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      The message came when he was on the roof. Dean shouldn’t have looked at his phone, balancing as he was on the edge of a house, but it was Ash who’d sent the message. He could never resist reading what Ash had sent him right away; be he on a roof, in a pool or mid-order at the KFC drive-through box so that the girl said “Sir? Excuse me, sir? Was that all?”

      As far as messages went this one was brief. ‘Hey Red, be at 124 Marcott Street, Heathcote at 6 pm. Further instructions when you get there. I have big plans for you.’

      Knowing his girlfriend, Dean wasn’t sure what those big plans were, but he was excited as hell to find out. He climbed down from the roof and stripped off his tool belt thinking he should have a shower before he headed to Heathcote.

      If this were an ordinary job he’d never have been allowed to go inside the place and wash but this wasn’t an ordinary job, this was what tradies called a love job. He was in love with Ashley Bennett, and because of that love, he spent his weekends working on the crumbling ruin of her childhood home. Ash hadn’t asked him to do it, in fact, she’d begged him not to. “You put in fifty hours a week roofing as it is babe, let’s just leave grandma’s place for another year, okay?”

      But Dean couldn’t leave it. He’d come to their relationship with nothing to offer except his dick and a vast collection of Sega games (most of which her sister Jules already owned). It was his duty as her man to fix up her bomb of a house so she and Jules could finally sell the place.

      It wasn’t totally selfless either. If Ash got a good price, they could afford the mortgage on—the thought made Dean’s hands tingle—their own house. A nice place in the suburbs with a garden and lots of room for babies. Dean ducked underneath the back door frame as he headed for the shower. The house hadn’t been constructed with six-foot-four gingers in mind, it hadn’t been constructed with much of anything in mind. It was a slapdash wooden shack painted every colour of the rainbow by Ash’s mentally questionable grandma, and it was falling apart at the seams.

      It looked a little better now that he’d put about a hundred hours of work into it, calling in favours from every one of his plumber, carpenter and electrician friends. Most of them thought he was crazy for pouring so much effort into a house that should have been carpet bombed, but they didn’t understand. For years Dean dreamed of having a woman one-tenth as beautiful, bossy and wild as Ash. Now he had her. She knew his fantasies, she made him meatloaf, she got that he had the concentration span of a firefly and she still wanted to have his kids. That he wouldn’t bust his ass helping her the only way he could was crazy.

      The problem was, he and Ash were on a deadline. Women in her family tended towards premature menopause, and when Dean met her, Ash was planning to have a donor-sperm baby. Thankfully he got there first, ate Ash’s pussy until she loved him then embarked on a nightly quest to get her pregnant as fuck.

      It was hard to know what to hope for. Dean wanted to have kids with all his heart, but if Ash was pregnant, they needed her grandma’s place sold, like, yesterday. His twin responsibilities, i.e. getting his hot girlfriend with child and spending every spare moment working on her house were in direct conflict. One was marked by slow but dependable progress, the other could be completed at any minute, any second. Turned out sperm lived for a crazy long time inside your girlfriend’s uterus. Ash could be getting pregnant from the sex they had last night right now. The thought filled him with a happy kind of panic. Dean took a shower standing the slime green bathtub (next on his list of things to go). As he scrubbed himself with a sliver of lemon-thyme soap, he thought about what Ash might have planned for him tonight. She had gotten into the habit of taking him out for dinner or giving him long, slow blowjobs to say thank you for working on her house. It wasn’t necessary, but it was pretty nice. Was this surprise going to be something like that? The secretive message gave him the feeling it was something bigger and better. As he considered the options his cock thickened between his legs. He ignored it, trying to scrub himself with medical disinterest. He and sexual deprivation had a long and complicated history, the short version of which was; he loved it, couldn’t get enough of it and Ash knew that better than anyone. If she knew he’d gotten himself off before she came to see him there would be hell to pay. Sometimes he liked paying hell, but this afternoon he was eager to obey.

      He got out of the shower, dried and dressed then remembered to text his best friend and roommate, Max to tell him he wouldn’t be home for dinner. He resisted the urge to add that he was probably going to get mega-laid. Max’s fiancée, Ash’s sister Jules, was on a work trip to California and Max would hamstring him out of sexual jealousy. Also, everyone was sick of hearing about how happy he was, how perfect his relationship with Ashley Bennett was turning out to be.

      “Shut the fuck up, Sherwood,” was a common refrain around the work site when he started harping on about Ash’s legs or her smile or the fact she made him a barbecue chicken wrap before she went to work as a nurse, where she saved lives. Dean understood where the guys were coming from. When it wasn’t you experiencing all the amazing gooey feelings, it was harder to give a shit, but that didn’t stop him from showing anyone with a functioning pair of eyeballs photos of Ash.

      “You need to lay off the photos,” Max had told him one night over beers.

      “But my girlfriend’s an ex-bikini model, and she wants me to get her pregnant! I need other people to know how lucky I am.”

      “No you don’t,” Max said. “You’re giving people the shits, and they’re starting to get scared when you pull out your phone, and you’re not even a dad yet.”

      “I know.” Dean’s brain became a whirl of onesie snaps and bubble baths and pictures of family trips to the beach. “When I am a dad the photo game is going to be fucking amazing.”

      “No, you’re going to make everyone wish iPhones weren’t real.”

      “I know. It’ll be amazing.”

      “Are you listening to me?”

      “I kno—I mean…” Dean stared at his best friend. “Yes?”

      Max had thrown a coaster at him.

      The address Ash had sent him was forty minutes away, not back towards the city but in a wide regional arc that took him down dirt roads he’d never seen before. Dean whistled as he drove, excited but trying to contain himself. The surprise might not be sex. Ash might have planned a picnic or gotten them a table at a fancy winery. She scheduled their romantic experiences knowing that while he’d like to shower her with extravagant things and events, he lacked the attentiveness necessary to carry those desires to fruition. Dean pulled into the driveway of the address she’d given him. He got out of the Ute to open the rusty metal gate when he noticed a sign printed on it. Swiping away splotches of dried mud he read ‘Stables to Spare; because every horse deserves a second chance.’

      Dean blinked at the sign. He did know this place. It was where Ash’s friend Phoebe rehabilitated ex-racehorses so they could become family pets instead of glue. He and Ash had come up here one afternoon so Ash could see him ride a horse. He’d forgotten because…Well, he forgot a lot of shit.

      Dean smiled. Ash must want to watch him ride a horse again. She’d liked it the first time, although ‘liked’ was kind of an understatement. She’d all but dragged him into her car and forced his hand down her pants.

      “So sexy,” she breathed, her wet flesh clenching around his fingers. “Why are…men on horses…so fucking hot?”

      Grinning even more broadly, Dean turned to get back into his Ute when he spotted someone walking towards him. A stout figure in a thick flannel jacket and riding boots, carrying a big brown paper bag. He couldn’t tell if it was male or female and yelled out, “Hey, how’s it going?” as a sort of gender-neutral catch-cry.

      “Hi,” the figure called back. The voice was throaty, and Dean still couldn’t tell if it was a man or a woman. “I’m meant to be meeting my girlfriend Ash Bennett here? Is she around?”

      “Yeah, she is. How’s it going, Dean?”

      He was only startled for a second. Now the person was closer, he could see it was Ash’s friend, Phoebe, her cheeks reddened by the wind. “You’re a bit late,” she told him.

      “Yeah sorry,” Dean said. “I had a shower after work, I didn’t think I’d be riding a horse.”

      “Who says you are?” Phoebe gave him a sly sort of smile and held out the paper bag.

      “Oh, uh, thanks?” Dean said, taking it.

      Phoebe laughed. “You’ll get what it is in a minute. There’s a note for you inside explaining everything. For now, I’m just meant to tell you to walk up the right-hand track until you see the back stables. You can get changed in there, the heaters are on. Don’t worry about your car either, I’ll get in and park it by the house for you.”

      Before he could say anything else, Phoebe set off, leaving him with the brown paper bag. He opened it. Inside was a pair of rough brown cords and a white linen shirt. He found the note Phoebe mentioned and began to read.

      
        
        You’re my royal stable boy, Red.

        I’m going to come wandering into where you work and seduce you because I’m bored. It will be the first time I’ve ever tried it. Make it good for me.

        love, Princess Ashley xx

      

      

      Dean’s head went blank. Blank as a sheet of paper, blank as a wall of fresh snow. She’d done it. She was going to make his greatest best fantasy real. He didn’t know whether to drop to his knees or to punch the air and shout, “Ashley! Ashley, I love you!”

      Behind him, Phoebe honked the horn. He was standing in her way. Dean bit down his excitement and decided to walk up the path to the stables, get changed, and see what would happen next.
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      It was a beautiful afternoon; warm breeze, fresh grass smell, setting sun staining the sky the colour of a fruit basket, it was all there. Ash only wished that she could enjoy it. She paced the patches of golden sunlight dappling Phoebes’ kitchen like a hungry cat, thinking about Dean, Dean and the pregnancy stick and the possibility that she was going to ruin this long-planned sexual fantasy by bursting into tears and saying ‘it’s happened, please don’t leave me.’

      Murphy’s Law was the law Ash respected over any other, so it made sense the news had chosen today to make itself known. She was supposed to be buzzing with the champagne knowledge she was about to blow Dean Sherwood’s mind and instead she was full of fear.

      Men ran when they heard this. She had heard all the stories, made all the sympathetic noises ‘what an arsehole, what a deadbeat, why would he do that?’ The idea that people might soon be whispering the same thing about her and Dean made her stomach churn.

      He wouldn’t run, Ash tried to reassure himself. He’s not like that.

      We’ve been together less than six months. He likes the idea, what if the reality freaks him out? It freaked my dad out. Everyone knows Dean’s basically a big kid himself, what if—

      Ash heard the front door slam. She turned, the hem of her long pale pink gown swishing on the floor.

      “He’s here.” Phoebe toed off her boots. “I gave him the bag and the note and everything.”

      “Good.” Even though it solved none of her problems, Ash was relieved to know Dean was nearby. She’d felt that way ever since she met him. “Did he seem nervous?”

      “A bit, but when he opened the bag, he looked like all his fucking dreams had come true.” Phoebe let out a long sigh. “The man gets more handsome every time I see him. Hey, great dress. It looks legit.”

      Ash smiled weakly. She’d been so proud of herself when her gown arrived last week, floor-length and floaty with crystal beads scattered around the neckline. It was expensive, but she figured it was worth investing in a decent get-up, Dean’s princess fantasies being what they were. Things like that had been important a week ago.

      “I can’t believe you guys are going to fuck in my back stable,” Phoebe said, walking over to the kettle and flicking the tab. “Cup of tea?”

      Ash shook her head. “You’re still fine with us doing it, yeah?”

      “Ashy, you saved my life, you could fuck in my bed if you wanted to.”

      Ash rolled her eyes “I didn’t ‘save your life’, I told you to get your mole checked out.”

      “Thus saving me from cancer, anyway don’t stress about being up here, you know I won’t tell anyone.”

      Ash smiled at her friend. “I do. Thanks, Pheebs.”

      “Anytime. And just for future reference, does this princess have a friend? Maybe one that double-teams the stable boy with her?”

      “No,” Ash said, trying and failing to contain a smirk. “And if you’ve put secret cameras in the stables I will be very disappointed in you.”

      Phoebe snapped her fingers. “Shit. I’ll go turn them off.”

      “Ha-ha.”

      “Sorry, but it’s a kind of sexy fantasy your boy has, I’ve never really thought about it before, but it reminds me of…”

      Ash couldn’t help it, she stopped listening, her consciousness slid her back to this morning when, sitting on her toilet, she’d discovered a heart-stopping life-changing secret. She’d never believed that guff about women having deep vagina intuition but as soon as she’d gotten up she’d gone to the bathroom and opened a pregnancy test. There was no reason to, she wasn’t late, and those things were too pricey to pee on just because you hoped you were pregnant, but she’d done it.

      A minute later, two lines were showing her what on some level she’d already known. That Dean’s relentless campaign to get her pregnant as fuck had been successful. The culmination of so many hopes and dreams had come to pass, she was now carrying the half Dean, half Ashley hybrid that would become their child. She cried on the toilet for a long time, needing to be alone and to feel everything for herself. Then she wiped away her tears and called her sister long distance. Julia was busy, every minute of her Californian itinerary was crammed with meetings, but she picked up on the second ring just like Ash knew she would. “Hey, big sister,” she said.

      “Hey, little sister.” Ash swallowed, her throat as thick as if she had a cold. “I’ve, um, got something to tell you.”

      “Yeah?” Anticipation rose in her sister’s voice, and Ash knew she was trying and failing not to get her hopes up. “Tell me, tell me, tell me?”

      “I’m pregnan—”

      Julia let out a lupine shriek. “You did it! You did it! You’re gonna have a fucking baby! A fucking baby! Holy shit, a baby!”

      “I know,” Ash whispered, as though someone dangerous might overhear. “It’s finally happened.”

      Julia laughed, a long crazy excited laugh. “This is unbelievable. What did Dean say? Is he freaking the fuck out? Is he crying? What did Dean say?”

      Ash pressed a palm to where her womb lay, where her son or daughter was just this very second expanding from a rough bundle of cells into a human being. “I-I haven’t told him yet. I only just found out.”

      “I get that. Hey, is everything okay?”

      “Yes. No…”

      “What’s wrong?” Julia urged. “Talk to me.”

      Fresh tears welled in Ash’s eyes. “I know this is exactly what I wanted, and I feel so selfish for saying this, but I’m scared. Dean and I are such a new couple, this is such a huge step. It’s going to bind us together for the rest of our lives. What if he’s not ready?”

      “He is,” Julia said with the utmost conviction. “He loves you more than anything, and he’s dying to be a dad. These are just old family ghosts spooking you. Tell Dean and you’ll see he’s nothing like our old man. ”

      “That’s the problem,” Ash said. “Telling him. I had a really special date planned for tonight. I don’t want to ruin it by calling him and being all ‘hey man, I’m pregnant.’”

      “So wait ‘till it’s over. Have dinner or whatever and then tell him, it’ll make the whole thing even more special.”

      “You think so?” Ash asked, needing all the reassurance she could get.

      “I know so. This is gonna be incredible, just you wait and see.”

      “Okay,” Ash whispered. “You’re not like…concerned about me being a mum?”

      Jules laughed. “I’m concerned Dean will pin you to the ground, press his face into your stomach and lie there for the next eight months.”

      Ash laughed as well, the knot of tension in her chest easing slightly. A man’s voice rumbled on Julia’s end of the line. “Shit, I’ve gotta go but enjoy your date with Dean, make sure you try and remember exactly how he reacts so you can tell me about it.”

      “I will,” Ash promised, knowing she wouldn’t need to try. However her boyfriend responded to the news that she was carrying his child, she would remember it forever.

      “Ash?” Phoebes’ voice sliced through the air, calling her out of her head and back into the present. “Sorry,” Ash said. “Spaced out a bit.”

      “So I can see. Are you sick?”

      “What?”

      “You’re doing this.” Phoebe pressed her hands to her stomach. “Are you sick? Do you want some Ibuprofen?”

      Ash removed her hands from her belly. “No, I’m good. Just a bit edgy.”

      Phoebe glanced at her kitchen clock, which like many of her appliances had a horse on it. “Well, you could head out to the stables if you want. Old mate’s had plenty of time to get dressed, he’s probably going insane with horniness.”

      “Right.” Ash clicked her heels together, modern silver pumps, but she felt like Dean’s sexual fantasies didn’t hang on her wearing realistic sixteenth century shoes. “Back stable, yeah?”

      “That’s the one. Remember to hold your skirt up, the path’s a bit muddy.”

      “Will do.”

      Phoebe grinned. “Try not to traumatise my horses.”

      Ash barely had time to be alarmed before her friend added, “I’m only fucking with you, they won’t even notice you’re there. Have fun.”

      “Okay,” Ash said, still a little uneasy. “Thanks.”

      She strode towards the stables, resolving not to think about the baby news. She’d spent weeks planning this encounter, ordering the clothes and getting Phoebe on board, she couldn’t ruin it by getting in her own head. She’d focus on Dean’s body in his stable boy clothes (she’d deliberately ordered his shirt a size too small) and the gorgeous frustration that consumed him whenever they played these games. She thought about the last time they’d fucked, how she’d tied him up and used her vibrator on herself, how he’d begged to be set loose. Her blood throbbed a little faster, plumping up the tissues in her lips and nipples, between her legs. She was still nervous, but she was horny as well. Her body often responded to stressful situations with arousal, as though a good fuck might resolve a massive electric bill or a missing wallet. She used that feeling as she would soon use Dean’s cock. Dean, the sweet, handsome redhead she’d fallen in love with. Dean, the father of her unborn baby.

      She paused outside the stable and pressed a palm between her hips. “Everyone says you shouldn’t let your child stop you from seeing yourself as a sexual being. I guess this is the perfect time to start.”

      She inhaled and entered the stable. Phoebe had done a fantastic job. There was no way to fully conceal the modern facilities—the electric light fixtures were a bit of a giveaway—but she’d hidden everything that wasn’t made of wood and leather, and the place looked convincingly medieval.

      Dean’s fantasies weren’t set in any particular time, but brightly coloured ‘Don’t be a clown and horse around’ posters probably weren’t a part of it. She couldn’t see Dean, so she walked deeper into the stable. The horses snuffled in their stalls as she passed, not remotely interested in the blonde woman wearing a ball gown. She was just about to call out his name when she saw him, standing at the end of the stable petting a huge gray thoroughbred. She didn’t think she’d ever seen anything so beautiful. Dean’s curly hair and short beard were burning copper in the light of the fading sun, his broad shoulders straining against the white linen shirt. He looked younger than his thirty-six years, boyishly handsome and a little wide eyed.

      She paused, needing to drink at the moment a bit longer, the red-gold hair, the bright brown eyes, that big solid body. This man was hers. He loved her, and she loved him. It was a strange and beautiful thing.

      The mare—Ash was sure the horse was a female—had its eyes closed in appreciation of Dean’s touch. Animals adored Dean. So did kids. They could sense his sweetness and unlike adults they didn’t think it was a trap, secretly convinced no man could be that friendly. Kids and animals didn’t think he was stupid either, they understood what it was like to get so excited about food, you forgot everything else. They were also similarly bad at making plans and remembering numbers.

      He’ll be a good dad, Ash told herself. I know he will be, just please let him be ready, please let him be ready.

      She shook her head, irritated with herself for getting distracted. She was supposed to be enacting a fantasy in which she was a slutty princess trying to score illiterate stable boy dick, not to drift off into pregnant nurse reality. She brushed a hand down her dress, making sure the material was falling smoothly around her body and walked towards him. “Hello, stable boy.”

      Dean started a little. When he turned to look at her, his cheeks turned a brilliant pink. “Um, hello princess.”

      It could have sounded stupid. It should have sounded stupid. The whole situation was ridiculous. The idea that she and Dean were some medieval royal and peasant was supported only by the plastic wrap veneer of a fake ball gown and a stable in which electrical outlets were clearly visible.

      She should have wanted to laugh, to give him a campy wink or a faux-seductive smirk to enhance the silliness of it all. She didn’t. The dying sunlight seemed to lend some magic to the air, and she felt it. Felt that she could have been a princess, pampered and bratty. She’d grown up wild, overly aware of her ability to do whatever she wanted, get whatever she wanted. Then she became a young woman and what she wanted was men. Wanted them to be hard-bodied and beautiful, to come naked to her bed and make her feel the things she felt when she stuffed a hand in her underwear. It irritated her that she couldn’t have men, that for the first time in her life she had to exercise restraint. Her chastity was a jewel her father promised to a faceless future husband, but as far as she was concerned, a finger-prick of blood on her marital sheets would solve that problem. Her brothers had their whores and dancers, she would have men. The trick would be to find ones who didn’t think they could manipulate her just because they’d touched her body. She had a feeling this big redhead fit the role to perfection. He lusted after her, she could see it in his eyes whenever she visited the stables, and he was handsome in a rough, uncultured way. That suited her just fine, she didn’t want to do anything particularly gentle or cultured to him. Best of all he belonged to her, the way all the horses in the stable belonged to her, she could use him however she wanted.

      “Can I…” The redhead cleared his throat. “Can I do something for you?”

      Ash smiled. “You could bow to me?”

      Red dropped his hand from the mare’s neck and gave a quick, awkward bow. “Sorry.”

      Ash waved her hand dismissively. “It’s fine. What are you doing this afternoon?”

      “I’m, uh, done mucking out the stalls for the day, princess. I’m just talking to Maisy here.”

      “I can see that.” She stepped forward to pet the horse’s nose. Was it a nose? Did horses have snouts? Trunks? Whatever it was, it was soft as velvet, and to her surprise, the mare didn’t nudge her away. “She’s quite sweet. I think she likes me.”

      “Of course she does.”

      Ash turned and raised an eyebrow at her stable boy. “Of course?”

      “I just meant, um, you’re so… you’re very…” Red turned the colour of his nickname. “Would you like to ride her, princess? I can saddle her up for you if you’d like.”

      Ash’s mind brimmed with more teasing phrases about how she’d like to ride him if he would saddle himself up for her. That might be too intense for this shy stable boy. He was already backing away from her as though an invisible force was compelling him to keep their bodies separate.

      “No thank you,” she told him. “But maybe there’s something else you can do for me?”

      “Anything.” Red’s voice was rich with the marrow of sincerity. He wasn’t flattering her, he really would do anything she asked him to do. Knowing that made her want to sink her teeth into his neck and see if he tasted of honey and apples and all the other sweet things. She moved a little closer, keeping her shoulders straight so that her cleavage was prominent. “What do you do for fun, Red?”

      “I, um…” His gaze fell to her breasts, and Ash knew they were thinking the same thing. That he took himself in hand and imagined, as so many men must, what it would be like to fuck her. To put her on her back and plunge inside her. That was what he did for fun, and that was good. She reached out and ran a fingertip along his thick wrist, feeling goose flesh erupting beneath her touch. “You were saying…?”

      “I, um, go riding or I swim in the river.”

      “Naked?” she asked, just to be evil.

      He looked down at his feet and blushed redder than ever. “I…congratulations on your engagement. We were all told about it last week.”

      Ash smiled. Dean loved pretending she was engaged to some prince in these scenarios, the pervert. She wondered if he, like her, pictured her ex-colleague, Nathanial Huxley. He and Ash had never dated but Nate had come close to being her baby-donor, and he was older, handsome and so upper class he might have been some kind of royalty if Australia had a feudal system.

      “Thank you, but it wasn’t my decision to get engaged. If it had been my choice…” Ash let her voice trail off suggestively.

      “You wouldn’t have chosen him?” Red asked hopefully.

      “No, I like men who are a little…” She let a hand brush over his side, feeling the thick wall of muscle supporting bone. “…bigger.”

      Red licked his beautiful upper lip. “Would you like me to walk you up to the castle, princess? It’s getting late.”

      Ash turned her face towards him, parting her lips slightly. “Why does that matter?”

      “People might be worried about you.”

      Ash moved her palm upward so that it was resting on his broad chest. “People are always worried about something. Don’t think about it, Red, it’s just the two of us alone here now.”

      His amber-brown eyes darted towards the entrance to the stable. “Are you sure this is…proper?”

      “No, in fact, I’m sure it isn’t.” Ash decided to throw caution to the wind. She moved her palm down his body in a straight line, past the hard bone of his sternum, the ridges of his abdomen, down to cup his cock, which was straining hard against his pants. When she touched it, he let out a small grunt. “Princess…”

      “You smell good,” Ash told him, compressing the bulge against her palm, rejoicing in the fact she couldn’t touch all of it at once. “Not dirty at all, all sweet and manly like fresh grass and soap.”

      Red backed away, pulling himself from her palm. “Princess, you shouldn’t…I can’t…”

      Ash followed him, grasping his shirt in her fists. “Kiss me.”

      “I could be beaten for it,” he pleaded. “Killed.”

      “Are you telling me it wouldn’t be worth it?”

      “Yes…No…I don’t know.” Panic was making his eyes appear even brighter than usual, they looked like two beech-coloured stars. “Princess, please don’t ask me to do this. I can’t stop, you know that, so please don’t ask me to do it.”

      Ash gripped his clothing harder. “Kiss me, stable boy. Do it right now.”

      He did it, bending down and pressing his mouth to hers. As their lips touched he moaned, a miserable ecstatic moan, as if he knew he was tasting a drug he would now crave for the rest of his life. Ash pressed her advantage, wrapping her arms around his back and bringing their bodies flush together. His erection was a long, hot stone against her stomach and when she rubbed against it, he let out another piteous groan.

      “Touch me,” Ash commanded.

      “I can’t,” he said, though his hands slipped down to squeeze her breasts. “What about your husband?”

      “He doesn’t own me yet. I can do whatever I like, and I like you.”

      He gave her a smile so sweet it almost killed her. “I like you too, prin—”

      She kissed him to shut him up, to keep him from making her feel bad, and as their mouths consumed one another, she pushed him back, back towards the empty stall where she and Phoebe had laid out fresh hay. “Have you ever been with a woman before?”

      Red nodded dumbly.

      “Who?”

      “Serving girls. A few ladies from town.”

      It was unsurprising that he was so good at bantering within his character. Dean’s fantasies were huge interactive worlds he’d spent the better half of his life developing. She was sure she could mention any number of topics and he would respond perfectly. Still the idea of this man hunkering down in the hay with another woman caused her no small amount of jealousy. “Do you pursue them, or do they pursue you?”

      “They do.”

      “Why?”

      He blushed furiously. “They…they tell me they like the way I look.”

      Ash smiled, gripping his shoulders and forcing him to his knees in the hay. “Well then, since you’re so experienced stable boy, you should know exactly what to do.”

      Red didn’t hesitate. He lifted her skirt and, upon seeing she wasn’t wearing anything underneath it, buried his face between her legs. As he worked there, lapping and sucking and eating her alive, Ash wondered if this was historically accurate. Surely people gave head in ye olde fashioned times—mouths on genitals felt way too good not to—but whether the princess and the stable boy would do it was a whole other question. Still, since Dean’s fantasies were an amalgamation of The Princess Bride, Tolkien, George R. R Martin and his feverish teenage imagination, there weren’t exactly any rules.

      She tried to give in to the wet swirling of his tongue, allowing her orgasm to come closer. The open-air, the smell of hay, the fact that she was wearing a ball gown. None of it bothered her. The only thing she hadn’t counted on was the noises of the horses in the stalls around them. They made soft horse noises and stomped their feet—hooves?—in their stalls, and she had a weird feeling the ones closest to them were watching. Ash wasn’t shy about her body, but there was something very odd about getting eaten out in front of a bunch of horses. But it was Dean’s fantasy to get laid in a stable, so she had to assume the horse noises were fulfilling a certain purpose. She closed her eyes, tried to concentrate on the pleasure, and found within a few seconds she wasn’t thinking about Googling ‘Can horses recognise people having sex?’

      As Dean’s tongue rasped over her swollen clit, she ran a patronising hand through his hair. “You’re good at that, stable boy. Had lots of practice?”

      He removed himself from her folds. “No, I just…I’ve wanted to do this to you for years. Ever since I first saw you. You have the freshest, sweetest—”

      Ash pressed his mouth back where it belonged. “That’s enough. Keep going.”

      Dean moaned into her pussy as he resumed his wet licking.

      Guilt throbbed inside her, but she ignored it. Meanness was something Dean craved in these situations more than anything else. He wanted to feel used, and it was up to her to bring the goods. Despite what her ex-classmates might think Ash wasn’t always comfortable being a bitch, she still had feminine twinges—be nice, be nice to everyone, never not be nice, be nice, especially to men, be nice—but to turn those instincts inside out was a rush. To be openly, unashamedly nasty, and see Dean’s obvious gratification was pretty fucking fun, not to mention hot. She let him lave her with his tongue for several long minutes until she felt her orgasm draw closer like a freight train. She tugged at his hair. “Enough.”

      Red’s mouth was wet and swollen from his ministrations. “Please princess, I can keep going, I can finish you this way.”

      Ash looked pointedly at where his palm was clamped over his erection. “Without you finishing in your clothes?”

      “I…I can try?”

      “Don’t.” Ash bent down and kissed him, tasting herself on his lips. “Take yourself out. I want to see your cock.”

      Another strained second and Dean was fumbling with his crotch, unbuttoning the brass circles keeping her from his goods. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his cock fell into the open V of his pants, hard as a stick of rebar and dripping from the swollen head.

      “Very nice. Now stand up.”

      Red didn’t budge an inch. “Princess, I can’t do this with you, and you shouldn’t want to do this with me.”

      She smirked down at him. “Are you telling me what to do, stable boy? Are you disobeying my orders?”

      That got him on his feet. Once he was standing, Ash closed her hand around his cock, bent down, and sucked him into her mouth. He was hot and clean, the flesh smooth against her tongue. She reveled in his tortured grunts and groans. For Dean, being blown in these sessions was torture. He wanted to maintain his erection of course, but primarily he would always, always rather be the one pleasuring her. To give him something sweet and know it felt so bad was another delicious rush.

      “That’s it,” Ash crooned as she worked her fist up and down and back and forth.

      “Does that feel nice, stable boy? Does your big cock feel good?”

      Dean looked ready to explode, his expression was glazed, his lips a thin white line. “Princess, please, please don’t ask me to fuck you.”

      “Okay.” Ash let go of his prick and lay down in the soft, sweet hay. It was going to get all through her hair but who gave a shit? “Lift up my dress.”

      Dean’s face was a study in fear and want. “And then…?”

      “Mount me,” Ash said as casually as she could manage. “You’re my stable boy and I want to be ridden by you.”

      His big hands balled into fists. “I can’t…I’m not worthy.”

      Ash laughed. “I know, but that doesn’t mean I can’t have you inside me. It’s what I want, and I always get what I want. You should know that by now.”

      Dean’s face twisted and she knew he was experiencing that good-painful humiliation. “I-I could get you pregnant.”

      It was Ash’s turn to feel painful humiliation—and not the good kind. She’d forgotten. This had been so exciting she’d forgotten real life where she was a pregnant nurse and she hadn’t yet told her sweet, clueless boyfriend about it. Dean wasn’t trying to be a jerk by dropping the line. Saying he could get her pregnant was a regular part of their role-play, a line he trotted out when he was still in the ‘please no, oh yes, I can’t but I will’ phase of her seduction. She should have expected this and knew she could easily steer the conversation somewhere else, but part of her wanted to shout that he didn’t need to worry because she was already pregnant. She bit the inside of her cheek. “You can pull out. Besides, I’m due to be married soon. No one will suspect.”

      Red’s eyes narrowed at the implication. “If it’s my baby in you, you’ll be mine.”

      Ash laughed because it was either laugh or tear up and let the fantasy shatter completely. “Big words considering you haven’t done anything to stake a claim Red.”

      Her stable boy’s jaw hardened, and he fell on top of her, shoving up her skirt and lining his cock against her. “I don’t want to do this,” he snarled, even as the head rubbed against her saturated opening.

      “Yes you do,” Ash whispered, fisting his shirt. “But you can punish me if you like, stable boy. Punish me with your big cock.”

      “I can’t…I won’t…”

      “You can.” Ash bit into his neck, tasting salt and skin. “Fuck me. Satisfy me like the good little domestic you are.”

      A moan and then he slid inside, parting her with a warm familiarity. Dean had a great dick, big without being too big. When he was fully seated in her she arched her back, pressing her clit against the rough hair on his pubic bone. As he began to thrust, she rubbed against him. The friction was gorgeous, sending thin electric shocks rippling from her pussy to her brain and back again. She kept one of her fists in his shirt and sunk the other into his thick red curls, holding him to her like a bridled human horse.

      “I shouldn’t be doing this,” Dean muttered over and over. “God…princess…I shouldn’t be doing this.”

      He thrust faster and harder, as though the wrongness itself was an aphrodisiac, which of course, it was.

      Ash pulled on his hair. “Shut up and do me or I’ll find a less miserable lover to take care of my cunt, Red.”

      With an anguished moan, his hands closed over her ass, pulling their bodies so tight he was grinding against everything at once. Ash closed her eyes. There were a lot of distractions; overly curious horses, itchy hay, open-air, the knowledge that Phoebe might be standing nearby videoing everything on her phone, but she was close, she was so close, she just needed to focus. She tried but in that irritating way of female pleasure, the more she tried to hone in on her climax the more it hopscotched away, leaping and beckoning from some new place. After several minutes she was so frustrated, she was bucking against Dean as though he were attacking her. She was just about to call it quits and fake it rather than get irritated, when his lips found her ear. “I can go as long as you need me to go princess. No rush.”

      Ash felt her inner tension dissolve. Dean always knew exactly what to say, exactly how to reassure her anxious brain and pull her back into the present. It wasn’t as though he’d broken the scene either, she could feel it pulsing in the background, the princess and her low-born lover. This was more like an actor leaning around the curtain to reassure a cast-mate the show was going fine. Ash allowed herself another second of relief before grasping the back of Red’s neck and squeezing hard. “Don’t tell me what to do, stable boy. And fuck me harder.”

      Dean obeyed orders. This time she didn’t try to come, she didn’t block out the sounds or the feel of the hay, she relaxed into her surroundings and let Dean pleasure her, knowing she had the power to make him stop or make this last all night. She came then, in a big swell of simulation, her thighs rising up to clench him to her body, her orgasm throbbing on and on and on. Dean kept his pace, rocking into her with the slow, rhythmic certainty that got her off every time they had sex. And like every time they had sex, it became apparent once she was done how much the wait had frustrated him. He pounded into her, his hips slamming between her legs and she urged him on with her hands in his hair.

      “I’m gonna come,” he moaned in her ear. “I’m gonna finish princess. Tell me to pull out.”

      “No,” Ash said, stroking his hair as though he were a puppy. “Finish inside me.”

      “I can’t!”

      Ash shrugged as though that was none of her concern.

      “I need to stop,” Dean said, more to himself than her. “If I leave, will you put your mouth on me again, princess?”

      Ash made a soft noise of disgust. “No. You’ll have to finish this way.”

      “But I—”

      She let out an irritated sigh. “You can either finish in me, stable boy, or you can find a horse to stick it in. I’m bored, and I want this to be over.”

      She didn’t, but Dean liked her playing disinterested after she came. Besides, it was almost entirely dark, and Phoebe needed to do something with the horses once they were done. Brush their fur? Give them milk? She really knew nothing about horses.

      “Princess.” Dean bucked against her. “I can’t take it anymore, I’m gonna…”

      He thrust deeply inside her and then she felt it, the pulse deep within herself, the warm flood of his sperm. She thought of the embryo already nestled against her womb, the fact that if she wasn’t already there—she, where had that come from?—Dean might have gotten her pregnant tonight, while they role played a stable boy fantasy. Strange how you could make life in the middle of a stable boy fantasy. But they still weren’t done, Dean liked a little humiliation to round out his orgasm, a final reminder of how beneath her he was. Ash pressed her hands to Red’s shoulders and shoved him backward. “Get out of me.”

      With a pained expression, Dean withdrew. He pulled out the white handkerchief she’d left in his pocket, but instead of wiping himself, he held it towards her. “Can I clean you, princess?”

      Ash nodded, trying not to smile at him, her heart thudding hard against her chest. He was so sweet, always and forever sweet. He gently stroked the material through her labia, cleaning himself away from her. “I’ve tainted you, princess. I should propose.”

      Ash didn’t have the energy to smirk. She closed her eyes, letting the dark prolong the role-playing magic. “I’m already engaged to a prince with lots of castles and money.”

      Suddenly the handkerchief was gone, and Dean’s palm was closing possessively around her cheek. “I could steal you away. Pull you onto my horse and force you to live in the woods with me.”

      “Live in the woods? Like bears?”

      “Maybe I have a house there. A house I made with my own hands. Doesn’t that turn you on?”

      Ash couldn’t help but smile. She’d told him many times how sexy she found it that he could fix her grandmother’s perennially disgusting house with his hands. It was so rugged and impressive. “Maybe it does, but I don’t want to live in a stable boys’ wooden hut. I’m already trying to escape my own, remember?”

      “Ah but my house is different,” Dean said, kissing her. “It’s warm and safe, and all the walls are painted one good colour. All it needs is you, and it would be perfect.”

      “Of course.” Ash’s heart lurched against her ribs. She needed to ask, needed to know. “Red, what would you do if you found out I was pregnant?”

      She expected him to say something like ‘freak out’ or ‘be really surprised,’ or ‘you’re not actually pregnant, are you? Oh god, oh god, oh god.’ But he said none of those things.

      “I’d look after you forever. Work crazy hard, so I could give you and the baby the best life there was and be really happy because I have everything I wanted.”

      “You wouldn’t…be scared because you can’t ever take it back? Because it would change your life forever?”

      Warm lips pressed against her own. Another short, sweet kiss.

      “Ashy,” Dean said, looking into her eyes. “I wanted my life to change forever. That’s why I fell in love with you.”

      Ash closed her eyes so she could shut down the prickly pre-tears feeling without much effort. Why had she ever doubted him? Dean wasn’t the kind of guy who’d give her the perfect engagement ring, or buy her a birthday present she didn’t have to tell him about beforehand, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered was the way he loved her.

      Dean ran his fingers through her hair, tugging away bits of hay. “Are you okay, babe? Do you want a cuddle?”

      “I’m pregnant.” Ash opened her eyes so that the nearness of her boyfriend’s face, the red hair, the freckles, the bright brown eyes, was almost a shock.

      “You what?”

      “I found out this morning. I’m pregnant.”

      Dean froze, a muscle flickered in his cheek and Ash could see in his eyes a hundred variations of a dozen different emotions. She understood them because she’d felt them all herself when she’d seen the two lines on the pee-stick; shock and wonder, joy and fear.

      “You’re…?” he began. “You’re…?”

      “Pregnant,” Ash agreed taking his hand and laying it on her midriff. “We’re going to have a baby, Dean.”

      Dean mouthed the word ‘baby,’ his lips parting twice as he sounded out the syllables and then, without any warning, he was in tears. Ash’s boyfriend cried a fair bit. Sad movies, motherless ducklings, world tragedies, there were a million and one things that could set him off, but this was different. This wasn’t glossy eyes and a few sniffs, this was a flash flood, zero to a hundred percent crying. Ash found herself crushed against Dean’s chest as her boyfriend sobbed his ever-loving heart into her hair.

      “Babe,” she said a little alarmed. “Babe, are you okay?”

      Dean clutched her as though she were the last life preserver on the Titanic. “I’m really gonna be a daddy? I’m really gonna be a dad?”

      “Yes but—”

      Her attempts to placate him were drowned out by another round of overwrought sobs.
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      It took about twenty minutes for Dean to stop crying and asking if it was really true if he was really going to be a dad. By the end, Ash’s hair was wet from all the tears that had dripped into it.

      “I’m not sad,” he said, between demands to know if he was really going to be a dad. “I just can’t believe it. All I ever wanted to have was a girl like you, and now I’m gonna be a dad as well, I just…”

      He always started crying again before he could finish that sentence, but Ash knew exactly what he meant.

      They walked back to the house arm-in-arm, still in their roleplay clothes. Ash was pretty sure that if Dean wasn’t scared that she was getting cold and thirsty, he would have stayed crying in the horse stall for another few hours at least.

      “Hey, lovebirds,” Phoebe called out as they stepped into the house. “How—whoa, what happened?”

      She was staring at Dean’s swollen red-lined eyes in horror, as though afraid one of her horses had punched him in the face. Ash opened her mouth to tell her friend everything was fine but Dean got in first. “Ash is going to have a baby. My baby.”

      He started crying again.

      Ash, who had known Dean would keep the baby news to himself for about one-eighth of a second, smiled apologetically at Phoebe. “I only just found out.”

      “Wow, congratulations!” Phoebe came forward and kissed them both on the cheek. When she kissed Dean, she was folded into a crushing hug. “Thank you,” he said into her hair. “This is the best day of my life, and you helped. Thank you.”

      “That’s cool,” Phoebe said, rubbing her hands up and down his back for reasons Ash suspected had very little to do with comfort. “I know you love horses. When your little person gets a bit bigger…”

      Ash, who sensed where the offer was headed waved a frantic hand at Phoebe, but it was too late.

      “…you can bring them up here, too. Teach the kid how to ride like their daddy.”

      Dean started sobbing, big loud gasps as all-consuming as when he first heard the news she was pregnant. Phoebe found herself discarded as Dean swept Ash into his arms and buried his face in her hair.

      “Sorry,” Ash said to Phoebe, who looked a little put out. “This is kind of a huge deal.”

      “It’s fine,” Phoebe said. “Not every day you find out you’re having a kid.”

      They stayed for a celebratory cup of tea and when Dean was finally calm enough to drive he and Ash changed back into their regular clothes and headed for their cars.

      “I should go back to your grandma’s house,” Dean said as they stood in front of Tangerine, Ash’s beloved orange Kingswood. “I’ll work on it all night and all of tomorrow and the next day until it’s done.”

      Ash wrapped her arms around her man’s middle. “We can fix up the house whenever, Red, it doesn’t matter.”

      “But—”

      “I know you want to give baby Bennett and me the best life you can, stable boy, but I think we would be much happier if you came home and had a shower with me. What do you say?”

      Dean looked as though he was desperately trying not to cry again. “That would be nice.”

      “Good.” Ash snuggled into his chest. “I love you, Dean.”

      His arms locked around her, safe and warm. “I love you too, Ash. Am I really going to be a dad?”

      “You already are, babe.”

      Dean started crying again.
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      Thank you so much for reading BABY TALK! I hope you’ve loved spending time with the Bennett Sisters and their boys! If you haven’t read the previous books in the series try LOCKED BOX and OPEN HEARTS. And if you like my spicy contemporary style, try a little of ACT YOUR AGE my bestselling daddy novel!
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      Everyone had a crush on Tyler Henderson. Women, gay men, straight men, more perceptive animals. It was like having a crush on a Hemsworth brother—it made you basic as hell.

      Charisma, Kate had once written in an email to herself, means people are attracted to you no matter what their type normally is. It means being so compelling you transcend what people think they want and have them want you anyway. Tyler Henderson has that more than anyone I’ve ever met. Consequently, my crush on Tyler Henderson is lame and I need to get over it right now.

      She’d signed the email and sent it to herself. But despite what she learned in self-development audiobooks, writing it down did not help her achieve that particular goal. If she closed her eyes she could picture him perfectly—tall and handsome as a captain in a military movie. Authority emanated from him like radiation. When he spoke, his words appeared to carry more weight than anyone else’s, as though they were made of gold. Everyone looked up to him, everyone wanted his approval. That Kate didn’t have it was a huge X beside her name when it came to her GGS status. Ty’s dislike of her seemed to predate anything she’d said or done. Her first week with GGS, they were approaching one another from opposite sides of a hallway and she’d tried to make conversation the only way she knew how. She whipped the lid of her baking tin off and smiled. “Hello, Mr Henderson, would you like a lemon-curd meringue?”

      First, he had looked at her like she was a penguin that had learned how to talk, then his lip curled with the mild distaste she would come to know well. “No thanks,” he said, but his eyes delivered another message. You are stupid. Lemon-curd is stupid. Meringues are stupid. Stop talking to me and never do it again in your life.

      Kate tried to oblige as much as possible.

      It didn’t seem fair. Of all the men to instantly hate her, why did it have to be one who dressed like a French billionaire and smelled the way her first orgasm felt? Who had a voice like hot gravel and was so well travelled he made David Attenborough look like her mum? She’d have thought his dislike was garden variety sexism but Ty was famous (in an industry where referring to your wife as ‘the old ball and chain’ was still considered hilarious) for his progressive views. He frequently shut down regressive conversations with a curt, “if you feel that way, go join ISIS.” He was even, it was whispered in the darkest of office corners, a socialist.

      Why would a socialist hate her so much? She loved sharing. That was what the lemon-curd meringues were all about. Kate exhaled, bringing her attention back to the mystery man in her bed. She needed to focus on something other than Tyler Henderson. She tried to replay her time at the pub. She’d sat there for hours while the men around her drank steadily and she’d been so bored she’d secretly ordered a vodka raspberry. No one noticed so she’d ordered another one, then another one. Once she was pleasantly buzzed, she’d gotten up and started playing the pinball machine. It had a dragon on it. She’d been feeding the slot another dollar when…

      The image of young guy burst into her mind—a nice smile, curly hair and massive shoulders. “Aha! Rugby Boy!”

      The man in her bed let out a groan.

      “Ooh, sorry!”

      Rugby Boy groaned again, and Kate clapped her hands over her mouth. She remembered now. Rugby Boy had reminded her of the guys from home, sweet and countrified but without the surfer’s tan and sea-salt hair. He offered her a drink with such puppy dog eagerness, she’d said yes without even thinking about it.

      As the night wore on and she became tinglier with alcohol, Kate had decided it was time to try again and that if Rugby Boy tried to kiss her, she would let him. He tried. His kisses had been toothy and a little too wet, but he was confident and attractive, and his body was as hard as stone. She decided she wanted to go home with him. That was where her memory reel ended, but Kate could pretty much piece the story together from there. She and Rugby Boy had come back to her room, one or both of them had decided she was too drunk for sex, and then she’d offered him her bed as a consolation prize. It was kind of unchivalrous of Rugby Boy to have taken it, but hell, this was meant to be a one-night stand. What could you expect?

      Kate studied the man-bulge in her bed. It was a shame they hadn’t consummated their encounter, they might have had fun together. She had been thinking about sex all day. She’d have loved to blame that on ovulation, but the truth was being in such close confines with Tyler Henderson made it hard not to think about sex. There was something strangely intimate about seeing him in jeans and a plaid shirt, socialising with other men and nursing straight liquor in a pub like a cowboy. As she kissed Rugby Boy, she’d thought she’d felt his gaze on her. The mere idea had gotten her ridiculously excited. She knew how weird that was, she had hoped sleeping with Rugby Boy might go some way toward helping her with her dumb crush.

      It still might. Maybe you just need to get into that bed and show him you’re sober and up for it?

      It would be so unlike her, but that made the idea more appealing, not less. Why couldn’t she get into bed with Rugby Boy and see if he was still keen? Previous experience with any and all males said he would be.

      Careful not to make too much noise, she stripped off her shoes, tights and skirt and crept toward the bathroom. There, she rubbed a little hotel toothpaste on her tongue and wiped away the black mascara smudges under her eyes. She wished she’d unpacked her bag so she could reapply concealer but she didn’t want Rugby Boy to wake up and find her rummaging through her bags like a possum in a compost bin.

      Studying herself in the mirror, she pushed her shoulders back and tried to strike a sexy pose. She looked like a kid in her mum’s high heels, like she was pretending to be the woman she actually was. All her life she’d been, in the words of her friend Maria, very cute. There were infinitely worse things to be, but sometimes she longed for obvious signs of womanhood—big boobs, round hips, a butt of any kind. Still, there was nothing she could do about that, aside from spending all her money injecting loads of foreign materials into her body, but screw that. Robbed of big tits, Kate tousled her hair (her favourite attribute) and pouted her lips (second favourite). Then she removed her bra and shot her mirror-self her sultriest look. With some nipple action happening under her t-shirt, she looked kind of slutty, which she supposed was as good as it was going to get.

      The main room was dim, the only light source moonlight filtering through the curtains. Rugby Boy was sleeping on his side facing away from her. She slipped into the bed and wrapped an arm around his cotton-covered middle (he’d gone to sleep in his t-shirt, how adorable). Rugby Boy smelled amazing, hot and manly in a way that made her light-headed with horniness. Was that from his scent alone, or some kind of muscle memory from all the kissing they’d done at the pub?

      The guy tensed, shifting against her. “Unhh?”

      “Hi,” she whispered. “It’s just me. Sorry for being such a mess before. I don’t normally get that way.”

      The Guy let out a grunt of what was clearly resentment, mingled with please-fuck-offness. He probably hadn’t been jazzed about going to bed horny while she laid on the couch like a log. Well, she knew just how to make this situation right. Kate slid her hands down his chest and had barely passed his navel when she felt his semi-hard cock. She ran her hand up and down it, gently squeezing the springy flesh. Weird how nothing in the world felt like penises except penises. Rugby Boy let out a muffled groan. His shaft stiffened, forcing her curled palm to expand. Erect, his penis was approximately the width of a baseball bat, properly and ridiculously huge. “What the heck…?”

      Rugby Boy made a sound of protest and Kate realised she’d let go. She re-gripped his swollen shaft, slowly beginning to tug. He gave a contented moan and then tensed. “No,” he mumbled. “You’re…blacked out.”

      “That was before,” Kate said, pleased he remembered. “I promise I’m excellent now. Just let me make it up to you.”

      A hard-skinned hand closed over hers, pulling her away from his erection. “You dunnoweme ‘nything.”

      It was a little mortifying to be told to let go of someone’s dick. Ordinarily, Kate would have stopped. She’d have rolled over and tried to go to sleep, but she didn’t want to. She felt uncharacteristically bold. After all, Rugby Boy didn’t know her. He didn’t know she’d spent her whole life being called a wallflower and a prick-tease. For all he knew, she was Maria, the kind of woman who could seduce a man with her eyebrows and knew exactly what to do with an arm-penis. Her heart racing, she pressed her lips into the back of his neck, where his scent was especially sweet. “Maybe I want to owe you something,” she said in a voice so sexy she could hardly believe it was hers.

      Rugby Boy’s body stiffened against hers. “Like what?”

      Before Kate could psych herself out, she slid down the bed, climbing over his hard thighs so that she was face-to-penis with his penis. It was even more intimidating up close, not to mention stretching the hell out of his expensive-looking briefs. Why would anyone have a cock this big? Like, genetically? Surely it was more of a burden than anything else?

      Never mind that. Concentrate on befriending it.

      She inhaled the warm sweat-and-salt smell, amazed that something that should have been so nasty made her body buzz with excitement. “Can I use my mouth on you?”

      “Yeah, but—oh fuuuck.”

      If Kate’s lips weren’t occupied, she’d have smiled. For his token protesting, Rugby Boy was silent as she nuzzled him through his underwear. Then he rolled onto his back to give her better access, spreading his arms wide across the mattress. Kate crouched between his legs, kissing and rubbing everything until Rugby Boy pulled up his t-shirt. The head of his cock extended beyond his briefs, lying heavily on his ridged stomach.

      Kate was glad they were working up to revealing his whole dick slowly. If Rugby Boy had just whipped out his massive dong, she’d have run away. Now it was kind of familiar to her, it was easier to deal with. She placed her lips around the swollen head and applied a tight sucking pressure.

      Rugby Boy grunted like a wounded bull. Still feeling exceptionally bold—and a little bit bratty—Kate released the head of his cock and resumed playing with what was covered by his briefs just to see what he would do.

      Rugby Boy didn’t say anything but he started breathing hard enough to blow a little pig’s house down, huffing and puffing as his cock swelled against his underwear until it looked fit to burst.

      Kate could feel herself getting wet, her body priming itself in a way it had never done when she was with one of the other two men she’d done this with. She knew she was toying with him, but she couldn’t help herself, it was so sexy. She tugged down his briefs inch by inch and applied light, sucking kisses to his skin before gently licking everything that was exposed like an icy pole she wanted to last hours. She could sense Rugby Boy’s growing need, and it made her feel both powerful and vulnerable. At any moment he might reach a breaking point, seize her hair and growl that he was going to punish her for teasing him. Her backside tingled at the thought and she blushed, glad the darkness concealed her face.

      Sexually inexperienced as she might be, Kate was and always had been kinkier than a bag of zig-zags. It felt like she’d been born that way, craving things she didn’t understand way before she reached sexual maturity. The dad in Taken had a particular set of skills, she had a particular set of fantasies. Unlike her, they weren’t polite, they weren’t nice, and they didn’t leave when they were asked. Instead, they dominated her romantic desires so fully she couldn’t have an orgasm without thinking about spanking or date a nice, vanilla bank manager called Paul. Her fantasies steered her, full-force, toward men like Tyler Henderson, near-mythical embodiments of male authority who—surprise, surprise—weren’t the slightest bit interested in having very depraved sex with her.

      In her effort to rid herself of this handicap, Kate had tried celibacy, therapy, self-loathing, and prayer; it was no use. Her kinks were like that weirdly sinister kindergarten rhyme about the teddy bear picnic and the thick dark mud that deterred attendees. Her kinks chanted in her ear; ‘you can’t go under it, you can’t go over it, you have to go through it.’ So, she went through it. Not as proudly as she’d liked, but she went through it. She had an account on a kinky personals website, even though the only messages she ever got were from nutcases and couples looking to have a threesome. She went on dates with nice, attractive guys and when the time came for them to go to bed, she told them what she liked, even though it usually resulted in bad foreplay followed by a ghosting. She understood where they were coming from. That she wanted a man to smile with pleasure as he caused her pain was weird to her, too.

      In bed with this big stranger, Kate gave herself permission to pretend. She teased Rugby Boy and imagined him growing frustrated enough to make her comply with his demands, to lay her across his lap and blister her backside. To call her the things she longed to hear. She was so lost in her fantasy that when a heavy hand descended on her head she was so startled she let out a yelp.

      “Enough,” a rasping voice told her. “Suck it. Now.”

      Kate had half-forgotten Rugby Boy could talk, but he had a beautiful voice all dark and deep as a marble quarry. She frowned. “What?”

      “Happy to play with it, weren’t you? Well, my dick’s not a toy. You’ve wound me up good, now it’s time to finish what you started.”

      He pulled his t-shirt over his head, exposing a ridiculously defined chest, then he yanked down his briefs one-handed. His cock slapped down onto his bare stomach—thick as Thor’s hammer. “Put your mouth on it.”

      Kate body thrummed with nerves. Was this really happening? Was she finally in bed with a man who could give her what she wanted? She edged forward, brushing her mouth across his shaft, testing him. Rugby Boy’s palm became a fist in her hair. “I told you we’re done playing. Wrap your hand around my dick.”

      A shiver went down Kate’s spine. She immediately cupped her hand around the base of his cock. “Like this?”

      “Harder. Tight as those little fingers can go.”

      Kate complied, trusting she probably couldn’t hurt him without some kind of utensil in her hand.

      “Very nice.” Rugby Boy’s said in a rasping tone. “Now put your lips around me, I need to come.”

      She shivered. It was hard to tell if he was playing her game or just being a bit of a dick, but she decided she didn’t care. It felt real and that was all that mattered. She opened her mouth and leaned down to start sucking when Rugby Boy put a big palm in her face.

      Kate paused. “You don’t want me to anymore?”

      Her nameless lover lay there, breathing hard, his cock throbbing in her hand. Even in the darkness, she could see a pearly drop was welling at the tip. She bent around his hand and sucked it away. Rugby Boy hissed like a cut snake. “Fuck it.”

      His rough hand cupped her cheek and urged her mouth onto his cock. Kate swallowed as much as she could. His cock felt like she had a smooth tennis ball between her teeth, one she knew would be far less forgiving of bites.

      Oh, Rugby Guy’s penis, she thought, sucking hard. I’m sure you have a long and illustrious career of making women happy in front of you, but tonight, please let it be my turn.

      “Deeper,” he growled. “More.”

      She slicked him down with her tongue and, inhaling deeply, tried to take him deeper. He was so large she was practically unhinging her jaw. Her digestive system, no doubt confused by her attempt to swallow an entire leg of ham, was producing an unworldly amount of saliva. Spit began to run through her fingers, smelling and tasting of toothpaste and raspberry lemonade.

      “That’s it, that’s good.” Rugby Boy sounded tense, almost pissed off, and his hand was still tight in her hair. Kate thrilled over those things the way a normal girl might thrill over gentle kisses and soft words. She began to experiment with her grip, using both hands and her mouth. As she played around with her technique, the man attached to the penis was silent, his hand rising and falling with her head. Kate was a little disappointed, she’d been hoping for more dirty talk, but this was okay. It made him seem careless, a lazy lordly type who was content listening to the sloppy sounds of her mouth and enjoying how humiliatingly eager she was.

      Her mind, as it sometimes did in these moments, wandered to Tyler Henderson. She didn’t know if any real dominant tendencies lay behind his commanding façade, but the idea that they might did stuff to her. Whenever she was struggling to finish herself, she slotted him into her fantasies and she was there within seconds. Unable to help herself, she did it now.

      “You horny little slut,” she imagined him saying as he thrust into her throat. “You like staring at me? Imagining me fucking your needy little body? This is what you deserve.”

      Kate moaned, the razor blade of wrongness grating oh-so-pleasurably against the whetstone of her arousal. She felt kind of bad for pretending Rugby Boy was someone else, but who was to say he wasn’t picturing the Hadid sisters or Ansel Elgort or something? She began moving her mouth and hands even faster, needing him to finish, needing to be a good girl.

      Rugby Boy’s fist tightened in her hair. “You like suckin’ dick, huh?”

      Kate confirmed her liking-ness with a moan.

      “Tell me you like it. Say my name.”

      Uh oh.

      Kate sucked deeper, hoping to override the question with sheer blowjob excellence, but Rugby Boy pulled on her hair so that she released him with a ‘pop.’ “Is something wrong?” she asked.

      “You tell me you like it, right now and you say my name while you do it.”

      Oh geez. Kate began flipping through a mental Rolodex of possible names. Sean was a common name. Statistically, there was a good chance he was called Sean. Should she call him Sean? No, she shouldn’t call him Sean. Maybe she could give him a cute epithet instead. ‘I like sucking your cock, babe.’

      No, not babe. ‘Handsome,’ or ‘sexy’ didn’t seem right either. But what the hell did that leave? High Commissioner? Lord and Savior? Mine Führer?

      “I’m waiting,” he snarled.

      Panic rose in her gut and it occurred to her; this was a one-night stand; she could call Rugby Boy what she always wanted to call the men she was in bed with. It might freak him out, but she wasn’t going to see him again. And surely, since she was sucking him off, he could cut her some slack in the name-calling department? Kate smiled up at the shadow she assumed was his face. “I like sucking your cock, Daddy.”

      Rugby Boy’s body went rigid. The hand in her hair fell limply to her side. Kate’s cheeks grew hot, and she wondered whether she should try to force down her shame using his cock as a plunger, or sit up, wipe her mouth and try to explain that what she’d said had nothing, not one thing, to do with incest.

      Before she could decide on either, his hand rose, clasping her hair once more. “Say that again.”

      Kate’s heart leapt into her mouth. Was he angry? Was he going to yell at her? “I-I like sucking your cock.”

      “Little girl.” His voice was icy with disdain. “Say what you just called me again.”

      But she couldn’t. Instead she asked, “Are you mad at me?”

      There was a silence more loaded than all the guns in a gun-nut’s gun locker. Then he spoke. “No, but I want you to say it again.”

      “But I—”

      “Not what I want to hear, sweetheart.” He gently forced her head back, not hard, but firm. His manhandling and the sense of powerlessness it arose in her made Kate quiver.

      How did you know? she wanted to ask. I never told you, how did you know? But, she supposed in the scheme of things that didn’t matter as much as following orders. She swallowed. “I like sucking your cock, Daddy.”

      Rugby Boy let out a furious growl forced her head down.

      “Suck,” he demanded. “Put your lips around it and suck.”

      She opened her mouth and engulfed him like a sword swallower. He moaned and within seconds he was—there was no other phrase for it—riding her face, thrusting into her mouth with a ferocity that both frightened and aroused her. It was all she could do to keep her jaw wide and not to bite him as he worked himself between her lips. He wasn’t silent anymore, he was making the hottest noises Kate had ever heard, shallow inhales and muttered curse words as though he both loved and hated what she was doing to him.

      It’s happening, she thought as she hummed to keep herself from choking. I met Rugby Boy, and it turned out he’s The Boy, the instantly perfect sex partner every woman hopes to meet but never finds. This is how Lief from Deltora Quest felt when he realised he was the king, probably.

      She arched her back, her inner muscles clenching on nothing, and she knew for the first time in her life that she was going to have an orgasm with another person. He didn’t have to ask her about her favourite positions or go down on her until his jaw was numb, if he so much as breathed on her pussy she would—

      “Coming.” Rugby Boy reached down and cupped her right breast. “Coming in your tight little throat.”

      Kate barely had time to moan her eagerness before he convulsed against her tongue, jamming himself as deep as he could and swearing fit to make a nun blush. Kate choked a little but kept swallowing, her need to please outweighing the needs of her soft palate. His taste was hot and clean, like freshly tumble dried t-shirts.

      He withdrew from her mouth, his big fingers brushing clumsily down her cheek. “Good. Good girl.”

      It was a sign of how twisted she was that Kate couldn’t remember ever being so proud. She bent to lick him clean, but Rugby Boy pulled away. “That’s enough.”

      He tugged up his briefs and collapsed back onto the bed, his unsteady panting the only sign he’d just violently orgasmed in her mouth. Kate licked her lips. Was it over now? Was Rugby Boy the kind of guy who lost interest the minute he was done? Her one and only ex-boyfriend had been like that, and it had frustrated the hell out of her. Bossy ‘you serve me’ selfishness turned her on, but there was nothing sexy about almost cracking your jaw open to please someone and getting nothing in return. Maybe he wasn’t her perfect sex man after all.

      A hairy thigh nudged her shoulder. “Come up here.”

      Kate clambered up the bed, tracing her tongue over her teeth, trying to clean her mouth as much as possible. Rugby Boy shuffled back so he was sitting against the headboard, then seized her hips and sat her on top of his thighs. “You okay?”

      “Yes.” Kate still couldn’t see him properly, but being this close was making her shy. She cast her eyes downwards, feeling fragile. She’d called a man ‘daddy.’ She’d never done that in real life before. Rugby Boy stroked her arms, his palms rough as tan-bark. Weird that a student had such rough hands but Kate had never been touched by a rugby player before. Maybe they all had hands like that.

      “That was good work,” Rugby Boy told her. “Best head I’ve had in a long while.”

      She smiled, still unable to look at him. Without warning, he slid a hand between her legs and inspected the state of her underwear. “You’re soaking,” he remarked, sounding mildly surprised. As though he’d looked out the window on a cloudless day to see it was drizzling. “You want a little something, sweetheart?”

      Kate nodded, then a rough finger forced her chin up. “Can’t hear you.”

      “Yes, I want something,” she whispered, adoring him more than was strictly necessary.

      “Good girl.”

      Without warning Rugby Boy shoved her wet panties aside and slid a large fingertip through her folds, dipping himself inside her. Kate cried out at the sudden compression of such swollen skin. She gripped Rugby Boy’s thick shoulders.

      “Yeah, that’s it, hold onto me.” A broad thumb placed itself against her clit. There was no preamble about it, no fuss. He began to stroke her sensitive nerves with the light, precise brushes of a master painter. “I’m gonna make you come like this, okay?”

      No ‘try.’ No ‘do my bests.’ Just ‘gonna,’ like her orgasm was a foregone conclusion. It was presumptuous and cocky and Kate could only whimper her agreement and hope like hell he was right.

      Approximately ten seconds later she was riding his hand, gasping and moaning and humping his fingers like the most shameless slut on earth. The sopping wet sounds her motions were creating was embarrassing—but she still couldn’t stop. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before. He didn’t seem at all concerned that he’d hurt her, that he would fail to get her off. That confidence was so attractive she could barely stand it. When blended with his finger-skills, his scent and the memory of his cock, Kate knew this was going to be the most memorable, sexual encounter of her life. Her engineer brain started whirring, trying to figure out how she could replicate this experience when she was alone, and the answer was—she couldn’t, not in a million years, not unless fully automated sex-robots arrived two hundred years earlier than predicted.

      “Say it again,” Rugby Boy growled, frigging her. “Say it.”

      This time Kate knew exactly what he wanted to hear. “Daddy,” she moaned. “Daddy.”

      “That’s it gorgeous, keep saying it.”

      Orgasms were like mountains, they had summits. Usually, when Kate was with another person, her arousal didn’t leave base camp one. She could carry herself a little higher using Sherpas—thoughts of men like Tyler Henderson spanking her, tying her down and using her as they saw fit–but the idea of reaching the pinnacle was laughable. She never orgasmed, except alone in her bed with all the time in the world and no expectations except her own. Tonight, that was different. Tonight she had wings and was speeding up the slopes in an icy blur. Her body was trembling, sweat beading on her back and between her breasts and she was going to come, she could feel it in her bones. And yet, no sooner had she thought that than the delicious buzz between her legs vanished.

      “Daddy.” It was an involuntary cry, a plea that he wouldn’t let this end without her finding some satisfaction.

      Rugby Boy’s fingers closed around her nipple. “You horny, sweetheart? You wanna finish?”

      “Yes.” Please help me do it, Rugby Boy. Please?

      His fingers curled inside her, thick and unrelenting. “Concentrate, focus on how I feel inside your tight little snatch. Nothing else matters. I’m not going to stop. I’m going to keep fucking you with my fingers until you gush all over me, understand?”

      There was something familiar about his words, as though he’d stolen them from a favourite movie, but maybe that was just because they were perfect. Kate was here, living a lifelong fantasy, why couldn’t she come? She worked hard, ate her greens, and gave money to Greenpeace, why couldn’t she have an orgasm with another person, just this once?

      “I understand,” she told Rugby Boy, then screwed up the last of her courage. “Can you…keep talking to me please, Daddy?”

      “Of course I can.” He began to move his fingers faster, his free hand tugging her aching nipple through her t-shirt. Kate closed her eyes, and she felt the gears slowly begin to turn, tightening, galvanising. The potential for orgasm was drumming inside her, and she honed in on it, trying to make herself as aware as possible.

      She’d met a hot stranger who liked being called ‘daddy’ and who knew exactly what to do to turn her on. It was like the universe had conspired to let her come, all she had to do was embrace it. Rugby Boy’s fingers bit down on her nipple, and the pain was as lovely as the sizzle of pleasure that shot down to her groin. “I really like that.”

      He chuckled darkly. “I know you do, I can feel you tightening up around my fingers. You gonna finish all over me, little girl?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she said and meant it.

      Rugby Boy let out an angry sounding moan. “God, I’m fuckin’ hard again.”

      The wonder in his voice made Kate think this wasn’t a regular thing. That was odd, she’d have assumed most young guys could get it up twice. Then again, she’d barely had sex, so what did she know?

      As he rolled his thumb over her clit, Kate had a beautiful realisation. As unbelievable as Rugby Boy’s finger skills were, they could two-birds-one-stone this situation. She wanted to have sex with him, and if she did, she could try and have the orgasm simmering in her pelvis on his magnificent dick. That would be a double victory. She pressed her mouth against Rugby Boy’s ear. “Do you want to have sex now?”

      He let out another furious grunt, his fingers pumping deeper. “No.”

      “But I really want to feel you inside me. You’re so big.”

      “Too bad,” he said, but his breathing had become painfully laboured again. Kate was half-convinced this was a test, that he was teasing her as she had been teasing him. She assumed her most innocent tone. “Please, Daddy?”

      Rugby Boy made a noise like a wild animal. “Fuck, you’re a greedy little thing, aren’t you?”

      Kate, sensing she was about to get her way, added a little more sugar to her voice. “Yes, and I know it’s bad but I want it. I want you.”

      Rugby Boy muttered something that sounded like ‘why isn’t anything ever easy?’ Before she could ask, he pulled his fingers from her soaking slit. “Fine, you want my dick, you’ll get it.”

      Kate bit back a jubilant ‘Yessssss!’ “How do you want to do this? Do you have a condom? I don’t think I have a condom.”

      “Sweetheart…” Rugby Boy cupped her jaw. Kate could smell herself on his fingers.

      “What?”

      She felt him shake his head. “Nothing. I’ll fuck you, but you’ll get back down there and suck me first. Get me nice and hard for you.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she said, the word getting easier with each and every use.

      “Good, and take your fucking fingers away from there.”

      Kate, who hadn’t even realised she was rubbing her clit, had her hand snatched away.

      “That’s mine.” Rugby Boy ran a finger through the wet line of her cunt. “You don’t get to touch what’s mine. Now, get me ready.”

      Kate propped herself on all fours between his legs, almost delirious with pleasure. Who knew that in Bendigo (population: ha-ha-ha) there lived the sex partner of her dreams? As she bent down and took him into her mouth, she began planning excuses for return visits. Maybe she could schedule an engineering job up here? It was out of the way, but he was worth it. The question was, would he be interested? Determined to prove her mettle, she took him as far into her throat as she could.

      “That’s it.” His big hand braced itself around her jaw, as though testing how wide she could open her mouth. “Suck Daddy’s big cock.”

      Rugby Boy calling himself that most treasured and lust-inspiring of titles made sweat break out on Kate’s neck. As she sucked she heard foil crackle and her heart leapt. She’d been worried about interrupting all the hotness to ask about condoms again, but it was clear Rugby Boy wasn’t going to be a jerk about this. She reminded herself to feel around the base of his shaft before he slid inside her, to make sure it was on. She’d learned about the stealthing movement at derby practise. It was real and it was terrifying.

      “Just a little more,” Rugby Boy coached. “Just a little deeper and I’ll ride your pussy, Middleton.”

      Kate sucked harder, tasting small surges of salty pre-come. She felt uneasy, as though his short sentence had been a threat. She replayed his words in her mind. Just a little more. Just a little deeper and I’ll ride your pussy, Middleton.

      Middleton. Why would Rugby Boy call her Middleton? She had a lot of nicknames, but each one was restricted to a specific group of people. She called herself Kate. Her family called her Katie. Her roller derby team called her Macca, the Australian appellation for anyone with a McLastname. Her derby name was Princess Bleach. Her Aunt Rhonda had called her KJ. Only the guys at work called her Middleton. Only the guys at work…

      Kate felt like she’d been plunged into a dunk tank full of nitrogen. She remembered showing Rugby Boy pictures of Kate Middleton on her phone because the nickname confused him, he’d heard it because Tyler Henderson had been there. Tyler Henderson had been there.

      Kate suddenly knew, knew with every fibre of her being that the guy whose dick she was sucking on wasn’t Rugby Boy. She sat up, woozy and terrified.

      “What’s happening, Middleton?” In the dim light, Kate could see the stranger had a transparent disk of latex pinched between his thumb and forefinger.

      He shifted, so the silvery brightness sifting through the curtains revealed his profile and now that she was looking, Kate recognised the nose, the line of his jaw, the sharp cheekbones. She was in bed with Tyler Henderson. Her boss. She’d blown her boss. She’d swallowed her boss’s semen. She’d called her boss ‘daddy.’ She was currently in the process of re-sucking stern, unfathomably attractive, thought she was the scum of the earth, Tyler Henderson.

      “Hoooooaaaaaaaah!” Kate scrambled backward on the bed, flapping her hands as though they were covered in wasps. “Hoooaaaaahh!”

      “Middleton?” Tyler Henderson glanced around the room, no doubt trying to pinpoint the reason for her sudden insanity. “The fuck’s happening?”

      But Kate could only moan and say ‘hoooaahhh’ and wriggle backward. How could she have missed it? Even in the semi-darkness, the broad body was nothing like a twenty-year-old’s. It was thick with muscle and hairy across the middle and, “Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god!”

      “Middleton.” Ty’s voice punched through the air like a Ginsu knife. “Talk. To. Me.”

      His voice was so familiar, liquid steel and molten lead. Why hadn’t she recognised him?

      Kate pressed a hand to her chest. “Mr Henderson. It’s me, Kate. We’re…we’re hooking up!”

      Everything went quiet. Kate could hear a cacophony of crickets chirruping outside the hotel window. She became profoundly aware of her half-naked body, her insanely wet panties and aching nipples. She’d done oral with Tyler Henderson. Kate hadn’t been a proper believer for years but the urge to drop to her knees and say the entire Hail Mary was overwhelming.

      Ty spoke out of the darkness. “You didn’t know it was me, did you? You thought I was that fuckwit from the pub.”

      “Er…yeah.”

      There was another long silence, and Kate would have given anything, anything on earth, to rewind ten hours and instead of going to the pub, fall into a very big hole and die. “How…why are you in my hotel room?”

      “This is my hotel room.” The soft malice in Ty’s voice sent a chill down Kate’s spine. “I brought you back here after you blacked out and I couldn’t find your room card.”

      The floor seemed to shift beneath her bare feet. Tyler Henderson had known who she was the whole time. Of course he had, he’d called her Middleton, he’d knowingly let her blow him. Kate didn’t know whether to be flattered, disturbed, outraged, insulted or any other emotion on earth. “Mr Henderson, I don’t think you get it…I went down on you. And you touched me. And I went down on you and you came and I swallowed it.”

      More painful silence. Kate wished she hadn’t put so much emphasis on the words ‘swallowed it.’

      Ty pointed a ghostly hand towards the door. “This never happened. Get dressed and get back to your room, right fucking now.”
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