded 501s and extracts his cock. Wide-eyed, looking up at him in adoration, she licks and kisses it, rolls the hot column against her face, flicks her tongue to gather the pre-cum, before opening her mouth in an 'O' to swallow him in, lathering him as she sucks.


  “Oh god, I need that, my love,” he breathes.


  She cups his balls and follows as he moves backwards to sit on the bed. She knows he won't want to come, yet, savouring it for after dinner, and probably at a time when they can be seen; maybe even with her kneeling at their table while he sips a brandy, if they could be so bold, so she's gentle and holds back for now. He caresses her hair. She wonders how he feels to have been hard all day but then remembers the stain of her nectar, left on the passenger seat; she already knows.


  “Stop,” he orders, clearly reluctant, “run us a bath.”


  She releases him, giving the shiny, hard column a loving stroke as she rises to do as he orders. The bathroom is tiny and built into a gable of the tower. Still dressed in her stockings, she runs the taps hot before adding any cold. In the bedroom, she hears him undress and open their overnight bag. Thrilling, butterflies swarming in her tummy, nipples stiffening, she continues with her task. When the bath is filled and foaming she kneels at the door, her head bowed. Naked, David stands on the bed, dealing with the ropes he has fitted over the beams and hanging down.


  “Your bath is ready, Master.”


  He turns from his tasks, steps from the bed. His cock is fully erect still, pleasing her; she knows her anticipated pain will have some wonderful benefits. He offers her his hand. She takes it and rises. He smiles as he gives her the belt of stainless steel segments, neoprene lined. Her hands shake as she puts it on. He waits patiently and then hands her the matching collar. Her pussy seems to stream nectar, trickling down her thighs, as she dresses in the unforgiving metal and takes off her stockings. All the time she avoids his gaze and instead focuses on his erection, watching it pulse until he gives another order.


  “Give me your glasses, darling.”


  She obeys and everything is suddenly in soft focus, except those things close to her, even his cock, now. But she never wears contacts for travel in case she sleeps.


  “On the bed, all fours.”


  She obeys, crawling past the whip that she both loves and hates. Her heart beats madly, her breathing rapid, shallow, her nipples are tender and stiff, her pussy, sopping wet. She raises her bottom in hope and to let him know she wants this.


  He fixes the ropes; loose to her collar and taut to her belt. She bites back a moan as he stands back and picks up the whip.


  “It's not punishment, it’s a reward. You have pleased me. Today has been a lovely day. I'm sure you'll make it even better tonight.”


  She nods. He begins to rub her peachy bottom, tracing faded welts from the last whipping, a punishment for some imaginary misdemeanour. She pushes back onto his hand, showing her eagerness. Her bottom is warming, soon to be ready for the whip. He raises his arm and strikes. Pain flares on the left half-moon, like a match in the dark. She gasps and bites her lip, tasting lipstick.


  “Thank you, Master.”


  He strikes again, to the right buttock. Searing pain bursts to obliterate the transmuting warmth of the first strike. His cock bobs in the periphery of her soft focus.


  “Unggg, thank...you, Master.”


  He raises the whip again and pauses. As it always does, the twin lines of burning pain transmute to glows of pleasure. Her pussy streams nectar, as if to welcome more agony. She moans and wriggles. He exhales and strikes.


  “Fff... ungh, th..thank you, Master.”


  He gives her time to absorb the glow. She trembles in anticipation.


  He applies the next three with a lengthening pause in between. She thanks him each time.


  After the sixth, 'thank you', she feels on the verge of orgasm. He casts down the whip.


  “I love you, Alice,” he says as he kneels behind her, between her legs, “don't ever forget.”


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


  Gripping the belt, he enters her easily, sliding in on her flowing juices.


  “Ohhh godddd,” she moans as he thrusts into her hard, stoking the fires and driving them both to a mutual orgasm.


  She's trembling, legs shaking, vision blurred further by tears as he releases her, leaving the belt and collar hanging from the chains, and leads her to the bath. He helps her in and bathes her, washing her bottom, her pussy, her breasts, her hair. When it’s her turn to bathe him, her loving hands restore his erection and she delights in washing every inch of all of him. He lies back, luxuriating in her attention. Hesitantly, she kisses him. He loves the kisses. Her happiness seems boundless.
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  For dinner, she puts her collar on again, matching it with padlocked wrist cuffs and silver-grey lingerie from France; Aubade, this time, grey, seamed stockings and black, stiletto heels. While he puts on his dinner suit and black tie, she slips on the dress they designed for her and had made by an expert and discreet seamstress. This one is white, the four panels of the skirt separate, joined with laces, so the front and back of the dress can be lifted, like Roman blinds, to offer access to her pussy and her bottom for her master. The panel over her breasts is made in the same way. They have three more dresses like this one, in a hanger in the car. David watches her, his cock obviously erect in his suit trousers as she adjusts the dress. She blushes, flattered to be so wanted. Before David, no one had ever made her feel so desired, especially not her ex-husband.


  She checks her reflection; the perfect ensemble of the dress, the glimpse of lingerie, the steel collar and cuffs, perfectly matched stockings and heels. David watches, nodding his approval. He attaches the leash to her collar and leads her from the room. They have the small lift to themselves and arrive just outside the starred restaurant unseen. The salon is full but the Maître d'hote greets them and shows them to their table without a hint of surprise. Heads turn as they pass and the swell of conversation changes, rises, before settling as they sit, side on to each other, at a corner table with a view across the whole of the room. Alice feels no embarrassment at being studied. She crosses her legs with an enticing whisper of nylon, and the panels of her skirt part, but the linen table cloth hides her shimmering legs. David keeps a firm hold of her leash. She smiles, her cuffs and padlocks gleaming. She puts her hand on his thigh and moves her little finger to find his cock reassuringly erect. They study menus and David orders a local wine; red, robust. The Sommelier brings the wine and visibly trembles as she pours a mouthful for David to taste. He hands his glass to Alice. She swirls the glass and sips.


  “Hmm, lovely, but I’m still going to order the lobster.”


  “Perhaps a glass of Chablis to go with it?”


  “Please, Master.”


  The woman rushes off to fetch the wine.


  The waiter, a little more flustered than the Maître and the Sommelier, arrives at their table and takes their order. Alice avoids his hungry gaze; she's never felt beautiful, but David thinks she is, and her erotic costume gives her confidence, even so, she doesn't want to encourage anyone else's desire, only her master's.


  The starter is set before them and David unfastens her leash to stop it getting in the way. The wood pigeon with roasted beetroot is enhanced by the red wine; delicious, earthy flavours combining to ignite her senses. She smiles blissfully.


  “Happy?” David asks.


  “Very, Master,” she says as the Sommelier pours cold, buttery Chablis, premier cru to enhance her main course.


  “They're all looking at you. Taking turns to see your beauty.”


  “The diners?”


  “And the waiting staff; each of them takes their turn.”


  Her face feels hot, blushing under blusher, her nipples are so stiff they ache for the touch of his lips, his tongue, her pussy oozes nectar. She takes a deep breath.


  “I only want you, Master.”


  He smiles, the crow's feet becoming laughter lines in his tanned, handsome face; broken nose, crinkled grin; she loves him. She constantly fears losing him; the legacy of insecurities from her marriage that ended in betrayal and divorce. But she fears another act, more than that. She's told him before but must repeat it in hope that he never allows it.


  “Master, although I love nearly everything about 'O's story, there's one aspect I fear. I feel I must tell you...”


  She's interrupted by the arrival of the main courses; hers comes first, so the head waiter can dismember the lobster before her. He arranges it on her plate, spread-eagled, as she has found herself often, on a bed, ready to be eaten or chastised by her master’s whip. She watches the waiter's every move and can’t help but notice his erection in his tight trousers.


  David's meal of fillet steak, served pink, is revealed from under the brass cover with a flourish. The meals are described in French by the waiter, more wine is poured and once more they are alone.


  “Go on,” he says.


  Her fear seems to have lessened now and she feels a little silly to even mention it, but she tells him.


  “When Rene gives 'O' away. And even more, when Sir Stephen rejects her and she goes to… to die.”


  He takes her hand.”


  “It's never going to happen, my darling, never.”


  She nods.


  “Eat,” he says, carving a perfect slice of his Charolaise beef.


  With the meal over, virtually alone in the dining room, they sip from small glasses of a Monbazillac sourced from an hour downriver.


  “Would you like me to kneel under the table and... caress you, Master?”


  Sometimes she can't bring herself to use the more obvious, vulgar words, but it's clear enough. He smiles, shakes his head.


  “No thank you, Alice, we would be thrown out, but I love that you offered.”


  “Oh,” Alice nods, disappointed, she wants to be watched, in heat, worshipping her master. The thrill of being collared in public must remain enough for now. Since becoming his slave, the thought of being watched while David uses her has become a frequent fantasy; something she would never have contemplated before him.


  “Soon, I will let you,” he says, “when the time is right.”


  She smiles, brightly, and sips the chilled, sweet wine.


  The glasses empty, a hit of hot espresso, sweet petit fours, and he stands to escort her back to their room. She looks up at him and he fastens the leash again. He smiles as he turns on his heels and leads her from the dining room to the elevator. All eyes are upon them as they pass.
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  Alice sleeps, chained to the bed, as she always does at home. If she ever tries to sleep without the security of her bonds she feels vulnerable and suffers insomnia, the chains giving comfort and a sense of belonging. In the morning, refreshed, before breakfast in bed, her master claims her, fucking her to orgasm. He pulls out just before ejaculation, while she is in the throes of her climax and spills over her body. She is still chained, naked, on display, his cum drying on her belly and breasts, when the knock at the door announces le petit déjeuner.


  “Entrez,” David says.


  The waitress is wide-eyed as she comes in with the tray and sees Alice. Alice smiles shyly, even though, without her glasses she can't properly meet the woman's gaze.


  With trembling hands, she puts the tray on the table. David thanks her and she makes a hasty exit.


  “You really are mean to do that, Master, you'll offend them.”


  “I don't think so. I think they like it. Most likely she’ll want her boyfriend to do that to her soon enough.”


  She laughs nervously, unsure, as he feeds her a piece of torn off croissant. Smiling at her master, she licks his fingers, sucking wetly, leaving the remains of her lipstick behind. He touches his fingers to her nipples, then to her pussy; rubbing her labia, teasing her clit, finding her wet. He smiles and kisses her.


  After he releases her, they take another, sensuous bath. She dresses for travel, as the day before. They check out, ignoring the whispers and curious looks, David smiling confidently and Alice, no longer collared and unleashed.


  The Volvo speeds them on to their destination, via a supermarché, where they pick up supplies for the holiday and David's other skills as a chef. The day is hot outside their air-conditioned car and Alice loves the sun as they push a shopping trolley into the Carrefour supermarché. The cold cavern of the massive shop stiffens Alice's nipples to visible peaks beneath the material of her dress. David takes her hand as they walk, as she attracts the attention that feeds her fantasies.
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  The village, not far from the city of Carcassonne, and on the canal du midi, is small, with an equally small restaurant, aBoulangerie and a tiny supermarket. The house they have rented is a lovely, barn conversion on the edge of the village, with views of the Montagne Noir. The housekeeper meets them and shows them around. Eager for her to leave them alone in the house so they can claim it for their own purposes, Alice follows politely while David uses his reasonable French and flirts with the older woman. As she takes them from room to room, Alice looks for the beam that she might stand beneath, naked and bound to the ancient wood; or the banisters she may be secured to, bent over for a whipping, and the four poster bed that will see her lying, spread-eagled, offered up for her master. She knows David searches for the same clues, so they can improvise this home from home.


  As soon as the housekeeper leaves, with a promise to return in two weeks, David brings in their bags, heavy with leather and chains, while Alice makes them tea and puts the shopping away in the fridge and the larder. She knows her master will be pleased with the well-equipped kitchen.


  As they sip the refreshing, hot brew, David shares his thoughts.


  “Rubber sheets in the gallery bedroom, with the four-poster, I think. The banisters are right outside. So I can bind you, whip you and then sit back and look at your fabulous bottom, all striped and hot.”


  Alice nods, her breath quickening.


  “The beams in the main bedroom are good and sound; strong as steel, so we'll hang the chains over them for another punishment spot. And the four poster; chains at each corner.”


  Alice is trembling, wet, juices trickling down her thighs. David kisses her.


  “When will we go to collect the book?” she asks.


  “Tuesday. Everything's shut today and Monday.”


  “And he's still not given you a price?”


  “No,” he says, frowning.


  She nods, smiling, and sips her tea.


  He smiles, “Get undressed, baby, just heels and your collar. Let's get started.”


  Soon, in their bedroom suite, she kneels, naked, but for the extreme high heels he loves; black, never worn outside, and her collar. He stands before her holding his whip, ready for her to undress him. Although everything is a blur she can see he's erect and feels flattered. With trembling hands, so excited, she unfastens his belt, unbuttons his jeans and takes out his cock. She kisses it, nibbles it, licks its length. He throws the whip on the bed and takes her pretty head in his hands.
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  From between the shutters, a shaft of sunlight flares across the room. Alice is awake. David still sleeps. The previous night's wine has given her a little hangover but she wants to go ahead with her surprise gift for her master. To do so, with his permission, she has slept unchained. She slips quietly from the bed and tip toes to the spare room; the aroma of rubber is heavy in the air. She throws on jeans, sneakers and a T-shirt. She lets herself out and closes the door behind her quietly. The day is already warm and going to stay beautiful. A cloudless, blue sky promises a hot sun. Smiling blissfully, Alice walks into the heart of the village towards the Boulangerie. In the village, a small market is setting up; cheese, meats, fresh and colourful Mediterranean vegetables. But it’s bread that she wants first so she heads to the Boulangerie.


  “Bonjour, je voudrais un baguette et deux pain chocolat,” she says in practised French.


  The Boulanger, probably up and working since four, serves her with a friendly smile. Alice pays with a “Merci, au revoir, Madame,” happy that she's been understood her and asked no unexpected questions. Even her collar prompted only a curious glance.


  Back in the gîte she makes coffee and changes into her secret costume; bought to delight her master. The fishnet stockings look good on her legs, enhance by her indoor shoes. The black, latex, maid's uniform, with its short, flouncy skirt, is tiny and revealing, enhancing her curves. She doesn't bother with panties, watching her pussy and her whipped bottom peep from beneath the skirt as she twirls in the mirror. She smiles as she puts on the vestigial apron and studies her reflection. Painting her lips red and adding a touch of blusher, completes the look. Le petit déjeuner is swiftly set upon the tray and she's ready to wake up her master.


  “Bonjour, Maître,” she says as she parades into the room.


  David's smile as he appraises her makes her day. Her pussy leaks, her nipples stiffen as she puts the tray down on the bed and he throws back the duvet. Alice thrills to see he is erect again. She pours him a coffee. As he begins to sip it she kneels on the bed and plants a kiss on his cock, leaving a red lipstick mark. She licks it off, tasting his juices. She glances into his eyes, pouring every gram of love into the look. Still holding his gaze she opens her lips wide and swallows him.


  “Mmmm, my lovely French maid... D'you want my cream with your coffee?”


  Her mouth full, she nods her head. He moans as she swirls her tongue about the head of his hot, hard cock. She licks away his oozing honey. Putting on a show she raises her arse up for him to see in the mirror.


  “God, baby... my god, you're amazing,” he groans. She grips the base of his cock, cradles his shaven balls, scratching them with her painted nails. Feeling in no way submissive, she controls her master, until he grips her head, his cum gushing to the back of her throat.
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  Breakfast is cleared away and Alice, still wearing the uniform, is bent over the stout beams at the corner off the bedroom, her wrists cuffed and chained before her. A black, silk blindfold covers her eyes. Pillows soften the edge of the beams for her hips. David is dressed in leather breeches, a panel at the front holding back his erect cock. He tests the whip and prepares to strike. Alice whimpers, her heart racing, her pussy oozing. David lifts her tiny skirt and fastens it inside the apron's waist band.


  “Your bottom needs six today, I think. Reward, not punishment.”


  “Thank you, Master.”


  “I love the uniform.”


  She can't resist a contented smile, despite her fear of the whip.


  “Thank you, Master,” she whispers.


  He caresses her buttocks, rubbing the skin, warming her up. She sighs, adjusts her stance, pushes her arse out for him.


  “I love your bottom, Alice.”


  She sighs, she thinks it's too big, but is reassured by his words.


  The first strike, to warmed offered skin, sears, the crack of leather on flesh loud in the quiet house.


  “Thank you, Master,” she manages to say through gritted teeth.


  David keeps rubbing, pressing his leather covered cock to her bottom while he caresses her. He makes a ritual of the punishment, leaving over a minute between strikes. After each one, Alice thanks him. Fifteen minutes and six whipstrokes later, he casts down the whip and she hears him unfasten the panel to his breeches. He repositions her so the hard column of his cock nestles between her hot buttocks. His breathing is heavy, ragged, turned on. He leans down and kisses her neck. She hears the bottle of lube being opened, the bubbles as it is poured over his cock and into the cleft of her bottom. His fingers probe, penetrate her anus. He pushes, making her gasp; one finger, two, three. She moans, thrilling.


  “How would you feel, Alice, my slave, if I told you there are others in the room, watching?”


  “Ohhh,” she moans, her heart beat quickening, even though she is sure it's not true.


  “They'll see you being used. I know you want that.”


  His fingers leave her, she moans, turned on so much by him, by the fantasy of being on display. His cock slides in between her buttocks again, rubbing up and down, collecting lube.


  She gasps, “Did they see you whipping me, Master?”


  “Of course... Why give them only half a show?”


  She trembles.


  “Fuck me, please, Master.”


  He laughs, rubbing his cock between her buttocks, juice trickling down her thighs. Momentarily, he moves away then the head of his cock kisses the mouth of her pussy.


  “Mmmm, oh god,” she moans as he slides into her. He begins to fuck her, gripping her hips. He thrusts hard, hips slamming to her bottom. She gasps at each thrust. As she comes close to orgasm he suddenly stops, pulls out. She moans in frustration.


  “Ma...ster?”


  But then, she feels his cock press to her lubed, opened anus. He pushes. The head of his cock pops inside her. For a moment sweet agony makes her squirm, her anus spasming tight, and he pauses, with no choice but to wait until her breathing tells him she's ready. She feels the eyes of their imagined audience upon her, watching her being taken. The thought stokes the fires of her arousal. She wiggles her bottom to show them she loves everything her master does to her, and to tell him, she is ready. Slick with her juices and lube, he pushes into her. He thrusts steadily. Her moans of ecstasy driving him. He falls onto her back, kisses her neck. His hands reach around her to caress her nipples and stroke her swollen clit. He strokes in time to his steady thrusts, taking them both to an intense orgasm, his cum gushing into her.


  When he releases her and takes off the blindfold, she looks around the room before looking into his eyes. Even her soft-focus vision tells her they are alone. But the imagined audience was potent, prompting outpourings of her nectar to receive him.
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  Later, just before noon, Alice and David walk to the village market. The stalls are beginning to close down; the array of produce reduced from the morning. Wearing only a pale blue 'O' dress, panties, heels and prescription sunglasses, she prompts glances from the stallholders and the last of the customers. Her bottom is sore from the whipping and buggering but she smiles, intensely happy, under the sun, cum leaking from her pussy and her bottom into expensive, French, Chantal Thomas panties. She squeezes David's hand, glances sideways at him and whispers into his ear.


  “Master... What you do to me and the effect you have on me has me leaking... again.”


  “Mmm,” he says, his bass voice a primal rumble, “Darling, I know exactly how you feel.”


  She glances down at his jeans and sees he's unmistakably erect; reassuring and flattering. She smiles, grateful that he let her wear panties this day or their mingled juices would have been trickling down to her high heeled shoes.
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  The village of Montolieu is pretty, climbing a hill and centred on a church and a square. Every house seems to be made of dark grey stone, as if growing out of the hillside. More bookshops than cafés and restaurants surround the square and line the arterial routes. David and Alice, hand in hand, search for the Scarabe D’Or; specialist in classic erotica. It’s not easy to find but eventually they do, on a narrow lane off one of the corners of the square, hidden behind the immense church. David relaxes as soon as he sees the shop, his grip loosening on Alice’s hand. Her feet are beginning to hurt in her six-inch heels.


  “The first edition is here. I can almost smell it,” he says, smiling.


  Alice smiles, eyes shining as she looks at him, loving that he is so happy.


  She is wearing the red version of the ‘O’ dress, appropriate, she thinks, and her collar, but she is not leashed. Nonetheless, anyone who knows the story would recognise what she is to the book. Until now they have only seen pictures of the first edition online; no price, possibly priceless. David is prepared to negotiate.


  He pushes the door open and the smell of old books; refined and ancient, delicious to both of them, billows out. He grins. She smiles back and he leads her into the dimly lit shop. Shelves, sagging with books, line the walls and stand in the room facing each other. A crammed library of writing, fact, fiction; leather and paper covered.


  “Bonjour?” comes a deep voice from the back of the shop.


  “Bonjour, Monsieur Regis,” David calls in his Irish-accented French, “Je suis Monsieur Palmer, Nous avons parler en ligne.”


  “Mais oui, 'L’Histoire d’O'. Bonjour monsieur.”


  David leads Alice into the depths and a tall, dark haired, surprisingly young man stands to meet them. He can only be thirty, maybe late thirties. He glances at David and feasts his eyes on Alice, turning back briefly to David to shake hands, before undressing Alice with his eyes as he takes her hand and then lets her free, with obvious reluctance.


  Equally reluctantly he looks back at David.


  “So, you have come for the book,” he says in excellent, accented English.


  “Yes, can I see it?”


  The man nods, “I have it right here.”


  He reaches under the counter, takes out a glass case and sets it down. Inside the case, carefully set between soft, leather supports, is the small, green covered, pulp book; 'L'Histoire d'O', the only words on its face; its author remaining anonymous for forty years after publishing. David suppresses a gasp. Alice feels him tremble. Regis places two photographs beside the case. The first shows the back cover; perfect, the second the fontispiece, the words encircled with a large, single 'O'.


  “Signed by the author herself; 'O'. This copy, sixty years old. The French edition, naturalement,” says Regis.


  David nods, “I know, Grove press translated in the sixties.”


  Regis nods, smiling, “You know your subject, Monsieur Palmer.”


  Alice has rarely seen her master look more in awe, lost. She feels a touch of envy.


  “So, Monsieur Regis, you never did give me a price.”


  “Non, too vulgar to do such a thing online for something so precious.”


  David nods, “How much?”


  Regis answers with a smile, “Fifty thousand pounds.”


  Alice feels David deflate, his disappointment obvious.


  “I can't afford that. I'll put my business at risk.”


  “Nevertheless, if you want it, that is my price.”


  David nods, his gaze fixed to the book, “I would do the same for something so unique,” he says, sadly.


  Regis nods, eyeing Alice up and down. Her face burns. She decides she hates him. Her master appears heartbroken; a shadow now darkens their holiday.


  “I have others,” the bookseller says.


  David nods, “I know.”


  Alice is sure David won't try to negotiate; like two consummate poker players, David will know that Regis holds the winning hand.


  “Merci Monsieur Regis, mais non, pas aujourd’hui. If you should change your mind and give me what I believe to be a fair price, then call me. This is my phone number and here's my address while we're here in France.”


  He writes everything down on the reverse of one of his business cards and hands it to the bookseller. Alice watches him stand up straight and hold out his hand to shake. Regis takes his hand, as if they had reached an agreement. They turn to go.


  “Wait,” Regis says.


  “Monsieur?”


  “I am a member of a societé... A club, inspired by the book. We meet one Samedi every month. We celebrate 'O' and our women take their turn to perform as 'O'. It's err, very entertaining. Would you like to join us this coming Saturday in the old city of Carcassonne?”


  Alice thrills at the thought, imagining David whipping her and using her in front of an audience. His face impassive, David holds her hand tightly.


  “Why?”


  “You will see my Mistress perform; it is her turn to be the centrepiece. Her name is Odette, 'O', n'est ce pas?” he grins, eyeing Alice like a wolf, “Perhaps you may like to display your woman and show us what you do with her?”


  At the mention of 'O', Alice's legs turn to jelly as adrenaline rushes her body. At the same time she feels she's being watched by someone other than the bookseller. She glances around the room. Looking down the darkened, false corridor of the bookshelves she sees a reflection of light in a pair of eyes, a woman's eyes. Seen, the woman moves from the shadows, a shy smile on her red-painted lips. She is very slim and wears a clinging, pale blue, shift dress, patterned with flowers, clearly without any underwear beneath. Her heels are extreme.


  Regis smiles, seeing her reaction. David nods, he hasn't seen the woman, “We'll consider it. Where do we find it?”


  Regis turns the photograph of the 'O' author's signature over and writes in beautiful script; common in France, an address, and hands it to David. He slips it into his pocket without reading. As he does so, the woman advances into the shop, high heels clicking. David hears, glances her way and freezes.


  “Je suis 'O', Odette,” she says as she kisses David on both cheeks and then takes Alice in her arms to do the same. Breathing in the French woman's perfume; Chanel, Alice melts, her pussy leaking into her panties.


  “Je suis, 'A'; Alice,” she says, anxious to please.


  “'A', 'O', charment. Alpha and Omega,” Odette says, smiling.


  David is speechless, seemingly in awe, but 'O' seems captivated by Alice. Regis smile is fixed to his face.


  “Please come; be our guests,” Odette says, holding Alice's hands, “I would like a sister with me, to help me with my trials. And you will have the opportunity to negotiate a better price with my Master for the book.”


  “Oui,” Regis says, “I will consider something more agreeable.”


  “Thank you. I'll consider it... If we come, then promise me, no one touches Alice unless she gives her consent.”


  “Of course,” Odette says, “I only want someone to hold me while I am... on display... I am punished.”


  Regis nods.


  “Alright,” David says, “We'll be there.”


  “There is a dress code,” Regis interrupts.


  “Oui,” Odette says and laughs, “for you, Monsieur, a dinner suit; like, 007, n'est ce pas?”


  David nods, tight lipped.


  “And for you, mademoiselle, nothing but heels, a mask and perfume.”


  Alice swallows, trembling, “Merci, Odette.”


  “Thank you,” David says, “We'll see you Saturday.”


  “A bientot, till next time,” Regis says.


  Odette finally releases Alice, smiling into her eyes. David hurries Alice out of the shop as if he wants to escape. Silently he leads her back towards the car. Alice follows, gripping his hand.


  “Let's go and get some lunch,” he says.


  Alice's emotions boil. She's never felt anything for a woman before, in fact, she's not sure she is attracted to Odette, more drawn to another with whom she has much in common, and the promise of shared experience.
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  Only when they are speeding through the French countryside does David speak again.


  “The bastard, it's overpriced. But... shit, I want it.”


  “I think I know what he'll want to lower the price.”


  “Hmm, yes, I think I do too... Maybe he just wants to watch us perform, or watch you and Odette. They both seemed very taken by you.”


  Alice shivers; revulsion at Regis, something akin to desire for Odette, “But he'll be busy with her, won't he?”


  “She said she wanted you to share in her trials. Do you want to go on Saturday?”


  Alice hesitates in her answer, considering, as a thrill rushes through her, the sudden possibility of realising her deepest fantasy both arouses and scares her.


  “You know I want to serve you, Master, submit to you, only you and let you do anything you want to me, while we have an audience… perform for you. You know it turns me on so much… but it’s not my decision to make. If you want us to go then I’m willing.”


  He glances at her as he drives.


  “In the book, you remember 'O' is taken by many men as she is enslaved,” he says, “Do you want that?”


  “No... I want only you… but I'll do anything you want, Master, you know I will.”


  “I don't want you to do that. No one else will touch you. They can watch us, yes, but that's all.”


  “Thank you, Master,” she says, relieved.


  David nods, “Thank you, darling, then we’ll go.”
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  Dusk has given over to a cool, blue evening as David parks the car outside the walls of the old cité of Carcassonne. Dressed in evening suit and black tie he steps from the car. He looks up at the ancient battlements of the imposing citadel. The walls are lit up; sonne et lumier style, belying the fortress's barbaric history as both refuge and prison during the Cathare persecution. He walks around the car to the passenger door, opens it and takes Alice's hand to help her out. She is dressed in a red, hooded cape, fastened in front, her collar and her highest heels. Her lips are painted red, her eyes lined with kohl. Beneath the cape, she is naked, her body waxed everywhere, and with only a touch of Chanel at her breasts, her throat, the crease of the top of her thighs, the backs of her knees, her wrists. Hidden by the cape, she carries her master's whip, fixed by a hook to her collar. She wears contact lenses for this evening, certain that she's unlikely to fall sleep, and she carries a Venetian cat mask. David clips the leash to her collar, and offers her his arm. She slips her manicured hand through the slit in the cape, into the crook, and he walks her into the old city. Cobbled streets and high heels never the best mix, she walks carefully, fearful of throwing out her ankle. There are a lot of people about, promenading, making for restaurants and bars. Many pause and stare at the couple. Alice blushes under her blusher. David ignores the sightseers and steers them with confidence to the house in the castle walls where they will meet la Societé, d'O'. Alice holds onto him. Her heart beats rapidly, her nipples stiffen in the cool air, her pussy leaks, and nectar is trickling down her thighs. Her excitement is matched by the apprehension she feels at the prospect of fulfilling her fantasy and meeting Odette, 'O', once more.


  “No second thoughts?” he asks.


  “No, Master, none. If I help you get the book then I'm willing. Just, please, don't let anyone else touch me. Only you.”


  “I'll keep you safe?”


  “Thank you, Master.”


  “Are you wet?”


  “Yes, Master, you know I am.”


  He smiles.


  They stop at a solid, black wooden door, fitted with iron studs and fitments, illuminated by a single yellow light. The number 17 is picked out in blue tiles above the door. Alice trembles from a fresh adrenaline rush. David smiles at her, feeling her shiver.


  He looks outwardly calm and confident as he lifts the heavy, iron knocker and strikes twice.


  “Put on your mask.”


  “Yes, Master,” she says and puts it to her face, the world framed through the lacquered papier mâcher.


  “Help me, please,” she asks, turning away from him.


  He lowers her hood and ties the silk bindings at the back of her head, lifting her hair out of the way. As he puts her hood back up, the door is opened. A liveried footman stands on the threshold, barring the way.


  “Qui est vous?” he asks, inspecting them in turn.


  “Monsieur Palmer, et mademoiselle, 'A'. Guests of Monsieur Regis.”


  The man nods and stands back to let them into a small hallway that opens onto stone steps leading upwards, lit with candles. He closes the door behind them and starts up the stairs. Taking Alice's arm to help her with her heels, they follow.


  “You must undress, mademoiselle,” the footman says, without turning.


  As they negotiate the stairs, Alice pulls on the laces fastening her cape. David moves behind her to release the clasp and slip it from her shoulders. At the top of the stairs another wooden door is opened onto a large, open wood-lined and beamed room. The footman takes Alice's cape. She hands David her whip. Naked, Alice feels no shame, proud of her body, given confidence by her master's love. Conversation billows out and then pauses as David and Alice enter. Along one side is a bar, where five or six men in dinner suits drink and talk. Comfortable armchairs line the room, a few occupied by similar suited men, their naked women, kneeling on footstools beside them. A handful of women, also completely naked, stand by with trays of canapé and drinks; glasses of the local red wine. All the women wear ornate, animal or bird masks, decorated with feathers or fur. A few footmen, like the one who led them up, stand by, as if on guard. Alice looks around the room for Odette. There is no sign of her. Two men break away from the group at the bar; one is Regis. He nods in recognition as he and the other man; tall, grey-haired, approach David and Alice.


  “Sir Stephen?” Alice gasps.


  He hears her and smiles. Alice curtsies.


  “No, not Sir Stephen,” he says, smiling, shaking David's hand, “I am le Maître. Bonsoir Monsieur Palmer.”


  “Bonsoir, Maître ,” David says, keeping hold of Alice's hand.


  Le Maître turns to Alice and lifts her hand to kiss.


  “Charming, mademoiselle 'A'. Welcome to our societé. Regis tells me you are enthusiasts, and you wish to buy one of his books.”


  “Merci, Maître. Regis. we are very happy to join you and eager to see what you do, tonight.”


  “Perhaps you will also show us what you do with your woman too?”


  “My pleasure.”


  Le Maître smiles at Alice and nods towards Regis. The tall thin bookseller hurries away.


  One of the naked serving girls, perched on extreme high heels, has followed the men. She steps forward at a beckoning finger from le Maître and offers them both drinks, wine for David and only water for Alice. She's grateful for water, feeling that bondage, discipline and alcohol are a poor mix, while staying hydrated means she is quick to recover from her delicious ordeals. Le Maître ushers them over to an unoccupied armchair with its accompanying footstool. They take their seats. Alice drapes her upper body across David's lap, puts her masked head to his chest and he puts a protective arm around her. She realises, with little surprise, that he is erect. She scans the room. There's a sense of anticipation upon all; some watch David and Alice, others engage in conversation. The men at the bar have rejoined their chained women, who sit on footstools beside them. Le Maître takes off his jacket. Alice begins to unzip David's trousers as she sees another woman doing the same to her man. She wonders what will happen next and when Odette will appear. David gasps as her hand closes on his erection and he sips his wine. Le Maître sees and nods his approval. A little nervously, Alice begins to stroke him. Le Maître taps his wine glass. Silence returns to the room.


  “Messieurs et mes dames, the ceremony will now begin.”


  Alice thrills, the tip of her finger finding her master's nectar. She wonders why le Maître chose to speak in English; is it simply for their benefit? Music; Debussy's La Mer starts up. From a door beside the bar, Regis reenters the room. Following behind him on a leash, is a slim, naked woman wearing a resplendent bird mask, covered in black feathers. Only the woman's lips are uncovered. Her wrists are bound in front with strong leather cuffs, her nipples stand, stiffly erect, her pubis is shaven and she wears black, stiletto-heeled court shoes on her feet.


  “Odette,” Alice whispers, but is heard and receives a frown from the Maître.


  In the centre of the room, one of the footmen lowers a heavy, chrome steel chain from the beam. He holds it at just above head height and waits for Regis and Odette to arrive. Odette is led to the footman and offers up her bound wrists. Swiftly he fixes her to the chain and pulls to take up the slack until she stands, stretched, vulnerable, on the tips of her toes and her heels. She remains silent, not even a whimper, but one of the watching women sighs for her. David is tense, as stiff as his erection. Alice wants them to be seen as she extracts his cock from his trousers. He keeps a tight hold of her leash. Keeping her gaze fixed to the French woman, she opens her lips wide and takes him into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head, tastes his honey. David stifles a moan.


  Satisfied that his woman is secured, Regis takes off his jacket and a footman takes it from him in exchange for a whip, while two more footmen stand by also brandishing whips. Le Maître too, holds a whip.


  Odette, 'O', is turned to face Alice and their eyes meet. Her dark eyes shine as she sees her sister in slavery, felating her master. Alice pauses, so turned on to be watched, captivated by the girl.


  “Alice. Please, Master. I want it to be Alice.”


  “What do you mean?” David asks, suspicion clear in his voice.


  Le Maître answers, “The chains will not hold Madame 'O' steady, so she will twist to evade the whip. She needs someone to hold her. You are the privileged one.”


  “But she may be hit,” David says, “I do not give you permission.”


  “We will not strike 'A', but she will feel every stroke through her companion’s body.”


  Alice sighs in pleasure. David pauses in his answer, Alice nods her head and swirls her tongue around him, “Very well,” he says.


  He releases her leash and she releases him, putting his cock back into his trousers but leaving him unzipped. A touch of fear warring with her arousal, Alice stands and steps up to the bound woman. She takes her in her arms, holding her tightly to her; breast to breast, belly to belly and turns so that Odette's back is to David and she can see into his eyes.


  “Embrasse moi,” Odette says.


  Alice's French is good enough to understand the word for ‘kiss’. Knowing her mouth will taste of her master's cock, surprising herself, Alice kisses Odette. It's the first time she has ever kissed a woman. Her arousal makes it possible to overcome any revulsion; but there is none. She keeps her eyes open as Regis raises his arm.


  The first whip stroke lands on Odette's offered derriere. A mere tap, it’s followed by another from one footman and then the second, before Regis strikes again. The pattern is repeated, each trio of strokes made more harshly. Alice feels every stroke to the woman's body, in her tensing muscles, her gasps as she tries to control the pain and her breathy sighs as pain transmutes into profound pleasure. Odette begins to cry out at each lash and Alice holds her tighter, moving her arms up to avoid an accidental strike. As Odette bends to press her belly closer and allow her bottom to retreat, le Maître signals to halt proceedings and puts his big hands on both Alice and Odette to adjust their position, so that Alice's thigh can be pushed between Odette's legs, opening her up and pushing out her bottom. She moans and renews her kiss with Alice, as if her lips are an anaesthetic.


  The whipping resumes; first Regis, then the two assistants, followed by Le Maître. Odette tenses at every stroke, her cries transmuting to moans. Alice holds her tightly. Odette drops her head to Alice's shoulder, perspiration forming small rivulets between them, the French woman's body writhing. Alice meets David's gaze. He is turned on, she can tell, but he looks troubled. She is suddenly scared and gasps; her master is out of his depth, fear of the unknown upon him; he doesn’t want her in this position. Odette at last screams. The whipping stops. Alice holds Odette's hot, panting body, her breasts heaving, teasing Alice's nipples. Odette's juices trickle onto Alice's thigh, her own nectar mingling. Odette raises her head to kiss Alice once more.


  But Alice is pulled away, dragged from the punished woman by a footman. David leaps from his chair and steps to her, pushing the footman from her, taking her leash and holding her. She drapes herself over his body; naked woman to suited man. Odette's chains ratchet down while a footman holds her up at the hips so only her upper body is lowered. Le Maître unzips and offers up his erection to Odette's mouth. She opens her red-painted lips and greedily swallows him. Alice sees the mass of red stripes, edged with blue bruises, that cross Odette’s shapely bottom before a footman steps behind her and sinks his cock into her sopping wet pussy. Curiously, Regis stands watching while his Mistress is used by two other men. Alice holds onto her master and he holds onto her. She feels his heart is racing, a match for hers. She can feel his fear, spawning her own. Le Maître steadily plunders Odette's mouth, while the first footman uses her pussy. He vigorously thrusts into her and soon comes, pulling out to spill over her back. His companion takes his place and soon Odette writhes in orgasm, her cries muffled by le Maître's cock. He holds her head steady, to stop her teeth hurting him as she too trembles in orgasm. The audience are silent but for moans and sighs. Many of the women are performing felatio on their masters as they watch. Only Regis, David, Alice and the serving girls remain separated from the tableaux.


  The second footman comes with a groan into Odette, her pretty, punished derriere pushing back to welcome him as he empties into her. Le Maître holds her head in his big hands as he fills her throat with his sperm. He releases her and the footman manages Odette's gradual fall to the floor. Still, Regis does nothing except watch Alice.


  David leads Alice back to their chair while a footman unfastens Odette's chains and lifts her up. David sits, holding Alice's leash. She's trembling with arousal, needing her master.


  Odette is lifted up and handed to Regis. Showing some decency and respect, he holds her close and she slumps into his arms. Cum dribbling from her pussy and from her mouth, she seems to have fainted, but Alice can see the gleam in her dark eyes, the beatific smile under the mask, and she realises Odette watches her with undisguised lust. She wants to kiss the girl again, press her body to her and more.


  “Bind your woman, monsieur Palmer, blindfold her,” says le Maître, “Give us a demonstration of her uses.”


  David nods, signalling Alice to kneel. The ancient, hardwood floor is not kind to her knees, but she obeys, thrilling, her heart pounding. He first locks her cuffs together before taking out the black, silk handkerchief he always carries in his dinner suit for such occasions. He fits it over Alice's mask, tying it at the back. Finally, he gags her, stuffing a pair of her worn stockings into her mouth and holding it there with a second stocking. She trembles as he positions her on all fours between his legs. Alice breathes deeply, through the scent of the improvised gag, her apprehension matching her excitement; she's about to realise her greatest fantasy. The smooth cloth of his wool and silk trousers chafes her hips as he moves her forward. She hears him unzip. His favourite fantasy; to be clothed while she is naked, about to be realised again. He moves to kneel between her legs, she pushes her bottom back and feels the length of his hard cock between her buttocks. She moans.


  And then she hears Regis speak.


  “Bien sur, Monsieur, you have her pussy. Take out her gag so I can use her mouth.”


  David freezes, and answers, “No.”


  “Oui, I want more anyway,” Regis says, “Tous; all of her. Je voudrais votre putain pour le livre. Give her to me and it is yours.”


  David is silent, seemingly hesitating in answer. Alice doesn't know what Regis means by putain, but she knows she is up for sale. Fear overwhelms her, reducing her supreme arousal to nothing, and replacing it with numbness and terror. David moves fast, retreating from her, she feels him stand, she cowers. Is he letting Regis have her? Is he giving her away? Gagged, blindfolded, cuffed, she wants to escape. Her greatest fear is upon her, her master is going to give her away. She groans an unintelligible “nooooo” into the gag.


  “She’s not a fucking whore, you bastard,” David suddenly says.


  Alice freezes. She can hear he’s furious, the sound of a thump comes next along with shouts and the sound of what can only be a fight; feet stamping, sliding. Grunts as bodies engage in the worst way.


  “She’s worth more than any book, Regis, More than anything. I’ll never give her up. And if you call her a whore again, I’ll kill you.”


  Alice’s heart soars. Tears prickle her blindfolded eyes. She moans into the gag.


  “Stop,” someone roars.


  Alice recognises le Maître's voice. All are suddenly silent. Someone unties her blindfold and takes it away. Alice’s catches a glimpse of Odette; ‘O’, who now begins to unfasten her bonds. David is held by two footmen, his fists bunched; the Irish pugilist in him brought out by a primal need to protect. Regis is held by two of the suited guests, his nose bleeding. Between them stands le Maître. As her contact lenses settle and she can at last see she watches from her odd viewpoint, the triangle of alpha males. Odette caresses her as she unfastens her gag, making soothing sounds.


  “Monsieur Palmer, you are a guest in our country, so do not outstay your welcome,” le Maître says, in English, “but I understand. Regis, I feel you’re guilty of extreme provocation. I want you to apologise.”


  Silence as Regis looks from David to Alice and back, then to le Maître.


  “You wanted her too. I know. I have the currency. I could have had her. He was willing. She was too.”


  “Fuck you, Regis,” David spits, “She is not for sale. I will never give her away, not for anything.”


  “Stop,” the Maître says again, “Regis?”


  Alice’s heart beats rapidly, her spirit soaring once more at her master’s words and concern for him. At last freed, she rushes to him and throws her arms around him. The footmen release him and he holds her naked body close, protecting her.


  “I am sorry for calling your woman a… putain,” Regis says at last.


  Alice's feelings war inside her, clinging to him. She'll do anything to please him. She looks at Odette, who is now leaning on the bar, her bottom pushed out. She knows one thing, she wants Odette, and Odette wants her.


  “Master,” Alice says, “If you want the book. If you want me to, I am willing to give myself to these men.”


  He strokes her cheek.


  “No. You're not an object. You're not something to be given away. Don't do anything just to please me, that you think will please me. What do you really want?”


  Alice is silent, considering her answer. Everyone watches her.


  “I want only you. No one else.”


  Le Maître speaks, “I think you had better leave, Monsieur Palmer, take your property with you.”


  “I think so. Thank you. I apologise too, for spoiling your evening.”


  Regis says, “De rien,” dabbing at his nose with a handkerchief.


  The Maître ushers them both to the door. A footman hands them David's whip and Alice’s cape, slipping it over her shoulders. At the door le Maître shakes his hand.


  “I shall be in touch, Monsieur.”


  “Why?”


  “I have my reasons. Don't worry, I don't want anything you're not willing to give, both of you. But I may be able to help.”


  “Very well. You know how to find us?”


  “I do.”
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  Out in the medieval streets, emptied of most of the people, David takes Alice in his arms and kisses her. It’s a brief kiss and he swiftly releases her, taking her hand to lead her away, back to the car. Ignoring the people, they hurry, her heels uncomfortable on the cobbled stones, but she understands her master’s urgency.


  “I’m sorry, darling, so sorry,” he says as they near the car.


  “It’s alright, Master, you saved me. I didn’t want… I don’t want any other man to touch me. I don’t want to be given away… but…”


  “Yes?”


  “You know you want the book so much, you’ve wanted it for so long… If I could do anything to get it for you, I would… even let them all fuck me.”


  He shakes his head, “Never. I never want you to do something you don’t want to do. Not for any reason. I love you too much for that.”


  Her heart soars as he opens the car door and helps her in. He looks back at the walled city as he rounds the car to get into the driver’s seat. She can sense he is troubled as he gets in and starts the car in a hurry.


  “What’s the matter, Master?”


  “Nothing, sweetheart, just thought we were being followed…”


  “Oh?” she wonders if they are and if they are, by whom, she hopes it’s Odette.


  David starts the car.


  “We’re not. But… I want to get away. And we have some unfinished business to attend to.”


  She smiles, reassured, as she slips her hand onto his thigh and tests his cock with her little finger to find it’s still erect. The memory of what he was about to do to her before Regis’s disgusting interruption blossoms freshly in her mind. Even if she has no audience she wants her master with renewed passion.


  “Business? Or pleasure?” she asks.


  “Pleasure,” he answers, smiling, driving as if their lives depend upon him, Carcassonne in the rear view mirror.
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  Dressed in her French maid’s uniform, Alice serves her master his breakfast in bed. Growing in confidence, she had dressed in the early morning to go out as a rubber maid, in high heels, latex panties and fishnets, to fetch the croissants and fresh bread from the Boulangerie, enjoying the Boulanger’s open-mouthed stare at the vision she gave him. She pours the coffee and feeds David croissant. The unpleasant ending to their journey to Carcassonne is forgotten, although the ghost of Odette and the book cast a shadow over the holiday. Her efforts with breakfast are primarily to make David happy. He awoke to her entrance with the tray and smiled as she served. As he sips his coffee, he caresses her left breast through the polished material, she sighs and feeds him a crumb of croissant. He pulls down the top of her uniform, helping her stiffened nipple to pop out. He leans forward and sucks it into his coffee-warmed mouth. She sighs as her pussy leaks anew into her panties.


  David’s phone rings.


  “Damn… don’t answer, please, Master?” Alice says.


  He looks at the phone, taking his mouth away, making her sigh turn to one of frustration.


  “Hello?” he says and flicks the phone to speaker.


  “Hello, Monsieur Palmer. My name is Jacques Herblin, you know me as Le Maître.”


  “Oh,” Alice says suddenly interested.


  “Bonjour, Monsieur, what can I do for you?”


  “I would like to pay you a visit. I have two items of great interest to you and your mistress. I would like to bring them with me.”


  David pauses, frowning, looking at Alice. Intuitively, she is sure she knows what le Maître will bring. She nods her head, smiling.


  “Very well, when.”


  “Today at noon?”


  “That’s fine, see you then.”


  He clicks off the phone and pulls Alice closer to kiss her.


  “I wonder what he’s bringing,” he says.


  “The book and Odette, I’m sure.”


  David nods, “Hopefully not that Regis character.”


  Alice shudders.


  “Right, let’s get showered and then get some lunch ready for our guests.”


  “Yes, Master,” she smiles happily.
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  At 12:00 David is dressed in his breeches, riding boots, a white shirt and a waistcoat. Alice, in contrast, is dressed only in a new, Chantal Thomas lingerie ensemble; a black basque, lined with silver lace, matching panties and seamed stockings, with her extreme, high-heeled house shoes. The thrill of anticipation courses through her body, but she sits patiently, collared and leashed as usual, her lips painted a dark red, her hair piled up and pinned. Her pussy is oozing nectar into her panties and her nipples remain stiff. She crosses her legs and smoothes a crease out of the stocking. Nervously, she breathes deeply, steadily, to control her apprehension. David’s whip is on display on the day bed in the corner of the lounge. In the dining section, David has prepared a simple salad and some crisp, local rosé for their guests. Alice hopes it’s not Regis with Le Maître but is sure it can’t be; she has no interest in him. The sound of a car stopping outside causes butterflies to swarm in Alice’s belly. Nervously, she crosses and uncrosses her legs.


  “Calm down, sweetheart,” David says.


  She nods and forces a smile.


  There’s a knock at the door. David steps over and opens it. Outside le Maître stands, dressed as before, as imposing as ever. He carries the glass case; the book inside. Beside him, Odette stands, her head bowed, disguised in a fawn raincoat, her eyes shaded in dark glasses. Greetings are exchanged between David and Le Maître; hands shaken while the woman stays silent. They step into the house.


  Odette sees Alice and takes off her shades, her red-painted lips smiling. Unable to hold back any longer, Alice rushes into the woman's arms. Eyes locked, they kiss. Odette is crying.


  “She is in love,” Le Maître explains.


  As they kiss, Odette unties the belt of the raincoat around her, She opens it and throws it off, and she’s gloriously naked, but for her heels. She puts her arms around Alice’s neck and they resume the kiss, pausing only to look into each other’s eyes. Each one caresses the other, learning each other, loving each other. Odette’s bottom is still a mass of bruised welts.


  Watching, David pours a glass of the local red for le Maître and one for himself. Le Maître puts the glass case down on the table, amongst the food David and Alice had prepared.


  “She needs someone, a woman, to share her ordeals,” says le Maître.


  “I thought it was just that night.”


  “No, always. It’s something her master can never give her.”


  “Regis?”


  “Non, I am her Master now. Regis is unworthy. Regis owed me so I took ‘O’ and the book in payment. Besides, I love her and she loves me… as well as your mademoiselle ‘A’.”


  “He owed you a lot.”


  “He did, but not as much as you think. I know how much he paid for the book, so that was how much I paid him. The rest was for Odette... And now, she is mine and the book is yours.”


  “Really? I’m... Thank you.”


  “In exchange for answering Odette’s needs with your woman.”


  The two women pause, look across at their masters, Odette’s eyes shining, Alice’s beginning to tear. She feels as if she has found something she had lost from deep inside her; lost too long ago, and now found in the most unexpected place, just as finding David had given her rebirth.


  Le Maître looks at David, “Do I have your permission to order them to get ready? I assume you want to whip both ‘A’ and ‘O’.”


  David nods, “Only as long as you don’t touch Alice.”


  “A pity, I am very happy for you to do as you please with Odette.”


  “I promised Alice. I keep my promises.”


  Le Maître smiles, “I understand.”


  He looks at Odette then Alice.


  “Go upstairs to your favourite bedroom,” says le Maître, “bind yourself to each other, so you cannot escape each other’s embrace. Make sure contact is perfect between you. I will join you later, with your master, Alice.”


  Hand in hand, the two women hurry up the stairs. Alice wants to use the rubber room so leads her lover into the bedroom heavy with the aroma of latex, perfume and sex. Odette’s eyes shine with delight. They don’t speak, they don’t need to speak to know what each other wants. Alice’s poor French and Odette’s reasonable English are both inadequate for their needs, compared to their sensual telepathy. Odette takes off Alice’s panties, caressing her bottom and her smooth-shaven pussy as she strips her, while Alice scrabbles around to find cuffs, straps, belts ropes. Soon, wrist cuffs, ankle cuffs, joined belts, secure them until they stand together, erect nipple to erect nipple, belly to belly, thigh to pussy and pussy to thigh. With hands that will soon be linked, they pull belts tighter, put cuffs on shorter chains, wanting to be inside each other. It seems as if their eyes never lose the other’s gaze. Happy laughter and the sound of soft, breathy kisses fill the room. Alice doesn’t know what her master and Odette’s master have said to each other; what bargains they’ve reached, but she know she’s in tune with this woman, in more ways she has ever felt before. She now knows she can love two people with equal depth; a master and a lover. She loves them both, differently. She and Odette begin to make love, imperceptible movements of her lover causing little earthquakes of pleasure in her body as her pussy is rubbed by a smooth thigh, her nipples chafe stiffly to Odette’s, to ‘O’s.


  “The story of… Ohh….” she breathes.


  “Tell me l’histoire d’A’,” Odette answers and kisses her again.


  The sound of footsteps tell them their masters approach. David leads Le Maître into the room. They both hold riding crops. With a tremor of fear, Alice looks into her lover’s eyes. ‘O’s eyes smile back at her. They kiss, safe with each other, in love. The whips begin to strike.
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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.


  Ray Sostre

  Their First Night Together
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  Jared Hill never thought the day would come when he took Natalie Morales out on a date. The last time Jared spoke to Natalie was eight years ago, when they spent the summer together hanging out. The two went to school together in Lower Manhattan, but Jared wasn’t like the guys at school; he was cut from a different mold. He was tall, handsome, and dark-skinned, but he had such a scrawny build. His classmates would tease him about his build, but Jared was well-liked in school. He had an affable personality, and it was how he got to know the most popular girl in school – Natalie.


  It was the first day of summer, eight years ago, when Natalie stepped into the local fast food restaurant where he worked. She was with her friends, and at first, feeling down about her break up with her boyfriend. Her friends wanted to cheer her up. When she was at the counter, ordering, Jared, while taking her order, made a simple joke that made her laugh and the rest was history. After that, the two talked all night long, until Jared got off work, and Natalie had to leave with her friends. The two had to attend classes the next day, but they remained the best of friends over the summer.


  Jared was only a year younger than her, but he was more mature than the guys from high school. He wasn’t the kind of guy that believed in showing off what he had, and he was an intellect. He wasn’t into going out to parties. Jared was more into other things; museums, art galleries, and exhibits. He was different.


  When school came to an end, the two hung out together, and Jared was intrigued that Natalie enjoyed going to places like The Met and The Hayden Planetarium. At first, he thought that she might get bored with him, but the two had a lot in common. She mentioned that none of the guys at school would ever take her to places like these. All they ever wanted to do was hang out with their friends and show her off, like she was some kind of trophy.


  Every night, they spoke on the phone. Jared bought a prepaid cell phone and called her to meet up. They spent the day at Sheep Meadows in Central Park, where they talked about their plans after high school. Natalie had already graduated, she just got accepted to the University of Maryland to pursue a business degree. Jared, on the other hand, had one more year left in high school, but he was looking to become a teacher. His favorite subject was English. He knew that summer was going to be the best, but a lonely year would lie ahead once she left. Their friendship had grown very close by the time Natalie left New York for school.


  On her last day, Natalie spent the entire day with Jared in Manhattan. From the little coffee shops in Greenwich Village to the wonderful boutiques in SoHo, Jared and Natalie were having so much fun together, it was hard to believe it would be the last time they could hang out together. Then, that evening, they spent their final moments at The Pond in Central Park. They stood over the stone bridge, taking selfies, when something special happened – the two shared their first kiss.


  This wasn’t an ordinary kiss. This was a kiss that left a memory and a torment. Jared could recall Natalie’s desire for him; it was lustful. He remembered how that kiss brought life in a place he couldn’t help – below his waist, and yes, Natalie felt his hard-on. She pressed herself against him, sucking in his kiss even more. It was a moment that had the two yearning for each other. Natalie admitted that she wanted him to spend the night at her place, but her father was home, and he was very strict about bringing boys over. Jared couldn’t have her over at his place either. He had siblings, and his parents were strict too. It was a night of possibilities and denials. The two spoke over the phone for another few hours, never wanting to hang up, but time was running out, and they had to get some sleep for their new beginnings.


  The two stayed in contact through emails and text messages, but as time moved on, they grew distant from each other. Jared was spending his last year in high school, while Natalie lived her college life in Maryland. By the end of the year, the two had already moved on with their lives, and the thought of them spending their first night together would only remain dream, until eight years later, when Jared reconnected with her on Facebook.


  Jared came home from work and received a friend request on Facebook. It was Natalie. Wow, after all these years, Jared wondered what had happened to her. He expected her to be happily married, with children, living in Maryland, probably. When he checked her profile, he was amazed that Natalie was living in Brooklyn, single. He quickly accepted her friend request, and moments later he received a private message from her. The two chatted all through the evening, catching up on lost times since they last spoke.


  For the last three months, Natalie had been staying in London, setting up the expansion for her employer – an international e-banking firm. She had missed home so much, she couldn’t wait to return in the fall and see him. She gave him her Skype address so he could get a hold of her.


  Jared was anxious to speak to her on Skype. It was a video call, and he wasn’t sure what would happen if they spoke for the first time, again. Time had moved on, he didn’t think that spark between them would have survived. That night he kissed her, he remembered placing his hands all over her delicious curves, and the soft husky voice she spoke in. Natalie was sensual, but full of spirit, exactly to Jared’s liking. When he made the first Skype call, he was happy to see her again.


  Natalie still looked beautiful; long dark hair, beautiful brown eyes that allured any man to her. She had such wonderful skin tone – an olive skin complexion, but Jared couldn’t help studying her curves on Skype, when she moved from her laptop to her window, in her sweatpants. Natalie herself, was amazed by his appearance. Years ago, people had teased him about his scrawny build, but he filled out over the years, and he was muscular. Jared was this tall, dark, muscular, and handsome guy that Natalie liked so much, she couldn’t help flirting with him. The two continued talking over Skype everyday for the next two and a half months, until a storm knocked the internet out at her London hotel, leaving him to call her overseas.


  Natalie sent him a text message to call him, because she wanted to hear his voice over the phone. He was, at first, reluctant, because she was roaming overseas, but she insisted.


  When they finally spoke, Natalie suddenly brought up the moment when they shared that first kiss at The Pond in Central Park. She asked him what that moment would have been like if her father wasn’t home.


  Jared knew what his answer would be, but he couldn’t find the right words. However, she pressed him to go into details. As Jared got into his vision of what their first night together would be like, he noticed a changed in her voice that was seductive, arousing. Natalie was getting turned on from what Jared was telling her over the phone. It was then when was able to ask Natalie about her visions of their first night together. From this point on, all they could talk about was having sex with each other, and the day they parted ways from a possibility. But they understood that they were young and the time hadn’t been right for them, but that kiss was a memory of a lifetime.


  Then Jared worked up the nerve to establish a phone sex conversation. Natalie, without hesitation, went along. And for the first time, he heard her climax over the phone. Jared could only think of her being in his arms, in bed, naked, making her feel that way. Over the next few days, the two talked on Skype and over the phone sharing more erotic conversations. Jared and Natalie shared so much of their desires for each other, they couldn’t wait for that moment to happen. It was then when Natalie gave him the good news that she will be returning home to Brooklyn, and she was looking to go out for dinner and catch up on lost times. Jared was so excited, he couldn’t wait meet her the following Friday. Perhaps their long awaited dream of their first night together could come true.
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  A few days later, Jared was in his bedroom getting ready to meet Natalie for the first time in eight years. He set aside a pair of black pants, along with a dark blue shirt on his bed, while he reached in his drawer to take out a bottle of Tommy Hilfiger cologne. He wanted to make an impression on her, by looking good and smelling nice for her. There was no doubt in his mind, she was going to look her best for him. He couldn’t wait to meet her.


  He sprayed on some cologne and put on his clothes. As he looked in the mirror, he knew he needed a jacket to make him look really good. He went into his coat closet and pulled out his sports jacket. It was black and barely out of the cleaners. Just by what he was wearing, he knew it was going to be a hot date.


  Tonight was going to be a chilly October night in Brooklyn; low in the forties. Jared wanted to make sure he was dressed appropriately, but with all his anticipation, he was sure that Natalie would help keep him warm. He stepped out of his Lower East Side apartment and rode the subway to Brooklyn to meet Natalie at a small restaurant on


  
    Fourth Avenue
  


  called Gasthaus on Fourth in Sunset Park.


  Natalie had suggested the place, because they made the best German dishes in Brooklyn, and she had never eaten there before. His train arrived at the


  
    53rd Street
  


  Station in Brooklyn, just a few minutes before meeting Natalie at Gasthaus. He reached in his pocket to check for any messages from Natalie. Indeed, there was: I’m at Gasthaus waiting for you. I can’t wait to see you! xoxo.


  Jared didn’t want to keep her waiting, Gasthaus on Fourth was only a few blocks away from the station. The thought of his introduction had his heart pounding furiously. After all the erotic conversations they had shared, all he wanted to do was kiss her. Yet, he couldn’t help that growing sensation in his pants. Jared was so hard for her, it was impossible to think of anything else other than how to end a long awaited night.


  There were a few people hanging outside the restaurant. Gasthaus on Fourth was a small, cozy-looking restaurant that seemed perfect for fine dining. He stepped inside the dim-lit restaurant and was charmed by the intimate atmosphere. There, he greeted Natalie. She looked amazing! Natalie was dressed in an orange sweater dress over her black nylons. She wore a pair of black closed-toe pumps that accentuated her beautiful appearance. She was seated by the register, holding on to her black pea coat.


  “Oh my god, you’re here!” Natalie rose from her seat when took another step to hug him.


  Jared returned the hug. Her sweet perfume smelled delicious. Her embrace was soft and affectionate. Jared loved the way her body molded into his during. When they looked into each other’s eyes the two immediately shared a soft kiss on the lips, which soon morphed into something longer and more passionate. When their lips parted, he felt the slip of her tongue inside him. He allowed his tongue to follow her swirling motion. This kiss was bringing back the memories from when they stood atop of the stone bridge in Central Park, overlooking The Pond, eight years ago. The way her tongue moved in his mouth brought life to mind and soul, along to other places – his dick. Now, how was he going to enjoy dinner without having the dirty thoughts of wanting to fuck her?


  When Natalie pulled away, she quickly fanned herself, inhaling the pheromones of his kiss. “Mmmm… that kiss brought me some memories.”


  Me too! Jared chuckled. Who knew what was on her mind before he walked through that door?


  “You look wonderful Natalie,” Jared said, as he directed another glance at her nightly appearance.


  “Thank you.” She grinned as she checked him out and nodded in approval. “You look very sexy.”


  “Thanks.” He returned her smile. “Wow, I can’t believe that we’re finally together.”


  “Me neither.” She giggled, twirling her hair back. “I’ve been so excited to see you again, I’m not sure if I’m going to be that hungry.”


  “Well, we could just skip dinner and go to your place,” he joked.


  “Oh no,” she laughed. “I’m hungry. I want to eat here.” She signaled the hostess to seat them. “Their food is supposed to be really awesome.”


  “I’ve never tried German food before.” He inhaled the delicious scents that filled the dining area, while the hostess escorted them to a candlelit table in the back of the restaurant. “But it sure smells good.”


  “Neither have I.” She set her coat over the back of the chair and sat down. “That was until I spent a week in Berlin, a couple of years ago.”


  “Wow, you’ve really done some serious travelling.” He took off his jacket and hung it behind his chair.


  “The only way I ever got to travel was through my job. I’ve been to places like Tokyo, Hong Kong, Paris, San Francisco, Berlin, and finally London. It’s a great company I work for.”


  “What is it that you do again?”


  “I’m a project manager for Forrester Investments. I’ve been working for them for almost six years. Started out as an intern and then ended up working there full time. They’re great.”


  “I’ll bet. I only dream of going to these places.”


  “I know,” she sighed. “I only wished you were with me, at times. So, where is it that you teach again?”


  “At Hunter College. I teach literature.”


  “You’ve always been interesting, Jared, ever since I first met you. You know, you emailed me a poem when I left for college, and you know what’s strange? I still have that poem saved in my email.”


  “Really?” He was surprised to know that after all these years, she had thought about him still.


  “Yeah, it was the most romantic poem I’d ever read.”


  “Wow.” He was taken aback, speechless. “I don’t know what to say. After you left, I wanted to share something with you to remember me by.”


  She folded her fingers together on the table. “You’ve always been so sweet. I just wished we didn’t have to drift apart.”


  “You know.” Jared shrugged. “It was for the better… perhaps.”


  The server came over with a jug of water to pour in their glasses.


  “But now we’re here together. And all these years we’ve wondered what our first night together would be like. I’m finally enjoying my time with you.”


  Natalie’s smile glowed under the candlelight. “Me too.”
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  So far, Jared and Natalie’s evening together was going very well. They shared a romantic conversation over a bottle of Riesling and appetizers. When their entrees arrived, the two couldn’t help eat their dish without saying another word. It was too delicious to ignore; some words were worth waiting for.


  After enjoying an amazing meal, Jared and Natalie walked down the street holding hands. He couldn’t help absorbing her happy demeanor. He liked how this night was going so far.


  They stopped at an ice cream parlor down the street, ordering two pints to take home.


  At Roger’s Ice Cream, Jared read the advertised poster before going in: Introducing Fall Flavors – Pumpkin Spice and Apple Pie Cinnamon. They had some interesting flavors.


  Since Jared paid for dinner, Natalie insisted on treating him for ice cream. While they waited in line, Jared placed his hands over her waist and pulled her close. He took in the fragrance of her perfume and kissed the side of her neck. She turned and faced him, kissing him so passionately, neither cared if they held up the line or made a scene. They were lost in their kisses. Only when the clerk asked for their order, did Natalie pull away.


  After she paid for the ice cream, Jared followed her out of the store and held her hand again. The autumn breeze was picking up, and Jared was beginning to feel cold under his sport jacket. Hand-in-hand they walked until they reached a two-story brownstone building, just a few blocks away.


  Natalie had such a wonderful place; a touch of Victorian charm with a modern-flare. This woman lived a lavish lifestyle that made Jared a bit apprehensive to be in her apartment. It was no wonder she wanted him to spend the night over her place. His Lower East Side apartment couldn’t compete with hers.


  “Whoa, what a place!”


  “Thank you.” She crossed the living room and took off her pea coat, draping it over the lounge chair, before turning on some music. “Why don’t you make yourself at home? I’ll put the ice cream away.”


  “Sure.” Jared took off his jacket, arranging it over the chair where she had left hers. He took a seat on the leather sofa and listened to the soft music that played, while Natalie carried the ice cream away to the kitchen. Jared didn’t make as much money as Natalie; he was a college professor and loved his profession. He wondered what Natalie saw in a man like him. She had always been out of his league, but it was obvious how much she liked him for who he was; not what he did for a living.


  When Natalie returned, her shoes were off. She picked up a remote control and pointed to the fireplace, causing flames to brighten up the living room. The entire scene was romantic. Jared could sense where this was going to go.


  She sat sideways next to him, and rested her feet over his lap.


  “Why don’t you take off your shoes and get a little more comfortable with me?” She spoke seductively, as she rubbed her feet softly over his crotch.


  He didn’t need to be told twice. Jared was already aroused by the way she moved her foot. He studied Natalie’s beautiful legs and her other curves carefully.


  The fireplace had quickly warmed up the living room, and the music was playing some instrumental jazz. Jared felt his hardness throb under his pants; it ached to break free.


  Natalie leaned her body back as she rubbed her foot against the bulge of his shaft. Jared could feel his heart pumping with desire. He placed his hand around her ankle and caressed his way through the softness of her nylon stockings. Her legs felt smooth and silky. Jared wanted to explore the rest of her body. While she continued to stroke him with her foot, he made his move and slid his hand further towards her thighs. He caressed the side of her thigh, feeling the garter strap that connected to the top of her nylon stocking. Jared couldn’t hold back any longer, he bowed his head down and kissed her knee, moving himself closer to her. Then he gazed into her inviting eyes and kissed her soft lips.


  Their kiss began with slow pecks, and then turned more passionate. Jared felt her mouth open, allowing him to slip his tongue inside her. Their kiss was lustful. Natalie moved in closer, and he placed his hand through her hair and behind her neck.


  They paused briefly to look into each other’s eyes. Jared wanted to taste more of her seduction, so he closed his eyes and allowed his lips to find hers.


  Natalie spoke into his kisses. “I just love the way you kiss me. You’re making me so wet.”


  Just hearing those words from her was enough for him to crave the next step. He was curious to know what she actually looked like, naked, vulnerable to his touch. She had such a beautiful, voluptuous body that was all for him to explore.


  “Why don’t we get out of these clothes?” he said, pulling away softly, caressing the back of her hair.


  Natalie never answered. She moved in and kissed him, while she unbuttoned his shirt. Jared, at the same time, slipped his hands under her sweater dress to feel the rest of her body. She was soft and sensuous. Jared felt like tearing her dress off. When she opened his shirt further down, Natalie gave an intrigued look of his chiseled body – his abs and pecs were the design of a Greek God. Natalie couldn’t help herself from running her fingers over his chest.


  Her look was a pure wanton of lust. “Oh my god, you have an amazing body.”


  She slid her leg over his lap and quickly straddled him. Jared, with one arm, held her close to him as she kissed him, lustfully. Natalie was so horny, she was literally dry-humping herself against his lap.


  The more she rocked her hips, the more Jared wanted to be inside of her. Natalie was feasting into his kisses; he couldn’t take this torment any longer.


  “Let’s get naked.”


  “I thought you’d never ask.” Natalie slid off him and stood up, lifting her orange sweater dress. “Mmmm… I want you so fucking bad.”


  Oh, I love it when you talk dirty to me. And with those dirty words from Natalie, he was determined to give her what she needed.


  He kicked off his shoes and slipped out of his dress shirt. When he looked at her again, she was in her black lingerie. Natalie looked very appetizing in her lacy black bra, her thong, nylon stocking that connected to her crotchless panties. The more he stared at her, the more he wanted to be inside her.


  He pulled down his pants and his boxers. Jared was now naked and vulnerable to her affection. Natalie was so intrigued by his size, she couldn’t help but kneel in front of him while stroking his shaft.


  “Oh my god, you’re so big!” She complimented, with a naughty expression on her face.


  Of course Jared prided himself over her approval. He even loved the way she palmed his shaft in her hand. Natalie was aroused she took it in her mouth without hesitation.


  Jared tilted his head back to the intense pleasure of her lips. His dick was being coated with her saliva, and Natalie knew exactly how to please him. He closed his eyes, imagining how it would feel to be inside her. He was literally dying to find out. When he looked down, Natalie made eye contact while working her tongue down the underside of his shaft.


  His breathing rose as he could feel her wet tongue around his balls. The sensation of her tongue felt so good, his balls tightened. Jared couldn’t help but run his fingers through her hair. Natalie never protested; she was busy concentrating on making him feel good. And indeed, she did!


  When Natalie finally got up and straddled him, she pulled aside her thong and rubbed her slit against his aching shaft.


  “Can you feel how wet I am, huh?” she whispered seductively.


  Jared couldn’t form the words to answer, so he nodded, eagerly awaiting the chance to be inside of her. He felt the slickness of her pussy gliding along his shaft. Natalie sped up, gyrating her hips more intensely, leaving him aching for what was going to happen next. He tried not to think too hard about it, but he couldn’t help placing his hand around her ass, squeezing it tightly as she leaned in to kiss him.


  Then out of nowhere, she whimpered into his kisses. “Don’t move, I want to feel you inside of me.”


  Jared was moments away from the taste of heavenly pleasure, but he was anxious to return the favor to her. He wanted to say no, but when he felt her fingers circling his shaft he succumbed to the forthcoming pleasure he was going to receive from Natalie.


  He felt the head of his shaft push inside her. Jared’s heart raced wildly. At the same time, Natalie let out a gasp of pleasure. He couldn’t believe it. He was inside Natalie for the first time. She felt very wet, tight, so heavenly; it almost consumed him. He placed both hands around her ass as she rocked her hips to the intense pleasure.


  Jared wanted to see it himself – his shaft inside her pussy. Natalie uttered a few moans when he pulled aside her thong, exposing her lightly shaved mound. The way his dark skin molded into her olive complexioned body left Jared feeling more aroused.


  Then Natalie stopped and leaned her body back, she unclasped her bra and allowed her breasts to fall free, much to Jared’s delight. Natalie’s breasts were so beautiful and perky. Jared simply had to taste her.


  His hands moved from her ass over to her breasts. He squeezed them, cupped them gently. Jared wasted no time to bury his face into them, allowing his mouth find its way to one of her nipples. Natalie let out a soft moan when he sucked and nibbled. He pulled away and looked into her eyes. She was in pure lust, and at this point, she seemed willing to let him do whatever he wanted with her.


  Jared picked her up from the couch and gently laid her on her back on the sofa. He pulled out of her and worked his kisses from her breasts down to her navel. In return, Natalie ran her fingers over his head. She arched her body in reaction to his wet kisses. It wasn’t long before Jared reached his destination – her pussy.


  He curled his fingers around her thighs. Natalie parted her legs, before pushing aside her thong, allowing him to go down on her. He inhaled her musky sex and dove in without hesitation he, taking in the beautiful offering of her body.


  Jared began lapping at her juices. He slid his hands up and down her thighs. When he looked up, she was licking her lips to the sudden pleasure he gave her. She was caressing herself, squeezing her tits, letting out a soft moan, indicating he was taking her there. He was determined to please her; to give her that release that’ll make her want him more. He pressed his tongue against her clit, taking in her juices. There was no doubt in his mind that she was enjoying it, she was literally grinding her pussy all over his face.


  Jared continued to torment her nub, flicking it with his tongue and sucking on it. Her breathing grew faster; she was getting close. Jared was so determined to make her cum, he slipped two fingers inside her fold and flicked his tongue wildly over her nub, causing her to buck her hips wildly in climax.


  “Oh my god, Jared, fuck!”


  She let out a scream that filled the living room. It was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed – and Jared really loved it when she came. He remembered those moans from their erotic escapades over the phone. It was so good to actually see her climax. Jared waited patiently for her orgasm to subside. He was looking forward to fucking her again.


  Natalie’s chest rose and fell in waves.


  “Oh my god, Jared, you were wonderful!” Natalie’s voice sounded content.


  But Jared flashed a wicked grin. It was time to give her what she really wanted, and he wanted to feel every inch of her.


  “Turn around!” he growled.


  “Mmmmm…” she purred, as she obeyed, leaning her body against the backrest of her leather sofa.


  Jared stood behind her, finally pulling down her thong, putting Natalie’s pussy and ass on show for him. Oh, he couldn’t wait be inside her again. Guiding his shaft with his hand, he entered her again.


  Natalie let out another moan. Her ass pressed against his hips when pushed deep inside her. He plowed in and out of her pussy. Natalie bowed her head over the backrest of the sofa, moaning. She met him at every thrust. Steadying himself with one hand on the side of her ass and his other against her shoulder, he was slammed into her, causing her ass to smack against him.


  “Oh, keep going!” she cried, clenching her fingers into the sofa.


  Jared pumped her hard and strong and she kept with every movement. He fucked her so furiously, his balls slapped against her pussy, while Natalie fingered herself. And the view of what Natalie was doing to herself made everything so much hotter.


  “Oh Jared, keep going! I think I’m going to cum again!”


  Jared’s eyes rolled upward to the intense pleasure. Sweat was now dripping from his body.


  “Oh Natalie, let it out!”


  “Oh fuck!” Natalie let out another cry.


  Jared watched her reel into another wave of release, probably more intense than her first. But Jared didn’t stop. He continued pumping a little longer, before slowing and leaning his body against her, leaving wet kisses over her neck and back.


  “I love it when you cum,” he whispered into her ear.


  She responded with a pout. “I want to feel you cum.”


  Jared knew it was time to give her what she wanted. “Lie down on the sofa, sideways.”


  Natalie did as she was told. She lay on the couch sideways, while Jared rested his sweat-soaked body against hers. He held on to one of her thighs, before pushing inside her, once again.


  Jared started off slow and deep. Natalie twisted her body to face him, placing her hand against his face.


  She licked her lips and encouraged him. “Cum Jared… cum.”


  Jared moved his face in closer, giving her a kiss while he continued to fuck her sideways on the sofa. Natalie stuck out her tongue lustfully for Jared, which he met with his own. Natalie sucked in his kiss, while Jared raised her leg higher, allowing him to fill her with his deep thrusts.


  Jared picked up the pace. He could feel that intense sensation building; his balls were starting to tighten. The pleasure was so intense, he broke his kiss and locked eyes with Natalie. He let out a soft guttural sound, contorting his face as his dick started to throb. Jared couldn’t hold back any longer.


  He howled into her kisses, “I’m cumming Natalie! I’m cumming!”


  “Oh, cum Jared… please cum!”


  Jared quickly pulled his cock out of her and jerked it, letting a jet of cum spew over her pussy and tummy. It was so intense, Jared couldn’t hold back a growl. Neither did he care where his cum landed. In return, Natalie kissed his neck affectionately; she was lost in her own passion from his orgasm. Once he was spent, Jared turned his head to Natalie and kissed her passionately. It was unbelievable for them, a magical moment – blissful!


  “That was so wonderful Jared!” She purred as she wiped his cum off.


  Jared rested his head on the sofa, holding her tightly. “We’ve waited eight years for a moment like this.”


  “And you were worth the wait, my love.” She twisted to lie on her back and turned her head, kissing him once more. “Every day of it.”


  “I can just hold you all night.”


  “You know I’d love that, but I suddenly crave ice cream.”


  Jared laughed. They had just had the most passionate sex and Natalie wanted ice cream?


  He raised his head and asked, “Really?”


  She nodded and laughed. “Yeah, really.” She got up and grabbed Jared by his hand. “Let’s go into the kitchen.”


  Jared wasn’t ready to get up, but he didn’t want to argue either. He followed her over to a modern-looking kitchen, where she opened the freezer.


  She pulled out the two pints of ice cream they got from Roger’s Ice Cream parlor and held it in her hands when she asked, “Which one, Pumpkin Spice or Apple Cinnamon?”


  Jared loved the way she held the ice cream in her hand, almost naked, exposing herself to him. Never mind the ice cream; he just wanted to devour her again.


  “How about you?” he joked, “The way you look holding those ice cream pints makes me want to have you for dessert.”


  Natalie giggled. His lustful suggestions flattered her, but she was insistent on picking a flavor. “Pumpkin Spice or Apple Cinnamon?”


  Jared knew she was hungry, and he needed to make a decision. He pointed out the pint in her left hand. “Apple Cinnamon.”


  “Mmm… I was thinking of that too.” She set the Pumpkin Spiced Ice Cream back in the freezer drawer and set the Apple Cinnamon on the counter.


  She went over to the dish racks and pulled out two teaspoons – one for him and one for her – and opened the ice cream. Jared watched her take a scoop and put it in her mouth. Natalie let out a moan of approval. The flavor of Apple Cinnamon had to be delicious.


  “Mmmmm!” She attempted to speak; despite the intense cold in her mouth. She handed him the pint. “Here, try some.”


  Jared took a scoop of ice cream and took in the flavor. It was delicious, no wonder Natalie had enjoyed it. It tasted like homemade apple pie. As he took another scoop, he looked at her and a sudden thought crossed his mind, making him laugh.


  “What is it?” Natalie asked.


  Jared shook his head; a twisted sexual thought had crossed his mind. “Nothing.”


  “What do you mean nothing?” she pressed. “Tell me.”


  “I don’t think you’d like the idea.”


  “What’s that?’


  “It was just a naughty thought.” He handed her the pint of ice cream. “Never mind.”


  Natalie gave him a curious look. “Don’t never mind me; tell me your naughty thought.”


  “Do you really want to know?”


  “Yeah.” She nodded, scooping up for another bite of ice cream.


  “Well, it’s going to require a demonstration.”


  “What demonstration?”


  If she really wanted a demonstration, he was going to give her one – a naughty demonstration, that much was certain!


  “Okay, when I look at this pint of ice cream and I know it’s delicious, but the only problem is it’s missing something.”


  Natalie tried to understand what he was saying, but she was curious. “What’s it missing?”


  “Cake.”


  Natalie was taken aback by his answer. “Cake?”


  “Yes, cake.” He grabbed the pint of ice cream, took another scoop before moving close to her. “I look at you, and you’re the delicious cake that goes well with the ice cream.”


  Natalie laughed. It was silly, but such a cute thing to say. “Oh god, you’re such goof!”


  “No I’m not. I’m serious.” He took a step in her direction, holding the scoop of ice cream against her shoulder. “You’re that delicious cake that goes well with the ice cream.”


  Natalie didn’t protest Jared’s actions. The chill from his spoon left a frisson of pleasure in her body.


  Then, she asked, quivering her lips seductively, “If I’m that cake that goes well with the ice cream, what does that make you?”


  “The man who wants to eat you.”


  “Oh yeah?” She narrowed her eyes slightly, locking into his. “You’ll need a fork for that cake.”


  “I already have one.” He took the remaining scoop into his mouth, and placed his spoon on the counter. Jared then leaned in and licked the dribble ice cream off her shoulder.


  He spoke softly. “You taste delicious.”


  Natalie was turned on from what he did, but she challenged him more. “But that’s not enough. I want feel that real fork in me.”


  He took the other spoon out of her hand and guided her over his semi-hard cock, allowing her to palm it in her hand. “You mean this kind of fork?”


  She replied seductively, “Uh-huh, that’s the fork I want in me.”


  “Then you better be ready for a creamy icing.”


  She raised her eyebrows, giving him her most wicked grin. “How’s about a creamy filling?”


  Jared was hard as a rock. He was ready for another round of pleasure. He moved in and kissed her. It was passionate and more intense. Jared gently pinned her against the pantry door and lifted her up. His cock found its way inside of her, immediately stretching her walls of pleasure.


  He felt her fingers curled into his shoulder. Natalie’s moans filled the kitchen. “Oh Jared, don’t stop until you cum inside me.”


  He had already been pumping her furiously, when he hesitated. “You want me to cum inside you?”


  “Uh-huh,” she responded, cradling her arms around him. Then she whispered in his ear, “I’ve been on the pill ever since I came back from London.”


  Natalie had found a way to encourage Jared. He pushed in her hard and deep, causing the kitchen to be filled with the aroma of sex. Jared could feel the heat rising. Her body was glistened with sweat, and Jared felt he was getting closer already. The sensation was more intense than the first time, and with every one of his thrusts, Natalie kept encouraging him with dirty whispers in his ear to cum inside her.


  When he came, he pinned her hard against the pantry door, shooting his load deep inside her. Jared could feel her legs circle around his ass and her arms tightening around him, while she climaxed with him. The pleasure couldn’t be more intense, but Jared had to set her down; he was exhausted after that second round.


  Natalie pulled a wisp of her hair. “Oh Jared, that was so hot!” She quickly fanned herself from his heat. “Oh my god, are you really this creative?”


  “Well, yeah… I could be.”


  “We’ve got to do this again, but first, let’s take a shower together. I’m dying to know what else you have in store for me.”


  “Natalie,” he chuckled, attempting to slow her down so he could catch his breath. “We have all night for that.” He reached for the pint of ice cream and spoon. This time, the ice cream was half-melted. “Why don’t we finish this ice cream first?”


  Natalie took the pint of ice cream and set it back on the counter. She kissed him on the lips and grinned wickedly.


  “Jared, you don’t know what you’ve done to me. I’ve wanted you ever since we’ve met. Now that I have you here, I want to have you all for myself this weekend.”


  “So, I’m here for the weekend?” Jared asked.


  “No, but keep this up, I might not let you go home.” She gave a naughty grin when she took his hand and led him out of the kitchen.


  [image: div]



  Ray Sostre: New York born, East Coast raised, and West Coast bound. Writing erotica happened by accident in the summer of 2010. That same year, he established a story submission site – AfterDark Online, a place for erotic authors. Visit him at http://theafterdarkworld.blogspot.com.


  


  About Gratis
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  Thanks for reading through the third Gratis Anthology; Gratis: Transformation. In case you haven't read them yet,Gratis: Midwinter Tales and Gratis : New Beginnings are still available at all major retailers.


  This is not going to be the last Gratis Anthology, there'll be another one coming in the summer of 2015. 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.


  Most of all, we hope you enjoyed the read!
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