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Erotic Swingers: The Complete Series is a compilation of the four books in the bestselling Erotic Swingers series, plus the companion novel The Paramour.






Indulge in the forbidden temptations of Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark as they embark on a wild, romantic and deeply erotic adventure into the world of swinging, decadence and unconventional love.




Emilia’s never been kissed by anyone but her husband. She’s never been ravished on a one night stand, never been taken by two men at once, and she’s never played with another girl. She’s innocent and sweet, yet her imagination is anything but...




After an evening of passion and honesty, she finds the courage to reveal her darkest and deepest fantasy to her husband… for them to make love with another couple and for him to watch as she is left breathless and satiated by another man.




But when they meet Amy and Mark at an exclusive and decadent Masquerade Ball, lust turns into infatuation and an unexpected crush creates heartache and jealously, complicating an exhilarating new friendship.




Will opening up their perfect marriage be a step too far? Or will it be a journey of sexual awakening that will transform their lives forever...




A forbidden fantasy, a wife’s desire... an urban foursome love story.









CHAPTER ONE
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THE AFTERNOON SUN shone down a little too warm as Emilia relaxed on the wooden lounger in her back garden. Her sandals were off, her feet were stretched out, her toes were pointed, and her legs were ever so slightly apart. 

Half an hour prior she had returned home from her shift at the city hospital, swiftly changing into a short floaty skirt and a shoestring camisole top. She’d thought about her outfit very carefully, and had done so for days in anticipation of this moment, and as a result, she was feeling very kinky, her naughty thoughts sending little shivers of arousal travelling throughout her body like sparkles of electricity, for this was to be no ordinary afternoon.

It was spring, and it was quiet. Occasionally she could hear the sound of bluebirds flitting between the branches of the cluster of trees that bordered their fence, the only barrier between her and the normally busy road beyond. She listened nervously and felt a small tingle of apprehension, her chest thumping as next door’s patio door slid open, closely followed by the quiet footsteps of Josie, their mousy and friendly neighbour as she made her way into her own garden. After a few tense moments, Emilia could make out the snip-snip of shears as she began to tend to her roses and her stomach filled with trepidation.

Could she really do this?

She’d been thinking about her risqué plan for a while, indecorously inspired after she’d read a racy scene in her favourite naughty book, an idea that had tickled her in places she’d thought long dormant, and she had finally managed to build up the courage to see what… it would feel like. 

She took a deep breath.

Her husband wouldn't be home for an hour, so she had plenty of time. But now, faced with the prospect of actually carrying out her plan, she was starting to feel silly and somewhat on edge. If she didn't do it now, she thought to herself with a little tingle of excitement, then she might never have the courage to try it again.

She lay still, savouring the anticipation and then ever so delicately, she rolled up the edge of her top, laying her hands flat on her stomach and spreading out her fingers, before looking around as she lightly traced the contour of her belly. Tingling with the thrill of the moment, she picked up her battered novel from the decking and flicked it open. 

It was already on the right page.

Her sister, Alice had recommended this book to her over a year ago. Emilia had initially baulked at the idea of reading an erotic Victorian romance, particularly the kind that she was now cradling in her palms, but the seed had been planted in a wholly repressed and mortifyingly shameful part of her mind, and there it had blossomed, and as she had become more and more curious she had shamefully agreed to borrow it, but instead, her sister had gifted her, her very own copy.

The Paramour was set in the lonely highlands of Scotland and centred on the unconventional love between the Duke, the Duchess Elizabeth and her best friend, Lady Victoria. And it was so naughty. She had read it so many times now that it could only be regarded as ruined, battered and crinkled - a book no more - instead it had become a totem of shame. 

Beautiful, sexy, shame. 

She had read this particular chapter so many times that she knew it almost by heart, often recounting a little of it under her breath during quiet moments on her shifts whilst she tried not to blush. Usually out of earshot of the other medical staff and her patients.

Usually.

It wasn't just the thought of the book that had inflamed her, not entirely. It was the thought of what she planned to do to herself as she read it. 

That was the exciting part.

Every two weeks she and her husband Cassian’s work patterns left her with a whole hour on her lonesome - a happy hour so to speak - and she would often come home, sneak up to their bedroom and have a little sensual alone time, and this week was no exception… except this week she was going to have a little fun outside, with the sun warming her face.

But that wasn’t all of it, not if she was honest.

What had aroused her so much, was the thought that one of her neighbours in the houses that overlooked their garden might, maybe, just a little bit… glance down from a first-floor window or peek quietly through a hole in the fence and see her. 

Oh gosh, she thought as she closed her eyes.

It was the taboo thought of being watched as she touched herself; a willing participant in an act of voyeurism that had inflamed her so, and every good-girl part of her body was horrified at the thought. 

She was turned on by the fear and the guilt of being caught. 

And it was making her feel shockingly giddy, and unmentionably aroused.

She’d never done it outside before and for weeks since the idea had fomented in her mind, she had found herself feeling like a young girl again, discovering her body for the first time. She’d never touched herself beyond the confines of her own bedroom before, and for an inordinate amount of time each day, the idea had been preoccupying her thoughts.

Deep breath.

She tried and failed to settle herself down and then slowly she began to read, her breathing already uneven and shallow, her hands and fingers trembling.

Snip snip went Josie’s shears.

The Duke was stood by the hearth of the manor, stoking a roaring fire which blazed from the coals as a storm swept down through the moor and battered the old stone building, whilst on the chaise-longe opposite him, huddled under a thick blanket were the wet-through figures of the Lady and the Duchess, stripped down to their underclothes, warming themselves before the roaring flames.

You can do this, she breathed.

As she read, she carefully slipped the tips of her fingers underneath the waistband of her skirt and into her knickers, and took a long, deep and stuttering breath, as skin touched skin.

Oh gosh.

She started slow, circling herself surreptitiously with a single fingertip, her movements steady and subtle, whilst her eyes flicked up and around guiltily before finding the pages once more.

She read on as Elizabeth stroked Victoria’s knuckles beneath the large blanket, and then ever so delicately moved her hand down to her friend's naked thigh. She closed her eyes, picturing the scene, whilst running her wet fingers down to her opening and back up to her clit.

Beneath the blanket by the fire, the shy and retiring Victoria had found herself electrified at the touch of her friend, and after some gentle exploration was now slowly unlacing Elizabeth’s petticoat strings as her hands explored between Victoria’s thighs.

Emilia quickened her pace, pushing her fingers inside and arching her head back, her eyes closed as she pleasured herself.

Oh wow.

The book fell aside, but it didn't matter, she knew the story well enough that she didn't need it. She pictured Elizabeth’s fingers making their way up Victoria’s thigh, finding the edge of her undergarments and slipping inside them. She saw in her mind as the Duke stood up and made his way over to the two women, throwing aside the rug and revealing their secret and illicit affair, and her fingers swirled faster.

Her underwear was getting wet and she pushed it down past her bottom and let out a quiet involuntary moan, and then she blushed and froze as she wondered if Josie might’ve heard. 

Snip sni-

Her heart thumped in her chest.

As she started again, she found she was picturing herself as Lady Victoria, as the strong arms of the Duke picked her up and handled her like a doll, positioning her against the tall edge of the chaise-longe, his trousers falling aside and his thick member searching and then slipping into her from behind.

Emilia’s fingers were deep inside herself now, her movements no longer subtle or quiet, if anyone was looking out of their window they would see her playing with herself, and the thought made her quicken. She felt herself beginning to climax, her eyes fluttering open and looking around anxiously as her mouth let out another soft moan. Her fingers worked quickly against her clit, and for a fleeting moment, she thought she heard Cassian calling her name.

 She suddenly felt ashamed and guilty at the thought of her husband catching her thinking about another man - and another woman - her fingers between her thighs. Then to her surprise, she felt a sudden rush of arousal as she pictured him in the room with them, seeing her bent over the chair, the Duke thrusting into her and filling her with his seed, knowing that Cassian would be next in line to have her, to claim her.

The thought of him watching her with the Duke caught her off guard and she felt a blush rise up past her neck as her whole body quivered, then her spine arched and her mouth fell open and she started to come, holding her breath, her fingers deep inside her pussy… and then she could hear Cassian calling for her.

He was in the house, he had come home early, but it was too late - she had passed the point of no return. 

She gripped the edge of the wooden lounger as she shuddered in climax, desperately trying to stifle the moan escaping her lips, her mouth wide and her eyes screwed shut as she bent forward and bucked hard.

Now the conservatory door was opening and she could hear him stepping onto the decking as she collapsed back down onto the lounger, her fingers still inside herself, twitching and pulsing as she gasped for breath.

‘Em, you okay?’ he said. ‘You asleep?’

‘Huh?’ she managed, her chest still shaking from the intensity of her orgasm. Her lips and tongue were dry and she was breathing erratically as she rolled away sideways and slid her hand back out of her skirt, smoothing herself down and trying to catch her breath.

‘No, just dozing,’ she said, her whole body still throbbing. ‘Could you put the kettle on?’

‘Sure,’ he said, turning back towards the kitchen and buying her a few more seconds to recover.

Oh my goodness, that was close.

‘How was your day?’ she called out, a little too loud as he came back and stood beside her, leaning down to kiss her glistening forehead as the low whistle of the boiling water began to build.

‘Interesting. James handed in his notice.’

‘Oh?’

‘Yeah, he’s moving over to Integen,’ he said, sitting down on the lounger next to hers. ‘Tom’s putting him on gardening leave.’

‘When he’s going?’

’Two weeks.’

‘But that’s before-‘

‘Yeah, I know,’ he raised his eyebrows in dismay and then swung his legs up and lay back. ‘You okay? You’re sweating.’

‘I'm fine, just a little warm.’

‘How was your shift?’

‘Good, I had a nice old man with a hip dislocation who was telling me all about his wife and his mistresses, that was very entertaining,’ she laughed, taking a deep and uneven breath. ‘And a pretty young girl who works on a cruise ship as a singer and she had a few interesting stories to tell. People are very naughty on cruise ships. She was telling me that there are whole cruises for swingers.’

‘Oh, really?’

‘Mhm, she worked on one for six months. She got quite used to turning down invitations from older couples to join them in their cabins.’

‘Oh,’ he said, smiling.

‘Sounded quite exciting to me,’ said Emilia. ‘Other than that, it was quiet. Although the MRI scanner broke down, so that’s going to create a backlog for a few days.’

‘That’s a shame,’ said Cassian. 

She watched as he leaned forward and drew off his tie before unbuttoning his shirt. 

Handsome didn’t cut it. Cassian was hot.

Emilia’s heart rate fastened as a new idea formed in her mind. Her husband’s physique was toned, to put it mildly. He ran ten kilometres four times a week, lifted weights, and cycled to work most days at a shared office in the city centre, and during lunch, he went to the gym. 

Her sister Alice referred to Cassian as The Greek, and Emilia had often wondered if his past hid some middle-eastern ancestry with his olive skin and his thick dark hair. For a whole summer a few years ago she had buried herself in discovering their shared family histories, but she had hit a roadblock around one hundred and fifty years ago on his side and had eventually lost interest, telling herself she would pick it up again one day.

She couldn’t help herself around him though, and ever since they’d met, all those years ago, they had been unable to keep their hands off each other, and although she naturally worried that one day their mutual attraction might falter, she didn’t see it happening any time soon. 

Fantasies about fictional men and swinging cruise ships aside. Besides, right now she was feeling horny, courageous and very, very kinky, and Josie had gone rather quiet next door.

She stood up quietly, letting her skirt settle down around her thighs, and smiling as her knickers dropped down onto the decking between her feet, and then she tip-toed softly across the warm wooden slats of the decking, letting the strap of her top fall off her shoulder to her elbow and exposing her breast. 

Quickly and quietly she stepped over her husband and lowered herself down, straddling his legs and unfastening his belt, and before he knew what was happening, she was pulling his trousers down and sliding up and over him.

‘Em, what are you-’ he managed to say before she placed a finger over his lips as his eyes widened, and then as she knelt up she felt him surge and grow beneath her, teasing her, then she slipped down onto him and sighed.
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The two of them had showered together after making love in the garden, drying each other off, and kissing and cuddling intimately as they’d made their way into their bedroom, and now, half an hour post-garden sex Emilia was laid out flat on their bed, her silk gown draped beneath her as a gentle breeze from the open window teased out goose-pimples across her skin. 

Her toes curled as Cassian’s hands slid down her spine and kneaded the skin above her bottom, pressing his fingers deep into the small of her back as she elicited a gentle moan.

As she lay there, lost in his touch, she found herself thinking back to just before he’d come home, and how she’d lost herself when she’d pictured him in her fantasy. The four of them together, being watched as she was taken by the Duke, kissing Elizabeth’s lips and caressing her naked bosom, and to her surprise, she felt herself getting aroused again as her imagination ran away from her.

Was this something she wanted? No, it was too naughty. Wasn’t it?

Cassian leaned down and began to kiss the nape of her neck, the bristles of his short beard prickling her skin and sending shivers down to her belly button, and she felt a brief surge of audacity. She desperately wanted to tell him about her fantasy, to share it with him and explore it together, but it seemed too taboo, even for them. Their marriage was built on communication and honesty, and she hated keeping anything from him, but she was worried that this might be going too far.

‘So that was, unexpected?’ he said, breaking the silence as he kneaded her shoulder blade.

‘I liked it,’ said Emilia, smiling into the duvet. ‘Did you?’

‘Yes,’ he laughed. ‘You certainly did. Did you… you know? Twice?’

She nodded and smiled, grinning with satisfaction. For a while, they were quiet again as he massaged her back and shoulders, but Emilia’s mind was racing. 

Making love to her husband in the garden had been even more exhilarating than touching herself. They hadn’t been particularly quiet about it either. But it wasn’t just the thought of being caught that turned her on, it was the thought of someone watching them as they were being intimate. Had Josie stopped what she’d been doing, and peeped through the fence?

‘Cass, is there anything else you want to do? In the bedroom?’ she asked, suddenly. The words came tumbling out of her mouth before she’d thought about them, and she felt flushed with a sudden sense of apprehension as her tongue got the better of her.

‘Sunday afternoon blow jobs,’ he said immediately.

She laughed, relaxing a little, ‘I’m serious,’ she said, going with it. ‘Is there anything you want to do, that we don’t already do?’

‘Other than surprise garden sex?’ 

He continued to caress her shoulders, working his way slowly down her spine. ’Maybe more dirty talk?’ he said.

‘Like, fuck me harder or suck my dick, you little slut?’ she laughed, blushing as she spoke.

‘Somewhere between the two. More like, talking about fantasies. Why? Where is this going?’

‘I’m just curious,’ she said.

‘What would you like?’ he asked.

‘I don’t know,’ she said, then she paused, feeling nervous and ashamed but desperate to tell him. ‘There is something.’

He stopped kneading her back. ‘What is it?’

‘I’m scared to say,’ she said. Scared didn’t cut it, she was petrified, but she’d started this.

‘Tell me, you can trust me.’

She lay still, frozen and ridged and a little panic-stricken. How was she supposed to bring this up? How did other people do it? Hey, honey. I kind of want to see what it might be like to get fucked by another couple? You down? 

Instead, she said, ‘Have you ever cheated on me?’ and immediately regretted it.

‘Twice this week,’ said Cassian. ‘Once with your sister.’

Emilia went to roll over, but her husband’s strong hands pinned her back down and she felt his lips at her ear.

‘Not once, and not ever,’ he said, his voice barely a whisper, sending tingles across her scalp. ‘I am yours and you are mine.’

‘You suck,’ she said as he let go and continued to caress her. ‘Haven't you ever thought about it though?’

‘No, have you?’ he said.

‘No.’

He continued to move his hands down her body towards her ass, his favourite play zone.

‘What about checking out other girls?’ she said.

‘Is this what we’re gonna do tonight? We’re gonna fight?’ he laughed.

‘No,’ she said, starting to feel annoyed. ‘Stop teasing, we’ve been together since school. I'm the only girl you've ever slept with. You’ve never once thought about fucking another woman?’ Cassian hesitated and Emilia grinned. ‘You have, haven't you?’

‘There’s a huge difference between attraction and acting on attraction,’ he said carefully, navigating the minefield that he’d unknowingly stumbled into. ‘I have seen and met other women and thought they were attractive, but I haven't asked them for their number. What's this about?’

‘What if we’re missing something?’

‘Like Sunday afternoon blowjobs?’

‘Shush. What if I'm not the best sex you’ll ever have? What if there's some other girl out there that would fuck your brains out and leave you begging for more?’

‘I'm literally on top of you right now, naked, hard and thinking about how to get you in the mood for round two. What more do you want, Em?’

‘So why did your mind go straight to Alice when I asked?’ she said, feeling defensive now.

‘Because you asked a stupid question, so you got a stupid answer.’

‘That's not fair,’ she said, this wasn't going how she’d wanted this conversation to go.

Cassian stayed silent, moving his hands back up to her shoulders. After a while, he spoke again, carefully. ‘Do you want to sleep with other people?’ he said.

‘Do you want to?’ said Emilia.

‘No, you answer my question. I already answered yours,’ he said.

She stayed quiet, then shifted her weight and reached behind her, blindly searching until she found her husband’s cock and then she began to gently roll it between her thumb and forefinger. ‘Maybe,’ she said in a whisper.

He twitched in her grasp. Slowly, he tightened his grip on her shoulders and squeezed as he rocked his hips back and forth against her ass. ‘Do you have someone in mind?’ he said, curious but with a hint of pain in his voice.

She shook her head from side to side quickly. ‘No, I don’t mean like that.’

He was clearly confused now, somewhere between feeling jealous and upset, and surprisingly, incredibly turned on. ‘Would you like to be fucked by another man?’ he said. Emilia felt his cock harden as he spoke.

She said nothing, petrified of answering. Then quietly, barely more than a whisper. ‘Yes. But not without you there.’

Immediately she felt a flood of emotions rush through her body, as though her whole being was tingling and surging, almost like panic, her nervous system dumping a dose of adrenaline into her chest, stomach and face. Slowly she wrapped her fingers one at a time around his cock and began to slide up and down, then she slid her legs apart just an inch. In response, Cassian ran his fingers along her inner thigh, slowly teasing his way up, then she buried her face in the pillow and let out a slow moan as he brushed against her wet lips. 

She couldn't believe what she had just said, but it felt liberating to say it. 

His finger circled her clit from behind and she felt a powerful tingle inside her body.

Cassian leaned forward and moved his body in line with hers, and then he whispered into her ear. ‘I’d like to watch you get fucked by another man,’ and then he slid his cock deep inside her.

Oh. Yes.

Emilia’s whole body tensed in surprise as a powerful feeling began to build up from deep within her. It was like an eruption, as though a dam had burst at his words, rushing and gushing and flooding and overcoming her, and in that moment of sheer ecstasy, feeling him penetrate her, she shuddered and came, squeezing him tightly with her pussy, and then a second later he slid back out of her again, giving her a moment to recover.

Feeling utterly ashamed he buried her face in the pillow, embarrassed by what she had said, and by how quickly she had orgasmed. After a while, her breathing returned to normal, and she plucked up the courage to roll over and look at him.

His eyes were closed and he was smiling, so she leaned in and kissed his lips. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I got carried away.’

‘Don’t be sorry,’ said Cassian, opening his eyes. ‘I enjoyed it, it’s nice to hear what turns you on.’

‘It… doesn’t just turn me on though,’ she said slowly.

Cassian stroked her hair and ran his fingers down her cheek, then he frowned. ‘What do you mean?’

‘It’s not just a heat of the moment thing,’ she said. ‘I’ve been thinking about this a lot.’

‘Okay,’ said Cassian, nodding. She could feel him tensing up.

‘I love you,’ she said quickly. ‘And it’s not that you’re not enough. It’s not that at all. You’re more than enough,’ she paused, trying to think of an analogy. ‘It’s like having too much food on my plate. I want to share you - share us - with someone else.’ 

Emilia felt like she was finally piecing a puzzle together in her mind and she continued quickly as Cassian kissed her forehead.

‘I want to share all of this,’ she said. ‘It’s so wonderful what we have, I can’t explain it any other way. I’m not even sure that it’s possible to articulate. It’s like a feeling, a throbbing sensation in my chest, and I want to burst when I think about it. I want to share and be shared.’

‘That sounds good,’ he said.

‘Really?’ she sat up in bed, her breasts distracting Cassian’s eye, making him smile.

‘Yes, it makes sense,’ he said. ‘But we’ve never been with anyone else before, just each other. If we do this, and we find someone to explore this with, there’s no going back. We can’t undo it. I don’t want to lose you.’

‘That’s just it, you won’t lose me. Even if I’m watching you fuck another woman and suddenly I’m overwhelmed with jealously, I will forgive you and I will forgive myself.’

‘I don’t think you can say that,’ he said as he kissed her again. ‘Perhaps you would, maybe you wouldn’t. Either way, we shouldn’t rush this. If it’s really what you want then we should talk about it when we’re not in bed together. When there’s no expectation of sex.’

‘Is this actually something you want though? If it isn’t, then we won’t talk about it again,’ she said, serious all of sudden. She held his hand down as he tried to stroke her face.

‘I need some time to think about it,’ he said after a moment's hesitation. ‘To process the idea.’

Then he grabbed her cheeks and started kissing her face, her nose, her ears, her hair and her lips as she giggled, and before long, they were making love again.
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Emilia’s eyes fluttered open as her dreams faded, but for a few blissful moments, she clung to them, the warmth of soft skin fading, the touch of someone’s fingers… she sighed and took a breath, then her heart filled with guilt and she rolled over, only to find that Cassian was gone. 

For what felt like a few seconds, her heart stopped. Had he left? And then the sweet smell of freshly baked croissants and coffee swarmed her senses and she relaxed, listening as her husband’s familiar footsteps ascended the stairs.

‘Oh my goodness,’ she said, rubbing her eyes as he pushed open the door with his foot. ‘This smells amazing.’

He leaned forward as he approached and kissed her on the forehead and a moment later she stretched and sat up, anxiety falling off her like a waterfall.

‘Oh gosh, hang on I need a wee,’ she laughed, pushing the covers aside suddenly but being careful not to knock over the coffee. Standing up, naked and barefoot from the night before, she rushed into the en-suite, swinging the door closed behind her with a cheeky grin.

‘Did you mean what you said last night?’ she said, calling out from behind the closed door.

‘What did I say last night?’ said Cassian, a tone of cheekiness evident in his voice.

‘Don’t,’ she laughed. ‘You know what I’m talking about.’

But he didn’t reply and a moment later, Emilia nipped out of the little room her chest thumping as she walked back to the side of the bed, feeling vulnerable again.

‘Yes, I meant it,’ he said, looking down. ‘But I did say I needed more time to think about it.’

‘Wouldn’t you be jealous though?’

He hesitated, glancing up into her eyes. ‘Yes, in a way, but I trust you, and I love you, and that wouldn’t change.’

She sat down on the bed again and picked up her coffee, cradling the warmth in her palms. ‘I love you too,’ she said, tucking her knees up beside her. ‘But this could really change us, I don’t want to lose you. We are literally talking about another man putting his cock inside me, fucking me, coming inside me, making me come.’

Her husband’s face flushed and he recoiled slightly, rocking back on the bed. ‘This is a bit of a heavy conversation for breakfast in bed, but yes, I know. And maybe me doing the same to another woman. How does that make you feel?’

‘Nervous,’ she said. ‘But also, really excited. I think that's what I'd like, another couple,’ she nabbed a croissant from his plate, and bit a small piece off.

‘That’s how I feel too,’ he laughed. He reached out a moment later and put his arms around her and pulled her close to him.

‘You’re hard,’ she giggled.

‘Of course I am,’ he grinned.

She licked her lips and wrapped her arms around his neck as he continued. ‘Look, I'm not going to know how I'll feel until we do it. But I do know it won't change how I feel about you,’ he said. ‘I know I’ll still love you.’

‘Will you though?’

‘Yes.’

‘Are we really going to do it then?’

Cassian nodded and rolled his eyes, grinning madly. ‘If you want to. You never have to do anything you're uncomfortable with.’

‘I want to try,’ said Emilia earnestly. She put her hand on his cheek and kissed him deeply, her tongue brushing against his. Then she pulled back suddenly, gasping, a look of shock on her face.

‘What about kissing? Can we kiss them?’

‘Yes, we can kiss them,’ he said laughing.

‘Oh good, I like kissing.’

‘We should set some boundaries though,’ he said, looking serious again.

‘Like what?’ said Emilia.

‘Like, anything you’re not comfortable with doing.’

She nodded. ‘I thought about this, and I don’t know if there is much I’m not comfortable with. I mean aside from violence and choking.’

‘Well then that’s a boundary,’ he said. ‘If we meet someone who’s into that, we make it clear that that’s a hard no. Then they can take us or leave us.’

‘Okay, yeah. So no violence, slapping, choking, nothing forced. I don’t like that. And no cheating, I don't want a three-way with someone's husband or wife.’

Cassian nodded. ‘Boundary number two.’

‘Maybe they could be a little rough though,’ she smiled, going slightly red in the cheeks. He laughed and smiled as she continued. ‘I want you to understand why I want this though. This isn’t like, a way to cheat and get away with it. I don’t want to just steamroll you into letting me fuck another guy. And it’s not because we’ve only ever been with each other, although that is kind of a part of it.’

‘You want to share what we have,’ he said.

‘Yes, but it’s more than that. I do want to share what we have, but also I want us to share in another couple’s love. It’s not just about us, it’s about them too. Think about how much trust it will take for us to do this, and then remember that they will be taking that leap as well. I don’t want us to just go out and fuck a couple of swingers, it might be fun - don’t get me wrong - but that’s just sex. Maybe we should do that first, but this is about making a connection. Maybe to find that connection we’ll have to shag a few strangers, but I want to feel loved and safe and warm.’

Cassian smiled as his wife continued.

‘And I want to know what other people do,’ she said, a little more shy than usual. ‘I mean what we have is amazing, but wouldn’t it be fun to feel what other people feel? And to feel it with them? Knowing what it’s like? I’m sorry I’m rambling.’

‘I want this too. You brought this up, but it’s something I’ve thought about before.’

‘It is?’ said Emilia.

He nodded. ‘It’s crossed my mind what it would’ve been like to sleep with other girls. If they’d have felt different, looked different, smelled different, all that kind of thing. And there are girls I’ve looked at and thought, damn, that would be fun if I wasn’t in love. But it always comes back to you. You make me happy, and you can't get better than that. So if you’re saying that you think this will make us even happier than we are now and that we can share our love with others? Then it can’t hurt to try because we can’t go down from here,’ he held his hand up as high as it would go.

‘You don’t just want to fuck another hottie?’

‘Yes, I want to fuck a hottie,’ he laughed. ‘But being hot isn’t the only reason I’d want to do her.’

Emilia wrapped her arms around him suddenly, holding him tight and pressing her cheek against his chest, then just as quickly she leaned back. ‘I have a book I want you to read,’ she said.

He smiled and enveloped his arms around her as he kissed the top of her head, breathing deeply through his nose, practically inhaling her.

‘I love you,’ he said after a while.

‘I love you, too.’




*







Emilia sat comfortably, waiting impatiently for her sister in her favourite little cafe, nestled amongst the trees of the local park, and situated just a short walk from their home. 

Spring was underway and she sat gazing out of the window at the blossom tree that overhung the entrance, the beautiful pinks and whites of the petals shimmering in the evening sun.

She had texted Alice that afternoon, once her shift had finished, and asked to meet up so they could talk. Her sister had agreed immediately and said she was working late, but that she would be happy to take time off from work for half an hour to chat whatever it was over, but also because Alice loved a good bit of gossip.

She sipped at her coffee. It was uncomfortably warm still, but she’d been nursing it for ten minutes now and it hadn’t reached drinkable temperature yet. She’d asked them to make it inside her reusable cup, but the insulation was so good it seemed to disregard the laws of physics and heat up after the drink was poured in. 

She was nervous, and not just because her neighbour had been acting weird when she’d left the house this morning, making Emilia wonder if she had seen or heard them making love the previous day. She was nervous mostly because Alice was late, but also because of what she wanted to talk to her about.

She must have been delayed at work, thought Emilia, but it always worried her when friends or family were not on time. She was naturally anxious and found it hard to stop her imagination from running away with dark thoughts about what fate might have befallen whoever it was she was meeting with. 

She snapped herself out of the mental picture of Alice being hit by a bus, as her very much alive sister walked in through the entrance, and she waved, watching as her tall, gorgeous and leggy blonde sibling headed over swiftly, turning the heads of several patrons as she approached.

‘Hey gorgeous,’ she said. ‘How’re things?’

Emilia got up and hugged her tight. ‘I’m good,’ she said.

‘Did you order me anything yet?’

Emilia shook her head and sat back down as Alice darted off again returning a few minutes later with a mug full of steaming mocha.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, looking genuine. ‘I know you hate it when I’m late, but I was stuck in a meeting with Tony and Giles and you know how they have to explain everything back to each other three times. Skip to the fucking end guys. I swear you could boil most of the meetings I have down to two sentences, we want the thing, but we want it cheaper.’

She sipped at her coffee, and Emilia did the same, now it had finally dropped to an acceptable temperature.

‘So what’s going on?’ she said, smiling brightly.

Alice was two years older than Emilia, and much more liberal. For a start, she hadn’t married the first boyfriend she’d ever had. She had never married, in fact, and didn’t seem to be planning to do so anytime soon. She was openly bi-sexual too, which had rather surprised their parents the first time she’d bought a girl home from college. Dad had decided it was just a sleepover, but they all had ears and knew what was really going on. 

Alice was also whip-smart and a brilliant mathematician. She had graduated from Oxford University with a first and landed a job as a corporate accountant for an international law firm that included several governments amongst their high profile clients, but the job had also meant that she could stay living in Oxford where they had been brought up and be close to her sister and their parents. Although she often had to travel, her base was always back home. They both took comfort in knowing they were usually never more than half an hour apart.

Emilia looked around nervously and then leaned in closer.

‘Oh shit,’ said Alice, sitting up. ‘Is this serious?’

Emilia laughed and shook her head.

‘What is it then?’

‘Cass and I,’ said Emilia. ‘Um, I don’t know how to say this.’

‘You’re breaking up?’ said Alice, a look of shock crossing her face.

‘No, no! Nothing like that,’ she said, waving her hands and smiling as her sister’s shoulders relaxed. ‘Okay, so you know how you are, like... free?’

‘Like, free?’ she said in air quotes. ‘As in, I’m not locked up in the local supermax? Or I’m a cheap shag?’

Emilia laughed again, she loved sparring with her sister. ‘You should be locked up and you are definitely not a cheap shag,’ she said. ‘No. I mean, how you are free to, you know… have, relations? With, whoever you want.’

‘Yes?’ said Alice, her face contorting in confusion.

‘Well, Cass and I have been talking-’

‘I’m not having an incestuous threesome with you,’ she interjected. ‘I mean don’t get me wrong, I’d fuck Cass, but I’m not fucking you.’

‘Stop interrupting,’ said Emilia, laughing hard. ‘And you two really need to shag and get it out of your system.’

Alice snorted this time, drawing the attention of a nearby elderly couple who smiled kindly in their direction. She grinned back, winked and took a small gulp of her drink, still laughing.

‘Shush,’ said Emilia, waving her hands to quiet her down. ‘Listen. Cass and I have been talking… about, opening up our relationship.’

Alice’s eyes flew wide open and she leaned forward almost spitting out hot coffee. As she tried to gulp it down she burned her throat and dribbled some of the hot black liquid onto her hands.

‘Holy shit, Em. I always figured that one day you two would finally discover a kink, but you’re gonna do a marathon before you even tried running? Maybe let him stick his dick in your ass first, before you let him fuck other women.’

Emilia smiled at Alice and raised her eyebrows.

‘Oh my god, you’ve already let him stick it up your bum? I don’t even know you anymore. When did you become edgy?’

‘Stop it,’ said Emilia, blushing.

‘So what’s made you want to do this? Are you guys still happy together?’

‘Yes, absolutely. That’s a large part of it. It may sound weird, but we’re completely and utterly comfortable with each other. We’re happy, we’re in love, and we trust each other intimately.’

‘Until you fall for someone else.’

‘That won’t happen.’

‘Why not?’

‘Because I love Cass,’ she said. ‘And because even if I did start to like someone else, I would still love Cass.’

‘You fall in love fast, Em. You fell in love with your first boyfriend, and then you fucking married him.’

‘That’s a bad example because it’s the only example. I love him, and you know I do.’

Alice stared at her sister, probing her. Then she smiled. ’Test passed. I think,’ she said. ‘Just don’t be saying this out loud and inside you’re thinking that you want to do this to save your relationship, or because you think he wants to, or because you just want to fuck around.’

Emilia shook her head.

Alice looked around at the other people in the cafe and then leaned in. ‘Orgies are the fucking best.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Emilia. ‘Seriously?’

She nodded, laughing. ‘Hell yes,’ she said. ‘In fact, there’s a masquerade ball in a week.’

‘What’s that?’

‘Everyone dresses up in black-tie, lingerie and evening wear and you wear these old ornate masks, or quite frankly whatever you can find in the charity shop. You basically mask up and spend an evening mingling with other couples. There’s usually a buffet, theatrics, some musical entertainment and then if you’re interested, and stay on past the end of the night, they open up a bunch of private rooms and everyone gets naked and starts fucking.’

‘Oh gosh,’ said Emilia, leaning forward.

‘It’s not strictly just for swingers or whatever, it’s like a high society thing, mingle with the big wigs, push your business card around, network, and later if you’re up to it, fuck someone else’s husband or wife.’

She raised her eyebrows at her sister, invitingly.

‘Maybe,’ said Emilia.

‘If you want I can get you both tickets? It’s not exactly the sort of thing you can pick up online.’

‘I should probably talk to Cass first,’ she replied, but she was already getting excited.

‘I’ll get you the tickets, there’s no pressure. You don’t have to stay, just go and have a good time on me and see where the night goes.’

‘Cass was talking about boundaries the other night?’

‘Have you set some?’

‘No, well, sort of,’ she said, concerned that she’d done something wrong.

‘Probably for the best, if you want to really enjoy yourself. But if you do set boundaries, stick to them. Make them a golden rule, never to be broken and then don’t break them. Once the trust goes, it all falls apart. I’ve been there, and it’s shit.’

‘Thank you, I knew I could talk to you about this,’ said Emilia. ‘Wait, will you be there?’

Alice shrugged, ‘Maybe?’ she said. ‘Perhaps Cass and I could finally get it out of our system, eh?’

‘I’d let you,’ said Emilia, without hesitation.

Alice’s eyes widened again. ‘Wow, and on that sex-bombshell, I’d better go back to work,’ she stood up and downed the rest of her Mocha and then hugged her sister tight, kissing her on the cheek and then holding her shoulders. ‘You ever need to talk about this, don’t hesitate. Nothing is taboo between us, okay? I love you.’

‘I love you, too. Thank you.’

She winked and turned to leave and then spoke loudly. ‘Even if it’s about bum stuff,’ and with that, she walked out the door of the cafe, to silence, save for the tinkle of crockery as Emilia went bright red and sat straight down, desperately trying to shrink into her seat but failing miserably.
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Alice delivered the tickets in person a few days later and Emilia had excitedly opened the door to greet her.

‘I haven’t asked Cass yet,’ she whispered conspiratorially, as her sister stepped over the threshold. ‘Do you think I should surprise him?’

‘Surprise him? With an orgy?’ said Alice. ‘Maybe one step at a time, Em.’

‘Oh, okay. Are you coming in?’

‘No, I have to dash. I’ve got to meet with a client. In fact, I’m going to be away for a few days in Germany.’

‘That’s not too far,’ said Emilia, relaxing a little. She always became anxious when her sister travelled.

‘No, thankfully. Had to pull two all-nighters this week, although a long plane journey would’ve been nice to reset the clock.’

‘When are you back?’

‘Saturday, just in time for the ball.’

’So you’re going?’ she said, hopeful.

‘Maybe,’ said Alice. ‘It all depends on how knackered I am when I get back.’

‘Let me know if you’re up to it,’ said Emilia.

‘I will not,’ she winked and shushed her fingers to her lips. ‘I've got to go, take it easy, Em and don't rush things.’

Emilia closed the door as Alice drove away, then she walked back into the living room where Cassian was watching morning television.

‘Who was that?’ he asked, looking up as he turned down the volume.

‘Alice, she popped by to give us some tickets for an event next weekend.’

‘She’s not coming in?’ he said, looking past her into the corridor.

‘Don't be too disappointed,’ she sighed with a wry grin. ‘She's off to Germany.’

Her husband nodded and turned back to the TV. ‘What's the event?’ he asked.

Emilia sat down on the couch and opened the envelope. ‘It's a masquerade ball? She might not make it, but she’s given us some tickets.’

‘Like, tuxedo and a mask? How decadent.’

‘There's an after-party too.’

‘Oh yeah?’

Emilia nodded, but Cassian’s attention was back on the television now, watching and listening to the pretty blonde news reporter reading out the headlines of the day. 

‘Where everyone gets naked and fucks,’ she said quietly.

Cassian turned back to her, brow furrowed. ‘What?’

Emilia smiled, blushing. ‘There's an after-party, we don't have to go though, but Alice says it's a lot of fun.’

‘Wait, you spoke to Alice about this?’

Emilia nodded. ‘We talk about everything.’

Cassian continued to stare, wide-eyed. ‘And she’s okay with it?’

‘Yes. Come on, this is Alice we’re talking about. If you’re not sure about going, that’s fine.’

She got up and walked off into the kitchen as Cassian called after her and then followed. 

‘I'm sorry, I'm just a bit surprised,’ he said, placing his bowl of cereal down on the side. ‘This is going a bit quicker than I thought it would. The other day we were talking about opening up our marriage and now we’ve got tickets to an orgy at the weekend and your sister knows all about it? It's a lot to take in.’

Emilia stayed quiet, looking down at the floor, her hand resting on the kitchen counter surface as Cassian picked up the tickets and looked them over. 

‘The Carnaval de Débauche?’ he said, raising his eyebrows. ‘So… what happens at the after-party?’

‘I don’t know. Alice says that it’s just for whoever wants to stay on.’

‘There must be more to it than that.’

Emilia shrugged. ‘Maybe they give out secret invites while we’re there?’

‘Your name’s not on the list, because you’re not hot enough?’ he joked.

Emilia shrugged. She was beginning to feel a bit deflated. 

‘What about cameras?’ said Cassian, looking up as he fingered the embossed card. ‘I don’t want to end up in the local paper, I think the boss might have a few words to say about it.’

‘There’s no way they’d let cameras in, but I don’t really know.’

He put the tickets back down on the side and then looked over at his wife. ‘I know, I'm sorry,’ he said. ‘It’s just huge. Maybe, could we go to the ball and if we’re not feeling comfortable, we just leave at closing time?’

Emilia looked back up at him and smiled. ‘Yeah that’s fine,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry, I don't want to make you uncomfortable. I'm just excited about this.’

She stepped forward into his arms and they hugged.

‘Don't be sorry, let's just go, and see what happens,’ he said with a smile.

Emilia looked up at him, with her big eyes full of hope. ‘Are you sure?’

‘Let's do it.’
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CHAPTER TWO
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THE CARNAVAL DE Débauche was taking place at a secret mansion somewhere on the outskirts of Oxford and after signing up and verifying their identities - a stage which had nearly put Emilia off entirely - she had been informed that she would receive a text message an hour beforehand letting them know the location of the event.

Now they were following a Jaguar down a long, illuminated, tree-lined driveway which led to a secluded mansion with enough parking for several hundred guests.

The property itself was bathed in yellow light, lit by spotlights from below, and the ground floor was punctuated by two-storey high Victorian windows, each one almost twenty-foot tall, with thick velvet curtains closed to the outside world. 

As Cassian pulled up, under the supervision of a luminous parking attendant, he saw that the grounds were being patrolled by security, each one dressed in suits with ear-pieces and matching haircuts. This was clearly a well-organised event, he thought to himself as he stepped out of their battered Fiesta, and we are a little bit out of our depth.

He went around to Emilia’s door and opened it for her, holding out his hand to help her step out. She looked radiant. Dressed in a deep purple, ankle-length evening dress, embroidered with gold stitching and a revealing neckline which Cassian found himself staring down, knowing he wouldn't be the only one this evening to enjoy the same view. 

Or perhaps, even more? 

The sudden, almost intrusive thought brought back that feeling of jealously again, maybe even possessiveness and he stifled it and took a deep breath. 

He had watched her get dressed, and he had seen the pink and black lace knickers she had chosen, the thigh high stockings with the little bow that she had pulled on and clipped to the pink and flowery basque that made her breasts look like they were overflowing. She looked so stunning and heartbreakingly beautiful, that he didn't want her to ever leave the house again. 

He focused his mind on how much he loved her. Telling himself that he wanted this too and reminding himself how much he wanted her to be happy. But his heart still ached at the idea of another man touching her and he had to swallow his pride and think about something else entirely to stop his legs from turning around, getting back in the car and driving away from all of this.

‘I feel like a small fish in a big fucking pond,’ he said quietly as she stood next to him, marvelling at the sight of the mansion.

‘Does it matter?’ she asked. ‘We’re here now. Shall we?’

She extended out her hand to him a moment later, and he took it and led her off towards the entrance. As they walked Emilia adjusted her mask with her free hand. She had found an ornate and delicate lace disguise, with what appeared to be intricate craftsmanship, prickled with crystal and glitter. It was simple and stunning and moulded almost perfectly to her face, except for the eye holes which she was finding frustratingly small.

Cassian on the other hand had opted for a much more stark and bold choice. His was black and ivory with chessboard streaks and baroque embossing set against a cracked China backing. It covered two-thirds of his face, making him look like the Phantom of the Opera.

Emilia had laughed when he had first put it on, but she had to admit that he looked devilishly handsome and had told him so straight away. She was worried that she might end up being rather left behind this evening in the attention stakes.

As they approached the entrance, a small queue had formed, with two burly doormen verifying identities and performing searches of bags and coats. They had left their phones in the car, and Emilia felt a little vulnerable without them, but seeing that phones and cameras were amongst some of the items being confiscated and tagged, she felt a brief moment of relief.

Once inside the mansion, they were greeted by an exuberant and fancifully dressed man who directed them through to the ballroom, where the rest of the stunningly gorgeous guests were beginning to assemble and mingle.

It struck Emilia as she walked in, that she was somewhat overdressed, and that she wasn't quite young enough for the room. Most of the people in front of her were nubile twenty-somethings, clad in what was little more than lacy lingerie, and it was clear that they were all cut from the same cloth - toned, muscly, skinny and gorgeous - and at first, she found it quite intimidating. But it quickly became apparent that age was not a barrier, and she also realised that whilst the younger crowd had congregated together in large clumps, the older crowd was encircling the room in smaller, more cliquey pockets. Many of the groups were observing the younger ones. It felt a little uncomfortably like an auction of flesh, and it made her feel slightly uneasy.

Walking slowly, they carefully gravitated towards the outer edge of the room, away from the hustle in the middle before making their way hand in hand along to the buffet at the far end.

‘Are you okay?’ said Emilia. ‘This is a bit weird, isn’t it?’

‘It's not quite what I was expecting,’ laughed Cass. ‘It feels a little bit like a school disco, but with masks.’

‘Shall we get a drink? We don't have to stay if it gets too weird.’

Cassian nodded as they continued weaving their way through the crowd, squeezing their way past women dressed as though they’d walked straight off a porn set, some wearing little more than string, others more conservatively attired.

And then the lights went out.

Emilia grabbed for Cassian’s hand in the dark.

There followed a low rumble, like thunder approaching, and then a voice reverberated around the room as a spotlight shone down from the ceiling, illuminating the entrance which was now flooded by a thick cloud of dry ice. Then the exuberant man appeared through the smoke.

‘Welcome one, welcome all. Welcome ladies and welcome gentleman and welcome to all those in-between.’

There was a flash and a crash and then a series of bright lights flashed on and lit the space from innumerable angles, transforming what initially appeared to be a gaudy, baroque ballroom into a bright, colourful, sophisticated and almost theatrical space.

Hung above them in the centre of the room were three giant masks, more than fifteen feet across, looking out and down, imposingly upon them all in every direction. There was more too. Somehow, whilst the original lights had been turned off and their attention had been drawn to the host, large Art Deco mirrors had been erected around the space, along with drapes that had unfurled from the ceiling. Venetian lamps and tables had sprung seemingly out of the floor, busts of Roman figures and Greek statues had appeared from nowhere, and when Emilia looked closely she realised that the statues were actually living performance artists, standing stock still and naked, covered in a dusty white powder that gave the appearance of stone.

It was unreal and her eyes were wide with amazement. After a few moments stood stock-still in awe she realised that she was still squeezing Cassian’s hand and she slowly relaxed her grip. The atmosphere of the whole room had changed, it had gone from what seemed like a slightly awkward costume party, to, well… a Carnival of Debauchery.

The compere’s theatrical voice boomed through the room again. ‘And doth the evening hath begun, bare not your souls foul fiends of filth, but bare your flesh with masques of silk, on all fours though beggest sooth and in thine soul find ruin, and truth.’

With this, the room shuddered with the sound of drums and a thunderous bass line as the music began and in the centre, the younger crowd began to go wild.

Emilia was enthralled, but as much as she loved the intensity and theatrical power of it all, it was proving a little too much too soon so she tugged at Cassian's arm and pointed towards an anteroom off the main event, and they began to weave their way through the crowd together, hand in hand.

As they walked, a young woman, masked and dressed in an elegant and almost entirely see-through red-lace gown, slapped Cassian on the bum, pinching hard before disappearing into the crowd, leaving Emilia stood mouth agape in shock as her husband grinned and laughed.

Once they reached the side room, the sound of the music began to fade to a more manageable volume and they stepped over the threshold to find a more civilised scene, with couples talking, eating and drinking wine. Even the clothing that most of them were wearing was more in line with Cassian and Emilia’s choices, and both of them began to relax a little, feeling more at home in this crowd.

‘We should mingle,’ she said, winking and then noticing her husband’s expression. ‘Are you okay?’

He nodded. ‘Just a little intimidated.’

‘I like your honesty,’ she said, smiling. ‘Come on, let's go find a nice group of people to slip into. We can be whoever we want, remember? We’re in disguise.’

She pulled him forward with a squeeze of her hand, and then twirled and skipped away as she laughed, whilst Cassian drew a long deep breath, closed his eyes, and exhaled hard.
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Cassian first saw Amy in the reflection of one of the eight-foot-tall baroque mirrors which had been erected around the room like monoliths. Her bright red hair had caught his eye, and he had found himself drawn back to look for her, tuning out of the droning conversation he was stuck in with an ageing banking executive from Slough.

‘I just don't understand why they insist on increasing funding to support these initiatives,’ the old man was saying when he was interrupted by a waitress offering a refill of his third drink of the evening. 

Cassian took the opportunity to excuse himself and headed towards the bathroom, leaving the complainer in the company of an equally disinterested woman, dressed in white with a mask that made her look a bit like a chicken.

As he feigned his exit, he looked across to where the attractive redhead was standing and found her again. Looking at her properly now, he saw that her mouth was ever so slightly asymmetric, her lip curling in one corner to form an alluring smirk. 

She looked smart and driven, and he could see that she was holding the attention of the group that surrounded her and not purely because of her striking looks. 

Then he saw that a tall man, with a sharp haircut and a well-fitted suit, wearing a mask which gave him the appearance of a crow, was leaning into her, his hand softly placed in the small of her back, pride clear in his expression as she spoke. 

Cassian found himself drawn to her, like he had discovered the life of the party, or a flame in the darkness, so much so that he found he was staring, and then her eyes caught his, and for a brief and intense second they both gazed at each other, and she faltered.

He looked away, embarrassed, turning quickly and continuing on his way toward the toilets, unsure of what else to do. He wanted to look back, to catch her eye again and feel that connection, but he was too embarrassed to do so. 

Inside the restroom, he headed into one of the cubicles and stood inside awkwardly before remembering why he was here, but as he relieved himself he kept replaying the look in the girl’s eyes back in his mind.

She was stunning. He’d come here tonight with zero expectations and a feeling of dread in the pit of his stomach, worrying that his wife might want to enjoy this experience more than he did, but suddenly, in a single heartbeat, his foundations had been shook. Perhaps it was just the context of this party, this strange, wonderful and unusual event, or… could it be something more?

He closed his eyes and sighed, then he flushed, turned and opened the door and came out to see the red-haired woman’s partner - the man in the crow mask - slowly washing his hands in the sink. 

Cassian froze, and the man looked up, glancing at him in the mirror. ‘My wife’s quite the centre of attention, isn’t she?’ he said. 

The man looked around and picked up a paper towel as Cassian slowly recovered, carefully stepping up to the sink to wash his own hands, whilst smiling politely and feeling somewhat nervous.

‘My name's Mark,’ said the man.

‘Cassian’, he replied as he grabbed a paper towel for himself and dried his fingers before taking the stranger’s hand. ‘She certainly draws a crowd.’

Mark laughed softly and turned back to the mirror. ‘Are you married?’

‘Six years,’ said Cass. ‘How about you?’

Mark nodded his head. ‘Two,’ he said. ‘It's gone by in a flash.’

Cassian looked the man up and down in a flash as he glanced back toward the mirror. He was built, but not excessively - lean, powerful and rigid. His stature and poise were hard and his movements snapped. The haircut was the clue but the rest was the evidence.

‘Are you military?’

Mark smiled. ‘What gave it away?’

‘You don’t hide it well,’ smirked Cassian.

‘Ex. I work in protection now, mostly politicians, CEO’s, a few rock stars. Charming people. Salt of the earth. How about you?’

‘Is that how you met? You were her bodyguard?’

‘No, it’s almost as cliche though.’

Cassian laughed and turned as he began to make his way towards the door.

‘Come and meet her,’ said Mark. ‘I already caught you staring at her, you may as well come and get a proper look.’

Cassian faltered as he reached the exit and realised he’d stopped walking.

‘It's fine,’ laughed Mark. ‘She's gorgeous, it's hard not to stare. Come and say hello, she’d love to meet you.’

Mark gestured to the doorway, and Cassian, now more than a little flustered, pushed it open. The sound of the party rushed back and filled his senses once again, and on the other side of the door, he found a throng of people shouting and dancing.

‘This way,’ said Mark, touching Cassian’s arm above the elbow to guide him. ‘She won't have moved whilst she still has an audience.’

He followed on in a daze, squeezing and sliding his way through the party guests, smiling at various masked men and women. As he moved he was looking out for Emilia, hoping to catch her eye and beckon her over, and then he saw her near the bar. ‘Wait, I’m just going to get my wife.’

Mark turned and nodded, ‘Come on over to us when you’re ready.’

Cassian met the man’s eye for a brief moment, and then he turned and weaved his way quickly toward his wife, touching her lightly on the arm. She was in the middle of being accosted by a young lad of around twenty, who was excitedly telling her all about the latest developments in the world of robotics. ‘Sorry to interrupt, Em, but we’ve got a date.’

‘Oh?’ she said, confused.

He leaned close and whispered in her ear. ‘Follow me.’

Then he took her by the hand, much to the disappointment of the young lad, and led her through the throng of party-goers towards what Emilia could see was a stunningly beautiful red-haired girl, whose radiance seemed to effervesce upon those around her.

Emilia found herself experiencing a sensation she hadn’t felt in years, perhaps not since school. She didn’t know if it was the intensity of the party, or the thought of what may or may not happen later, or what Cassian had said about a date, but there was an unexpected spark of attraction towards this girl and she found herself desperately hoping that Cassian was taking her by the hand to meet her, and not someone else.

As the couple approached, the handsome and clean-cut gentleman to the woman's right turned and smiled and Emilia felt a sudden rush of excitement.

‘Amy,’ said Mark. ‘There's someone I’d like you to meet. This is Cassian.’

Amy’s jewel-green eyes met Cassian’s and she smiled such a friendly and disarming smile that it seemed to make his embarrassment disappear into a gentle haze. She reached out her hand and he took it and softly shook.

‘Cassian,’ she said, stepping away from her audience with an apologetically demure glance.

As she spoke she reached out and touched his arm, and then she leaned in and whispered. ‘I’m so sorry, I asked my husband to head off and find someone normal for us to talk to, I hope you don’t mind?’

Cassian laughed. ‘It’s quite the peculiar event, isn’t it?’ he said, and at the same time, he brought Emilia forward, who was now feeling so shy she feared that actual butterflies might escape her mouth if she were to open it.

‘This is my wife, Emilia.’

Amy reached out a hand to her and said. ‘Well, you are stunning, no wonder you found yourself a handsome man like this.’

‘Thank you,’ she managed, grinning like a schoolgirl. She had to fight to stop herself from chewing her own hair.

‘So what brings you two here then?’ said Mark.

Emilia tried to keep herself from stuttering, but as Cassian began to speak, she managed to interrupt him and get a hold of herself. ‘My sister gave us the tickets,’ she said. ‘She works for Berkshire Radcliffe, but they sent her out to Germany this week and she wasn’t sure if she would make it back in time.’

‘What does she do?’

‘Corporate solicitor and accountant,’ said Emilia. ‘What do you guys do?’

‘I’m a struggling artist, and muscles here thinks he’s Kevin Costner.’

Emilia frowned and looked confused, but Cassian stepped in. ‘Mark is a bodyguard.’

Her eyes widened. ‘What sort of artist are you?’

‘Oh gosh, sorry,’ said Amy, her eyes widening as she grinned and touched her lips. ‘He’s not my bodyguard. Mark and I are married, but he works as a bodyguard.’

‘Oh, I see,’ said Emilia, embarrassed by her mistake.

‘As for your question, I’m a shit artist, but Mark gets paid a silly amount of money, so I’m fortunate enough to spend my days exploring my creative side, although I'm starting to wonder if I have one. What about you two?’

‘Marketing,’ said Cassian.

‘I’m a physiotherapist.’

‘So how does a physiotherapist and a marketing guru meet?’ she laughed.

‘How does a bodyguard and an artist meet?’ said Emilia, not quite ready to share their story of meeting at the tender age of fourteen.

‘Touché,’ said Amy. ‘Fine, I’ll go first,’ she leaned in closer so she could talk a little more quietly. ‘I was dating the lead singer of a rock band and Mark was leading his security detail. One night, Mr Rock Star got fucked up on cocaine and whiskey and beat the shit out of me. Mark stepped in, and I began questioning my life choices.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Emilia, stunned.

‘I’m sorry to hear that,’ said Cassian, taken aback.

‘And apparently, my life choices led me here,’ she swept her hand around the room and Emilia laughed.

‘So how did you end up with an invite?’ said Emilia, trying to divert the conversation.

’Through Mark’s company, his security team is working the event and they had spare tickets. Although I’m pretending that I’m a world-famous but completely unheard of contemporary artist and that Mark is my elite bodyguard for the night. Mark, do the thing where you speak into your arm.’

Mark shook his head and laughed and then feigned looking serious, holding his wrist to his mouth. ’PPO-five to TFT, unauthorised members of the public in close proximity to priority one, request takedown. Over.’

Amy smiled and bit her lip. ‘It turns me on more than I care to admit when he does that.’

Emilia let out a long slow breath in agreement, thankful for the mask which was hiding her blush. Amy reached out and touched her arm and laughed, then she took her hand and started pulling her towards the bar. ‘Come on, I like you, let’s go get some more drinks.’

As the girls disappeared into the crowd, Cassian turned to Mark. ‘That wasn’t as cliche as I was expecting, sounds like you did a good thing.’

‘It worked out well for everyone, Mr Rock Star spent a little time in hospital, then a little time in jail, then a little time in rehab.’

‘I’m no closer to figuring out who he was. That describes an awful lot of rock stars.’

Mark laughed, but clearly, he had no intention of revealing who his client had been.

A few minutes later the girls returned, with two more drinks each, holding out soft drinks for the men and keeping cocktails for themselves.

‘So Emilia tells me you like to fuck her in the ass?’ said Amy.

‘What?’ said Cassian, turning to Emilia shocked.

‘What, I never said that?’ said Emilia, equally surprised and embarrassed. 

‘But you have, haven’t you?’ laughed Amy. ‘Oh my, you guys are not as vanilla as I thought. You are dirty.’

Mark rolled his eyes, ‘Sorry, two sips of Margherita and Amy loses all of her inhibitions.’

‘What else do you like, Emilia?’ she said, staring at her with her big probing, green eyes. ‘Do you like it from behind? What’s your favourite position?’

Emilia laughed, feeling emboldened by her mask. Amy was exciting. ‘Reverse cowgirl and the jockey.’

‘Oh my goodness, I love the jockey. Mark get’s really deep when we do that like he’s trying to fuck my cervix,’ she burst into loud laughter and drank another gulp of her drink.

Mark was gently shaking his head, as Cassian looked on bemused.

Emilia leaned forward and loudly whispered. ‘I love it when he fingers my ass,’ which prompted Amy to almost spew Margherita in her face.

Cassian stepped forward now and put his arm around his wife. ‘I think you’re getting carried away,’ he said, but Emilia shrugged him off.

‘Oh come on, Cass, let your hair down,’ she laughed.

‘Yes, let's dance!’ said Amy. Then she reached past Emilia, and to her surprise, grabbed Cassian’s arm and pulled him into the crowd, boldly dancing with him to the thumping bass line.

Emilia watched them as Amy started grinding and sliding up against her husband and she suddenly felt a little left out. Seemingly sensing her disillusionment, Mark’s hand appeared in front of her and beckoned an invitation to dance with him. 

‘Come on, it’s best to meet her at her level after she’s had a few,’ he smiled. ‘If you can’t beat them, join them.’

Emilia took his hand with a blushing smile and followed him over to where Cassian and Amy were dancing, her husband looking more than a little intimated.

Now Amy turned her attention on Emilia, grabbing both her hands and twirling herself around, so her palms were on her hips, then she slid up and down and moved her new friend’s wrists up and down her body, brushing past the edges of her breasts. Then she spun around and began pressing her ass into her crotch and holding her arms across her chest, all in time to the music.

She had never felt like this with a girl before, but Amy was something else, and to her surprise, she could feel herself getting more and more aroused. It was as though she was enchanting her, casting some sort of spell. If any other girl had danced like this with her before, she would have felt uncomfortable and walked away, but with Amy it was thrilling.

There was a hint of jealousy there too. 

Amy and Cassian had some sort of connection that she didn't understand yet, and on one level she wasn’t sure how she felt about it, and on another, it was exhilarating. Either way, she could feel herself starting to tingle with electricity. 

As Amy spun around and into her again, Emilia buried her face into the girl's hair and breathed in deeply, and found it to be intoxicating.

The newly acquainted foursome danced for another half an hour, before retiring to a nearby table for a further round of refreshments.

‘This night is turning out far better than I thought it would,’ said Amy, sitting down lightly on Emilia’s lap. ‘You guys are so much fun, and damn, you can dance, Em.’

Emilia, who by now was more than a little enamoured, and inebriated, started stroking Amy’s thigh and nodding. ‘I think we’ve had a great time too,’ she said. ‘Cass?’

‘I’m exhausted,’ said Cassian. ‘So, probably, yes.’

‘What time is it?’ said Amy.

‘Zero hundred hours,’ said Mark.

‘He means midnight,’ said Amy, turning slightly and putting her arms around Emilia as she sat dangling her legs. ‘And I think we’ll need to be heading off. My carriage turns into a pumpkin if I don’t leave before midnight.’

‘But Cinderella?’ said Emilia. ‘Will I ever see you again?’

‘Would you like to see me again?’

Emilia nodded.

‘Give me your phone,’ she said.

‘It’s in the car,’ said Emilia.

‘Oh shit, so’s mine. Fuck. You’ll just have to remember it then,’ she said. ‘We weren’t even allowed to bring in a sodding pen. I know Mark looks like a badass, but he’s not Liam fucking Neeson.’

‘I could kill all three of you with a pen,’ said Mark.

‘Well, that’s dark. Wait, do you have some lipstick?’

Emilia nodded and delved into her dress. ‘And I have pockets,’ she said grinning. After rummaging around inside of them she produced a small red lipstick.

Amy turned to face her, smiling briefly as their eyes met for a moment too long, and then pushed the edge of the neckline of her dress to one side in order to write her number on the top of Emilia’s left breast.

‘Nice underwear,’ she whispered as she drew close to her ear.

Emilia tried to control herself, but let out an involuntary shake and had to bite her lip as Amy wrote.

‘There,’ she said when she was done, practically tucking her new friend's boob back into her dress. ‘Now, you have my number,’ then she kissed Emilia on the cheek and sprung up into the air.

‘Come on,’ she said. ‘Take me home and spank me, I think I’ve been a little naughty this evening.’

She winked, and then they were leaving.

Emilia watched with a mixture of jealously, disappointment and excitement as they left. There was a part of her that had wanted them to stay, and for them all to head to the after-party together, but for some reason, whilst Emilia fancied them both, the idea of heading off to a room together and shagging didn't feel like enough now. 

‘You okay?’ said Cassian, moving closer as she pined.

Emilia turned to face him. ‘I guess,’ she said, nodding.

‘Do you still want to stay?’

She looked around at the other guests, some of them starting to leave, others hanging back. 

‘Yes, I think so,’ she said. ‘We can stay for a bit maybe, and see what it's like?’

But something had changed inside of her, something was different. She didn't really understand what it was, but she felt strangely hollow as if she had found a key to a part of her soul that she didn’t know existed, and then as suddenly as it had been opened, it had been closed, leaving her desperate for more.

She turned and tried to look for Amy and Mark, but they had already gone.
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As the crowd thinned, Emilia and Cassian began to realise that a thinner stream of party guests were gravitating towards the central staircase that led up to the upper floors of the cavernous mansion, and as they began to head over, Emilia started to wonder who lived here. She guessed that they must be involved in the party somehow, or perhaps it was owned by a family who hired it out to functions like this, or maybe nobody lived here, and it was a corporate retreat of some kind. She also wondered just how many people did this sort of thing every week. If her own sister might be here, who else in her circle of friends was into this lifestyle?

At the foot of the roped-off staircase stood two men dressed in sharp and well-fitted dinner suits and wearing Venetian masks like all of the other men and women surrounding them. As each couple approached the stairs they were vetted and checked, before being allowed to ascend. She also noticed that only couples and single women were being allowed through. No single men were approaching the roped off concourse. 

‘Are you sure you want to do this?’ asked Cassian, pulling her to a stop and squeezing her hand with a kind firmness.

She looked up at him, and then over toward the staircase, biting her lip and frowning, thinking back to the excitement of Amy and Mark. ‘I don't know,’ she said. ‘But I don't want to regret not trying if we walk away now.’

Her husband nodded and then he pulled her in close to him, holding her against his chest and kissing her forehead with a warmth normally reserved for home.

As he pulled back, she looked up, staring deeply into his eyes. ‘Do you want this?’ she said.

He nodded slowly. ‘One step at a time though.’

‘One step at a time,’ she repeated. Then she took his hand, squeezed it and led him slowly toward the stairs as her heart began to race.

As they approached, one of the stern-looking men turned to greet them and Emilia noticed him appraising them quickly as they drew near. ‘Good evening, Mr and Mrs Black,’ he said.

Emilia’s eyes widened with surprise. ‘Do we know you?’ she said.

The man shook his head. ‘No, Mrs Black. We memorise the features of each of our guests before they arrive to ensure a personal welcome.’

The man reached down and unclipped the rope, moving it aside for them to pass through. ‘Miss Alice Hunter sends her best wishes,’ he said as they reached the first step.

Emilia stopped and looked up at Cassian who was laughing quietly. ‘Do you think she’s here?’ she said.

‘I hope so,’ said Cassian.

‘If she is, then I wouldn't mind if you both wanted to…’ she trailed off, a powerful jolt of fear and excitement pulsing in her chest as she spoke, making her feel dizzy.

Cassian lips went dry and he licked them, frowning. ‘Really?’

Emilia nodded her head and smiled. ‘She's beautiful, and I know you'd be kind. I'd almost rather you were with her than a stranger.’

Cassian stopped on the stairs suddenly, then leaned down and kissed his wife with such passion and love that she swooned, her legs turning to jelly as he held her.

As he pulled away she felt dizzy. ‘I love you,’ he said before they continued up the stairs.

‘You be careful who you go kissing with those lips tonight,’ she laughed, still wobbling.

As they neared the top, they saw another couple heading into one of the side rooms, and, not knowing what else to do, they followed.

As they approached the doorway, which was partially closed, they peered inside and listened. Beyond the threshold were three young couples. The ones who had just arrived were still dressed in evening wear, but the other two couples were a little more relaxed. The two women were sat together, almost naked, entwined in each other's arms and kissing passionately as their male partners looked on.

The new couple that had walked in were standing near the door watching the others, and as Emilia observed, the two kissing women stopped and turned to appraise the new arrivals, before nodding. It was as if they had approved this new pair joining in, and Emilia suddenly felt incredibly self-conscious. She found that she didn't want to go in, that she was too afraid of being rejected. But Cass was already opening the door and pulling her gently by the hand inside.

The fully dressed newcomers turned to look at them both and smiled. The woman was beautiful, and Emilia watched with surprise as this brunette beauty locked eyes with her whilst she slipped off her dress, letting it fall to the floor around her ankles, revealing a red lace baby doll and matching stockings stretched up to the tops of her thighs, but that was all. She wasn’t wearing any knickers, and as Emilia’s eyes took this in, she blanched.

Unable to take her eyes off the girl, she watched as she walked around to the other two girls, stroking their shoulders as she passed and then she straddled one of the two other men, biting his lower lip as she sat down on his lap.

Emilia’s face was a picture of shock. These women had all the control here, and it was incredibly intimidating. Her relationship with Cass had always been equal. She wasn't in charge and neither was he. It felt overwhelming to see these women employ such audacity and confidence, but it was equally empowering and she admired them for it. 

But it wasn't quite what she was expecting either, or hoping for. She wanted slow, she wanted sensual, she wanted warmth and love. This felt raw and powerful and controlling.

She turned back to Cassian and shook her head and started towards the door.

The couples inside paid no more attention as they left, Cassian pulling the door closed as they came back out onto the landing.

‘What's wrong?’ he said.

‘I'm sorry, it was just a bit too much,’ she said, close to tears. ‘I don't want that. I want this, but not that.’

‘Maybe we could try a different room?’

Emilia nodded and looked down the corridor. The first door they came to was ajar, and she peered inside to find three naked couples already fucking. One of the women was sucking the cock of one man as she was being fucked from behind by another. She closed the door quietly and kept walking, although she was surprised to find that she was now a little more turned on than she was before.

The next door opened onto a much tamer scene. Inside were another two couples, and they were kissing what Emilia assumed was their own partners, but it wasn't clear and whilst the women were no longer wearing evening wear, the room didn't feel quite as intense as the first.

One of the girls looked up and smiled as she walked inside, pulling Cassian after her, then the girl went back to kissing the masked man on the large sofa as Emilia looked around. 

The room was as big as the ground floor of their house. It was lit by a mixture of dull red lamps and warm orange spotlights, and in the centre was an enormous four-poster bed that stretched up to the ceiling, surrounded on all sides by thin privacy drapes.

To her right were two large deep red leather sofas that faced each other, and in the middle was an ornate coffee table bordered with stitched leather and mounted on what looked like the legs of a Stag. In the middle of the table was a bowl filled to the brim with a variety of condoms and lube.

Emilia stifled a laugh. 

The whole scene was utterly decadent and uncomfortably gaudy, but this room felt far more comfortable and better paced than the others and she didn't feel quite so self-conscious.

She took Cassian’s hand and with a heady mixture of anxiety, power and arousal, she led him over to the sofa. 

As she drew near, she took a closer look at the other couples. The girl nearest the bed was tall and thin, and no older than twenty or twenty-two and from her new vantage point she could see that whilst she was kissing her bearded partner, her hand was also wrapped around his erect cock which she was stroking slowly as she moved her hips back and forth.

She paled as she realised what she was looking at and turned away sharply to see that the other couple were less clothed than she’d appreciated from the doorway. This girl was more petite but the man was stacked like a bodybuilder, his shirt and jacket wide open and his chiselled chest bare and shaved.

As she reached the sofa, Emilia turned Cassian around and pushed him down with the palm of her hand and then hitched up her dress and straddled him, forcing herself to be confident. He held her waist in his strong arms as she bent down to kiss him, and she felt his cock growing between her thighs as she pressed herself down.

She felt intensely aroused now, but she couldn't shake the feeling of anxiety in the pit of her stomach and she felt like instead of trying to understand what was causing it, she was just powering through, determined to break the physical and emotional barrier she felt existed between their old selves and what she wanted them to become.

She glanced sideways and noticed that the tall girl’s hand was sliding up and down faster now, and the bearded man, who was breathing loudly and occasionally moaning, was looking over at them both, staring whilst licking his lips.

Then she felt a sensation behind her, and in the corner of her eye, she saw movement as the petite girl’s hands began to slide up Cassian’s thigh. Before she could say anything, the tall girl was standing up and pulling Emilia upright, then turning her around slowly to face the bed.

The girl’s lips were suddenly next to her ear and she blushed and shivered. ‘Would you like to touch my husband?’ she whispered, making the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. 

It was all happening so fast.

Before she could process what was happening, the girl was tugging on the zip of Emilia’s dress and sliding it down as the bearded man looked up at her, stroking his cock harder and faster, and then suddenly, she started to panic.

The anxiety in her stomach spread and took over her whole body, but it wasn't because of the situation, not entirely. It was something else. Something far more important to her. She didn't want this girl to smudge the number that Amy had written on her breast, and then just like that, everything felt wrong.

I don’t want this, she thought. This was just sex and it wasn’t right. Not for them. She wanted them to have something more than this. She wanted them to feel a real connection, and she'd felt that, or at least something like that, with Amy and Mark.

She looked to the side and saw that the petite girl was moving her hands up Cassian’s chest and was leaning up to kiss him. 

‘No,’ she said. The word came out of her mouth far more forcefully than she’d anticipated.

The girl behind her stopped, the dress zip half undone as Cassian turned to look at her, and at the same time, the petite girl stopped, looking disappointed.

‘I'm sorry, I don't think I'm ready for this,’ she said, feeling shy all of a sudden. She moved away, her dress falling down over her shoulders as the tall girl smiled kindly. 

‘That's okay,’ she said. ‘It's hard the first time. You can just watch us if you want?’

Emilia shook her head. ‘No, thank you,’ she said as Cassian stood up looking concerned, watching as she began to walk backwards away from them all.

She reached the door and almost ran into the corridor and a moment later Cassian’s arm was around her shoulder, his hand doing up her zip as his arm wrapped around her. ‘Are you okay?’ he said.

‘Yes,’ she shook her head. ‘But I don't want this though.’

‘You liked them, didn't you?’ he said. ‘Amy and Mark?’

She smiled at him. He knew exactly what she was thinking - somehow he always did. 

She nodded. ‘I don't want it to be like this,’ she said. ‘Not with strangers.’

Cassian smiled. ‘Let’s get out of here,’ he said, winking.

Emilia took his hand in hers, and for a brief and fleeting moment, she thought about how it felt to hold Amy’s hand at the ball - how it felt soft and smooth, and electrifying, just like Cassian’s.

‘Let’s go,’ she said, and as she started down the stairs she understood what that feeling was now, the one she had felt before they headed up the stairs, and why it had felt new and exciting.

It was the start of a crush.
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Emilia spent the whole ride home smiling and buzzing with excitement. The first thing she had done when they’d got in the car, was ask Cassian to read the slightly smeared number off her breast and save it into her phone. 

She had never met anyone like Amy, and Mark was so nice and friendly, and manly. She had been thinking about them all the way back - what they were doing, if they were home already, and if Amy was bent over their bed, being spanked by her handsome husband. By the time they got home, her knickers were soaked through and she was more aroused than she had been in years.

The after-party had been exhilarating, she had pushed her boundaries and in doing so she had discovered that this wasn't just about sex. It was about finding an emotional connection, something personal, and she wondered if she might have found that tonight. 

Cassian unlocked the front door and pushed it wide, waving his arm theatrically for his wife to walk through. ‘My lady,’ he said.

She stepped over the threshold and dipped a brief curtsy in his’ direction as he followed her through. ‘Would you care to join me in the bedroom, kind stranger?’ she said.

‘Why certainly, Miss. It would be my pleasure.’

‘Oh, I am confident the pleasure will be all mine,’ she winked.

Cassian ran towards her and she screamed and started up the stairs. He kicked the front door shut and gave chase, running up behind her and through the open bedroom door where he leapt on top of her, pinning her down with his powerful arms.

She looked small beneath him, and so different in her mask. More like a stranger than his wife, and it was turning him on more than he cared to admit.

He kissed her, pinning her arms above her head as he did so, and she writhed in response.

‘Oh sir, please. Let me go, don't have your wicked way with me.’

He shook his head at her, laughing and let go of her arms, sitting back up on the bed. 

Concerned and a little frustrated, Emilia propped herself up on her elbows beside him. ‘What’s wrong?’

He looked at her and shrugged. ‘If this doesn’t happen how you want it to, will this be enough?’

‘How we want it to,’ she corrected. ‘I want you to want this.’

‘I do want this,’ he reached out and placed his hand on top of hers. ‘But I need to know that if it never becomes a reality, that this is good enough.’

Her eyes grew wide as she looked at him with an incredulous gaze of love and kindness, and nodded her head slowly. 

‘Cass, every morning I wake up next to you and I look across, and I think to myself, how did I get this lucky?’

He smiled and squeezed her hand as she continued.

‘It’s like, my heart is full and it’s full because of you, but… it’s got room to grow. When people have children, they don’t halve the love they have for their partner to accommodate their child, their heart grows, and it gets bigger and bigger the more you love. That’s how I feel, I want my heart to grow so I can love more, but my heart is already full.’

Cassian looked down then nodded. ‘You are really good at this,’ he said, laughing. 

Emilia raised her eyebrows and smiled. ‘I know, right?’

‘When we were in that room tonight, I wouldn’t have stopped you.’

‘I know,’ said Emilia.

‘And that little blonde girl? She was hot.’

‘She was blonde? I couldn’t see anything in there.’

‘The point is, I would’ve supported you,’ said Cassian, looking down at her on the bed.

‘But it wasn’t what you wanted,’ she said.

‘No.’

‘Like I was saying. How did I get this lucky?’

‘But, on the landing, when you said about Amy and Mark?’ he continued.

She turned her head to one side and frowned. ’I really liked them.’

‘I liked them too.’

She felt a surge of exhilaration. ’I don’t want to just have sex with strangers, I want more than that, I want what we have together, with others. I want a connection, not a quick fuck.’

‘That’s what I want too.’

‘Love shouldn’t be defined by sexual exclusivity,’ said Emilia. ‘I’m not yours, you're not mine, we are a partnership that’s built on respect. And if everything we do isn't about love and sharing and giving, then we’re doing it wrong.’

He nodded, then just as he was about to respond, she continued.

‘Also, it’s about having really good sex.’

He smirked. ‘I'm trying to be serious here.’

‘So am I. I don’t think you can have really, really good sex without a connection,’ she smiled. ‘Can I be honest with you?’

‘Of course.’

‘I really liked them.’

‘Me too,’ said Cassian. ‘Amy seemed really fun, and Mark was a good guy.’

‘So you'd be okay with them?’

‘They seemed really nice.’

‘You'd be okay with Mark, the bodyguard, poking me in the cervix?’

Cassian laughed and turned away. Then suddenly he whipped back around and gripped hold of her wrists, rolled her onto her front and pinned her back down on the bed. With his free hand, he flipped her dress up and over her back as she laughed, and looked down at her pink and black lace knickers. She squirmed in his grip, trying to turn her head to look back at him as his eyes followed the contour of her thighs, past the hooks that secured her stockings to the pink flowery basque that he’d coveted all night long.

Then, still holding her down with a single hand, he unclipped both of them and slid her whole body down until she was bent over the edge of the bed, knees on the floor. With his free hand, he quickly pulled down her knickers and let them fall to the floor around her legs, then she gasped as he approached her ear. She could feel his hot breath on the back of her neck as he spoke, sending goosebumps down her spine. 

‘You want to know if I’d be okay with him fucking you?’ he said.

Emilia’s mind raced with thoughts. He had never been this in charge before, and it was turning her on intensely.

‘I want to watch as his cock slides into your pussy,’ he continued as he spanked her across her behind, her eyes widening as the pleasure and the pain coursed through her body making her moan and open her mouth wide.

‘I want to watch as he pounds you hard, and listen as you say his name,’ he smacked her again with the flat of his palm and she buried her face in the duvet as she moaned again and wriggled in his grip.

‘I want to fuck you, whilst you suck him,’ he spanked her harder this time and her head whipped back as she let out a little cry and nodded her head, moaning in agreement.

‘I want to hold you close to me and make love to you, as he fucks your ass,’ he said, smacking her again.

‘Yes,’ she said, biting her lip. ‘I’d like that.’

‘I want to watch him make you come,’ he said, moving behind her and undoing his belt. 

She heard his trousers drop to the floor beside the bed as he spread her legs, and then she felt her pussy dripping in anticipation. ‘Fuck me,’ she whispered.

‘I want to see him fuck you hard,’ he pushed the head of his cock against her opening and teased her.

‘Please, fuck me,’ she said louder.

And then he pushed forward and slipped inside her.

She felt every beautiful vein and ridge of his cock as her warmth flowered open for him, and somehow it seemed like he was harder and bigger than ever before, and after all the build-up, the teasing and the tension of the whole night, she immediately began to orgasm, her pussy pulsating and quivering as she shook and writhed on the bed.

Cassian didn’t waste any time, thrusting into her again and again, his hand gripping her ass for balance as her pussy pulsed. As her climax gushed through her, she tore at the sheets of the bed and moaned and moaned and then she could feel her husband growing inside her as he whispered in her ear. ‘And I want to watch as he fills you up like this.’

He roared aloud as he exploded into her, quicker and harder than he ever had before, pumping rope after rope of love within her lips, shuddering and gasping for breath as the desperation of the moment overcame them both.

‘That's what I want,’ he whispered, leaning over her back, his cock still buried deep inside her, breathing hard as she overflowed. ‘That's what I want.’

‘I'm going to text them,’ said Emilia in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss. ‘I’m going to text them right now.’
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CHAPTER THREE
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TRUE TO HER word, Emilia had texted Amy that same night and by the following morning, her new friend had replied, suggesting that they meet up again soon and try a new escape room together that had opened recently in the town centre. The room was one of several in the venue and the one that Amy had suggested was a horror one, with a creepy story and a series of clues followed by some role play, but that was all they knew.

Emilia had been reluctant, it wasn't her sort of thing and was rather far outside of her comfort zone, but her excitement about seeing Amy and Mark again had overridden any fear she might have had. Now she and Cassian were in the car, on the way there, and there was very little room for backing out.

‘I’m so nervous,’ she said as they pulled up into a space two streets away from the venue.

‘Don’t be, they’re another couple, just like us. We’re just making new friends.’

‘Yes, but I like them,’ she said. ‘Mark seems really nice, and he’s not threatening. He doesn’t scare me, and Amy is just stunning, I just want to run my fingers through her hair. I want them to like us, that’s why I’m anxious. I want them to like us like I like them, and I’m scared that they won’t.’

Cassian took her hand and held it tight. ‘Don’t walk in there tonight expecting that what we want to happen, will happen with them, it probably won’t. They have no idea what we want, and they probably just want to make friends with us. We should just take it from there and see where it leads.’

‘I know,’ sighed Emilia, sagging. ’It’s just… they’re so nice.’

Cassian squeezed her hand again and leaned across to kiss her on the cheek. ‘Come on, be positive, and enjoy the evening. Maybe Mark will greet us with an armful of pampas grass.’

‘Stop it,’ she said, smiling. 

She closed her eyes and opened her door before stepping out into the street. The nighttime air was cold as her husband walked around from the driver's side and took her hand in his, setting off together towards the venue. 

She looked up at him, smiling warmly as they walked. ‘Shouldn’t we say something? Like, drop a hint? Isn’t there some sort of code? Like rubbing a knuckle when you shake hands?’

‘I’m pretty sure that’s the Masons,’ he laughed. ‘But I’m willing to try.’

‘Oh gosh, this is ridiculous,’ said Emilia, stopping in her tracks and turning back towards the car, head in hands.

‘Where are you going?’ he called after her.

‘I can’t do this, it’s too much.’

‘Come on, we’re just having a night out with some new friends, take the pressure off.’

She stopped and began to turn around, but as she did so, Amy stepped out of the car that was parked right next to her. 

‘You two okay?’ said the enchanting redhead, smiling disarmingly. ‘We can rearrange if there’s something wrong?’

A moment later Mark stepped out of the driver's side and walked around to the pavement, a concerned look on his face.

Emilia looked at Cassian and smiled, her eyes wild with panic. ‘No, nothing’s wrong. Nothing’s wrong at all. I just… forgot my purse. It’s great to see you both again.’ 

She stepped forward, took a deep breath, and embraced Amy, kissing her on the cheek and then she did the same again to Mark, who kissed her back before shaking hands with Cassian.

‘I’ve told her she’s not allowed to drink this evening, by the way,’ laughed Mark, nodding knowingly.

‘And I’ve told him, that he’s not in charge of what I choose to allow past my lips,’ pouted Amy as she took Emilia’s hand and started walking off up the street. ‘I love your shoes,’ she said as they stomped away, the two men watching their departure, and sporting wry grins.

The escape room was called The Doll’s House and on arrival Emilia immediately regretted agreeing to take part. It was situated down a dark alley in the oldest part of the city, which in itself was giving her the creeps. 

Upon entering the venue, they were greeted by a theatrical man, dressed up as what appeared to be an old curator or antique shop owner. He approached them rapidly, doddering forward and offering his outstretched and very limp hand, whilst all around them, adorning the walls and shelves, bore down the glass eyes of hundreds and hundreds of Porcelain Dolls.

Emilia shivered and gripped Cassian’s arm.

‘Why hello my dears, and what beautiful girls you are, and such handsome gentlemen accompanying you. Why you must be Mr and Mrs Black, and Mr and Mrs Hamilton. You're so kind to turn up on time - I haven’t much left you see, so every minute counts. Now, I understand that you’re searching for a very specific doll for your niece, Mrs Hamilton,’ he said to Amy, who blinked. ‘I have just the one for you, a German Bisque in fact, please follow me, come on through, don't be shy. You my boy,’ he said to Mark, handing him a box of matches. ‘Take these, you may need them if the lanterns blow out. There's a strong wind tonight.’

The couples looked at one another apprehensively. Only Mark seemed unperturbed as he stepped forward, slipping the matches into his pocket and following the curious old man and his fantastical charade further into the darkened shop.

A moment later they stepped through a door into a large candlelit and strangely shaped storeroom. The floor was sloped and the ceiling arched with old beams, and again the eyes of hundreds of dolls stared down at them from every available space, making Emilia shiver.

The man closed the door behind them and there was a small click as it locked. ‘Come, come we must hurry,’ he said ushering them forward into the centre. ‘Here she is, here she is,’ his enthusiasm difficult to interpret as anything other than genuine. ‘Isn't she beautiful? Her name is Annie.’

The doll was grotesque, half its face was burnt and its clothes were charred and smoke damaged, and as Emilia looked at her she staggered backwards involuntarily, Amy gripping her arm and then holding her hand, momentarily distracting her.

‘She has the most unusual story,’ the man continued. ‘She was sold to me through clearance from the estate of a little girl named Marie, who had been gifted it at a young age by her grandmother. This little girl used to take Annie everywhere with her, always talking to her, taking her to bed with her at night, bringing her to the park, sitting her on the swings. To everyone outside the family, Marie was a sweet little girl that seemed to see this wonderful dolly as a little sister. The parents, however, were starting to become worried.’

As the man spoke the lights seemed to flicker, and there came a slow creak from upstairs. Amy moved a little closer to Emilia, who gripped hold of her other arm as they embraced.

‘Marie would whisper to Annie, and Annie would talk back. Ventriloquism. At least it seemed that way, the imagination of a child running wild I’m sure, but Annie was telling Marie things that she couldn't possibly have known. Family secrets, events that had occurred before she was born, and then Marie began to do things, bad things. She would tell her parents that Annie had told her to do it. Things like hurting the family dog, setting fire to the rosemary bush out front, putting poison ivy in her father’s whisky. Finally, Annie, it seems, told Marie to throw herself down the stairs, and the poor little girl broke her leg in the fall.’

Emilia was looking around nervously now, her eyes searching the dolls but not wanting to look too closely as Amy squeezed her hand and whispered, ‘It’s okay, it’s just a story.’

‘At this point, the parents decided to rid themselves of the doll, but before they could, Marie started a fire. Sadly, she perished, burnt to death in her own bedroom having never left her bed. And so the parents, childless and heartbroken, sold everything and abandoned the house. I never found out what happened to them, but I was all too happy to buy an immaculate German Bisque. And just look at what wonderful condition she’s in, like she was born yesterday.’ 

The old man beamed and held out the burnt, broken doll, the left eye rolling around in its socket and Emilia stepped back, nearly pushing Amy in front of her like a human shield.

‘You’re not selling it to me,’ laughed Amy, holding Emilia tightly.

Immediately there came a strange noise from above them, a sort of dragging, scraping sound, and the old man looked up quizzically as the two couples followed his gaze, and then there was a sudden gust of wind and the lights went out.

Pitch black. 

Mark struck a match and it flared in the darkness and Emilia screamed as all the eyes of the dolls surrounding them reflected the flame and seemed to dance in the shadows, mocking them from the darkness.

And the old man was gone.

But in his place, stood the grotesque doll. It was slowly moving its head to look up at them, and then it pointed and the light of the match flickered out.

Even Mark, the cynic of the group, thought to himself later, that the timing of it all was remarkable.

Both girls screamed as Cassian took several steps backwards in fright. Only Mark stayed put, patiently lighting another match from the box.

And the doll was gone. 

This time, on the floor in its place, was a handwritten note. Cassian stepped forward, emboldened by Mark’s apparent lack of fear, and he coughed before reading it out loud in the light of the flame. ‘The collectors time was up and now he’s joined Marie. Annie’s coming for you. You're next. Tick, tock.’

‘Fuck this,’ said Emilia, almost crying as Amy held her shoulders. ‘I am so scared right now.’

‘Why the fuck are we doing this?’ said Amy.

‘It was your idea,’ laughed Cassian.

The candles came back to life as his words echoed, illuminating the room again as Mark looked around. ‘Start looking for clues. The note mentioned a clock? Is there a clock amongst the dolls?’

‘Are you fucking kidding?’ said Emilia. ‘Start checking the creepy dolls?’

Cassian laughed. ‘This is awesome.’ 

There was another dragging noise from upstairs, and the laughter of a child filtered down from above, then a clock started ticking from somewhere.

‘We need to find that clock. Emilia? Do you think you can do that?’ said Mark.

‘We’ll do it together,’ said Amy, her breath close and warm.

‘It would be faster if we all worked separately?’ said mark.

‘I am not doing anything in here on my own,’ snapped Amy.

‘Fine,’ said Mark before looking over at Cassian. ‘Let's see what else we can find.’

The foursome quickly spread out around the room, Amy and Emilia together, holding onto each other as though they were on a life raft, Mark and Cassian searching for anything out of place.

There was a mirror on the far wall and both Amy and Emilia approached it slowly. As they got closer they realised that the ticking sound was coming from inside. The mirror had a small lock and some weak looking hinges.

‘I think we need to look for a key,’ said Amy.

‘Any suggestions as to where?’ called her husband.

‘There’s an inscription, in the edge of the frame,’ she replied. ‘I have no feet to dance, I have no eyes to see, I have no life to live or die but yet I do all three. What am I?’

Emilia peered up to look, still holding Amy’s hand.

‘Look for dancing dolls without feet or eyes?’ pondered Cassian, shrugging at Mark, but the man was thinking.

‘Fire,’ he said, as he started to look around, frowning.

‘There’s another box of matches over here,’ said Cassian.

‘What’s inside?’

He slid the box open and emptied the contents into his palm. ‘A key!’

Emilia’s eyes widened and she smiled for the first time as her husband rushed over with it, passing it to her to slide into the lock. She reached up, and clicked it into place, turning it clockwise, but as she did so, the face of Annie appeared in the mirror and both girls screamed and fell back.

‘Oh fuck, I hate this,’ she cried.

Mark stepped forward past the petrified women and opened the cabinet. Inside was a set of rosary beads, but without the traditional cross.

Emilia reached forward. ‘Give me those.’ She gripped them tightly in her fingers and peered around the room, eyes wide with fear. 

Mark looked around the room too, and Cassian followed his gaze.

‘I think we have to perform an exorcism to get out?’ he said.

‘How the hell do you that?’ said Amy.

‘There must be something we’re missing,’ said Cass, desperate to contribute, conscious that Mark was doing most of the work and wanting to be more involved.

‘We need a Bible, for an exorcism?’ he said, not entirely certain, but then the clock stopped and the lights went out once more.

There was that dragging noise again, and Amy screamed, but this time the noise was closer - it was in the room and the voice of a little girl spoke.

‘You can’t get rid of me,’ she whispered. ‘I’m already dead.’

This time, just one of the lights flickered back on, and Amy and Emilia ran to it like moths to a flame, standing wide-eyed and terrified, looking out into the dim darkness, with glass eyes staring back at them from everywhere. Even Mark seemed on edge now, and Amy had noticed.

‘Why the fuck are we doing this? I don’t like it. I don’t like it, Mark,’ she said, the pair of girls clinging to each other with desperation now.

Cassian came closer and began to look around, and then something caught his eye in the corner of the room. ‘Was there a cot over there when we came in?’

‘Oh fuck right off,’ said Emilia as she turned to look.

In the corner, where before there had been nothing, there was now an old and rotten rocking cot. It had no mattress or decoration and it was rusted and peeling, and worst of all, it was moving as though an unseen hand was gently pushing it.

Inside, very neatly sat on the metal coils of the springs, was a music box, and as they all looked over, it started to play.

‘No, no, no. I don't like it,’ said Amy, shaking her head. ‘What do we do?’

Mark didn't move, he seemed to be frozen to the spot, finally past his breaking point. So Cassian walked over to it nervously as Amy and Emilia shuffled forward, peering with morbid curiosity. As he approached, he looked back at Mark, frowning.

‘We all have our limits, mate,’ he said, staying put.

Cassian nodded and leant over the edge of the cot to pick up the music box. It was still playing but it was winding down slowly. In the bottom was a turn-key to wind it back up, and Cassian realised it was the missing cross for the rosary beads. He pulled at it, and it came out in his hands, the clockwork still whirring and the creepy song still playing.

‘Where are those beads?’ he called out, and Emilia produced them, still wrapped around her knuckles which were white with fear.

‘Amy, can you hook this onto there?’

‘Let me see,’ she said, and she let go of Emilia’s hand.

Then the light went out.

Something brushed past Emilia’s leg, and something else touched Amy’s face and both girls began to scream at once. Then there were voices everywhere, as though all the dolls were talking at once.

‘You’re worthless,’ they whispered. ‘Useless. You can’t stop us. Why did you come here? You can’t do this. Just give up and die. Die, die, die…’ 

The chorus of voices sounded like it was coming from all corners of the room, disorientating them in the darkness.

Mark sparked up another match and Emilia ran over to him like a moth to a flame, closely followed by Amy, both of them holding onto the arms of the now edgy ex-soldier. But Cassian was nowhere to be seen.

‘Oh shit, where is he?’ said Emilia. ‘Where’s my husband?’

‘I’m here,’ he said. ‘When the voices started, I heard a door open. There’s another room back here, but the door closed… and it’s now locked.’

Emilia had to admire his bravery. When even Mark was starting to feel unsettled, Cassian had found some reserve of fearlessness, but she found he often did this at home too. If she was upset, he would be calm and rational. If she was sad, he would cheer her up. If she was scared, he would be brave. He was the yin to her yang.

‘There’s a book on a table, and it’s open on a specific page,’ he shouted.

‘What does it say?’ said Mark, approaching the locked door.

‘For it is the power of Christ that compels you, who brought you low by His cross. Tremble before that mighty arm that broke asunder the dark prison walls and led souls forth to light.’

There was a flash followed by a crash of thunder and a scream and then the room plunged into darkness. Mark took a step back and almost stumbled. He had seen Annie, right behind Cassian.

The lights didn’t come back on.

‘Cass, we have to get you out of there, mate,’ said Mark.

‘The mighty arm that broke asunder the dark prison walls,’ he quoted, continuing. ‘Can you break down the door?’

‘Asunder means to break in two,’ said Emilia. ‘Does the door fold?’

‘It’s a barn door,’ said Mark, feeling for the latch and releasing it. The bottom section swung open and Cassian crawled through as Mark slammed it shut behind him. ‘Did you bring the book?’

‘Yep, but how are we gonna read it without light?’

There was another flash of lightning and the girls screamed.

‘Give me the fucking rosary beads,’ said Amy. ‘And the book. Who has the cross?’

Amy was given all the items in quick succession by a myriad of hands in the darkness. Her nerves were tattered, but she was running out of patience. ‘Emilia, take the beads,’ she fumbled in the darkness for her new friend’s hand and squeezed it softly as she handed them to her. ‘Hold it out in front of you.’

There was another flash of thunder and she screamed. ‘She’s over there,’ she shouted and pointed. ‘Annie.’

They all turned to look and another bright blaze outlined the doll on the floor, standing and staring at them. ‘Cass, do you remember what the book said?’ she shouted.

‘I think so.’

’Now’s the time.’

‘For it is the power of Christ that compels you,’ there was a crash of thunder and a scream and then they were surrounded by flames as if the whole room was alight and all the dolls were burning, and in the centre, the burnt figure of Annie - the broken, twisted and demonic doll - was moving slowly toward them.

‘For it is the power of Christ that compels you,' Cassian said again, and Emilia moved forward with the rosary beads, spurred on by her husband’s bravery.

The doll stopped, and there was another piercing scream as its mouth opened wide, flames reflected in its eyes.

‘For it is the power of Christ that compels you,’ said Mark, joining in.

The doll seemed to falter, and then flames began to shoot from inside its mouth.

‘For it is the power of Christ that compels you,’ said Amy, holding the book up in front of the doll.

‘For it is the power of Christ that compels you,’ cried Emilia and as soon as she spoke, the flames in the room around them went out, leaving the screaming, flaming body of Annie the only source of light - her eyes melting, her mouth falling open, the clothes burning away from her body. 

Then, at last, the doll fell onto the floor and the fires went out.

There was a final hiss in the darkness, like gas escaping from a pipe, and then a voice. ‘Well done guys, great job.’

Ceiling lights flickered on over their heads and the room was suddenly lit up as bright as day.

‘Oh my fucking goodness,’ said Amy, breathing hard as she stumbled. ‘Are you kidding me?’

The door at the far end opened and in walked the old man. ‘That was fantastic, well done to you all. If you could follow me out this way, watch your footing? We’ll need to start resetting for the next booking soon. If you need to take a minute there’s a little room up ahead, and if you want to buy the tape of your adventure it’s just twenty pounds per copy.’

Emilia was still shell-shocked and shaking. ‘I’m never going to sleep again,’ she said before she started laughing somewhat manically. Her giggling caused the others to smile and in turn, they began to laugh too. 

After a moment Amy walked over to her and hugged her tight, and Emilia hugged her back, squeezing her hard as though she might run away. They both felt like they had been through some sort of battle and come out the other side, stronger for it.

‘Good work, mate,’ said Mark to Cassian, slapping him on the shoulder. ‘You’d have made a cracking soldier.’

Slowly, they started to make their way towards the door, Amy holding Emilia’s hand, swinging it back and forth in triumph. 

In the next room were four cups of herbal tea, freshly made and steaming, and as they crossed the threshold, a young lady appeared behind them and invited them to settle themselves down and take a moment to breathe and relax and enjoy the brew. ‘It’s all part of the experience,’ she said as she left them alone.

‘That was too scary,’ said Emilia after a sip of the tea.

‘I have never been so scared in all my life,’ said Amy.

‘I’ve had worse moments,’ said Mark. ‘But not many.’

‘Shit, I think I understand what you used to talk about now,’ said Amy, sipping gently. ‘About going through a firefight with someone, how you bond with them. I feel like we all just went through an intense shared experience and we’re now bonded for life.’ 

She laughed, but there was a part of her that meant it. Everything had seemed much too real, right up until the moment the lights went on.

‘Thank you,’ said Emilia, reaching out her hand for Amy’s again. ‘You looked after me in there.’

‘I wasn’t looking after you, I was petrified and you were my crutch,’ she laughed. ‘I would have sacrificed you without a second thought if that fucking doll got any closer.’

Emilia feigned shock and laughed.

‘Fine, I would've missed you terribly,’ said Amy winking.

‘Cass was a badass,’ said Mark, his new friend visibly humbled by this suggestion.

‘Thanks, mate. It was fun.’

‘Fun? Fun?’ said Emilia. ‘I don’t even know you right now. Who are you?’

‘Shall we get going? I’m hungry,’ said Amy, standing up. ‘Table’s booked for eight so we should start walking.’

‘I’m not sure I can eat food after that,’ said Emilia. ‘But let’s give it a shot.’
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The restaurant was a fifteen-minute walk from the escape room, but it felt like further after what they had all been through. Emilia was edgier than usual and was clinging to Cassian’s arm as they walked up to the entrance of Picollito’s, the small Italian pizzeria that Mark had chosen and booked for them. A pretty young waitress greeted them at the door and led them to a circular table overlooking the plaza outside, and as they all drew near, Cassian pulled out two chairs for the two girls before he and Mark settled down next to them.

‘Mark, I have no idea how you managed to not drop-kick that little-shit puppet, Annie out of the fucking room? I mean what kind of bodyguard are you if you can’t keep me safe from a possessed porcelain doll?’

The waitress raised her eyebrows in confusion and left the table swiftly, abandoning them with one less menu than intended, resulting in Amy and Emilia having to share.

‘So where do you guys live?’ said Amy as she perused the menu.

‘South of the city, on the new estate.’

‘The one near the motorway?’

‘That’s the one,’ said Emilia, smiling.

‘You’re a physiotherapist and he’s in marketing? You guys must be raking it in.’

‘We’re saving,’ said Cassian.

‘For kids?’

Emilia nodded. ’So how did you get started making shit art?’

Amy laughed hard, throwing her head back, and Emilia watched, rapt, as her long red hair fell gracefully around her neck.

‘You’re such a bitch,’ she grinned. ‘Honestly? It was an accident. I was working at a gallery in Switzerland, eight years ago. There was an exhibition about mundanity, all that rubbish about focusing on the boring objects that surround us and elevating them to be observed thereby creating some sort of bullshit paradox. Well, I was told to go mop the gallery floor one night by our manager. As they were closing up, one of the last tourists had literally shit their pants. I don’t know the full story, but the next thing I knew, I was given a mop and bucket and told to go clean up. As I was walking through this gallery of shit art, I decided right then and there, that I was done. I kicked the bucket of water onto the poo, threw the mop on top, went and found a marker pen and wrote The Life of Amy Hamilton on the floor and threw the pen aside. The next day it was in the newspaper. One of the local press critics had a late-night viewing and the curator just assumed I’d cleaned up the turd, but the critic loved it. So to answer your question, I got started making shit art, by making shit art.’

‘That is amazing,’ said Emilia. ‘If you ever write a biography, that should be your opening paragraph.’

Amy raised her middle finger at Emilia as they laughed. ‘So now you know my dark past, and that I’m literally full of poop,’ said Amy. ‘Tell me about you guys. Every time I’ve asked anything approaching a personal question, you’ve managed to dodge, I’m starting to wonder if you’re fugitives, or spies, or in witness protection or something.’

‘You’re right, we should tell them the truth, Em,’ said Cassian, feigning suspicion and looking around nervously.

‘No, you promised me you wouldn’t,’ she laughed, pretending to admonish him as she played along. ‘We can’t tell them, their lives would be in danger.’

‘Not with me around,’ said Mark, calmly. 

Cassian had noticed that their new friend had positioned himself facing the door and his chair was angled slightly toward the fire exit. He had also shifted the table a few inches when they’d sat down. He had wondered if this was conscious or just such an ingrained part of Mark’s life that he did it everywhere he went.

‘You have no excuse now,’ said Amy, drumming the table with her fingers. ‘Spill. What’s the dark secret?’

Emilia glanced over at Cassian who nodded.

‘It’s nothing exciting I’m afraid, we just met at school.’

‘How old are you guys?’ frowned Amy.

Mark coughed politely. ‘As I’m sure you’re aware by now, Amy doesn’t know how to ask polite questions.’

‘You’ve been together since you were teenagers?’ said Amy.

Emilia nodded, a little nervously. She hadn’t really wanted this to come up.

‘That’s so lovely,’ said her friend.

Cassian squeezed Emilia’s hand across the table. ‘Thank you.’

‘So have you ever been with anyone else?’

Mark looked over at his wife disapprovingly as Emilia glanced toward Cassian, feeling a little uncomfortable. This question had come up a few times in their lives, and it was impossible to answer satisfactorily.

‘No,’ said Cassian. ‘Just each other.’

There was a brief silence around the table, which Amy broke. ‘That’s so romantic.’

Emilia relaxed a little.

‘I can’t imagine that,’ she continued and was about to say something else, but the waitress interrupted them to ask for their order and Amy forgot for the time being what she was going to say, and by the time they had finished their main course, there had been so many other conversations, that Emilia felt they were reasonably safe from the usual probing and personal comments.

‘We need to have pudding,’ said Amy, a little tipsy after her third glass of wine. ‘You have to try the lemon sorbet, it’s literally the best I’ve ever had.’

‘Lemon sorbet?’ said Emilia.

‘I know, but honestly, they must have some secret ingredient here that elevates it to a different level.’

‘Okay,’ said Emilia, smiling wide. ‘I trust you.’

A short while later, the waitress brought over a large bowl of sorbet, topped with ice cream, coated with whipped cream, and sprinkled with chocolate and then laid out four spoons.

‘Hang on, wait,’ said Amy to Emilia, grabbing one of the spoons. ‘Try the sorbet first.’

She leaned forward and dug into the depths of the bowl and came back with a small spoon of glistening yellow ice and then she brought it up to Emilia’s lips with reverence. ‘Go on, try it.’

She opened her mouth and Amy slipped the spoon inside, the sorbet melting onto her tastebuds, and then she wiped the corner of Emilia’s mouth with her thumb, making her tingle and taking her breath away.

Amy was right, the sorbet was amazing, but the delivery was heaven.
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Half an hour later the two girls stumbled out of the restaurant, holding hands and laughing and almost falling into the street.

‘Careful love,’ said a passing man as Amy nearly knocked him over.

‘Sorry,’ she called after him as he walked on past, then she burst into laughter again. It had started to rain since finishing their meal, and the street was slick with water, the multi-coloured reflections of the neon signs and headlights that surrounded them mixing like an oil painting in the puddles. ‘Oh my goodness, I have had the best night, Em. Can I call you, Em? Oh, you’re like that miserable woman in those spy films. Em. Em.’

Emilia laughed and held her friend upright, putting one arm around her waist and the other on her shoulder.

‘You are so fucking beautiful, Emily,’ continued Amy. ‘Emilia. Gosh, I could just kiss you.’

‘Go on then,’ she said, daring her. The men came out behind them a moment later, closing the big glass door and joining their wives in the street as they all started to walk and stumble in the direction of their cars.

‘I have had such an amazing night with you guys,’ said Amy, now walking hand in hand with Emilia again. ‘It was the most terrifying night of my life, and I’m going to have to sleep with the light on for the next six months and burn all of my dolls, but it was amazing.’

‘You have dolls?’ said Emilia.

‘Don’t ask,’ said Amy. ‘I won’t after tonight in any case,’ then she slipped her hand up Emilia’s arm and hooked it over her elbow. ‘We must do this again soon,’ she continued. ‘Not the Doll’s House, I’m never setting foot in there again. But going out together, and not in a We must do this again soon, but not really way, but actually, very soon, we should go out again together and have some more fun. Maybe bowling or wine tasting. You know, something that doesn’t involve being scarred for life.’

‘We should, it’s been really nice,’ said Emilia, smiling at their new friends as her heart thumped in her chest.

‘There’s one question I still have about you and Cass, though,’ said Amy, and Emilia cringed waiting to hear it, knowing what was coming. ’Haven’t you ever wanted to sleep with anyone else?’

‘That’s enough,’ said Mark.

‘No I’m just curious,’ she said. ‘I’m not being mean. I just, like, how do you know it’s good? You know, fucking? If you haven’t shagged anyone else but each other?’

‘Come back to ours then,’ said Emilia, suddenly and seriously.

Amy stopped walking. 

Mark and Cassian walked past and then stopped a few paces further on. 

For a moment, Amy laughed, and then her expression changed. She looked at Emilia and frowned. ‘You’re serious aren’t you?’

Emilia didn’t respond. Mark looked over at Cassian and back towards the girls but said nothing. 

‘No, of course, I'm not serious,’ said Emilia, feigning laughter. She looked nervously at Cassian, begging him to back her up.

‘You are serious, and you're a shit liar. Is this what tonight was about for you guys? Make friends and then try and see if you can get us into bed?’

Emilia looked petrified under Amy’s ire.

Cassian walked up behind his wife and put an arm on her back gently.

‘No, I just-’ said Emilia, deflated and confused.

‘Mark, I think we need to go now,’ said Amy and she turned to cross the street. A car honked its horn and swerved around her as it drove by, a fine mist of water spraying up from its tyres.

Emilia looked on as the rain came down, watching as Amy’s heels clicked away across the road. 

Mark stood awkwardly and then turned to Cassian. ‘It was great to see you guys again, sorry,’ he said, setting off after his wife and turning back briefly. ‘Thanks.’

He continued after her at a slow jog, his feet splashing in the surface water as he went. Emilia watched as they got into their car, pulled out and drove off down the street. Amy turned her face away as they slew past.

Gently, Cassian put his arm around his wife and held her kindly as she stood still, her eyes wide and hurt, as Mark and Amy’s car drove around the corner and disappeared from sight.

‘Come on Em, you’re getting soaked. Let’s go home.’
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‘Cass I’m so sorry,’ said Emilia. ‘I fucked up.’

‘Yes you did,’ he said, putting the car into first gear and pulling away from the curb.

‘Should I text her?’

‘No, definitely not.’

‘Oh gosh, I feel sick.’

‘Don’t be sick in the car,’ he snapped somewhat unsympathetically before slowing down.

Emilia leaned forward, her head in her hands as she started to cry. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I shouldn’t have said that. I should’ve just listened to you.’

Cassian closed his eyes and breathed. ‘It’s fine Em, you said something silly in the heat of the moment, after a few too many drinks. You didn’t mean it. We can square this away. It’s fine.’

‘It’s not fine though, I like her and I like him. It’s like I’m fourteen again. I’ve got butterflies in my tummy and I feel like I just asked you out all over again but you said no. I really like her. I’m going to text them.’

‘Don’t, not yet.’

‘Why not?’

‘Just leave it for now. Leave them alone,’ he said, more forcefully than intended. ‘Planned or not, you’ve put the idea out there now. If the shoe was on the other foot, then we might be upset at first, but then we might talk about it.’

Emilia blinked and looked up, hopeful. ‘Do you think?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Are you just saying this to cheer me up?’

‘Yes and no. Just leave them to think about it. Mark approached me in the toilets of the mansion and started up a conversation because he’d caught me checking out his wife.’

‘You didn’t tell me that before,’ said Emilia, wiping tears from her eyes.

‘The point is, they might walk away and think about it and wonder if we were serious,’ he said, turning onto the motorway, the dull yellow lights fading in and out across the dashboard as they passed under the tall lamps. ‘And if you text them now and apologise and say you were joking or whatever, then it shuts it down for good. Just leave them alone.’

‘I’m so sorry,’ she said again.

‘It’s fine, we’re fine. I love you.’

‘I love you too,’ she leaned across and placed her hand on top of his. ‘I had a nice time tonight.’

Cass took another deep breath and then half-smiled. ‘I did too.’

By the time they got home, Emilia had fallen asleep, so Cassian picked her up and carried her inside the house and up the stairs to bed.

He took off her shoes and caressed her feet, squeezing them warmly, and then he unzipped her dress and slipped it off from around her shoulders. Then, with a careful reverence, he lifted her up and helped her underneath the covers, kissing her on the forehead and tucking her in.

Finally, with a deep and satisfied sigh, he undressed and gradually shut down the house, hanging up his wife’s dress, turning out the lights - with a slight shiver of irrational doll induced fear - cleaning his teeth and straightening out his jacket.

By the time he got into bed, Emilia was awake again, her cheeks wet with tears. ‘Will you make love to me?’ she said, softly.

‘Of course,’ he said and he leaned in, and kissed her full on the lips.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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EMILIA SPENT THE following day trying to keep herself busy, although she could barely concentrate. She kept replaying the conversation over and over again in her head, exploring different ways it might have gone - picturing scenarios where Amy kissed her in the rain like a scene from a movie, and others where they argued and never spoke again.

She spent time thinking about what she would say if they were to see each other, and how that might play out, with her persuading Amy and Mark to just give it a try, with no pressure. She was so inside her own head it had taken her a few minutes to realise that she had gone into the kitchen three times to pour herself a glass of water and had forgotten to do so on each attempt.

 Cassian had gone into work that morning and Emilia had envied him, he was better at dealing with anxiety and he was out, doing his job, distracted and focused. She’d thought for some time if she should do the same, maybe by swapping shifts with someone, but then she ran the risk of bursting into tears during an appointment or in the break room, and she quickly changed her mind.

Every now and again she felt her heart ache inside her chest, as though it was heavy with sadness or loss. At other times she felt overcome with a heightened sense of awareness and nervousness and would frequently check her phone. She even began to hear phantom text message noises, she was so desperate to hear something from them.

Having cleaned the house, vacuumed, mopped, wiped the mirrors and scrubbed all the bathrooms - in case they came round - she decided she should sit down and read, to try and take her mind away to another place. But after six or seven failed attempts to even finish a single page, she sat and cried.

She had become too excited, too quickly. Why had she even thought this would work out? The first couple they’d met? Really? She still wasn’t really sure if this was what Cassian wanted either. Had she honestly thought that meeting another couple with the same mindset as them would be so simple?

Yes. She had.

And not only had she thought that, but she had fallen for Amy hard, just like Alice had said she would. She’d had crushes before, once in college and a couple of times at work - both of which she’d told Cassian about - but never like this. She yearned for Amy - they had a connection, and it was more than just friendship, there was chemistry there. It all hinged on whether she felt the same. And it was becoming swiftly apparent, that she didn’t.

After a while her sobs began to subside and her tears began to dry. She wanted to text or call her so much it hurt. She wanted to hear her voice and see her face, but she knew it was crazy, and that she would come across as some sort of stalker.

She remembered reading once that you should never text or call someone you like whilst horny. The article was meant for men, but the recommendation was to masturbate before calling someone for a shag, and if you still wanted to afterwards, then it was probably a good idea. It was a bit like not going shopping when you were hungry. So she gathered herself together, went upstairs to the bedroom and lay down on her bed. Then she rested her cheek on her pillow and slipped her hand inside her knickers.

She couldn't help it. Immediately she started picturing herself and Cassian, and Mark and Amy, together in their bedroom. 

She saw herself kissing Amy, taking off her dress, caressing her breast, hand against her crotch, feeling Mark behind her, feeling Cassian’s hand on her stomach, her arms, her ass, all of them warm and soft, skin against skin. Mark fucking her, Cassian fucking Amy.

It was like her own personal version of her naughty book. Except the Duke was Mark, and Amy was Elizabeth.

She felt herself climax quickly. It wasn't a great orgasm, it was dirty and rushed, but it felt different to usual... more taboo, more forbidden, more intense somehow. She needed this, more than she had realised.

As her senses returned, she checked her phone again. 

No new messages.

But at least now she knew.

She liked them. Both of them. Mostly Amy, but she knew she could easily grow to like Mark more and more. He was a real gentleman like Cassian, and a real man too.

She’d come, and she still wanted to text.

She opened up her messaging app and began to write.




Hi Amy, I’m sorry about how the other night ended. It was just a joke, I hope you didn’t take it serio-




She deleted what she’d written, tapping the backspace over and over and trying not to accidentally press send. There was no point in lying. That wasn’t going to get her anywhere.




Hi Amy, I’m sorry. I like you, and Mark. We like you. Even if you don’t like us back, I still want to be your friend x




She read it back to herself. It still wasn’t completely honest, but it was better. She didn’t want to be just friends with Amy, but she would settle for that if she had to, and keep looking for someone else, and hope that over time her feelings would subside.

She hovered over the send button, but couldn’t bring herself to press it.

Instead, she tapped on the back button, opened her contacts and called Alice.
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‘So let me get this straight,’ said Alice. ‘You went to the ball, you fell in love with the Prince and the Princess, you invited them out on a date - which they didn’t know about - and then you asked them to come back to your place for a four-way?’

Emilia nodded, chewing her lip.

‘Nice,’ said Alice raising her brow. ‘But it didn’t go to plan?’

Emilia shook her head.

‘And now you’re blubbing like a teenage girl at a boy band concert.’

‘And my vagina is just as hysterical,’ said Emilia.

Alice laughed. ‘At least you haven’t lost your humour… Now, I don’t mean to state the obvious, but did you subtly establish if they were into partner swapping first? You know, before you blurted it out?’

‘They were at the Masquerade.’

‘Did they go to the fucking other people part? This is important.’

Emilia shook her head.

‘The fact that they didn’t should have been a clue,’ said her sister as she sat back.

‘So what do I do?’ said Emilia.

‘What can you do? You can’t make someone like you. The same goes for normal relationships.’

‘But I like them.’

‘You’re going to have to unlike them. There’s a saying some pretentious asshole once told me; you can make swingers into friends, but you can’t make friends into swingers. Now I’m the pretentious asshole. It’s like a gift that keeps on giving. You made the mistake of making friends first.’

Emilia nodded as Alice continued.

‘It’s like dating. You don’t go up to someone and say, Hey, can I be your friend? Maybe later I’ll want to fuck you, and by then it might be confusing and inappropriate, but let's start off by just being supportive of one another in a platonic way,’ she said, grinning.

Emilia laughed now, wiping her wet cheek with the back of one hand. ‘But I’ve never dated anyone except Cass,’ she said.

‘Oh shit, this is my fault,’ said Alice. ‘I didn’t even think about the fact that you don’t have the first fucking clue about dating.’

Emilia smiled and looked down into her lap. Instead of ruminating over texting Amy, she had texted her sister and asked her to come round as soon as she could, and within seconds Alice had responded by writing Why? Is The Greek finally up for some ass? Xx

An hour later she had pulled into the driveway with a bottle of milk, some of Emilia’s favourite chocolates and a loving hug. Now they were sat together in the conservatory - which Alice had once described as fucking pointless, it’s either too hot in the summer or too cold in the winter, and full of fucking spiders the rest of the time - next to each other, on a couple of rattan chairs that Emilia had arranged around a glass table, the doors open to the outside, with a pleasant breeze and a spot of sunshine, and even Alice couldn’t deny that it was rather nice. ‘It’s just common sense, sweetie,’ she continued.

‘I know,’ said Emilia, huffing and rubbing her temple. ‘Would you like another cup of tea?’

‘There’s not much tea can’t fix, so yes,’ said Alice, holding out her cup.

Emilia went through to the kitchen and shuffled around before calling through the hatch. ‘Did you go to the ball? I didn’t see you there.’

‘That’s the idea.’

‘I know but I thought I would’ve noticed you, or heard you.’

‘I kept my distance, well, from you at least. Cass has a seriously tight ass though.’

Emilia dropped the spoon she was using to stir the tea. ‘That was you?’

‘He mentioned me did he?’ said Alice, laughing.

Emilia brought the tea through. ‘It came up, yes,’ Emilia said, smiling for the first time since she’d arrived. ‘Thank you. I’m sorry I’ve brought you into my mess. I don’t know what I’m doing,’ she sat down again. ‘I’m so confused and it feels really weird talking to you about this, but I really like them.’

‘Does Cass feel the same way?’

‘I think so, but he’s better at emotions than me. He can handle this, he’s rational and calm and he doesn’t get overwhelmed or anxious.’

She closed her eyes and breathed deeply.

Alice leaned forward and took her sister's hand, squeezing it. ‘Hey, it’s gonna be okay.’

‘I just feel sad.’

‘It’s normal. You’re experiencing all the shitty, depressing emotions that everybody else around you went through when they were between thirteen and twenty-three. Except you’re experiencing them ten years too late. You never got a handle on rejection. This is the first time someone you fancied said no.’

Emilia nodded. ‘There was Peter in year five,’ she smiled through a glaze of tears.

‘That doesn’t count,’ said Alice. ‘Peter thought you were going to give him kissing disease if he said yes. The point is, this is new to you. It’s going to take a little time to get over and you need to give yourself that time. Heal, then make sure your relationship is okay, and then start again if that’s what you want.’

‘You’re so good at this,’ said Emilia.

Alice shrugged. ’Mum always told us to play the field. I just listened.’

’She said the field, not the football team.’

‘Bitch,’ she grinned.

‘So what should I do now?’

’Leave it. Cassian is right. If there’s something there, then they will text you back. If not, they will earmark you as the swinging weirdos and give you a wide berth at every function you both attend from now on.’

Emilia nodded and drank some more of her tea.

‘Listen, I know I’m always running off, but I really do have to dash,’ said Alice. ‘I’ve got to finish a client's annual report and I’m probably going to have to pull an all-nighter to do it, so I want to get started if that’s okay?’

‘Of course,’ said Emilia, standing up, after a brief but awkward moment where she tried not to burst into tears again, she walked her sister to the front door and they hugged farewell.

‘Don’t text her,’ said Alice. ‘Promise?’

Emilia sneered and laughed guardedly. ‘I’ll try.’

‘Or do, because you’re an adult and you can do what you like,’ she said, as she walked away towards her car.

Emilia stood in the doorway watching as her sister pulled out of the driveway and waved as she dipped down onto the main road. Then she turned around, closed the door and headed back to the kitchen, picking up her phone.

Quickly, she sat back down in the conservatory and tapped on Amy’s name.




Hi Amy, can we meet? I really want to talk to you x




Honest and to the point, she thought to herself.

She pressed send and put the phone down on the glass coffee table, then she closed her eyes and slowly exhaled.

She’d done it. Now all she had to do was wa-

Brrrrr.

The little table vibrated so loudly she thought the glass might break.

Panic rose in her chest. Was it Amy, already? If so, it probably wasn’t good. Something heartbreaking like Lose my number. Or perhaps it was Alice or Cass? Just a coincidental text to say Thanks or On my way home x.

She stared at her phone for a long time, paralysed, too scared to look, but eventually, she rationalised and settled herself down, reached forward for it, and read Amy’s name, and the short message below.




Hinksey Park? 3 pm? X




*







Emilia had thrown on the best outfit she could find at short notice and bundled her hair up into a messy ponytail as her heart had tried its best to escape her chest. Hinksey Park was six stops away on the number thirty-five and by running she’d managed to make it just in time for the next departure. Now she was sat down near the front, phone in hand and half an hour to spare before Amy would be there. 

She decided that the first thing she would do would be to make a custom text message alert for her new friend. Every time her phone buzzed, she would become instantly anxious, wondering if it was her. This way, she would know straight away and could take things a little more easily throughout the day. She selected one called Bird Song and put away her phone, then she looked out of the window as they passed over the railway bridge on Old Abingdon Road, watching as a train shot by beneath her. 

What were they doing? What were they going to talk about? Was Amy going to tell her to leave them alone? To lose her number and stop contacting her?

She wasn’t sure if she could take that. It wasn’t likely though, was it? She’d invited her to meet, it would be pretty brutal to crush her face to face. Not impossible though.

Fifteen agonising minutes later the bus began to slow down and Emilia stood up and pressed the stop button, holding on tight as it came to a sharp halt next to a small shelter. She looked around nervously, suddenly afraid that Amy might be on the same bus, or just about to walk past outside. She needed a bit more time to prepare before she saw her again, she wasn’t quite ready yet.

‘You getting off, love?’ said the driver.

‘Oh, sorry,’ she said. She made her way forward quickly, feeling the stares of some of the other passengers, and then she stepped down onto the curb and hopped away before turning to say thank you, but the driver was already pulling away.

The entrance to the park was a short walk from the stop, and she set off in the right direction, head down and deep in thought, her mind preoccupied with thoughts about what Amy might say; about the other night; about what might happen in the future; about how her new friend was never going to want to see her again. She was mortified and terrified, but most of all she felt sad, and before she realised it, she was part of the way along the path that led around the lake.

There was a little bench up ahead that looked out over the water and sitting on it was a red-haired girl. From this distance, she wasn’t sure if it was her but as she got closer, the girl turned her head and smiled and Emilia could see now that it was Amy and her heart started to flutter. She stood up as she drew near.

‘Hi,’ she said, chewing her lip and tilting her head.

‘Hi,’ said Emilia.

Then they both started to speak at once, a jumbled combination of how are you’s and I’m fine’s. Amy looked down at the floor, embarrassed but smiling. 

‘Do you want to take a walk?’ she said, before nodding toward the path to her left.

‘I’d like that,’ said Emilia.

For a few minutes, they walked in silence, not really looking at each other, just glancing around at the sights and sounds of the park, and yet despite everything, it felt comfortable and Emilia found herself wishing they could hold hands.

A young mum and dad were playing with their little girl off to the side and their pink ball rolled past Emilia’s feet, heading toward the lake. She scooped it up in her hands quickly and then rolled it back gently toward the little girl who smiled brightly.

‘That was nice of you,’ said Amy, smiling. ‘You’ll be a good mum, one day.’

Emilia smiled at her briefly and then looked away across the lake at the ducks. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said.

‘There’s nothing to be sorry about,’ said Amy. ‘I've just never had a girl tell me she likes me before.’

‘I've never liked a girl before,’ said Emilia.

Amy smiled. ‘I like you,’ she said with a pained smile. ‘But I don't know if I like you like that.’

Emilia’s heart thudded as Amy’s words washed over her and for a fearful second, she thought she might burst into tears. Instead, she took a long staccato breath and after a moment they started walking again, not saying anything. She had known what Amy was going to say, from the moment she’d received her text message, but it still hurt to hear it. 

As they walked, she felt like a small crack had formed in her heart. She wasn't heartbroken, she still loved Cassian and he still loved her, but the part of her heart that had grown for Amy and Mark, was now damaged and it was going to take some time to heal.

Amy stopped by the bridge that ran between the two small lakes, and rested her elbows on the railing, looking out over the water. 

‘Isn't it beautiful here?’ she said. Emilia followed her gaze and then looked back at Amy, her red hair drifting gently in the breeze as she continued. ‘Mark proposed here, right over there,’ she said, pointing to the spot.

‘I want you,’ Emilia said suddenly. ‘And Mark. We both do.’

‘You can't just say that,’ said Amy. ‘It's not fair.’

‘Why not?’

‘It's not right either.’

‘Then why did you agree to meet me?’

Amy hesitated. ‘I don't know,’ she looked down at the water running below them and then back up at Emilia. ‘I'm confused,’ she said, at last.

Emilia said nothing, waiting for her friend to talk.

‘I'm confused because everything was- is, normal. Mark and I love each other, we have a life together, we’re talking about kids, saving money, selling our cars, remortgaging, buying a new washing machine. All that normal, boring, life stuff, and then we met you guys and you just threw a spanner in it all.’

‘Why does that have to be a bad thing?’

‘It doesn't,’ said Amy. ‘But it's different. I don't know, I don't know how to explain it.’

She turned to keep walking and Emilia followed, moving up beside her. ‘I mean let's just say we all fucked. Then what? You want more than that, don’t you?’

‘Maybe,’ said Emilia, her heart now racing.

‘I don’t know if I can give you that, or if we can give you that, and that’s too much pressure. What next? Move in together? Start a family? We can’t do that. It won’t work.’

‘I don’t know,’ said Emilia, tears starting to form in her eyes, the crack in her heart felt like it was growing now and she bit her lip as more tears began to flow.

Amy turned around, facing her. They had stopped beneath a willow tree on a bend, and Emilia could hear the birds singing in the branches above as the sunlight dappled through the leaves and danced on the wooded path they stood upon.

It was beautiful.

For a long moment they both looked at each other, their eyes glistening with emotion, and then Amy took Emilia’s hand, and leaned in, and kissed her. 

It started soft, just a peck, and then the palm of her hand was on her cheek, her thumb brushing her ear, and then they were kissing each other deeply and urgently as Emilia’s mind went into a haze, as though everything had turned down in volume and become numb.

Oh gosh. Yes.

She put her hand up into Amy’s hair and run her fingers through it, her skin tingling with desire, her heart healing in seconds and growing, but as soon as she did, her new friend pulled away, and before she could process what was happening, she was walking off, fast.

Emilia went to follow, still dizzy from their kiss, but Amy just kept going, almost running back up the path. 

She called out to her. ‘Amy?’

‘I'm sorry,’ she said, and then she was gone around the corner.

Emilia stood under the tree and touched her lips, still able to feel the warmth of Amy’s kiss upon them.

Then the tears really started to flow, as her heart broke in two.
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When Cassian arrived home, Emilia was making dinner for both of them. There were pots and pans all over the kitchen surfaces, and whilst she had done her best to make a full home-cooked meal, she wasn't the most organised cook. At the best of times she was scatty and forgetful and getting timings right was always a challenge for her, and today was far worse than usual, but Cassian loved her all the more for trying. He wrapped his arms tightly around her waist and kissed her on the cheek, coming away with what looked and felt like raw egg on his lips. He laughed and wiped it aside and then squeezed her again.

‘Don’t be mad,’ she said, turning around and putting her arms around his neck.

‘Why? What have you done?’

She looked up into his eyes nervously and he frowned back.

‘What is it?’ he said.

‘I might have messaged Amy,’ she said.

Cassian’s expression froze. ‘And?’

‘We met up.’

His eyes widened. ‘What happened?’

‘We… talked,’ she looked down at his chest. ‘And... we kissed.’

‘Oh,’ he said, still holding her.

‘Are you angry?’

‘No, not at all. What’s wrong though? You look upset.’

‘She left after we kissed. She was… confused,’ said Emilia. ‘And she said that this isn’t what she wants.’

‘Oh, I’m sorry Em,’ he hugged her tightly and felt her shake as she started to cry into his chest. ‘Maybe it just wasn’t meant to be.’

He stroked her hair as she nodded. ‘I'm sorry,’ she said. ‘It's like Alice said, I fall quickly, just look at you and me.’ 

She sniffed as she continued. ‘I fell for you when I was fourteen. What the hell does a fourteen-year-old know? It’s not like I made the wrong decision, I was just lucky it was you.’

Cassian shrugged as she went on. ‘I just, I wanted this to happen, and I didn't think it would, and then it looked like it might and I fell for her. I didn't think I would fall, not that quickly. But I fucking did. And I think she likes me, and us, too, because she kissed me. But she doesn't know what she wants.’

She stopped, trying to calm herself, breathing in and out. ‘Fuck, this is hard,’ she said at last. ‘I didn't think it was going to be this hard.’

‘I know.’

A sudden smell of burning started to make her nose twitch and she looked around, confused. ‘Oh shit, dinner.’

She rushed over to the oven and opened the door to a billow of black smoke and a very chargrilled pasta bake. In despair, she sat down on the floor with a bump and leaned back against the cupboard door, putting her head in her hands and sobbing. ‘I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry,’ she repeated.

‘Hey, hey,’ said Cassian. ‘It's fine, we can fix this.’

‘Fix what? The dinner or me?’

‘Both,’ he said, his voice turning stern. ‘Come on, up. Stand up.’

He took hold of her hands and pulled her upright, then turned off the oven. Then he grabbed the mitts, slipped them on and plucked the burning pasta bake out of the oven, taking it out into the garden to cool down.

When he came back in, Emilia was upright but leaning against the counter again, her eyes closed.

‘Come with me,’ he said. Taking her arm, he guided her through to the lounge, scooping up their tablet computer on the way. ‘I'll order takeout.’

He sat her down on the couch, then plonked down beside her and opened the little device, browsing to the website of a nearby curry restaurant that offered delivery and racked up their usual order. Then he pulled her in closer to him and lay her head down on his chest and cuddled her, closing his own eyes as she quietly wept.

Twenty minutes later the doorbell rang, startling her awake as Cassian stood up to answer, retrieving their food from the front door and heading into the kitchen to plate it all up.

‘Are we doing the right thing?’ she said, standing in the doorway and rubbing her eyes.

‘I don't know,’ he said as he stopped tipping curry from the takeout pot onto the plate for a moment and leaned back.

‘I feel like all this has just created upset and sadness and disappointment, and it's my fault,’ said Emilia.

He ran his hands under the tap and dried them and then approached his wife, arms outstretched to hold her. ‘It's okay, we’ll get through this. It was our first try, we can learn from this and move on.’

‘That's just it though, maybe the lesson is that we shouldn't do this. Everyone else does fine as a couple, and I am happy with you. I was happy before this. I love you. I’m sorry.’

‘I love you too,’ he said.

For a little while, they held each other in the kitchen, embracing and squeezing each other, until Cassian pulled back and spoke. ‘I'm guided by you. If you want to keep trying then we will, if you want to stop, we stop, if you want to pause and think, we pause and think, but right now our curry is getting cold, so let's eat.’

Emilia smiled, took a long deep breath, and said. ‘Thank you.’

But she couldn’t stop thinking about that kiss.
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Fifteen minutes later, they were scraping their plates and watching evening television, sitting side by side. Emilia was cross-legged, her plate on her knees with half of her attention on the show they were watching and the other half still processing and replaying her kiss with Amy.

Cassian was yawning and leaning back on the couch and his wife was chomping on her last piece of poppadom when her phone buzzed and a second later, the sound of bird song drifted softly through the room.

She froze like a deer in the headlights, her mouth slowly falling open as her heart raced.

Cassian looked over at her, then at the phone and frowned. ‘What's wrong?’ he said.

She was rooted to the couch, too nervous to get up and read the message. It could only have been from Amy, she had set that message tone herself.

She bit her lip and stood unsteadily, a nauseating feeling of trepidation growing in the pit of her stomach, making her feel sick as she moved. She walked over to the phone as her husband watched, and picked it up, the message obscured until she pressed her finger against the reader, then she took a deep breath and tapped.




Hi, it's Amy. I'm sorry I took off earlier. I was just a bit overwhelmed. We had such a great time with you, both of you. I really like you. So does Mark. Can we see you both again? Spa day? The Aurora? Saturday morning? No pressure XxxX




Emilia smiled and breathed in so much and so deeply that Cassian thought she might pass out. Then she laughed and wiped a small tear away from her eye.

‘What is it?’ he said. ‘What does it say?’

‘See for yourself,’ she said, passing him the phone.

He read it, then read it again and half-frowned, half-smiled. ‘So…’

She reached in to take her phone back. ‘What do you think it means?’

‘I don't know,’ he said. ‘I’m not sure I want to speculate.’

‘But she says I really like you, not let’s just be friends - surely that means something?’

‘I think she's being careful?’ he said, after some consideration.

‘And she says both of you, and so does Mark,’ Emilia’s excitement was palpable now as she began to pace and spin.

‘Don't overreact,’ he said. ‘They might have just decided we’re worth being friends with anyway. Which is really nice, but that’s not what you want.’

‘But you didn’t hear what she was saying earlier, and look at the sign-off,’ she said, pointing to the message again. ‘Four kisses? Two big, two small? Come on, that's intentional, that's like a hidden message or something. You don't accidentally type that.’

‘Or her hand slipped? Or she hasn't put that much thought into it?’ said Cassian, trying to temper his increasingly hyped up and overexcited wife. ‘We don't know for sure. Can we even make this weekend?’

‘Whatever is in the calendar is cancelled,’ she said, still fretting. ‘What do you even wear to a spa? Shit, what do I text back? Oh fuck I have to text her back. I am so shit at dating.’

She laughed again, but it was happy excitable laughter.

‘Don't text back straight away,’ he said raising his palm to slow her down. ‘Give it a little time.’

‘Oh sod off, I'm not eighteen and playing hard to get,’ she laughed.

‘No, I know that, but have a think first. That’s all I'm saying.’

‘Yeah okay, you're right,’ she said, taking another deep breath, then she turned away and started writing, her fingers like lightning on the keyboard.




Hi Amy, thank you. We had such a lovely time too. I’ve been really worried I'd put you off? I really enjoyed our walk. We’d like to get to know you both better and see where things go? Spa day sounds great. See you at 9 am? No pressure either. Em XxxX




Send.

Fuck.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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EMILIA AND CASSIAN arrived at the spa shortly before nine in the morning. The ride over had been beautiful, and as they had driven out of the city and into the countryside they had been treated to stunning views of the sun shining down through staggeringly large mountainous clouds onto a shroud of mist that had settled in lake-like pockets throughout the valley in which the spa was nestled.

Now they were pulling into the car park and coming to a stop as Cassian chuckled to himself again at how out of place their old Fiesta was amongst the Mercs, Beamers and Jags that had already arrived this morning.

The Aurora Spa & Country Club was set amongst several hundred acres of land and boasted a heated outdoor swimming pool, multiple jacuzzies and several private hot tubs. It also featured massage and aromatherapy sessions, Tai Chi, yoga, and a number of other group exercise and fitness classes. It was a membership only club and the fees were outlandish, but prospective members could pay for a single trial day, which plenty of people took advantage of. Even so, it was at the upper end of extravagant.

Emilia took her husband’s hand as they walked towards the entrance and tried her best not to skip. After much deliberation, she had chosen a simple skirt and a sheer, loose white blouse, over a dark lace chemise. As they had been about to leave, however, she’d become self-conscious and had thrown on an old purple cardigan her mother had knitted ten years ago for her. It didn't really match the rest of her outfit, but she didn't feel quite so exposed. 

‘Do you think they're here already?’ she said.

‘I don't know, there's a lot of cars here.’

‘What do they drive?’

‘It was hard to see the other night, but I think it was a Merc,’ said Cassian. ‘Silver?’

Emilia looked around but there were quite a few silver Mercs parked up here, so she stopped speculating.

‘Em, listen,’ said Cassian. ‘Try not to be too forward today, they might be thinking about this, they might not be. Let's not scare them off again, let's just all have a nice day together. Okay?’

‘Okay,’ she said as she nodded and squeezed his hand. ‘I will.’

The entrance foyer was like a grander version of an old English country pub, with exposed beams, hardwood flooring, and ornate lamps adorning the walls. Emilia approached the reception desk and found a perky young blonde girl, no older than twenty, smiling back at her with wide eyes. 

‘Have Amy and Mark Hamilton arrived yet? We’re meeting them here for, erm… a day at your spa?’ she faltered and grinned.

‘I'm afraid I'm not able to give out guest information, Miss?’

‘Mrs Black,’ she said, blushing.

‘But if you’re happy for me to do so, I can let them know you’re here, if and when they arrive?’

‘That would be lovely, thank you.’

‘If you wish to wait for your friends, you're welcome to take a seat in the foyer.’

She took Cassian’s hand again, and they headed over to a seat by the fireplace that overlooked the heated outdoor pool. There were already a couple of people swimming in the fresh morning air, and the mist in the forest beyond hadn't quite lifted, the blue morning hue giving the whole scene an almost eerie feel. For a moment she pictured Annie the porcelain doll, creeping out of the forest and she shivered.

‘What time is it?’ she asked.

‘Ten past.’

‘Do you think they're just running late?’

‘No, I think they've bailed on us.’

‘What? Why?’ she said wide-eyed.

‘I'm kidding Em, they're just running a few minutes late. Give them a break.’

But after almost half an hour had passed by, Emilia was starting to get worried.

‘I'll text her,’ she said, but as she started to pull out her phone, the door opened and in walked Amy, and Emilia’s heart skipped several beats. 

Dressed in an ankle-length sheer dress, with a plunging neckline and thigh-high slits on either side on her lightly freckled thighs, she looked breathtaking, and Emilia’s stomach nosedived as butterflies surged through her chest. Behind her walked Mark, dressed casually in khaki shorts and a loose woven white buttoned shirt, looking devilishly handsome as she squashed her thighs together.

She immediately felt overdressed and working quickly she managed to slip off her cardigan and shove it into their bag before Amy turned around.

‘Hi, Sam, I'm sorry we’re running late, do you know if Mr and Mrs Black are here yet?’ said Amy to the perky young receptionist.

‘Amy?’ said Emilia standing up, suddenly feeling shy. Cassian stood up beside her and placed in hand in the small of her back, reassuring her. 

Then Amy blushed, turned and smiled broadly and rushed over to greet them, embracing Emilia tightly and so suddenly that she failed to return the hug, and before she knew it her new friend was pulling away to hug her husband. In the somewhat awkward aftermath, Mark reached for Emilia’s hand and shook it gently and then more firmly for Cassian as the two men smiled at one another.

‘I'm so pleased you could come,’ said Amy. ‘Again, I'm so sorry about the other night. I hope you can forgive me. I was asking stupid questions, and-‘

‘It's fine, honestly,’ said Emilia.

‘So… what would you like to do first?’ said Amy.

Emilia looked over at Cassian, who shrugged. ‘We’ve not been here before, so we’re open to suggestions?’

‘Okay, then we’ll surprise you,’ said Amy, sounding mischievous. ‘Just follow me.’

‘Sounds good,’ said Emilia, beaming at her as she glowed.

Amy stretched out her hand for her, and she took it with delight, noticing how soft her fingers were as they walked away from the men toward the sign for the pool, her whole body tingling with excitement.

Cassian watched as the girls chatted like old friends, walking along hand in hand, and for a moment he stood gazing at them, unsure what to do and feeling a little left out. Then Mark slapped him on the back and squeezed his shoulder. 

‘Come on, mate. I'll show you where the changing rooms are,’ he said, and winked. ‘Did you bring your speedos?’

He laughed and snapped out of his gaze. ‘The tightest I could find, mate.’
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The pool itself turned out to be heated and as Cassian approached, he could feel the warmth emanating from a few feet away, the surface layered with a thin cloud of mist and steam. He had arrived poolside first and breathed in deeply in the cold morning air, finding it invigorating - it reminded him of sea swimming, back when he was studying down on the coast. 

He and Emilia would wake up at five o’clock on Saturdays and head down to the beach to watch the sunrise, and then they would swim out to the marker buoy a little over a kilometre out to sea - the winner waiting for the loser, a kiss as the prize - and then swim back together side by side to shore.

As he drifted back to the present he could hear Mark walking up behind him and he turned to greet him, and laughed.

The man’s appearance was chiselled. He looked like the model sculptors used in the Twelfth Century to accurately carve body parts for stone statues. Cassian’s own physique was sharp, but Mark’s was high definition. 

The ex-soldier knelt down by the side of the pool and tested the water temperature, and then scooped up a handful, splashing it over his face and hair. ‘Feels great to be out swimming this early at this time of year doesn't it?’

Cassian nodded.

‘So you and Em?’ he continued. ‘You met at school?’ he asked, turning back towards him as he nodded again.

‘She was two years below me, she won't tell it like this, but she relentlessly pursued me.’

Mark stood up, listening as he grinned. ‘She pursued you?’

‘Like a hound, I was in my final year, with this pretty little lower school girl hanging around me at break and lunchtimes like a groupie. It was nice, she was sweet. One thing led to another and here we are.’

‘Wait, one thing led to another?’ said Mark. ‘That's the worst storytelling gimmick. Imagine Romeo & Juliet like that? Romeo falls madly in love with Juliet at the Capulet ball, one thing leads to another and Juliet stabs herself in the chest because she can’t live without her suicidal boyfriend?’

Cassian burst into laughter, shaking his head as Mark grinned. At the same time, Amy and Emilia came out of the changing rooms and stepped onto the path leading to the pool.

‘What are you two giggling about?’ said Amy as she drew near.

Cassian looked over at Mark. ‘Nothing important.’

‘Oh no, they're already best friends, the bromance has begun,’ Amy stopped and tiptoed up to kiss her husband, and then she slipped on by and headed over to the steps.

Cassian couldn't help watching her walk away, her curves moving gently from side to side in her simple two-piece. She moved with a purpose, exuding confidence and charm, like a petite version of a pin-up girl from the fifties, and he could feel his chest tightening with every breath she stole.

Emilia had chosen a more conservative one-piece swimming costume with just a keyhole cut out on the small of her back, and she was feeling mightily intimidated. 

Amy had a grace and beauty that only ever seemed reserved for celebrities, as though she was a classical film actress from a parallel universe where she had failed a few auditions, given up on acting and became an obscure artist instead.

She tried to settle her own mind by repeating her mantra that attractiveness is subjective, that Cassian saw her the way she saw Amy, but she did wonder if there was some truth to universal beauty. Helen of Troy was known as the face that launched a thousand ships. Perhaps one day Amy would be known as the face that mopped a thousand shits.

She started laughing to herself, and the other three all looked over, confused. ‘Sorry, I just thought of something funny. Don't mind me.’

‘Maybe one day you can tell me the joke,’ said Amy, winking before she dived into the pool like a swan. 

The water barely rippled.

Emilia followed, sitting down on the edge and lowering herself in, the surface feeling warm and cosy against her skin.

Cassian climbed down the nearby steps and pushed away from the edge, whilst Mark jumped in as though he was a living action movie cliché.

Amy resurfaced at the far end, her red hair now a dark shade of auburn, slicked back against her head as her freckles seemed to sparkle in the rising steam.

Emilia yearned to touch her, thinking back to their fleeting kiss, and she felt herself getting aroused, taking a shuddering breath as she hid her blush in the ripples. Beneath the water's edge, she subtly pressed her fingers into her crotch, squeezing her thighs together to quell the rising swell inside of her, and then with a deep breath, she swam forward into a gentle paddle, heading slowly towards the far end.

On arrival she swam up next to Amy, briefly dunking her head, before resurfacing facing down the pool, both of them treading water, their fingers occasionally touching beneath the surface, then she smiled and pushed away from the edge and settled into a gentle breaststroke, as her heart thumped.
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After swimming for another half an hour, both couples left the pool and headed over to the jacuzzi, which was situated in a small and secluded clearing a few metres into the forest that surrounded the spa. As the others had watched, mesmerised, Amy had run along the path in front of them and climbed the short steps, slipping down into the warm water and submersing herself completely. Mark, ever the gentlemen, had helped Emilia up onto the side, and then walked around to the controls, turning up the heat and setting the jets to medium. There had followed a low rumble and Amy had sat up, startled as a bubble of jets had shot up from underneath her.

‘Oh,’ she said, raising her eyebrows, and then holding out her hand to steady Emilia’s descent into the water. 

A few seconds later, both the men vaulted the edge and slid down onto the circular ridge of seating under the surface, stretching out their arms and relaxing as Amy settled back and placed the palm of her hand tentatively on Emilia’s thigh. 

A series of thoughts rapidly began racing through her mind as her skin-tingled and her muscles froze. Should she touch Amy’s hand too? Should she touch her thigh? Should she do nothing? What was Amy doing? Now she was squeezing her thigh softly amongst the jets of bubbles and Emilia couldn't help but think of the Duchess and Lady Victoria underneath the blanket, the roaring fire - the Duke.

Fuck it.

She decided to stop thinking and just act, and as her chest thumped, she slipped her fingers over the top of Amy’s and intertwined them gently, and as she felt the heat of her skin through the water, her chest filled with butterflies, heart filled with desire, and her warmth throbbed.

‘Have you ever had sex in a jacuzzi?’ said Amy, suddenly as then she looked over at Emilia. ‘And don’t say, No, would you like to? I know what you’re like.’

Emilia laughed nervously, conflicted as Amy rubbed her thigh sweetly under the water.

‘We did, actually. A few years ago in the Swiss Alps,’ said Cassian.

‘No way,’ gasped Amy.

‘Nice,’ said Mark. ‘Holiday?’

Cassian nodded. ‘Incredible place, the views are magnificent. We spent a whole day hiking around Oeschinensee, and another paddling about on the lake.’

‘I climbed the Matterhorn, around six years ago,’ said Mark.

‘Of course you did,’ laughed Amy. ‘Naked and carrying a machine gun whilst rescuing orphaned puppies, probably.’

Cassian laughed as Mark smiled. ‘It’s a beautiful country,’ he said.

‘The place we stayed has a slide down the side of the mountain,’ said Cassian.

Amy’s eyes widened as she sat forward. ‘Oh wow. We have got to go there.’

At the same time, Emilia moved her arm down from the side of the pool, and pressed her palm against Amy’s spine, just above her bottom. It might have been her imagination, but as her friend leant back, it felt as though she was nuzzling herself onto her.

‘You must have travelled a lot in the army?’ said Cassian.

Mark nodded. ‘To some of the best places, and most of the worst ones.’

‘Why did you leave?’

‘After my enlistment contract ended, I got offered better a job that paid more and carried less risk.’

‘Protection work?’

‘That’s right,’ he nodded, stretching out.

Amy leaned closer to Emilia and squeezed her hand under the water. ‘Shall we leave them to it, Em? Go relax in the steam room?’ she said, standing up. ‘They can have their boy talk then, and we can have… a little girl talk?’

‘Okay, sure,’ said Emilia, suddenly feeling anxious about the idea of spending time alone with Amy. All the while they’d been together in the pool and the jacuzzi, she hadn’t felt the need to talk about the last time they’d met, and their kiss. But the idea of being alone with her again was incredibly exciting too.

Amy reached out her hand and she stood up, water cascading off her hips as she followed the graceful freckled figure out of the bubbling jacuzzi. 

‘See you for lunch,’ Emilia said to her husband as she passed him, dripping wet and more than a little aroused as she followed Amy down the tree-lined path to the changing rooms. They walked past the pool holding hands and her new friend held the door open for her as they headed back through.

In the privacy of the changing area, the gorgeous redhead pulled off her bikini bottoms, momentarily exposing her behind, followed by her top, allowing Emilia to catch a glimpse of the side of her breast, and then she wrapped herself in a small white towel before handing another to Emilia, who was a little more reserved but did the same as Amy turned around.

Towels secured and wrapped tightly around them both, Amy led the way.

On the outside, the sauna was fairly basic, with white plastic windows and a PVC door that looked much the same as most backdoors in kitchens across the country, but inside it was luxurious, with fine wood seating that Emilia found to be comfortable and smooth.

Amy stepped inside and shuffled up to the far end, loosening her towel slightly and then beckoning for Emilia to join her. She smiled and closed her eyes as her new friend sat down to the left and slightly across from her and for a little while, they sat in silence, enjoying the warmth of the room, the sweat building on their skin, feeling their pores opening up, and breathing in the steam deeply. Emilia was just starting to relax when the silence was broken.

‘I’m sorry I ran away,’ said Amy, abruptly.

Emilia looked over at her but didn’t say anything.

‘I got scared,’ she continued. She took a deep breath, drawing the steam deep into her lungs. ‘I like you, and I got scared because I want to be friends with you,’ she paused, opened her eyes and looked over at Emilia. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘It’s okay,’ she said, but her heart was already aching and the little crack that had begun to heal, burst wide open again. She had gotten her hopes up, and now Amy was bringing her crashing back down again.

‘No. It’s not, okay,’ said Amy, her voice cracking. ‘Because I kissed you and it was a really, really good kiss, and it wasn’t fair, and I can’t stop thinking about it.’ Emilia frowned and then laughed as Amy closed her eyes again. ‘And I keep touching you, and you keep touching me, and it's driving me fucking wild. I can't stop thinking about you, and when I'm with you, my mind is just racing and thinking about how I can touch you again, or hoping you might touch me, so I can feel that feelin-’

Emilia leant across suddenly, interrupting her friend’s diatribe, and cupped her cheek in the palm of her hand, and then kissed her softly on the lips. 

And the world turned.

She took it slow, kissing her soft and deep, tracing her thumb across the top of the redhead’s ear as their lips pecked sweetly at each other. 

It was delicate and soft, and she tasted sweet and wet.

After a while, she began to pull away but Amy pulled her back with both hands, kissing her lips again and again, and as she did so, Emilia put her knee down on the wood beside her thigh, and then ran her hand down the girl’s shoulder, playing with the edge of the towel wrapped tightly around her, just above her breasts. They stopped kissing for a moment, just holding each other, breathing hard and looking into each other eyes as their heart’s pounded.

‘If we were to do this,’ whispered Amy, her voice barely more than a breath. ‘How would it work?’

‘What do you mean?’ said Emilia, her whole body quivering with desire.

‘If we were to all… you know,’ Amy squeezed her hips. ‘How would it work?’

Emilia’s stomach flipped and she felt a powerful wave of anxiety run through her like a jolt of electricity. She wasn't even sure she’d heard Amy correctly, as though the steam might have blocked her ears. ‘I don't know,’ she said, her eyes wide.

‘You must have thought about it.’

‘A little bit,’ said Emilia, as she fought the urge to clamp her thighs down tight.

Amy raised her eyebrows as if to say only a little?

‘Okay, yes. A lot,’ laughed Emilia, gasping. ‘But what do you want me to do, draw you a diagram?’

‘No, but also yes I would, and we’ll come back to that later,’ she nodded. ‘What I mean to say is… would we… make love? Would Cassian and I? You and Mark? What do you want?’

‘What do we want?’ asked Emilia, barely able to contain herself now, her whole body bursting with desperation.

The girls sat in silence, bristling with nervous energy and tension until Amy spoke at last. ‘For it to be nice,’ she said.

Emilia smiled. She desperately wanted to kiss her again, but she didn't want to scare her away. Instead, she said. ‘So do I,’ very quietly.

‘I need to talk to Mark,’ said Amy, breathing deep. ‘I mean we’ve talked about it already, but I can't just spring this on him. We need to talk about it properly.’

‘Take as long as you need,’ gushed Emilia. ‘I don't want to rush this.’

But her heart was already racing.
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After leaving the steam room, Amy and Emilia had showered and dressed and returned to the main bar area, where they found the men drinking coffee and chatting animatedly. 

As the girls approached, Cassian called for the waiter, ordering two more cups of coffee and a menu for lunch, and a short while later they ate together, laughing and smiling. Even Emilia managed to stay calm and relaxed, with only the occasional shakes, heart palpitations and moments of sheer panic. 

Afterwards, Amy suggested that they all had couples massages and after booking themselves in, Emilia and Cassian waited until their allotted time before heading in, disrobing again, and relaxing under the strong yet tender hands of two professional masseurs.

As their bodies unwound and released the tension of the past few weeks, Emilia stretched out her hand to Cassian, who was laying on the bed next to hers, and they held hands as she mouthed I love you, to him and smiled.

Refreshed, relaxed and renewed they collected their clothes again, dressed, and headed out into the main foyer, ready to head home after an incredible and exciting day. Emilia felt more than ever, that this was the right thing to do, but in the foyer stood Amy and Mark, both looking more nervous than usual - as though something was wrong.

Emilia’s heart felt heavy as she walked across towards them, hand in hand with Cassian, and all of a sudden she felt a sharp pang of guilt that she hadn’t spoken to him about what Amy had said earlier in the sauna, but it was too late now. Amy’s face was nervous, and she was licking and chewing her lip as they drew closer. 

Even Cassian began to frown. ‘What's wrong?’ he said as they approached.

Amy looked at them both, and then back at Mark who nodded.

‘Erm, would you guys like to stay the night?’ said Amy. ‘Here?’

Emilia’s heart lurched as the butterflies in her tummy all took flight at once. ‘Oh. Yes,’ she said, barely hesitating. ‘I mean, erm. Cass? Would you like to stay?’

He looked across at her, wide-eyed and startled, and saw her flash a brief and happy smile. ‘Sure, why not?’

Fuck, he’s good, she thought as she admired his cool response.

‘Fantastic,’ said Amy, her body alive with a crackling energy. ‘We could see if we can get adjoining rooms and then have a nightcap? What do you think, Mark?’

‘Sounds great,’ he said, grinning wildly as he winked at Cassian. ‘I'll go get the room keys. Then we can have dinner and head up. Cass, do you want to come with me and grab a bottle from the bar for later?’

‘Sure,’ he said, turning and frowning at his wife. ‘See you in a bit?’

Amy looked over at her as their husbands disappeared toward the bar, and for the first time since they had met, Emilia thought that the confident, unshakeable and exuberant redhead, looked a little vulnerable.

‘Is this okay?’ said Amy. ’Staying, I mean? You didn’t seem sure. I sort of thought you-‘

Emilia reached her hand out and took Amy’s, who looked a little startled at the gesture. ‘Yes. I want to stay. Is this what you want too?’ she glanced down at their hands, both shaking.

Amy started to blush. She closed her eyes and tried to stay calm and measured, but she looked for a moment like she was going to burst into tears. ‘I think so. We talked about it,’ she said, her voice had gone quiet and soft. ‘Mark is okay with us… you know. In fact, he’s quite enthusiastic, I think he rather fancies you, but I’m not sure if I’m-‘

‘Ready?’ she finished.

‘Yes,’ she said, smiling and relaxing a little. 

Emilia could see her eyes had glazed over with a sheen of tears. ‘I’m not sure we are either, but we don’t have to rush anything,’ she reached out and stroked her fingers. ‘I really like you. We really like you both.’

Amy smiled and scrunched her eyes then took a deep breath, exhaling hard as she bristled with nervous energy. ‘Where are those men?’

A few minutes later they were all settling down to dinner in the main restaurant, during which Amy spent most of the meal mercilessly teasing Emilia with her toes. Now, a couple of hours later they were making their way up the stairs to the third floor of the building, laughing and flirting and full of excitement.

It was quiet on the landing, a few towels sat in heaps outside doors, waiting to be collected and a small cleaning cart abandoned at the far end. Wall sconces illuminated the door numbers and Amy led Emilia by the hand excitedly, with the two men following behind, stopping when she reached the first room.

She pressed the key card against the handle and there was a gentle beep, then the door unlatched and she swung it open effortlessly with the palm of her hand. Inside, the room began to light up. Spotlights underneath the bed illuminating the thick pile carpet, the sleek embedded illuminations slowly brightening in sequence.

‘Here’s your card,’ said Amy, handing it over to Emilia, her hand shaking, bobbing up and down as she spoke. ‘Shall we meet back here in ten minutes? You can knock on the adjoining door?’ 

‘Sure,’ said Emilia as she grabbed Cassian by his shirt and pulled him towards their room. She fumbled with their card, dropping it onto the floor, and her husband picked it up and placed it back between her quivering fingers as she turned around before pressing it hard against the reader, heading inside. 

‘Oh shit,’ she said, leaning against the wood as it shut behind her. ‘Is this really happening?’

‘I guess so?’

‘Is this okay?’

Cassian approached and placed his hands on either side of her face, stroking her cheeks and eyebrows with his thumbs, something he would often do to calm her down. 

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Is there anything you want to talk about?’

‘Like what?’

‘Things you don’t feel comfortable with.’ 

Emilia turned away and sat down on the bed. ‘I guess so, but I don’t think it’s going to be like that. I just want to see where things go. I want it to be nice and so does Amy. I trust them.’

He sat down next to her and put his arm over her shoulder as she hugged him tight and kissed him, then pulled away.

‘We should probably get ready,’ she laughed. ‘Should I perfume my knickers?’

‘I love you,’ he grinned, looking at her serenely. There followed a long and happy silence as they gazed into each other's eyes, and then Emilia leaned forward.

‘I love you too,’ she said, melting.
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CHAPTER SIX
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EMILIA KNOCKED TENTATIVELY on the adjoining door as she waited, a bottle of wine in her shaking hand. She tried to be patient, but she was bristling with excitement and barely able to stand still, hopping from one foot to the other. 

A moment later Amy opened it a crack and peered around the edge. ‘Yes? Can I help you?’

‘Police, we’re looking for a couple? One’s a shit artist and the other one looks like a statue that’s escaped from Ancient Rome?’

Amy’s serious face crumbled and she burst into laughter and opened the door wide, revealing that she had changed into a black lace bodycon dress, and Emilia found herself struggling not to stare. 

‘You’ve found us, officer. Bang to rights,’ she turned away as she took the wine from Emilia’s hands, passing it to Mark who opened it with one twist. ‘We’ve only got a single set of wine glasses,’ continued Amy. ‘So maybe grab yours?’

Cassian produced their pair from behind his back and set them down on the side table. As he did, Mark walked over and poured out four equal glasses, and then picked up the first two and handed them to Emilia and Cassian, before passing another to his wife who had taken a perch on the edge of the enormous bed.

She looked up at Emilia and patted the duvet beside her and said. ‘Come, sit with me.’

Cassian sat down on one of the two armchairs that faced the bed and Mark put down his glass and settled into the other one, facing the two girls as each man took a long, deep breath.

‘So… what do you think of the spa?’ said Amy, awkwardly.

‘It's nice,’ said Emilia, quietly.

There was an uncomfortably long silence as the foursome sipped their wine, broken finally when Amy spoke. 

‘Oh shit, I'm so nervous,’ she laughed and then she covered her mouth, biting her lip as Emilia looked across at her, blushing as the silence returned. 

And there they met each other's gaze and held it. 

After a deep breath, Amy wriggled across and raised her hand up to run her fingers through a loose slip of Emilia’s hair, then she shuffled closer again until their thighs touched, hesitatingly briefly, before leaning in to kiss her, and as their lips met, her warm hand traced the contour of Emilia’s cheek and neck. 

This is happening, thought Emilia. We’re really going to do this.

Then she realised with a surge of arousal, excitement and guilt that for the first time in their lives, she was kissing someone else in front of Cassian.

She felt her heart flutter and surge at the sensation of Amy’s other hand moving slowly up her waist. Then she turned, working herself further up onto the bed and running her own hand through the girl’s fiery red hair.

Amy’s wandering hand reached Emilia’s breast and she felt herself rise off the bed at her touch, leaning into her and kissing her harder. She stopped and took a deep shuddering breath, turning to look over towards Cassian and Mark, both men sitting in their armchairs, smiling, watching and enjoying the show. 

Amy looked over too and then beckoned to them, returning immediately and urgently to Emilia’s soft and beautiful lips. Quivering, she ran her hands down her new friend’s legs, finding the hem of her lace dress, and then she began to slide it up the outside of her thigh, letting her short nails lightly scratch her pale skin as she did so, and making her breathe in sharply. Then she squeezed the top of her leg, feeling her hip bone beneath and moved her hand around to her bottom, searching for the edge of her underwear.

Amy let out a soft breath as Emilia’s fingers found purchase, and then she let out an even louder one as she felt Mark kneel onto the bed beside her and kiss her neck deeply.

Emilia sensed Cassian next to her now too, his strong hands stroking her back and caressing her shoulders, and then he was pulling her blouse off and over her head as Amy pulled away and turned her head to kiss her own husband deeply on the lips. At the same time, Cassian was kissing Emilia’s ears and neck, working his hands down her shoulders and pulling the strap of her chemise down so it fell loose onto her arm. 

It was all happening so fast it was rapidly becoming overwhelming.

Amy turned back and was facing her again, Mark kneeling over his wife's shoulder, looking down at Emilia’s breasts inside her top, loose and open, her nipple on show to them both and suddenly she felt self-conscious.

This was really happening. 

They were all going to make love together. 

It was all so intense.

She began to panic, but then Amy was kneeling up on the bed and wrapping her arms around her head, pressing her face into her breasts and kissing her sweety as she covered her up, and then she heard a whisper in her ear. ‘Are you okay?’ she said, and somehow she felt relaxed again. Her words had soothed her.

This was safe, this was right.

She nodded imperceptibly, and then Amy took her hand and placed it back against her bottom and Emilia squeezed and laughed and then pulled back, turning to kiss Cassian. 

‘I love you, you know that don't you?’ she said as she pulled away from his lips. 

He nodded as she started to unbutton his shirt, one by one and then she looked over at Amy who began to do the same to Mark who was kissing Amy’s neck as she worked on him, unable to keep his hands off her. 

For a brief second, Emilia thought about how much she wanted Mark’s hands on her too, and then Cassian was kissing her again and holding her face in his palms and she melted. She could feel how aroused he was, his member throbbing in his jeans, and quickly she began to undo his belt as he knelt up on the bed, loosening the clasp and sliding the strap out of the buckle and then unzipping his fly and shimmying them down toward his knees.

Pausing, she looked over toward Mark and Amy and found them watching, Amy facing them as Mark’s hand delicately circled her crotch through her lacy dress. She had one hand up and around his neck and the other was stroking the bulge in his shorts, and she smiled at Emilia before turning her gaze back toward Cassian’s swelling underwear.

Emilia took her cue and looked up at her husband as she dipped the front of his boxers down and then with a slow reverence, she reached inside for his rock hard cock. 

Closing her hand around it, she found him to be harder than ever, and with a skin-tingling giddiness, she slowly teased it back up and out, sliding her palm up and down the shaft, feeling him dripping with excitement. Then she watched as he turned to look at Amy, and felt him twinge against her fingers as he did so. 

Suddenly her new friend was moving across the bed, dropping onto all fours and sliding past her and before Emilia knew what was happening, Cassian’s cock was inside her mouth and her husband was looking up at her, shocked and almost pleading, but then he closed his eyes and his mouth dropped open as she worked her way up and down him, and he started to bend forward as she pulled his boxers down completely.

Emilia saw that Mark was looking on, almost as shocked as Cassian, but she could see that he was happy - he wasn't upset or jealous - in fact, he was even more excited than before.

She looked back down and then reached to move Amy’s hair aside so she could see better, and then she stretched up to reach Cassian’s face and kissed him long and slow, feeling the gentle rhythmic sensation below her of Amy sucking his cock.

Cassian was beginning to look desperate and Amy could sense that he was getting close too fast, so she slowed down and pulled back and kissed the tip of his glans softly with her cherry red lips, making him twitch and nearly lose control. Then she sat back up on her knees, smiling at him with wide and happy eyes, before flicking her guilty gaze between the other two.

Mark knelt forward now and placed his hands around the edge of Amy’s dress and went to pull it up and over her head, but Emilia reached out and stopped him, shaking her head and smiling mischievously.

Instead, she raised Amy’s arms up in the air first and then slowly rolled the dress up with Mark’s help, kissing first her bare stomach, and then her proud ribs, and then her chest and the valley between her breasts, and then finally her neck and lips - on which she could taste her husband - before the dress finally came away, leaving her in just her knickers and bra.

Mark stood up a moment later and removed his shirt, a few items of clothing behind the others, as Amy turned and helped him out of his khakis and then he was back on the bed, and she was pushing him down so he was lying flat.

Now she took hold of Emilia’s hand and guided her over to where her husband lay and started teasing her fingers over the material of his underwear, his rock hard cock pointing straight up, and with a sudden twitch, it popped through the gap and Emilia could see it at last.

She paled and grinned, unconsciously licking her lips as her whole body quivered with taboo desire. It was slightly smaller than Cassian’s but thicker somehow, and it had a slight bend to it, curving upwards. She reached out hesitantly and touched it with the tips of her fingers as she glanced sideways at Amy for reassurance.

Behind her she felt Cassian moving to see what she was doing, then she felt his warm and comforting hand touching the small of her back. He kissed her neck and then turned to Amy who slipped her arms around his shoulder, and then he kissed her softly on the lips too.

Emilia continued to stroke Mark as she watched Cassian unhook Amy’s bra and slide it off over her shoulder and arms, then without any hesitation he lay her down and pulled off her knickers, and Emilia thrilled at the sight of Amy’s naked body as she knelt up and sat before them. 

Unabashed, her eyes glided over her; her sweet freckles, spread like an eagle across her chest, her sweet little curves, her handful breasts and her small delicate nipples, and then her hips, and between, her sweet little slit, bare and glistening.

Cassian moved behind Amy now, his cock pressing against her ass, and as Emilia turned her attention back to Mark, she could see in the corner of her eye that he was kissing her neck, his arm tight around her waist, his hand on her flat and pale stomach. Slowly, she leaned down so her lips were just an inch above Mark’s tip, and then as she plucked up the courage, she took him into her, and the whole world spun.

He felt huge in her mouth. 

She swirled her tongue around his head tentatively and felt as his warmth leaked into her cheeks, and somehow she felt him grow inside of her if that were even possible. Then feeling guilty, she slipped him out and turned to see Amy stroking Cassian’s cock as they both watched her sucking Mark. 

She could feel the excitement in her chest - the sensation of another man having been in her mouth was overwhelming and she tried not to think about the possibility of him pushing it inside her, perhaps later. Then she took him back between her lips again and slid him up and down.

As Mark began to moan hard, she sat back and Amy embraced her, lips on lips, tongue on tongue, and as they kissed she felt their men moving on the bed, and now someone was behind her and they were removing her skirt, sliding it down over her bottom and then someone else was pulling her chemise off, finally exposing her breasts, and then she was almost naked and pressed up against Amy’s bare body.

The feeling was incredible. 

Her soft skin was smooth and electrifying, her red hair vibrant and loose, flowing gently over her supple frame, and as they embraced she felt prickles all over her body, as though goosebumps had erupted across all of her skin, but most of all she felt warm and cosy. 

The pair of them fell forward and wrapped their arms and legs around each other, kissing one another urgently, stroking and caressing, curling and squeezing, and then Amy’s fingers were between her thighs, urgently pulling her wet knickers down to her knees, searching up and finding her naked lips, then sliding up and down between them.

Oh, yes.

Emilia felt a deep urge to squeeze her new friend, to hold her as tightly as she could, to smell her hair and nuzzle into her neck, to kiss her cheeks and her forehead and her lips over and over. The warmth and softness of her skin was intoxicating and her head tingled as though she was floating through a cloud. And then Amy’s fingers started exploring her delicately, and then slowly and carefully, she slipped a single fingertip inside her and pushed.

Emilia let out a gasp and squeezed her thighs together, but then she felt Cassian - or Mark - pushing her knees apart and Amy was rolling her to the side. Now on her back, with her eyes closed, she felt Amy start to kiss her way past and down her neck, across her collarbone and then around her breast, teasing and touching her. 

Then she felt a wave of pleasure as Amy’s lips found her nipple, and for a few quiet moments, the whole world faded away. But then she was moving further down, and her friend's weight shifted. Now she was kissing her stomach, and then her belly button, making her quiver and writhe on the bed, arching her spine.

Now her waist.

Her hips.

Her mound.

Emilia bit her lip as she felt Amy’s hot breath between her thighs, and she gripped the duvet and buried her head to one side, and then let out a long slow moan as her friend’s tongue ran its way along the length of her warmth, and began to slowly circle her clit.

‘Yes,’ she whispered as her mouth opened wide.

She lowered her hands and found soft red hair, running her fingers through it in ecstasy as Amy’s tongue flicked and pressed and slipped against her. Now she could feel two slender and long fingers inside her and she let out a whimper, louder this time, as she pressed upwards and kept swirling her tongue at the same perfect rate.

‘Yes,’ said cried again as she started to feel something powerful building inside of her.

She could feel the bed shifting and she opened her eyes to find Cassian kneeling next to her, his cock inches from her mouth. Without hesitating she took him in, sliding him over her tongue, tasting him as Amy kept going, her fingers moving, pulsing, tapping, deep inside her pussy.

She felt a new sensation now, a rhythmic movement and looked down to see that Mark was behind Amy. She smiled as they made eye contact and he then tilted his head backwards, holding onto his wife’s ass. Then Amy moaned into her crotch as he pushed his cock deep inside her and began to fuck his wife.

Within seconds Emilia was close and she took Cassian back into her mouth again as her orgasm built, but it quickly became too much. He slid out as she began to moan and her legs pinched together, then she arched her back, her skin tingling with love, her fingers stretched out, her mouth wide… and then she shook as her whole body came. 

For a few blissful moments, she lay there in euphoric harmony, feeling the bed moving back and forth as Mark made love to the woman between her thighs, feeling Cassian’s warm hand in her own, squeezing her, comforting her and keeping her safe.

She had never felt like this before - so wanted, so loved. It was wonderful.

Now Amy was moving. She had pulled away from Mark and was turning over to lay on her back and now he was thrusting between his wife's legs and pushing back inside her, fucking her hard and holding her face as he kissed her passionately.

‘Harder,’ she said and then she turned to look back at Emilia and reached out for her hand, her fingers searching and desperate as they interlocked.

Cassian knelt between Emilia’s legs now, and as she stared into Amy’s eyes, she felt her husband’s wet cock pushing and probing and then sliding into her soaking wet pussy, and she squeezed her friend’s fingers and smiled as they made love beside one another.

It was happening. 

The moment she’d fantasised about. 

It was happening now and all around her.

She watched closely as Amy’s eyes began to glaze over, her lips parting, wider and wider as she got closer and closer to the edge. Now she was beginning to arch her back, to dig her fingers into Mark’s back muscles, and then she started to moan, louder and louder with each thrust.

‘Yes, harder,’ she commanded as Mark quickened his pace.

Her face started to flush and her hand crushed Emilia’s fingers and then suddenly, she was coming again too and together they climaxed, just seconds apart. Squeezing each other, holding each other, stroking each other.

It was perfect.

It was everything she had wanted.

Her body glowed.

But neither of the men were done.

They both watched calmly as their wives recovered - their breathing returning to normal, their heart rates slowing. The girls holding each other’s hands, their heads close together on the pillow, Emilia stroking Amy’s face as Cassian spooned next to her. Mark on the other side of Amy, holding her tight in his big strong arms.

After a while Emilia rolled over and kissed Cassian hard on the lips, holding his face in her hands. Then she looked into his eyes, questioning and sweet. 

‘Would it… be okay?’ she said, her voice full of unspoken meaning.

Cassian returned her gaze with kind eyes, and then he looked over at Mark, and finally back at his wife. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘If it’s okay with them?’

Emilia rolled over and took Amy’s hands again. ‘Would you like to?’ she asked.

Amy blinked and in that moment, just as she had seen it before downstairs in the foyer, she looked vulnerable again. For a long few seconds, she stared warmly into Emilia’s eyes, considering, and then she nodded quickly.

Instantly Emilia leaned into her and kissed her hard, but this time she rolled up and on top of her, laughing and giggling as she did so, tickling and pressing their breasts together and entwining their fingers, and then she was rolling over the top and down the other side. 

At the same time, Amy shifted over towards Cassian and then smiled a mischievous smile at him, and instead of laying back, she rolled onto her front, raising her bottom up, just a little, and sliding her legs and thighs apart.

Emilia looked wide-eyed at the pair of them and then turned her head to look at Mark who grinned and placed a gentle, reassuring hand upon her stomach. Then he gestured with his eyes for her to watch, and she rolled onto her side again, her ass nestled against Mark’s proud cock as she blushed.

For a brief and exhilarating moment, she felt it twitch against her, so she reached down behind her back and took it in her hand, playing with it softly as she grinned, and then she focused her attention on her own husband, and Amy.

Cassian looked to her as if to check for permission one last time, and she smiled in response and nodded. Then she felt Mark’s hand sliding down her stomach as he shifted down the bed, his cock in her hand, sliding against her ass as she moved it to rest between the back of her thighs. 

Now Cassian was lining himself up behind Amy, and Amy was tilting her ass up higher towards his hard cock, her palms flat on the bed, her elbows up, her dark red hair falling over her cheek. Cass’s hands came down either side of her next, his face close enough to smell her hair, and Emilia watched her pale beautiful face as his cock lined up, thick and hard, and then slid gently and smoothly inside of her.

Amy’s eyes closed and she flushed and shook, and after a few blissful seconds, she let out a gentle whimper of pure pleasure.

Emilia felt Mark’s cock surge and grow between her fingers and she quickened her pace sliding up and down his shaft, squeezing him softly, reassuring him, and teasing him against her wet pussy, and then his strong hands were turning her onto her front and his knees came down between her legs, and before she could even gasp, she was being pulled up by her hips onto all fours. 

A heartbeat later she felt the head of his cock pressing against her urgently, and then her mind whirled as she felt herself opening up as he pushed himself forward, and slipped into her for the very first time.

Yes.

Mark was inside her, not Cassian.

For the first time in her life, there was another man’s cock inside her pussy, and it felt so incredibly good.

She looked to her right and saw both Cass and Amy watching them, smiling and slowly making love, her husband’s eyes opening and closing, alternating between watching her with Mark and feeling the intense pleasure of Amy’s fresh pussy.

Mark’s manhood felt taboo and new, and her whole body tingled with illicit pleasure. This was so wrong, and yet it was clearly so right. 

He was thick. Thicker than Cass, and she could feel herself being stretched more than usual as he took her. She could feel him growing and pulsing inside of her with each thrust, and it felt mind-blowing and exhilarating.

She sensed him turn his head behind her looking over at Cassian and Amy, watching as her husband pushed down gently into his wife, listening to her moan, watching her grip the bedsheets in her fingers, and in that moment she felt the most incredible sense of comfort and love. 

He looked down at Emilia, at her beautiful body, her shape, the way she moved, the way she fucked, the way she sounded. She felt wonderful too, her pussy tight and warm, and he could feel himself building to climax already.

He listened to his wife and knew that she was getting close, and Cassian too, he thought. The man’s pace was changing, and he was pushing harder and Amy was moaning louder with every thrust.

Emilia could feel Mark building inside her too, and she started to panic. 

He was going to come inside her. 

No one but Cass had ever come inside her before, and now here she was, in a spa hotel, getting fucked by an ex-soldier whilst her own husband was shagging a gorgeous redhead that she might be in love with.

In love.

There it was. That was the truth of it. She was in love. The thought thrilled her.

‘Come inside me,’ she whispered.

‘Are you sure?’ gasped Mark.

‘Uh-huh,’ she said, gripping the bedsheets, her eyes shut tight and her mouth wide open.

As Mark started to moan louder and louder, she looked over to Cassian who was gazing back at her, his eyes wide open as if asking for permission.

Amy’s hand shot out from her side and fumbled for Emilia’s and finding it they clasped their fingers together tight, then she looked back at Mark and nodded and Emilia caught Cassian's eye again and did the same, and then both men began to speed up and moan and spasm as they thrust.

Emilia watched as Cassian shuddered and orgasmed and a split second later, she knew that Amy could feel it, as she came too, her eyes rolling up into her head as a loud moan escaped her thin, sweet lips. 

Then Emilia felt Mark surge inside of her and a split second later she felt him pulse and twitch, warmth spreading throughout her pussy, filling her up, and she moaned and buried her head into the pillow, squeezing Amy’s hand so tight she cried out.

Yes.

Mark had finished inside her. Cassian had finished inside Amy. They had all come at once.

All of them together, in perfect harmony.

For some time after they lay still, not moving, just breathing and holding each other.

Mark was deep inside her still, and she could feel that he was hard, gently moving back and forth, after a while he slipped out of her and leaned forward to kiss her. Then she saw that Cassian and Amy were kissing too, and after a few more beautiful seconds, the men rolled aside and the girls faced each other, smiling.

‘Wow,’ laughed Amy, her smile unable to go any wider. She leaned in and pressed her mouth against Emilia’s, her kiss long and slow. This time, Amy rolled over the top of Emilia and ended up back in Mark’s arms as Cassian shuffled towards his wife and embraced her. 

For a while they all cuddled, Cassian stroking his wife’s hair and kissing her, Mark doing the same with Amy, her head on his chest, his arm slung around her shoulders, their fingers interwoven.

‘You know,’ said Amy, interrupting the hazy bliss. ‘I read this article a couple of days ago, that said men who engage in group sex have a reduced refractory period, and get hard again if there's another woman around to shag.’

Emilia rolled her head to look at Amy, bemused and frowning, and then she watched with increasing trepidation as she slipped off the bed and walked over to her bag which was still on the thickly carpeted floor. She unzipped it and produced a small bottle, then she turned and nimbly hopped back onto the bed.

‘Lay down, on your front,’ she said to Emilia.

Confused, she collected her hair in her hands and rolled away from Cassian to lay down, letting it fall on one side so she could see what was happening.

Their men shuffled down the bed to watch as Amy squirted a small amount of lube onto her fingers, then she looked up and smiled at them both. 

Cassian’s mouth dropped wide open a moment later, his eyes barely blinking as Amy knelt forward between Emilia’s outstretched legs and with her dry hand, stroked her girl's curvy bottom - first her rump, and then the crease where her ass met her thigh. Then her fingers traced slowly down between her cheeks, all the way along from her spine.

Oh, gosh.

Gently, she pushed Emilia cheek’s apart and exposed her, before she could process what was happening, there was another sensation, intense and overwhelming, and surprising, as Amy’s finger teased her asshole. 

Oh, fuck.

Emilia shuddered with pleasure as Amy started to coat her taboo little entrance with lube and she giggled and squirmed on the bed.

‘It’s cold,’ she cried. 

‘Sorry,’ laughed Amy, rubbing her hands together to warm them.

Now there was a different sensation. One of pressure as Amy teased her finger inside Emilia’s sweet hole. She swirled it around gently at first, pushing and probing and then she pushed a little harder and it went inside easily.

For a few moments, Amy slipped her lubed digit in and out of her as she writhed and moaned on the bed gasping with delight as she tried to catch her breath, occasionally pausing and withdrawing to apply more of the slick liquid. Then with her free hand, Amy began to play with her clit too, warming her up. 

Cassian was now practically beside himself, shaking and quivering, barely able to contain his excitement over what he was seeing.

Then suddenly, Amy leaned in close and Emilia felt her tongue lick all the way up from her clit, along her lips, past her pussy, over her perineum and across there, and she lost it.

She quivered and shook and cried out in ecstasy as Amy’s tongue probed and pushed and licked her ass, and then as suddenly as she’d started, she stopped, leaving her a broken wreck, pulsing and jerking on the bed, fingers squeezing the sheets until her knuckles turned white.

After a few moments, she became aware that Amy was making Cassian lay down beside her and then she was being hauled onto her knees by Mark’s strong arms.

Then Amy kissed her hard on the lips and stroked her hair and said, ‘How would you like to have one here, and one… here.’

Oh my goodness.

Could she even take both of them at once? she thought to herself. Then she nodded, urgently.

Amy wriggled aside and Emilia moved over, quickly straddling her own husband, placing her hands on either side of his chest and then lowering herself down onto his waiting, familiar cock, feeling it surge and tease and push up and into her. For a fleeting moment, she thought about Mark’s seed, still warming her insides, and how it made Cassian’s cock feel different and more slippery, and then her eyes met his and both of them gazed at one another, filled with love as their bodies reconnected. 

For a few moments, she rode him, up and down, feeling his length and girth inside of her again, feeling both of them there. Then she slowed down and came to a stop, his cock firmly erect and throbbing. 

Now she felt Mark behind her, felt his knees pushing into the mattress, his hands around her waist, stroking her back with his thumbs, positioning himself and lining up. Then Amy was in front of her, holding her face and smiling, straddling her thighs over Cassian’s waiting mouth.

There followed a warm sensation against her ass as Mark poured more lube onto her and himself, and then she felt the tip of his slick cock probing and pressing against her hole, his hands on her ass, Cassian's cock twitching inside her pussy.

This was it.

Mark started pushing and she braced herself and pushed back, in turn, he arched forward and then there was a sudden rush as the head of his cock popped inside her ass.

‘Oh, fuck,’ she cried, clamping down, her eyes shut. 

She had two men inside her at the same time, and it felt divine.

She looked up at Amy as Mark slowly began to thrust, her eyes widening and her mouth falling open. ‘Fuck,’ she said again and moaned. 

The feeling was powerful and intense and she had never felt more wanted as all of their hands ran across her body, and up her thighs, and around her tummy, and over her back.

The men had to get into a rhythm to make it work, Cassian thrusting up as Mark pulled back, and then Cassian pulling down as Mark thrust in, and after a few more seconds she began to get the hang of the motion.

Then suddenly, almost as soon as they had started, Emilia could feel herself beginning to climax. It was building up from a long way off, like a tsunami. She could feel it gathering strength. It was different, centred in another place, and with every thrust, it was getting closer and closer. She couldn't help it now, her moans were no longer just moans, they were primal and deep and she could feel both men inside her, growing and pulsing, desperate to come again. They were working for it, their cocks feeling thick as though they were going to burst. 

She felt full. 

Full and more complete than she ever had before, and her mind swam with pleasure.

She gripped Amy’s head with her free hand and kissed her so hard she wondered later if she’d hurt her.

Cassian came first, filling her with his love, and Mark came a moment later, her ass radiating his warmth as he shot his seed deep inside her. She could feel it, more than she ever could inside her pussy, squirting up and into her.

And then that was it - she fell over the edge.

First, she went silent, and then her whole body quivered and shook. She could feel Mark inside her bottom, Cassian inside her pussy, Amy inches from her face. Then she couldn't feel them at all, as if her body was no longer hers. 

And finally, there was nothing but silence and bliss.

Heaven.

Then she heard what sounded like a kettle boiling and realised it was coming from her own mouth as the world filled with colour again and she collapsed forward into Amy, who held her there between her breasts, her arms wrapped tight around her head. - holding her, stroking her, kissing her. 

They cuddled for a long time as her breathing settled, then Amy shuffled backwards and let her friend flop down on top of Cassian. A moment later she knelt up and kissed Mark as he collapsed down beside her and for a while, they all lay still, together. 

Cassian cuddling Emilia, Amy cuddling her, Mark cuddling Amy.

They had done it, she thought to herself as she drifted off to sleep, still smiling. They had done it, and it was perfect.

Time passed as they all dozed together, drifting in and out of blissful, hazy sleep.

Amy was the first to stand up, but she could barely manage it. Her legs were like jelly, and in the darkness, she grabbed for Emilia’s hand. 

‘Come with me,’ she whispered, laughing. ‘I’m not sure I’ll make it on my own.’

Emilia stirred and smiled and then sat upright, rubbing her eyes. Both the men were still asleep and Cassian was snoring gently.

Together they wobbled to the bathroom, helping each other along, still buzzing with excitement and nervous energy. 

Emilia reached the toilet first, so Amy sat herself over the edge of the bath, before immediately leaping up and squealing at how cold it was, but before she could make too much noise, Emilia shushed her and held her hand tight as she grabbed a towel and sat back down.

‘Oh my fucking goodness,’ she laughed, leaning forward, her head in her hands. ‘This has been the best night of my life.’

She peered up at Emilia through splayed fingers, who burst into quiet laughter as she peed. ‘Mine too,’ she said.

Amy leaned forward and kissed her.

‘You know you're kissing me whilst I'm peeing right?’ she said through Amy’s muffled lips.

‘I don't care,’ said Amy, kissing her harder as she wrapped her arms around her girl’s head, then she reached back and handed her a few pieces of folded toilet paper, and after a little shuffling, they swapped over.

‘Thank you,’ said Amy.

‘What for?’

‘For making this happen, for fighting for it, and for being honest.’

Emilia smiled. ‘I'm not sure I was entirely upfront.’

‘I really like you,’ said Amy, and then with a softer voice she said. ‘Maybe more than that.’

‘Me too,’ said Emilia, biting her lip as she felt her cheeks glow.

‘And Cass,’ said Amy.

‘And Mark,’ smiled Emilia, returning Amy’s earlier favour with a small piece of neatly folded toilet roll before the two girls stood to wash their hands.

They looked at themselves in the mirror, their hair mussed up, their naked bodies flushed and tired, red-faced and jelly legged and they laughed and held each other tight as they kissed and kissed. Then they both crept back into the bedroom and slipped onto the bed between their sleeping men, curling up together as a single unit.

Complete, at last.
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EPILOGUE
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EMILIA WOKE UP in a state of perfect bliss. She was warm, the air smelt fresh and bright, and she felt happy and safe, and could hear the relaxing sound of beautiful bird song outside the window, and not a hint of anything else.

She had no regrets. 

Everything about last night had been perfect, and for now, nothing was missing. She felt like she had found her Duke and her Duchess.

She was cuddled up to both Cassian and Amy, and Mark lay asleep spooning his wife - and now her girlfriend, at least she hoped - beside them. 

And they were all still naked.

Amy stirred and smiled, her eyes blurry and heavy, the two of them side by side, facing each other on the pillow, their hair touching, their noses close together. 

For a long time, they just looked at one another, then after a while, Emilia started to cry happy tears, and Amy reached out with a thumb and brushed one away from her cheek.

‘I don’t want this to end,’ said Emilia softly. ‘I want you both to be with us.’

Amy leaned forward and kissed her sweetly on the lips. It was tender this time, not hard or lustful, but soft and kind and meaningful. 

‘I don't want this to end either,’ she said, and the two of them kept kissing as they smiled

Cassian began to stir next, squinting like a mole, and before long he sat up in the bed, rubbing his eyes and then looking down at the two girls, their bodies embracing each other, their lips locked, and he smiled wide.

‘I could get used to this.’

Mark woke now at the sound of his new friend’s voice, and rolled over, shielding his eyes from the sun, shining in through the window.

‘What? Fucking each other’s wives? Me too,’ he laughed.

The girls kept on kissing affectionately between them as they laughed, Amy raising her middle finger at the pair of them, as she stifled a giggle of her own.

Mark stood up a moment later and scratched his leg. ‘I need to pee, but when I get back we’re going again.’

Amy stopped kissing Emilia, paling at his commanding voice and then as she rolled over, she smiled. ’Is that a promise?’

He nodded and then looked at Cassian and Emilia. ‘You want to warm her up?’

Emilia, who was way ahead of her husband, straddled Amy quickly, her breasts dangling in her face as she grabbed the lube off the bedside table, turning back to face Cassian.

‘You’re going to need this,’ she laughed, handing it to him as Amy gasped. Then quick as a shot, she slid down the bed, parting her girlfriend’s thighs with the palms of her hand and kissing her pussy with open lips.

Amy cried out and arched her back, one hand gripping hold of the backboard of the bed and the other finding the top of Emilia’s head as her tongue lapped against her opening, savouring the taste and suckling on her clit. 

Then satisfied she sat up and licked her lips and watched as her new friend’s green eyes turned down to look at her, her chin wet and shining, then she slipped a single finger inside and began to massage her gently as her eyes widened, a soft moan escaping her mouth. 

‘I mean it you know,’ she said, looking up into Amy’s large, green and beautiful eyes. ‘I don’t want this to end.’

‘Then let’s make sure it doesn’t,’ whispered Amy, quivering.

And Emilia smiled.




THE END




The adventures of Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark are continued in Play With Us - An Urban Foursome Game Night Fantasy
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Play With Us: An Urban Foursome Game Night Fantasy is the second book in the Erotic Swingers series.






Roll the dice. Pick a card. Choose your fantasy.




Husband and wife, Emilia and Cassian have invited their new friends, Mark and Amy over for dinner and a night of fun and games… with a very naughty twist.




After their first foray into the world of swinging, Emilia and Cassian, and newlyweds Amy and Mark are eager to get back together to explore their blossoming friendship. So when Emilia suggests dinner at their house, followed by a few boardgames, Amy knows exactly the one she wants to play.




Four players. Adults only. No limits. You can never have too much fourplay.
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EMILIA WOKE UP and smiled.

The fresh smell of a beautiful spring morning drifted in through the open window as soft shafts of golden sunlight shone brightly between the slatted blinds hung in the frame. Motes of dust drifted in the beams like dandelion seeds floating on the breeze as she yawned and stretched, tucking the duvet up to her neck and snuggling back into it.

Her husband Cassian lay beside her, still lost in the depths of a deep and gentle slumber. His large, muscular frame dwarfed her own and she loved how small he made her feel when he wrapped his arms around her.

She rolled onto her side and watched him sleeping. Sometime in the night, he’d pushed the covers away and they’d bunched around his waist, revealing his toned and muscular olive-skinned chest. He was so handsome, and looking at him like this made her whole body ache with desire.

She listened and watched as his chest rose and fell. The gentle, sweet sound of his light snoring was soothing and if he was away, travelling to see clients, she would often struggle to get to sleep without hearing him snuffling away during the night.

His beard was soft and dark and she couldn't resist reaching out and stroking it with the back of her hand. At her touch, he rolled onto his side and sniffed and then mumbled something in his sleep. 

A shiver of arousal ran through her. She’d been dreaming about something naughty.

She frowned as she tried to remember what it was, but each time she felt like she was within finger-tip touching distance of grasping it, the memory slipped further away. It was like it was alive and evading her and the more she woke up, the more nimble it became. 

Then suddenly she had it, and it all flooded back. 

She’d been dreaming about her naughty book again. About the Duke and his lover, the Duchess Elizabeth and her lover, Lady Victoria. Except in her dream, she was Victoria and her new friend Amy, was the Duchess.

Tingling with excitement at the visions of her dream, Emilia quietly and slowly brushed her fingers across her own breast and then down beneath the covers, closing her eyes.

They had been walking in the wild gardens of the Duke’s manor, past harebells and callunas, primroses and thistles, along a sculpted bordered edge which wound its way through the uneven grounds and across a little wooden bridge above a gentle brook.

Emilia slipped her hand inside her knickers and began to touch herself as quietly as she could.

As they’d walked their fingers had brushed gently against one another, with neither one wanting to reach out and hold the other's hand for fear of accusations of impropriety. But as they’d neared the bridge, the Duchess had run ahead of her and leaned over the side before looking back and smiling.

‘No one is around,’ she’d said as she’d approached. ‘Kiss me.’

Taken aback, she’d turned around in shock, afraid that one of the gardeners may have heard Her Grace’s advance.

Emilia quickened her pace, opening her eyes briefly to check that Cassian was still asleep.

Satisfied that the immediate vicinity of the garden was devoid of the presence of prying eyes, she’d stepped closer and embraced her secret lover, but as soon as their soft warm lips had met they’d heard the hard crunch of approaching feet on the gravel path.

The Duke’s feet.

The covers had fallen further away as she’d pleasured herself and she glanced down now and saw in surprise that Cassian’s gloriously hard member was poking out through the fly of his tight black boxers. The tip glistened in the morning light and she wondered for a moment what kind of dream he was having.

A naughty idea crossed her mind. A really naughty idea.

She rolled over onto her side, facing away from him and then slipped off her knickers and pushed them down to the bottom of the mattress with her feet. He’d ask her on so many occasions to wake him up like this and now seemed like the perfect, serendipitous opportunity. 

Slowly and with a delicate ease, she slid herself across the bed towards him, parting her thighs and reaching her hand between her legs as she approached his straining member. Her fingers touched the tip a second later, and she felt him surge and grow, then she looked over her shoulder and smiled when she saw that his eyes were still closed.

Carefully she bit down her lip, and slipped the palm of her hand around him as gently as she could, shifting herself another few inches closer until the throbbing tip of his cock pressed firmly against her now soaking wet opening, just as the Duke had done in her dream only moments before she’d woken up - her skirts pushed up around her waist, her body pressed up against the little wooden bridge, holding the hand of the Duchess as he had thrust inside her - then she felt him twitch and shift and she froze. 

Ever so slowly she looked back over her shoulder. 

He had stirred, but once again, he hadn't woken. It was now or never. 

She lined him up, pressing him between her lips with her fingers and then pushed backwards.

She gasped as he entered her, his huge warm length sliding through her entrance with such ease it made her dizzy, and she kept pushing until he was all the way inside, then she paused and waited.

She could feel him twitching and quivering, like a long slow and rhythmic pulse. 

She lay still, not daring to move. 

It felt so good.

She wasn't sure if he was still asleep or not, but she couldn’t hold back any longer. She pulled forward, feeling the shape of his head inside her as it slid along her sweet canal, then she pushed back again, thrusting him up inside her.

A moment later, she felt his hand feel its way around her hip, his fingers gripping her skin, then he rolled her onto her front, pinning her down with such ease that it made her feel dizzy, and she bit her lip and smiled. 

‘Morning,’ she said blushing hard as he sank his cock into her so deep that she moaned into the pillow. 

‘Morning,’ he whispered in her ear.

Emilia gripped the bedsheets and squeezed her thighs together as he began to make love to her in earnest, turning her head to one side, her eyes still closed. ‘Were you dreaming about Amy?’ she whispered, softly.

Cassian’s cock surged inside of her, as though the tip had grown and pulsed, as though he was about to come from just the mention of the girl he’d made love to barely two nights ago, and instantly he slowed down and she grinned. 

‘I'll take that as a yes.’

‘Maybe,’ he laughed, pushing himself up onto his muscular arms. His pace increased again a heartbeat later and she saw that he was looking down, watching his cock sliding in and out of her, just below the cheeks of her bottom.

It was the first time that they’d made love since they’d spent the night with their new friends Mark and Amy two days before. Prior to the weekend, Emilia had never been with anyone else but her husband. No other man had ever been inside her, until Mark. Cassian too had never been with another woman until he’d made love to Amy on the same bed.

Now her husband was back inside her, and it felt like he was reclaiming her. He felt passionate, strong and urgent. His left hand slid down her spine affectionately and came to a rest on her bottom, his fingers playing across her cheeks as he made her his again. Suddenly he leaned forward and whispered in her ear. ‘Did you like it when Mark’s cock was in your ass?’

She squirmed in embarrassment and buried her face in the pillow. Then nodded.

‘How did it feel?’

She turned her head sideways as Cassian pushed deep into her again. ‘Good,’ she said, quietly, then even quieter. ‘Naughty.’

‘Did he come inside you?’

She nodded again, a quiet moan escaping her lips as she did.

‘Did it feel good?’

‘Uh-huh,’ she moaned, reaching up and holding his cheek in her palm. ‘Harder.’

Cassian obliged.

‘Yes,’ she whispered, laying her arm flat again and gripping hold of the sheets as his muscle-bound body bore down onto her, stretching her pussy with his growing cock.

‘Do you want him to fuck you again?’

‘Yes,’ she said even louder.

‘Say it,’ said Cassian.

‘I want Mark to fuck me,’ she said.

‘Where?’

‘Everywhere,’ she said, crying out now.

She was going to come, like an avalanche crashing down the side of a mountain, there was no stopping it. She was boiling over. As she climaxed she went silent, her eyes screwed shut and her mouth wide open as Cassian continued to plough into her from behind. 

A heartbeat later she saw stars as her fingers and toes tingled and spread out, curling and flexing. Then she began to shake and throb, and suddenly Cassian pulled out of her, and she fell forward, coiling into a tight ball as the powerful orgasm wracked her body. She shook and breathed and moaned and twitched, as wave after wave of pleasure spread throughout her body. 

Then Cassian was pulling her up again and rolling her over.

He wasn't done.

She felt weak and wobbly, and barely able to move and as she looked back at him she saw that he was still hard, and she grinned.

Slowly, she sat upright and shuffled towards him, taking his manhood in her palm and sliding her hand up and down it once as she brought it close to her mouth, letting it touch the edge of her lips.

Teasing him.

Then she took him in as deep as she could, running her tongue over his head and slowing down to look up at him, his eyes meeting hers with such love and affection that hers filled with tears for a moment.

‘I love you,’ he whispered.

She slid him further into her, going as far as she could manage into her throat and then she rocked back and forth whilst looking up, her fingers closed tight around his shaft.

She could tell he was going to come fast, so she sped up, squeezing her lips around him as his stomach tightened, his abs popping and straining, then she reached up and cupped him as he groaned, and a moment later she felt him retract and pulse as her mouth filled with his warm seed. 

She melted as she felt him pumping into her throat, sliding him back and forth, teasing every last drop out of him as he buckled.

She loved doing this to him. She loved making his knees go weak. She loved him.

A moment later he toppled forward onto the bed beside her and she lay down resting her head on his chest, feeling and listening to it rise and fall, slower and slower as he recovered. His whole body was covered in a sheen of sweat and Emilia found it intoxicating, as though it was a pheromone that she couldn't resist. 

She found herself getting aroused again. It was as though making love with Amy and Mark had sparked some animal instinct in them both. Something primal. A powerful urge to reclaim each other, but it wasn’t driven by jealously. It was driven by love and lust.

‘I love you too,’ she said, looking at up him. 

Without opening his eyes, Cassian leaned down and kissed her on the top of the head.

Emilia turned, still wrapped inside the warm embrace of his arm, and looked across to the window. The sun had risen higher into the sky and the golden light of the morning was brightening into daylight. Out across the garden, she could see a fine mist drifting through the trees. It reminded her of the morning they had arrived at the spa, and how the drive over through the valley, filled with clouds and mist, had been so beautiful. How the trees by the pool had felt mysterious. How it had made her feel isolated, yet safe.

The morning after, they’d all made love again. 

All of them together. 

Then they’d breakfasted and parted ways, but since then, they had heard nothing. 

Amy hadn’t called or texted, and she and Cassian hadn’t talked about it until just now. 

It was as though it hadn’t happened. 

Emilia didn’t want that.

‘Did you like making love with them?’ she said timidly, her fingers idly playing with the hair on her husband’s chest. 

He breathed deeply, Emilia’s head rising and falling with each breath, then he reached up and smoothed his hand over her long blonde hair, running his fingers through the soft strands. 

‘Yes,’ he said.

Emilia looked up at him excitedly smiling. ‘Really?’

He nodded. ‘Of course.’

‘What did it feel like… being with Amy?’

He blinked and hesitated. ’Different.’

‘I don’t want you to feel like this is some shitty trap I’m leading you into, I really want to know.’

He looked into his wife’s eyes and smiled, reassured. ‘She felt amazing,’ he said. 

‘Did you like her pussy?’ she grinned. ‘Did she feel really good?’

He nodded, smiling. ’How did Mark feel?’

‘Thick,’ she said.

’Thick?’ he frowned.

Emilia nodded. ‘He’s girthier than you. You’re longer, he’s thicker.’ 

As she spoke her fingers worked their way down his chest and across his abdomen.

‘What did it feel like when we were both inside you?’ he asked.

‘Warm and full,’ she said as she buried her face in his chest, her fingers still moving down towards his crotch. ‘I can’t believe we’re talking about this.’

Cassian leaned down and kissed her on the lips as her fingertips danced across his hardening member. ‘I liked watching you with him,’ he said, quietly. ‘I liked watching you come.’

She blushed and looked away, feeling suddenly awkward, almost ashamed. ‘Even though it wasn’t you?’

He shrugged. ’I like seeing you happy, it makes me feel happy.’

‘You make me happy,’ she said as she closed her fingers around him and looked up.

‘It helped that I was inside Amy at the time,’ he laughed. ‘I reckon that eased the jealously a little.’

‘You felt jealous?’ she said, as she began to slide her hand up and down his shaft.

‘Yes, and no,’ he said. ‘I don’t feel jealous now though.’

‘Do you want to see them again?’ she felt him harden at the suggestion.

‘Yes.’

‘Would you like to make love with them again?’

‘Yes,’ he said. His cock was full now and throbbing in her hand.

‘Do you want to fuck Amy again?’ she started to slide up and down faster now as Cassian lay his head back on the pillow and closed his eyes.

‘Uh-huh,’ he moaned.

‘I liked watching you with her. When she lay down flat, and you fucked her from behind? I liked seeing her face as she came,’ she breathed deeply and smiled. ‘And I liked watching you come inside her.’

She felt him shake and sigh, and as she continued to stroke him, she rolled over and opened her bedside drawer, pulling out a small object and holding it tight in her free hand. ‘You know,’ said Emilia. ‘You’re, once again, the last man to fuck me…’ Cassian opened his eyes and looked across at her, confused as she continued. ‘But Mark, was the last man to fuck my ass.’

Her husband’s eyes widened as Emilia slipped the small bottle of lube into his hands. 

‘Shall we change that?’ she said, grinning as she rolled over and lay on her front.

Cassian was up like a shot and she listened, grinning as he unscrewed the little bottle before looking back as he began to hurriedly coat himself in the slick liquid.

‘I’m all yours,’ she smiled, as he quickly knelt behind her. 

His throbbing cock looked as hard as a steel girder as he placed his hands on her cheeks, and a moment later she gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing gently against her sweet little hole.

Then she bit down on her bottom lip and whispered. ‘Please, be gentle,’ but she knew that was a lie…
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Wisps of steam curled into the mid-morning air from Emilia’s freshly made coffee, permeating her senses as she breathed the invigorating aroma deep into her lungs. Her palms wrapped around the warm mug as she listened to the birds singing in the trees, interrupted occasionally by the cars passing beyond the line of oaks at the end of their garden.

She walked barefoot across the decking and settled herself down on one of the wooden loungers, tucking her thick dressing gown beneath her to cushion her bottom, then she smiled as she thought back to how she’d pleasured herself right here, just two weeks ago and how in doing so, a whole new chapter of their lives had opened up, taking all four of them in a whole new direction.

Then she blushed as she thought about how naughty and rude it all was.

Less than a week ago, she’d been fucked by a man named Mark, a man she barely knew but somehow trusted. She’d never made love to anyone but Cassian before, but then they’d met Amy and her husband and everything had changed.

The Masquerade ball, with all its debauchery and decadence, had proved too much for them, but they had found a connection between each other - a much deeper connection than any of them had ever anticipated, and together they had risked heartbreak and jealously, and their marriages to see where that connection might lead. Last weekend, it had led to a spacious hotel room in a five-star spa resort, and the most incredible, satisfying and lustful night of their lives.

Mark and Cassian had made love to her, at the same time. Then she’d gone down on Amy, something she’d never thought she’d ever have the chance to do with another girl, despite her fantasies. 

It had been perfect, and just thinking about it again was arousing her.

She looked up at the passing clouds, obscuring the clear blue sky. Somehow, she had never been happier. It was as though her heart had grown and doubled in size, and yet, three days had now passed with no word from their new friends.

The back door opened and Cassian stepped out onto the decking, carrying her slippers which he placed down at her feet, and she slipped them on and smiled.

‘Hey,’ she said, wiggling herself into the cosy slip-ons. ‘How are you doing?’

‘I have never slept so well,’ he laughed.

‘You went out like a light,’ she said as he leaned down and kissed her forehead. ‘It’s almost midday.’

‘Is it? Oh gosh, sorry. How long have you been up?’

‘Only fifteen minutes or so.’

Cassian sat down on the lounger opposite her. ‘Have you, um... have you heard from them yet?’

Emilia shook her head and turned away, looking toward the end of the garden. ‘Do you think I should text her?’

Cassian shrugged.

‘Do you think they’re having second thoughts?’ she continued, looking back at him.

‘I don’t know.’

‘I know I asked this morning, but that was... different. Do you want to see them again?’

Cassian looked up and grinned and then turned away at the same time as a squirrel ran along the fence line and leapt up into one of the trees at the rear, clambering up higher and higher, a large ginger cat racing down from the roof of next doors garage and giving chase.

‘Yes,’ said Cassian, nodding.

‘As friends?’

Cassian shook his head vigorously, laughing. ‘Wait. No, that’s not fair. I don’t mean that. I do want them as friends too, but...’

‘Friends with benefits,’ said Emilia.

‘Yes, but more than that,’ said Cassian, sipping his coffee. A cloud of steam rose from the surface of the brew and dissipated into the morning air as he spoke. ‘Is that what you want?’

‘Right now?’ she grinned. ‘Whilst I’m not horny, with no expectation of sex, and whilst I’m in a reasonable and rational state of mind?’

Cassian frowned and nodded.

‘More than anything in the world,’ she said smiling with relief. ‘I miss them. Right now, I’m missing them.’

Her husband returned her smile but she could see that he looked a little hurt by what she’d said.

‘Please don’t be upset,’ she said, reaching for his hand. ‘I love you.’

‘I know you do, I love you too, and I do get it. But I also want to be enough for you, if this doesn’t work out. I don’t want you to be unhappy.’

‘You are enough for me,’ she said, squeezing her fingers. ‘I’ll always love you. I just want to be around them, and you.’

‘We should call them, or text them then.’

‘Do you really think we should?’ 

Cassian nodded. ‘What’s stopping you?’

‘I’m scared to. What if they say they don’t want to see us anymore?’

‘They’re probably having the same conversation we are. Just text them.’

‘Aren’t we supposed to leave it for a few days or something?’

‘I think that’s dating. This is different.’

Emilia looked away again. ‘I’m seeing Alice this afternoon,’ she said after a while, trying to steer the conversation in a new direction.

She laughed inside as Cassian’s eyes lit up. It wasn’t really a secret that he had a crush on her older sister. Not a well-hidden one anyway.

‘Oh yeah? Is she coming over?’

‘No such luck, I’m afraid,’ she said, winking at him. ‘We’re going out on the river.’

’Nice. Would you like me to drop you off?’

‘Would you mind?’

‘Of course not,’ said Cassian standing up. He took a few steps towards her and pulled her in, embracing her where he stood. ‘Stop worrying about what Amy and Mark think, or don’t think. Just text them.’

Emilia nodded. ‘Okay,’ she said. ‘I will.’

Cassian smiled, knowingly. ‘But not right now?’

Emilia laughed. ‘No, not right now.’

‘You coming in?’

‘In a minute,’ she said.

As Cassian walked back into the house, Emilia sat listening to the sounds of the birds and thinking. Slowly, she slipped her phone out of the pocket of her dressing gown and looked at the screen.

No new messages.

Then she took a deep breath and sighed.




*







Alice locked the oars into place on either side of the little rowboat, letting it drift smoothly in the slow current of the River Cherwell, the sunlight reflecting off the dappled surface of the water as a gentle breeze swept in from the shoreline.

Cassian had dropped Emilia off at the Boathouse just after midday, and Alice had arrived on foot just ten minutes later. She’d been faintly amused by her husband’s insistence on staying until Alice arrived, having always accepted his crush on her older sister, and Alice’s crush on him. They were after all the same age and were in the same year at school together, sharing several of the same classes, and although they’d never been close, she’d always suspected that this had less to do with a lack of compatibility and more to do with neither of them wanting to get too close for her sake. 

The truth was that she loved them both more than she could ever explain, and found their attraction toward one another sweet. Cassian was amazing. He was funny, cute, handsome and tall, olive-skinned, talented and intelligent. He was more than a great catch and her sister was one of the smartest, funniest, most sexually liberated and beautiful women she’d ever known. 

Could she blame them?

She had long ago decided that she would never be angry if they were to give in to their desire for one another and had given both of them her blessing at one time or another. She suspected that neither believed her nor thought that she was serious, and in many ways, that suited her just fine because she knew deep down that there was a big difference between being theoretically okay with something, and it actually happening.

Alice didn’t like the more popular punt style boats which lined the side of the sloped quay and had booked a traditional rowing boat for them both, and after finishing their coffees they’d helped each other into the little wooden vessel and pushed away from the jetty heading upstream towards the Vicky Arms where they’d planned to have lunch.

As they rowed towards Wolfson Bridge, Alice winked and fixed Emilia with a cheeky grin.

‘So, how was your first foursome?’

‘How did you? What?’ said Emilia, flustered.

‘I knew it,’ said Alice, laughing. ‘I fucking knew it, from the second I saw you this morning, everything about you screamed I’ve been fucked six ways from Sunday and I fucking loved it.’

‘Alice,’ hissed Emilia.

‘What the hell else did you bring me all the way out here to tell me?’

Emilia glared at her sister, trying to keep a straight face, but after just a few seconds she found couldn’t manage it any longer, and she burst into a grin.

‘You dirty fucking whore.’

‘Shush,’ said Emilia.

‘What? No-one gives a toss,’ said Alice, cackling now. ‘Hey everyone, my sister had her first four-way at the weekend.’

Emilia jumped forward and clamped a hand over Alice’s mouth making the boat rock precipitously as a small cheer rose up from a nearby group of men on a punt, heading the other way.

Alice laughed as her sister sat back down. ‘Sorry,’ she said. ‘I’m just really excited for you.’

As Emilia’s racing heart slowed, she looked out along the river towards the little arched bridge they were drifting towards and smiled.

‘It wasn’t… it wasn’t, dirty. It wasn’t just sex.’

Alice raised her eyebrows and leaned forward, crossing her legs and resting her chin on the palm of her hand. 

‘But you did get fucked by another couple?’

Emilia blushed and grinned as she played with a loose strand of her hair, then she looked down at Alice’s feet in the bottom of the little wooden boat, laughing to herself at the sight of her beautiful, tall, blonde sister in a pair of rainbow wellington boots.

She nodded, looking up at her and then suddenly down with shame.

‘I’m really happy for you.’

Emilia looked up again, confused. ‘What?’

‘I’ve never seen you happier,’ Alice smiled before leaning forward, taking her sister's hand and squeezing it. ‘You’re glowing.’

‘Thank you,’ she said, surprised at her sister’s sudden show of compassion.

‘It’s okay, you know?’

Emilia looked confused. ‘What is?’

‘Having sex with other people,’ she said, smiling kindly. ‘I can see you’re struggling. You’re not letting anyone down.’

Emilia both loved and hated that her sister could just cut through all the bullshit and get straight to the core of whatever was bothering her. She wondered if it was a superpower that all sisters harboured, or if Alice was just particularly intuitive and in-tune with her.

‘It’s not normal though, is it?’

‘Is marriage normal? Is monogamy normal?’

‘Yes? It’s what everyone does, we find someone, we fall in love, we get married, we have kids.’

‘We cheat, we’re dishonest, fuck prostitutes, masturbate to porn, have secret fantasies. We’re not meant to be monogamous. Fucking around is in our genes.’

‘It’s not, how can you say that?’

‘It just is. We spent thousands of years living in tribes, where everyone shagged everyone. There were no wives or husbands, you just enjoyed sex like you enjoyed a wild fucking boar.’

‘Really?’

‘Hell yes, and it was in the tribes' interest too. If no one knew which kid was theirs then they looked out for every kid, not just their own. The whole tribe was stronger and everyone had a good time. Then tribes stopped wandering, populations grew, agriculture started, community farming exploded, people wanted to demarcate their land, then they wanted to pass it on to their children and that’s how marriage came about and that marked the end of socially acceptable polyamory. All because people wanted to build fucking fences to mark their territory and make sure everybody knew which tiny part of the kingdom was theirs.’

‘And all that makes this okay?’

‘Yes, but it’s not going to be easy. You’re doing it the honest way though, the no-bullshit, no cheating, giving in to your feelings and no-one getting hurt way.’

‘Is that better?’

‘Fuck yes. Is Cassian happy?’

‘I think so?’

‘Is he happy for you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Are you happy?’

‘Yes.’

‘So which one fucked you in the ass?’

Emilia's eyes widened in shock as she opened her mouth. ‘Oh my goodness,’ she said, pushing Alice back and picking up the oars. ‘We’re going back.’

‘Don’t be daft,’ she said, laughing as the boat wobbled in the water. 

A shadow fell over them both as they drifted underneath the little arched walkway that crossed the river, and Alice yelped in surprise as a creeper hanging down from the side brushed against her shoulder and then she burst into laughter again as Emilia tried her best to avoid it and nearly fell in. 

Her big sister reached out to steady her as Emilia overcompensated and they both fell sideways and ended up laying crumpled together in the bottom of the boat laughing.

’Come on, they must have double-teamed you at some point. If not, you’re doing orgies wrong.’

Emilia stared up into the blue sky through the trees which lined the river as they drifted out from the other side of the bridge, her whole body shaking with hysterics as she gave in to the absurdity of the situation.

‘They all did,’ said Emilia, giving up.

‘Whoa,’ said Alice, sitting up on her elbows. ‘All of them? Did she rim you?’

Emilia nodded, squealing. ‘And I fucking loved it.’

‘Fuck yes.’

Alice sat upright, holding her hand up for a high five, and then she shifted herself back up and onto the seat at one end of the little rowboat and leaned forward, offering a hand to her sister and pulling her up to sitting.

‘Are you seeing them again?’

‘I don’t know,’ she shrugged, her smile fading.

‘What do you mean?’

‘We haven’t heard from them.’

‘Since when?’

’Sunday.’

‘Text them.’

‘What do I say though?’ said Emilia, wiping away the remaining tears of laughter from her eyes.

‘Hey Aimes, how do you and Marky-Mark fancy coming over for dinner and some sex on Friday night? Around 8 pm? Bring a bottle of lube. Kiss, kiss.’

‘You’re so funny,’ said Emilia, pouting.

‘I’m serious.’

‘I can’t say that.’

‘Do you like them?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then tell them.’

‘Aren’t we supposed to play hard to get or something? Not seem too keen?’

‘Do you want to?’

Emilia shook her head. ‘No.’

‘If you want some ripped fuckboy named Tyson to come over and give you a good deep dicking then yes, by all means, play hard to get, but when you actually like someone, or in this case, more than one someone, then the rules change. Let them know, and make it clear that you want them.’

Emilia frowned and smiled, looking to the side at the trees that lined the river as they passed.

‘Do you think so?’

‘Text them now.’

‘My phone’s in the wet bag.’

‘Then get it out.’

Emilia hesitated, then watched in horror as Alice snatched the red waterproof sack and began to open it, turning it away from her reach.

’What’s your passcode?’ she said, digging the little smartphone out and holding it in her hands as Emilia reached for it, but Alice was too fast.

‘Careful, it might fall in. Is it your birthday?’ she tapped at the screen, taunting her. ‘Hmm. No.’

‘Give it back,’ laughed Emilia, still reaching for it. ‘Don’t you dare.’

‘Cass’s birthday,’ Alice jabbed at the numbers again. ’Nope… Ooh! My birthday!’

Emilia lunged for the phone desperately as Alice turned away, holding the screen tight as she punched in six more digits on her third attempt. 

The screen unlocked.

‘You are so sweet,’ she laughed as she opened the messaging app and scrolled the short distance to Amy’s name, typing away fast as Emilia continued trying to wrestle it from her grip.

‘Hi Amy, just wondering if you and Mark fancy dinner on Friday night? Kiss.’

Alice hit the send button, nearly losing the phone to the river, and then, at last, she relented, handing it back to her dishevelled and fuming little sister. Emilia was about to start shouting when she saw a tiny bubble of text appear at the bottom of the screen.

She frowned, her anger and embarrassment gone, replaced with apprehension and a little dread.

‘She’s texting back.’ 

Her stomach dropped as she watched the little animation, and then it disappeared, and she held her breath. A moment later there was a gentle whoosh as the response came through.

Yes, yes, yes. We’d love to xXx

‘What does it say?’ said Alice, leaning forward.

There was another little whoosh.

I’ve missed you x

Emilia’s neck prickled as she looked up at her sister, barely able to contain her excitement.

‘I think we’re having dinner on Friday night.’
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CHAPTER TWO
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EMILIA SQUEEZED HER thighs together in the shower, trying to somehow squish herself in a futile attempt to stem the waves of excitement and arousal coursing through her soaking wet body, but it was like trying to put a cork back in a bottle of champagne. No matter how much she tried to calm herself down, it just seemed to make the situation worse. 

Just less than a week ago, she and Cassian had been intimate with another couple for the first time, but in truth, it had gone further than that. They hadn't just fucked each other, they’d made love. 

Amy.

Beautiful, funny, sweet, and feisty, Amy. Emilia couldn't help but smile whenever she thought about her.

And Mark.

Just remembering how it felt the first time Amy’s husband slipped inside of her was enough to melt her knickers. Now it was Friday and in just under an hour both of them would be arriving for dinner.

Amongst other things… And Emilia was running late.

‘Cass?’ she shouted over the gushing waters of the shower. ‘Are you dressed yet?’

‘Yes,’ came the reply, muffled through the cascade and the thick wooden door.

‘Did you vacuum?’

‘Yes.’

‘Is the rubbish out?’

The door swung open. ‘Yes, you put it out.’

‘What about the bathroom bins?’

‘You did that too.’

‘Well, aren’t I efficient? Have you checked on the food?’

‘Three times.’

‘Laid the table?’

‘Beautifully.’

Emilia’s shoulders relaxed a little and she turned around to face him. ‘Thank you. Sorry.’

‘It's okay,’ he said, grinning as his eyes wandered over her glistening body. ‘If you think of anything else, I'm happy to help.’

Emilia’s face suddenly went pale, then a deep shade of red, and Cassian frowned. ‘What is it?’

‘Do we have, any? You know?’

‘Morals? Ethics? Shame? No.’

‘No. You know. More…’ she said the next part in a whisper. ‘Lube?’

He grinned and nodded slowly. ‘Enjoyed that part did you?’

She cocked her head at her husband and raised her eyebrows.

‘I'll go and see,’ he said laughing.

As Cassian disappeared from view, Emilia felt the overwhelming sensation of butterflies in her stomach again. That wonderful, arousing, lip-biting feeling of anticipation.

Tonight they were all going to make love again.

She hoped.

She wanted that more than anything. To feel Amy’s skin again. To feel Mark inside her. To know Cassian was watching. She didn’t want to get ahead of herself though, despite her daydreams. It wasn’t fair to expect anything or to pressure their new friends. This was as new to them as it was to her and Cassian, and it was just as fraught with the possibility of jealously, or upset or even worse.

It was worth the risk though.

Somehow she knew it was.

She wrapped the soft cotton towel around her chest and tucked it in between her breasts before tip-toeing out of the bathroom and across the carpeted landing to their bedroom.

On the duvet, she had laid out her outfit for the evening. It had taken her almost two hours to decide. All the usual thoughts, doubts and self-conscious anxieties had to be taken into consideration, but in addition to this, she also had to give thought to ease of access for her husband and Mark and Amy. It was no good wearing trousers if… well, she didn't want to think too hard about what might happen this evening, as she’d end up all hot and flustered again as her imagination ran wild. Suffice to say, the usual cogitations that one might have about a date were complicated even further when you might be about to have a foursome.

Another foursome.

She grinned.

In the end, she had chosen an ensemble of a black lace basque, suspenders, stockings and knickers, underneath a black, knee-length dress with a lace pattern and a sheer hem. She’d briefly considered wearing heels but decided it would be more comfortable and more fun to not wear shoes at all.

She unwrapped herself and draped the towel over the edge of the bed, folding it neatly and then picked up the soft lace knickers, running the material between her fingers. She couldn't help but think about how just hours from now, they might be taken off by either her husband, Amy or Mark.

Perhaps by all three.

She pressed her fingers into her crotch again and then stamped her feet with excitement.

Admonishing herself for her naughty thoughts, she took a deep breath, bent down and stepped into them, drawing them up and over her bottom, enjoying the feeling of the material against her skin. Next, she slipped the basque over her head and attached the suspender clips, letting them dangle down past her thighs. Sitting on the bed, she rolled up the two silk stockings and pointed her toes, sliding the material on over her feet, rolling it up past her ankles and then pulling it up tight until it covered the lower third of her thighs, where she clipped them in place.

 She stood up and walked over to the mirror to look at herself, and as her eyes ran down her body, Cassian pushed open the door.

‘No, no, no,’ she said, rushing over and pushing it closed again before he could come in.

‘What’s wrong?’ he said from the other side.

‘I’m not ready and I want what I’m wearing to be a surprise.’

‘Oh, I see,’ he said, sounding a little dejected. ‘A surprise for who?’ 

‘You,’ said Emilia, pausing and frowning. ‘And hopefully Amy and Mark too?’

‘Sounds good,’ said Cassian.

She turned around again and picked up her dress, then she stopped and took another look at herself in the mirror as she smiled. 

She felt warm and fuzzy.

That feeling was back, the intense arousal, the urge to push it back inside her and somehow bottle it up, but it really was like champagne. The longer she shook, the bigger the pop would be.

She couldn’t help it anymore.

She felt amazing.

And she was incredibly, skin-tinglingly horny.
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Emilia’s stomach dropped as a pair of headlights flashed across the drawn curtains of their living room bay window. For the last fifteen minutes, she’d been sitting in the dark trying her best to stay calm as Cassian finished getting ready upstairs. 

After Amy’s message, Emilia had freaked out and embarked upon what had seemed at the time like the herculean task of making sure their home was fit for visitors. Over the last few days, they’d cleaned the house, washed the sheets, scrubbed all the surfaces, dusted, hoovered, mopped, and even found time to rearrange the lounge.

Cassian had drawn the line at repainting the kitchen, however. But together, they had worked as a team, and somehow they had done it. And now they were here.

Her senses were in such a heightened state that she could feel and hear the vibration of their car engine as it drew to a halt and the cessation of noise as it cut out. The lights of the vehicle dimmed a moment later.

She listened intently, trying desperately to calm her nerves by running her fingers back and forth along the see-through hem of her dress as she sat upright in the armchair. She heard the passenger door open, followed shortly by the driver side door, which was further away. Then there was the sound of heels on the paving. 

Amy had worn heels. Should she change into heels? She could nip upstairs quickly. Oh gosh, where had she left them? There was no time.

Mark’s heavier gait sounded on the path next, his smart shoes clicking with a similar sound to his wife's. Amy wasn't moving though. Perhaps she was waiting for Mark? As he drew nearer, Emilia strained to listen as they spoke to one another. 

‘Oh my goodness, I'm so nervous,’ she heard her say. ‘What if it's really awkward?’

‘It won't be,’ came Mark’s deep voice. ‘Just relax and let's enjoy ourselves. There's no pressure. We know them now.’

‘Intimately,’ laughed Amy.

There was a pause. 

Emilia wondered if they were kissing and a pang of jealousy hit her. She wanted to kiss them and to be kissed by them.

‘Shall we go inside?’ said Mark.

Emilia’s panic rose up into her chest and threatened to overwhelm her as the footsteps resumed, heading towards the front door. She stood up and smoothed down the edge of her dress. Her nervous fidgeting had creased the hem and she had a brief moment of doubt, wondering again if she should change before realising how crazy that would seem. 

It was just a little crease. Besides, she was rather hoping it wouldn't stay on for very long.

The doorbell rang and Emilia’s heart skipped a beat.

She could hear Cassian coming down the stairs, his heavy footsteps reverberating through the walls as he approached the front door, and she felt a sudden surge of elation as she headed to join him, briefly skipping along the corridor.

Cassian winked at her, and leaned in, kissing her cheek in a reassuring way.

‘It's going to be fine, stop worrying,’ he whispered as she reached for the door handle.

She smiled back at him, and then turned the latch and pulled.

Behind the door stood Amy. 

She was dressed in a stunning, figure-hugging ensemble that matched the colour of her fiery hair, and she was smiling with such a beguiling radiance that it took Emilia’s breath away. So much so that she went bright red and found that she was unable to speak.

After a moment, Amy laughed.

‘I think I'll take that as a compliment,’ she said. ‘Give me a hug.’

Amy stepped forward over the threshold, her arms wide, and embraced Emilia in a tight and comforting clinch. After a moment she unfurled her arms and placed the palms of her hands on either side of Emilia’s face.

‘You okay?’ she said quietly as Emilia glazed over. She nodded in response.

Then Amy kissed her so gently on the cheek, that her knees wobbled and she felt dizzy.

‘I missed you,’ she said quietly.

‘I’ve missed you too,’ said Emilia.

‘Evening mate,’ came Mark’s voice as he stepped in behind his wife, stretching out his arm and clasping Cassian’s hand tightly in his own. He was carrying a large reusable shopping bag in his other hand and Cassian glanced at it briefly as he nodded toward the girls.

‘I’d give you a kiss too, but I reckon you'd break my neck with my own arm before I'd even puckered up,’ laughed Cassian, shaking the lean man’s arm vigorously.

Mark burst into laughter as he turned to look at Emilia.

The moment their eyes met she blushed an even deeper shade of crimson and looked down at the floor, unable to keep a straight face. Less than a week ago, this gorgeous, tall, smart and grizzled man had been intimate with her in more ways than one, whilst his wife, who she was still embracing, had watched and smiled and encouraged them.

A thought rose up which she tried hard to repress, but it was impossible. 

He came inside my ass, she thought to herself as she tried to stifle a nervous little giggle.

Both of them made her feel like a schoolgirl again. It reminded her of the same feelings of awkwardness and pit of her stomach fear she would get whenever she saw Cassian, back in the days of school. Or... oh my goodness, actually spoke to him.

‘Sorry, Mark. I think my wife has been rendered mute,’ said Cassian, putting his arm around her and stroking her waist.

Amy peeled away from their embrace, still beaming with excitement.

‘We didn't know if you'd prefer a red, a rosé or a white wine so we bought all three, and then I wondered if it might be more of a champagne evening so I sent Mark out to get that too, so I hope you've got plenty of room in your kitchen because we’ve bought a wine cellar with us.’

Mark proffered the large canvas bag toward Cassian who took it gratefully, doing his best not to drop it from the surprising weight. Mark hadn’t even flinched.

Inside he saw the three bottles of wine, the champagne and then a bottle of whisky. 

‘There’s a little something in there for you and me too, pal,’ said Mark, winking.

‘And something else for all of us,’ said Amy. ‘But don’t look at that just yet.’

Cassian’s eyes widened at this request and he glanced down at the bag, seeing a small box wrapped up in brown paper tucked next to the clinking bottles. He frowned and then looked back at Amy, quizzically.

‘Be patient and you'll see,’ she said with a little wink.

Cassian nodded, then beckoned them forward, steering his still mute wife back towards the kitchen. ‘Come on through and get comfortable, would you mind popping your shoes off?’

He nodded to the corner and Amy obliged first, dropping in height by almost four inches as she stepped out of her heels. Mark did the same and then followed his wife into the kitchen where Cassian was unloading each of the bottles onto the counter whilst Amy looked on, a little embarrassed.

‘Just to be clear, I wasn't suggesting we drink all of these tonight,’ she said. ‘I don't have a problem, I promise.’

‘Well maybe you can leave them here for the next time you come round,’ said Cassian, who was starting to become a little concerned about Emilia.

‘Next time? That's assuming we don't embarrass ourselves too much this time,’ said Amy. She had sidled up beside Emilia as they'd talked and was now looping her arm around the quivering girl.

‘Em, why don't you take me on a little tour whilst the boys get us some drinks?’

Emilia looked up and after a moment, seemed to break out of her trance, her eyes lighting up again.

‘Yes, okay. Yes,’ she said. ‘But there's not much to see?’

‘That's okay,’ said Amy, tugging her arm. ‘Why don't we start with the garden?’
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The night air felt brisk as Emilia stepped out from the warmth of the house and into the starlit sky, causing her to shiver softly, goosebumps spreading up her arm, and she watched with fascination as they seemed to jump from hers to Amy’s.

Standing on the wooden decking, their feet bare but for the stockings they each wore, they stood arm in arm and looked up into the celestial brilliance above them.

‘What’s wrong?’ said Amy.

Emilia turned to look at her. ‘Nothing.’

‘Something's wrong. Is this too much for you?’

‘No. No, no,’ she said shaking her head.

Amy smiled kindly. ‘You’re anxious?’

She hesitated, then looked away and nodded.

Her new friend moved around and stood in front of her and Emilia suddenly felt a strange and comforting warmth filling her insides.

‘It's okay, I am too,’ said Amy. ‘It took me three hours to choose this outfit, I think I tried on my entire wardrobe of clothes, at one point I was wearing dungarees. I’m pretty sure Mark was googling divorce lawyers after the thirtieth one, and the daft thing is, now I'm here… all I want is for you to take it off.’

Emilia laughed and looked down in embarrassment.

Amy reached forward and took hold of her hands, stepping a few inches closer so the hems of their dresses were gently touching in the cool night breeze. ‘Last weekend, was incredible.’

Emilia nodded and looked up, her heart racing as she finally found her voice. ‘I just want tonight to be as perfect as last time,’ she said. ‘I’m so scared I'll ruin something, and then this will be ov-’

Amy leaned forward and kissed Emilia softly on the lips, interrupting her.

Oh gosh.

Her knees went weak and she reached out for Amy’s waist to steady herself as a tingle of excitement flooded through her body, from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. It was like goosebumps and butterflies all at once, and she immediately felt light-headed, as though she were a feather that might float away.

Her lips are so soft.

Her mind went numb as Amy’s tongue pushed softly against her own, and she quivered as her hand touched her cheek, stroking her ear with her thumb. Time slowed down and she could sense the slow beat of her heart in her chest.

As Amy pulled away, she could feel the warm kiss of her girl's lips lingering on her own.

‘You're not going to ruin anything,’ said Amy. 

Each of them kissed the other again, urgently and passionately. Amy running and digging her fingers into Emilia’s skin as Emilia’s palm pressed against Amy’s cheek, her other hand sliding down the girls back.

Emilia broke away for a second, her lips wet with Amy’s kiss.

‘I want you,’ she whispered breathless, her eyes still blurry with tears. ‘I want you both.’

Amy breathed deeply and kissed her back, running her fingers through her girl’s smooth blonde hair and teasing her fingernails gently across her scalp.

‘I want you too,’ she said, her lips still pressed against Emilia’s, causing them both to laugh at her muffled speech as they held each other.

Emilia pressed her forehead against Amy’s and looked into her eyes, holding her tight. ‘I want this,’ she said. ‘I want you, and Mark, and Cassian.’

‘We’re here now.’

‘Yes,’ she nodded. ‘But more than this.’

Emilia’s whole body was quivering as she spoke, as though it was filled with adrenaline. She felt as though her words might explode out of her if she didn’t say them.

‘I want us all to make love again,’ she said, shaking and feeling as though she might burn up with excitement and arousal.

‘When?’ said Amy, kissing her and pressing her body against her.

‘Tonight,’ she whispered, urgently.

After a moment, Amy smiled and nodded, and Emilia felt her knees buckle.

She leaned in and kissed her again. Her soft lips opening up as their tongues played against one another, then she jumped as she felt Amy’s fingers running along her neck. Her body quivered and tensed and she had to bury the urge to look around, anxious that the men might open the patio door at any moment, or that Josie her curious neighbour might twitch a curtain and see her kissing a beautiful redhead in the light of their kitchen window.

Amy’s lips were so soft that she found herself running her hand across her cheek and into her hair, their eyes closed as they pressed their bodies together, enjoying each other’s warmth. And then Amy stopped and pulled away, looking into Emilia’s eyes and smiling mischievously.

‘Oh my goodness, you can’t tease me like that,’ she breathed, laughing and shaking.

‘I’ll make up for it later,’ said Amy as she kissed her again. 

She took her hand, entwined their fingers and squeezed and then pulled her along and began to walk back across the decking, just as the men opened the door, looking for them.

‘What have you two been up to?’ said Mark, seeing them walking towards him hand in hand.

‘Just a quick tour of the garden,’ laughed Amy, winking at her husband. He looked at his wife whose face was flushed and red, and he frowned. Then he smiled as she threw her arms around him and kissed him. ‘How about we go back inside?’ she said, looking sideways at Emilia as she tried not to giggle. ‘And get warmed up?’
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‘So come on, I’ve been excited all week wondering what you’re going to cook for us all. What are we having?’ said Amy as she stepped through into the dining room.

Emilia laughed nervously. ’Okay, but you have to understand that I spent a lot of time thinking about this,’ she said, holding her hands up. ‘It’s not easy cooking for two people you don’t know. I freaked out last night when it crossed my mind that you might be vegetarian, but then I remembered you had chorizo on your pizza last week, and then I got worried that you might have a seafood allergy or a nut allergy, but then I figured you probably would’ve said something at the spa about that.’

Amy shook her head and smiled sweetly as Emilia breathed in. ‘You’re correct. None of the above applies.’

‘So now you have a small insight into my anxiety-riddled brain, I can tell you that we are having tapas, with Spanish tortilla, sautéed chorizo, flash-fried prawns, seared beef with grilled peppers, goats cheese and fennel tart, and a seafood paella, with bread, olives and some patatas bravas.’

‘Oh wow,’ said Amy, her eyes wide. ‘That sounds incredible.’

Whilst the two girls had been out in the garden, Cassian had put on some light music in the lounge, playing through a couple of little Bluetooth speakers and it filtered through to where they were stood, making Emilia feel a little more relaxed.

She smiled as Mark pulled back one of the wooden dining chairs for her and she settled down into the seat and pulled herself in, pleased as she watched Cassian do the same for Amy. It felt a little strange as it wasn’t her usual seat, but she was getting used to abnormal and went with it.

Cassian produced two bottles of wine from the kitchen and was doing his best waiter impression, having draped a tea towel over his forearm as Mark busied himself bringing dishes through and laying them out on the table.

‘Red or white, Madame and Madame?’ he said to Amy and his wife, gesturing between the two choices as he spoke.

‘The Rioja please.’

‘White for me.’

‘So, it must be quite exciting, being married to a bodyguard?’ asked Emilia as Cassian sat down.

Amy laughed, their feet touching underneath the table as they spoke, the smooth silk of Amy’s stockings against her own electrifying.

‘It’s fun, at times. He makes me feel safe,’ said Amy, glancing mischievously at her husband as he took his seat.

‘Do you get to meet celebrities?’

Amy nodded. ‘Yes, but trust me, it’s not all it’s cracked up to be. Some of them are truly awful people. Many of them are rude,’ she said, pausing to think and sipping her wine. ‘Maybe I’m being unfair, their lifestyle is so fast that everything and everyone around them must be a blur, but it can’t hurt to slow down and be kind once in a while, and I think a lot of them forget to do that, or it just becomes normal not to.’

‘I guess if everyone rewards you, no matter what you do or how you treat them, then you start to think it’s okay to treat people that way,’ said Emilia.

‘Yeah, I guess so. It’s like there are some people who treat waiters and waitresses like shit, and there’s other’s who give them all the time and patience in the world. If you get away with it for long enough, it just becomes normal.’

Emilia tucked a wayward strand of loose blonde hair back behind her ear as she looked sideways at Mark. For a moment their eyes met and they both smiled at one another, then turned away.

‘Did you guys date?’ said Emilia.

Amy’s eye’s narrowed.

‘Sort of,’ she said, laughing nervously. ‘Mark rescued me from my abusive ex, that also happened to be a client of his.’

‘You said this before, the night we went out for dinner.’

Amy nodded.

‘There’s an old saying, never meet your heroes. Turns out you should never date them either.’

‘Who was it?’ said Cassian.

‘No,’ said Amy, shaking her head. ‘I don’t want to say. You’d have heard of him, and your opinion of me might change, and I don’t want that,’ she paused to take a bite of chorizo. ‘It’s like when couples ask each other how many people they’ve each slept with. If one of them has shagged just a handful of people and the other is into double figures, it changes the dynamic.’

‘I don’t have that problem,’ said Emilia, popping an olive between her lips. ‘Everyone I’ve ever slept with is in this room.’

Amy bit her lip and laughed, covering her mouth with her hand whilst nodding.

‘In answer to your question though, yes, we sort of dated,’ she went on, dipping a long slice of ciabatta into a slick mixture of olive oil and balsamic vinegar. ‘It took me a little while to get over what I’d gone through, but Mark stuck with me. He looked after me and he was patient.’

‘I knew I was going to marry her,’ said Mark, smiling. ‘It wasn’t patience, I just had all the time in the world.’

Emilia tried not to melt, instead, focusing on de-shelling a prawn and popping it into her mouth.

‘So you both met at school?’ said Amy, remembering their conversation in the pizzeria.

Cassian nodded, still chewing on some patatas bravas. He went to answer but coughed as the spice hit the back of his throat.

‘Careful mate, too spicy for you?’

Cassian coughed harder and shook his head, his eyes watering as Mark laughed.

‘I seem to remember you telling me,’ said Mark, taking advantage of Cassian’s state. ‘That Emilia was the one that pursued you. Is that right?’

Cassian held his hand up in protest, laughing as he tried to catch his breath.

‘Is that so, Cass?’ said Emilia, her eyes wide in surprise. ‘Is that what he told you?’ turning back to Mark.

‘That’s right, I seem to remember he used the words hound and groupie.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ laughed Emilia, holding a hand to her mouth in shock.

Cassian finally caught his breath, coughing once more to clear his throat. ‘One hundred per cent true,’ he laughed at last. ‘Not one word of a lie.’

Emilia gasped as the other two burst into laughter.

‘She stalked me,’ he continued. ‘Relentlessly for two years.’

Emilia was both grinning and glaring at him with dagger eyes.

‘There might be some truth to what he’s saying,’ she said, reluctantly. ‘It’s like Mark said, I knew I was going to marry him. It was just a matter of when. But it wasn’t a one-way street. I don’t remember you protesting.’

Cassian waved his hands again, his voice finally returning to almost normal before he took a sip of wine. ‘No, I loved it.’

Emilia winked at him across the table and then turned back to look at Amy who was smiling mischievously at her. She frowned briefly before reaching for the bread knife, lining it up on the board to slice some more ciabatta.

‘Would anyone li-,’ was as far as she got when she felt the soft silk of Amy’s stocking wrapped foot, sliding slowly up her inner thigh. She darted her eyes across at her, but she was in the middle of slicing some seared beef. 

Emilia’s thigh clamped together instinctively, trapping her girl's foot, but Amy didn’t react at all, instead just continuing to cut into the singed meat. All she did was look up and frown.

‘What was that, Em?’ she said - butter wouldn’t melt. Below the table, she wiggled her toes and then winked.

Emilia relaxed her thigh muscles, and took a deep breath, slowly parting her legs.

‘Sorry, I was going to say, would anyone like any-,’ she inhaled sharply as Amy’s toe slid back down her leg. ‘More bread?’

‘Yes, please,’ said Mark.

Emilia started to cut as Amy’s toe’s pressed against the top of her foot, squeezing and pressing into her affectionately. ‘So tell us more about what you do then, Cass?’ said Amy, taking the conversation in a new direction.

‘I work in marketing, but my actual role is brand development, I’m in a senior position so I oversee a team of designers and brand specialists and together we create identities for emerging businesses and rebrand existing companies.’

‘Anyone we might have heard of?’ asked Mark.

‘Maybe,’ he said. ‘Our biggest client is ADF?’

Mark nodded, as Amy’s foot began to slide back up Emilia’s leg. ‘Not bad.’

‘We also worked on the rebranding of Bella last year?’

‘The clothing company?’ said Amy.

‘Yep. I designed their new logo,’ said Cassian proudly.

‘Oh my goodness, I spend far too much money there. That’s amazing.’

‘What about you, Em?’ said Amy suddenly, turning to look at her with a barely concealed grin. ‘How did you get into physiotherapy?’

Emilia suddenly felt flustered as she found all of their attention directed at her. 

‘I just, I always wanted to help people? My mum had an accident when I was twelve and she had to go through physio, and she used to take me with her. I found it really interesting. I asked my teachers about it and they put me onto a career advisor who recommended biology in upper school and college, followed by training. After the course, I was offered a placement and from there I got a full-time role in the team.’

‘So how long have you worked there?’ said Amy, sliding her foot back up slowly.

Emilia blushed and tried not to grin, hiding her smile behind her fingers, her whole body tingling with intense arousal. ‘Oh, I don’t know, much too long,’ she said, trying to hold back, but she couldn’t help it any longer, and she burst into laughter.

Cassian looked back and forth between the two girls as they giggled and then glanced quizzically at Mark who seemed completely unfazed.

‘They’re playing footsie under the table,’ he said as he bit down on a slice of beef, and raised his eyebrows. ‘Does anyone want the last piece of bread?’

Both women looked at one another, surprised by Mark’s apparent sixth sense and burst into more hysterical giggling.

‘I’ll share it with you?’ said Cass, doing his best not to laugh too, reaching for it and breaking it in half as Mark shrugged.

‘As if we don’t share enough, mate,’ laughed Mark, taking it and nodding his appreciation.

Cassian leaned back in his chair, chuckling as the girls began to calm down. Then he frowned as he remembered something, looking over at Amy, with a quizzical expression.

‘So, what’s in the box?’ he said to her.

Amy panicked and looked over at Mark who raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

‘Your idea, you tell them,’ he said.’

‘Okay, but not here. Let’s finish our food first and then can we move into the lounge?’ said Amy, nodding at the large space in front of the couches in the newly rearranged living room area.

‘Of course,’ said Emilia, frowning with excitement and curiosity. 

As they all turned their attention back to their food, Emilia noticed that Amy was trying to hide her flushed and blushing cheeks, and for some reason, that was turning her on even more.
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CHAPTER THREE
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‘YOU HAVE TO promise not to laugh,’ said Amy, timidly holding the mysterious box between her hands as it rested on her knees. She was perched on the sofa, whilst Emilia was sitting on the thickly carpeted floor in front of Cassian, where she couldn't help but glance, several times, at the dark and inviting gap between Amy’s thigh, now visible to her from where she was sitting.

Cassian sat hunched forward in anticipation in one of the two armchairs, whilst Mark who was clearly in the know, sat back to watch from the other. Amy glanced over at him, then back to the other couple, and Emilia noticed that her cheeks were beginning to glow again. After a moment she let go of the box and plunged her face into the palms of her hands.

‘Oh gosh, I don't know if I can do this,’ she said, laughing. She looked over at Mark again. ‘Why did you let me do this?’

Mark held his hands up. ‘For the record, I think it's a great idea,’ he said. ‘But you suggested it, so you can do the talking.’

Amy turned back and made eye contact with Emilia, biting her lip and seemingly trying to draw strength from her friend’s bemused yet friendly gaze. ‘Okay, I'm just going to open it and put it on the floor.’

She stood up abruptly and then panicked and after another moment of hesitation where she nearly sat back down again, she carefully unwrapped the paper and placed the small and colourful box onto the carpeted floor. Then she sat back and covered her eyes with her hands.

Emilia frowned and leaned forward, trying to read some of the writing where she was sitting, but it was upside down and written in some rather extravagant calligraphy. Struggling, she stood up and walked over, then knelt down with her back to Amy, her shoulders tantalising closer to touching her redheaded friend's silk-covered knees. Then her eyes widened as she finally read the words, and she covered her mouth with her hand as her jaw dropped open.

‘Oh my goodness.’

‘What does it say?’ said Cassian.

Emilia turned, her hand now covering a wide smile and she laughed as she made eye contact with Amy, who was peering through the gaps in her fingers, embarrassed and squirming, then she turned back and read the words on the box out loud.

‘Fourplay, the naughty game for naughty couples.’

Cassian frowned and then his eyes widened as a curious smile crossed his face.

‘Is it too much? We don't have to play,’ said Amy, blushing. She bit down on the nail of her thumb and then carried on. ‘We could just read some of the cards? Or there's a tamer version, or we can just do something else instead? I'm sorry, I shouldn't have bought it-’

Emilia turned around, smiling so broadly now that Amy stopped talking.

‘How do we play?’ she said.

Amy stayed quiet for a moment, studying Emilia’s face, looking for signs that she might be offended or worse... winding her up. Then she too smiled as she saw that her friends excitement was genuine. She glanced up at the two men and then slipped down next to her on the floor of the living room and reached forward.

With great care she placed her palms on either side of the box and let it slide down to open it, pushing the lid to one side and out of the way, tucking it next to her bag at the end of the sofa, and then removing the playing board. It folded out into a large rectangle which she placed in front of them both, spinning it around until it was facing them.

Next, she removed a large box of cards, which were separated by colour into four stacks. She passed one to Emilia, and Cassian saw that it had the number three on the back.

‘Shuffle these.’

Emilia began doing so, pausing as one of them caught her eye. As she read it to herself, she blanched.

‘What does it say?’ said Cassian, unable to contain his curiosity any longer.

‘Lay on your front with your legs apart and wear the blindfold provided. All other players must tease you, in whatever manner they choose. Use all of your senses to identify each player. For every correct answer, you gain one point,’ she stared wide-eyed at Amy, grinning madly. ‘Can we just skip the game and do this card now?’ she said, holding it up.

Amy laughed and then snatched the pack back from Emilia’s hands.

‘Don't spoil them! That's not even one of the really naughty ones.’

Emilia looked over at Cassian, her eyes as wide as saucers, and then she grinned as he fell slowly backwards laughing quietly into his seat. She turned back to Amy with a serious look on her face.

‘We are playing this game, right now.’

Amy nodded in excitement and took the other three decks out, handed one to Mark, a second to Emilia and then shuffled her own quickly before placing them face down on the matching illustrated numbers on the board.

After glancing sideways at Emilia with a look full of mischief, she leaned over and removed four totems, each one a different colour and design, and finally, two dice. She then proceeded to shuffle somewhat indecorously around on the carpet, setting up the game, trying her best to keep a straight face, but finding it impossible to disguise her excitement. When she was done she beckoned for the two men, still sat in the armchairs, to come down to the carpet and join them.

After straightening her dress, she settled down to the left of Emilia, and both Cassian and Mark sat on the floor opposite their own wives, at each edge of the rectangular board.

‘Okay, so... the idea is simple. We each have a totem, and we take turns to move them around the board.’

‘Shaped like a mansion,’ interrupted Mark.

‘In the middle of a masquerade party, how appropriate,’ commented Cassian as he peered at the salubrious illustrations covering the surface.

‘Yes, and each turn we move up a level. Level one is pretty tame, and level four is…’ Amy paused and raised her eyebrows suggestively. ‘So on my turn, I roll the dice and the number I roll is the number of spaces I move forward.’

Amy picked up the six-sided die and rolled it across the board. It landed on a four. Smiling, she picked up her totem and moved it four spaces forward from the entrance to the mansion. It landed on a space labelled Kiss.

‘If you land on a Strip square then you lose a piece of clothing. If you land on a Confession square you have to tell us a raunchy story that no one else knows. If like me, you land on a Kiss square then you roll the other dice and choose a player to kiss you in the place the dice tells them to.’ 

She picked up the rulebook card and read it aloud, coughing quietly and looking around bashfully before she did so.

‘Choose a partner, then roll the dice. They must passionately kiss your… Lips. Cheek. Neck. Bottom... Nipple... Cock or Pussy.’

Amy looked up and glanced around, feeling incredibly shy before her gaze settled on Emilia, who raised her eyebrows and licked her lips as she bristled with excitement at the suggestion of being chosen.

‘Cassian,’ said Amy, without breaking eye contact.

Emilia’s jaw dropped open in surprise. ‘Oh, is that how we’re going to play?’ she said, laughing. 

Amy rolled the dice, eagerly waiting for it to stop as she lightly bit down on her nails.

‘Neck,’ she said, looking up and smiling, then sat back on her knees.

‘We’re doing this now?’ said Cassian, glancing around in surprise. ‘I thought this was like, a demo round?’

‘Yes Cass, we’ve started,’ said Amy, grinning. ‘Get over here and smooch my neck.’

After a brief moment he stood up, his eyes fixing Amy with a cheeky lust, and despite the silliness of the situation, she suddenly found herself immediately and intensely aroused.

She watched as he walked slowly around the room, passing his wife who was observing with nervous and barely contained excitement. As he drew closer, he moved behind her, and her neck prickled in anticipation.

Slowly he knelt down and slid his hands down her arms, causing her to quiver and stifle a giggle. Then with the tips of his fingers, he pushed her thick red hair away from her neck as she leaned imperceptibly sideways for him.

There she waited, tingling as he teased her, his hot breath on the back of her head, blowing loose strands of her hair away with a gentle exhale. Then his lips brushed softly against her skin and she held her breath and closed her eyes.

Emilia watched with astonishment as Cassian kissed Amy softly and slowly, nuzzling into her neck as she swooned. She smiled as Amy’s expression changed from giggling and amused to clearly aroused and finally to a bright red blush as he pulled away and stood up and began his slow walk back to his side of the board.

As he passed her, Emilia reached out and brushed her fingers across his midriff, feeling his abs through his white shirt, curling her lip inwards and grinning as he sat back down.

She felt jealous.

But not because her husband had kissed another woman, but because she wanted to kiss Amy’s neck too. She looked over and smiled as she saw that her eyes were still firmly shut, and she watched with a sly grin as they opened again, unfocused and hazy.

‘Okay,’ said Amy, still recovering. ‘Wow. That was, um, that was nice.’

She ran her fingers through her hair as she breathed deeply. Then she glanced at Emilia, her eyes wide and smiling.

‘He’s a good kisser,’ she said, smoothing the edge of her dress down again. ‘Okay, erm. So, after you’ve done the board action, you, erm, you pick up a card and you do whatever it says. The cards vary from physical activities to revealing secrets or role play.’

She leaned forward and picked up a single card from the top of the deck marked with the number one and read it out loud.

‘All players must imagine they are married to you and that it’s your wedding anniversary. In turn, they must describe the perfect gift they would buy for you. The best one gets a kiss… wherever they want.’

Emilia looked across at Cassian and grinned.

‘Do I get to go first?’ she said, looking back at Amy.

‘You do.’

Emilia looked down and thought about it for a moment, smiling as she pictured the two of them dressed in matching white wedding dresses, walking hand in hand down the aisle through a floral tunnel on a hot summer’s day. She blushed at the thought and then an idea came to her.

It was silly and sentimental, but it wasn’t outlandish and absurd. It was real, and something she would actually do if she had the chance. In a way, she hoped she would have the chance one day, but she was keeping that crazy thought to herself.

‘I would buy you a little wooden keepsake box,’ she smiled sweetly. ‘And inside I would put the masks we all wore to the ball, the tickets to the escape room, the receipt for our first meal and the day passes for the spa…’ she trailed off as she saw the expression on Amy’s face.

‘You kept all those things?’ she said, frowning.

Emilia suddenly felt a little embarrassed and rather silly. She wondered if she should lie and pretend that she hadn’t, but then she realised what did it matter? She liked them, and their friendship meant something to her. After a moment she nodded.

‘That’s so nice,’ said Amy, quietly. She frowned and smiled, hesitating and then she shuffled over and reached out for Emilia’s hand squeezing it tightly as her friend blushed with relief and squeezed back.

Cassian coughed. ‘I think we might have lost this round, mate,’ he said, looking over at Mark.

‘Think you might be right.’

Cassian shrugged and then laughed as Amy turned to listen to his idea, raising his hands up in defeat.

‘Bottle of wine and some lube,’ he said, grinning. Mark threw his head back in laughter.

‘Nice,’ said Amy, rolling her eyes and grinning. ‘Keeping it classy.’

She turned now to Mark. ‘Dear husband?’

He drew himself up and took a slow and deep breath, then fixed her with his steely gaze. ‘I would take you to La Hacienda,’ he said, pausing for a moment as he looked her up and down. 

Emilia glanced at Amy and saw her expression change at the mention of the Michelin star restaurant in the centre of Oxford.

‘Afterwards, we’d walk hand in hand along the river in Hinksey Park and in the middle of the arched bridge, I'd kiss you and go down on one knee and ask you to marry me all over again.’

Amy raised her free hand to her lips and breathed in and out slowly as she pictured the scene.

‘You shit,’ she laughed, brushing a tear away from her eye. ‘How am I meant to choose now?’

She turned around and looked at Emilia who smiled and shrugged, then back towards Mark who gave her a smouldering look which made her insides melt, then she covered her eyes with the palms of her hands, shaking her head.

‘I guess you're just going to have to get me drunk and fuck my ass, Cass,’ she laughed as she looked at him through the gaps in her fingers.

‘Nice,’ he said pumping his fist.

Emilia looked shocked and Mark sat slowly shaking his head.

‘Where would you like a kiss?’

Cassian leaned forward and pointed to his cheek.

‘Such a gentleman,’ she crawled around the board, pecking his bearded skin with her soft pink lips.

‘For now,’ he said, enjoying the warmth of her touch as she crawled back and settled back down onto her knees.

Comfortable again, she moved the dice towards Emilia.

‘Now it’s your turn,’ she said, flashing her eyes in excitement.

Emilia picked up the dice, scowling at Amy. Then with a little reticence, she rolled.

‘Five.’

She leaned forward, shaking with excitement and placed her little totem on the fifth square.

‘Strip,’ said Amy, clapping.

Emilia giggled in shock. ‘What do I take off?’

‘That’s up to you,’ said Amy, pursing her lips. ‘You’ve got two stockings?’ 

‘Wait does that count as one or two?’ said Cassian.

‘Shut up, mate. You’ve got two socks on,’ said Mark, laughing.

‘One each,’ said Emilia, turning on him, her eyes screwed up in a cheeky scowl.

Emilia stood up and slid one side of her dress up above the top of her right stocking, and then unrolled it, sliding it down her leg and peeling it off her foot. Then she winked at Cassian and did the same again with the other one.

‘I think maybe they should count as one,’ she said, letting them fall to the floor at his feet.

Her legs now bare, she sat back down neatly and then reached forward and picked up the top card to read it out loud.

‘You must describe your feelings for the person to your left, in-depth.’

She looked up and met Amy’s eyes as so many thoughts ran through her mind. She wanted to be honest, but like Amy had said in the kitchen, way too much, too soon. She had to say something though. She could feel herself going red again. She became aware that she’d been quiet for too long, and that she still wasn’t speaking.

Now it was just awkward.

She looked down at the carpet, then at Amy’s hands, playing idly with a couple of discarded cards, then at Cassian who smiled at her.

‘You okay?’ he said, quietly.

She nodded, then looked back to Amy. ‘I feel like I’ve known you all my life,’ she said, at last. ‘As though, you’ve always been my friend. As though I could’ve just turned around at any time and you would’ve been there, smiling and waving, just waiting for me to notice you. I feel more comfortable with you than any friend I’ve ever had before. More than a friend.’

Amy blushed.

‘I like you,’ continued Emilia, trying to hold back and failing. ‘Maybe more than like you. I miss you when you’re gone. I think about you when I’m alone. I want to tell you everything about me and find out everything about you. I want to spend all night talking to you until the sun comes up and then fall asleep with you, wrapped in your arms.’

She looked over at Cassian and Mark, then back to Amy.

‘I want you,’ she said. ‘I want you so much it hurts.’

She was going to say more, but then she realised that Amy’s eyes were shiny. She watched as her friend got up and stepped across the board and embraced Emilia in a tight hug, both of them wrapping their arms around the other, nuzzling into each other’s necks.

Amy pulled back after a while and looked into Emilia’s eyes, then kissed her on the lips.

‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘That was really nice.’

They kissed again, then Amy sat up on her knees and stood, walking back over to her side where she sat down. 

For a moment, they all stayed still quietly reflecting, Emilia, looking at Amy as she, in turn, looked down at the board, deep in thought. 

As the others were distracted, Emilia secretly tucked her card underneath her side of the game and smiled.

As Amy began to regain her composure, she picked up the dice and shook it and was about to roll when Cassian interrupted.

‘Sorry, Amy. I think it’s my turn?’

‘Oh gosh, sorry,’ she said, reaching across and handing him the dice, dropping it into the palm of his hand.

He smiled gratefully and then rolled it across the carpet, watching as it bounced erratically and came to a halt.

‘Two,’ he said.

Amy leaned forward and moved his piece along two places onto a Confession square.

‘Ooh,’ she said. ‘First confession. You have to tell us about something naughty you’ve done.’

Cassian shifted uncomfortably and frowned. ‘Something that I’ve done? Or that we’ve done?’ he gestured over towards Emilia.

‘Either,’ she said, grinning and leaning forward to listen.

Cassian laughed and looked down in thought, then a moment later his eyes flashed and he glanced across at Emilia, his brow raised.

‘Oh, he’s got something good,’ said Amy.

Emilia looked warily at him, worried about what he might be about to say, running through all the possibilities.

‘A few weeks after we got married, we decided we would do one of those city breaks?’ said Cassian as Emilia started to go red. ‘So, we booked two nights stay in a nice hotel near the South Bank, overlooking the river. We were still in the honeymoon period at the time, not that we ever really left it, but we were struggling to keep our hands off each other. The morning after our first night, we woke up pretty late so we decided to head over to Carnaby Street for some lunch followed by a bit of shopping. We had moules at a seafood restaurant which overlooked the main high street, which I think played a big part in what happened next.’

Cassian paused as Emilia went an even deeper shade of red.

‘So after we finished, we start off down the road and we pop into a couple of little boutique places and the whole time, Em is teasing me. Accidental brushes, squeezing me, bending over to pick things up. All of that kind of thing.’

‘Were you hard?’ said Amy.

‘It was becoming awkward. Anyway, she sees this little lingerie shop, not a big place, but a little shop on the corner of the row, dark windows with low-level lighting and a couple of barely dressed mannequins, posing suggestively. Next thing I know I’m being dragged inside.’

He looked across at Mark who smiled knowingly.

‘So a few minutes later I’m standing outside the changing room, looking like a defeated donkey, waiting for Em to show me an outfit she’s picked out. She opens the door, but just a crack and out comes her hand and she beckons me inside. I’m standing there thinking, I’m not allowed inside. So I don’t move. Then she opens the door a little more and my jaw drops. She’s wearing a babydoll, and some black lace stockings, like the ones she’s wearing tonight… and that’s it. I step straight into the changing room and she shuts the door. I don’t think I even undid my belt. She just leaned up against the mirror and pulled her knickers to the side and the next thing I know I’m, well, you know.’

Emilia smiled at the memory, looking away embarrassed.

‘I think that was the first time you really fucked me,’ she said, quietly, playing with her hair. ‘I liked it.’

Amy smiled and looked at Mark who grinned back at her, raising his eyebrows.

‘I bought the outfit by the way,’ said Emilia suddenly. ‘I don’t think I’ve ever been so embarrassed in my life. I don’t think the staff knew, but I was pretty flustered and my hair was a mess and Cassian was looking quite sheepish.’

‘They knew,’ said Amy, giggling.

‘Cost a fortune,’ he laughed. ‘Worth every penny though.’

Amy clapped excitedly. ‘I love this game, so much,’ she said, hopping up and down on her knees. ‘Cass you need to pick a card now.’

He leaned forward and picked one up from the deck, turning it over between his fingers to read it.

‘Choose a player. They must describe their most recent erotic dream and how it made them feel,’ Cassian looked up and grinned at Amy, raising his eyebrows. ‘Amy,’ he finished.

‘You're kidding me.’

‘You bought the game,’ he shrugged.

‘Fine,’ she said, laughing. She screwed up her eyes and drummed her fingers over her lips as she thought back, then a moment later she smiled, nodding.

‘Okay, the night after the escape room, after we’d left the restaurant and you asked us to come back to yours?’

Emilia nodded. ‘The night I thought I'd never see you again.’

‘That’s the one. It was like you’d planted a little seed in my mind. I was fucking fuming. Mark knows,’ she nodded toward him. ‘He’ll tell you, I ranted all the way home.’

‘Like a broken record.’

‘Except, I wasn't actually angry. I think I was…’ Amy paused and gathered herself. ‘I wasn't prepared for how I felt.’

She looked over at Emilia and smiled then took her hand up again from the carpet.

‘Before I met you before we met you both, I thought I understood how it all worked. Then we left you that night after the ball, and this little seed started spreading its roots, digging in and growing. Fuck it, I don't care if it sounds cliché… blossoming. It blossomed.’

Emilia tried not to laugh.

‘Shut up. Anyway. I went to bed that night angry and confused and then I had this dream. I woke up in this little cottage by a river, and it was misty outside the windows and I went to climb out of bed but the bed was huge. It seemed to stretch out to the horizon, but as I shuffled across it, I found I could just step out onto the floor. Then I heard your voice,’ she looked at Emilia. ‘It was coming from downstairs. So I followed it, down this old rickety staircase and into this huge, tall barn, with oak beams that crisscrossed it from end to end. As I looked I could see you, and you were bent over this massive kitchen table, your skirt thrown over your back,’ she bit her lip as she continued. ‘And your knickers around your ankles.’

Cassian shifted and adjusted himself, and Mark sat forward.

‘Mark was there too, behind you,’ she paused for a moment, building up the courage. ‘And he was making love to you.’

Emilia blushed and glanced over at Amy’s husband who grinned.

‘He was holding onto your hips and just sliding in and out of you, his head back, his eyes closed, like he was trying to feel you. I don’t know, it’s hard to describe. As I got to the bottom of the steps the floorboard creaked and you both turned around, so calmly, and just smiled at me.’

Emilia squeezed Amy’s hand.

‘Then you carried on. What confused me was that I wasn't upset, I wasn't jealous, or angry. I was excited for you both. I was excited that Mark was enjoying you and that you were enjoying him.’

Amy turned her attention now to Cassian.

‘And then I felt your hands around my waist, and I realised that I was also naked, and in slow motion, you gently turned me around, lifted me up and placed me on the table, and then you slid inside me too. So easily, like we were just, perfectly compatible.’

Amy blushed and looked down.

‘And I felt so complete and so comfortable. Normally, when I have naughty dreams, I wake up as soon as I get to the good part,’ she looked sideways at Mark with a quiet laugh, then back to Cassian. ‘But this time I didn't. You made love to me on the table, whilst we listened to your wife and my husband. You came inside me and I came. That was when I woke up. I was sweating, and my knickers were soaked... and, I was touching myself.’

Cassian took a deep breath, realising he hadn't done so in a while.

‘That was when I realised, that something had changed. That I was wrong to run away. That I didn't understand anything and that I needed to see you again. I just didn’t know how to do that. When your text came through asking if I wanted to meet you in the park that afternoon? I don’t think I’ve ever typed so fast in my life.’

The room fell silent, save for the quiet music playing from the little speakers in the corner, and as the other three looked on, Amy flicked her embarrassed gaze down at the carpet by her feet and twirled a loose piece of thread in her fingers.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I'm not sure that was the idea.’

Emilia stood up abruptly, turning away from them all and holding her hand to her face to hide her tears. Then she walked out of the room at a pace and shut the door behind her.




*







‘Are you okay?’ said Amy, knocking on the toilet door quietly with the back of her knuckles.

‘Yes,’ said Emilia quietly. There was a long silence, then… ‘No.’

‘Can I come in?’

There was no reply.

Amy was about to ask again when she heard movement from inside, and the latch unlock.

Slowly she squeezed the handle down and pushed it open to find Emilia inside, sat on the lid of the toilet, trying to appear as though she hadn’t been crying.

‘You okay, sweetie?’ said Amy, slowly walking over and kneeling in front of her.

‘Yes, sorry,’ she said, unevenly. ‘I am. I’m fine.’

‘Forgive me for asking then, but why are you crying in the bathroom?’ said Amy, with a kind smile.

A tear rolled down Emilia’s cheek as she laughed a little. ‘Because of what you said.’

Amy’s face twisted in worry, her eyes flitting around Emilia’s, trying to understand. ‘Did I say something wrong?’

Emilia shook her head as more tears spilt over her eyelashes, but she was smiling so broadly that Amy couldn’t help but smile too. 

She bit down on her bottom lip before she spoke.

‘No, you didn’t. What you said was beautiful,’ she whispered, unsteadily. ‘I’m just scared I won’t live up to it. I’m not like you. I’m not experienced, I’ve only ever been with Cass… before you and Mark. I like walks in the park, and watching TV in my pyjamas and reading books and going for boat rides and you and Mark are exciting and different and crazy. You rub elbows with celebrities, you’re an artist and he’s a fucking bodyguard. We’re so different.’ 

Amy smiled patiently, resting her fingers on Emilia’s. ‘That’s okay.’

‘But we aren’t the same people,’ said Emilia. ‘I really like you and I really want you to like me and I don’t want you to get bored of us and leave us.’

Amy kneeled up suddenly and kissed her on the lips, and for a moment, Emilia didn’t know what to do, then she kissed her back, kissing her harder and running her fingers up the girl’s back. Her lips were so soft and sweet and it made her feel dizzy with exhilaration as their tongues swept across one another. After what seemed like minutes, Amy pulled back and wiped her lips gently, smiling and exhaling.

‘If you were someone I’d just met on a date, I think I’d be calling the police about now. Way too much, way too soon.’

Emilia burst out laughing, still holding Amy’s fingers in her own.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said.

‘You are a ten on the crazy-hot scale.’

Emilia grinned and looked down, embarrassed.

‘If I didn’t feel the same way about you though, we wouldn’t be here right now, playing this crazy game, finding out all sorts of embarrassing things about each other.’

‘I just don’t want to fuck this up,’ said Emilia. ‘My sister told me this morning, that she’s never seen me happier than right now.’

Amy closed her eyes and licked her lips. ‘I didn’t even know you had a sister,’ she said, looking back up.

Emilia’s face dropped in horror. ‘Oh my goodness, really?’

Amy laughed and shook her head. ‘Fuck, don’t tell Mark,’ she said. ‘He’ll be asking if we can involve her next time.’

Emilia giggled. ‘Don’t joke, Cassian would be well up for that.’

Amy’s eyes widened at the idea. ‘Is she as beautiful as you?’

‘Hotter.’

‘Oh gosh, maybe we should?’

Emilia laughed even harder as she shook her head, grinning. Then she leaned forward and pulled Amy in for another kiss. ‘I’m sorry. I just got overwhelmed.’

Amy stood up, still holding her hand. ‘We need to stop having heart-to-heart’s on the toilet,’ she laughed. ‘We did this last time in the spa. I think I even passed you the loo roll.’

‘Oh gosh, you did,’ said Emilia as she stood up, then she hesitated. ‘Actually, I do kind of need to go.’

Amy laughed again. ‘I’ll wait for you outside, okay? We can go back in together.’

‘Okay. Thank you,’ she said, squeezing her fingers again.

‘Stop worrying, and just enjoy the evening.’

Amy closed the door behind her and waited, and a few moments later she heard the flush of the toilet and the sound of the running taps. The door opened and the pair of them stood in the corridor, smiling at one another for a moment in the light of the lounge, before walking back through the door, hand in hand.

There they sat back down, in their previous positions, and Emilia looked over at Cassian and smiled. Somewhat confused, he frowned back at her as if to ask if she was okay and she nodded, smiling at him reassuringly.

At the same time, Mark reached forward and collected the dice from the board, flicking it back and then forward in a single motion as Emilia’s eyes followed the dice across the board.

It landed on a four.

Amy picked up his little totem and moved it along until it landed on a strip square.

‘Socks off, babe,’ she said, smiling.

‘Think I might lose the jeans instead,’ he said, raising his eyebrows.

He stood up, unbuckled his belt, lowered his fly and peeled down his denim's, glancing at Emilia as he did so. As they reached the floor he stepped out of them and pushed them aside with his sock adorned feet. Then he winked.

Still standing, he bent down and collected his card, grinning as he did so.

‘Choose another player. You and this player must remove one item of clothing each.’

Emilia and Amy burst into laughter as Mark nodded and peeled off his socks.

‘Easy for me,’ he said, then he exhaled. ‘Gotta be Cass.’

Cassian turned to look at him incredulously as Mark laughed.

‘I’m not gonna be the only dude naked at an orgy pal, get your socks off.’

Amy threw her head back and howled as Cassian shook his head in disappointment. ‘You’re throwing away opportunities here, mate,’ he said as he peeled off his socks with a wry smile on his face.

But Mark sat back down, grinning, dressed now in just his shirt and boxers.

‘Okay,’ said Amy, more than a little flustered. ‘We’re on to round two. It starts to get a little racier now. You don’t pick from the ones anymore, you can only pick from the twos.’

Cassian sat forward and watched as Amy rolled the dice.

‘Five,’ she said excitedly, picking up her piece and moving it forward onto a strip square.

‘Shit,’ she laughed.

‘Take it off,’ said Emilia, grinning.

Amy looked around at Mark and then to Cassian, smiling and feeling the warmth in her cheeks.

‘Wait, my stockings unclip.’

‘Oh, come on,’ said Cassian, in dismay, closing his eyes and throwing his head back.

Amy stood up and as she did, Emilia threw down the card she’d been holding onto and hiding under the edge of the board.

‘Keep this card and play it when another player lands on a strip square. You can remove their clothing for them,’ she said, standing up with smug satisfaction.

She walked over and stood in front of Amy then placed the palm of her left hand between her breasts, pushing her slowly backwards until she couldn’t go any further, and had to sit down roughly on the couch.

Emilia knelt down on the carpet, grinning and took Amy’s leg in her hands, stroking her palms up and down the smooth silk, then slowly and delicately making her way up to the clips that held them in place beneath her dress and at the top of her sweet, smooth thighs.

She unclipped the first one with the fingers on her left hand, whilst never breaking eye contact, then did the same on the right as Amy looked on in surprise. Then she slid the girl’s dress up and beamed.

Licking her suddenly dry lips, she leaned forward and bit down on the edge of Amy’s stocking, her mouth inches from the heat of her crotch. She was so close, she could feel her warmth, like the flames of a fire.

Slowly, inch by inch she pulled them down, using just her fingers and teeth, one by one. As she stood up, she turned around to find both men, jaws open and eyes wide and she winked, taking the silk slips with her and burying them between her thighs as she sat back down in her place.

Amy quivered and took a deep breath before standing back up, now wearing just her lacy dress, knickers and bra.

‘That was, um. That was okay, instead,’ stuttered Cassian.

Amy sat back down on the floor and smiled at Emilia, licking the corner of her mouth.

Slowly, she exhaled.

After another moment, she leaned forward and picked up a card from the deck.

‘Okay, let’s see,’ she said as she read. ‘Two players must gaze into each other’s eyes for one minute, whilst holding hands.’

Amy clapped and laughed, rocking backwards on her knees.

‘Cass and Mark,’ she said nodding her head enthusiastically as she giggled.

‘Yes,’ cried Emilia, laughing. ‘Oh, that will be so sweet.’

‘No way,’ said Cassian, holding his hands up.

‘Mate, there’s nothing wrong with a little bromance. Come here.’

‘You’re fucking kidding.’

Cassian shuffled over as Amy and Emilia gawped at them both, the pair of them sitting down cross-legged in front of each other, then, after a moment, Mark reached out and took Cassian’s hands. His friend looked up briefly, and after glancing sideways at the girls, he finally met his gaze.

‘Ooh, wait!’ said Amy. ‘We have to use the timer for this one.’

She scrambled forward and plucked an hourglass out of the box, turning it around until the sand drained out of one side, and then flipping it back over to start the countdown.

As they stared into each other’s eyes, both men did their best not to laugh. Cassian’s lips went dry as he concentrated on out-staring Mark, and after a while, his eyes began to water.

‘It’s not a blinking competition mate.’

‘Fuck off,’ he said.

‘I’m feeling a deep connection here,’ said Mark. ‘There’s something between us. Can you feel it?’

Cassian tried to stifle his laughter whilst maintaining eye contact.

‘It’s like, we’re...’ continued Mark. ‘Connected somehow, emotionally or matrimonially.’

Emilia started to laugh and Amy shushed her. ’They’re having a moment,’ she said, pushing Emilia backwards.

Cassian glanced sideways as Mark frowned. ’I think I’m falling in love,’ he said, then he leaned forward puckering his lips as Cassian leaned away in mock horror.

‘Time’s up,’ said Amy, holding up the sand timer and laughing. ‘Saved by the bell.’

‘Too bad,’ said Cassian, raising his eyebrows as he stood up, letting go of Mark’s hands. ‘I was just starting to feel it too.’

Emilia collected the dice from the board and sat back on her knees, rolling it in her palms before she bounced it across the floor.

‘Two,’ said Amy, clapping with excitement. ‘Strip!’

‘Oh gosh, why does it have to be me half-bloody-naked first?’ she said as she laughed, rocking backwards on her knees.

She looked around, bemused and hesitant. Even though she’d made love to all of them last weekend, and hoped to again tonight, it still made her feel shy and vulnerable taking off her clothes in front of them all. Strangely, it felt more unnerving because Cassian was here too. Somehow his presence made her feel simultaneously aroused and ashamed, and amusingly that conflict of emotions in itself was a turn on.

She stood up, turning around slowly. She was so nervous, but she desperately wanted to make a performance out of removing her dress. She wanted to look sexy and feel desired, but she was so awkward that she was worried she’d look silly if she tried to dance or move in a sensual way.

She reached up behind her back and fumbled for the zip at the very top of her neckline. Gripping it between her thumb and forefinger she slowly pulled it down, revealing her black lace basque. As the zip reached the bottom, just below her waistline, she let one side fall away from her shoulder and turned her head to look at the two men and Amy.

Their attention was firmly on her, so she let the dress fall to the floor and stepped out of it. She blushed as she saw each of their faces. 

Then she turned around.

Cassian exhaled and licked his lips, then brought his hand up to his mouth and bit his thumb. Mark had a similar reaction, moving to adjust himself on the floor where it appeared he had suddenly become uncomfortable. Amy just stared, and after a moment mouthed wow.

Emilia was shaking.

After a long moment, she sat down, tucked her knees back under her and picked up a card.

She looked up to the silent, awestruck faces of the three of them, coughed and then read.

‘Tell the story of how you lost your virginity.’

She immediately began to giggle into her hand, looking over at Cass who fell backwards onto the carpet, his head held in his hands.

‘No, you can’t,’ he laughed.

‘Can we skip this one?’ said Emilia, her cheeks flushed red as she looked at Amy, pleading.

‘Hell no, not after that reaction. If you’d just said Aimes, mind if we grab another card, we’d rather keep this story to ourselves I would’ve said, sure no problem, but there’s clearly a story here, and a cracking one by the sound of it, so spill the beans. What did he do? Did he put in the wrong hole?’

Emilia, still laughing into the palm of her hand lowered her head, shaking.

‘No, nothing like that,’ she said. ‘It was just-,’ but Cassian sat bolt upright.

‘No you can’t tell them!’ he said, waving his hands in protest.

‘It can’t be that bad,’ said Amy, her eyes wide with curiosity. ‘Did you get a little too excited? I wouldn’t blame you, she’s hot.’

Emilia burst out laughing as Cassian groaned and lay back down.

‘You did, didn’t you? Come on, tell us. Please.’

Emilia looked over at her husband who was hiding his face in shame and after a moment, he nodded his agreement.

‘So we’d been together for four years,’ Emilia held up her hand as Amy’s expression went from interested to shocked. ‘Remember,’ she said, pausing as Amy settled back down. ‘I was pretty young when we first got together, so I wasn’t rushing.’

Amy feigned the look of a school child that’s just been told off, and settled back down onto her heels.

‘It was Cass’s twentieth birthday. We both wanted our first time to be special. Neither of us had ever been with anyone else before. Cassian had one ex-girlfriend from school, and all they’d ever done was kiss, and I’d never even kissed another man,’ she said, then she looked over at Mark. ‘Until last week.

He smiled kindly and nodded.

‘So we wanted it to be really special. We were all heading to a pub in the city for drinks, followed by a meal at the big Pizzeria on Sydney Street, and then afterwards we were going clubbing at the Plaza. The plan was that Cassian and I would slip away early, around midnight, and go back to my parents’ house. They were out for the night at my aunt’s so we had the house to ourselves and could be as noisy as we wanted.’

Amy shifted excitedly.

‘So, we got back, and Cassian told me to wait downstairs and he would go up and make the room really nice for us, so off he went and about five minutes later he called me up. It was beautiful, he’d lit candles, there were rose petals on the bed, he’d lit my incense burner and there was some nice music playing too. It was really romantic.’

‘Oh my goodness, get to the good part,’ said Amy, shaking with excitement.

‘So he takes my hand and leads me over to the bed and lays me down, runs his hands over my stomach and arms, touches my cheeks and then he kisses me. It was lovely, really awkward but lovely,’ she said laughing and looking over at him. 

‘We kissed for what seemed like forever, and I started to wonder if he wasn’t really sure how to progress things, so I realised that I may need to prompt him. I pushed him back so he was lying flat, and I started to kiss down his neck.’

Amy turned to look at Mark grinning wildly.

‘Then I started to unbutton his shirt and by the time I reached his waist, I could see a... well, a big bulge through his jeans. Bear in mind, we had never even seen each other naked before. So to even the score, I took off my top, and then I undid my bra.’

Mark smiled and shifted his position.

‘His reaction was, amusing. After he’d calmed down, I slid my fingers along the edge of his jeans, as his eyes were fixed firmly elsewhere, and undid his belt. By this time, his jeans were straining under the tension, so I unzipped them and out burst this huge penis.’

Amy’s face was a picture.

‘I’d never seen anything like it. I didn’t watch porn. Everything I’d learnt about sex was from science lessons at school.’

Amy was now laughing so hard that tears were streaming down her face.

‘So I reach out and touch it, and the whole thing jumps like it was alive. After taking a moment to recover, I tried again and this time I got my hand around it. I knew what I was meant to do, so I stroked it… once.’

Amy covered her face in her hands, as even Emilia began to laugh.

‘The next thing I know, I’m covered in come. It’s in my hair, it’s on my face, on my boobs,’ Emilia looked over at Cassian who had rolled onto his front to hide his face. ’I look down, and it’s still spurting out, so in my panic, I did the only logical thing that I could think of.’

Amy’s brow furrowed in confusion and she looked over at Mark then back to Emilia.

‘I squeezed it, to make it stop.’

Cassian groaned as Amy burst out laughing.

‘It was like trying to stop a burst water pipe.’

‘No, no,’ said Amy, holding her chest as she tried to breathe through her laughter. ‘It’s too much.’

‘It only seemed to make the situation worse.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ squealed Amy.

‘So after I’d calmed down, and cleaned myself up.’

‘She was hysterical,’ interrupted Cassian as Emilia continued without skipping a beat.

‘We talked and decided to try again a little while later. This time, we got a little further. Cassian managed to take off my top and bra, which I’d put back on, I took off his shirt, jeans and boxers. He took off my knickers.’

Emilia paused and looked over at Cassian again, who seemed to be slowly curling into a ball.

‘What happened?’ said Amy.

‘I lay back on the bed, Cassian on top of me. He lined himself up and, erm… slipped in.’

Emilia giggled, blushing. ‘The good part.’

‘Then he made this grunting noise, like… heuuurgh, and just sort of, flopped, onto me.’

Amy’s jaw dropped open as she burst into laughter again. ‘No way.’

Emilia nodded, laughing. ‘I’m so sorry, Cass,’ she said.

Cassian rolled onto his back, his hands still covering his face.

‘I was flattered though, in a funny way. Although it took us a few more goes to get past thirty seconds.’

‘In my defence, have you seen my wife?’ said Cassian from the floor.

‘I don’t blame you at all, mate,’ said Mark. Emilia blushed as she looked over at him.

‘I would’ve been flattered too,’ said Amy. ‘If someone was that excited to be making love to me, I’d take that as a pretty high compliment.’

Cassian peered out from beneath his fingers.

‘Looking back now,’ said Emilia, ‘I wouldn’t want it any other way.’

She smiled lovingly at her man as he glared back at her, grinning.

‘Are you finished destroying my sexual prowess?’

‘I am,’ she said. ‘Although I think your prowess speaks for itself, there are now two women in this room who would vouch for you.’

‘That was amazing,’ said Amy, shaking her head. ‘And I am so glad I did not have to answer that question.’

Mark leaned across to collect the dice from the board. ‘And on that curious note,’ he said, raising his eyebrows as he rolled the dice toward Cassian. ‘I think it’s your go, mate.’

Cassian re-rolled the dice and watched as it landed on a one.

‘Nice,’ said Amy, moving his totem onto a Strip square.

He shook his head and glared at Mark. ‘See what you’ve done?’ he laughed as he unbuttoned his shirt. 

Amy started to slowly clap as it came away, cheering as he pulled it off and let it fall beside him, his abs now hard, defined and very much on show.

He leaned forward, his muscles rippling as he picked up one of the little cards in his fingers.

‘Choose two players of the same sex, they must kiss in front of you, for one minute,’ he said, grinning. 

Amy excitedly shuffled over to Emilia and took hold of her hand, squeezing it tightly and smiling at her with palpable excitement.

‘You up for a snog, mate?’ he asked Mark, winking as their wives looked on in shock. 

Mark feigned thinking about it, as though he was considering the merits, then appeared to make his mind up. ‘Not today pal, think I ate too much garlic earlier,’ he said, rubbing his stomach. ‘Maybe we should let the girls take this one.’

‘Shame, looks like it’ll have to be you two,’ he said, looking back at them and grinning. 

Amy leaned into Emilia immediately, but Cassian interrupted.

‘First, however,’ he said, holding up a card he had produced from somewhere on his person. ‘Play this card when you wish. Choose a player, they must immediately remove another item of clothing.’

Amy’s eyes widened as she flicked his eyes toward her and tilted his head.

‘Off with the dress,’ he smiled.

Shaking her head, but unable to hold back her cheeky grin, she stood up, wobbling slightly on her feet, crossed her arms, gripping the hem of her figure-hugging dress, and then pulled it up, and off.

Beneath her bright red evening wear, Amy had been hiding a pair of black lace knickers, tightly fitted and shaped to her hips, and a matching bra with a sheer lower hem and two neat frilly cups which contained her pert and sweet breasts.

Mark took a deep breath and smiled as he looked up at her, and Cassian exhaled. He wasn’t able to hide his excitement any longer as his wife and Amy pressed their lips together, and he watched rapt as she sank down into his wife’s arms and embraced her.

It was beautiful.

Emilia felt dizzy as Amy’s soft lips met hers again, their tongues flitting back and forth as they melted into one another. It wasn’t just a kiss though, she could feel something between them, like a mutual amusement, as though they were sharing a joke, but a comfortable and wholesome one. She wasn’t sure how else to interpret it. It just felt wonderful and pure. As though they had known each other for a lifetime and this kiss meant nothing and everything.

‘Time,’ said Mark.

‘Fuck, he’s like the sex police,’ said Amy, pulling away from her and scowling.

Mark rolled the dice across the floor, where it landed on a five, laughing as he pressed on with the game.

Amy reluctantly moved his piece forward onto a square marked Kiss, then she exhaled, almost grumpily.

‘So, now you have to choose someone, then roll the dice to see where they kiss you.’

‘I choose you,’ he said, nodding at her and catching her off guard. She had assumed he would choose Emilia, and she smiled warmly.

‘Roll, and let's see what happens.’

Mark shook the dice in the palm of his hands and then rolled it towards Amy’s crossed legs. It bounced off her foot and came to a stop.

‘Cock,’ she said, covering her mouth.

Emilia giggled beside her.

Mark nodded and stood up, adjusting himself, and Emilia watched with widening eyes as his bulge grew whilst Amy shuffled towards him on her knees.

There she knelt at his feet, then looked up at him with her bright green eyes, placing the palms of her hands on either side of his crotch and resting them against his muscle-bound thighs, then he looked down at her, and stroked her cheek.

Emilia watched closely as Amy’s fingers crept across his boxers, dipping inside and taking hold of his cock. Less than a week ago Mark had been inside her, in more ways than one, but it still seemed so naughty, as though she shouldn't be looking, but she couldn't help it. She couldn’t stop herself. 

It was too exciting.

Amy slipped him out, pulling him through his fly opening, and now he was standing to attention for her. She played her fingers up and down the sides softly. Then she drew him down towards her lips, and pressed them against the tip, kissing him tenderly.

As she drew back, Emilia could see her mouth was glistening with his excitement. She wanted him inside her again. Wanted him to fuck her like last time.

He sat back down, tucking himself away as Amy dabbed her lip with her finger and then sucked it onto her tongue.

‘Don't forget your card, sweetie,’ she nodded.

Mark laughed and leaned forward, picking it up and reading from it. ‘Slow dance with a player of your choice.’

He looked up and made eye contact with Emilia, who paled.

‘Me?’ she said.

Mark nodded, standing up again. Emilia could see that he was still hard, his boxers bulging. It was pretty clear that he no longer cared, however. He stepped forward and reached for her hand and she accepted, feeling like she was sixteen again and at her school prom.

She stepped over the board and Mark slipped his left arm around her, tucking it tight into the small of her back, his other hand grasping hers as she held it out and up. Then he pulled her towards him and she gasped and tittered as she felt his bulge slide up against the front of her knickers.

There he began to sway, moving her back and forth in time to the music. 

At first, she found it funny, but as he continued, holding her tight in his strong and firm arms, up close to his warm and broad chest, she began to relax and sink into him. 

He felt safe. 

She’d felt like this when they’d met, and shortly after they’d first danced together. Some instinctual part of her knew at the time that he was kind, and she felt that same feeling now. He was funny, awkward at times, and confident, but above all, he was kind.

He could dance too.

She could tell that he was holding back though, there was an understated reticence to his movements, as though he was restraining the urge to embrace her more passionately. 

To really dance with her.

It was intoxicating and she found herself feeling dizzy with lust.

As the timer came to an end, Emilia felt like she was coming out of a trance. 

She looked up at him in a haze, and found him looking down at her, his kind eyes smiling at her with as much compassion and affection as his lips. 

‘Thank you,’ she said quietly, leaning up and pressing her mouth against his, letting her fingers linger on his hand for a moment longer than necessary. 

As she walked away she took a deep breath and closed her eyes again before sitting back down and crossing her legs.

‘I know you probably need a few minutes,’ said Amy, grinning mischievously. ‘But I’m playing this.’

Emilia looked over at her, still feeling dreamy, and saw that she was holding a card in her fingers.

‘Keep this card and play it when you wish. Choose a player. They must touch themselves,’ she said, grinning at Emilia. ‘Whilst staring into the eyes of the person opposite them. If they haven’t already, they should not remove their underwear.’

Mark sat forward, grinning and Amy smiled as she saw his bulging underwear twitch at the thought of getting a one to one show from Emilia.

‘Oh wow,’ she said, laughing. ‘Oh gosh.’

Emilia closed her eyes and looked down. Then she covered her face with her hands. 

She had never thought she would ever be doing something like this in front of other people, but even though it was crazy and she felt embarrassed and shy, it still felt safe.

She placed her hand in the gap between her crossed legs and looked over at Mark.

He wanted her, she could tell by the look on his face, and it thrilled her to her very core. No other man had ever looked at her the way Mark did - except for Cassian.

To have two gorgeous men, lusting after her, both wanting her in the way they did was utterly overwhelming. But to have them both in the same room, at the same time, was almost paralysing.

She closed her eyes and felt her way down until her fingers pressed against her clit, outside the material of the lace, then very slowly she began to circle herself as she opened her eyes.

Mark was handsome.

He was more than handsome. He was pantie-melting gorgeous. His eyes made her feel like he was stripping her naked and for a moment she remembered how it felt the first time he’d slipped inside her.

From behind.

His hand around her stomach.

His strong arms holding her.

She quickened her pace, remembering the sensation, imagining it again, the way she opened up for him.

How thick he was.

How he seemed to stretch her.

She was struggling to keep her eyes open now, and as she kept on going at the same steady pace, she felt herself getting more and more wet and aroused. 

His eyes stayed locked on hers as she continued, his kind smile hiding a burning passion. 

She wanted him to rip off her clothes. To stand up and prowl toward her with that glint in his eye, and take her, here and now.

She started to get into a rhythm now and bit down gently on her lip as a tingle of pleasure gushed through her. Glancing sideways she saw that Amy was watching her too. She wanted Amy’s mouth on her. And Cassian’s cock inside her. And Mark in her hands.

Oh, yes.

Without realising, she had pushed her knickers aside and had sped up.

She wanted them all. 

Now. 

Here. 

Fuck.

She looked back at Mark, but she couldn't keep her eyes open any longer. 

She was going to come.

It was happening and she panicked, she hadn’t meant to. Not like this.

She opened her mouth but nothing came out, and then it crashed over her like a freak wave, soaking through her underwear.

She arched backwards, her mouth opening wider in a silent cry as she felt herself gushing onto her fingers.

Then she shuddered and slumped forward, breathing hard and biting her lip as she drew her fingers away, still quivering and breathing erratically.

As she opened her eyes, she found them all staring at her.

Eyes wide.

Mouths open.

Frozen.

And smiling.




*
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‘WOW,’ SAID AMY. ‘You just came.’

Emilia began to shake her head in embarrassment. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said, still trying to catch her breath.

‘Sorry? Why?’

‘I didn’t mean to,’ she said, her face glowing bright red. She squeezed her legs together, trying to cover up her underwear, ashamed of what had just happened.

‘Don’t apologise,’ said Amy, wide-eyed. ‘It looked incredible. You must’ve been right on the edge,’ she took a deep breath and sighed, wiping her mouth. ‘Holy shit. I want to come too.’

Emilia laughed quietly and then reached out for Cassian, who pulled her towards him and embraced her tightly in his arms. As they hugged, her breathing began to steady and she nuzzled into his neck. After a while, she pulled back and kissed him on the lips, then shuffled back to her place.

‘Shall we keep going?’ she said softly, still feeling tingly.

‘Fuck yes,’ said Amy as she rolled the dice.

She watched as it tumbled further than she’d meant and came to a stop by Cassian’s knee.

‘One. Bugger.’

She picked up her little totem and moved it forward one place onto the Strip square.

All that remained of her clothes were her bra and knickers.

Cassian grinned, open-mouthed, and leaned forward licking his lips.

‘Put your tongue away, Cass,’ said Emilia, without taking her eyes off Amy, who smiled and shook her head.

‘I don’t know why I’m embarrassed,’ she laughed, looking over at him. ‘You fucked me in the ass less than a week ago.’

‘And I’m hoping to do so again tonight,’ said Cassian, with even Emilia being surprised by his boldness.

Amy nodded and raised one eyebrow. ‘If you make it that far,’ she said, glancing down at the bulge in his jeans. ‘I might like that too.’ 

She reached behind her back and unclipped her bra, then slid it forward, letting her breasts fall free, then she covered them up again, and laughed as she went red. After a moment she leaned in and picked up the next card in the deck with one hand.

She read it and then smiled, looking directly at Cassian.

‘How appropriate. Bend over the knee or lap of the player of your choice. They must spank your bare bottom for thirty seconds.’

Cassian looked stunned, as though his throat had seized up along with all the muscles in his body, and Emilia looked down to see that his hand was shaking.

Amy noticed too and stood up, walking over to him and uncovering her breasts, suddenly feeling bold as the tables turned.

’Stand up, sweetie,’ she said, reaching out her hand.

To start with all he could do was look up at her in a daze, then after a moment he took it and stood up beside her, towering over her short and lithe frame. 

Emilia often forgot how tall he was, to her she was just Cassian, but to most people, he was quite intimidating.

To Amy, he felt positively overwhelming and she found she was shaking with anticipation as she led him over toward the sofa.

‘Sit down there,’ she instructed and he complied without saying a word.

Emilia glanced over at Mark who was watching with a cool and calm expression.

‘Lay me on your lap,’ she said quietly.

Cassian slid his hands around her waist and pulled her down and over his knees, holding his palm in the centre of her back as her legs lay out behind her, her feet pressing softly into the arm of the sofa. Then she looked back towards him and grinned as his eyes met hers.

‘Pull my knickers down,’ she whispered and jumped as she felt his member surge against her stomach.

He looked down at her bottom, still covered by her black lace underwear, then he looked over at Emilia and finally Mark, who raised his eyebrows and nodded.

He watched as goosebumps spread across Amy’s back like a wave. Then he hooked his fingers into the hemline of her knickers and slid them slowly down past her thighs.

Amy gasped and steadied herself, then she bit her lip and closed her eyes as Cassian raised his hand… and brought it back down.

Smack.

She moaned and Emilia wriggled with arousal as she watched.

Smack.

The beautiful redhead, sprawled out across her husband's knee, moaned again, louder this time.

Smack.

She realised Amy was beckoning to her, and she moved over and took hold of her hand.

Smack.

Amy could feel Cassian’s cock growing and pushing into her stomach.

Smack.

‘Yes, harder,’ she said.

SMACK.

‘Oh fuck, yes. Kiss me,’ she said to Emilia, who didn’t hesitate, instantly leaning up and closing her lips over Amy’s and holding her face tight.

Emilia felt the next one as Amy’s lips slipped away and she moaned and cried out. She braced for another, but it never came, and after a few seconds she opened her eyes and looked back.

‘Thirty seconds,’ said Mark, waving the timer and smiling.

‘Are you fucking kidding me?’ said Amy, shaking.

‘Time’s up,’ he shrugged.

Amy slid off as Cassian let go, and lay on her side on the carpet, pulling up her knickers as she quivered, slowly recovering. 

After a moment she sat up. ‘You’re such a fucking tease,’ she said, running her fingers through her hair.

‘Amy likes being spanked,’ said Mark, sitting up.

‘I can tell,’ said Cassian, breathing out. 

He stood up, unable to hide his hard-on any longer, his cock making a tent of his jeans. He tucked it aside but it was a losing battle. He stepped across the board and sat back down on the carpet as Amy struggled to sit upright.

‘This game is cruel,’ she said. ‘But fucking hell is it good.’

She ran her fingers through her hair and exhaled as Emilia picked up the dice and rolled it across the board.

‘Six,’ she said, excitedly. Emilia moved her piece and it landed on a blank so she leaned forward and picked up a card, then blushed as she read it. ‘All other players… oh my goodness,’ she put her fingers to her lips and tried again. ‘Blindfold yourself. All other players must kiss you… wherever they like.’

Amy gasped, turning around and standing up, running over towards her bag which she’d tucked by the side of the couch. With a flourish, she produced a black silk scarf and waved it excitedly at Emilia.

‘You can use this,’ she said, tiptoeing back over. ‘Can I tie it?’

Emilia laughed and nodded.

Amy flattened the scarf in the palms of her hand and stretched it out to its full length then she stepped around behind the seated Emilia and placed it over her eyes and face.

‘Hold it there,’ she whispered.

Emilia obliged and pressed it against her forehead as Amy tied it in a loose knot around the back of her head, tucked neatly beneath her ponytail.

‘Is that okay? Is it too tight?’

She shook her head and grinned. ‘I can’t see anything,’ she said, reaching out blindly for Amy. ‘Where should I go?’

‘Do you want to lie down?’

She nodded and Amy took hold of her arm and hand and guided her down onto the carpet until she was laying flat on her back.

The scarf was thick and black and only the smallest amount of light was reaching her eyes through the thick threaded material.

For a moment she lay still, placing her hands on her stomach and then she decided to lay them down by her side. She listened hard, trying to work out if anyone was moving or creeping around. Then she laughed nervously.

‘Are you all still there?’ she said, but there was no response.

She wriggled on the floor and stretched out her fingers in nervous anticipation. Her whole body was tingling, not knowing where, or who was going to touch her first.

She felt movement to her left and turned and then a moment later, something brushed past her foot and she jumped. She had to hold back the urge to scream and rip off the scarf, instead she scrunched the carpet in her fingers and bit her lip, breathing in and out hard as she waited.

Still nothing.

She could hear her heart beating in her ears. Then lips kissed the edge of her hip and she gasped and rose up into the air, arching her back and crying out in both surprise and pleasure.

It had happened so fast that she had no idea if it was Amy or one of her two men. She flopped back down and her whole body writhed, her legs moving uncontrollably as the sensation subsided.

As she settled she moved her hands around on the carpet, trying to regain control of her senses, twitching in anticipation of the next kiss, her head flicking back and forth.

Soft lips kissed hers, upside down.

She pushed up, back and into her friend, yearning for more as Amy pulled away, and she could still feel her warmth on her lips as one of their two men nuzzled into her neck, kissing her deeply as she writhed and searched for them. Then they pulled away and were gone.

She sat up and tore at the scarf, undoing it and discarding it to her side as she looked around, flustered, shaking and intensely turned on.

She knew that Amy had kissed her lips, but she still wasn’t sure which of the men had kissed her neck or her hip, and she loved it. The whole experience had been incredible. The blindfold, the unknown, the surprise. 

She wanted to do it again, but Amy was already rolling the dice toward Cassian as they all shuffled back into their places, 

Then to her surprise, Mark plucked it up whilst it was still moving and flicked it back across the board in one smooth motion.

‘I’m intercepting,’ he said, producing a card from the small pile at his feet. ‘Keep this card and play it when you want to intercept another player’s turn, they go after you this round.’

Cassian nodded his approval and all of them looked down at the dice.

‘Six,’ said Amy, excitedly. ‘Strip, then grab a card, hubby.’

Mark pulled his top off, revealing his stencilled abs and his dark chest hair and Emilia stifled a giggle. He leaned forward and slid the top card of the deck off, peeling up the edge to see it, then he read it in silence and laughed.

‘Lick the nipple of every other player of the opposite sex, to arousal.’

Emilia’s eyes went wide.

‘Get over here,’ said Amy, immediately beckoning for her husband with unbridled enthusiasm. Cassian watched as Mark crawled over to her, winking at Emilia as he did so.

She watched as his lips closed over the edge of Amy’s nipple, her friend gasping and gripping the back of his head with the palm of her hand, goosebumps spreading out across her girl's skin, emanating out from her breast.

‘Fuck, you're going to make me come,’ she moaned as her husband continued to lick her breast, closing her eyes as he swirled and sucked.

She reached out for Emilia’s hand and pulled her closer, and as Mark focused his attention on his own wife, Amy squeezed Emilia’s fingers.

‘Okay, fuck. Stop,’ said Amy, shaking her head and pushing Mark away. ‘It's too much. I can't take it.’

Mark smiled and then looked over at Emilia who was shaking in anticipation, so much so that she was fighting the urge to run away. She knew her nipples were incredibly sensitive, and she could barely handle Cassian’s fingers brushing against them, let alone Mark’s lips and tongue on them.

Before she could explain, however, he was sliding over towards her and kneeling up.

‘Is this okay?’ he said. ‘You can say no.’

Emilia’s eyes were filled with a mixture of trepidation and excitement. Slowly she nodded.

‘I’m really sensitive,’ she said quietly. 

‘That’s okay, I’ll be gentle. Lay back.’

Mark reached out and placed the palm of his hand on her back and then lowered her down to the floor, resting his knee between her thighs.

Next, he slipped his fingers over the top of her basque as Cassian looked on in amazement, and then slowly pulled it down exposing her breast, making her gasp and turn away involuntarily.

Before she knew what was happening he closed his lips over her nipple and swirled his tongue around it, causing a wave of illicit arousal to rush through her like a burst of adrenaline. She cried out in surprise, her arms pushing against the carpet, writhing at the intensity of the feeling. Instinctively she wanted to cry out for him to stop, but something was holding her back. Maybe it was the circumstance, maybe it was because it was him and she didn’t want to embarrass herself or disappoint him, or maybe it was because it felt so good.

Undeterred, Mark lay his almost naked body between her legs and sucked, licked and lightly bit her breast as she moaned and twisted on the carpet, emotionally and physically somewhere between trying to get away and trying to let him enjoy her.

Then something changed, her body shook and relaxed and pleasure flooded through her like a burst dam.

She looked backwards and over towards Cassian as her eyes rolled up into her head and smiled at him, mouthing ‘I love you,’ as another wave of intense pleasure tore through her, making her arch her spine and grip the carpet, stretching every one of her toes.

Then suddenly Mark stopped and pulled away, leaving her desperate for more, shaking her head and trying to claw him back.

She breathed sharply in and out as she continued to twitch on the carpet, taking hold of her own breasts in her palm and squeezing her nipple between her fingers as she watched Mark retreating.

It was like he had broken through a barrier she hadn’t been able to get past before. Some sort of veil between it feeling too intense and feeling absolutely incredible.

She became aware that she was soaking wet and after another moment of recovery she sat up and crossed her legs, folding her underwear over her breast again and looking at Amy who looked similarly aroused and distressed.

‘Fuck this game,’ said Emilia, laughing.

Amy nodded in agreement. ‘Fuck this game.’

She turned back to the men and collected up the dice.

‘Last turn this round, Cass. Make it a good one,’ she said as she passed it to him.

He rolled it and watched as it bounced and tumbled across the carpet.

‘Four,’ said Amy, moving his piece forward. ‘Strip. Get them off.’

All Cassian had left on were his jeans and boxers. He stood up, his toned and tanned body bristling with muscles, then he slid his trousers off in a single motion, revealing his throbbing bulge in all its glory.

He sat back down, not trying to hide his pride any longer, and not embarrassed about it, then he reached forward and took a card from the deck.

‘Choose a player that is not your partner. You and this player must demonstrate your three favourite sex positions for ten seconds each.’

Cassian looked around the room and settled on Amy, who immediately stood up.

‘Where do you want me?’ she said, wiggling her hips.

Cassian shook his head in disbelief. His cock was aching with desire and he was worried that the moment he pressed himself against the gorgeous red head’s warmth he would explode on her. He would have to maintain some serious self-control.

‘Doggy,’ he said.

Amy dropped onto all fours, and Cassian knelt down behind her and lined up. He looked left towards his wife, who smiled back at him with excitement, then he grabbed hold of Amy’s waist and began to thrust his concealed bulge against her underwear, trying not to laugh.

Amy let out a quiet moan and shuddered.

‘Oh fuck,’ she whispered, feeling the hard tip of Cassian’s cock pushing against her pussy from behind.

‘Next,’ said Mark, holding up the little timer.

Cassian moved back, the end of his cock wet with Amy’s pussy and he felt himself getting harder.

He lay on his back next, gesturing for her to climb on top of him, his bulging underwear pointing straight up.

‘Reverse cowgirl,’ he said, hesitantly.

Amy straddled him, lowered herself down and then began to grind on his cock, hard. She bit her lip as she felt the shape of his shaft through the thin material of her knickers, then she closed her eyes and moaned.

Cassian’s hands slid their way down her spine and onto her bottom and Amy immediately reacted, moaning loud and throwing her head back in pleasure, grinding Cassian harder and harder as he did his best not to explode.

‘Next,’ said Mark.

‘Prone,’ said Cassian and Amy threw herself flat on her front as he straddled her and then lay down against her back. As he’d moved, his cock had slipped out of his boxers and Amy gasped as she felt it slide between her cheeks, pressing against her before sliding down further and up against her pussy, thrusting in between her thighs. She was soaking wet and all she wanted to do was reach back and pull her knickers aside and let him slide into her.

‘Fuck me,’ she moaned, desperately. ‘Please.’

Then Mark spoke. ‘Time’s up.’

Cassian stopped and pulled away, kneeling up in surprise, his cock throbbing with desire.

‘No,’ protested Amy. ‘That's not fair. That’s not fair.’




*










‘This is bullshit,’ said Amy, sitting up. ‘The timer is shit.’

She took it out of Mark’s hand and threw it across the room, and then kicked the game board, knocking the pieces over and scattering them across the carpet.

Mark raised his hands in defence. ’Sorry,’ he said. ‘I just thought you wanted to play by the rules.’

‘Not like this,’ she said, standing up and gesturing wildly. ‘This is, just- this is just, fucking teasing. It’s too much. I just- I can’t do it.’

She covered her face in the palms of her hand as Cassian sat back awkwardly on the carpet, his cock still standing to attention outside of his boxers, his face white with worry.

Amy breathed in deeply, her breasts rising and falling behind her elbows. After a moment she uncovered her eyes and looked at Mark and smiled apologetically.

’I’m sorry,’ she said. 

He nodded.

‘It’s not your fault,’ she continued, looking ashamed. ‘I just got carried away.’

Emilia looked around the room. At Amy standing up, naked but for her knickers. At the board game on the floor, the pieces strewn amongst the cards and dice. At Cassian, his cock shrinking as he covered himself up, and at Mark, contrite and confused at his wife’s sudden outburst of anger.

‘I think we should stop,’ said Emilia, her heart hurting as she said the words.

Amy looked at her and shook her head. ‘No, I don’t want to stop. I’m sorry. Please,’ she said, sitting back down and reaching out for Emilia’s hand. ‘If you really want to stop, we can, but I am enjoying this. I promise.’

Emilia looked at her, frowning, trying to understand what had just happened, then she looked over at Cassian, who smiled back at her.

‘Please,’ said Amy. ‘I am having a good time, can we keep going?’

She started to collect up the totems and began placing them back on the board as the others watched, a little warily.

‘Where was your one Cass?’

‘Erm, I think it was there,’ he pointed to what he remembered from the last turn.

‘And you were here, Em,’ said Amy, smiling at her. ‘And I think I was here, and you were here? Does that look right?’

Mark nodded and leaned forward, placing his hand over hers and pulling her towards him, holding her tightly and kissing her forehead. After a few moments, she sat back up and kissed him and then shuffled back to her place.

‘I’m sorry, are we all happy to keep going?’

Mark nodded, and Cassian did the same a moment later.

‘You take your turn, Em. I’ll go next.’

After another moment's consideration, Emilia smiled and picked up the dice, rolled it between the palms of her hands and then paused. Her smile turned into a grin and she held it up to Amy’s lips who kissed it, then they all watched as it rolled across the floor and come to a halt.

‘Two. Strip.’

‘Oh for goodness sake,’ laughed Emilia.

She stood up and looked at both Mark and her husband, and then reached behind her back and unlatched each of the little hooks that held her basque in place, sliding it down and past her elbows, then letting it fall by her feet.

She stood up, almost naked before them, vulnerable and shy. As she sat back down, Amy handed her the next card and snuggled up against her whilst Emilia read it and went white.

‘Choose a player, you must give each other oral pleasure for two minutes.’

She looked over at Amy in shock. ’Fuck, this is ramping up quick.’

Amy just nodded, grinning.

Emilia glanced over at Mark and then at Cassian.

‘Mark,’ she said quietly, smiling at her husband mischievously.

She’d been wanting him back in her mouth since the first time they’d been together and her heart fluttered in her chest as she stood up.

Mark took hold of her hand as she drew near and helped her down onto the floor. She settled on her knees as he lay down on the carpet, his cock thick and hard and proud, pointing toward the ceiling. 

She straddled him, then shifted down until her pussy hovered over his face. She felt his hands sliding up her buttocks as she took his manhood between her fingers, then she bobbed down and slid him in as far as she could go into her throat.

She moaned into him as his tongue parted her lips and then she glanced sideways at her husband, watching with wide eyes as she slipped him out and swirled her tongue around the tip, plunging her mouth down over him again eagerly, trying to control her reflexes as his thick head filled the back of her throat. She pushed her head down further and felt him surge as she tightened around him, then she slid him back out and squeezed him up and down with her fingers.

At the same time, his tongue pushed inside her and she moaned, rocking her hips back and forth against him as she took his throbbing piece back into her again, pulling his shaft down and flicking her tongue all around his glans. All the time, she pumped him with her closed fingers as her other hand gripped his thigh.

‘Time’s up,’ said Cassian, his voice breaking as he spoke, his throat dry and hoarse.

Emilia couldn’t resist one more attempt and slid herself down his shaft as far as she could go. Her eyes watered and she felt him twitch and pulse, as though he might be about to come. Then she pulled back and rolled sideways as he arched up, trying to control himself.

‘Em,’ he said, shaking. ‘Fuck, that was…’ he breathed out, long and slow and looked over at his wife.

‘Was she good?’

Mark nodded and Amy laughed, crawling over to him. She pushed him down and slipped her mouth over him too, sucking him and pumping him quickly, then she stopped.

‘Just a little tease for later,’ she said, laughing and wiping her lips.

Mark could barely hold it together, laying on the floor and breathing hard.

Amy crawled back and kissed Emilia’s lips, then she turned, picked up the dice and rolled it across the board, winking at Cassian.

‘Six,’ she said, collecting a card from the deck and holding it out in front of her to read.

‘Choose a player, they must rim you, for one minute. Oh my goodness.’

Amy felt a sudden, overpowering and deep sense of taboo as her whole body shook and tingled with illicit excitement.

‘Emilia,’ she said immediately.

Cassian’s mouth dropped open, as Emilia’s eyes widened and she blushed for the tenth time in the last hour. She felt dizzy and her head seemed to sway for a moment at the realisation that Amy had chosen her without any hesitation, to be so intimate with.

‘I’ve never done that before,’ she said timidly, her voice trembling. 

Amy shuffled over to her and took up both of her hands, pulling them towards her and holding them in her lap before squeezing her fingers and smiling reassuringly at her.

‘You don’t have to, but I would like you to,’ she said quietly, leaning closer to her. ‘If you want to?’

‘I’d like to, with you,’ said Emilia whispering, her face feeling like it was radiating heat. 

‘I’ll lay on my front for you,’ said Amy. ‘Don’t feel anxious, just...’

Emilia smiled and nodded as Amy leaned forward and kissed her, then her stomach flipped as she watched Amy turn around. 

She looked back over her shoulder one more time and smiled before laying on her front. Then she slid her legs apart, and pulled down her knickers, revealing her sweet little parting. She quivered as she looked back, her face against the soft threads of the carpet, then she nodded.

Emilia stayed still, her eyes running over Amy’s beautiful curves and smooth skin. Her hair, her slender neck, her small shoulders and the curve of her spine. 

Her bottom.

And... there.

Amy reached out and took Emilia’s hand again, squeezing it, then she placed it on her shoulder and smiled.

Slowly she began to stroke her, running her fingers down each side of her spine, all the way down until they crested the rump of her bottom. 

Then she shuffled forward until she was knelt between Amy’s legs, leaned forward and began to kiss her way down her girl’s spine.

One kiss at a time, inch by inch.

Her eyes focused as she reached her parting, the little triangle ridge where her back curved out and became her bottom. She placed her hands now, either side and spread her gently apart.

Amy’s sweet little button was right there in front of her. 

She’d never found the idea exciting before, but then she’d never been with a girl until Amy. 

She was so stunningly beautiful, inside and out, and that made every part of her attractive. The idea of doing what she was about to do had gone from strange to lip-bitingly taboo, and now intensely arousing. 

She took a deep breath and leaned in.

Amy felt the faintest of sensations as the very tip of Emilia’s tongue teased her, and a shiver of taboo pleasure blossomed from inside her.

She clenched - she couldn't help it, it was involuntary. Moaning and breathing out, she relaxed and a moment later she sensed her girl’s hot breath on her again.

There.

Emilia felt like she was tingling, just that little touch had sent an electric shiver throughout her whole body and she was desperate to feel it once more.

She wet her dry lips and stretched her tongue out through them, her palms squeezing Amy’s bottom, then she shifted forward and closed her eyes.

Her sweet little hole felt both soft and ridged and as soon as she tasted it again, she moaned and writhed, arching her back up.

She used more of her tongue this time, swirling gently over her forbidden entrance, and smiled as she watched and listened to the effect it was having on her friend. She was shaking - moaning softly and twisting.

She licked her more liberally now, up and down, then around in big wet circles as Amy arched her spine and pushed back into her.

‘Yes. Em, yes,’ she kept repeating.

Emilia made her tongue solid now, straightening it into a point and then pushing it gently against her, feeling it flexing and opening, squirming at her touch - then Mark was speaking.

‘I hesitate to say it, but… time,’ he whispered, laughing and waving the little hourglass.

Amy collapsed down as Emilia sat back on her knees, licking her lips and breathing deeply. She was shaking with arousal as Amy lay breathing and twitching on the floor in front of her.

‘Fuck this game,’ she said, laughing as her speech was muffled by the carpet. ‘It’s fucking cruel.’

After a few more seconds she sat up on her thighs, covering her breasts and feeling strangely vulnerable. In the moment, she had forgotten where she was. She had forgotten about Cassian and Mark, about the game and the cards. All she knew was her, and Emilia.

When Mark had spoken, it had been like crashing into a brick wall. She’d opened herself up to Emilia completely, and together they’d done something so intimate that all she wanted to do now was hold her.

And as she sat there recovering, she realised there was nothing stopping her from doing so. So she got up, sliding her knickers back up around her hips, and moved over to her friend, where she cuddled into her, running her hands over her warm body.

Emilia slipped her arm around her almost naked girl and held her tightly, their hips and arms pressing together, skin to skin, entwining their fingers and feet. 

Embracing each other. 

Holding each other.

Then Emilia bent down and kissed her forehead. ‘Cass?’ she said. ‘I think it’s your turn.’

Her husband collected the dice, still in a state of shocked arousal from what he’d just watched his wife do. He rolled it across the board, moving his piece along two spaces onto a blank and picked up a card.

‘Choose a player of the opposite sex, that is not your partner. They must sit on your cock or penetrate you, and not move. You must both describe how it feels. In detail.’

He looked at the two girls, curled up together, then he smiled warmly.

Amy closed her eyes, nuzzling into Emilia’s neck. ‘Is it okay?’

Emilia nodded. ‘Of course it is,’ she said. ‘I-,’ she stopped herself. ‘It’s fine.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes, I want you to.’

Amy stood up, her knees weak and wobbly and walked over towards Cassian. 

He reached out his hand and she took it, gratefully, squeezing his fingers.

He was sat cross-legged on the carpet, his cock pointing straight up, and she laughed quietly as she noticed it wiggling as she turned around. Then she knelt down in front of him and turned her head to look at his face, working her legs apart and arching her bottom backwards.

He smiled at her and reached out his hand to steady her as she moved back towards him and she gasped as the tip of his member brushed against her ass, where only minutes ago his wife had pressed her tongue.

Reaching around, she slipped her fingers around his shaft, and guided him towards her opening, sliding it up and down her pussy and coating him in her wetness.

Then her whole body shook as she ran the tip along her labia, feeling herself flowering, almost involuntarily, as though her pussy wanted him as much as she did. 

Then at last she slid down him, closing her eyes.

Her body shook from head to toe as it went all the way in and she let out a soft moan. She felt his hands close around her waist as she settled into his lap, supporting her. Then they slid around her tummy and she took hold of one of them, entwining her fingers in his, pressing his hand against her belly button.

Her legs were shaking and she could barely talk.

‘You first,’ she whispered, her voice uneven as she tried to stay still.

Cassian throbbed inside of her as he spoke, his voice reverberating through her, and with every passing second she felt herself getting more and more wet and she moaned again, desperate to slide up and down on him.

She wanted him to forget the game and throw her forward and fuck her right there and then on the carpet.

Cassian closed his eyes and took a deep breath. ‘Warm,’ he said, quietly. ‘And smooth, like silk.’

Emilia shifted and leaned forward as Amy wobbled and moaned, squeezing Cassian’s hand tighter and making her sit up, intensely turned on by the look on both their faces.

‘How does she feel right now?’ she said, breathlessly.

He closed his eyes again and concentrated, trying not to explode.

‘She’s moving, like a wave, I can feel her, tensing her, oh shit…’ he shook. ‘She’s tensing her muscles. It’s more than that though. It’s intimate, like she’s massaging me.’

He stopped and exhaled, Emilia could see him twitching and Amy’s leg shaking as she grinned, concentrating.

‘It’s like she wants to squeez- oh, fuck…’

Amy's thighs pressed together involuntarily and she lost her balance, bent forward, her hand dropping to the carpet, the other still holding him, stretched back. She let out a long moan and then felt Cassian’s arm around her, scooping her waist and pulling her back upright, thrusting up into her as he did so.

She cried out in pleasure, unable to stop herself and slid up and then down onto him, her eyes opening in surprise as her fingers splayed out.

‘He’s so big,’ she moaned. ‘It’s like he’s throbbing inside me, I can feel his head and every ridg- oh, yes, please…’ 

She could feel him twitching as he shifted to keep her balanced.

‘It feels so fucking good. I just want...’ she said, shaking her head. ‘I can’t do this anymore.’

She fell forward and he slipped out of her as she curled up into a ball on the carpet, biting her lip and hugging her knees.

‘Holy shit,’ she said, laughing and twitching. She lay there breathing in and out as the waves of pleasure subsided. 

After a moment, she rolled onto her back and looked at him, her knees apart, her pussy wide and wet and shook her head, incredulous.

Then she rolled away and over towards Emilia again, sliding up against her friend who wrapped an arm around her and held her tight once more.

She kissed her forehead and smiled at Cassian, grinning at his throbbing and now slick member. He looked as if he’d been teased beyond his limit.

‘Mark? Last turn,’ said Amy, quivering.

Mark threw the dice onto the board so hard it rolled off the end and stopped on the carpet.

‘Three,’ he said, moving his totem forward onto a blank space.

Her hands still shaking, Amy leaned forward and picked up one of the last few cards, passing it to her husband and licking her bottom lip as she looked at Cass.

‘Choose two players. They must leave the room. They can do whatever they want for three minutes,’ said Mark. ‘Whilst they’re gone, the remaining players may do the same.’

Amy looked at Cassian and then at her husband, biting her lip, desperate to ask. Then Mark smiled, gazing lovingly into his wife’s pleading eyes, and he nodded and winked.

‘Have fun.’

Immediately, Amy stood up and stepped over the board, taking Cassian by the hand and leading him quickly out of the room.

In the corridor, shaking, desperate and urgent, she pulled down her knickers, stood up straight, leaned forward against the wall and spread her legs.

‘Fuck me, now,’ she whispered, her voice wavering as she licked her lips. ‘Hard.’

Cassian didn’t waste any time. He stepped behind her, dropped his boxers, and ran his hand along the curve of her waist. Then he took hold of his rock hard cock between his fingers, pushing it between her thighs and searching for her pussy.

It wasn't hard to find. 

She was dripping wet.

He slid inside her easily once again, his thick head stretching her, and then he thrust hard, one hand on her shoulder as she moaned.

’Make me come,’ she cried, begging as he started to pound into her from behind.

He felt huge and so fucking good.

She bit down on her lip so hard she thought it might bleed. As Emilia’s husband slipped deeper and deeper into her pussy, she gasped as her nipples grazed against the cold wallpaper. Her fingers splayed out searching, she wanted to grip something tight like a bedsheet or the edge of a table but the wall presented no options and now she was pressed up flat against it, her cheek flush on the smooth surface, sliding up and down.

Cassian began to grow inside her, each push more powerful, deeper and longer than the last. He was going to explode and she could sense it. Any second now he would speed up and his moans would deepen and become more urgent.

‘Fuck. Yes, yes,’ she said, unevenly, punctuated by his thrusts.

Emilia listened as her husband fucked Amy in the corridor, smiling as her moans of pleasure drifted through their home, then she looked over at Mark who grinned back at her.

‘Want to see if we can make more noise than them?’ she said, smiling.

Mark stood up and walked over towards her, kneeling down as Emilia rolled onto her side and knelt up on all fours.

As Amy’s cries became louder, Mark pulled Emilia’s knickers aside and positioned himself behind her, sliding his cock out of his boxers.

‘Fuck me as hard as you can,’ she said, looking back at him. ‘Fuck me harder than my husband is fucking your wife.’

Mark’s face changed and became serious and focused and a moment later she felt the bulging, slick head of his sweet taboo cock slide up against her opening, parting her lips as he made himself wet with her excitement.

Then he thrust inside her. 

Hard.

Her mind went blank and her vision filled with stars.

She hadn’t realised just how much she’d wanted him again. He was back inside her, his thick gorgeous cock stretching her pussy, and this time it was just the two of them. Cassian wasn’t in the room.

It felt so naughty and wrong, and yet at the same time, so fucking right. She let out a long, deep and loud moan as his cock slid all the way in.

‘Fuck, you’re so hard,’ she moaned.

Amy turned her head toward the living room door as she heard Emilia, and as another moan drifted through from the shaft of light across the threshold she felt Cassian pulse and speed up.

He was going to come.

All of her senses were exploding. All of the foreplay, the teasing, the sensual and slow build-up and the excitement of playing the game together was climaxing all at once. Cassian fucking her from behind in the corridor, his long cock deep inside her, his hands around her waist and on her ass. The sound of Emilia being fucked by her husband in the other room. She felt like fireworks were exploding in her head.

She wondered if Emilia was on all fours, or on her back, or bent over the couch. Was Mark fucking her pussy or her ass? 

A feeling struck her, one that she would find hard to explain with words. It was as though right now, in this moment, she was able to understand, as though she had become enlightened. She tried to grasp the thought in her mind and hold onto it, but it was like a feather that was just out of her reach. And then for just a moment, her fingertips brushed against it.

She didn’t feel jealous, but it was more than that. 

It was the opposite of jealously. 

It was a compulsion to share, and a powerful, overwhelming joy that came from doing so. It was this final thought that pushed her over the edge. 

Her knees went weak as her whole body convulsed.

Emilia felt Mark straining inside her, and she realised he was trying to hold back. He didn’t want to disappoint her by finishing too fast, but he was struggling not to.

The sound of his wife’s moans, the sight of Emilia on all fours, the tight, smooth warmth of her pussy. It was too much, he couldn’t hold on for much longer.

But Emilia didn’t want him to hold back, she wanted him to come inside her as fast or as slow as he wanted. 

She didn’t care.

The idea that he was so turned by everything that he couldn’t control himself was such a turn on for her that she climaxed and contracted at the same time, squeezing him tighter as he thrust into her.

‘Come inside me,’ she cried, thrusting back and forth against him. 

That was it, Mark lost control and came, letting out a deep moan that reverberated throughout their home.

As Amy orgasmed, listening to the sounds of her husband and Emilia making love, she leaned back and arched her head onto Cassian’s shoulder then reached back with her smooth arms as he pressed her slender body up against the wall, supporting her as she twitched and thrust and moaned.

Then she felt a warm, sweet sensation as he came inside her. He gripped her tight, his muscles tightening, stretching and pulsing, as he was thrusting, twitching and moaning. He was kissing her neck and running his hands over her breasts, and still, she could feel more of his hot seed pumping out of him and filling her. It was like she’d burst a dam. She wanted it all and she kept sliding back and forth against him, milking it out and squeezing him with her tight muscles.

As he slowed and slipped out of her, she turned and wrapped herself around his waist, pressing her cheek against his chest as his muscular arms embraced her little frame, enveloping her in a tight and loving squeeze.

Emilia collapsed onto the carpet and rolled over, pulling Mark down on top of her, his head flopping and then resting against her breasts. Each of them wrapped the other in their arms and held tight as their breathing settled. 

She could feel him inside her still, his warmth. 

His love.

She couldn’t help it anymore, she couldn’t stop thinking about it. How she felt. 

But she couldn’t say it.

It wouldn’t be right. It was too soon. Too fast. Too much.

Too complicated.

But laying there on the floor of her living room, staring up at the ceiling, covered in a light sheen of sweat, listening to her husband and Amy make love, with another man’s seed inside her, another lover laying on her breast, she realised that she didn’t care.

As her sister had said, the rules have changed.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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AMY WALKED UNSTEADILY back into the lounge, holding Cassian’s hand tight, and sheepishly pulling him along. 

Emilia, still laying on the floor, stroking Mark’s hair as he lay between her breasts, thought for a moment that she looked a little ashamed, and a small part of her began to panic, wondering if Amy was starting to feel guilty or have second thoughts. She didn’t want that, she wanted her to feel comfortable and happy and for Cassian and Mark to feel the same.

She wanted to tell her how she felt. She had been about to do so too, but now she was afraid.

Mark looked up at his wife with hesitant eyes, as though she might be about to admonish him.

Amy stopped and stood still holding Cassian’s hand in the middle of the lounge. Her hair was untidy and she had a light sheen of sweat across her forehead and midriff, and Emilia tried not to smile when she saw how wet and dishevelled her underwear was. 

Then her heart sank again as she saw that she was crying. Tears had filled her girl's eyes and Emilia’s heart began to sink lower still as she saw a single tear roll down her cheek. 

She didn’t understand.

The evening had been so perfect, and so much fun, and so much more...

She tensed and waited, frightened to hear what Amy was about to say.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I’m so sorry.’

Mark started to rise to his feet, leaving Emilia alone on the carpet as he moved towards his wife, but she held up her hand to stop him, waving for him to stay seated, and he did so, frowning and concerned.

‘I’m sorry, I just… we shouldn’t be doing this, and yet I just love this so much,’ she said as another tear rolled down her cheek. ‘I’ve never felt like this before. I’ve never been so comfortable around anyone else. I’m sorry. I just, I’ve never felt so happy and, and…’

‘Complete,’ said Emilia.

Amy looked down at her, as more tears filled her eyes, and she saw now that they weren’t tears of sadness, they were tears of happiness. She nodded and burst into a huge smile.

‘Yes,’ she said. ’You are everything I never knew I wanted. You, Mark, Cassian.’

She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and Emilia smiled as Cassian slipped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her close to him.

‘I’ve spent the last two days feeling like a child before Christmas, waking up every morning wishing the hours would go by faster,’ Amy paused and looked up into Cassian’s eyes, smiling and sniffing. ‘I barely slept last night, and when I did I dreamt of you and when I woke up my first thoughts were of us all being together again, and I’m so happy for all of us,’ she looked across at her husband and then to Emilia. ‘I should be clawing your eyes out for sleeping with my husband, but instead, I’m listening to you both fucking and I can’t stop grinning.’

She turned and looked at Cassian. ‘And you make me feel so completely safe.’

She turned back to Emilia and shook her head softly as she gazed at her, a single tear running down her cheek.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I just needed to tell you all and now I feel really silly.’

Emilia beckoned for her to sit back down, inviting her to cuddle up again, but before she did she turned to Cassian and kissed him on the lips.

‘Thank you,’ she said, pulling back.

Emilia wanted to tell them how she felt too, but somehow it didn’t seem right at this moment.

As Amy sat back down next to her, embracing her tightly and kissed her on the lips, she smiled and tried to push her feelings to the back of her mind for the time being. The opportunity would come, and when it did, it would feel right.

She looked down at the abandoned board, they were just one or two dice rolls away from the end.

‘Shall we finish the game?’ she said, nodding at the scattered pieces.

‘Yes, we should,’ said Amy. ‘Though I think we all just won.’

Cassian settled back down on the floor and Mark shuffled back to his place.

‘Although it’s Em’s turn and it’s a bit of a foregone conclusion. If she rolls a two or more, she’s crowned the winner.’

She leaned forward and picked up the dice, kissing it again before handing it to Emilia.

Glancing at both Cassian and Mark, she rolled it and watched as it tumbled for the last time across the floor.

‘Three,’ laughed Amy, clapping. ‘So... as the winner, you get to pick a random card from the fantasy deck.’

She pointed to the final deck of cards in the corner of the board. ‘Do I take one from the top?’

Amy nodded.

Emilia reached forward and slid the top card back with her fingers. She read it to herself and smiled, and then placed it face down on the carpet.

‘What does it say?’ said Amy.

Emilia just smiled. ‘Lay back,’ she said as her girl’s eyes widened.

Amy shuffled backwards on her bottom as Emilia crawled forward, pushing her down onto the carpet and positioning herself between her little redhead’s legs.

‘Oh gosh,’ whispered Amy as she laid her head back, tingling as Emilia slowly kissed her way down her bare stomach towards her sweet little mound. As she neared, she moved past and went right down to Amy’s feet and began working her way back up, teasing her, kissing her way along her inner thigh, and then she took one last look into Amy’s eyes and smiled.

As her mouth pressed against her opening, she quivered as she tasted the salty sweetness of her husband's seed, mixed with Amy’s wet warmth.

It tasted so good.

She slipped her tongue between her girl’s lips, feeling Amy squirm, and then she moaned as more of Cassian’s love trickled into her mouth.

The thought that her own husband had been inside her just a few minutes ago, slipping in and out of her, pleasuring her, making her climax, and then filling her up with his love was overwhelming.

She felt a pair of hands on her bottom, then a moment later she felt someone’s cock pressing against her opening, and in the excitement of not knowing whose it was she panicked and shook, then pushed back onto them in surprise and gasped as they slipped inside her.

She wanted to look back and see if it was her husband or Mark, but then she realised she didn’t care. 

It didn’t matter. 

She trusted them both.

She closed her eyes and pressed her tongue against Amy’s parting again, sliding it up and down in her sweetness. She tasted so good that it made her feel like she was high, as though her head was floating through a cloudless sky.

Then Amy’s moaning changed, and as Emilia looked up, her whole body tingled as she saw Cassian kneeling next to her beautiful friend, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth. Then she grinned as she felt Amy’s husband throbbing inside of her.

Amy was taking him deep as he knelt by her head, and Emilia watched as her husband looked from Amy to Mark, to her. She smiled as she went back down and ran her tongue all the way up to Amy’s clit, then began to circle it slowly as she pushed two fingers inside her.

Amy’s back arched as Emilia touched her g-spot, pressing against it as she swept her tongue around and around her hard little nub, occasionally suckling on it gently before resuming her slow and steady swirl.

All of a sudden, Amy seemed to get wetter and taste different, then a moment later Emilia felt her pulse and squeeze and her thighs thrust together as she moaned and came.

‘Yes,’ she cried.

As she shuddered and twitched, she felt Mark’s pace slowing, as though he was trying to stop himself from coming again, and Emilia felt flattered at the thought.

Then Amy was twisting away from her and kneeling up. She whispered to Cassian who grinned and nodded, then he stood up and left the room. 

Mark continued for a moment as Amy approached him, then he pulled out and stopped as his wife pressed a hand against his chest and kissed him on the lips.

A moment later, Cassian came back into the room, carrying the lube. He handed quickly it to Amy, who winked at Emilia as she squirted a generous amount on her hand and turned to face her.

Without any further hesitation, Amy’s finger swept against her hole, spreading the slick liquid around, then Emilia gasped as she pushed it inside, sliding in and out and making her ready for Mark. She stopped and Emilia turned to watch as Amy spread the lubricant up and down Mark’s shaft, pumping him with her palm as he kissed her, holding her cheeks and stroking her face. Then she pulled back and held him firm, guiding him towards her, sliding him up and down between her cheeks.

It felt incredible.

Then he pushed inside.

And she came.

She hadn’t been expecting it. It was like earlier, during the game, as though she had been built up so much by all the excitement that she’d been teetering on the edge and the moment Mark’s cock slid inside her ass, it had suddenly all been too much. Her whole body convulsed and bucked back and forth against him, as her pussy contracted and gushed.

Her eyes rolled into her head and she shook and moaned and tried to grip the carpet with her fingertips.

Mark hadn’t even begun and she was already climaxing. She fell forward, his member sliding out of her and pulsing as she collapsed onto the carpet on her side, quivering and moaning.

She felt Mark stroking her back and neck, running his fingers through her hair as she came down.

Then she opened her eyes and watched as Cassian picked Amy up in his arms and carried her over to the couch. She smiled as she leapt up and wrapped her naked legs around his torso and hung from him as he laid her down on her back, her legs wrapped around his waist, her arms around his neck, his throbbing cock inches from her warmth.

She reached down and held him in her fingers as he was about to push inside her, then he saw her expression change. She was shaking her head, then she lowered her eyes and Cassian followed her gaze.

She was rolling the head of his cock back and forth against her pussy, sliding it smoothly between her lips, up and down and back and forth, teasing him relentlessly. Then she shifted her hips ever so slightly forward and lowered his cock.

He breathed in sharply as the tip of his member pressed against her other entrance. He looked back up at her in surprise, questioning, and in response, she smiled and nodded.

‘Fuck my ass,’ she whispered.

Cassian pushed. 

Amy’s whole body arched as she opened up, flowering for him, the tip of his member probing and strained and then slipping inside her suddenly, making her gasp and shake.

‘Yes, deeper,’ she moaned, pulling him down closer to her face and leaning in to kiss him.

He thrust slowly, easing his shaft inch by inch into her warm, tight little hole as she pressed her tongue into his mouth and kissed him hard.

As he reached his limit Amy’s lips separated from his and she let out a deep, long moan, shaking in his embrace.

‘Keep going,’ she said as he paused, making sure she was comfortable. He nodded and pulled out, then thrust back in.

‘Yes,’ she cried, digging her fingers into his back.

Emilia was still on her side watching and recovering, blissfully relaxed as Mark continued to stroke her hair. As her breathing began to return to normal, she reached behind her and took hold of his still hard cock and slid it between her cheeks again, pressing it against her opening and inviting him back in.

‘Are you sure?’ he said.

She nodded, urgently.

He slid up next to her as she stayed laying on her side, and pushed slowly until his head popped back into her, more easily than before, and then he thrust.

As soon as he was fully inside her she felt him throb and knew he was close. She gently clenched herself around him, making herself tighter, then she began to move back and forth in time with him, closing her eyes as the sensation of him being in her forbidden place again rushed through her.

‘Come inside my ass,’ she whispered as he became firmer and harder, and then he moaned and strained and she felt him pulse.

Warmth filled her insides, and she felt each pump as his seed flooded into her again and then she reached out and held his hand as he squeezed and strained and twitched and after a few seconds she felt him collapse beside her, holding her tight, his arms wrapped around her torso as he kissed her neck and her head again and again.

Amy could feel Cassian growing too and she held him tighter and pulled him closer, clamping him to her as he throbbed and then she felt his muscles strain as he came, and she came with him, and together they shook and rocked back and forth, moaning into each other’s shoulders as their partners watched from the floor.

For a while they all lay still, breathing hard and holding one another. Stroking and kissing. Enjoying the warmth of each other’s touch. And then after a while, sleeping - a long, and peaceful sleep.

Emilia was the first to come around. As she opened her eyes she found that it was dark outside. The evening light had faded, and all of them were dozing, naked and fulfilled.

And a little cold.

She stood up and stepped across the floor, then reached down and took ahold of Amy’s hand as Mark stirred, sensing her movement. She squeezed Amy’s fingers gently until she woke, then she gestured her up and onto her feet, signalling silently for her to follow. Cassian’s eyes flickered open as the two girls left the room, and he and Mark watched half asleep as they disappeared from view.

Emilia opened the door to her and Cassian’s bedroom and led Amy inside by the hand. She fumbled for the light switch with her fingers and smiled as each of the smart bulbs lit up in a deep romantic palette of reds and yellows. 

It felt cosy and warm.

The two bedside lights shone the brightest, emanating a fiery glow that spread out across the invitingly soft sheets and thick duvet.

The fresh sheets, Emilia thought to herself, grinning. Fresh sheets were always the best.

Amy squeezed her hand and then pressed her warm naked body against Emilia’s, embracing her and stroking her hip and arm. 

Emilia turned and smiled at her, blushing as they made eye contact. She felt herself quiver with arousal, thinking about how each of them had had the other’s husband inside them only a little while ago. She could still feel Mark’s warmth, and she wondered if Amy could also feel Cassian’s inside her.

She moved forward and turned away from Amy’s grasp, sitting down on the bed, and shifting backwards until her head lay on one of the two pillows. It felt exciting, inviting them into their bedroom. It was their personal space, and it felt as though in some way, they were taking things further now. This wasn’t just fucking. It wasn’t just sex. It was something more now. Something deeper.

Intimate.

Amy shuffled onto the bed beside her and lay her head on the other pillow, entwining her legs with Emilia’s. She reached out for her hands and their fingers closed together, then she unclasped one hand and stroked her beautiful girlfriend’s face, gazing into her eyes.

‘I,’ she said, but Amy slipped forward and kissed her on the lips before she could say anything more. It was slow, sensual and soft and it felt different… then she pulled away.

‘I know,’ she said.

Emilia’s stomach filled with butterflies as Amy’s eyes said everything she wanted to hear.

She was so completely lost in her that she didn’t hear the two men entering the room, but she sensed them after a little while. 

She looked up to find Mark standing by the threshold, dark, brooding and naked, and Cassian leaning against the wall at the end of the bed, his face in shadow, the muscles on his abdomen illuminated by the small lamps, his magnificent cock hanging down, thick and wet.

She sat up and beckoned him over to her and he came forward, kneeling onto the bed. She reached up and embraced him, his large arms wrapping around her little frame, then she buried her face in his chest and held him tight, squeezing him.

Mark lay down next to Amy and she rolled over and nuzzled into him too and the pair of them curled up into each other, snuggling tight, their naked bodies wound sweetly as one.

Emilia lay back down and pulled Cassian with her, pressing her spine and bottom up against Amy as Cassian’s arms spread out across them both, his hand coming to a rest on Amy’s hip as he nestled his body into his wife. A moment later, Emilia felt Mark’s hand on her own waist, squeezing her and stroking her affectionately.

There they all lay together, the girls on the inside, the men on the out.

Emilia kissed her husband, then she looked into his eyes and smiled. ‘Make love to me,’ she said.

She could feel him growing against her already, and she parted her thighs as he shifted forward.

Amy shuffled behind her, parting her own thighs as she wrapped her ankle around Emilia’s, stroking her smooth, warm feet with her toes. Then she heard her gasp, at the same time as she felt the tip of Cassian’s cock against her own wet lips. She was still sticky with Mark’s love and she squirmed with arousal as Cassian slid inside her, knowing that Amy was feeling the same.

Cassian held her tight as he slowly pulled out, and then gently pushed in, and she buried her face in his neck and moaned softly. 

She could feel Amy moving up and down against her back too. The soft and warm touch of her skin was more than electrifying, it was comforting. 

She felt safe between them.

All of them.

She felt whole.

Holding Cassian tight with one arm, she reached with her free hand and felt for Amy’s and found it, and they slipped their fingers together, squeezing one another as they made love to their men.

Cassian felt warm and big and his tight muscle-bound body was the opposite of Amy’s supple and soft frame. She felt Amy turning behind her, then she felt lips on her back, small kisses working their way up to her neck and onto her ears. She turned her head quickly and found Amy’s lips and kissed her as Cassian’s cock grew and thrust. Then she let him slip out and rolled over, sliding into Amy’s tight arms as the two men pushed back inside each of them. They kissed as their men made love to them, stroking each other’s cheeks tenderly, then Emilia pulled away and looked into Amy’s eyes again, as she smiled and moaned.

Carefully she lowered her hand down between Amy’s thighs and found her clit, then she groped down further so she could feel Mark’s cock pushing in and out of her. She slid the palm of her hand around his shaft and squeezed and stroked it gently with her fingers and felt him surge at her touch. Then she moved back up and pressed her fingers against her girl’s clit, circling it with the tip of her index.

Her girl.

Amy’s hand searched urgently down too, mirroring her, and a moment later Emilia moaned in pleasure as her soft fingers slid beneath her hood and began to circle her.

It was incredible. 

Cassian making love to her as Mark was making love to Amy. Amy’s fingers on her, hers on Amy.

After all the build-up tonight, all the naughtiness, it felt so good to just make love without any gimmicks.

It felt better than good.

She was going to come. 

Amy was too, she could see it on her beautiful face. Her mouth was widening, her breath was fastening, her cheeks were flushed. She watched in fascination as Amy bit her down on her own lip and stretched her neck, her muscles taut and strained.

Their breasts pressed together.

Their men thrusting.

Feet entwined, toes curled.

Eyes closed.

They found each other’s faces. 

Kissed each other’s lips. 

Moaning. Shaking. Touching.

Then they came.

At that moment, it was as though there was nothing else in the universe but the four of them, making love as one.

Now was the moment.

‘I love you,’ said Emilia, at last. She almost shouted it, unable to stop herself from saying it any longer. ‘I love you.’

She shuddered as her climax thundered through her, quivering and convulsing as she melted in all of their arms.

‘I love you,’ she said again, quieter as she felt her whole body filling with warmth and happiness... and love.

Then she opened her eyes and found Amy looking at her, her cheeks wet, her eyes filled with tears and her heart skipped a beat as she held her breath.

‘I love you too,’ came the whispered reply, as Amy held Emilia’s cheek. ‘I love you too.’




*









EPILOGUE
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EMILIA WOKE UP with the sunshine and a smile on her face. They hadn’t closed the curtains or the blinds last night and it turned out they’d even left the window open. For a fleeting moment, she wondered if any of the neighbours had heard them, and then she remembered what she’d said last night.

The words she’d used.

And the ones she’d heard back.

The other three were still sleeping. Cassian’s arms were wrapped around her, his forearm tucked beneath her tummy and sandwiched against Amy’s. She tried not to laugh as she realised that Mark’s hand was cupping Amy’s breast and much like Cassian, his arm was sandwiched too.

Lucky guy, she thought. Lucky all of us.

But that wasn’t true. They weren’t lucky. 

Emilia felt that in some way, that this was more than luck. She didn’t understand it, but she knew it, instinctually.

They were meant to be together. All of them.

But they had to work on it. Like Alice had said, it wasn’t going to be easy.

Emilia watched as Amy slept. She was so beautiful. She looked peaceful and happy right now, her eyes closed with the smallest hint of a smile on her soft sweet lips. She wanted her. She wanted to lean forward and kiss her. But her feelings amounted to more than lust. They could no longer be dismissed as some desperate, silly infatuation. They had a connection that she knew now that they both felt, something raw and personal and deep.

She began to stir before her, and Emilia watched excitedly as Amy’s eyes slowly opened, squinting in the morning light.

As her eyes focused and she saw Emilia looking back at her, her expression softened and she smiled, looking bashful. 

‘Morning beautiful,’ she whispered.

‘Hi,’ said Emilia, already feeling her cheeks starting to glow.

Amy found Emilia’s fingers and wound them into hers, sliding them up so they were tucked between their breasts as Mark’s hand slid away and down Amy’s thigh.

Then without another word, they leaned in and kissed one another.

For a long time, they gently explored each other’s lips, their tongue’s brushing lightly, pecking and pressing as their fingers stroked and squeezed.

After a while, Amy pulled away and pressed her forehead against Emilia’s.

‘You said last night, that you love me.’

‘I do,’ she said, nodding.

Amy’s cheeks began to glow and she looked down at their fingers, bound together between their chests.

Emilia smiled. ‘You said it back.’

Amy looked up at her. ‘I meant it.’

She looked over Emilia’s shoulder, out of the window into the morning sun as it shone through the trees in the garden.

‘This is all happening so fast though.’

Emilia nodded and squeezed her fingers. ‘Does that matter?’

Amy looked into her eyes again and shook her head, then she let go of one hand and touched her cheek, pulling her in and kissing her deeply. As she did so, Mark began to stir, moving his hand up Amy’s thigh and squeezing her hip, making her turn her head as he opened his eyes.

‘Morning,’ he said, groggily.

‘Hey, handsome.’

‘Morning Mark,’ whispered Emilia as he looked over at her and grinned.

‘Sleeping beauty still out for the count?’ he tumbled, nodding at Cassian.

Emilia nodded and giggled.

‘Better go find a prince to give him a little kiss.’

‘I think I already found one,’ she said, raising her eyebrows.

‘Oi, Cass,’ he said, laughing. ‘Wake up mate, otherwise, me, the wife, and your missus are having a threesome this morning.’

Emilia’s eyes widened in excitement at the possibility, and her whole body tingled. The idea of making love with just Mark and Amy had been a surprising turn on.

She reached back and rubbed Cassian’s thigh and he began to stir.

‘You can shag my wife any time mate, as long as I can have a lie in,’ he grumbled.

Stretching he wrapped his arm around Emilia and squeezed her tight like a bear. Then he opened his eyes and grinned at the other couple.

‘Prince Charming, my arse,’ he chuckled. ‘More like Beauty and the Beast.’

Mark laughed as Amy leaned forward and kissed Emilia again, then pulled away to speak.

‘What do you guys want to do today?’ said Amy. ‘It’s Saturday and we don’t have any plans?’

‘We don’t either. Do you want to hang out here?’ said Emilia excitedly.

‘Is that okay?’

‘We could all have breakfast together and maybe head out for lunch somewhere?’

‘That sounds amazing.’

Emilia kissed Amy again. ‘I don’t want you to go home.’

Amy smiled. ‘I have to get a change of clothes at some point,’ she laughed. ‘You’re taller than me, I don’t think I can get away with wearing yours.’

‘We don’t need clothes,’ said Emilia, pulling her in for another kiss. ‘I just don’t want to be away from you for another minute, both of you.’

Amy gasped and then turned towards Mark suddenly, looking up into his eyes, her hand pressed against his chest urgently.

‘Shall we invite them?’

Mark frowned. ‘Where?’

Amy mouthed something that Emilia couldn’t see, and then she turned her attention to Mark’s face as he grinned and nodded.

Amy spun back, smiling, biting her bottom lip, her eyes wide with excitement. ‘We’re going away for a week next month, abroad,’ she said. ‘Maybe… you could come with us?’

Emilia looked at Cassian, her expression one of surprise and elation. ‘What do you think?’ she said.

Cassian shrugged and nodded, smiling back at her with a bemused expression.

‘Will we get to do this every night?’ said Emilia, eyes wide with hope as she spun back.

Amy nodded emphatically. ‘Every. Night,’ she said, stating it as though it was a matter of fact.

‘Fuck,’ said Mark, laughing. ‘I’d better get in shape.’

‘Oh my goodness, this is so exciting,’ said Amy, then she gasped. ‘We can go shopping together and then make love in the afternoons, and go swimming in the pool at night.’

‘There’s a pool?’ Emilia almost squealed at the prospect. Then she saw the expression on Mark’s face and her lips went dry. 

The two men had been looking at one another and communicating something but she hadn’t been paying any attention. 

Amy frowned as both of them suddenly slid away, leaving the girls alone in the centre of the bed. They stood up and then walked around, passing each other, the sunlight rippling across their skin as they came around to the opposite side of the bed.

Emilia gasped as Mark’s strong arms wrapped around her waist and she turned to watch as Cassian did the same thing to Amy, her girlfriend squealing with delight. Then she felt Mark’s member pressing against her thighs and she breathed out, licking her lips.

She looked across at Amy and squeezed her fingers in excitement, then she watched as her girl's expression changed and became serious.

‘One thing I want to know though… last night,’ she said to Emilia, as Cassian began to kiss her neck. ‘You never read out your final card.’

Emilia bit her lip nervously as she looked across at her beautiful girlfriend, waiting for the question.

‘So what did it say?’ asked Amy.

‘It said, Make love, with whoever you want.’

And Emilia smiled.




THE END




The adventures of Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark are continued in Come With Us: An Urban Foursome Vacation Romance
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Come With Us: An Urban Foursome Vacation Romance is the third book in the Erotic Swingers series.






Sun, sand, secrets and swinging.




Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark are jetting off to the Mediterranean to spend a few days in a secluded villa on a cheeky summer vacation, filled with sun, sand, secrets and swinging.




Amy’s planned an entire week of activities for the flirtatious foursome, ticking off a bucket list of naughty fantasies along the way, including the opportunity for some threeway fun with Emilia after Cassian announces he can’t get out of work and will have to join them a day late.




Emilia thinks the idea of a secret night of passion alone with Amy and Mark is too enticing to pass up, but when her stunning sister Alice appears that same evening on Cassian’s doorstep back in Oxford, vulnerable and in need of a place to stay, the foursome are faced with the biggest test of their relationship yet...




Can they survive temptation and strengthen their love? Or will finally giving in to their taboo desires tear them apart forever?
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EMILIA GRIPPED AMY’S hand tight and closed her eyes, arching her head back as the intense vibrations thrummed through her hips. She reached out for Mark, fumbling for his hand as the crescendo grew, then she stretched her toes and bit down on her lip, screwing her eyes closed tighter and tighter as the tempo increased. 

Then it was happening.

Her stomach flipped and her whole body began to shake. Next came a rushing sensation that seemed to overwhelm her senses, and then suddenly she felt lighter.

‘You’re doing fine, Em,’ said Amy over the noise, ‘Keep breathing. Do you want to open your eyes and take a look? It’s beautiful.’

She shook her head as Mark affectionately stroked the back of her hand with his thumb.

‘Amy’s right,’ he said, his voice deliberately calm and slow. ‘There’s no clouds up here.’

A bright beam of sunlight travelled quickly across her face, making her eyelids glow red, and as it faded away, she opened them apprehensively.

They were in the air.

‘You did it,’ said Amy, leaning into view from the window seat. ‘See? That wasn’t so bad.’

Emilia took a deep breath and focused her eyes beyond the silhouette of the beautiful redhead, looking out over the large wing of the aircraft and down thousands of feet onto the landscape of England below.

It was breathtaking.

A loud tone reverberated through the deck as the seatbelt sign turned off.

‘What was that?’ she said, looking around nervously, but Mark kept hold of her hand and nodded to his buckle before undoing it. She nodded satisfied, and settled back into the comfortable recliner.

‘How are you feeling?’ he said.

She puffed her lips and exhaled.

‘Like I’ve just run a marathon.’ 

As she spoke, the plane tilted sharply, following its course as it turned south towards the coast and Emilia watched in amazement as she looked across the aisle and down at the ground out of the window.

From up here, she could make out individual cars moving along on the M25 alongside houses tucked away down country lanes with pools and great landscaped gardens. It struck her that she had never truly appreciated just how beautiful England was before.

She remembered reading an article about how more than ninety-eight percent of the UK was green and just two percent had been built on. It seemed absurd at the time, but from up here she could believe it.

Her ears were starting to feel full and she yawned in an attempt to try and pop them, the left one pressurised easily, but the right one was stuck and was gradually becoming uncomfortable. She tilted her head and shook, pulling up the strap of her camisole top absentmindedly as she concentrated on relieving the sensation.

‘What time does Cass‘s flight land tomorrow?’ said Amy.

‘Sorry?’ she said, struggling to hear her as she kept forcibly yawning.

Amy reached down into the pocket of the seat in front and removed a lemon sherbet from a little paper bag she had tucked there before take-off. As she bent forward, Emilia admired the little front buttoned summer dress she was wearing, and the slight glimpse of cleavage it afforded. It was easy to imagine her unbuttoning it later, and she stifled a smile at the thought.

‘Have this,’ she said, leaning back and producing the little yellow sweet. ‘It’ll help.’

Emilia took it gratefully and popped it into her mouth, taking Mark’s hand again as she closed her eyes and sucked.

‘When is Cass getting in tomorrow?’ she said again.

‘I think he lands at eleven in the morning.’

‘Are we picking him up?’

Mark nodded from the other side. ‘I was going to take the hire car to go get him, you girls can join me if you like?’

‘He’s really sorry he couldn’t fly out with us,’ said Emilia. ‘He feels really bad.’

‘We don’t mind,’ she laughed. ‘We get to have you all to ourselves for a night,’ she said, squeezing her hand delicately and then raising her eyebrows.

Emilia blushed and grinned as a nervous thrill tingled through her at the suggestion. She wasn’t sure if Amy was serious though.

‘Don’t worry, we’ll take care of you,’ she said, seeing Emilia’s face lined with worry.

‘Sorry,’ she looked down at her shaking knees. ‘I’m not good at flying.’

Emilia had only flown four times in her life. The first two times were on a family holiday to Majorca when she was six. All she could remember from the flight out was throwing up all over herself after drinking a cup of orange juice, sparking a lifelong aversion to the acidic drink. The last two times were on her honeymoon, and whilst the flight out had been reasonable, the return leg had been marred by turbulence. Six people had been injured after two overhead lockers fell open and the whole experience had scared her and made her even more anxious about being in the air.

The plane was filled with a mixture of retired couples, families with young children and business people. Towards the rear was a quite loud and excitable group of teenagers. Emilia wondered if they might be flying out to France on an exchange programme, preparing to spend their summer with another family down by the sea.

Even though she was struggling, her excitement about being away on holiday with Cassian, Mark and Amy overrode all of her anxieties. In fact, she hadn’t been this excited about travelling for years. They were now on route to Montpellier, where they would be hiring a car and driving along the Mediterranean coast to a beautiful little village on the south side of Nîmes. She had always wanted to visit the Gard region, known across the world for its beautiful landscape, its Roman monuments and its rich history.

When Amy had invited them, she’d jumped at the opportunity, despite it meaning she would have to face her fear of flying head-on.

But Cassian had been unable to get the day they were due to travel off work. An important deadline meant that he would be joining them the following morning on a separate flight. Emilia had originally suggested they both stay and head out to join Amy and Mark together, but Cassian had insisted that she go. The idea of travelling apart from her husband had set Emilia’s anxiety off, but over the last two weeks she had worked herself up to the idea that it would be okay to travel with Amy and Mark.

It had also occurred to her how enjoyable it might be to spend a night alone with them. The idea hadn’t been discussed though, not with Cassian, nor Amy or Mark, and now she was beginning to regret it.

She was so worried that her husband might say no, that she’d been too afraid to ask him. Now Amy seemed to be suggesting that they might be hoping she would join them this evening and her anxiety was back.

She wanted to talk to Cass all of a sudden, feeling silly that she hadn’t done so already. Their communication as a couple had been incredible lately and she didn’t want to let him down or hurt him. Their relationship had never been better. 

She would call him later, and that would be okay. 

If he said no, then she would respect that. It wasn’t fair to presume otherwise.

She realised she had been chewing her lip and it was beginning to hurt. It was a habit that she’d had since childhood and she had developed a small callous behind her bottom lip as a result.

Amy glanced sideways at her and smiled, leaning across the arm to give her a quick kiss, making her smile and blush. In a mild panic, she looked around to make sure no one else had seen, then, satisfied that no one had been looking, she squeezed Amy's hand as the plane levelled out, another flash of sunlight brushing across their cheeks.

Feeling a little more relaxed now, she took a deep breath and smiled to herself as she remembered that whilst walking anxiously around the terminal building before boarding, she had seen and bought the sequel to The Paramour, the naughty book that her sister, Alice had loaned her a few months ago, the reading of which had led to her and Cassian meeting Amy and Mark at the masquerade ball in that gaudy and decadent mansion on the outskirts of Oxford. Reading it might help her relax.

It was in her overhead locker though, which meant standing up.

‘Mark?’ she said, nervously, indicating the row of baggage space above. ‘Can I?’

‘I can get it down? What are you after?’

‘Erm, my book, and my phone?’

‘Sure, no problem.’

She settled back into her seat and breathed. In a few minutes, she would be lost again in the Scottish highlands, with Lady Victoria and the Duchess. 

She could manage that.

Mark stood up and flipped open the locker, searching for her bag and finding it quickly and then lowering it down for her to rifle through. She grinned as she thought about the other men and women on the plane, looking up to see such a handsome man being a gentleman to her. He looked amazing, dressed in jeans and a simple button-up white shirt.

The book was easy to find but her phone was zipped inside an inner pocket next to her passport. After a moment or two of fumbling, she pulled it out and smiled.

‘Thank you,’ she said. As she moved her phone, the screen activated and she noticed she had four missed calls, all from her wild-child libertine sister, Alice.

She frowned, she hadn’t heard her phone ring at all during boarding. Perhaps she’d called during take-off? She had a brief panic as she realised she’d not turned on aeroplane mode. Clearly, the plane hadn’t crashed however, so she calmed down and flicked it on.

Why had Alice called though, and four times? 

‘Everything okay?’ said Amy, peering over.

‘My sister rang, I don’t know why though.’

‘Is that unusual?’

‘She doesn’t normally keep calling,’ Emilia showed Amy the missed calls.

‘I’m sure she’s fine, maybe she’s forgotten you’re flying out today?’

‘Maybe.’

But she was worried. Whilst she’d been looking at her phone, she’d left her book out on the little tray table and Amy was peering curiously at the cover.

‘What are you reading?’

She grinned and blushed, placing her hand over it. ‘You can’t laugh.’

‘Well, now I’m really intrigued.’

Mark turned his head to look down at the cover, his interest piqued, but Emilia flipped it over and concealed it, spreading her fingers wide.

‘Don’t start hiding things from us, Em,’ laughed Amy. ‘There shouldn’t be any secrets between us.’

She shook her head and grinned. ‘All right fine,’ she said. ‘But it’s better than one might assume.’

‘One assumes nothing, my dear.’

‘Stop it!’

‘What is it?’

Emilia turned it back over, slowly.

‘The Paramour’s Lover,’ said Amy, curiously, then she gasped. ‘I’ve heard of this.’

She picked up the book from Emilia’s little table and turned it over to read the blurb. 

‘Isn’t there another one?’

‘This is the sequel. I didn’t know it was out.’

She flicked through the pages and stopped on a random one, gasping and grinning as she read out loud.

‘Victoria began to unlace the strings of her corset as Elizabeth looked on, her heaving bos-‘.

Emilia snatched the paperback back out of her hands. ‘Stop!’ she said, shaking her head as she laughed. ‘You’re so mean.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Amy, wrinkling her nose as Mark shook his head at her.

‘You should read it,’ she said, defiant. ‘It’s actually very good. There is a story too.’

‘Okay,’ she said, nodding. ‘I will. If you like it, then I’m sure I’ll like it. We share an interest in husbands, we’ll probably like the same books.’

Emilia laughed. ‘I’d like that. I can lend you the first one? It’s a bit… used.’

‘Should I give it a wipe down first?’ laughed Amy.

Mark’s eyes widened and he looked away, pretending he wasn’t listening, but Amy saw.

‘Don’t despair, you’ve got a whole week of this to come,’ she said, leaning forward.

‘Do you mind if I read for a little while?’ said Emilia.

‘Of course not,’ said Amy. ‘And don’t worry about Alice, I’m sure she’s fine. You can call her when we land.’

Emilia smiled. ‘Thank you,’ she said, then she whispered. ‘I love you.’

‘I love you too,’ Amy paused for a moment, looking out the window before turning back. ‘I’m so glad we met.’

Emilia looked up at her and smiled.

‘Us too.’

Without further ado, Amy picked up her magazine and opened it up to a celebrity gossip article as Mark put his head back and closed his eyes, then Emilia looked down at the cover of her book and tried to read as her mind drifted to thoughts of her sister once again.

Alice was always the one she went to for advice, but it was rarely reciprocated. She was the older one, wiser, more capable, more experienced, and in so many ways. To have called her four times in short succession was out of character.

She sighed and opened her book. For now, she needed to escape… from the plane, from missing Cassian, and from worrying about her sister, so she flipped open the first page and began to read.
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The hire car that Mark had booked was not designed for luggage.

It was sporty, sleek and almost entirely form over function. Amy and Emilia stood in the multi-storey, their suitcases by their sides, staring at it. 

‘It was a great deal,’ he laughed as he opened the boot and threw his bag in. ‘It was the only one they had at short notice with enough seats for four adults, I’m afraid.’

‘Yeah, right,’ said Amy, laughing.

‘Gosh if we ever have kids we’ll need a minibus,’ said Emilia.

Mark half-laughed, but Amy remained silent, a hesitant smile on her face as Emilia stopped breathing, realising what she’d just said.

‘Sorry, I was just making a joke.’

The three of them stood awkwardly and Mark began to close the boot before realising the girls' luggage was still on the concrete.

‘It’s okay, I just hadn’t really thought about that before,’ said Amy, breaking the silence.

‘Me neither,’ lied Emilia. ‘I just-‘.

‘It’s fine,’ she said, shaking her head.

‘Let me take that,’ said Mark, hefting Emilia’s oversized suitcase into the boot. The suspension complained, groaning audibly as he hefted it in.

‘Front or back?’ said Amy, smiling at her friend.

‘You’re both welcome to travel in the back if you like? I don’t mind playing chauffeur,’ he shrugged. ‘I do it every day.’

‘Shall we?’ said Amy.

Emilia nodded, thankful for the change in topic.

Mark held the door open for them both, Amy clambering over to the far seat as Emilia stepped in behind her.

The car was sleek inside and seemed to have been sculpted into curves and hollows, there were even two touchscreen tablets embedded into the back of the front seats. It was so comfortable that Emilia felt like she was sinking into the moulded recliners. As Mark started the engine, Amy reached across and took hold of her hand, squeezing it tight.

‘We’re on holiday together,’ she said, her eyes wide with excitement and happiness. ‘Oh, you could call Alice now?’

‘Oh, yes. Do you think my phone will work?’

‘Should do,’ said Mark. ‘Same tariff as you get at home.’

‘Is it okay if I call her?’

‘Please do, it’s important.’

Emilia pulled her phone out of her carry on bag and tapped to call as they left the underground car park, the bright sunshine making her squint as they rolled out of the lower level.

After a long moment of silence, a strange single tone rang through her ears. She was busy.

‘Don’t put it down, it’s not engaged,’ said Mark, looking at her through the rearview mirror. ‘The dial tone is different here.’

Emilia nodded, and it kept going. After a while, it went to voice mail and Emilia cancelled the call.

‘She’s not answering.’

‘I’m sure she’s fine,’ said Amy, trying to sound reassuring.

‘I could make a call to one of my guys?’ said Mark. ‘Get someone to go and check on her if you like?’

Emilia blinked. ‘You can do that?’

He nodded, glancing at her in the rearview mirror.

‘No, not yet,’ she said after considering the idea. ‘I don’t want to freak her out.’

They turned off a small roundabout and began heading down a slip road with Mark accelerating onto the motorway and joining a line of fast-moving cars with ease, confidence and precision. He drove like he moved, fast but with a fastidious intensity. Emilia found it exhilarating, and just a little scary.

She squeezed Amy’s hand tighter as the sleek vehicle shot forward, the speed pressing her back into her seat and making her feel giddy.

‘What about Cass?’ said Amy, seemingly unfazed. ‘Would he be able to find out what’s wrong?’

‘Maybe,’ Emilia unlocked her phone again and tapped on Cassian’s number, listening to the strange dial tone once more, but it just rang and rang and rang.

She was beginning to worry now. Cassian rarely, if ever, failed to answer his phone. He did so much of his work through it that it barely ever left his face, let alone his side.

It kept on ringing.

Something was wrong, but she wasn’t sure what. 

Should she call her mum and dad? Were they okay? Had something happened to one of them? But if she did call and everything was fine, she’d worry them too.

The dial tone stopped and Emilia held her breath, waiting for Cassian’s voice.

‘Did he answer?’ said Amy, quietly.

She shook her head as his answerphone message began to play.
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As they’d neared the villa, the roads had gradually become more rural and Mark had been forced to slow down as they’d crept along narrow streets running through beautiful historical towns and tight tree-lined roads that snaked between old villages. 

Occasional boarded-up houses, isolated in the middle of nowhere crawled by as Emilia looked out at them wondering who might once have lived there and why they’d left it abandoned as nature had reclaimed it, breaking the stone walls with the roots of trees and plants as the ceilings collapsed inward from years of seasonal erosion.

She’d watched a documentary last year about all of the abandoned holiday homes across Europe, particularly in Spain. Homes purchased as retirement properties for elderly ex-pats, leaving the houses to their children who would then cease to maintain or visit them. Some of them were simply lost, with inheritors not having records of addresses or deeds. Perhaps some of these properties had suffered the same fate? Lost to apathy.

Their holiday villa was bordered by an eight-foot-tall wall and a proximity gate with a sensor linked to the keys that Mark had collected from the travel agent in Oxford. The driveway alone was longer than Emilia and Cassian’s entire street and it was lined with trees which created a canopy of shadow over the gravel track. Above the walls, Emilia could see palm trees and bamboo plants swaying in the gentle breeze.

It looked like a private paradise.

She looked again at her phone, her excitement tempered by worry.

Neither her sister nor Cassian had got back to her still.

As they approached the gate it opened slowly and Mark rolled the powerful car through, the soft sound of the gravel beneath the tires felt soothing somehow as he slowed to a halt in front of the main entrance.

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Amy.

Mark flashed a smile and turned off the engine, gesturing both arms out theatrically.

‘Bienvenue, to your home away from home.’

‘You speak French?’ said Emilia, leaning forward.

‘Of course he does,’ said Amy, as she clicked open the side door. ‘And German, Spanish, Cantonese and Japanese. Over-achieving little shit.’

‘I speak French and Spanish fluently,’ he said, correcting his wife as he unclipped his seatbelt. ‘The others are passable. I’m still learning.’

‘That’s amazing,’ said Emilia as Amy pushed open her door and stepped out onto the driveway. She could feel the heat of the sun immediately, like the inside of an oven.

‘It’s gorgeous out here,’ she said, beckoning to them both. ‘Come on.’

Mark stepped out and Emilia followed, feeling the full force of the sun’s heat the moment she alighted.

‘Gosh,’ she said.

‘Bit warm?’ laughed Amy.

Mark walked to the rear of the car and popped open the boot, smiling as it rose softly and eased to a halt. He picked up the girl’s bags first, leaving his own, and then headed towards the front door.

‘I’m hoping the air conditioning is on a timer,’ he said as he pushed the key into the lock and turned it. There was a soft click and the door unlocked, gently opening as he picked up the bags again, then smiling as cool air drifted out and over him.

‘Thank goodness for that.’

It was dark inside as the external shutters were all closed to keep the heat out, and as Mark had hoped, the air conditioning was on a timer keeping the place at an even temperature even in the height of summer.

Emilia stepped across the threshold, holding Amy’s hand and peering a little nervously into the darkness. The acoustics were hollow from the tiled floors and the stone walls and her eyes were still adjusting from the bright sunlight outside so she felt quite disoriented as she followed the couple in.

‘Which room would you and Cassian like?’ called Mark from up ahead in the darkness.

Amy found a light switch. She tapped it and low-level floor lights faded up, lining the corridor and revealing Mark rather theatrically.

‘I don’t mind,’ she called back, smiling as she looked around.

Amy approached her and slipped her arms around her waist, standing on tiptoes to kiss her.

‘We’re here,’ she said. ‘I’m so pleased you came.’

‘Me too,’ said Emilia, grinning back and then looking down at the floor, worry creasing her brow.

‘They’ll be fine,’ said Amy, placing one palm on her cheek. ‘Maybe it’s just something simple like a phone tower has gone down.’

‘I hadn’t thought of that,’ she said, looking up and smiling weakly. ‘I hope it’s something like that.’

‘Let’s leave our bags here and go take a look around shall we?’ she reached out and took ahold of Emilia’s free hand.

‘Ok,’ she said, nodding. She stood her luggage upright and laughed as Amy tugged her along excitedly and through a curved archway into another darkened but larger space.

The lights came on as they entered, fading up gently and revealing a beautiful lounge and dining area. In the centre, there were two couches facing each other, long enough to seat four people on each. Perpendicular at either end were two more armchairs. In the centre was a huge glass coffee table, above which was a stunning crystal chandelier attached to a thick wooden beamed ceiling.

The rear wall was made of sliding patio doors, with external wooden shutters lining the other side. Amy let go of her hand and rushed over to open them, unlocking and then sliding the partition back. Emilia began to do the same on the other side, and together they opened the first shutter letting the sunlight flood in.

The overhead lights turned off automatically but the girls barely noticed as they stared out with wide eyes into the courtyard of the villa. Before them lay a large wooden deck complete with an outdoor covered dining area and a number of deck chairs and loungers.

Amy stepped out onto the decking, taking hold of Emilia’s hand again.

‘Oh my goodness,’ she said. ‘Look at that.’

Beyond the decking was a small tropical garden area, with palm trees, beautiful bright flowers, white stepping stones and a border of potted plants and carefully shaped bushes that had been carved into little dome shapes. But next to that, was the pool.

Amy laughed as she took it all in. The still water on the surface glistened and sparkled, inviting them to leap in and they both had to hold themselves back from doing so. 

The end nearest to them was curved with small steps leading down into a shallow area which quickly appeared to deepen in the middle. At the far end was a stepped area that led up to a submerged platform with curved sides where you could sit together, just beneath the water and stay cool in the heat of the day.

‘This is incredible,’ said Emilia looking around, glancing up at the palm trees swaying in the light breeze.

Mark appeared behind them and slipped his arm around Amy.

‘What do you think?’ he said.

‘It’s beautiful,’ she turned around and wrapped her arms around him, then glanced across at Emilia as she pressed her cheek into his chest and swayed.

‘I’m going to get unpacked and then shall we have something to eat?’ he said, to both of them.

‘Yes, definitely,’ said Amy. ‘I’m starving. Plane food is stingy.’

Emilia nodded happily and smiled as Mark peeled away, turning back and stepping in through the glass partition and back into the shadows of the villa.

The two girls looked at each other, with Amy grinning wildly and then looking down with a sudden shyness, hesitantly licking her lips as she walked over slowly and nervously.

‘Listen,’ said Amy, sliding her arms up and around Emilia’s neck. As she spoke, she started to blush. ‘I was hoping, that maybe if you want to, you could come and stay with us tonight… in our bed?’

Emilia felt butterflies flood into her tummy again and her neck started to radiate heat as she blushed too. ‘I’d really like that,’ she said quietly, smiling. ‘But I should ask Cass first.’

Amy nodded enthusiastically. ‘Of course, you should, it’s only fair. Mark is very excited, and, he said he would be happy to return the favour and leave us alone for a night with Cassian if you’d like that?’

‘I’d really like that too,’ she grinned and breathed in deeply. The two of them kissed again, holding each other tight.

‘I love you, you know?’ said Emilia into Amy’s ear.

‘You’ve mentioned it once or twice.’

‘Thank you for this.’

‘Thank you for coming. Now go unpack and take your mind of Cass and Alice,’ she said, stepping back as Emilia smiled softly.

‘Ok, I will,’ she said as she crossed the threshold of the glass doors, following the noise of Mark unpacking and opening shutters further inside.

‘Emilia?’ said Amy, calling after her.

She stopped and looked back at the redhead, silhouetted in the bright sunlight of the open door.

‘I love you too.’
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The evening air was still warm as Emilia stood in the little tropical garden and stretched her legs. Even the grass beneath her feet seemed baked, trapped by the intense heat of the Mediterranean sun. 

It was already getting late. Instead of unpacking she’d decided to lay down on the large king-size bed in the room she had chosen for herself and Cassian and she had quickly fallen asleep, dozing in the warmth of the afternoon. 

By the time she’d woken up the sun was setting and she’d wandered out to the garden to watch the golden hues fade to orange and then blue.

The world around her was alive and teeming with life, and yet they were so isolated here that she could already see more stars above her than she had ever seen before.

She’d never appreciated just how much light pollution there was above the skies of Oxford, and the absence was dizzying. As her eyes adjusted she could just make out the faint edges of the milky way. Here the stars seemed to flash, some with a hint of red, others blue and some seemed to move gently in the sky as though they were drifting in an infinite ocean.

The surrounding fields were filled with the sound of crickets, a cacophony of noise that seemed to rise and fall like a murmur of birds. She’d never heard anything like it before. She was so used to the background noise of traffic and trains that she had no idea nature could be so loud.

The only light aside from the stars came from the small solar-powered lanterns which lined the edge of the pool, casting a golden sparkling shimmer on the waters gently rippling surface.

It was humbling. 

She stifled a grin, and tried to quell a sudden surge of arousal, placing her fingers on her lips as she looked down at the floor and crossed her legs, squeezing herself tight.

Amy was in the shower. 

She could hear the sound of the pump, vibrating through the walls. She could hear Mark too, preparing them something which smelled amazing for dinner.

She missed Cassian.

She felt her phone vibrate in her back pocket and reached for it, hoping to see his name, but it was blank, her eyes struggling to adjust to the brightness of the screen.

A phantom ring. She’d been getting them more and more recently. She wondered if it was a sign of addiction or a muscle issue, either way, it was a nuisance and a source of frequent disappointment.

She still hadn’t heard from him or Alice. Nothing since they’d taken off, and she was more than a little worried now What if he’d had an accident? What if he was hurt? And why hadn’t Alice called back?

She should call him again.

Besides, she wanted to ask him about tonight. It was only fair if she asked. But she was worried that she might not like the answer.

But what if he didn’t pick up? She chewed her lip and took a deep breath, then hit dial.

After a few seconds, the call connected. For a moment she thought the line was busy again as the dialling tone was so different to the one she was used to, but then she remembered and settled and waited.

Something flapped through the air above her, and she instinctively ducked, listening as it disappeared into the night.

Bats.

She didn’t want to go inside, she wanted to talk to Cass privately, but the idea of standing out in the open as bats flapped around just feet above her head was too much. She looked around and then walked quickly towards a little metal table with a parasol near the far end of the pool.

The phone stopped ringing.

‘Hi, you’ve reached the mailbox of Cassian Black, please leave your name and number and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.’

‘Shit,’ she said aloud. ‘Where is he?’

She pressed the screen and then opened up the Find Your Family app. Cass had installed it for her so she could track his journey home to stop her worrying about whether he was okay.

She tapped on his name and waited, watching the little circle whirl.

Nothing.

Then her phone rang.

With relief, she read his name and answered.

‘Hey,’ she said.

‘Hey beautiful,’ said Cassian, a slight delay on the line. ‘Made it there safe?’

‘I was well looked after,’ she smiled, nodding, thankful to hear his voice at last. ‘I’ve been really worried about you.’

‘Are you at the villa?’

‘Yes, it’s beautiful,’ she looked around. ‘The pool is gorgeous, it’s all lit up with solar lamps, and oh my goodness it’s so hot here, but there is air-con. Are you okay? What’s been going on?’

‘Yeah, I’m good, listen, your sister’s here,’ said Cassian.

Emilia’s stomach tightened and she sat up straight.

‘What? Why? Is she okay?’

‘Yeah, she’s okay, she didn’t realise you were away. She’s pretty upset, something happened at work, but I’ll let her explain.’

‘Can I talk to her?’

‘She’s upstairs at the moment,’ said Cassian, then there was a long pause. ‘She’s getting a shower.’

‘She’s a getting a shower?’

‘Yeah,’ he said.

‘And you’re downstairs?’

‘Yes,’ he said, firmly.

There was another long pause, and then Emilia started to laugh. She bent forward on her chair as she continued to giggle down the phone.

‘Oh my goodness, your wife is in another country and her incredibly hot, promiscuous sister, who has a massive crush on you, is upstairs, wet, naked and vulnerable right now. How are you even coping?’

There was a final, lengthy pause before she heard Cassian exhale unsteadily. 

‘Not great,’ he said, his voice wavering.

‘Oh gosh, you should go upstairs, walk in and be like,’ she put on a deep voice. ‘Need a hand?’

‘I don’t think that would go down as well as you’re imagining,’ said Cassian, laughing quietly. ‘Besides I think she’s out now, the showers off.’

‘Missed your window of opportunity there.’

Emilia heard Alice say something in the background.

‘She’s coming down now.’

‘Dressed in a towel?’

‘Yep.’

‘The smallest one we have?’

‘Yep.’

‘I can’t imagine the look on your face right now. You should probably sit down.’

‘Yep.’

There was some quiet muttering, then Alice’s voice came down the line.

‘Hey, Em,’ she said, loudly. ‘I’m sorry. I forgot you guys were heading off on your swingers tour of the Med.’

‘It’s not a tour,’ she said, laughing.

‘So did you forget Cass?’ she laughed. ‘He’s not a dog you know?’

‘He’s joining us tomorrow.’

‘Nice, some alone time with Prince Charming and Cinderella for you tonight then?’

‘It’s not like that,’ said Emilia, but she could feel herself going red and hoping Cassian was out of earshot.

‘Of course it is, I can practically hear you blushing.’

‘Stop it,’ she laughed quietly. ‘So what’s wrong? You don’t normally pop round for a shoulder to cry on.’

‘I got fired,’ she said.

‘Oh.’

‘And evicted.’

‘Oh.’

‘Yeah.’

‘What happened?’

‘It doesn’t matter,’ she said. ‘The long and short of it is don’t piss off an oligarch.’

Emilia frowned. ‘How did you piss off a Russian billionaire?’

‘It’s best you don’t know.’

‘Are you safe?’

‘Yes, I’m with Cass.’

‘What are you going to do?’

‘Win,’ said Alice, laughing. ‘I don’t know how to lose.’

‘Please be careful.’

Emilia listened closely as the line went quiet. She could hear Alice breathing, then she spoke.

‘Do you remember how we used to play chess when we were little?’

‘Yes I know,’ said Emilia, exasperated. ‘You don’t think like other people. But this is not the same, Alice.’

‘I can handle it.’

Emilia huffed. ‘I know, I just worry about you.’

‘I can handle it.’

‘Listen, stay the night with Cass. Don’t go disturbing mum and dad, it’s late and they’ll get worried. You can stay at ours until you sort something out.’

‘Is that okay?’

‘Of course,’ she said, smiling again. ‘We’re away until Saturday, so you’ve got the place to yourself. If you need cash, there’s some in the safe upstairs. You can guess the code. There’s plenty of frozen food in the freezer so just help yourself.’

‘Thank you,’ she said.

‘Cass will look after you if you need anything tonight.’

There came a short laugh from the other side. ‘Anything?’ said Alice, suggestively.

Emilia grinned, but as she was about to make a snarky retort, she paused and frowned, then she shook her head and took a deep breath.

‘Yes. Anything.’ There was silence from the other end. ‘Just don’t wear him out. I want him firing on all cylinders tomorrow night.’

There was another long pause, followed by quiet giggling. The next word came as a whisper.

‘Really?’

Emilia’s stomach tightened, and her chest constricted. Her whole body seemed to flush with heat and goosebumps broke out along the skin of her arms and neck. She took a deep breath and a thousand thoughts ran through her mind in a matter of seconds.

The idea was utterly and completely wrong, and yet she’d joked about it for years. She knew they both wanted each other. She knew they had harboured feelings for one another for over a decade. Cassian had joked about it. Alice had joked about it. And on more than one occasion, Emilia had voiced her approval of it.

But now the joke seemed real.

She was nearly a thousand miles away, under a different sky, hoping that tonight she would make love with Mark and Amy in the humid warmth of their room, and wake up tomorrow morning naked between her girlfriend’s thighs as Mark made them a continental breakfast of croissants and coffee.

The trouble was she hadn’t talked to Cassian about it.

She should’ve done, but somehow, it had seemed like a huge deal. 

‘Look, I’m not telling you to get off the phone, drop your towel and bend over the dining room table. I’m just saying, I love you both. If the situation arises, you don’t have to say no. I want you to be happy.’

Emilia’s heart fluttered as she said the words out loud. It didn’t seem real. As though they were being said by someone else.

‘How do you know I’m in a towel?’ said Alice, quietly down the phone. 

‘Cass mentioned it.’

‘Did he now? Interesting.’

‘Alice.’

‘I love you,’ she giggled.

‘I love you too, now put my husband back on, you dirty cheating whore.’

Her sister burst into laughter as she called for Cassian.

‘Hi Em,’ she heard him say, as he cleared his throat.

‘Can you go somewhere private?’ she said, straight away.

‘Erm, sure. Hang on.’

She listened, shaking with a mixture of excitement and arousal as Cassian made his way to what sounded like the back garden decking.

‘Ok, I’m outside.’

‘Alice needs somewhere to stay for tonight and maybe a little while longer.’

‘Ok,’ he said, she could almost hear him frowning with curiosity.

‘That’s not what I wanted to talk to you about though.’

‘Oh.’

‘I miss you.’

‘I miss you too.’

‘You’re so good to me. You’re always looking after me,’ she smiled but then she hesitated. ‘I don’t know how to say this.’

‘You want to know if I mind you having fun with Amy and Mark, without me there.’

Emilia stayed silent for as long as Cassian paused, waiting for his response.

‘No, I don’t mind,’ he said at last.

Her whole body sagged as all the tension she had allowed to build was released. She breathed deeper and more completely than she had done in what felt like hours, then she laughed.

‘I love you,’ she said.

‘I love you too.’

‘Do you think there’s something wrong with us?’

Cassian laughed. ‘What do you mean?’

‘I’m in the south of France, hoping I’m about to have a threesome with a married couple and you’re back home, probably about to fuck my sister in our bed.’

‘What?’

‘You heard me.’

‘I’m not going to fuck Alice.’

‘You can though... if you want to? She wants you to.’

‘What? She said that?’

‘Sort of.’

‘What did you say?’

‘What do you think I said?’

‘I don’t know, I’m not psychic.’

‘I said yes.’

There followed a silence. It went on for so long, Emilia wondered if they’d been cut off, but then she heard him breathing. ‘Really?’

There was that feeling again. The heat in her chest. The goosebumps on her arms. 

This was it, her last chance to change her mind. 

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Really.’
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CHAPTER TWO
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EMILIA TUCKED HER phone into the back pocket of her jeans and stepped carefully over the threshold of the sliding rear doors of the villa.

It was cooler inside the building. The air conditioning had been on for a while now and the temperature had dropped enough that it almost felt cold. Mark seemed to like it that way and she smiled as she thought about how different he and Amy were sometimes.

The lights were off in the living room, so she meandered her way slowly towards the hallway that led to the kitchen, listening to Amy chatting cheerfully with her husband.

As she passed the leather sofa she brushed her fingers along the top. It felt warm to the touch. She wondered if it was real or faux, scratching her nails softly into the textured finish.

Her mind was preoccupied with the conversation she’d just had. She was struggling to understand her own emotions. A few weeks ago, life was simple, but something was missing.

Now she felt complete.

But a part of her kept telling herself that all of this was wrong. Not by her standards, but by everyone else’s. That if her mother were to find out, she wouldn’t approve. 

She couldn’t take Amy and Mark home to meet her parents. Hi mum, this is Amy, she’s my girlfriend. This is her husband, he’s my boyfriend. Oh and you already know, Cassian. Surprise, we’re polyamorous now! P.S. Cassian and Alice are fucking too. 

That last part was the bit she was struggling to reconcile.

She should feel sick with jealously, that right now, her husband and her sister might be about to make love in their marital bed. Instead, she felt compassion and love. 

She wanted them to be together, they wanted each other after all and who was she to say they couldn’t be physical together? Who was she to say who her husband had coffee with? Or played squash with? And for that matter, who he fucked? He wasn’t her property, and neither was she. And why wouldn’t she be happy that two people she loved, would want to share their love with one another? 

The idea was thrilling.

That right now they could be wrapped in each other’s arms, making love? 

She couldn’t help feeling as if something was wrong with her though. As though if she told someone they would become angry and demand to know what her problem was.

Should she tell Amy and Mark? She didn’t want them to be angry at her. But like Amy had said on the plane, There shouldn’t be any secrets between us. It was a joke at the time, but it was true. There shouldn’t be any secrets. The foundation of their new relationship was based on trust. Honesty, openness and trust. She’d never been happier, but everything somehow felt more precarious now.

Amy had described something similar to her a few weeks back. How during their game night, as Cassian was fucking her from behind in the dark corridor of their home, she could hear Mark and herself in the lounge, making love, and instead of feeling anger or resentment, she had been filled with joy and compassion.

It was as though by opening up their relationship, not only had all their preconceptions of love and monogamy been challenged, they had been smashed to pieces. But the key to all of it, the single link in the chain that held it all together, was communication and honesty. If the trust was broken, it all fell apart.

Amy’s laugh interrupted her thoughts and she smiled, enjoying the sound of her girlfriend’s voice as it drifted through the villa.

It was strange, being in love with more than one person, but it felt right. That was another preconception that had been shattered. The idea that her heart could love just one person, that somehow she would fill it with love until it was full and that was that. It turned out that the more she loved, the more her heart seemed to grow. Now it felt like it was bursting.

She took a deep breath. Cassian was as much a part of their new relationship as she was. Yes, she was here, and he was at home, but that didn’t make her more important. She had to tell them, honestly and openly what she had agreed to. What she had suggested. They should be a part of that decision and if they were uncomfortable with it, then she would call Cassian back.

She walked out of the lounge and along the corridor, breathing slowly and preparing herself, stopping a few feet away from the open door and closing her eyes, before stepping through into the light of the kitchen.

‘Hey sweetie,’ said Amy. ‘Did you get through?’

Emilia laughed. ‘I did, I think he’s doing pretty well.’

‘Is he missing you?’

‘Not tonight,’ she smiled knowingly. ‘My sisters with him.’

Amy raised her eyebrows and laughed. ‘Oh gosh. Is she okay?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Emilia. ‘She got fired today. She also said something about pissing off an oligarch?’

Mark frowned and turned to her as she spoke, curious.

‘What is it she does again?’

’She’s a corporate accountant.’

‘How does a corporate accountant piss off an oligarch?’

‘I have no idea, I don’t really understand what she does. She travels all over the world, doing financial consultancy work for various firms. Her most recent account was in Moscow.’

‘Where did she study?’

‘Oxford.’

Mark raised his eyebrows and grinned, turning back to the cooking.

‘What?’ she said.

‘Nothing,’ he laughed.

Emilia frowned and carried on. ‘She’s going to stay at ours for a while, whilst she sorts herself out.’

‘That’s good,’ said Amy. ‘Do you think we’ll get to meet her when we get back?’

‘Yeah, I’d like that,’ she said. ‘She’s hardly ever around, so now’s a good time. Although she’ll have probably moved on by the time we’re all home.’

‘How will you introduce us?’ grinned Amy, raising her eyebrows.

‘She already knows.’

Amy’s expression dropped. ‘Oh, really?’

Emilia laughed. ‘Yeah.’

Mark turned his head, nodding and smiling. ‘Bold move.’

‘How did you tell her?’

Emilia went red and took a deep breath. ‘Well, actually she was at the masquerade party that night.’

‘She was?’

‘She gave us the tickets,’ shrugged Emilia.

‘Is she married?’ asked Mark.

‘No, in fact, she’s always had a bit of a thing for Cass.’

‘I don’t blame her,’ laughed Amy.

‘That’s kind of what I wanted to talk to you about.’

Amy frowned, and Mark turned his head back as he stirred.

‘About your sister’s crush on Cass?’

She nodded and took a deep breath. ‘Ok, this is going to sound weird.’

Amy laughed nervously as Emilia continued.

‘So Cass and Alice have always had a thing for each other. We all went to school together and she was in the same year as him, so we’ve all known each other since forever but I’ve always known that she likes him. She’s not subtle about it, she quite openly tells me she fantasises about him and is always joking about fucking him behind my back, but she never would. Not without my permission.’

Amy stared at her, waiting for her to finish and then realised that she had.

‘I don’t understand,’ she said, turning to Mark as he looked back at the pan and then back to Emilia who smiled awkwardly.

‘I’ve always said that they could sleep together if they wanted, and that they should just fuck one day and get it out of their system and that I wouldn’t mind.’

‘Ok?’

‘She’s at home with him tonight.’

Amy’s jaw dropped.’ You think they’re going to have sex tonight?’

‘I said they could, if they wanted.’

Mark stopped stirring and turned around as Amy’s eyes went wide. ‘You’re okay with that?’

Emilia nodded slowly. ‘Are you both okay with it?’

‘I don’t think it has anything to do with us,’ said Amy, confused. ‘She’s your sister?’

‘I know, but we’re all in this now. If you don’t feel comfortable with it, then you can say and I’ll call him back.’

‘Do you feel comfortable with it?’

‘I think so.’

‘You think so?’

‘Yes.’

Amy took a deep breath and huffed, rubbing her eyes. ‘I take it back, you are an eleven on the crazy-hot scale.’

Mark laughed and carried on stirring.

‘So does that mean you’re okay with it?’

‘If you are sweetie, then yes I am, I’m not sure I understand though.’

Emilia looked down at her feet and then back up at Amy, trying to find the right words.

‘It’s like you said at our house on the game night, I should be clawing her eyes out, but instead, I’m just really happy for them.’

Amy nodded and after staring for a few moments, she opened her arms, inviting Emilia for a hug. 

She took a few unsteady steps towards her and they embraced.

‘You are crazy, but I love you,’ whispered Amy.

Emilia pulled back and smiled. ‘So, what’s for dinner?’

‘Ratatouille,’ said Mark, continuing to stir. He dipped the wooden spoon into the pot and came out with a small amount, turning and holding it up to Emilia’s lips for her to taste.

She delicately accepted, doing her best not to spill any.

‘Oh my goodness, that’s good,’ she nodded, dabbing at the hot sauce around her mouth.

Amy leaned up and kissed her, running her tongue along her lips as she tasted the flavour.

‘Wouldn’t want to waste any,’ she giggled, laughing as she turned away.

‘Shall we?’ said Mark. ‘It’s ready.’

Amy nodded, grabbing three plates and some cutlery.

‘Can you grab the wine glasses, Em?’

Emilia followed Mark through to the dining area as Amy fluttered past, laying the table and singing softly as she did so.

‘You sing beautifully,’ said Emilia, smiling as she listened and stepping aside as Mark returned to the kitchen.

‘Don’t be daft, but you’re very kind to say. Mark, can you bring the salt and pepper?’

‘It doesn’t need any,’ he shouted. ‘And yes, she has a beautiful voice.’

‘You do,’ laughed Emilia.

‘Can you bring the salt and pepper anyway?’ shouted Amy, ignoring them both.

Mark appeared at the doorway a second later, holding salt, pepper and a carafe of wine, wiggling them all and smiling with a wry grin. He placed the grinders down in front of his wife and then poured out three glasses of red. The girls took their seats and as Mark sat down, he raised his up.

‘To unconventional relationships,’ he said.

Amy clinked hers and Emilia followed suit, then tucked into her dish, plunging her fork into the assorted vegetables and taking a delicate bite, blushing as the flavour permeated her taste buds. Discovering that Mark was an incredible cook somehow made him even more attractive and she was already struggling to keep her hands off him, not that Amy would mind, but she felt like a guest right now and she didn’t want to push their boundaries.

There was a part of her that wanted to slide her dish aside, crawl across the table and kiss them both one after the other. Instead, she crossed her legs and squeezed, trying to stem her gradually increasing arousal. 

What was going to happen after they finished eating? 

Would Mark take them both by the hand through to the bedroom? Would Amy kiss her first? Would they have pudding or a drink beforehand?

She didn’t want to make the first move. She hadn’t even told them that Cassian had said yes yet.

She felt like she was back in school again, staring up at teenage floppy-haired Cassian as he talked to her, as though he wasn’t the only thing in her world at that moment in time, paralysed by his presence and unable to bring herself to tell him how she felt.

She stopped her train of thought.

They were both looking at her.

‘Did you hear what I said?’ asked Amy, smiling as she wiped her lips.

‘No, I’m sorry,’ she looked at her and then Mark, embarrassed.

‘Lost in thought?’

Emilia nodded. ‘What did you say?’

‘What would you like to do tomorrow? After Cass gets here?’

‘Oh, erm. I don’t know. Are there choices?’

Mark nodded, swallowing. ‘We could grab some dinner in the village? Or have a night in or a paddle in the pool?’

‘Night in sounds nice,’ she said, trying to hide her expression behind another forkful of vegetables. ‘And a paddle in the pool?’

‘I’d like that too,’ said Amy.

‘Oh, could we go into the city one day and visit the Colosseum?’ said Emilia, suddenly.

‘Yeah, we could fit that in,’ said Mark, nodding.

‘Could we? I’ve always wanted to go there. It’s the most well preserved Roman Amphitheatre in the world.’

Mark nodded. ‘Built almost two thousand years ago, around twenty years after the Colosseum of Rome.’

Emilia smiled. ‘Are you into ancient history?’

‘No,’ said Amy laughing. ‘He went to a Metallica concert there.’

‘I worked a Metallica concert there thank you, and yes, I’m interested in ancient history, particularly Roman. This whole area is rich in historical Roman culture, the city was once a regional capital.’

Amy took another swig of wine and grinned at Emilia who immediately felt under the spotlight and frowned.

‘So, Em,’ said Amy tilting her head. ‘Was I the second person you ever kissed?’

Emilia immediately blushed and took a mouthful of ratatouille, looking down in embarrassment.

‘Amy,’ said Mark, admonishing her.

‘Oh my goodness,’ she said, holding a hand up to her mouth. ‘I was, wasn’t I?’

Emilia squirmed and hid her face, looking out into the garden as she went bright red. She took a deep breath and then nodded.

Amy jumped up and rounded the table, coming into her line of sight, but Emilia looked away again.

‘Em, I’m so sorry, I’m really flattered,’ she said, trying to get her to uncover her face, instead she just wrapped her arms around her on the stool and hugged her tight.

Mark took a deep breath and laughed, taking another mouthful down as he looked at them both.

Emilia relented and embraced Amy, reaching out and holding her around her waist as she danced back and forth.

‘That’s amazing,’ she said, finally making eye contact with her again, before glancing at Mark. ‘You are so cute.’

Mark nodded grinning as Amy’s expression changed from excited to pensive, she looked down at Emilia again and took a deep breath, holding her hands a little tighter as she spoke.

‘So, erm. Did you ask Cassian about, you know, tonight?’

Emilia smiled and blushed, then nodded.

‘What did he say?’

She looked at them both in turn, her face bright red and then nodded again.

Amy’s eyes seemed to sparkle. Emilia thought for a moment that she might jump up and down on the spot but instead, she stayed still, just swaying in her hands and smiling.

She glanced back across the table at Mark who was finishing his last mouthful. Amy’s plate was already clear. She had noticed that she had wolfed it down whereas her husband had been taking his time, keeping pace with her, not wanting to rush. 

Now he stood up, slowly and confidently. It was measured and practised. She could easily imagine that if he made the same motion in a room full of powerful executives or politicians, they would’ve all been silenced.

Amy and Emilia looked at him as he stood stolid in front of them both, looking between them at an almost glacial pace. Emilia watched his chest rise and fall. 

He had their absolute attention and it was utterly captivating and intensely arousing.

She squeezed her thighs together again as her breath caught in her chest.

Her heart seemed to skip a beat.

She was shaking with anticipation.

This was it, the moment she’d fantasised about for weeks.

He reached out both his hands, palms up, as the faintest smile crossed his lips.
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Cassian slipped his phone back into his pocket and looked up at the half-moon. The waning crescent shimmered behind a thin blanket of mist, drifting low across the night sky. He took a deep breath and tried to calm down. 

He couldn’t help being turned on. Not after the conversation he’d just had.

The idea that his wife was a thousand miles away in a romantic villa south of the ancient city of Nimes, in the company of friends who might later this evening take her into their bed and make love to her. Make her orgasm. Cum inside her. All without him there by her side.

The idea was intensely arousing.

If someone had said to him six months ago that his wife would be having a threesome in a Villa in the south of France, and not only would he be okay with it, but he would be actively excited for her and turned on… he would have laughed.

And yet here he was now, picturing them together and wanting her to have an incredible time, wanting her to feel wanted and loved and cared for. To feel safe in their arms.

Perhaps that was what she was feeling too.

He had never been subtle about his attraction to Alice, but it had always been masked by jest. The truth was that he had been attracted to her since school. Not in the same way that he was attracted to Emilia, but he wasn’t going to pretend that she wasn’t beautiful, or radiant, or confident and funny, and sweet too, in her own often brutal way. 

Whilst Emilia was innocent, Alice was anything but. He’d heard stories about her over the years, about her promiscuity and her propensity for enjoying more than one sexual partner at a time and this had only increased the allure she’d held. 

But it wasn’t just that. It wasn’t even the sum total of all of that. There was chemistry between them, and it was raw and powerful. At times it felt stretched to breaking point, as though despite everything, despite their mutual love for Emilia, they might have just snapped at any moment over the last ten years and fucked like wild animals.

Alice was his succubus and he was her incubus.

The more they tried to stay apart, the harder they wanted to tear each other's clothes off, so they had found a balance over the years, without ever discussing it or accepting it or managing it.

And now that balance had tipped.

Emilia had given her permission, if that’s what it was, for them to break their unspoken pact.

She’d meant it as well.

This wasn’t a joke like before. This wasn’t banter or teasing, this wasn’t her poking fun at her sister’s inappropriate crush. She wanted them to do it.

Perhaps it was to make her feel better about what she wanted. A way of lessening any perceived guilt and assuaging her anxiety about what might constitute cheating. 

But he wanted the three of them to be together, he wanted his wife to enjoy herself.

And she wanted him to enjoy himself too. But with her sister?

He could hear Alice moving around upstairs, then a moment later the light in their bedroom flicked off.

He took a deep breath and focused on calming his arousal and after a few moments his body began to follow orders and stand down. He couldn’t go back inside trying to hide a hard-on. 

He closed his eyes, his stomach full of butterflies, and then he flexed his fingers, turned around, and headed toward the back door, opening it up and stepping back into the warmth. For a moment, he stood still in the kitchen, clenching and unclenching his fingers as he listened to her making her way down the stairs. He eyed the bottle of wine he’d started earlier and considered pouring himself another glass for courage. A large one. He listened as she paused for a brief moment in the corridor and then made her way through to the lounge.

‘Cass?’ she called.

‘I’m in here.’

‘Do you have any wine?’

He grinned and reached for the bottle, hesitating as he went to pluck a second glass out of the illuminated shelf above the work surface.

‘Big glass or small glass?’

‘Small,’ she said.

He nodded and took one down, pouring a measure of white into it until it was a fingers width from the top, then he filled his own and walked on through.

Alice was sat on the couch with her bare legs tucked underneath her, wearing nothing but one of Emilia’s large baggy jumpers. Her hair was loose around her neck. It was shorter than her sisters and naturally wavy, and it was still a little damp from the shower.

She looked breathtaking.

She always did. When she smiled, Cassian felt his chest throb. 

He proffered the wine glass and she accepted it gracefully, the tips of her fingers brushing gently against his and lingering for a moment longer than necessary.

He watched, almost frozen to the spot as she glanced down into the swirling liquid, closed her eyes and breathed in the heady aroma.

After a moment's hesitation, he sat down opposite her in the little armchair and took a small sip from his own glass, feeling his muscles relax as the fruity flavour washed across his taste buds.

For a while they sat together in silence, occasionally glancing at each other and smiling awkwardly until Alice spoke.

‘Do you love her?’ she said suddenly, without looking up.

‘Of course I do,’ he said. ‘More than anything.’

She nodded, pensive.

‘I do too,’ she swirled her wine gently around and around, staring into the little whirlpool. ‘You know when we were little, she had a lisp? She used to call me Alith.’

He frowned. He didn’t know that. Emilia had never told him. Alice nodded and continued.

‘I’d be in my room, reading or playing dolls and she’d come rushing in asking me if she could play with me. Alith! Alith! She always wanted to be around me. At the time I found it annoying. I had this cuter, funnier, wide-eyed little copy of me blasting around behind me all the time, wanting to do everything I was doing. I had to share everything because I was older than her. Dad would shout up the stairs - She just wants to play, share it with her! - as I was telling her off for playing with my favourite toy or drawing in my newest magazine. I was always afraid she’d damage them or never give them back. But she always did, she was so conscientious and gentle. It drove me mad. It was like living with a better, younger, prettier version of yourself.’

She took another sip of wine and looked back up at him before continuing.

‘So I always used to tease her about her lisp. In my head, it was the one thing that I could do that she couldn’t. I used to wind her up that she could never have a boyfriend called Theve or Thamuel or Thilath, because they wouldn’t know who she was talking to. Of course, she ended up with a Catthian and proved me wrong.’

He laughed and sipped his wine, listening intently.

‘The infuriating thing was, whenever I used to tease her, she would just smile and laugh. It didn’t get to her, my words didn’t hurt her. They couldn’t hurt her, because she loved me and for some reason, she looked up to me. At first, it made me angrier and angrier, I couldn’t even lash out at this perfect little mini-me. But the older I got, the more I matured, the more I understood what it was. She really loved me. She looked up to me and saw me in a way that others didn’t. She didn’t see a stereotype of a nerd or a gangly tall girl, she didn’t even see what I wanted people to see. She saw me for who I was and she wanted more than anything, for me to be happy.’

Alice stopped and pursed her lips, frowning. Then she took a deep breath and exhaled, looking into his eyes as she spoke.

‘I wonder sometimes if she wanted you because I wanted you.’

Cassian frowned.

‘And I don’t mean that in a jealous way. I think she saw that I perceived value in you, and it opened her eyes to that value too.‘

‘You wanted me?’

Alice nodded and for the first time in almost a decade, she blushed. ‘So fucking bad, I used to fantasise about you bending me over the tables at college, pushing my dress up, pulling my knickers aside and just fucking taking me.’

Cassian’s hand started to shake as he licked his lips, his chest pounding as he tried to hold back a grin.

‘Em’s doing what she’s always done. Looking after me, and now you. Making sure that we’re happy.’

She tilted her head and smiled knowingly at Cassian. He watched as her tongue flicked out and delicately dabbed her lower lip.

‘So that’s why I asked if you love her. Because I love her, and I know she loves me and I need to know you love her. Really love her. Because if you don’t, then-‘

‘Alice,’ said Cassian, interrupting her. ‘I love her.’

He smiled warmly, assured and confident. His love for his wife was one thing he could always be certain of, it was never in doubt.

Alice looked into his eyes and he met her gaze, tingling as neither one so much as blinked. After a while she grinned and looked down, laughing a little.

‘If we do this, you have to understand that this is just sex. Nothing more, nothing less. This is us giving in to an overwhelmingly fucking strong urge. There’s no feelings. I just want your cock inside me. You love her, I love her.’

For a while Cassian continued to stare at her, his heart racing, his chest pounding, running his eyes across her face, along her bare legs, over the curve of her hip, just barely outlined in the thick jumper that lay loose over her lithe frame. Then he stood up, never taking his eyes off her and walked over to the sofa. After a moment he reached out his hand and waited.

Alice looked up at him, smiling and then she slipped her long slender fingers inside his palm and stood up. He turned slowly, and led her out of the lounge, the long thick jumper falling down around her thighs, as her bare feet padded softly across the carpet.

He reached the bottom of the stairs and pulled her toward him, but to his surprise, she gently pulled back.

He turned around and she slipped her fingers out of his grasp, a sad smile on her face.

‘I don’t know if this is what I want,’ she said quietly.

Cassian looked back at her, at her heartbroken expression, at her shining eyes, glistening in the moonlight bouncing down the hallway from the kitchen.

‘We shouldn’t do this,’ she said. ‘We can’t go back from this. Em may think she’s okay with this now, but what if she isn’t?’

Cassian smiled warmly and nodded, reluctantly. ‘You’re right,’ he said.

‘What if she’s just saying that it’s okay because she doesn’t want you to say she can’t fuck Amy and Mark tonight?’

‘I want that for her though, I don’t want it to be an exchange. I meant it when I told her it was okay for them to be together.’

‘She asked you?’

Cassian nodded.

‘And you said yes?’

‘Yeah.’

Alice took a deep breath. ‘I love her so much, I don’t want to ruin what you have.’

‘You couldn’t.’

Alice looked at him long and hard as she shook her head. After a while she closed her eyes and folded her arms, her head dropping down. Then she took a long deep breath. ‘Fuck, I want you.’

Cassian looked down and smiled, shaking his head. ‘You’re right though.’

‘No, I’m not,’ she said suddenly. ‘If you want me, tell me you want me.’

He looked up and frowned, thinking. His mind was racing, conflicting feelings clashing in a whirlpool of lust and loyalty. Then his mouth took over. ‘I want you.’

‘Tell me you want to fuck me.’

Cassian could feel himself getting hard as he stared at her, his mouth open as her eyes pierced him with a burning passion.

‘Tell me you want to bend me over and fuck me on the dining room table.’

‘I do,’ he said. As he took a step down towards her she stepped away, still facing him.

‘Tell me you want to make me come.’

‘I want to make you come.’

‘Tell me you want to fill me up.’

She took another step backwards but Cassian was too fast. He grabbed hold of her by the waist and pushed her up against the wall of the corridor and suddenly her lips were pressed against his and her hands were undoing his belt.

He thrust himself against her and she moaned into his cheek as she felt how hard he was, and as his buckle came loose she unzipped his fly and reached inside for his cock.

‘She always told me it was big,’ she said as she bit down softly on his lower lip and grinned.

Cassian picked her up and she wrapped her bare legs around his waist as he stepped out of his jeans and carried her easily over to the dining room table. He sat her down on the shiny surface as she wrapped her hands around his back and squeezed her body against him.

‘I want you inside me,’ she gasped as he pulled at her jumper, lifting it up and over her head, exposing her bare chest. He pulled her towards him with one hand and kissed her hard, moaning as his other hand caressed her breast. 

She breathed into his chest and then he stepped back, pulling her with him and sliding her down until her feet touched the floor, where she stood almost naked before him, grinning and nervous.

She took a deep breath and exhaled, shaking as the two of them looked into each other's eyes with unconcealed lust. Years of restraint unravelled in seconds as they finally gave in to their long-repressed lust.

With one strong hand, Cassian turned her around and pushed her forward until she was flat and bent over on the table, her arms outstretched on either side of her.

Then slowly he spread her legs apart with his foot.

‘Yes, do it,’ she said. ‘Fuck me.’

In two quick movements, Cassian slipped his own boxers off, letting them fall to the floor and then he pulled her knickers down around her ankles. She wriggled in arousal, desperate for him as he pinned her down with one arm, his other hand resting against her bottom.

She was bare in front of him.

Dripping and desperate.

She sensed him lining up.

This was it.

She closed her eyes.

And held her breath.
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Emilia tried to stop herself from giggling as Mark led her and Amy by the hand into their bedroom. Together they walked slowly up to the side of their enormous king-size bed and stopped, smiling and stealing glances at one other awkwardly. Amy squeezed her hand and turned her a little to face her as Mark stood behind her, holding her hips, his breath a gentle breeze on the back of her neck.

‘Is this okay?’ said Amy, looking into her eyes as she stood before her, sandwiched delicately between them.

Emilia nodded urgently, her breathing shallow and fast. She had wanted this so much and had thought about it for so long, but now it was happening it was almost too much. Her whole body was shaking with desire. She wanted to be shared by them and to be with them, to feel close and warm and loved by them. 

She bit her lip and smiled as she felt Mark’s fingers run underneath the edge of her top at the same time as Amy took one intimate step closer.

Together, with Emilia pressed between them, they slowly pulled her loose camisole up and over her head. As it came free, Amy leaned in and kissed her neck, the palm of her left hand against her cheek, her other hand hurriedly undoing her little black belt.

At the same time, Emilia began to pull at Amy’s colourful summer dress, unbuttoning it at the front and giggling as she felt Mark’s cock grow and press hard against the back of her thighs.

He began kissing her neck, softly at first and then harder, his fingers slipping down between the now loose gap around her waist as Amy unbuttoned her skin-tight jeans. 

The three of them shifted back and forth like a wave in the middle of the ocean, smooth but powerful as they kissed and caressed one another, moving as one.

It felt natural and easy, as though it was always meant to be this way.

As Emilia undid the last button, Amy’s dress slipped away over her shoulders and down around her ankles where she almost tripped, stumbling forward into her and Mark who kept them all upright as they laughed.

‘You okay?’ whispered Emilia as Amy blushed and nodded.

She turned around now and Mark leaned in to kiss her lips as Amy tugged at her jeans from behind, pulling them down urgently over her bottom and onto the floor, and then pressing her almost naked body against the curve of her back as she reached around to help her girlfriend undo her husband’s trousers.

It felt so naughty, touching another man without her own husband present, and in so many other ways it felt so good.

Emilia fumbled with his fly as Amy’s fingers joined her and together they pulled them down around his waist, his boxers coming with them, exposing his magnificent and throbbing cock. They smiled in unison as it surged with excitement.

Mark stepped aside and then unbuttoned his own shirt, looking the two girls in front of him up and down with such a powerful lust that Amy faltered and took a step back.

He nodded toward the bed, commanding them to sit back as he stood, admiring their forms as they lay down together. He stalked around the side slowly as they watched with anticipation and when he reached the end he kneeled down, moved up between their thighs, and reached out for Emilia’s knickers.
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Cassian pushed forward, pressing just the tip of his member against Alice’s lips, teasing her softly. He knew she wanted him to fuck her, but he wasn’t ready yet. He wanted to savour this, the sight of her, the sensations, how wet she felt.

He smiled, his fingers running across her smooth bottom as he slid himself up and down. Then Alice felt herself opening up and she moaned.

Her fingers splayed out across the shiny surface of the table as she closed her eyes, her mouth opening wide as her sister's husband entered her for the first time in her life.

She’d wanted this for years. Wanted him. And now it was finally happening.

As he pushed inside he slowed right down, leisurely filling her up with his cock until she couldn’t take him in any further. Keeping still, not breathing, his eyes closed.

She could feel him throbbing inside her and she felt full. He felt better inside of her than any other man that had come before and it was dizzying. Perhaps it was how close they were, perhaps it was how taboo this was. Either way, it felt incredible.

Cassian remained still, savouring the sensation, the warmth, the tightness. She seemed to squeeze and relax around him like a wave, running up and down his length as though she was feeling and sensing every inch of him. 

Then he pulled back and thrust and she cried out in pleasure.
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Amy kneeled up in front of Mark’s manhood as Emilia looked up at him in awe. He looked like a statue of a Greek god. She had to stop herself from giggling as he gazed down at her as though he was a Roman Emperor and she was his little concubine for the night.

His firm jaw, his chiselled abs, his toned thighs and of course, his thick and proud cock. It was too much.

Amy took her hand and beckoned her to kneel beside him, then she turned and kissed her as Mark looked down on them both, running the palm of his hand up and down his length.

Amy’s hand slid down Emilia’s chest and her thumb brushed across her nipple, sending shivers down her spine, and then she pulled back, gasping for her and grinning, glancing sideways with mischief in her eyes at Mark.

Emilia smiled and nodded and the two of them turned and shuffled closer to him until his cock was between each of their mouths and then they leaned forward and began to kiss him. Just little pecks at first, starting at the base and slowly making their way up his shaft as he closed his eyes and relaxed.

Amy’s lips met Emilia’s at the tip and Mark’s knees buckled as the girls kissed, their tongues rolling across his glans as Amy began to pump him with her hand. As his wife pulled away, Emilia eagerly took him into her mouth and slid him across her tongue, tasting him and feeling him strain and pulse. Then she slid back and Amy took her place, taking him as far as she could into the back of her throat.

Mark took Emilia’s hand on one side and Amy’s on the other as they continued to fellate him, his cock twitching as he got closer and closer. Then suddenly he pulled back unable to take it any longer. He lowered himself and kissed them both, then lay Emilia backwards until she was flat, Amy by her side as Mark parted her thighs.

As she lay back she thought of Cassian and Alice and whether they were together right now back home and she smiled.
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‘Harder,’ said Alice as Cassian’s length plunged into her warmth. 

She felt deeper than Emilia, and he found he could let loose more without hurting her, so he obeyed, thrusting as he held her down, keeping her in place.

‘Yes, fuck,’ moaned Alice, her cheek pressed flat against the cold wooden table.

He was strong, and she liked that. She liked how it felt to be pinned down with his one arm, unable to move as he had his way with her. She could feel herself getting wetter and wetter as she reached out for the far edge of the table so she could brace herself better against his thrusts.

‘Hit me,’ she said. 

Cassian’s palm smacked against her tight little bottom, the noise echoing in the large space of the lounge diner.

‘Again,’ she pleaded.

Smack.

‘Put your finger in my ass,’ she begged, biting her lip in anticipation.

Cassian traced his thumb down between her cheeks, teasing her until it was pressing against her cute little button. 

Then he pushed.

Alice moaned deeply into the table as the sensation flowed over her. His huge cock in her pussy, his thumb inside her ass.

He didn’t slow down, continuing to pound her at the same steady pace, pressing his thumb deeper and deeper into her.

Then suddenly he was pulling her backwards and upright to standing as he continued to fuck her, kissing her neck as she wrapped her arm around the back of his head. She felt his palm cup her breast and squeeze her nipple as his cock slipped out of her, then he spun her around.

For a moment they stared at one another again, a powerful and passionate lust in their eyes and then Cassian picked her up, pulling her thighs up and sliding them around his waist.
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Amy reached down and slipped her fingers around Mark’s cock and Emilia watched as she guided him toward her, the anticipation of his touch against her pussy was almost too much to bear and she closed her eyes and breathed in.

Cassian wasn’t here, and everything felt so naughty. 

Another man - another woman’s husband - was about to push inside of her and make love to her, and her own husband was a thousand miles away, alone with her sister.

Her whole body tensed and strained as she waited and just as she felt she was about to burst, his skin touched hers and she shook and gasped, exhaling as his thick member slipped into her pussy and for a moment, she pictured Cassian and felt a pang of guilt.

Amy leaned up and kissed her hard on the lips, distracting her and then she felt her girl’s fingers slide between her legs as Mark’s cock slipped in and out of her, pressing between her parting and then circling her clit.

She sighed into Amy‘s mouth, one hand on the back of her girlfriend’s head as she fumbled for Mark’s fingers, clasping her hand around them and squeezing them tight as he gently thrust himself, a deep rumbling moan escaping his lips.

His thick cock felt so good, filling her insides so completely with each push. As Amy pulled away Emilia looked up at him and saw that his free hand was between his wife’s legs, his fingers inside her, deftly pleasuring her.

He leaned back as Amy looked his way too, and then he smiled as she tucked her legs beneath her and knelt up. Emilia watched with growing excitement as the curvy little redhead lifted her leg and straddled her chest and then began to kiss her husbands lips, her sweet little entrance glistening and sparkling just inches above her face.

Emilia placed her hands on either side of Amy’s thighs and guided her backwards as she lowered herself. Then she tilted her head back and ran her tongue along her bare and sweet parting, tasting and savouring her as she quivered and wiggled.

She moaned as Emilia’s lips pressed into her, making Mark quicken his pace as he kissed his wife, pulling her towards him as he made love to the girl spread between her thighs. Emilia’s body arched as he pleasured her, pushing deeper into Amy with her tongue, her soaking wet parting tasting sweet against her lips as she rocked back and forth.

Then suddenly Amy was turning around and sliding down, straddling Emilia’s waist and leaning forward until their breasts were touching and pressed together, their hard nipples slipping against one another. Their lips met as Mark pulled out of her and a moment later Amy was thrust forward, moaning into Emilia’s pussy soaked mouth as the muscle-bound Greek god penetrated his own wife.

His goddess.

Her goddess.

Emilia squirmed as Amy’s fingers found her clit and began to circle it, faster and faster as Mark thrust harder and harder, making her cry out in pleasure as he grew.

Then suddenly he was back inside her again, taking her by surprise as his slick cock parted her lips and slid deep. She squeezed down on him and smiled as he moaned, his cock twitching like all the times before. She could tell he was getting close.

She wanted him to cum inside her, to fill her up as he had more than once now. She wanted to know she could satisfy him, to feel good and wanted and loved by him.

She almost cried out No! as he pulled out of her again and slid back into Amy, her body writhing in protest, her pussy feeling incomplete once more.
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Cassian carried Alice towards the wall as they kissed, pinning her up and holding her there, suspended in his arms as his rock solid cock found her opening again and glided inside easily, pumping into her as he pressed his head between her breasts and wrapped his lips around her nipple.

Alice grabbed his hair and held it tight as she cried out in ecstasy at the sensation. It was all so wrong and yet it felt so right.

She was going to cum, and she was going to cum hard.

She started to grind against him as her orgasm built, writhing up and down, rubbing her clit against his body as his tongue swept around her nipple and his cock plunged in and of her, bucking her up and down against the wall.

She dug her nails into his back as she climaxed and threw her head back as she gushed over the edge, her whole body throbbing with desire and lust as Cassian kept going, harder and harder.

Then a moment later, she felt him erupt. She had come just before him, her pussy squeezing him and milking him and now she could feel him sticky and warm and sweet.

Each throb as he spilled inside her felt raw and urgent, each pulse and surge stretching her as his body strained. The way his abs tightened and his thighs became rock-solid as he shot inside her made her cum harder, her orgasm rolling into another as rope after rope of warmth filled her up.
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Emilia heard Mark take a deep breath, and looked up to see his eyes closed and his pace quicken. She reached between Amy’s legs and began to slide her finger up and down her clit as Mark began to lose control. 

She smiled as she thought about how overwhelming it must be for him, watching them kiss, watching them make love as he fucked either of them at will, not having to share with Cassian, not having to worry about envy, just the love and worship of his two beautiful women.

Amy’s head arched back as he moaned and came, pumping her with his seed, and Emilia watched her mouth as it widened, reaching up to caress her girlfriend’s breast.

Then her own eyes widened as suddenly and to her surprise, she felt Mark’s still hard cock pushing back into her and a moment later she felt a shot of his warmth, spurting inside her as he strained and moaned.

She grinned at Amy in shock, who was now looking down as they realised he’d managed to cum inside both of them.

She could still feel him going, her thighs felt sticky and so did her tummy and she realised that Amy was dripping with his love and it was settling on her and pooling into her belly button, warm and sweet.

It was incredible.

And it was so rude.

‘I love you,’ she said to Amy as she kissed her again, giggling with pleasure.

‘I love you too.’
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As Alice’s body slumped onto Cassian’s shoulders, he turned and carried her onto the couch, laying her down on her back gently as she recovered. Then he lay down beside her and wrapped his arm over the top of her naked body, cradling her protectively and making her feel warm and safe.

Her heart was pounding in her chest and her ears felt like they were ringing. For the first time in a long time, she felt different. Despite the situation, despite their relationship, there was no feeling of regret. No feeling of shame or embarrassment.

She was just happy, and for a while she simply basked in that emotion, letting it warm and envelop her, like his big arms around her chest.

‘Are you alright?’ he said after some time.

She nodded and turned to face him, wriggling around and then tucking her arms up, holding his face in her palms.

‘I am,’ she said, nodding with a beaming smile. ‘Are you?’

‘I just fucked my wife’s hot sister, so yes.’

Alice laughed shyly and then kissed him long and hard.

He could feel her shaking as she drew a deep breath, and then she whispered. ‘Wanna go upstairs and do it again?’




*









CHAPTER THREE
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EMILIA BLINKED IN the bright morning sun, shining in through the open shutters as she woke up with her head nestled comfortably between Amy’s breasts. The beautiful redhead’s eyes were still closed, a faint smile adorning her lips as she breathed in and out softly, tickling the loose strands of hair around Emilia’s ears.

She could hear Mark moving around down the corridor and she couldn’t decide if she could smell croissants or pancakes cooking. Either way, she felt immediately hungry.

It was blissful. 

She stroked her fingers slowly across Amy’s smooth skin and crested the round of her bare breast with her palm, brushing her curves with her thumb as she thought about last night and stifled a giddy laugh.

Then her mind wandered back further to her conversation with Cassian and Alice.

Had they made love? She wondered.

Would they have gone that far?

Her phone was on the side table. She hadn’t heard it go off, but she didn’t want to reach out for it to check and risk disturbing Amy.

Perhaps they hadn’t woken up yet? Or perhaps they were doing it again?

She laughed at the thought and turned gently to look up at the still and sleeping girl beneath her.

Could this really work? 

Their marital status had gone from Married to It’s Complicated in a matter of weeks, and now it was positively WTF. She was starting to think she might need to create a schedule for their relationship to avoid conflicts and she was halfway through wondering if there was an app for that when Amy started to stir.

‘Mmm,’ she moaned happily as she opened her eyes, reaching her hand out to stroke her girlfriend’s long blonde hair.

‘I’m sorry,’ said Emilia. ‘I think I dribbled on your boobs.’

Amy laughed as she rubbed her eyes with her other hand. ‘What time is it?’

‘Early. We’ve got to leave in a bit to go get Cass.’

‘As much as I love your husband, I could so go for another two to three hours in bed.’

Amy looked bleary-eyed out the window at the blue skies and the gently swaying palm trees, then she looked down at Emilia and frowned. ‘Have you heard from them?’

‘I don’t know, I didn’t want to wake you,’ she nodded to where her phone lay, face down on the little side table.

Amy reached across and picked it up, shielding her eyes so as not to see the screen as she handed it down.

Emilia took it and saw one unread message from Cassian. It was from late last night.

Night, night, beautiful. I hope you all had an amazing night. I love you, you are the best xxx

Emilia shrugged. ‘It just says goodnight,’ she laughed. ‘He’s keeping me in suspense, clearly.’

‘Do you want to know?’

Mark knocked on the open door as Emilia began to answer, dressed in nothing but a pinafore and holding a tray of coffee, cranberry juice, croissants and what looked like a freshly cut baguette with a clove of butter on the side.

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Amy, sitting up excited as Emilia rolled aside. ‘This looks amazing.’

Emilia slid up the bed until she was upright against the headboard, shoulder to shoulder with Amy. She smiled widely at both the naked man-waiter in the pinafore and the continental breakfast-in-bed that had been laid out before them.

‘Thank you,’ she said as she reached out for a croissant, taking a delicate bite as the sweet pastry crumbled against her lips.

‘How did you girls sleep?’

Emilia nodded enthusiastically and then mimed fainting.

‘You did yourself proud,’ laughed Amy. ‘We both passed out.’

Mark nodded slowly, satisfied and grinning with pride.

‘Last night was amazing,’ said Emilia quietly, having swallowed her bite. ‘Thank you.’

‘Anytime,’ said Amy, raising her eyebrows suggestively and looking between them.

‘As much as I’d love a repeat performance this morning,’ said Mark. ‘We do need to leave in forty-five minutes to go and get Cass.’

Amy rolled her eyes disappointedly and grinned.

‘Wait, forty-five minutes from now?’ she said, her expression changing in a flash.

Mark nodded, nabbing the end piece of the baguette.

Amy wriggled out of the bed and hopped down onto the tiled floor in her bare feet.

‘Why didn’t you wake me earlier?’ she said, skittering towards the en-suite. ‘I’m never going to be ready in time.’

Emilia laughed as Amy shut the door and then a moment later she opened it again, peering out in alarm.

‘Em, can you choose me something to wear?’

She laughed harder, her mouth full of croissant, nodding as she tried to stop herself spraying pastry over Mark, who was shaking his head.

‘You don’t need as much time to get ready?’ he asked.

Emilia shook her head, swallowing her mouthful and taking a breath.

‘Yes but this is too much fun to watch,’ she laughed, her little frame bouncing up and down. ‘But no, seriously, we’re going to be late.’

She burst out laughing again as Amy came running out once more to grab her towel in a wild panic, and then disappeared back into the en-suite, slamming the door.

‘Don’t worry,’ said Mark, finishing up the last piece of croissant. ‘I’ll get us there on time.’
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Alice woke up from a deep and gentle slumber, feeling more fully rested and recharged than she’d felt in years. She allowed herself a moment of blissful happiness, recalling how incredible everything had felt last night, before opening the trapdoor holding back the existential dread that was festering deep inside of her as a result of her recent employment predicament, her homelessness and the fact that after years of joking about it she had finally fucked her sister’s husband.

One problem at a time.

She’d been fired.

Sort of.

That was the easiest way to explain it to Emilia in any case, and there was no way she was going to start explaining everything in more detail to her beloved sister right now. The poor girl was riddled with anxiety and the last thing she needed to know was exactly what had happened yesterday.

That would involve explaining exactly what she did for a living.

And that was not a conversation she was prepared to have right now.

Perhaps ever.

She heard Cassian’s footsteps coming up the stairs. 

Her natural instinct for dignity kicked in and she covered herself up, tucking the duvet up to her chin.

Then she laughed at herself, and the absurdity of the whole situation. Here she was, naked in her sister's bed, having had the best sex of her life last night with her sister's husband.

‘Oh fuck,’ she said, sighing under her breath as she waited for him to walk through the door. She felt like a schoolgirl again.

He would be leaving soon. Flying down to the south of France to join his wife and their swinger friends for just under a week of fun in the sun.

She wanted to be going with them, but that wasn’t right or fair. Not now.

She had to get her life in order first. That was her priority. 

The best sex of her life, though. It really had been, without a doubt. She’d never had an orgasm like it. 

Rolling, multiple and toe-curling.

She’d cried out so loud she was afraid the neighbours would call the police.

She’d felt utterly and completely satisfied, and desperate for more.

Cassian was something else.

He pushed open the door slowly, peering inside and found her smiling at him from behind her duvet shield.

‘Hey,’ she said, quietly.

‘Morning.’

‘Are you off?’

‘Soon.’

She smiled at him and took a deep breath. He walked over and she tucked her knees up so he could sit down on the bed in front of her. 

He looked at her and smiled and she tingled as his eyes made their way slowly over her face, looking at her eyes, her mouth, her nose. She felt giddy and she couldn’t help but smile. It was as though he’d wanted to gaze on her for so long but couldn’t, but now things had changed, he was taking his time, savouring her, drinking her in.

He looked down, smiling and then glanced back sideways.

‘What you said last night,’ he spoke slowly. ‘When you asked me if I loved her? If I’d said no, would you-‘

‘Have walked out? Yes.’ Cassian smiled as she continued. ‘If you didn’t truly love her? If there was some niggling doubt in your mind, that somehow the grass might be greener with me and that you could jump ship and switch to the older sister mid-game? I’d have walked away, and never looked back,’ she smiled, and then leaned forward, taking his hand in hers. ‘Attraction isn’t cheating, Cass. Lust isn’t cheating. Sex isn’t cheating. Dishonesty is cheating. No one is being dishonest.’ She breathed in and huffed, then leaned back against the headboard. ‘Marriage and monogamy are imagined orders, they’re .’

‘That sounds like a quote.’

‘Go ahead and fucking quote me then,’ she laughed.

‘Is this wrong?’

‘Have we lied? No. I’ve never pretended to you or Em that I don’t fancy you or that I don’t want to fuck you. It’s only wrong because our culture has decided it’s wrong. There’s nothing objectively wrong with sex for pleasure with whoever we want. It’s the cultural order that we’ve created that tells us it’s taboo. That forbids us to sleep with our neighbour's wife, or… our sister's husband.’

‘You’ve been thinking about this?’

She shrugged and looked down into her lap. ‘For years,’ she laughed. ‘It might be deemed wrong by others, but it felt right to me.’

‘Me too,’ he smiled and squeezed her fingers.

‘I think Em gets it too. At least I bloody hope she does.’

Cassian laughed, but he felt strange. He couldn’t shake the creeping feeling of guilt. As though this had been a test that he’d failed. 

Emilia wasn’t like that though, she was honest, she didn’t play games or trick him. She was amazing. Innocent in her own way, and pure. 

Somehow that made him feel worse.

‘I think she gets it more than we do,’ he said, smiling. ‘Well, more than I do at least.’

‘Do you need to go?’

He nodded.

‘Shame, I was hoping for round three.’

‘Raincheck?’

‘Deal.’

‘You got everything you need?’

Alice shrugged. ‘Oh, wait. Em said I could guess the code to your safe?’ she frowned, confused.

Cassian grinned as he stood up, nodding. ‘Did she now?’

‘Any clues?’

‘It won’t take you long to figure out.’

Alice stared blankly at him and then after a second or two of thought, she smiled and nodded.

‘I think I know.’

She slipped her bare legs out the side of the bed and pushed the covers aside, smiling at Cassian as she stood up naked in front of him, and then leaned in for a hug.

He hesitated, frozen in surprise and then wrapped his arms around her bare torso, pulling her in tight.

‘Thank you,’ she whispered in his ear, making the hairs on his neck stand on end. ‘Sure you don’t want to stay for round three? You could fuck my ass?’

Cassian closed his eyes, almost dizzy with sudden arousal. He took a deep breath and exhaled through pursed lips.

‘If I don’t leave now, I’ll miss my plane.’

Alice laughed. ‘Go,’ she said, pushing him away and turning him around. ‘Be with her, be with them. Give her my love.’

Cassian walked to the door and turned back, looking her up and down and shaking his head.

‘Stay safe, Alice. Call us if you need anything.’

‘I will.’

She winked as he shut the door, listening as he went down the stairs; the front door closing, the key in the lock, the car starting and reversing out onto the road. She huffed and turned to look at herself in the free-standing mirror, admiring the shape of her body, the imperfections, the curves, the bumps.

After a while, she turned and pulled open the cupboard door and knelt down to look more closely at the little safe. It had a red light next to a little keypad. She reached toward it and pressed the first button, then she tapped the next five numbers in quick succession.

The light went green.

‘Em, you little bitch.’

It was set to her date of birth.

‘I fucking love you,’ she laughed as she looked at the small pile of cash inside.




*







The airport was heaving with passengers and tourists as the trio made their way into the arrivals area. The drive had been as smooth and as fast as on the way out, but this time Emilia had felt a little more relaxed and safe. She’d sat up front with Mark whilst Amy had snoozed in the back and had found the experience surprisingly exciting and more than a little arousing.

By the time they’d arrived at the airport she’d decided she would be buying Cassian a racing car experience day for his birthday and booking a hotel for later that night.

She looked up at the arrivals board, searching for the flight number and the airport listing. Amy pointed up as she saw it flicker past.

‘There,’ she said. ‘AF1691. Landed ten minutes ago. He should be off the plane soon.’

Emilia smiled and did her best not to jump up and down on the spot. She’d missed him dearly, even it had only been for a couple of days. She wanted to hear his voice again and see his face. To kiss him and to hold him.

‘I’ll go get some coffees,’ said Mark.

‘Oh, could I have a decaf?’ she said quickly, touching his arm and smiling.

‘Me too,’ said Amy as Mark nodded and peeled off toward a busy cafe situated on the concourse. A tannoy sounded through the hangar-like space and a man spoke quickly in French and then again in accented English.

‘Please do not leave baggage unattended-‘.

Amy tuned out the noise and turned to Emilia, reaching for her hand and squeezing it.

‘You okay?’ she said.

She took her eyes away from the exit tunnel and nodded.

‘Isn’t it better that you don’t know?’ 

Emilia shrugged. ’I don’t think it matters. I’ll always love them both, who I am to tell them what they can and can’t do with their bodies?’

Amy shook her head, smiling in awe at her girlfriend. ‘I think you and the Dalai Lama would get along very well.’

Emilia laughed, but the truth was, she was conflicted. Last night everything had made sense but this morning she had been struggling to rationalise it. In her excitement and anticipation of spending the night with Mark and Amy, she had felt guilty about Cassian’s absence, and in her eagerness to please him, and her almost compulsive need to make her sister happy, she had not just agreed but actually seeded the idea of something that she was no longer sure she was comfortable with, and she had no one to blame but herself.

She hadn’t wanted to disappoint Amy or Mark, and she didn’t want to let Cassian down either. She had been so busy trying to make sure that everyone else was happy, that she hadn’t realised that she was actually being selfish. 

When she’d woken up this morning there was a part of her that had hoped to see a message from Cassian saying that he and Alice had slept apart and that he was looking forward to seeing her today.

Every now and again she would regain the rationality and composure she’d had last night. That strange and unconventional part of her that was not only okay with what might have happened between them but was positively encouraging it. It felt like the elusive feather that Amy had described some weeks back, that sense of enlightenment, of purity and emotional maturity, understanding and compassion.

She took a deep breath.

No matter what had happened, she would forgive him.

No. Forgive was the wrong word.

There was nothing to forgive. She had consented.

But she would move past it. She hoped. She would have to, it wouldn’t be fair on Mark and Amy to join them on their holiday and then ruin it with drama and upset.

She took a deep breath and turned back to the board. As she scanned it for Cassian’s flight her phone buzzed in the back pocket of her shorts. She reached around and pulled it out, expecting to see a message from Cassian letting her know he was waiting for his luggage or off the plane, but instead it was Alice. 

She froze.

Cassian was a gentleman. He wouldn’t kiss and tell. But Alice was as blunt as a sledgehammer.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

She had to read it, but it couldn’t have come at a worse time. 

She swiped.

Amy, still staring up the board, glanced sideways at the flurry of movement and saw a frown cross Emilia’s face as she began to read.




Shitting fuck Em. Your husband just got promoted from The Greek to The Greek GOD. His cock is like a magic fucking wand. I’ve never come that hard in my life. TWICE. You get this every NIGHT? We are doing this again. P.S. I love you so much, you are the best sister in the whole world and I will never stop loving you. P.P.S. You remember saying this was okay right? RIGHT? If not, this whole text is bullshit and I’m just talking bollocks. I stayed at Mum’s and we watched the Antiques Roadshow. It was shit xXx




She stared, open-mouthed at the words before her, and then she started to laugh.

Amy glanced back again at the sound and looked at her, confused and frowning.

‘What is it? Is it Cass?’

‘It’s Alice,’ said Emilia, shaking her head and giggling harder.

‘What did she say?’

She was laughing so hard now that tears were running down her face. She handed the phone to Amy who scanned it and then stifled a laugh too.

‘Oh my goodness, your sister is nuts.’

A flight of passengers were beginning to exit the arrival gates but it was too early to be Cassian’s, and Emilia was now almost bent over and it was beginning to draw attention. Amy took her arm and guided her away to a row of nearby seats, sitting her down next to an elderly French lady reading a newspaper called L’Humanite.

‘Are you okay?’ Amy said, kneeling down in front of her.

Emilia’s eyes were streaming with tears, but Amy could tell they were happy, not sad.

‘Yes,’ she said, nodding emphatically. ‘Is there something wrong with me?’

Amy shook her head slowly.

‘I’m just really happy for them. But that’s fucking weird right?’

The elderly lady looked sideways at them for a moment and then turned back to her paper.

‘No, you’re not weird. I think I get it. I love seeing you with Mark. When I see how happy you make him and how happy he makes you, it just fills me with this feeling of absolute joy. It’s so powerful that it’s almost addictive, I want to see more, to feel more and it’s because I love you and you love me and they love us. With your sister, that bond is even stronger. You want her to be happy and you want Cassian to be happy and the idea of them making each other happy, physically or emotionally, makes you happy.’

Emilia nodded and reached out her hands for Amy’s who clasped them together tightly across her knees.

‘I just, I love you all so much,’ she said, laughing through her tears. ‘But I don’t want to be a doormat either.’

’No one thinks that. We love you.’

‘But I should be angry, that’s what I’m supposed to feel, right? My husband fucked my sister last night. Twice, apparently. And any minute now he’s going to walk through that gate and I think I’m supposed to feel physically sick with jealously and rage but instead I’m so excited for them both that I’ve got butterflies in my stomach. What’s wrong with me?’

‘You want my advice?’ said the lady next to them, leaning in with a thick American accent, surprising them both. ‘Life’s too short to spend it miserable. Find your own happiness, and then do whatever is in your power to make other people happy. That’s all that matters. You kids sound like you got a good thing going on. Don’t let other people tell you what should and shouldn’t make you happy. Only you get to decide that.’

Emilia and Amy blinked at the woman, their mouths wide open.

‘Thank you,’ said Emilia after a moment.

‘You’re welcome, is that your husband?’ the woman pointed behind them to where Cassian stood, suitcase in his hand, frowning in confusion. 

They both stared and then a moment later they jumped up, running over towards him and wrapping their arms around him in their excitement. He lifted them up, one in each arm, embracing them tightly.

‘Hey pal,’ said Mark as he walked back over, carrying four coffees on a small tray. ‘Good to see you.’

Emilia kissed his face as he lowered her back down.

‘Alice told me,’ she whispered, grinning at him. ‘It’s okay.’

Cassian nodded and for a moment she thought she saw his eyes glisten and his throat bob as he took on what she’d said, but then it passed and he smiled with relief.

‘How was your flight?’ said Amy, stroking his hand in hers.

‘Good. Bit noisy, but smooth. There was a rowdy group of embarrassing Brits drinking heavily, but by the time we were halfway here they’d mostly passed out.’

‘Is that them?’ laughed Mark, pointing.

A group of around fifteen bedraggled and miserable-looking men and women were stumbling their way out through the doors, swearing and arguing with one another.

‘That’s them.’

‘Always a pleasure,’ said Mark, handing Cassian one of the coffees from the tray. ‘Milk and one sugar?’

He smiled and nodded. ‘Thanks, mate.’

‘The villa is beautiful,’ said Emilia, holding his hand as she tried not to jump up and down. ‘You’re going to love it.’

‘She’s right,’ said Amy. ‘It’s our own little paradise.’

‘Did you Christen it last night?’

Mark laughed, as Emilia looked down at the floor in shame.

‘Fuck yes,’ said Amy, holding up her hand for a high five from her husband, who nearly lost the balance of the coffee tray in doing so. ‘Mark managed a two for one.’

Cassian looked confused and Amy stopped and whispered into his ear as his eyes widened.

‘I think I have a lot to live up to,’ he said, laughing.

‘You better,’ said Amy. ‘If Alice has worn you out I’m gonna be pissed.’

Cassian looked stunned.

‘Emilia told us,’ she said. ‘You cheeky fucker.’

‘Shall we get cracking?’ said Mark as Cassian looked on, grateful for the change of conversation. ‘Maybe you can recharge your batteries on-route?’

‘Why?’

‘Because we’re all fucking in the pool when we get back,’ said Amy, laughing and walking ahead of them as Emilia burst into laughter.




*







Emilia stood naked on the warm tiles of the en-suite bathroom, the door back into their bedroom open wide with her suitcase exploded in the centre of the bed. She’d brought three different swimming costumes with her and she was struggling to decide which one to wear.

When they’d nervously agreed to meet Amy and Mark at the Aurora Spa back in Oxford, she’d taken her one-piece along and whilst it had a nostalgic value it wasn’t the most flattering compared to Amy’s stunning and simple two-piece that she’d worn that day. She smiled as she thought back to how beautiful she’d looked, elegant and bold, full of confidence and passion, with just a touch of vulnerability. It had reminded her of the fifties pin-up illustrations that she loved so much. Those voluptuous and curvy women, flaunting their sexuality, but still shy and human beneath their glossy veneer.

The one-piece was flattering, but it seemed less fun than her white two-piece string bikini. She stepped into the bottoms and drew them up to her waist, tying off one side into a neat little quick-release bow, as she struggled to stem the already rising feelings of arousal at the idea of the four of them swimming together in their own private pool.

She was still struggling with her emotions, but she was determined to put it all behind her now and focus on enjoying herself, not just for her sake but for all of them.

She picked up the bikini top and looped it over her head, tying the back string tight and pressing her curvy breasts together at the same time. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled as she tied her long, thick blonde hair into a quick ponytail.

She loved her body. It wasn’t perfect, but it was hers and she loved herself. It was something their mum had said often when they were little. The first person you should love is you. She turned, twisting her waist as she looked herself up and down.

This was the right one. 

The one-piece was too conservative for this afternoon. She wanted to wow Cassian and remind him of the woman he married. He may have fucked her sister last night, but he was going to make love with her today and that was all that mattered.

She also wanted Mark to untie her string and do her under the water of the pool as Cassian watched. Maybe both of her men at the same time again, like the first time they’d all been together.

She was getting too excited.

Her mind was like a rollercoaster. 

One step at a time.

She took a deep breath and bundled all of her clothes back into her suitcase, closing the lid and sliding it off the bed and back onto the floor. Despite her fastidious organisation at home, when she was on holiday she didn’t like to unpack, preferring instead to keep everything ready so she could leave at a moment’s notice. She didn’t really understand the compulsion and presumed it was related to her anxiety, but she had long ago accepted it, not daring to look too closely at the reasons, for fear of what she might find.

Standing up, she wrapped herself in a black lace sarong, and after another furtive glance in the mirror, she opened the door and stepped out onto the somewhat colder tiles of the corridor that ran through the centre of the villa.

She quickly found Cassian and Mark sharing a beer in the kitchen and as she walked in, she flicked her hair and swung her hips, enjoying the faces of both men as they were silenced by her entrance.

‘Hey,’ she said.

Mark coughed and then laughed, exhaling. ‘Hey, you look, erm...’

‘Like a Bond girl,’ finished Cassian, sipping his beer straight from the bottle.

She smiled and raised her eyebrows. ‘Thank you. Where’s Amy?’

‘Still getting ready,’ said Mark, grinning.

As soon as he spoke, Emilia heard a door close and Amy stepped in behind her a moment later.

She was struggling to take her eyes off the men, their abs and muscles on show, dressed only in their black swimming shorts, but she peeled her eyes away to glance sideways and grinned as she saw a flash of red.

Amy was wearing a new bikini. It was flame-coloured, with a gold ring that connected the separate triangles of her top, leaving a tantalising amount of cleavage on display which she couldn’t help looking at.

She looked stunning.

‘Shall we?’ she said, tipping her head sideways and then walking out of the room, followed by Emilia as the men’s eyes dropped.

Cassian downed his beer and almost slammed it onto the marble surface of the kitchen counter, then nodded, clapping his hands together as Mark grinned and winked, following them out.

The pool was almost cold as Emilia made her way down the steps and into the rippling, glistening water. She held tight onto Amy’s hand as it rose up closer and closer to her bikini bottom, making her feel dizzy and giddy, then as it became too much she let go and swam forward, submerging herself and pushing off into a gentle breaststroke toward the deep end. A moment later she heard Amy scream and then do the same, splashing behind her as she followed her in up to her neck. 

As she reached the far end, she turned and rested against the side, embracing the little redhead as she drew near and kissing her softly on the lips.

‘It’s colder than it looks,’ she said, laughing as they held each other and floated in a slow circle. 

Amy was about to respond when they heard running feet followed by the shadows of the two men leaping over their heads and crashing into the water, unleashing a tidal wave that splashed over and soaked the pair of them.

Cassian emerged first, slicking his hair back and wiping his eyes as he tread water, laughing and smiling at the shocked faces of his wife and her girlfriend. Mark emerged a few seconds later at the far end, having swum beneath the surface like a manta ray, gliding along the bottom of the pool before emerging into the sun, glistening with water droplets that seemed to roll off his skin in slow motion.

‘Fuck me,’ Emilia whispered under her breath.

Amy laughed. ‘I know right?’

‘Race you to the end,’ said Emilia suddenly, and immediately she kicked away from the wall and shot through the water at speed. A moment later, a startled Amy took off after her, giving chase.

‘Slow her down,’ she shouted to Cassian as she powered through the water. She laughed as he dipped under the surface and then leapt out like a shark, tackling his wife and dragging her down.

Amy shot by, with a clear run to the end but her victory was snatched when someone’s hand took hold of her ankle and pulled her backwards.

She struggled, laughing as Emilia wrestled her in the water, splashing and fighting, holding each other back. Then the two of them slowed down and kissed, standing in the shallow end, a few feet from their watching and smiling husbands.

Amy’s hands slid up Emilia’s wet back as the blonde girl’s tongue pressed between her lips, her fingers squeezing into the cheeks of her bottom as they moaned into each other.

They kissed and floated, pressing their bodies together tightly as their hands and fingers ran wild with a sudden and urgent passion. The men looked at one another and then moved closer, Mark sliding his hands around his wife as Cassian did the same to Emilia.

They both turned at their touch and swam into their arms, kissing them deeply, the two girls backs pressed together, their feet and toes touching and curling as they drifted along the bottom.

Emilia could feel Cassian’s relief, his bulging shorts pressing into her crotch as they embraced, the warm water lapping around them as they bobbed and floated.

As her husband's arms slid down her back towards her bottom, Amy’s hand intercepted it.

‘Not so fast, cowboy.’

Cassian frowned, looking over his wife’s shoulder as she turned her neck. 

‘I want to play a little game,’ said Amy. She raised her eyebrows and then lowered her hands beneath the waterline, sliding them down over her hips and hooking her fingers into her bikini bottoms. She tucked her legs up in the water and slipped them off, raising them out of the water on one finger.

‘Em?’ she said, nodding downwards at her crotch below the surface.

‘You want me to take mine off too?’ she said, shocked.

‘Get ‘em off,’ said Amy, grinning.

Emilia stared and shook her head in disbelief as she looked from Amy to Mark and then Cassian. The two men shrugged.

She turned back and mock rolled her eyes, then somewhat reluctantly followed suit, undoing the string bow at her hip and sliding them off.

‘Throw them to me,’ said Amy. ‘Mark, grab the two life rings.’

Mark frowned, pushing away and swimming over to the edge and then launching himself out of the pool in a torrent of water before unhooking each life ring and throwing them in. 

Amy grabbed the first and tied Emilia’s bottoms beneath it, hiding them as best as she could, and then she did the same with her own.

From the side, they were identical.

‘Ok, turn around,’ she said as Mark jumped back in. With them all facing away, she muddled them around to the stage where even she didn’t know whose was whose.

Finally, she swam them both to the far end of the pool and hooked them onto the side so they floated and stayed put against the wall, bobbing up and down gently.

‘Ok. This is a three-stage boys race to the finish. The first stage is press-ups. Fifty each.’

Mark laughed and looked at Cassian, who gave him his best, bring it on face.

‘Second stage is running, three laps of the garden,’ she nodded toward the patch of greenery adjacent to the pool.

‘Stage three is swimming. Three lengths each, but,’ she held up her hand and smiled. ‘You have to swim through both of our legs underwater, once per length.’

Emilia’s eyes grew wide and she covered her mouth and laughed.

‘Winner has their choice of life ring, and a chance to have your way with one of us. Right here. Right now. Runner up, gets the best consolation prize in the world.’

Emilia was now bright red and buzzing with excitement.

‘Fuck yes,’ said Cassian, swimming towards the side. ‘Let’s do this.’

Emilia watched as he climbed swiftly up and out onto the side, heading towards a wide flat area of grass. A moment later Mark joined him. She drifted over towards Amy and the two of them swam closer, laying their arms flat on the edge of the pool to watch.

Cassian knelt down first, followed a moment later by Mark, who looked over at him with a piercing gaze. 

‘Down we go,’ said Amy. ‘I’ll count for Mark, and Em will count for Cass.’

The two men dropped to the floor, arms in the ready position, poised with their backs straight, biceps bulging as they prepared for the challenge.

‘May the best man win,’ said Mark.

‘Oh, I will,’ laughed Cassian, winking.

‘Ready? Three, two, one. Go.’

Both of them dropped down simultaneously, noses touching the grass with each powerful dip.

‘One, two, three,’ shouted the girls in unison, yelling in their excitement.

Their strength was breathtaking and Emilia found it hard to concentrate, the idea that these two men were competing for their chance to make love to her and Amy was both primitive and utterly thrilling. 

After another few lifts, Cassian was beginning to feel the strain and for a brief flash, he glanced at Mark only to see absolute concentration on the man’s face. He was powering on, with ease.

The count began to diverge, with Emilia slowing down and dropping behind Amy.

‘Thirty-one, thirty-two,’ she said, each one slightly slower than the last as Amy continued on relentlessly following Mark’s steady pace.

As Amy approached the high forties, Cassian slowed right down and dropped to the floor with just eight to go as Mark leapt up to a cheer from his wife and began his first lap around the garden.

‘Come on Cass,’ said Emilia, laughing but rooting for him. ‘Don’t give up on me now.’

Her support spurred him on and he glanced at the pair of them, hanging onto the side of the pool, naked from their waists down and grinned.

He powered through the final seven and burst up with renewed energy.

Running was his forte.

He tore after Mark, adrenaline bursting through him as he skidded into the first corner and immediately picked up his pace again.

Emilia began to cheer, almost jumping out of the pool as he began to catch up with Mark’s steady, careful sprint.

As Cassian approached the second corner he skidded again but this time he lost his balance and slid down onto his side, losing valuable seconds as Mark tore on.

Back on his feet he scrambled forward into the second lap, struggling to maintain his grip and finally finding his pace again as Amy cheered Mark onward, jumping up and down in the water and proving to be quite a profound and beautiful distraction.

As the third lap commenced, Cassian was only a few feet behind Mark and the two girls shouted as he closed on him, now neck and neck as they headed towards the pool.

‘Oh shit,’ said Amy, grabbing Emilia’s arm and turning to face her in panic. ‘We need to be legs!’

Hurriedly as the two men dived in one after the other, the two girls swam to the middle and then stood like starfish under the water, laughing in fear as their husbands powered towards them.

Mark reached Amy first, squeezing through her little legs and pushing her up out of the water as he shot through, heading straight for Emilia next who squealed as he neared her, not even pausing to come up for breath. 

Amy managed to get back into position just as Cassian grabbed her lower leg and thrust himself through, spinning her around and sending her crashing under again.

Emilia screamed as the huge bulk of her husband threw her up and aside, splashing her down under the water and fighting to right herself before leaping back up and cheering them on.

She barely had any time to recover before Mark was on his way back, making a beeline for her bare legs again as Cassian tailed him only feet behind.

She braced herself as he slipped through, squealing as he shot beneath her, and then jumped slightly as Cassian glided under her, his shoulder accidentally teasing her naked lips.

She spun around to watch as Amy cowered before them, approaching almost level with one another, and then she burst into laughter, screaming as the three of them collided, dragging her under with them.

It was Mark who recovered first, bursting forward toward the far end as Amy exploded up and rubbed her eyes clear of the water.

‘Split!’ she shouted to Emilia. ‘They’re too close!’

Emilia swam to the right as Amy shot left and the two girls spread their legs again as the two men flipped underwater and powered back down the pool towards them.

They approached side by side. Neither of the girls was sure in all the excitement and chaos which was which. Both men squashed beneath them, low down as they almost hugged the floor of the pool and raced towards the finish.

The two girls spun to watch who would emerge first and they cheered as both men erupted from the water. But it was Mark who broke the surface in the right place, grabbing ahold of his life ring trophy and holding it aloft above his head as Cassian searched blindly for his own, finally turning and grabbing it before realising Mark had beaten him. 

Cassian threw himself backwards in defeat, slipping under the surface of the water as their wives cheered on, laughing in joy and clapping.

‘Who did you win?’ shouted Amy, glancing up at the ring he was still holding high in celebration. He looked up and unhooked the garment, then he winked at his wife and produced Emilia’s white string bikini bottoms.

Emilia immediately blushed and her stomach filled with butterflies beneath the water as she saw her swimwear and her modesty being proudly held in the handsome, soaking wet, muscle-bound man’s arms. 

Cassian resurfaced and looked across, bowing down to Mark as he grinned at his wife. After wiping his eyes clear he swam over to his friend, hand outstretched.

‘Well played, mate. Well played.’

‘Thanks, pal. I think it’s time to claim our prizes,’ he laughed and nodded towards the women.

Emilia bit her lip as Cassian glanced towards Amy. ‘You are the best consolation prize in the world,’ he said as he began to swim towards her. 

Mark watched for a moment and then set off towards Emilia, who was trying to stop herself from jumping out and running back inside. Cassian and she had made love on the side of a jacuzzi on their honeymoon, but she had never made love in a pool before. She’d never even been skinny dipping and the idea of it was suddenly incredibly intimidating, but she stayed put, grinning uncontrollably as Mark powered towards her. She reached out for him as he drew near and he scooped her up out of the water in both his arms, kissing her deeply as he swam her away.

A part of her was glad it was him and not Cassian. It was a part of her that she wasn’t ready to confront or understand yet, but as Mark carried her to the edge of the pool she looked back towards her own husband and smiled.

As Cassian approached, Amy swam away in a backwards crawl and up to the edge of the pool, turning at the last moment, her feet unable to touch the bottom as he floated in behind her. She flashed a grin as she felt the tip of his cock brush against her backside through his shorts, the material drifting across the top of her thighs.

His feet could touch the bottom here and he planted himself firmly behind her as he wrapped his arms around her waist and leaned around to kiss her lips and neck.

‘I’ve missed you,’ he whispered.

‘I’ve missed you too.’

His hands slipped further down and she felt his thumbs try to hook into the sides of her bikini bottoms, forgetting that they were still attached to the life ring floating around the pool. He laughed as he realised his mistake and she turned her head and raised her eyebrows at him, grinning.

A moment later she sensed him pulling down his swimshorts through the movement in the water. Then he floated closer, his cock pressing between her cheeks and sliding up and down against her forbidden hole, making her feel shameful with desire. 

Then he pushed up and forward and slipped inside her pussy.

She moaned as she braced one hand against the wall of the pool and slid the other around the back of his neck, pulling him closer to her as he kissed her. His cock throbbed inside of her as he slipped in and out and she gasped as his fingers slid between her legs and began to circle her clit.

It felt different underwater, it was slower and Cassian seemed to be going deeper, pushing gently against her g-spot, as though he was exploring her with each long and smooth thrust. 

It was heavenly. 

She looked across at her husband and Emilia, smiling as she watched them kissing whilst trying to keep her eyes open as the slowly building, intense pleasure inside of her grew.

Mark swooped Emilia up, hoisting her bodily out of the water and making her bite her own lip in response to his strength. He carried her along a few metres and then placed her down so she was sat on a submerged seat at the shallow end, just a few inches below the water level. 

From this vantage point, she could see Amy, pushed hard up against the side of the pool, Cassian behind her, embracing her tightly as they fucked.

The surface here was at hip height for Mark and he wasted no time parting her legs, sliding himself up and pressing just the tip of his cock against her bare pussy, hidden beneath the now warm water.

Emilia reached between her thighs and took hold of him, sliding him back and forth, up and down across her clit and then back to her opening where he pushed gently into her, just a little way, his eyes working their way up and down her wet and glistening body.

A naughty thought crossed her mind and she stole a glance across at Cassian and Amy and grinned. As much as she wanted Mark inside her, she wanted Cassian to reclaim her first, and yet she knew she wasn’t ready for that yet. Not yet.

As he pulled out of her again, Emilia slid him down further until he was pressed against her tight little rear entrance and then she smiled as his expression changed.

‘Are you sure?’ he said, his cock hardening as he spoke.

She nodded quickly, the now-familiar taboo sensation spreading out from her chest and her legs. Without hesitating Mark braced himself and then pushed and to Emilia’s surprise he slid in almost immediately, causing her to cry out involuntarily and throw her head back.

‘Oh fuck.’

‘Are you okay?’ he froze.

‘Uh-huh,’ her body shook as she exhaled. ‘Keep going.’

He did so, pushing slowly but firmly until he was fully inside her, then he waited again as she opened her eyes, a slow and soft moan escaping her lips.

She nodded for him to continue and he pulled out, just an inch, before thrusting himself back into her sweet forbidden hole as that incredible, unmistakable feeling of fullness made her body tremble with illicit pleasure.

She tilted her head back, her eyes closed, leaning onto the palms of her hands as her girlfriend’s husband’s thick girth stretched her and made her feel whole.

She jumped as his thumb began to circle her and grinned at him as the two sensations hit her at once, then she reached down and took his hand, moving it lower, just above where his cock was sliding back and forth, and pressed him between her lips, inviting him inside her lips as her own fingers began to press urgently against her clit.

His large hand parted her and he curled himself inside her warmth, pressing up against her g-spot as his cock throbbed and strained in her ass. 

Amy turned her head as Emilia moaned in pleasure and a moment later Cassian slipped out of her and spun her round, wrapping his arms around her waist and lifting her weightless body up as she wrapped her legs behind him. Then he swept her through the water until they were next to Emilia and Mark, sitting her down next to her girlfriend.

Emilia’s eyes fluttered and she glanced sideways, leaning slightly and reaching for Amy’s face, finding her lips as Mark continued to make love to her.

Amy’s hand slid down her chest, joining her fingers and sliding against her clit as Cassian took hold of her again and parted her thighs.

The water here was shallow and felt warmer than before as Cassian’s cock glided back inside her, and a moment later she felt Emilia’s fingers pressing against her sweet spot, their arms crossed as each other’s husband fucked them harder and harder.

Mark was close. Emilia knew now what it felt like before he came and it instantly brought her to the edge. 

It felt incredible.

Mark, inside her sweet forbidden canal, his fingers in her pussy curling against her g-spot as Amy circled her button. Cassian fucking her girlfriend, making her moan and throb and twitch and cry out.

She looked at her husband and found him smiling at her, his eyes beginning to roll into the back of his head as his muscles started to tighten and strain. Amy’s fingers sped up and her arm straightened as she felt Cassian’s cock throbbing and twisting as he prepared to fill her up.

‘I love you,’ she said to all of them, and then she looked at Mark and begged. ‘Come inside me.’

She cried out again as he grew within her and a moment later she shuddered and bent forward, looping her arms around his neck as they came together.

Even with the warmth of the pool water surrounding her, she could feel his love pumping into her, his arms wrapped tightly around her as his knees gave way.

She looked sideways as she orgasmed, trying to keep her eyes open and smiling at the sight of her husband unloading into Amy, thrusting forward over and over as he buckled and came. 

She loved seeing their faces, watching them pleasure each other. Seeing them kiss and embrace as they came down.

It was heaven.

It must have been that way last night, for him and for Alice.

It must have been beautiful.

Cassian lifted Amy’s limp and satisfied body down into the water and Mark did the same, carrying the pair of them deeper into the pool.

As they neared each other, Amy reached out and clung to them and together they floated in the shallow water, holding each other. Their eyes closed, their arms wrapped tightly around each other's wet bodies.

Together.

Blissfully happy.




*







Emilia lay on Cassian’s chest, sprawled across the bed in their little room, her hair wet and her skin still damp as they dried off together in the afternoon heat.

She was still wearing her bikini top, and as they’d stepped back inside she’d wrapped the little sarong back around her waist, but her bottoms were still floating around in the pool, attached to the abandoned life ring.

She laughed quietly to herself at the thought and Cassian squeezed her into him as she did so.

‘I love you,’ she said, turning to look up at him.

‘You are amazing,’ he said, quietly and kissed her on the forehead.

After all, making love together they had stepped out of the pool in the height of the mid-afternoon sun and headed back into the villa for some shade and a little time to unwind with a brief siesta.

It was the first time they had been truly alone since Emilia had left to board a plane with Mark and Amy the day before.

Her head was filled with questions, and a big part of her was too afraid to ask them. She didn’t want him to be dishonest, but she was afraid that by asking the things she felt compelled to know, he might feel the need to be untruthful, to avoid hurting her feelings. He was an honest man, she knew that, but perhaps it wasn’t fair to put him in that position?

Still, she had to know. It was part of her coming to terms with it.

‘How was it?’

Cassian looked down at her as he stroked her hair.

‘How was what?’

‘You know what I’m talking about.’

He hesitated, before nodding. ‘Alice.’

She laughed and nodded too. ‘Alice.’

‘Do you really want to know?’

‘She already gave me the highlights,’ she said, as she doodled shapes on his chest.

‘You spoke to her?’

‘No, she texted.’

‘What did she say?’

‘Your ego is already way too big, no chance I’m telling you.’

Cassian laughed. ‘It was nice,’ he said, after a while.

‘Nice?’

‘It didn’t feel wrong.’

She smiled and nodded.

‘Did you cuddle?’

‘Yes.’

‘Was she happy?’

‘Very.’

‘And you did it twice?’

‘Guess she mentioned that,’ he raised his eyebrows.

‘Emphatically, in capital letters in fact.’

Her husband laughed, shaking his head as he pressed his fingers into her skin, listening to her.

‘The words she used were His cock is like a magic fucking wand. I’ve never come that hard in my life.’

Cassian erupted into laughter at this, bolting upright in bed.

‘I knew I shouldn’t have told you,’ said Emilia, laying back on her pillow and covering her eyes with her hands.

‘Wow,’ said Cassian.

Emilia sat up and looked at him, her expression changing to a more serious one. She reached out for his hands and took them in hers.

‘She said she’d like to do it again. Is that something you’d like too?’

He nodded, somewhat hesitantly. ‘I love you,’ he said.

She smiled warmly and then leaned forward and pushed him down onto the bed with one hand, kissing him hard on the lips.

‘On one condition. You don’t get to excuse yourself from making love to me because you’re too tired from fucking her.’

She straddled his stomach, her naked torso tantalising visible through the sheer material of her sarong as she placed her hands on his chest. He surged at her touch, lifting her up off the bed and making her smile.

She reached behind herself and took his member in her fingers laying him flat against his own stomach, then as he settled back down she shifted backwards, sliding her lips slowly over the length of his hard cock, teasing him.

His cock pinned down, she slowly moved backwards and forwards, her wet pussy sliding up and down, over and around him as he held her waist and closed his eyes.

‘Where did you do it?’

‘Over the dining room table.’

‘Such a bitch,’ laughed Emilia, recalling her instructions last night. ‘Where else?’

‘Our bed.’

‘Did you bend her over?’ she let the tip of his cock slip into her for a moment.

‘Yeah.’

‘Did you spank her?’

Cassian nodded and moaned.

‘Did you fuck or make love?’

‘Both.’

‘Did you cum?’

‘Yes.’

‘Inside her?’

‘Yes.’

Emilia grinned and shook her head. ‘Naughty boy.’

Cassian watched as she slid her hands down between her thighs and began to touch herself, gyrating back and forth.

‘I love you,’ she said as she leaned back.

‘I love you too.’

She moved against him.

‘Do you love her?’

‘In a way.’

‘Good.’

Emilia breathed in and shook as her body tingled with illicit pleasure. She threw herself forward and kissed his lips. Then she reached between her legs, finding his cock and guiding him home.

His true home.

She moaned into his chest as he filled her up. She didn’t care if Amy and Mark heard her. This wasn’t about them, this was about her and Cassian.

Reconnecting.

Becoming whole again.

Being one.

His hands gripped her thighs as he strained and shook, smiling as she looked down to see his wide eyes, desperate not to come too fast. Desperate not to disappoint her. But she didn’t care.

It was as though all of her fears and all of her worries were fading away and becoming insignificant. Their love for each spread like a light, moving slowly but surely through a thick fog of darkness, dissipating it, parting it and pushing it back until there was nothing but bright sunshine and clarity and love.

He could never disappoint her.

She wanted him to be unable to hold back, to be bursting with desire for her and she could feel that he was.

She squeezed and thrust and bit her lip and caressed her own breast as his cock grew and then she felt herself rise up off the bed.

He groaned and their fingertips touched and their hands clasped together and he exploded and moaned out loud, his deep voice echoing into the villa.

Emilia closed her eyes, feeling each thrust and pulse as he spilled inside her.

He loved her.

He wanted her.

He always would.

Nothing else mattered.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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‘TIME TO GET up!’ boomed Mark voice through the door of the bedroom. ‘We’ve got a two-hour drive this morning and we’re leaving in thirty minutes, ready or not.’

Emilia’s eyes shot open and she blinked and yawned, untangling her naked body from Cassian’s.

‘Oh shit,’ she mumbled as she squinted at the clock on their side table. It was six-thirty in the morning.

‘Where are we going?’ groaned Cassian, his eyes still half-closed.

‘I don’t know,’ she sat upright and rubbed her face. ‘It’s a surprise, I guess?’

‘An early surprise.’

He reached out and pulled her back towards him, his large hands tight around her lithe waist. She giggled and screamed as he wrestled her, rolling into his arms as she fell onto the bed again.

‘I don’t think we have time,’ she said, kissing him on the lips.

‘What I have planned won’t take long.’

She laughed and pushed herself up and away. ‘Come on, we need to get a shower.’

‘Two birds one stone,’ said Cassian swinging his legs off the side and standing up. He turned around to reveal his rock solid member.

Emilia covered her mouth, looking down at it, then back up into his eyes. She chewed her lip and felt herself shake with excitement.

‘If you’re really quick?’

Cassian nodded with enthusiasm.

She leapt up off the bed and grabbed his hand in hers, tugging him towards the ensuite shower as she laughed.

She turned on the tap and screamed as cold water shot out, leaping back as Cassian followed her in, pushing her up against the wall, her ass facing him.

He parted her legs as the water warmed up, rivulets running down both of their bodies as steam began to rise up from the floor. Then he pushed inside her hard, thrusting her forward.

Quickly he pounded into her, holding her hip with one hand as the other pinned her arms in place above her head. She angled her bottom backwards, so he could thrust more easily, moaning as his thick hard cock slid in and out of her.

It felt urgent and raw, and though she knew it wasn’t true, it was as though he didn’t care about her pleasure, just his own desire to fill her with his seed, to claim her again and again. 

To make her his.

She felt him buckle and pulse and then he moaned deeply into her ear as he came, pressing his hard body against her as he kissed her over and over. Then he slipped out and smiled as he caught his breath.

She turned around, sensing the warmth of his love inside her as the shower continued to flow over them both, then she looped her arms under his and cocooned herself in him, relishing in the warmth and love of his body as he leaned into her.

After a few more moments, with Cassian regaining the strength in his legs, they stood up straight and looked at each other and smiled. They didn’t need to say anything, they both knew.

Emilia was first out, wrapped in a thick soft towel, tucked into the little gap between her breasts, her hair wet but already drying in the warmth of the morning.

‘What should we wear?’ she called out to Cassian as he dried off in the steamy little room.

‘I don’t know, maybe ask Mark?’

‘Mark?’ she called out.

‘You okay?’ said Amy, from outside in the corridor. ‘Can I come in?’

‘Yes of course.’

Amy pushed open the door and stepped inside. She was wearing a similar bikini to yesterday, but she’d added a pair of high waisted shorts to the ensemble and a sheer lace shawl. On her head, she wore a wide-brimmed hat with a flower pattern bow tied around the top. She looked amazing and Emilia smiled as she walked in.

‘That answers my question,’ she laughed.

‘What to wear?’

‘Yep.’

‘Mark wanted today to be a surprise but I don’t think he understands quite how women think yet.’

‘So, the beach?’

‘Not telling you.’

‘A little hint?’

‘This,’ she waved to her clothes. ‘Is all the clues you’re going to get.’

Cassian stepped out of the shower room naked and walked confidently across the room. Emilia giggled as Amy’s eyes looked straight down at his bare crotch.

‘Morning,’ she said, blushing a little. ‘Nice time in the shower?’

‘Great thanks,’ said Cass as he pulled on a pair of boxers.

‘So are we going rafting then?’ he said, looking at her and laughing.

‘How the fuck?’ she said, confused at his apparent prescience.

‘Wet bag,’ he pointed at the rolled over waterproof sack that Amy had stashed in the corridor behind her before coming in. She turned around and sighed.

‘You weren’t meant to see that.’

‘We can keep a secret.’

‘Rafting?’ said Emilia, a look of concern flashing across her face.

‘Kayaking, but that’s all I’m saying.’

‘Don’t worry,’ said Cassian, looking over at his wife. ‘You’ve been up and down the Cherwell plenty of times with Alice, it won’t be much different than that.’

‘Maybe a little different,’ winked Amy raising her eyebrows as she turned around. 

‘You should call Alice today too,’ he said as Amy left the room. He stepped into a pair of shorts and pulled them up and then reached for a thin button-up shirt, doing up just the lower two thirds, before pocketing his phone. Emilia was still standing in her towel, her mouth open.

‘Come on, Em. Let’s go!’

‘What? I’m not ready.’

‘Hurry up then!’

‘Are you kidding me? You wanted a quickie in the shower!’

‘And now I’m dressed and ready to go.’

‘You suck.’

‘I love you too.’
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The steps down to the gorge were uneven and sloped. They had been hewn into the rock face and gradually worn away by thousands of visitors over many years. At some point, someone had hammered large metal pins into the side of the cliff and strung a rope between them to create a safety bannister of sorts and it was to this that Emilia clung as she made her way down towards the river.

Mark was a few paces in front of her, dressed in cream khaki shorts and a light blue button-up shirt. Much to Emilia’s frustration, he seemed to take each step in his stride, turning occasionally to ensure that she was okay. 

Amy was a few steps behind her, chatting animatedly with Cassian as she concentrated on not stumbling and falling to her death in the ravine below.

As they rounded the corner she was relieved to see that they had finally reached the canyon base and the beauty of the shallow river that carved through it.

All of the kayaks were painted flame red and ice blue with a fiery pattern extending along the length of each. It reminded Emilia of the line drawings she used to paint over as a child, of dragon’s breathing fire onto old English castles.

The beach was shallow and thin and a wooden walkway extended along the shore with around ten boats, some single and some double, each one tied up to the wooden poles that jutted off the jetty. 

A young, stunningly pretty instructor bounded along the pier towards them as they stepped off the last part of the track and pressed their feet into the milky sand. She was dressed in a tiny two-piece red bikini that left very little to the imagination, surrounded by a sleek looking black life jacket which she’d half unzipped, making her breasts look like something out of a Jane Austen novel.

‘Salut,’ she said, brightly as she waved.

Emilia smiled at her enthusiasm and friendliness, waving back sweetly as the girl bounded and bounced up to them.

‘Mon Dieu, vous êtes tous si beaux,’ she said, admiring them all as they gathered.

‘Je suis désolé je ne comprends pas, je suis anglais,’ said Emilia with a sorrowful expression. 

‘She said, you’re all so beautiful,’ said Mark.

‘Tu parles français?’ said the girl, smiling at him in surprise and tilting her head to the side, her ponytail bouncing in the breeze.

‘Oui j'ai étudié à Paris,’ said Mark, smiling as the girl’s eyes widened.

‘Stop flirting, Mark, you’ve already got a wife and a girlfriend,’ said Amy, popping up behind them and grinning at the young girl. ‘Désolé, mon mari est un narcissique trop performant.’

Emilia didn’t have to translate the word narcissique and grinned as the cute girl laughed and clapped her hands together, jumping up and down and then looking across at the boats before continuing. ‘Ce n'est pas un problème, je m'appelle Celeste, es-tu excitée par ton aventure du matin?’

‘Her name is Celeste,’ translated Mark. ‘And she’s asking if we’re excited about our adventure this morning.’

Emilia nodded enthusiastically and clapped, and then felt a little silly as Celeste looked at her with wide eyes and a huge grin.

‘She’s so cute,’ said the little brunette in stuttered English. ‘Ok, il y a quelques règles à suivre.’

‘Down to business, here come the rules,’ said Mark.

‘Portez toujours votre gilet de sauvetage.’

‘Always wear your life jacket.’

‘Ne restez jamais debout dans votre kayak.’

‘Never stand up.’

‘Pas d'alcool.’

’No alcohol.’

‘Et restez à l'écart des rochers en surplomb.’

‘Erm, I think that was stay away from the rocks above your head?’

Celeste nodded and grinned, turning around and bending over for a little too long to collect two life jackets which she then passed to Emilia as Amy rolled her eyes.

Mark took one out of her hands and helped Emilia to put it on, zipping up the chest and tightening the side straps in place so it was secure. He then attached his own as Celeste checked Emilia’s, nodding with satisfaction.

The little French girl then collected another set for Amy and Cassian, passing them over as Mark stepped down towards the shoreline and stretched. The sunshine hadn’t yet reached into the gorge, but it was still warm down here in the shade. Amy couldn’t help noticing the instructor stealing glances at her husband as he peered downriver.

‘Lorsque vous arriverez au bout, un autre instructeur vous guidera,’ said Celeste as Amy and Cassian helped each other zip up.

Amy took over translation duties as Mark yawned. ’She said when we get to the other end someone will help guide us in.’

‘Votre trajet devrait durer environ deux heures, allez lentement et profitez de la vue.’

‘It should take us around two hours and we should go slowly and enjoy the views.’

‘Merci beaucoup, Celeste,’ said Emilia.

Mark turned around and delved into his pocket, then stepped toward the young girl, and handed her a fifty euro note with a wink.

‘Oh mon Dieu, si généreux. Thank you, thank you so much.’

‘Flirting again,’ said Amy, shaking her head and walking towards him, she stood on tiptoes and kissed him on the lips, her eyes admonishing him but her grin giving her amusement away.

Celeste laughed, a little embarrassed as she tucked the note into a waterproof pouch on her jacket. ‘Ces deux sont vos kayaks,’ she beckoned to them, pointing at a pair of red and blue two-seaters nearest to where they stood. ‘Qui va avec qui?’

‘Who do you want to go with?’ said Amy, turning to Emilia who shrugged.

Amy tilted her head to one side, thinking and then grabbed hold of Cassian’s hand and tugged him toward the blue boat. Emilia giggled as Cassian followed, turning to join Mark as he held out his hand to help her into their red one.

‘Oh, échange de femme,’ said Celeste, raising her eyebrows as Amy sat down in her seat in front of Cassian, her bottom between his legs.

‘Something like that,’ said Amy as she leaned back, turning and kissing Emilia’s husband before sitting back down and winking at the shocked Celeste who gasped, frozen in surprise. She looked to Mark to see his reaction and then laughed as he grinned back at her and shrugged.

‘Polyamour?’ she said, with wide eyes.

‘Something like that,’ said Amy again, smiling.

‘Ooh la la,’ said Celeste, fanning her face as she began to glow bright red.

Mark collected his oar, passing another to Emilia and then he started to slide the boat down into the water, pushing away from the shoreline.

Celeste called after them. ‘Have a wonderful time, thank you so much. Please, come back soon.’

Mark waved and began to paddle as Emilia did her best to steer. She looked back to see Cassian and Amy coming up beside them, gliding along through the water and smiling.

‘I think we made her day,’ said Emilia as they came up beside her.

‘I think she’d quite like to join us for a night,’ said Amy laughing.

‘I wouldn’t object,’ interjected Mark, dryly.

Amy mock scowled at him and splashed him with her oar.

‘Neither would I,’ whispered Emilia quietly, turning her head to the other two men as they laughed.

Amy’s mouth dropped open in shock.

‘Are we not enough for you Mrs Emilia Black?’

‘Ooh, you’ve been full named, she’s angry now,’ said Mark, guiding them gently around a bend in the gorge.

For a while they drifted along, paddling and chatting as the sun rose higher in the sky, enjoying the sights and sounds and the cool breeze as it swept along the water’s surface from behind, like a smooth hand helping them along.

After a while, the canyon opened up into a wide and shallow area, along one side of which was a beautiful waterfall that crashed down into the river from an overhang. It was stunning, like something seen only in nature documentaries.

Emilia stopped rowing, gently gliding along through the quiet waters as she looked up and around them. 

Ahead the river narrowed around a wide and flat beach of stones, along the edge of which sat a handful of people, some dressed in swimming costumes, others sunbathing topless. Beyond them the rock face was sheer, extending up two hundred feet or more and topped with a lush canopy of greenery. 

‘Shall we explore?’ said Mark.

Emilia nodded and together they began to row for the shoreline, followed by Amy and Cassian. As they approached Mark powered forward, driving the kayak onto the stony beach, then he stepped out and pushed until it was firmly lodged away from the water's edge. He stood up straight and offered Emilia his hand, helping her up and out of the little boat.

Cassian did the same, docking next to them and Mark offered his other hand to his wife, gently pulling her up and out until she was standing firmly on dry land.

The waterfall was sending a sheen of mist across the valley and the morning sun was creating a shimmering rainbow through it.

‘Can we try and get a photo of all of us?’ said Amy, reaching for her wet bag. She unclipped the waterproof sack and pulled out her phone as they all gathered around, then she flipped the camera to selfie mode as Emilia tucked in, the men standing behind the two girls and looking calmly into the camera.

‘Smile,’ she said as they all posed.

Satisfied, Amy palmed the phone, tucking it into the pocket of her life jacket and then turned to follow Mark as he made his way toward where the waterfall crashed into the river.

The mist was refreshing in the heat and Emilia understood why so many people were gathered here. With Amy and Mark ahead of them, and out of earshot, she turned to Cassian, taking hold of his hand as she spoke.

‘Have you heard from Alice?’

Cassian looked at her hesitantly and nodded.

‘Is she okay?’

‘She’s good, I think she quite likes staying at ours.’

Emilia grinned. ‘I bet she does. She’s probably sleeping in one of your shirts.’

Cassian leaned down and kissed her. ‘You should call her, talk to her.’

Emilia nodded. ‘I know, I will. It’s just…’

‘What?’

‘Nothing. It doesn’t matter. Is it okay if she stays with us?’ she said as he pulled away. ‘Until she gets something sorted?’

‘Of course,’ said Cassian, grinning and wiggling his eyebrows suggestively. 

Emilia shook her head laughing. ‘Not when I’m at home, okay? Do what you like with her when I’m out, but not when I’m at home. I’m sure you’d love to have us both at the same time, but that’s not happening.’

‘Disappointing,’ he said as he pulled her closer to him, her eyes widening as she felt how hard he was through his shorts. Emilia slid her hand between the two of them and squeezed his girth with her fingers, kissing him hard on the lips.

‘You’ll have to wait until later I’m afraid. Maybe you should join Mark for a cold shower,’ she said, nodding towards the muscle-bound man, standing waist-deep in the river beneath the torrent of water.

‘I might have to,’ said Cassian, looking down at the tent in his shorts. He rearranged himself and stepped back.

‘Shall we go and join them?’ she said.

‘You should call her.’

‘Why don’t we paddle the kayaks over?’ said Emilia, ignoring him. ‘Go pick them up?’

‘Ok,’ he said. ‘Let’s do it,’ 

Hand in hand they made their way back to where they’d left the boats, pushing them slowly over into the water before climbing on board, drifting in the gentle current. 

Emilia got control of hers and paddled over to where Mark and Amy were swimming, followed closely by Cassian. As they approached, Mark turned to watch, raising his hand up to shout.

‘Taxi.’

Emilia laughed and steered her way over, deftly navigating the current generated by the falling water. Mark steadied her as she drifted close and swung the boat around, then he reached out for Cassian’s oar, pulling both in tight on either side of him.

Amy gracefully slipped up and onto the front of Cassian’s, righting herself and then settling back down before Mark launched himself behind Emilia, balancing the boat again quickly and collecting his oar, before powering on.

Further up the river deepened and it became harder to see the bottom, either side becoming sheer cliff face. Emilia found it a little scary, and she tried a few times to touch the riverbed with her oar but was unable to do so, almost losing her balance in the process.

Although deep, it was still clear enough to see fish swimming beside them, some small and some large. Occasionally a big one would burst up from the darkness below and make a splash.

After another ten minutes, the river widened again and Emilia began to relax, pulling alongside the others and smiling peacefully as they drifted along. As they rounded the next corner, the tall cliffs gave way to the buildings of a town through which the gorge was carved.

They were tall and seemed to almost grow out of the top of the sheer walls, merged by greenery and the occasional sprouting tree. Above them people sat on the walls and balconies, looking down hundreds of feet into the river below. Emilia waved at a sweet little girl in a flowery dress, excitedly pointing at them as they sailed by. As she waved back, Emilia felt an intense and almost overwhelming sensation in her chest that she immediately tried to subdue. Moments later the girl drifted out of sight and Emilia looked away and ahead, sighing.

She couldn’t help it, she was starting to feel broody. She had been for a week or two now. She had tried to bury the feeling and there was a part of her that wondered if her behaviour over the last day had something to do with it all. 

Right now though, she needed to focus on the present. 

She wasn’t sure how to reconcile the idea of having children with the complex situation she now found herself in, but as much as she tried to deflect away from it, her mind and her ovaries were heading in that direction.

‘This is incredible,’ she said as she drew level with Amy, reaching out for her hand. They pulled the boats closer until they butted together and held tight as they lay back in each other’s husband’s laps, drifting along in the warm sun and the cool breeze.

Above them, a solitary bird circled in the sky, and the sun blazed down with a ferocious heat.

‘Do you remember what you said to me in the sauna that day, the night before we first made love? You asked me - What do we want?’ said Amy.

Emilia nodded, stroking Amy’s thumb and said, ‘For it to be nice.’

‘This is pretty nice isn’t it?’

‘It’s better than nice,’ she said. ‘It’s perfect.’
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Emilia pushed open the door to the cafe and stepped inside. The decor was rustic, with thick brick walls to keep the heat out during the summer and to provide insulation during the winter. Large support beams adorned the ceiling, and towards the back, the interior became more cave-like. The serving area had been carved out of the rock, the chisel marks still visible. Emilia wondered idly how long the building had been here.

It was busy, and there were only a few places to sit but within moments an old, bearded man approached them, dressed in a traditional French waiters outfit, complete with waistcoat despite the heart, to direct them to the last few available seats.

‘Suis-moi s'il te plait,’ he said in a thick accent, beckoning them to come with him.

Mark waved the ladies forward and they followed along, as each of them weaved their way through the other diners to the rear of the establishment.

After lounging in the baking midday sun for a little too long, they’d continued on down the meandering gorge, eventually arriving at a little town that bordered the river. Overhanging buildings, built into and above the rock face hung down from them, precarious and foreboding, as though they might tumble down at any moment. There they were greeted by another jacket bearing instructor, male this time, who gestured them over and guided them in, helping them out one by one and tying off the boats to the little jetty.

He explained in broken English that they had a couple of hours in the town to grab some lunch and cool off before the minibus would be ready to return them back to the start and to have a wonderful afternoon.

Together they had wandered up through the cobblestone streets, climbing the steep steps together, Amy and Emilia side by side as Mark and Cassian followed, looking out for a nice restaurant where they could all eat.

As they sat down around the table, Mark ordered them a bottle of wine and a basket of bread and the old waiter scurried away to retrieve both, smiling happily to himself.

‘My goodness,’ said Emilia. ‘That was amazing. I’ve never done anything like that before.’

Mark smiled and nodded. ‘I’m glad you enjoyed the surprise. I’ve been wanting to do it for some time. Back when I lived here, I travelled down to the Ardèche and spent a few days with a friend, paddling along the gorge there and camping beside the river. It’s similar to this one, although perhaps in some places even more dramatic.’

‘How does he have a story for almost everything?’ laughed Cassian. ‘I feel like I’ve barely lived and we’re only a few years apart.’

Mark laughed. ‘Stick with me mate and we’ll find plenty of adventures to go on together.’

‘I strongly suspect all of Mark’s friends he talks about are his ex-lovers,’ said Amy, raising her eyebrows at him accusingly. ‘And he seems to have an awful lot.’

Emilia giggled and covered her mouth.

As Amy was about to continue talking she stopped and frowned as Mark’s expression changed, a look of recognition crossing his face as he looked behind her, distracted by something. 

She turned around in her seat to see the girl from the dock, standing at the bar ordering a drink, still dressed in her tiny red bikini but now wrapped in a black sarong which barely reached below her pert little bottom. Her hair was down now and even Amy had to admit to herself that the sweet little French girl was extremely pretty.

Mark grinned and looked at his wife, as she shook her head. Emilia looked between them, confused at the sudden pause in the conversation, frowning at Cassian who shrugged. She turned in her seat and looked around and then smiled shyly as she saw the girl at the bar. She too now turned and grinned at Amy who rolled her eyes at them both as Cassian finally caught on.

‘Go on, invite her over,’ she said, with mock reluctance.

‘Celeste?’ called Mark from the table, raising his hand.

‘Of course, he remembers her name,’ said Amy, rolling her eyes.

The girl turned, confused but with an expression of excited anticipation, looking toward their table. She grinned widely as she saw the four of them and Amy noticed that for a moment she actually bounced on the spot. She hurriedly turned back to the bar and paid for her drink and then she quickly made her way over to their table.

‘Voulez-vous vous joindre à nous?’ said Mark, smiling warmly and standing up.

‘If that is okay?’ she said, looking at Amy for permission more than the others.

‘Please, we’d love you to join us,’ she said, relenting at last.

Mark pulled up another chair from a nearby table as Emilia and Amy shuffled apart to give her some room between them as she excitedly sat down, smiling at them all.

‘We can speak English,’ she said, nodding. ‘I like to practice.’

‘Have you finished for the day?’ asked Mark as he sat back down in his own chair.

‘Yes, my shift is over,’ she said in a subtle French accent. ‘It’s too hot for the boats to go out now, the Gorge goes to forty-eight degrees some days at this time of year, it’s too dangerous to work, so I break for the day and I have the afternoon off.’

‘How long have you done this?’ asked Amy.

‘It’s my third season,’ she smiled and then shrugged. ‘J'aime cela. It’s the best job.’

‘Where do you live?’

‘In the city, I have a little apartment that overlooks the water gardens.’

‘Sounds beautiful,’ said Emilia, who was clearly taken with the girl.

‘So… are you all together? Romantique?’

Amy smiled as Emilia blushed. Each of them looked at each other. They’d never considered themselves as being something that could be defined, but it was a question that had been hanging in all of their minds for some time. Now it was being asked and a mixture of reticence and anticipation murmured through the table.

‘Yes, we are,’ said Mark, confidently as the others smiled. 

‘Et toi aussi?’ she said, glancing between Mark and Cassian, who laughed.

‘Non, juste les filles.’

‘Ah, ok. So you échanger? Swap?‘

‘Oui,’ said Mark grinning as he looked at his wife. ‘Amy est ma femme,’ he said ‘My wife. And Emilia est la femme de Cassian.’

‘And you share?’

Cassian nodded.

‘That’s so nice, tu es très chanceux. Lucky.’ 

Celeste turned and looked at both the girls with a shy expression. 

‘And do you two? How do you say?’ she looked back at Mark. ‘Faites l'amour?’

‘Make love,’ said Mark.

‘Yes,’ she turned back. ‘Do you make love?’

‘We do,’ said Amy, taking Emilia’s hand and squeezing it.

‘That’s so beautiful. Girls are better à brouter le minou than boys,’ she giggled and turned a little red, pursing her lips.

Amy covered her mouth and laughed in shock as Emilia looked on confused.

‘What does that mean?’ she said, looking at Mark who shook his head, refusing to translate.

Amy leaned across Celeste and cupped a palm to her Emilia’s and whispered. ‘It’s slang, but it means eating pussy.’

Her eyes grew wide and she went bright red, looking shyly at Celeste who was laughing quietly, covering her mouth in shame.

‘How did you meet?’ she asked, still giggling.

‘It was at a masquerade ball,’ said Cassian.

Celeste looked at Amy, puzzled.

‘À un bal masqué,’ she said, making her hands into the rough shape of a mask and covering her eyes.

‘Ah oui,’ she nodded. ‘Excitant.’

‘Do you have a boyfriend or a girlfriend?’ asked Emilia, trying to hide her red cheeks but failing.

‘No,’ said the girl, nonchalantly. ‘I like to have fun though, with boys and girls.’

‘Did you grow up here?’

‘Yes, in the city with my mother,’ she said looking down. ‘She passed away two years ago now, so I live in her old apartment.’

‘Je suis désolé pour votre perte,’ said Mark, leaning forward and placing his hand on top of hers. Amy couldn’t help noticing that Celeste stroked his thumb as he did so.

‘What about you? Where in England are you from?’ she said, brightly, trying to move away from the topic.

‘We’re from Oxford.’

‘The Université?’

‘Yes the same place,’ said Cassian. As he spoke he felt his phone vibrate in his pocket and slipped it out, looking at the caller name. 

It was Alice.

He frowned and glanced up at Emilia, but she was beaming at Celeste, her eyes wide and enchanted by the little brunette beauty, so he stood up and made his excuses, heading toward the front of the cafe, swiping to answer as he weaved his way out so it didn’t go to voicemail before he had a chance to talk.

‘Hey Alice,’ he said as he stepped out onto the narrow cobbled street, walking over to a waist-high wall that overlooked the gorge below.

‘Hey,’ she said. ‘I wasn’t sure you’d answer.’

‘You okay?’

‘I’m okay, I was just thinking about you.’

Cassian smiled. ‘Were you thinking about my magic wand?’

‘She told you then,’ laughed Alice. ‘I guess there are no secrets between the three of us anymore.’

‘I guess not.’

‘Is she okay?’

‘She’s great, more than great. It’s beautiful out here. You should come with us sometime.’

‘You’d love that wouldn’t you?’

Cassian laughed, turning around to face the cafe. Inside he could see Emilia laughing at something Celeste had said, touching the girl's arm with her soft fingers.

‘When are you guys back?’

‘Saturday.’

‘I miss you.’

‘We miss you too.’

‘We?’

‘Alice,’ said Cassian, warning her.

‘I’m sorry, I know. It’s just, the other night was amazing.’

‘I know.’

‘Did she say anything yet?’

Cassian hesitated, wanting to tell her how Emilia felt, but it didn’t seem right coming from him. ‘Yes, but it’s best if you hear it from her.’

‘Ok. I’m sorry.’

For a moment they both enjoyed a comfortable silence, Cassian smiling as he listened to her breathe. ‘It was amazing,’ he said finally.

‘Can we do it again?’

He paused as he thought, turning back around and away from his wife. He looked out over the river. The beauty of the rocks and the trees and the blue flowing water down below was mesmerising. He watched, fixated as a bird dived down to the surface hundreds of feet below and plucked a small fish out using its beak, soaring back up high before disappearing into the thicket of foliage.

‘Yes,’ he said, finally.

Alice said nothing, but he could hear her relief, as though she was smiling down the phone.

‘How’s the house?’ he said, changing the conversation.

‘Good, but your cat is a nuisance.’

‘We don’t have a cat.’

Alice said nothing for a moment. ‘Then the wild cat that has invaded your house is a nuisance.’

‘So it’s going well?’ laughed Cassian.

‘Peachy.’

‘I love her,’ said Cassian, suddenly.

‘I know you do.’

‘And I love you.’

‘I know you do, and you can make me happy by repeating the other night once in a while. As long as it’s okay with Em. That’s all I want.’

‘I want that too.’

For another few moments, they listened to each other breathing, until Cassian broke the quiet.

‘I better leave you and the wild cat to it.’

‘I miss you both,’ said Alice.

Cassian turned back at last, looking in toward his wife. She had shifted even closer to the little French girl who was talking to her animatedly.

‘We miss you too.’

‘See ya, Mr Wizard.’

‘See you, Alice.’

He felt guilty somehow. Despite Emilia’s approval, something didn’t feel right, but at the same time, it was what he wanted. But there was no way this could ever move forward without her.

He loved her more than anything. More than life itself.

He had to know she meant what she was saying, but he wasn’t sure how to go about getting that kind of reassurance. Perhaps he just had to take her word for it?

He crossed the street, dodging a fast-moving moped, then ducked back into the cafe, his phone still held tight in his palm.

As he made his way back to the table, Emilia turned to look at him and smiled broadly, beckoning him over with excitement in her eyes.

‘Celeste has invited us out tonight,’ she said, bouncing in her chair.

The young French girl turned in her seat, looking up at him with wide eyes.

‘On peut aller danser. Dancing? Mark already paid for our drinks,’ she said laughing in his direction and shrugging.

‘Just the two of you?’ said Cassian.

Amy looked at Emilia and Celeste who both smiled enthusiastically and nodded. ‘We’d like that.’

‘Ok, let’s do it,’ said Amy as she raised her eyebrows at Mark.

‘Fine by me. Is that okay with you, Cass?’ 

‘Of course, you and I can have a few beers back at the villa.’

‘Should we meet you somewhere?’ said Amy, turning to Celeste.

‘It’s a place called Badaboom,’ she said, standing up to leave. ‘At ten?’

‘We’ll be there.’

‘I’m so excited, à bientôt.’

She leaned forward and kissed Emilia three times on her cheeks and then did the same to Amy. Then she turned and winked at Mark, holding up the fifty euro note he gave her earlier and flexing it.

‘Maybe after the dancing, I can see you again? And your friend?’ she raised her eyebrows, then turned around, walking away and swaying her hips as they all watched, open-mouthed.

‘Ok,’ said Amy, grinning at Mark once their new friend was out of earshot. ‘Maybe you were right.’

He laughed and winked at her.

‘She’s lovely,’ said Emilia, watching as the girl left, bouncing out into the street.

She was more than lovely, thought Emilia to herself.

Just like Amy, she was something special.

Cassian glanced down at his phone again, then slipped it back into his pocket.




*










As the taxi drew to a halt outside the club, Emilia peered out of the window excitedly looking for Celeste whilst Amy slipped the driver his fare.

The queue stretched beyond the corner, as they both stepped out onto the curb. The end was out of sight, wrapping around the side of the old building and disappearing into a side alley. 

Amy had chosen to wear a loose beach dress that flowed smoothly around her thighs as she walked, with a lace back that drew together like a corset.

Emilia on the other hand had chosen a little red dress with a cross over strap that wrapped up from her waist and around her neck in a loose bundle of material, revealing a little round circle of under cleavage which she was feeling rather self-conscious about.

Amy looked up and down the breadth of the mass of people and then spied their new friend’s now familiar face waving back at them from near to the front, beckoning to them both to come and join her.

Emilia frowned as Amy reached out. ‘I can see her, let’s go.’

‘Shouldn’t we join the back of the queue?’

‘I think it’s okay,’ she laughed. ‘Come on.’

Emilia looked at Celeste as Amy dragged her forward and saw that she was shaking her head, giggling at her reticence. As they approached she opened her arms wide to embrace them. ‘You English, you love queueing. It’s so cute.’

She gently reached out and touched her waist, then kissed Emilia three times on her cheeks, deepening her blush with each peck, and a moment later she extended the same courtesy to Amy.

As she stepped back, Emilia couldn’t help looking her up and down. She was wearing a stunning little zip-up black dress with a lattice chest and spaghetti straps, revealing a tantalising glimpse of her ample cleavage, the sight of which made her heart thump a little faster in her already anxious chest.

‘Have you been here long?’ asked Amy over the noise of the crowd

She shrugged. ‘Un quart d'heure?’

‘Is this your favourite discothèque?’ said Emilia, looking up at the baroque exterior as she tried to calm herself down. She hadn’t been clubbing in almost five years and the mass of people was making her nervous.

‘This place is le meilleur, you’ll see,’ she winked as the crowd began to move forward.

Inside, the venue was a heaving mass of sweat and flesh. Emilia could feel the bass in her chest as she followed Amy and Celeste through the throng of young people.

The music was ear-splitting. Her chest pounded with each thump of the bass line as she felt it vibrating up through the floor. At the far end stood six, ten-foot-tall speakers, behind and above which was a rig of scaffolding that extended high into the rafters of what appeared to have once been a magnificent auditorium or theatre. The original Art Deco furnishings were still visible, juxtaposed now with modern and minimalist modifications to the original facade.

Dry ice drifted in a layer around her knees as sprays of mist from jets situated on joists throughout the dance floor doused the assembled revellers, keeping them cool in the deep heat of the Mediterranean summer.

As the crowd thickened she reached out and took hold of Amy’s hand, the touch of her skin making her heart pound louder than the beat as they slid their fingers together. She was often too self-conscious to hold Amy’s hand in public, but somehow it seemed okay whilst they were hidden amongst the hundreds of revellers. Slowly they made their way through the crowd, pushing and jostling as they edged towards the bar, led by the graceful hips of their new friend Celeste. 

Emilia watched in awe as she forged her way through to the front, twisting around and beneath people almost twice her size and stature without so much as raising an eyebrow through a deft mixture of guile and charm.

‘What would you like to drink?’ she shouted over the noise.

‘Strawberry Daiquiri?’ said Emilia.

‘Mojito?’ said Amy.

‘Cuban, nice,’ Celeste nodded her approval and Emilia flushed in relief, a brief excited smile crossing her lips as the French girl grinned at them both. ‘I think I’ll join you and have a Mojito too.’

She turned around and waved, immediately catching the eye of a tall, sweaty and incredibly gorgeous bartender who leaned across the counter, placing his face flirtatiously close to hers. She spoke into his ear, slowly and carefully, grinning as he turned to face her, then he winked and threw himself backwards, swinging into action.

‘What did you say to him?’ said Amy, placing her hand in the small of Celeste’s exposed back.

’What he wanted to hear,’ she replied, grinning.

A moment later there was a flurry of movement and the man slid one tall red cocktail and two small blue one’s across the bar. As Amy waved the money at him, he grinned and winked, glancing from Celeste to Emilia and making her blush as his eyes met hers, then he turned away to the next customer without so much as another glance.

‘Doit être gratuit?’ she said, collecting all three drinks and passing them back to the girls.

Amy led the way back out, moving away from the bar and toward a seating area with tall seats and tall tables. They found one a little way from the dance floor, loud enough to enjoy the music but quiet enough to hear their own voices.

‘So how long have you lived in the city, Celeste?’

‘I was born here, in fact, my mother gave birth to me in the apartment I live in now,’ she laughed as she sipped her drink.

‘Really? Gosh,’ said Emilia.

’So, I’ve lived here all my life,’ she shrugged. ‘I love it.’

‘It’s such a beautiful city,’ smiled Amy.

‘Now come on,’ said Celeste, leaning forward excitedly. ‘How does it work with you guys? Do you live together? Are you in love?’

Emilia blushed again and glanced at Amy who laughed. 

‘We don’t live together, no. We met just over two months ago.’

‘Two months?’ she said in shock. ‘It seems like you’ve known each other forever.’

Amy smiled and nodded. ‘It feels like that to me too.’

‘So you’re in love then?’

Emilia laughed and looked away.

‘Have you told each other?’ she asked, grinning back and forth between them.

Emilia nodded and bit her lip, looking across at Amy and blushing.

‘You have!’ laughed Celeste. ‘You guys are so adorable.’

‘We have,’ conceded Amy, smiling at her.

‘Is the sex really hot?’ she whispered, laughing. ‘I bet it is.’

‘So fucking hot,’ laughed Amy, as Emilia squirmed. ‘Em is really dirty.’

‘Is she?’ laughed Celeste, turning to face her as she tried to sink into her seat. ‘I thought she would be, the innocent ones are always the dirtiest, you know?’

‘The first time we had sex,’ said Amy, getting closer to Celeste as Emilia’s eyes widened. ‘She took both our husbands at the same time, one in her pussy, the other in her ass.’

Celeste’s eyes grew wide as she turned back to Emilia.

‘Is that so?’

‘I hate you,’ said Emilia, smirking as her face glowed.

‘It’s true, wow! I’ve never done that before,’ she leaned forward. ‘What was it like?’

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Emilia, hiding her face and laughing. ‘Can’t we talk about something else?’

Celeste laughed and turned back to Amy. ‘I think we’ve broken her.’

‘I think we have,’ she smiled, trying to catch her eye behind her fingers before relenting. ‘Maybe we should talk about something else.’

Emilia nodded and slowly reappeared, smoothing the edges of her skirt and adjusting herself before making eye contact with Celeste who burst into laughter again.

‘I hate you both.’

‘Je suis désolé,’ she said, bowing her head.

‘Me too,’ said Amy, winking. ‘So come one, change of topic, why don’t you tell us about the book you’re reading Em?’

Emilia blushed again and glared back at her girlfriend, scowling at her. ‘Do you really want to know? Or do you just want to be mean and make me feel awkward again?’

‘I really want to know,’ she said, propping herself forward on her elbows. ‘Honestly, I do.’

Emilia looked at her, glaring into her eyes, probing her, before giving in and then smiling faintly. ‘I’ll tell you a bit about the first one,’ she said, trying to hold back her obvious passion. ‘But not the second. It would spoil too much and I really want you to read it.’

‘Go on,’ said Amy, as she smiled at Emilia’s excitement.

‘What book is this?’ said Celeste, looking confused and turning her head back and forth between them.

‘The Paramour,’ said Amy. ‘It’s a naughty book series.’

‘Naughty?’

‘Full of sex,’ laughed Amy.

‘Oh, nice,’ she giggled and turned to Emilia, who was squirming in her seat.

‘Ok. So, the husband of Lady Victoria Rosewood is murdered by someone, but we don’t know who. Her sister-in-law, who happens to be the Duchess of Kilburn-‘.

‘Of course,’ laughed her girlfriend.

‘Of course,’ she nodded, grinning. ‘Well she, and her notorious and intimidating husband the Duke, invite her to stay with them in the highlands of Scotland for a few weeks to allow her time to grieve away from the London press, whilst also offering to help her investigate her late husband’s murder.’

’Intriguing,’ said Amy. ‘So when do they all start shagging?’

Emilia laughed and blushed. ‘It doesn’t take long,’ she said, screwing up her face. ‘But it’s nice though, it’s kind. It’s not porn.’

‘It’s not porn,’ laughed Amy. ‘What a recommendation.’

‘Is this La Maîtresse?’ said Celeste, suddenly.

‘Maybe?’ said Emilia, looking across at her. She found it hard to keep her eyes from glancing down at the open lattice top and the barely concealed curves of the girl’s ample chest.

‘It sounds le même, the same,’ she nodded.

‘Have you read it?’

‘Many times,’ she laughed. ‘It’s very naughty. What else do you both like to read?’

Amy looked away, thinking, then she turned back with a cheeky smile on her face. ‘I really like horror.’

‘Horror? Why?’ said Emilia.

‘I like being scared.’

‘Is that why I’m still having nightmares about our first date?’

‘I’m not sure that was our first date,’ laughed Amy.

‘Whatever it was, every time I look out of a darkened window I half expect Annie, the animatronic porcelain doll to be staring back at me, her eye sockets melting in flames.’

‘What happened on your first date?’ said Celeste, looking concerned.

‘Amy took us to an, erm… escape room?’

‘Where you have to do the puzzles?’

‘That’s it, but this one was haunted by the ghost of a little girl and her creepy possessed doll, Annie. I performed my first exorcism that night and I was not expecting that.’

Amy was now laughing so hard she was almost crying.

‘I’m so sorry,’ she said, wiping tears away from her eyes.

‘So what makes you like being scared?’ said Celeste, turning to face her.

‘I don’t know,’ she waved her hands across her face, trying to calm herself down. ‘It’s kind of sexy though isn’t it? The feeling of being scared? It’s arousing.’

‘Yes, I get that,’ said Celeste, grinning and nodding.

‘No,’ said Emilia. ‘It is not.’

‘It is,’ insisted Amy. ‘Not actual fear, but the idea of fear. Safe fear. Have you ever been to one of those Halloween Haunt events? With the actors and the sets?’

‘No,’ said Emilia, emphatically.

‘It’s amazing, you should come with us this year.’

‘Oh good grief, no chance. I would actually pee myself.’

Amy laughed again, covering her mouth in embarrassment as Celeste laughed too. ‘Yeah, I did that two years ago.’

‘Seriously?’

‘Just a little bit,’ said Amy, holding up her fingers an inch apart.

‘You’re not convincing me.’

‘In that kind of scenario though, it’s scary, really scary, but you’re not actually in danger. Not real danger. But afterwards? Oh my goodness, I get so horny.’

Emilia grinned as Celeste nodded knowingly.

‘Last year?’ she continued. ‘We fucked in the back of the car.’

‘I’m a little more intrigued.’

The music changed tempo and seemed to rise in volume as a recognisable tune began to play. A huge cheer from the crowd rumbled through the arena and various groups of partygoers began to make their way to the dance floor.

Amy took a big swig of her Mojito as she giggled. ‘So, did you manage to talk to Cass?’ 

‘Cass is your husband, right?’ said Celeste turning back to Emilia.

She nodded, and grinned, looking down into her drink and swirling the liquid around with the little cocktail umbrella.

‘I take it you reconnected too then?’ laughed Amy, before turning to Celeste with a wink. ‘Baiser.’

Emilia’s grin widened as the French girl nodded knowingly.

‘We did. Twice.’

Amy put her hand up for a high five. ‘The man’s a machine. That’s three girls, five times, in just over twenty-four hours?’

She shrugged, the daiquiri beginning to go to her head. ‘Fresh pussy.’

‘Emilia,’ Amy’s face was a picture of shock.

‘One drink and I’m little Miss Potty Mouth.’

‘Wait, three girls?’ interrupted Celeste, suddenly very excited. ‘Who else is a part of your little ménage? Do you play with others too?’

Emilia looked down again, embarrassed and after a moment, Amy took over. ‘Cassian slept with Emilia‘s sœur last night.’

‘Your sister?’ she said, a look of shock on her face.

She nodded and then shrugged, struggling to find the right words, then she laughed. ’In his defence. She’s really fucking hot. I’d fuck her, you know… if she wasn’t my sister… and if had a cock.’

‘You’re okay with this?’

‘I think so, it’s just sex,’ she shrugged.

Celeste nodded for a while, as though she was processing this turn of events. ‘You ever been fucked with a strap on?’ she said suddenly.

Emilia blushed and burst into laughter at the tangent, shaking her head. ‘No, I haven’t. But we should try that,’ she said glancing at Amy who grinned and then surprisingly blushed, looking away.

‘It’s strange,’ continued Celeste. ‘It’s not like an actual cock, you don’t feel like you’re being fucked by a man. It’s not a, um, a remplacer? Replace?’

‘Substitute?’ said Amy, feeling more than a little turned on now.

‘Merci. It’s not like that. It’s just firmer, and stronger. And wearing it is fun too, you feel puissante. Powerful.’

‘Maybe you could demonstrate it to us?’ said Emilia, looking at Celeste for a little too long.

‘Good grief, Em,’ said Amy, interrupting their gaze. ‘One drink and you become a sex fiend. What happens if you have two?’

‘I don’t know I’ve never had two in the same night,’ she laughed, raising her eyebrows and taking another sip.

‘More drinks please waiter!’ shouted Amy to no one in particular. ‘Seriously though, how does Cass have the stamina? I don’t think Mark could manage that.’

Emilia shrugged as she took another swig. ‘He hasn’t met my sister… yet.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ Amy shook her head as she giggled and swigged a final gulp of her Mojito.

‘Another drink?’ Celeste reached for her empty glass and then looked to Emilia who grinned and swallowed the rest of hers.

’Are you trying to get us drunk, Celeste?’ she said, dabbing at her lips.

‘Yes, I am,’ she winked and plucked the glass from the table before jumping down from the little stool and wiggling her hips as she began to walk away. Both Emilia and Amy watched her as she disappeared into the crowd, before turning back to one another and grinning.

‘She’s so hot,’ said Emilia, grinning and biting her lip before reaching out for Amy’s hand, then hesitating and pulling it back. ‘Do you think-‘

‘Yes, definitely,’ said Amy, interrupting.

Emilia nodded as her grin exploded into a blushing smile.

‘Do you think she wants to?’

‘I have no idea, but I am so up for finding out.’

Emilia laughed as Amy reached out for her hand, gesturing for them, but Emilia kept them in her lap.

‘I love you,’ she said.

‘I know.’

Amy frowned and pulled her hands away, then twisted in her seat to look for Celeste at the bar. Unable to see her, she turned back. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘Nothing.’

‘Bullshit, you can’t stop touching me when we’re alone but you hesitate to take my hands now?’

Emilia looked down, ashamed. ‘I just feel nervous about being out in public.’

‘Why?’

‘I don’t know, I just don’t want people judging us.’

‘What does that even mean?’

‘I don’t know, people looking at us and thinking badly?’

‘Does it matter? What do they know? They don’t know us, they can’t make that judgement.’

‘I guess not.’

‘Do you think Celeste cares?’

Emilia shook her head. ‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘I’m not offended, I just don’t want you feeling ashamed. You’ve got nothing to be ashamed of.’

Emilia looked up at her and nodded, taking a deep breath. ‘Thank you.’

Amy smiled and reached out for her hands again, making Emilia smile. She reached out for them and took them, but she couldn’t help glancing around her.

‘On another serious note,’ said Amy, flicking her eyebrows. ‘You and Cass reconnected, and you’ve talked, but is everything okay? I know you’ve rationalised all this, but if you’re just burying it all away somewhere then that’s not healthy. Have you spoken to Alice yet?’

Emilia blinked at Amy, and as she went to answer she faltered and stopped, looking down at the table and frowning before answering properly. ‘I’ve been back and forth in my head about this all week and I’ve come to three conclusions,’ she held up three digits dramatically in front of her. ‘And they are... drumroll please.’

Amy laughed and began to drum her fingers on the table.

‘I love Cass. He’s my rock. He might get worn away over time, but he’s dependable and solid and unmovable. Even if I wanted to, I don’t think I could get rid of him.’

Amy nodded. ‘Solid reasoning. So does that make me your rack?’ she squished her breasts together and then continued the drumroll. ‘Ba-dum-tish!’

Emilia shook her head, giggling at her girlfriend’s awful joke before continuing.

‘And I love Alice. She’s the greatest gift my parents ever gave me and every day, all I want to do is live up to that ideal for her.’

Amy nodded and stopped drumming as Emilia’s eyes fixed on her.

‘And I love you. It turns out the man of my dreams is a girl. My Prince Charming is a princess. I want to be yours as much as I want you to be mine,’ she reached out and took hold of Amy’s hands again, confidently this time, squeezing them into her own. ‘You make me so ridiculously, deliriously happy and all I want to do when I’m not around you is be around you, and when I am around you all I want to do is really, really rude things with you.’

Amy burst into laughter, drawing the attention of a nearby group of men and women. She glanced at them as they returned to their conversation and then looked back at Emilia, smiling.

‘Have you called Alice yet?’

Emilia shook her head and Amy frowned as she flushed white.

‘Still not ready?’

Emilia let go of her hands as she saw Celeste returning with another round of drinks.

‘I had to pay for these ones,’ she laughed and shrugged. ‘Different boy. What did I miss?’

Amy glanced at Emilia and grinned, and then laughed as her girlfriend shook her head in panic, blushing. She turned her head on her side then raised her eyebrows and opened her mouth to speak, but then to her surprise, Emilia interrupted her.

‘I was just telling Amy, about how much I want to kiss you.’

Amy’s mouth fell open as Emilia smiled coyly and sipped her new drink.

Celeste smiled at her and laughed, not breaking eye contact. She slowly ran the tip of her tongue along the edge of her lip, before biting it and nodding. Then she turned to Amy.

‘And what about you? Do you want to kiss me too?’

Amy froze. This wasn’t how it usually went. She was normally in charge. She was the bold one, the cheeky one, the rude one. This wasn’t normal.

She liked it.

‘Maybe,’ she said.

‘Maybe? Or fuck yes?’

Amy jumped as she felt Celeste’s fingers sliding up her inner thigh. Her knickers were already wet from all the flirting, but now they were soaked.

‘Come on,’ she said suddenly. She grabbed her drink and knocked it back. ‘Let’s dance.’

She stood up grinning and beckoned to Celeste and Emilia, reaching forward to take their hands as they both nodded and hurriedly finished their glasses. Together they weaved their way back through the tables towards the dance floor via a short set of illuminated stairs. 

Emilia had assumed they would find a little spot near the edge but it seemed Amy had other ideas, dragging them into the centre of the heaving mass of bodies, stopping suddenly and turning around.

Emilia fell into her, and the three of them laughed as they steadied each other, jostled by the hundreds of other dancers all around them. For several songs they all danced and jumped, gyrated and pounded their feet along to the music, laughing and smiling with others as they twisted and turned, but as they continued the room seemed to get smaller and smaller, and more intimate and private. Each of them stealing naughty glances at each other, tantalising glimpses of smooth skin and supple curves.

Emilia’s whole body tingled as Celeste’s hands touched her hips and she closed her eyes as their new friend's smooth thigh slid between her legs and pressed against her as she moved to the music. Amy slipped her hands around Emilia’s waist from behind and she, in turn, draped hers over Celeste’s shoulders as each of them slowed down, swaying to the tune. They shuffled closer, grinding gently into one another. 

It was something they weren’t consciously trying to achieve, but gradually a small circle opened up around the three of them, a circle that no one else seemed able to enter and somehow it felt completely natural.

Sweating, caressing, touching.

Skin on skin.

Hips on hips.

As they got closer and more intimate, the music seemed to fade away and become background noise. It was as though the shades were coming down on the world, fading everything out until it was just the three of them, pressing their bodies together with passion and urgency.

Emilia paled as she looked into Celeste’s eyes, stealing a glance down at her glistening lips. Then she felt herself going weak at the knees as Amy kissed her neck, smiling and closing her eyes as Celeste’s fingers tucked her hair behind her ear.

Then their lips met and her eyes filled with sparkles.

As she pulled away she turned her head and found Amy, kissing her deep and then she jumped and writhed as she felt someone’s warm fingers sliding up her skirt.

She moaned and then she heard Amy gasp.

‘Let’s get out of here,’ breathed Celeste in her ear. ‘Now.’
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As the taxi drew away, Amy pushed Celeste up against the door of the villa, kissing her lips and sliding her hand through the lattice slits of her dress, squeezing her breast as Emilia fumbled with the keys, dropping them on the ground and swearing. Together the three of them bent down and swept their hands across the gravel looking for them and laughing.

Finding them, Celeste handed them back to Emilia who stood up and held them firmly between her fingers, doing her best to see the reflection of the lock in the moonlight as Amy kissed her neck. She scratched against the metal as Celeste’s hand danced up her thigh, slipped beneath her dress and clenched around her bottom, squeezing her fingers inside the hem of her underwear.

As the door swung open, Emilia turned and wrapped her arms around the little French girl’s neck, pulling her backwards and into the dark little corridor, running her index finger over her lips as they tried to stay as quiet as they could.

Stumbling and almost falling several times they made their way through to the lounge, stifling their laughter and doing their best not to giggle.

Emilia fell onto the couch and Celeste straddled her, reaching out and pulling her closer for another kiss as she slid her hand between her thighs. 

‘Je te veux en moi,’ she said, pushing Emilia’s fingers against her already soaking wet knickers.

Celeste reached behind Emilia’s neck and pulled the loop of her red dress forward over her head and down over her shoulders as Amy’s hands ran up her now bare stomach and over the lace edge of her bra, making her arch her back involuntarily and moan out loud.

Someone shushed her and she opened her eyes to watch as ever so slowly Amy slid one arm up Celeste’s back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall down around her exposing her beautiful, pert and round breasts in the slivers of soft moonlight that filtered through from the garden.

Emilia’s hands smoothed up the girl’s toned abdomen and stroked her tight curves and then she laughed as she fell forward and began to kiss her lips and cheeks and neck with such enthusiasm that it made her squeal.

As Amy watched, stroking her fingers slowly down the brunette beauties back, Celeste began to kiss her way down Emilia’s chest, pausing to undo her bra and then sliding it away and dropping it onto the floor, discarding it hastily. Steadily she kissed her way around her curves and then clamped her lips over her nipple as she squirmed and wriggled and cried out.

‘I love how sensitive you are,’ she said, looking up in surprise.

‘She can’t take it for long,’ whispered Amy, giggling as her chest pounded.

Emilia grabbed the back of Celeste’s head and pushed her down, moaning loudly as she carried on sweeping her tongue around her breast. 

As Emilia writhed, Amy started to peck her way down the French girl’s back, kissing the curve of her bottom, pushing her crumpled dress away to reveal more of her skin and making her arch up in anticipation.

Torturously slowly, Celeste kissed a line around Emilia’s waist. Amy shuffled down as she pulled Emilia’s dress down to her ankles, leaving her in just her cute lace knickers on the sofa. Then Celeste stood up and let her loose, unzipped little black dress fall completely to the floor. Slowly she crawled up and lay between Emilia’s legs and pushed her underwear aside.

Emilia gasped as her fingertips slid up and down her parting, spreading her wetness up and down. Then a moment later, she cried out in pleasure as she felt her tongue pressing against her lips.

Her whole body felt alive with desire and lust as her new friend licked her. As she lay there, with waves of pleasure building up inside of her, she looked past at Amy grinning wildly as their eyes met. She ran her fingers through Celeste’s hair and let out another gasping moan, struggling to stay quiet.

Then Celeste shifted to the side and she felt Amy come closer. As she looked down to see what was happening she felt her heart thumping hard in her chest. Amy knelt before her now too, looking beautiful and full of passion. Quickly her little redhead took hold of the hem of her own dress, pulling it up and over her head to reveal that she was wearing nothing underneath. Both of her girls were now laying on their front between her legs, which were spread wide open on the couch as they looked up at her, grinning mischievously.

They were both going to kiss her, at the same time. 

She watched with her eyes wide as together, they lowered their heads toward her parting… and then she cried out, abandoning any pretence of remaining quiet as she felt both of their sweet tongues sliding across her warmth.

Fingers pushed inside her as lips kissed her clit and she reached out both of her hands touching each of their cheeks as they pleasured her. Amy’s tongue lapped against her clit as Celeste’s ran up and down her parting. Then she felt them kissing each other and she looked down at their wet lips, glistening in the silvery light.

Then they turned back to her and kept going. She ran her fingers through their hair as they swept and swirled and she moaned as she started to feel that familiar sensation. That wave, that glorious wave, starting out now, building up far away in the ocean.

Everything felt different without the men. It didn’t feel as urgent or as raw, it didn’t feel like they were under pressure. Their expectations were different. This was gentler, kinder, softer. 

Sweeter.

There was no rush, just playful enjoyment, and heavenly pleasure.

She reached down and found Amy’s hand and squeezed it as Celeste’s tongue rolled across her lips. It was as though she was tasting her, savouring the sweetness of her pussy. It felt beautiful and intimate and oh so incredibly good. 

She sensed her look up.

‘Ça fait du bien?’

Emilia nodded her head urgently, understanding, then she arched her back as another wave crashed through her, each one bigger than the last. Each swirl of her tongue more powerful and more urgent than the one before.

Amy’s hand squeezed her own and then a moment later she heard and felt Celeste moan into her, as the little French girl's fingers parted her lips, sighing softly as they slipped inside and arched upwards, curling and pressing smoothly against her sweet spot. 

‘Faster?’ asked Celeste as Emilia nodded.

‘Yes.’

She couldn’t take much more, she reached down and gently cradled Amy’s head as she started to orgasm, squeezing her thighs together and crunching forward as her body began to twitch and shake, her toes curling as they pressed against the edge of the sofa.

Then as she came, something new happened, Celeste arched her fingers tighter inside of her and pressed deeper and Emilia felt this sudden and powerful sensation, like pressure building up from within, but with nowhere to go. 

She tried to stop it, tried to squish her thighs together in embarrassment, but Celeste held her firm and kept thrusting and curling as an intense warmth spread around her thighs and her tummy, intensifying with every passing second. 

She gripped onto the sofa and flailed her arms, letting go of Amy as her eyes rolled backwards and her mouth opened wide.

She couldn’t stop it, whatever it was - it wasn’t going away, so she stopped fighting it, and relaxed.

Her face flushed.

She surrendered.

Relief.

She felt a gushing sensation between her legs as her whole body succumbed and melted, and in the distance, she heard Amy gasp quietly.

She heard words, but they were far, far away and she was too relaxed to open her eyes.

Too peaceful.

A familiar hand slipped down her arm and into her palm, slender and delicate fingers squeezing her. 

Lips on her own, sweet-tasting and gentle. 

Amy’s lips.

‘Did I pee myself?’ whispered Emilia as quietly as she could, her eyes closed as she tried not to laugh.

Amy giggled. ‘Sort of.’

As her senses returned she experienced a strange sensation, as though she was coming out of a deep and shameful sleep. Her eyes were hard to open but the more she tried the easier it became.

Amy and Celeste were both smiling down at the wet patch she had made on the sofa and as she blushed Amy bent back down again and kissed her on the lips, kneeling between her thighs as she pressed them together to try and hide her shame.

‘You squirted,’ Amy grinned.

Emilia shook her head, and closed her eyes again, too embarrassed to admit it.

‘You did, and it was amazing,’ said Celeste, her lips glistening in the moonlight.

Emilia tried to turn her head to the side to hide her face, but Amy clamped her palms on either cheek and drew her back.

‘It’s okay, it’s nothing to be ashamed of.’

She opened her eyes briefly and blushed even harder as Amy nodded kindly at her.

‘Did it feel good?’

Emilia took a deep breath and then nodded very slowly. ‘I just felt really relaxed.’

Amy laughed quietly and kissed her again as Celeste squeezed her thigh. ‘I told you, girls eat pussy better than boys.’

Emilia giggled sharply and Amy clamped her hand down over her mouth. 

As she calmed down Amy looked down at her and grinned. She looked on, puzzled at her girlfriend’s sudden change of expression, then watched with even more curiosity as she stood up and darted out of the room, leaving her and Celeste alone.

‘Where is she going?’ she said, bemused.

‘I have no idea,’ said Celeste, sitting up and looking toward the dark corridor.

She flopped back down on the couch a moment later and Emilia stroked Celeste’s arm with her fingers, smiling across at her.

‘Thank you,’ she said quietly. ‘That was beautiful.’

‘It was. So are you.’

A moment later they both heard the pitter-patter of naked feet on the tiles as Amy returned, holding something behind her back.

‘Okay, you mustn’t laugh,’ she said, grinning and trying not to jump up and down. ‘I bought this with me, and honestly, I was terrified of bringing it through baggage control.’

Emilia sat up, resting her hand between Celeste’s bare thigh as she turned. 

Amy’s hands trembled as she revealed her little secret, holding it out in front of her with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement.

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Emilia, covering her mouth.

‘Yes,’ said Celeste. ‘Fuck yes.’

In her hands, Amy was holding an enormous skin coloured realistic dildo, connected to a harness.

‘Is that a strap on?’

Amy nodded.

‘Here,’ said Celeste, releasing Emilia’s fingers and standing up. ‘Let me show you.’

She took the monstrous rubber cock out of Amy’s hand and squeezed it, grinning. Then she loosened the straps and unbuckled the clips, sliding one side around Amy’s tight little thighs and then coming around the front, obscuring her from Emilia’s vision.

The pair of them giggled as she tightened the harness, then she stepped back and Emilia gasped. Amy wiggled her hips and the other two burst into laughter as the rubber cock flopped back and forth. 

‘Oh good grief,’ said Amy. ‘It’s really heavy!’

She moved closer as Celeste knelt back onto the couch and slid up so she was straddling Emilia, her sumptuous breasts just inches from her mouth. Then she turned back and smiled.

‘How’s it feel?’ she said as Amy knelt behind her.

‘You tell me.’

Amy held the cock tight between her fingers, sliding them up and down its length as she grinned. It felt strange against her skin, almost dusty, not soft, but not too hard either. She reached out and roughly pulled down Celeste’s knickers with her free hand, sliding two fingers up and down her parting. Then she leaned forward and pressed the head against the girl’s wet lips.

She watched as they parted, grinning as the shaft disappeared inside, listening as she moaned. Then she started to thrust.

Emilia reached up and pulled the gorgeous French girl down, kissing her lips as she was pushed back and forth by Amy. She gasped as Celeste’s fingers closed over her breast and as she caressed her, she slid her own hand down between her legs. She reached up and grinned into her lips as she felt the material of the cock, sliding in and out of her along with the tips of Amy’s fingers as she guided it back and forth. Then she worked her way around until she found their new friend’s clit, and began to swirl.

Her reaction was immediate, moaning and arching her back up, pressing her breasts into Emilia’s face and she squealed with delight as they enveloped her. She turned her head sideways and slipped a nipple into her mouth and Celeste cried out again.

They didn’t care anymore if the boys heard them. 

It didn’t matter.

Not now.

Amy started to thrust harder, pushing her hips deeper and deeper as Celeste began to shake. The sight of the girl’s bottom, her cheeks spread out before her, made her feel naughty and she took one hand away from the big rubber cock and stroked her.

Then she pulled her hand away and brought it back down hard. 

Celeste moaned as Amy spanked her, the crack echoing through the lounge.

The sensation was incredible, Emilia sucking her nipple and pressing against her clit, her pussy filled with Amy’s strap on. The sweet pain as she struck her again.

Amy grinned and laughed, as she realised that this was what the men saw as they fucked them, and she loved it.

She swept her hand across the girl’s bottom again, caressing it softly as Emilia sucked on her nipple, her fingers speeding up. She could feel her starting to cum, her breathing was changing and she was tightening her stomach.

Amy could sense it too, and she grinned as she thrust harder and harder, looking at the girl's cute little bottom as she pushed her back and forth. Then she bit her lip in anticipation, and slid her finger down, pressing it softly against her sweet little hole.

Celeste came instantly.

She bucked and moaned so loud it boomed through the villa, shaking and shuddering, holding Emilia tight as she collapsed forward into her arms. Thrusting and writhing as she came, the sensation flowing through her.

Slowly and steadily, Amy pulled out and unclipped herself from the straps as Celeste slid down and lay to the side of her girlfriend. She dropped the rubber cock down to the side of the sofa, letting it fall to the floor as she too snuggled up next to them both.

For a while they just lay together, stroking each other and snoozing as their breathing settled.

Feeling relaxed and safe, calm and gentle.

Then Amy looked up at Emilia, reticence clear on her face, even in the shadows of the night. ‘If I lay down, will you do something for me?’ 

She looked shy as she spoke, almost ashamed and vulnerable. It was a rare look for her and Emilia’s expression changed to a curious one as Celeste opened her eyes and glanced between them.

‘Will you?’ Amy hesitated, and then leaned back. ‘Will you... put your tongue, there again?’

Emilia felt a taboo thrill shoot through her chest and spread out to her hips and legs and arms, like thick warm honey filling her veins.

Amy’s face blushed as she stayed silent, then a moment later she started to shake her head in shame. ‘It’s okay if you didn’t like it before, we don’t hav-‘

Emilia nodded, smiling.

‘I want to,’ she said, reaching out to embrace her girl. ‘I’d like to.’

They held each other for a little while, just breathing each other’s scent, feeling each other’s bodies shifting and wriggling.

‘Lay on your back,’ whispered Emilia softly into Amy’s ear as she felt her begin to calm down.

Celeste sat up and shifted aside, letting Amy turn and lay down on her back, sliding her legs apart a little as Emilia looked around, quickly finding what she was searching for.

She tiptoed carefully across the living room tiles and picked up a large cushion from the chair opposite, then she shuffled back and lifted her girlfriend’s bottom into the air, sliding the pillow underneath.

Amy blushed again and smiled sweetly as Emilia knelt between her thighs. Celeste looked on, shifting around so she was sat by Amy’s head, bristling with excitement as the two of them gazed at each other.

‘I love you,’ said Amy.

‘I love you too.’

‘You two are making me melt,’ said Celeste, grinning wildly.

Emilia leaned forward and took Amy’s nipple into her mouth, sucking on it gently, making her girl writhe beneath her and grabbing hold of her hair, pulling it as she arched her back and moaned.

Emilia could feel how wet she was against her hip as they moved together. Slowly and steadily she began to kiss her way down, inch by inch, one hand cupping her breast, Amy’s fingers clasped over the top, the other teasing its way across her skin as Celeste cradled her rosy warm cheeks in the palms of her hands.

She heard Amy hold her breath as Emilia’s lips hovered over her warmth, then she watched with wide eyes as she leaned forward and kissed her pussy.

Amy’s hand reached up for Celeste, pulling her forward and moaning out loud as Emilia kissed her way slowly up and down, tasting her, teasing her. Then she slipped her tongue out of her mouth and swirled it against her girl’s soaking, parted lips, glancing up as her two embracing girls kissed.

Amy cried out, another echo resounding through the villa, making Emilia panic and move her tongue faster, swirling it smoothly as Amy’s juices flooded her mouth.

As she did so, Amy arched up and squeezed the back of Emilia’s head, gripping her face so tightly between her thighs that for a moment she struggled to breathe. 

As she relaxed her muscles, Emilia pulled back laughing and licking her lips, taking a breath and then settling forward again, sliding her wrist in front of her and spreading her wide open.

She pushed her finger inside now, just one at first, curling it towards her as she thrust.

Delicately, she began to tease her way down Amy’s slit, all the way to the bottom where the little bridge of skin separated her pussy, from there.

Over and over again, she drew close. Just dabbing her tongue against her girl’s skin and each time Amy would tense and then relax.

Then it was time.

She’d teased her long enough.

She arched her two fingers back and up, just as Celeste had done to her and began to thrust.

And then she pushed her girl’s thighs further apart and tilted her back.

Finally, without any further hesitation, she slipped down and swirled the tip of her tongue against Amy’s sweet little forbidden hole.

Her reaction was instantaneous.

She arched her back and shook, as though she was vibrating. It took all of Emilia’s strength to hold her still, like a bucking bronco in a mid-western tavern. She held her firm and kept her fingers going, her tongue swirling as Amy cried out in silence and as Celeste held her arms.

Together they crashed back down onto the sofa as Amy’s hushed cry became a long drawn out moan.

Emilia felt her fingers become slick as Amy’s pussy swelled, writhing and shuddering as she started to come.

‘Keep going,’ she hissed, squeezing her thighs together against Emilia’s face again as she curled her fingers tighter and pushed up, pulsing against her g-spot.

‘Yes.’

Emilia pushed her tongue harder against Amy’s little opening as her fingers fastened.

‘Yes, yes.’

She began to pull harder now too, her fingers straining with the effort.

‘Yes.’

Amy stretched her legs and shuddered.

‘Yes,’ her single word seemed to stretch out and morph into a long, quiet moan. 

Then she twitched and Emilia felt a sweet-tasting fluid gush over her lips as Celeste looked on, grinning wildly.

She gasped as Amy shook. Her whole body seemed to go ridged and then after a few seconds, she flopped back down onto the sofa still held tight, as Emilia licked her lips.

For a while they all lay still as Amy twitched, squeezing her thighs and wriggling back and forth, just breathing and coming down, gradually settling as their heart rates slowed.

With great care Emilia crawled up beside them both, looping her arms around Amy’s waist and pulling her in close, so her face was nuzzled into her neck, then she gently lifted her and rolled her over until she was on top of her, and Celeste was beside them both.

After a few moments, Amy’s arms wrapped around Emilia’s chest and shoulders.

‘Thank you,’ she whispered.

Emilia leaned down and kissed her on the forehead, sensing the subtle change in her breathing as she began to fall asleep.

For a little while, she and Celeste lay awake, enjoying each other’s scent, listening to each other breathe, watching each other smile, and feeling their heart’s beating through each other’s skin and chest’s.

She watched as the French girl's eyes became heavier and heavier, eventually fluttering closed as she drifted off.

A year ago Emilia wouldn’t have dreamed of doing the things she had done tonight, she would’ve paled at the thought of kissing another girl, let alone anything else. She would’ve been so utterly embarrassed and ashamed by the idea that she would’ve had to lay down. Meeting Amy and falling in love with her had opened a door to a beautiful new world. One that she was still struggling to come to terms with at times, but one that was filled with deliciously tempting and taboo pleasures, that were now impossible for her to resist.

The truth it seemed, was that she was more like her sister than she had ever realised before, and as she came to this realisation she smiled. 

Tomorrow she would call her. It was time.

Her whole body felt like it was floating on a calm and soothing ocean of happiness, gently swaying her back and forth and rocking her off to sleep.

And after a while, she too closed her eyes and smiled.
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THE MORNING SUN shone brightly through the large double doors of the patio as Emilia and Amy slept soundly, wrapped in each other’s arms. They were still laying together, naked on the sofa with a blanket pulled over them both when Mark woke up.

He smiled warmly as he walked through to the living room and stretched, glancing down at his two sleeping girls. Then he frowned and his eyes widened as he noticed the slumbering figure of Celeste, asleep in one of the armchairs, frowning as he pieced together the rather noisy events of last night.

It was already warm, even at this hour of the morning and he contemplated turning on the air conditioning, but he didn’t want to risk waking them.

Instead, he quietly slid the door open just less than a foot to let some outside freshness in and then tiptoed over to the sofa and slid the blanket higher so it covered Amy’s bare shoulders. 

He looked at her for a moment in her sleep, then at Emilia, her eyes still closed, and smiled to himself again.

As quietly as he could, he crept back towards the kitchen and began to make breakfast.

Emilia stirred as the sound of the boiling kettle made its way through to the lounge. She was vaguely aware that Mark had been beside them, but it was fuzzy as though it might have been a dream.

Amy wasn’t a dream though, she was real and sleeping soundly between her thighs, both of them naked beneath the blanket that covered them.

Tears came to her eyes for a moment as it crossed her mind that she’d never been happier. She loved Cassian with all her heart, but falling in love with Amy too had made her feel complete. It had changed all of her preconceptions of what love could be and shaken the foundations of her whole world, leaving it brighter and more beautiful every day.

Opening up her marriage with Cass had been the start of the greatest adventure she’d ever had.

She held Amy a little tighter as she took a deep breath through her nose, breathing in the girl’s scent and feeling dizzy with love. She ran her fingers through a loose lock of her sweet red hair and closed her eyes again.

Last night had been incredible.

The three of them, making love together.

It had felt so different. So safe and so gentle.

And she’d squirted. Amy too.

She blushed at the thought and her chest filled with butterflies as the memory of the sensation came back to her.

Celeste’s smooth tongue and her sweet little fingers had felt incredible. But it was Amy’s electrifying touch and her soft, kind lips that had sent her over the edge. It was how Amy made her feel.

She made her feel warm.

Like drinking hot chocolate on a cold winters night. Like being wrapped in a blanket in front of a roaring fire. When they were together, she couldn’t help but smile as her insides kindled.

Amy was stirring. 

Her fingers squeezed Emilia’s skin as she woke up, her eyes squinting like a mole as she looked around.

‘I was dreaming about us,’ she said, mumbling softly.

‘What was it about?’

‘We were getting married on a boat out at sea,’ she blushed as she said it, and then laughed quietly. ‘Cass and Mark were there and they walked us down the aisle.’

Emilia kissed her on the forehead. ‘Sounds amazing.’

‘It was silly, the aisle was a bouncy castle and the priest was a dinosaur.’

‘Now that sounds amazing.’

Amy looked around as the echo of footsteps on the tiled floor filled the room and a moment later, Mark reappeared carrying a tray of coffee and croissants, wearing just his boxers and a warm friendly smile. As he approached he lay Amy’s silk gown down on the arm of the sofa, along with two big jumpers of his own.

‘Morning,’ he said, raising his eyebrows. ‘How was your night?’ 

Emilia covered her face in embarrassment and tried to pull the blanket over herself as Amy laughed.

‘It was alright.’

‘Just alright? From what I heard, I’m going to have to up my game,’ he said, putting down the tray in front of them as they laughed. ‘Croissants and coffee for my favourite girls.’

Emilia’s eyes widened and she melted a little.

Amy sat up and took hold of her gown, sliding it on as Mark leaned in. Emilia smiled as they kissed, Amy holding his cheek and grinning.

‘Is Cass up?’ she asked, suddenly missing him and feeling a little guilty as she glanced at the still sleeping figure of Celeste.

‘I don’t think so, I heard him mumbling a while ago but I think he was talking in his sleep. Want me to go check?’

‘No, it’s okay. Let him rest.’

Now that Amy was sitting upright Emilia wriggled around until her legs were free, proceeding to arrange herself with as much dignity as she could manage beneath the little blanket.

Her eyes darted around and she blushed at the sight of all of their clothes, strewn around the living room floor. 

Amy passed her Mark’s thin jumper as he picked up a garment which turned out to be her knickers. He dangled them on the end of his finger and winked at her, throwing them towards her with a grin before he sat down in one of the little armchairs close to them.

She caught them, dropping the blanket and exposing herself. For a moment she panicked, and then she realised it didn’t matter anymore. 

Mark and Amy were family now. She didn’t need to be embarrassed or uncomfortable. She didn’t need to feel ashamed or silly.

Amy was right, it didn’t matter what other people thought.

They were home.

She stood up and shimmied her knickers back on in front of them both, then she pulled on his jumper, enjoying his scent as it wrapped around her like a hug, before sitting back down, truly comfortable in her skin for the first time in a while. 

She leaned forward and began to roll up a pancake as Celeste’s eyelids began to flutter.

‘Mon Dieu,’ she whispered, looking around and smiling slowly as she tucked herself back under the covers.

‘Bonjour chérie,’ said Amy.

‘I’m honoured,’ laughed Celeste as she glanced at Mark and blushed.

‘How did you sleep?’ asked Emilia before she bit down on her now tightly rolled pancake.

Celeste took a deep breath and sighed, shaking her head. ‘So well.’

‘Have a pancake,’ said Mark, standing up. ‘Coffee?’

‘I’m in love with him already,’ she said, winking at Amy as she nodded gratefully.

They ate quietly, relaxing and enjoying the warm air as it flowed in from outside through the open patio doors, the sunlight shimmering on the surface of the pool like flashing cameras on a red carpet.

‘Do you want to go shopping together today?’ said Amy, delicately dabbing her lips as she looked at Emilia and Celeste.

‘I’d like that,’ she smiled, nodding as Amy turned back towards Mark.

‘I have to work this afternoon,’ said Celeste, morose.

‘Do you mind if we take the car? We can drop Celeste home and you and Cass can chill here for the day?’

‘Sure,’ he said. ‘All day?’

‘Probably,’ said Amy, turning back to Emilia, who grinned.

‘What time do you want to leave?’ she asked, looking up at the clock which was showing half-past eight. ‘Do you need to get home at any time, Celeste?’

‘By ten?’

‘There’s a market open just after that, near the Jardin?’ said Amy, touching Emilia’s arm. ‘Is that okay?’

Emilia smiled and nodded, taking another bite followed by a sip of coffee.

‘Quelle heure est-il?’ said Celeste looking around

‘Huit heures,’ said Mark.

‘Plenty of time for a shower then?’ she said, raising her eyebrows and letting the end of her sentence dangle in proposition.

Mark’s chest tightened and his breathing slowed, meeting Celeste’s mischievous and suggestive gaze as Amy drank a gulp of coffee down. 

Emilia had noticed the intonation too and after a moment she crossed her legs to conceal her sudden arousal, taking a wobbly breath as she looked to Celeste then Mark and then his wife.

‘Of course you can. I’ll go grab you a towel,’ said Amy as she put her mug back down, oblivious of the looks being exchanged by the other three. ‘You can use our room if Cass is still asleep, or...’ she said, trailing off as she finally saw their faces. ‘Oh.’

Celeste tilted her head sideways and shrugged, then she glanced at Emilia and spoke tentatively. ‘Maybe we could, erm, see if your mari is awake too?

Emilia couldn’t help but grin, flashing a smile and then biting her lip with excitement as she looked across at the other two.

Amy opened her mouth to speak but found she couldn’t, closing it again before standing up suddenly and taking hold of Emilia’s hand, pulling her upright and out of the room excitedly.

Celeste leapt up a second later, the blanket falling away as she pulled Mark’s other jumper over her head, grinning as she caught him looking, then she bounded across the room in just a few steps, grabbing hold of his big hand in hers as they followed at a pace.

Emilia tried to keep up with Amy, giggling as they stopped at the door of Cassian’s bedroom, pushing it open gently and peering in. She laughed as she saw the shape of her husband asleep in the darkness, spread out across the whole of their double bed, naked with the duvet wrapped loosely around his legs. 

He was also sporting a rather impressive morning wood.

She turned and pulled Amy in, nodding for her to take a look and she gleefully peered into the room, letting her eyes adjust.

‘Oh my, well he’s ready,’ she pulled back as Mark and Celeste caught up.

Emilia darted inside and slipped onto the bed beside her husband, leaning across and kissing him gently until he woke up. As he came to, he slipped his hands around her neck and pulled her close to him and she laughed.

‘Hold that thought,’ she said, pressing a finger to his lips. ‘Come and join us in the shower.’

His eyes widened as he processed what she was saying, then he looked into the corridor and saw Celeste waving back at him and he blinked. A moment later he was stood up as Emilia handed him a little towel.

Dragging him along, she pushed open the door to the shower room with her foot and pulled him inside, with Amy, Celeste and Mark just behind them.

The big bathroom was huge.

It was a separate room from the little en-suite attached to their bedrooms and was clearly designed with sharing in mind. Amy grinned as they walked in and Celeste’s eyes went wide.

‘Oh ça alors c'est incroyable,’ she said as she took it all in, whilst Cassian stared on bewildered.

The room was divided by a floor to ceiling glass partition which could be entered from either side. Above them were two large, wide and flat showerheads, attached to the ceiling with separate digital temperature touch controls which glowed a gentle blue.

Amy stepped forward and untied the bow of her silk gown, letting it slip to the floor, revealing her naked bottom. Then she tiptoed across and darted behind the dividing glass wall, turning both of the shower heads on and leaping back as cold water gushed out.

Emilia grinned and pushed past Mark, who bumped into Cassian as she pulled Celeste along with her.

‘Come on,’ she said as the two of them pulled Mark’s jumpers off, over their head, throwing them on top of Amy’s gown.

The two men watched as their wives embraced their stunning new young friend beneath the hot running water of the shower heads, their naked and wet bodies pressing together as they began to kiss and touch each other. Emilia still had her knickers on, now soaked through with water and almost translucent and they watched with wide-eyed frozen expressions as the other two girls pulled them down with difficulty as they stuck to her thighs.

Cassian reacted first, dropping his towel and grinning back toward Mark as he hopped across the warm tiles and stepped in behind Amy, rubbing his hands over her warm, wet hips as Emilia kissed her mouth.

Mark shook his head, laughing as he walked in, pulling down his boxers and kicking them aside as he sidled up behind Emilia, spinning her around, his cock growing as Celeste watched wide-eyed.

Amy pressed herself against Emilia’s back, tucking her chin into her shoulder, blowing her husband a kiss as Cassian picked her up. She screamed and laughed with delight as he pressed her up against the glass partition, water cascading down their bodies as he bent down and thrust his head between her breasts, taking one nipple into his mouth and squeezing the other between his fingers.

Emilia giggled with delight as Mark kissed her, holding her tight against his raging manhood and thrusting it between her legs so she had to part her thighs. Not wanting Celeste to be left out, she reached out for her hand and grabbed it, pulling her closer until their wet bodies touched.

He was so thick.

She ached for him. 

Thankfully he wasn’t wasting any time. He spun her around and pushed her gently up against the glass so she was facing Celeste, inches from her face and so close they could kiss. Then he parted her legs wider and thrust himself inside her so fast and so hard that she squealed with joy.

She hadn’t been expecting last night or this morning. She had resigned herself to an early night followed by a lazy lie-in, and later a coffee and a croissant whilst reading by the pool.

Instead, she was already on the verge of orgasm, with Mark’s thick cock buried deep in her pussy as Celeste’s fingers slid across her breasts.

She looked down as Cassian knelt on the floor, his hands on either side of Amy’s slick thighs and she watched in delight as his mouth and tongue closed over her girlfriend’s parting. The gushing water of the shower splashing over them both in a torrent.

Amy’s head tilted back and she reached out, holding onto Celeste’s arm as she moaned, Cassian’s tongue sweeping across her clit as his fingers pushed and curled inside her. Steam swept around them all as the cascade of water warmed the room, filling their lungs and permeating their skin. It felt rejuvenating after the sweat and the heat of last night.

Emilia felt Mark’s hand close around her breast and she turned as his chiselled jaw appeared on her shoulder. She leaned to kiss him and they moved together like an undulating wave as they made love. Her hand was pressed high up on the glass partition, whilst her other one was wrapped around the back of his neck as they worked in time together.

Then he thrust hard and pulled out and she felt him move sideways and sweep Celeste around. She froze, looking up into his eyes as his firm arms gripped her hand and slid down her back, then she turned and looked at Amy who caught her eye in between moans and nodded.

Mark spun her around now too, her hands sliding up the glass partition, the water splitting at her touch and flowing past and over her fingers as she slowly parted her thighs and looked sideways, grinning at Emilia who placed a delicate hand over hers and squeezed.

Celeste sensed movement between her legs and giggled, her excitement palpable and then Emilia watched her expression change, her jaw-dropping and her eyes closing as Mark’s cock penetrated her.

‘Oh putain, il est si épais. Thick.’

Cassian stood up and Emilia watched as Amy wrapped her arms around his muscular shoulders, her little frame dwarfed by his huge stature. He picked her up by her bottom and she jumped onto his waist as he pressed her back up against the glass and kissed her hard.

A moment later she moaned into his neck as his long cock slipped inside her easily and he began to thrust so hard and fast that Emilia felt the partition wobble.

‘Oh yes,’ said Amy, reaching out for Celeste’s other hand. They grasped each other and pressed their fingers together against the waterfall running down the shaking divider as Emilia circled behind them both, feeling the shape of Mark’s behind, running her fingers up his spine as he thrust into the little French girl, and then across to her own husband’s familiar muscles and ridges.

Celeste cried out as Mark grew inside her, listening to his wife moan, becoming thicker and making her feel full as he throbbed. It felt so good, the warm water rushing over her skin as she squeezed Amy’s fingers. She turned her head and caught Emilia’s eye.

‘I want you,’ she said, reaching out for her and pulling her close, kissing her as Mark fucked her harder and harder with Emilia now pressed between them all. She felt Celeste’s hand slide down her stomach and press into her pussy and she moaned into her mouth. Then Mark moved and took hold of her once more, pushing her legs apart as Celeste guided him in.

Amy watched and then whispered to Cassian who lowered her down and smiled as she leaned across and kissed Celeste. The two of them fell back against the partition as their fingers found each other. Then Cassian took ahold of Celeste’s hips and slipped inside her.

It was incredible.

‘I love you,’ said Emilia, turning to Amy as Mark thrust harder and harder.

‘I love you too,’ moaned Amy, her voice uneven as Cassian ravished the little French girl.

‘I’m going to cum.’

‘So am I,’ said Amy, even louder as she dug her free hand into Celeste’s back.

They came together, each one spurring on the other with their pleasure as their orgasms built and then spilt over the edge. The men pumping into them, filling them up, their fingers working each other, their knees buckling as they thrust and strained.

Then they all went silent.

Mouths open.

Eyes closed.

Fingers touching.

The girls fell into one another as their husbands eased off, holding each other and kissing, breathing and caressing as they came down, letting the water wash over them, the steam rolling across their skin as the men leaned against the partition, recovering.

Emilia and Amy sank down onto the floor of the shower, pulling Celeste with them, their wet naked bodies pressed together as the men tried to stay upright.

Mark started to laugh as he caught his breath. ’I think I’m going to need another shower.’

‘I think we all might,’ said Cassian, his cock still hard and throbbing.

‘We may never get out of here then,’ said Amy, looking up at them both, her hair clinging to her face as the water ran down it in little rivulets.

Mark laughed and stroked his cock, bringing it back to life as Cassian did the same.

‘We’re supposed to be going shopping,’ laughed Emilia as Amy kissed her again, sliding her hand between her thighs. ‘And you’re supposed to be going to work.’

‘It’s okay,’ said Celeste, sliding her hand up higher than Amy’s as Emilia closed her eyes and gasped. ‘We can be a little late.’




*







The underground car park was well lit, clean and clever. Unlike any that Emilia had parked inside back in Oxford, or any city in the whole of England for that matter.

The tyres of the hire car gently squealed as they glided across the smooth surface of the concrete. Each bay was large enough to comfortably fit any size of family vehicle instead of being crammed together like sardines, with passengers struggling to open doors without hitting the vehicle next to them.

The best part was the red and green lights above each space. Red meant the space was in use, and green meant it was free. This simple mechanic made finding a space quick, efficient and easy and she imagined it would reduce frustration and congestion at busy times.

Amy quickly navigated round to a clear spot and pulled up, and a moment later they were all out and heading towards the nearest lift. There appeared to be several dotted around and Emilia was impressed with how clean, fast and responsive they were.

They stepped inside and the door swished shut and a moment later she watched the car park disappear. Her jaw dropped open as the lift rose up out of the ground and came to a smooth halt in the middle of a stunning park.

All around them, visible through the glass walls of the lift, were lush green trees, stone terraced walls and seats, little man-made rivers through which ran clear water, and hundreds of people milling around in the warm sunshine of the day.

It was beautiful.

‘It’s quite something, isn’t it?’ said Celeste, squeezing her hand as the doors slid open. Emilia and Amy stepped out and turned around, slowly taking in the panorama.

‘Et regarde, over there.’

A few hundred yards away stood the imposing, curved stone walls of the Colosseum.

It was easy to imagine what it would have been like to see almost two thousand years ago, as it inspired the same sense of trepidation, excitement and intimidation now for Emilia as it must have done then.

She pictured herself amongst the gladiators as they prepared for battle, their dark lean torso’s, their ripped muscles, their grizzled expressions, their fear and sweat. She licked her suddenly dry lips and secretly wondered if there were any naughty gladiator books she could find on her e-reader.

‘This is where we partie,’ said Celeste, shrugging. 

Amy smiled at her and took a deep breath. ‘Can we see you again?’

‘I was hoping you would say that.’

Emilia grinned and laughed. ‘Can we have your number?’

‘Give me your phone,’ she said as Emilia plucked it out of her bag.

She bristled with excitement as Celeste typed it in, then she handed it back and smiled. ‘Call me.’

Amy nodded and then reached out to kiss her on the cheek. Emilia watched as they did so, three times and then a fourth. Then Celeste turned to her and did the same.

For a moment they all held hands and then Celeste let go and turned away. ‘A tout alors, belles filles. Ne m'oublie pas.’

They waved as she walked away, eventually disappearing behind a row of trees in the distance.

‘So when can we see her again?’ laughed Amy as she turned back to Emilia.

‘Shall we book her a flight for next week?’

The two of them laughed as they began to walk toward the colosseum.

‘I really enjoyed last night,’ said Amy. ‘And this morning.’

‘Me too,’ said Emilia. ‘I like playing with you.’ Their fingers brushed together as they walked, their dresses swaying back and forth in the gentle breeze. ‘It’s liberating. I feel like anything is possible.’

‘I know what you mean.’

The city centre was an architectural mixture of historical buildings, neon lights, eighties design aesthetic and ultra-modern glass-fronted facades.

The two of them walked side by side, marvelling at the eclectic blend of cultures and periods as they weaved their way through tight lanes, milling tourists and brightly coloured market stalls.

After a while Amy stopped to admire a necklace at one, jumping as Emilia’s hand stroked the small of her back lightly.

‘Isn’t it beautiful?’ she said, looking up at the stallholder as Emilia nodded. ‘Combien?’

‘Cent cinquante euros,’ came the quick reply.

‘Voulez-vous en prendre cent trente?’

Emilia frowned as the stallholder grunted and then nodded reluctantly.

Amy dug into her cleavage, sliding her hand into her money pouch that she had strapped around her chest, hidden beneath her dress, and removed the correct amount, passing it to the vendor who snuffled it away on his person. Then she gestured for Emilia to turn around.

‘Hold up your hair,’ she said as Emilia gasped.

Amy unclipped the little necklace and reached up, draping it around her girlfriend’s neck and then clipping it in place.

‘Let me see,’ she said as she turned back around.

‘I love it,’ said Emilia, admiring the little pendant and stroking the silver chain.

She leaned forward to kiss Amy but stopped partway and faltered, feeling awkward.

Amy’s expression changed in an instant, frowning and hurt.

‘You don’t want to kiss me in public?’

‘No, I do,’ said Emilia, starting to feel even more silly. ‘I just, we haven’t done that before.’

‘You’ve licked my ass,’ pouted Amy, laughing now. ‘Twice. But a kiss in front of a bunch of foreigners, that you may never see again, is a step too far?’

‘No. Yes. I don’t know. I’m sorry.’

Amy shook her head. ‘Fine,’ she said. ‘How about we start by holding hands?’

Emilia smiled, relieved. ‘I can manage that.’

Amy reached out her hand and wiggled her fingers.

Emilia looked down at them, then back up at Amy’s raised eyebrows and laughed. Still a little hesitantly, she reached out and tingled as their fingers interlocked.

Amy smiled and turned, walking slowly along, past more stalls in silence as they enjoyed the sensation of being together, proudly in public.

Emilia played with her new necklace idly as they walked, looking down at it from time to time.

‘Do you like it?’ said Amy.

‘I love it. It’s from you.’
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The street widened ahead as they stepped out onto a broad avenue. Together they crossed over into the middle of a huge two-way system, through the centre of which was a pedestrianised area. As they walked along they passed little ponds of water in shallow concrete pools and fountains that spurted up out of tiny holes. Children played among them in little swimming costumes, running in and out of the spray as they giggled and laughed with delight.

Emilia smiled as she watched them, squeezing Amy’s hand a little tighter each time they passed a family playing together.

At the far end of the boulevard, the road stopped and together they crossed over a simple bridge leading into a wide and quiet park.

The garden was beautiful and bigger than she had imagined. Weaving and meandering through it was a series of stone-built channels within which clear water flowed freely into larger, darker reservoirs where green and white lily pads floated.

Together they leaned over the stone railing of one and looked down into the water, watching as hundreds of large fish swam and milled around through the little archways and tunnels below, occasionally flapping or gulping at the surface before disappearing again into the depths.

The area they stood in was lined with large trees providing welcome shade above lush green grass and gravel walkways.

It was beautiful and relaxing, despite being full of hundreds of people and tourists from all walks of life. If Amy listened carefully she could hear French, German, Swedish and occasionally English being spoken amongst the groups of people sitting in the shade beneath the canopy.

After a while they moved on from the water and held hands again, swaying gently as they walked beside one another. 

Emilia was too excited to talk. She once again felt like she was back at school, holding Cassian’s hand for the first time as they were walking with their friends. She felt giddy with pride, and she noticed lots of different people smiling at them as they meandered along the riverside.

It was wonderful.

They stopped after a while at a little park cafe and ordered two lattes, sitting down in the shade of an old tree and holding hands across the table.

‘Thank you,’ said Emilia.

‘What for?’

‘For being patient with me.’

‘That’s okay,’ she said, stroking the back of her hand.

‘This is just all new to me, I’ve not been with a girl before. Well, I’ve not been with anyone but Cass before, but you know what I mean.’

Amy smiled and looked down at her coffee, blushing as Emilia frowned.

‘Wait,’ she said suddenly, seeing Amy’s expression. ‘Have you been with a girl before?’

Amy laughed and turned away as Emilia’s eyes widened. She gasped and drew one hand to her mouth. ‘You have!’

Amy shook her head in embarrassment, she was even glowing a little as she tried to hide from Emilia’s searching eyes.

‘Who? When?’ she said. ‘What was her name?’ 

‘Ok, but you have to promise not to get upset. It was a fling, not a relationship,’ she blushed again before saying quietly. ‘I’m in love with you.’

‘So it was just sex?’

Amy laughed. ‘Her name was Melanie and I knew her at University, we lived together in halls.’ She looked down at the table again and then back up at Emilia.

‘That’s it?’

‘You want the full story?’

‘Yes,’ said Emilia, visibly excited.

‘You are so weird,’ laughed Amy.

‘Does Mark know?’

Amy nodded. ‘It used to be one of his favourite bedtime stories.’

Emilia giggled with delight.

‘We met on moving-in day, but nothing happened at first, we were just friends. She was very cool, a year older than the rest of us after she’d taken a gap year to go travelling, so she was more mature and although it’s funny to look back on now, she came across as wiser too. She’d been places, man.’

Amy rolled her eyes a little as she talked.

‘She would always have a story to tell and they would be so wild and adventurous, kind of like Mark come to think of it, and usually they would end up with her shagging some gorgeous foreign man, that she would describe as looking somewhere between a film star and a supermodel. It was probably all bullshit, but we lapped it up. The rest of us had come straight up from college and although some of us had plans to travel after studying, the closest any of us had experienced to her adventures were family holidays to a handful of slightly more exotic places than Berlin or Barcelona.’

She paused to sip her coffee.

‘About eight weeks in, I was studying late, the light must have been visible under my door, and I hear this knock, really gentle, but quite insistent and then Melanie’s voice, whispering. So I get up, and I’m literally wearing a tank top and knickers and these awesome bed socks, and I go to the door and open it a crack and she’s standing there in floods of tears.’

Emilia frowned and stopped stroking Amy’s palm for a moment.

‘Keep doing that,’ said Amy, smiling. ‘It feels nice.’

‘Why was she crying?’

‘Turns out she had a long-distance boyfriend, some guy she’d met on her travels, and he’d dumped her via an email. She asked if she could come in and I don’t think I actually said yes, but in she came and she just started unloading. They’d fallen in love in Vietnam, he was German but he spoke perfect English, he was five years older than her and was studying Ancient Cultures in Berlin, they were going to marry in Indonesia and buy a houseboat in Sweden. All this history just flooded out of her like a gushing torrent. It was a whole new side to her that I’d never seen before.’

She smiled, reminiscing.

‘You liked her?’

Amy nodded.

‘I liked the real her, not the person she tried to be to impress everyone. We all did it, we all bigged ourselves up, exaggerated and embellished our past. Some people I’m sure made up whole new lives for themselves. University can be a big red reset button for some people I guess. But when her barriers fell down it confused the shit out of me.’

She laughed.

‘There I was, consoling this stunning, older girl on my bed, dressed in my little tank top and knickers, doing my best to comfort her as she bawls her eyes out and I’m just really fucking aroused.’

Emilia’s eyes grew wide and she giggled.

‘Honestly, it was like the harder she cried, the wetter I got. Eventually, I was too afraid to stand up.’

‘Oh my goodness. What did you do?’

Amy bit her lip.

‘I kissed her,’ she said, smiling. ‘I just leaned across and kissed her. At first, she didn’t react, she just sort of, froze, and so did I. Then her lips moved and parted a little, and I felt her tongue against mine, and then her hand on my hip, and before I knew it we were naked under my duvet.’

She widened her eyes at Emilia and giggled, stroking and squeezing her hand.

‘So what happened? Did you break up?’

‘No, we’re still together. I’m a serial bigamist, Em.’

Emilia slapped her hand lightly.

‘Yes of course we did,’ she laughed. ‘Well, sort of. We never really got together as such, but it lasted a long time. We were on and off for about a year. I had a boyfriend for a little while, but when that went wrong I ended up back with her. Sometimes we would sleep together if one of us was having a hard time. It was like we were each other’s solace.’

Emilia nodded.

‘It was the same thing each time, she would knock on my door, come in and have a cry, and then we would kiss. Or it would be me, knocking on her door. Honestly, it got to the point where if I saw or heard someone cry it would be an instant turn on. Sploosh.’

She laughed and wiped a tear from her eyes.

‘It made me realise that I wasn’t strictly straight, that I was somewhere on the spectrum, but the needle wasn’t pointing exclusively at men.’

‘What happened to her?’

‘She got married to a guy named Aaron and they live on a houseboat on the Thames.’

‘Do you still talk?’

‘Sometimes,’ Amy shrugged, then she smiled mischievously. ‘We last met up around three years ago. Before Mark and I married.’

Emilia giggled and raised her eyebrows. ‘Did you have a cry?’

‘We had a cry.’

‘You know I did study Drama at college,’ laughed Emilia. ‘I used to be pretty good at turning on the waterworks.’

‘Don’t joke,’ said Amy.

Emilia sniffed a little and her eyes began to water.

Amy bit her lip as she shook her head. ‘I’m warning you. I will come right here. It’s like I’m conditioned.’

Emilia laughed and wiped her eyes and then leaned back in her chair as her girlfriend relaxed.

‘You’re so funny, I love it.’

‘Wait, the other day,’ said Emilia suddenly, her eyes wide. ‘When I was crying just before Cass arrived. Were you?’

Amy started laughing and covered her mouth. ‘Sploosh.’

‘Oh my goodness!’

‘Why do you think I was so desperate to get back to the villa?’

‘You are sick.’

Emilia felt strangely reassured as they walked back towards the old city lanes, hand in hand again. There was a part of her that was sad that she wasn’t Amy’s first but it also meant that this wasn’t just a passing curiosity, and like her - well almost like her - Amy was bi-sexual and comfortable with it. Wanting to hold hands wasn’t just for show or for some sense of validation, it wasn’t to convince herself of her feelings.

It was real.

As they reached the edge of the park, Emilia stopped. There was something she had to do. There was no point putting it off any longer. It wasn’t something she could avoid. Amy turned to look at her and frowned.

‘I’m sorry. I need to make a phone call.’

Amy nodded and smiled. ‘Of course, I’ll wait for you by the fountain.’

‘Thank you.’

Amy stared for a moment longer, smiling kindly. ‘She loves you. You know that right?’

‘I know.’

‘They both do.’

‘I know.’

‘Good luck.’

‘Thank you.’

Amy turned and kept walking, crossing the road and disappearing behind a line of trees as Emilia watched.

She slipped her phone out of her handbag and unlocked it, glancing briefly at the photo of all four of them from the gorge two days ago before opening up her contacts and sliding down a little way. She held her finger on her sister's name, pausing and thinking. Then she pressed the call button and held the phone up to her ear.

It rang twice and Alice answered.

‘Hey thister,’ came her familiar voice. ‘I can’t believe you never told him you used to have a lisp.’

‘I can’t believe you fucked my husband over the dining room table after I specifically told you not to.’

‘Touché little Em,’ she laughed down the line. ‘I wondered when you were going to call.’

‘I’ve missed you.’

‘I wasn’t expecting you to say that.’

‘I’m sorry, I should’ve called you earlier.’

‘Or texted, or checked in, but as you said, I did fuck your husband over your dining room table. I wasn’t expecting much.’

‘And our bed.’

‘And in your bed.’

‘How’s the house?’

‘Actually, I don’t know. I’m in Berlin.’

‘Berlin?’

‘Yes, you know. The Opera House? The wall? Deutsche Bank.’

‘I see,’ said Emilia.

‘How’s Cass?’

‘He’s good, I think he was rather hoping you’d be at home when we got back.’

‘Yeah, I promised him I’d let him fuck my ass.’

‘Alith!’ said Emilia, falling back into her old habit. ‘Alice. Fuck.’

‘Oops.’

She stayed silent for a while.

‘I’m sorry,’ her sister sounded genuine.

‘You don’t have to be.’

‘I love you, you know?’

‘Cassian keeps telling me that too.’

‘We do though.’

‘I know.’

‘Are we going to be okay?’

Emilia smiled and took a deep breath. ‘Always.’

‘You’re such a bitch.’

‘A perfect little bitch, thank you very much.’

Alice laughed. ‘You really are.’

‘I’ve got to go, Amy is waiting.’

‘When do I get to meet her?’

‘Whenever you like.’

‘Really? I thought maybe you might have a restraining order put on the two of us.’

‘No, I trust you.’

Alice sniffed. ‘That means a lot.’

‘When will you be back from Germany?’

‘For another ride? As soon as I’ve finished up here. Maybe a week?’

‘I’ll let him know. At least now I know what to get you for your birthday.’

’A big bottle of lube?’

‘A big bottle of lube,’ she nodded and laughed.

‘Take care, Em.’

Emilia smiled. ‘I love you, Al. Be careful.’

‘I love you too.’

She took the phone away from her ear and ended the call, placing it back in her bag and pushing away from the bridge. She took a deep breath, enjoying the rich fresh air of the park one more time before she left to find Amy, closing her eyes and turning around, stretching her arms up into the air and then relaxing.

As she did so, she felt her shoulders drop as days of built-up tension finally left her body. She opened her eyes again and smiled.

Everything was going to be okay.

She was going to make sure of it.

And she knew how now.

She turned around and almost skipped back towards where she last saw Amy. 

As she approached she slowed down, watching her from a distance. She was talking to a little girl, holding a small ball out that had rolled up to her feet where she was sitting. As Emilia watched, she handed it back and smiled as the girl spoke and nodded, then she waved as she ran away.

For a fleeting moment, she recognised the look on Amy’s face and she grinned.

As she walked towards her, Amy got up and opened her arms wide for a hug.

‘How did it go?’

‘As well as can be expected with Alice,’ she laughed. ‘No, that’s not fair. It went really well.’

‘Are you okay?’

‘I am,’ she said. ‘And for the first time in a few days, I really mean it.’

Amy reached up and kissed her, surprising her. For a moment she froze and then she realised she didn’t care and she kissed her back, holding her tight in her arms and smiling as their lips pressed against each other. She pulled away and took hold of Amy’s hand, and the two of them turned and followed their footsteps back towards the lanes, walking happily in silence and swinging back and forth.

Amy led the way, seemingly knowing her way around the city, walking with confidence and ease. 

As they continued meandering they rounded another tight alleyway and as they did so, Amy gasped and squeezed Emilia’s hand, pointing ahead.

‘Look!’

She followed her gaze, her eyes widening as she saw what her girlfriend was pointing at.

An erotic boutique.

‘We have to go in.’

Emilia stood open-mouthed, blushing and suddenly filled with anxiety.

‘Come on,’ said Amy, dragging her excitedly towards the entrance.
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The doorway was covered with a deep, thick red curtain and Emilia grimaced as Amy parted it to allow them through, pushing open the old wooden door frame behind it, a bell chiming as they stumbled through.

The inside was illuminated by low-level lighting which gave the impression of a boudoir. Everywhere were deep blacks and shades of red, comfortable seats, leather sofas and shelves of neatly laid out and carefully arranged sex toys.

Emilia blanched as she glanced at a naked mannequin sporting an enormous strap on dildo around her waist, her mind flashing back to last night. Another was dressed in leather, a bullwhip in one hand, a paddle in the other and a vibrating cock ring around its huge, erect silicone penis.

She wanted to laugh, turn around and run at the same time but Amy’s grip was vice-like as she pulled her further into the little boutique.

A young girl behind a tall counter smiled sweetly at them both as they giggled and then went back to reading her book.

At the far end were a few more female mannequins dressed in stunning lace lingerie.

‘Why don’t we surprise the boys?’ said Amy, mischievously. 

She began to rifle through the assorted underwear until she gasped and pulled one set off the shelf. She turned and held it up to Emilia who blushed as she looked down at the almost non-existent garment.

Amy shook her head. ‘No, too skimpy. How about... you find something for me, and I’ll find something for you?’

Emilia looked back at the young girl behind the counter, still engrossed in her book and then turned back and nodded.

‘Ok,’ she said quietly.

She’d never been in a shop like this before. She’d bought and worn lingerie on many occasions. More so recently than ever before, but she’d always done it online and even then she’d created a separate email address, just so the order confirmations didn’t appear in her regular email and cause her to go bright red every time she needed to email her mum.

She was always paranoid that one day she would send something from the wrong one, but she was ultra-careful and kept both email addresses in separate apps on her phone. At one point she’d even considered buying another phone altogether but decided that Cassian would think she was either cheating or a drug dealer and stopped herself.

As she began to browse her way down the aisle, the idea crossed her mind that this might be some sort of test. 

Could she choose something that Amy would like? Did she know her well enough? Were they compatible? She thought back to all the times that Cassian had bought her underwear and how he must have felt. She wondered if he had browsed in one of these shops, picking up vibrators and dildos, chatting with the pretty staff, or had he just gone online and ordered whatever he liked the look of in some discount sale.

She laughed nervously under her breath and Amy glanced up at her from across the aisle.

‘How are you getting on?’

Emilia shrugged. ‘I’ve not found anything ye- Oh, wait.’

Her eyes fell across a stunning halterneck, semi-sheer, red lace basque with a deep plunge neckline, matching crotchless knickers and four dangling suspender straps, complete with sheer stockings. It was as though it was made for Amy.

She tingled as she picked it up and then grinned so wide as she held it that Amy couldn’t resist and Emilia laughed as she ran excitedly around the corner to come and see.

‘Mrs Black,’ she said laughing as she approached. ‘You have excellent taste.’

‘Do you like it?’

‘Do you like it?’

‘I’d like to see you in it.’

‘Shall we go and try it on?’

Emilia’s face turned white. ‘Here? Now?’

Amy nodded and grabbed the garment and Emilia’s hand, pulling her along towards the back of the store to a little changing room with a thick black curtain. They rushed inside and pulled it across, then turned and giggled at one another.

Amy spun around and began to unbutton her dress, one by one. Emilia felt dizzy as she watched, smiling and feeling warm as Amy slid the straps off her shoulder and let it fall to the ground.

Quickly, she unclipped her bra and dropped it aside and then pulled down her knickers so she was stark naked. For a moment they both looked at each other in the floor-length mirror, their eyes lingering, then Amy picked up the red lace lingerie and began to slip it on.

Emilia tied the lace that tucked in neatly against her lower back and Amy adjusted the chest, then she bit her lip and looked herself up and down.

‘What do you think?’

Emilia tried to speak but found that she couldn’t, instead, she just blushed and tried not to giggle.

‘Well, I think we’ve found the right one for me,’ laughed Amy, peeling it off again and letting it fall to the floor. ‘I wonder if it will have the same effect on our husbands?’

She picked up her knickers and bra and slipped them back on, then pulled up her dress as Emilia watched closely.

‘Your turn now,’ said Amy, whipping the curtain open. ‘Stay here, get naked and I’ll come back with something.’

She winked as Emilia stood open-mouthed inside the little cubicle and then she swished it shut and stalked away.

She wasn’t sure what to do. 

She wanted to play along, but she felt awkward. What if someone else came to the curtain and opened it? What if they saw her there, naked?

She was shaking with a mixture of excitement and fear, too anxious to move, paralysed with anxiety, then she made up her mind.

Steadily, trying desperately to calm her nerves, she unzipped her little summer dress and let it fall to the floor, pushing it to one side with her foot, then she undid her bra and covered her breasts with one arm, then finally she shimmied down her knickers.

She could hear footsteps approaching fast, and she panicked.

The curtain flew open.

‘Qu'est ce que tu fais ici?’

Emilia almost screamed, but then she saw that it was Amy, with a huge grin on her face.

‘Je suis désolé,’ she said as she slipped back inside, Emilia doing her best to cover herself up with her hands.

‘I hate you,’ she hissed. ‘I thought you were the girl out front, I nearly peed myself.’

Amy laughed, trying to stop herself from falling into hysterics.

‘I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, I couldn’t resist.’

‘You’re so mean.’

‘I’m sorry. Here, look, I thought this might work.’

She handed the garment to Emilia and smiled, raising her eyebrows suggestively.

It was exactly the same one that Emilia had found for Amy, except this one was white.

Emilia grinned and looked back at her, nodding.

Tonight was going to be fun.
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CHAPTER SIX
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IN CONTRAST TO Mark, Amy’s driving was steady and calm, accelerating and braking gently, taking corners and bends smoothly and even remaining on their side of the road most of the time.

As the sun began to set, Amy drew the car up slowly toward the gate and grinned as it began to open at their presence, glancing across at Emilia beside her and reaching out to squeeze her hand.

‘I loved being out with you today,’ she said as she pulled forward.

‘Me too,’ said Emilia. ‘It was nice holding your hand.’

Amy smiled and nodded as she continued. ‘I wonder what the boys have been up to?’

‘They’ve probably been asleep all afternoon,’ Amy laughed. ‘We must have exhausted them by now.’

Emilia listened to the crunch of the tires on the gravel as Amy rolled to a stop. She switched off the engine and the noise of the air con ceased, leaving them in silence. The residual heat of the day immediately began to warm the car as the girls looked at one another in the failing light.

‘This whole week,’ said Emilia, blushing as she paused. ‘I’ve never felt this way before.’

Amy smiled and reached across. ‘Me neither. It’s been really special.’

‘I don’t want to go home,’ she said suddenly. ‘I want our life to be like this, always.’

Amy laughed softly and looked down at their hands, clasped together tight over the central column.

‘I’m serious,’ she continued. ‘I don’t want to be away from you.’

‘That crazy-hot scale’s creeping back up.’

Emilia laughed and looked across at the Villa, frowning. Something was different but she couldn’t put her finger on it.

‘I want that too,’ said Amy. ‘But we have lives and jobs and family. It can’t be like this every day.’

‘I know, but this week,’ she paused, struggling to find the right words. ‘With everything that’s happened. I’m stronger with you. It’s made me realise that I want…’ She tailed off.

‘What do you want?’

‘It’s silly.’

‘You can tell me.’

Emilia looked back at the villa, as it finally clicked. ‘Why are the lights off?’

Amy frowned and looked up.

‘That’s odd.’

‘The shutters are open too.’

‘We’re coming back to this conversation,’ said Amy as she popped her door open and stepped out onto the gravel. ‘Don’t think you can distract me that easily Mrs Black.’

Emilia smiled and whispered to herself as Amy closed the door. ‘Mrs Hamilton-Black.’

She took a deep breath and pulled the internal handle, pushing the smooth door open wide and stepping out onto the crunching gravel. 

Amy was looking around confused and then she shrugged.

‘Maybe they’ve gone out?’

‘For a walk?’

Amy headed around to the back of the car as Emilia started to walk towards the entrance.

As she approached the front door, it opened. 

She frowned and looked back at Amy who was still unloading shopping from the boot. Turning back, she found Cassian had appeared in the frame, and as she made eye contact with him, he bowed.

He was dressed in a midnight blue suit. It wasn’t one she recognised. It was fitted, tucked and nipped in just the right places and it made him look devilishly handsome. His beard was trimmed neatly, his hair was cut short and combed.

He looked like a Prince.

She was so taken aback that she stopped walking altogether and stared, causing Amy to bump into the back of her and drop several bags onto the gravel.

‘Em, what are you doi-? Oh,’ she said as she saw movement and looked up to see Mark, standing next to Cassian, dressed from head to toe in a black dinner suit with a bow tie tucked neatly around his neck. In his hands, he held two flute glasses.

The light behind them seemed to flicker oddly and as Amy looked past them she realised it was candlelight. 

Dotted all around the entrance hall, along the edges of the walls, on top of the little table and around the edges of the sconces were maybe fifty or sixty tea candles, flickering in the darkness. It was beautiful and heart-meltingly romantic.

The boys had been busy.

‘Welcome home, ladies,’ said Cassian, opening the door wide as Mark offered them the champagne flutes. In the background, Emilia saw the bottle sitting in a bucket of ice.

She found her feet once again and stepped forward, gracefully taking the glass from Mark’s fingers and turning to Cassian, a quizzical expression on her face.

‘You’ll find appropriate evening attire in our room,’ said Cassian to both of them. ‘If you would care to dress and then join us for a buffet dinner in the garden. The service will begin in fifteen minutes.’

‘This is amazing,’ said Amy, looking up at Mark who grinned back at her. ‘You did all this?’

‘You wait, you haven’t seen half of it yet,’ he said, winking at Cassian.

She turned back to Emilia and jumped up and down on the spot with excitement, her eyes wide with glee and anticipation.

‘Come on, let’s go get dressed,’ she said, grabbing hold of her girlfriend’s hand and heading off toward the bedroom.

Inside there were more candles, spaced out along the side dresser. Amy gasped as Emilia stepped in behind her.

‘Look,’ she said, pointing towards the bed. Laid out neatly across the duvet were two beautiful dresses and on the floor, two pairs of matching shoes.

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Emilia.

On the far side laid out for Amy, was a beautiful, intricate red lace, floor-length, figure-hugging evening dress with an open back and a long slit to the thigh. Closer to them both, laid out for Emilia, was a black lace, halterneck evening dress with a plunging neckline, a long thick silk belt and again, a thigh-high split.

Both outfits were stunning, and by the look of them, perfectly sized.

Amy moved slowly across the room admiring both, occasionally glancing back at Emilia as their eyes glistened.

‘They’re beautiful,’ she said, quietly.

‘Where did they get them from?’ said Emilia, picking up hers gently between her fingers.

‘When did they get them?’

‘Do you think they smuggled them here all the way from home?’ 

Amy laughed as she picked up her own and held it up to herself, letting the long trail drop to the floor by her feet.

‘The lingerie,’ said Amy suddenly, looking up.

‘Oh my goodness, yes,’ said Emilia turning around and picking up the shopping bag from the floor. She upended it on the bed watching as the two luxury boxes came tumbling out. 

Amy grabbed hers and excitedly started to unbutton herself, almost jumping up and down on the spot with excitement. Emilia stretched across the bed and unboxed hers, admiring the way it was presented, then she began to strip too.

The girls helped each other dress and a few minutes later, they stood looking at themselves and each other in the mirror.

‘This fits perfectly,’ said Amy. ‘Do you think they measured us in our sleep?’

‘You look amazing.’

‘So do you.’

Amy laughed and opened the door for Emilia, who blushed and smiled and then stepped through into the corridor. At the far end stood Cassian and Mark, holding a single red rose each, illuminated only by candlelight. She felt butterflies in her tummy immediately as she looked upon them and she turned back and took hold of Amy’s hand for support as her girlfriend stood proudly by her side.

It was like being back at her prom again, except this time she had three dates.

Together they walked towards their husbands, feeling beautiful and smiling uncontrollably. Emilia couldn’t help but imagine what it might be like if they could all marry one another. She thought it might not be far off from this.

The men stepped apart, each one offering an arm to his wife and kissing them on the cheek.

‘You look amazing,’ said Cassian to Emilia. ‘So does Amy.’

Mark nodded, as Emilia flashed a smile at him. The thought of them both looking like Greek god’s flitted through her mind again.

‘Would you care to join us for dinner?’ said Cassian, gesturing towards the doorway to the living room. Emilia nodded, giddy with excitement. As he guided her through, her jaw dropped open.

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Amy, a few steps behind her as they drew level.

The large patio doors were wide open and on the wooden decking next to the pool sat a large, dressed table with a white cover, four old wooden chairs and a selection of sumptuous food which looked at a glance like a banquet.

All around the garden were dotted tealight candles, shimmering in the darkness like a sea of flames. There was even a path through them, wide enough for all of them to walk.

The pool was also alight with more than a hundred candles floating in the gently lapping water, bumping and moving around. It must have taken them an hour alone just to light them all.

But beyond that, and the real reason that both Emilia and Amy had stopped in their tracks and were now beginning to grin and laugh, was the bed on the lawn.

It was the king-size monster from Mark and Amy’s room, but the men had erected a frame around it and draped sheer material down either side, leaving the top open to the starlit sky. It looked like a four-poster romantic retreat on a tropical island.

‘This is amazing,’ said Amy quietly, shaking her head in wonder. She turned around and looked at Mark, her face a mixture of emotions as she smiled and tried to hold back tears at the same time. ‘This is so beautiful.’

Emilia felt Cassian’s hands wrap around her waist as she stood looking out across the scene.

‘Thank you,’ she said as his cheek touched hers, she placed her palm over his clasped fingers and her other hand on the side of his face.

‘We wanted to make our last night together special,’ said Cassian.

‘I don’t want this to be our last night.’

Cassian frowned. ‘I mean of the holiday.’

‘I know but I want this every night.’

‘This took quite a lot of effort,’ he laughed. ‘Not sure we could manage this every day.’

‘No, I mean I want us all to be together, every night. Even if we’re just sat in front of the TV in our pyjamas, massaging Amy’s feet.’

Cassian smiled kindly. ‘Maybe one day.’

Emilia turned around and pressed her head against his chest as he wrapped his arms around her.

‘Thank you,’ she said. As they embraced, she looked sideways and saw Mark and Amy swaying back and forth in the candlelight and she felt love. It was a love that came from within and spread out all the way to her extremities, and it felt wonderful.

‘We should eat,’ said Mark after a while. ‘Otherwise, our Herculean efforts will have gone to waste.’

‘Herculean?’ said Amy, raising her eyebrows as she looked up at him

‘Have you seen the food?’

Mark took Amy’s hand and started to lead her over toward the table. Cassian, taking his cue, did the same. Emilia looped her arm through his as they walked in procession through the corridor of candlelight.

The table was laden with the most incredible selection of food. It seemed to be overflowing with bowls and plates and dips and bread.

Mark pulled out a chair for his wife, inviting her to sit as Cassian did the same for Emilia. Then as he settled down, Mark collected a bottle of Champagne from the end of the table and popped the cork making both girls scream and laugh.

Like a well-practised waiter, he made his way around them, pouring out the bottle into each of the little flutes they had carefully and meticulously arranged on the clean white cloth draped across the wooden table.

Emilia had noticed that the cutlery, the serving bowls, the spoons and the plates were all perfectly positioned. She wondered whether if she were to take the time to measure the relative distances between each item, she would find less than a millimetre disparity across the board. Mark was very particular and very precise.

As he sat down he raised his glass and smiled, looking to each of them in turn.

‘To us,’ he said.

They clinked glasses and took a little sip each, all except for Amy who drank her whole flute in one go and burst into laughter.

‘Whoops,’ she giggled as the bubbles hit her nose, her eyes watering as she laughed.

‘If we ignore my wife’s readily apparent drinking problem for a moment, we have prepared a comprehensive selection of continental dishes this evening for you to choose from.’

‘You’re allowed to mix and match, you don’t have to stick to one cultural cuisine,’ interjected Cassian.

‘Quite right,’ said Mark nodding. ‘We have Spanish Tapas, Mediterranean Seafood, a traditional French casserole, and some coq au vin. Moules, a selection of cold meats from Switzerland and bread and cheese from all over Europe.’

He gestured to each dish as he made his way around the table.

‘Oh my goodness, I love moules,’ said Amy, her eyes widening.

‘I even got you a bib,’ laughed Mark, handing her a large silk napkin.

‘This is why I love you,’ she said giggling as she took it.

‘This must have taken you all day,’ said Emilia as Cassian poured both her and Amy a glass of red wine each.

‘Since you left this morning,’ said Mark. ‘With a short break to double team Celeste. She popped back round for lunch.’

‘I’m not even sure if you’re joking after this morning, Mark.’

‘What if we hadn’t gone out?’ said Emilia, diverting the conversation.

‘We had a contingency plan.’

‘But how could you have known we were going to go shopping?’

‘We’ve been dropping hints all week,’ laughed Cassian. ‘Little nudges, subtle suggestions.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ laughed Amy. ‘Are we that easy to manipulate? I’m going to have to pay more attention. That’s crafty.’

‘The most convincing ideas are the ones you come up with yourself,’ shrugged Mark.

Amy tied off her napkin around her neck as Mark served a large ladle full of moules into a bowl for her. As she began to crack open the first one, Emilia served herself a portion of coq au vin and picked up her knife and fork.

‘This is incredible,’ said Emilia as she tasted it. ‘Where did you learn to cook like this?’

‘Paris,’ said Mark. ‘I lived in the city for three years, studied at the Pantheon-Sorbonne.’

‘What did you study?’

‘Art History.’

Emilia raised her eyebrows. ‘I was not expecting that.’

Mark shrugged. ‘It’s a passion of mine. That’s part of what kept Amy and me together.’

‘That and his huge cock.’

Emilia burst into shocked laughter, trying her best not to spray her mouthful of red wine and chicken all over her plate.

‘I’m not joking, seriously it’s as thick as a log. The first time we had anal sex I thought my bum hole would never recover.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ laughed Emilia, wiping tears away from her eyes and almost choking on her food. ‘You are terrible, Amy.’

‘Cheap date. One drink and I’m all yours, and yours, and yours,’ she shot finger pistols at each of them in turn, winking as she blew them away, then picking up a squishy muscle on her fork. ‘Em, do you want a moule?’

She shook her head politely and turned back to Mark as he continued.

‘In answer to your question, Emilia,’ said Mark with a sly grin on his face. ‘I took a job in the kitchens of a restaurant in the eighth arrondissement, on Avenue Montaigne.’

‘You were a chef?’

‘I was a Chef de Partie, or specifically a Chef de Tournant, so I worked in different parts of the kitchen each night, filling in.’

‘He loves filling in different parts,’ giggled Amy, chewing on another moule. As she bit down on it, it popped in her mouth and squirted out, narrowly missing Emilia. ‘Oops, little squirt.’

Amy’s eyes met Emilia’s and immediately she began to laugh, as her friend shook her head.

‘No, no, don’t you dare.’

‘Did she tell you?’ said Amy, looking pointedly at Cassian.

‘Tell me what?’

‘Amy, no,’ Emilia waved her hands, then hid her face in shame.

‘About last night?’

‘Amy!’

‘She squirted.’

‘I hate you.’

’Or peed herself, I’m still not quite sure which.’

‘You are the worst.’

Cassian laughed and looked at Mark, shaking his head.

‘As I said earlier, mate,’ nodded Mark. ‘We’re going to have to up our game.’

‘Sounds like it.’

Emilia was still covering her face in shame.

‘I’m sorry,’ said Amy as Emilia felt her girlfriend’s hand slide over her thigh. ‘We have to set the bar higher for them somehow though. You have to understand the male psyche. Now all they’re going to be thinking about is how they can make you squirt too.’

‘Oh my goodness, you don’t have to,’ said Emilia looking up at the two men before hiding again.

‘You’re going to have the best night ever,’ she turned back around, grinning. ‘Oh and guys, Emilia made me squirt too.’

She dropped another empty moule shell back into the bowl as she finished her sentence, raising her eyebrows, cocking her head and leaving her hand dangling in the air.

‘Challenge accepted,’ said Mark.

Amy sat back in her chair, smiling then she reached out for Emilia, prying her fingers away and uncovering her face.

‘Hey in there, there’s no need to be embarrassed, I loved it.’

Emilia nodded, blushing and smiling. She licked her lips as Amy squeezed her hand and leaned forward. She felt nervous. All this food and the amount of effort the boys had gone to. The bed, the candles, the dresses, their secret lingerie. It was incredible, and somehow intimidating at the same time. Everything was perfect and yet she was petrified.

‘Good grief boys, Champagne and moules,’ said Amy suddenly, interrupting her train of thought and winking at her subtly. ‘Are you trying to get us into bed or something?’

Mark smiled and reached for another olive, smiling as he popped it into his mouth.

‘As a matter of fact, yes we are.’

Amy laughed and bit her lip and then leaned into Emilia to whisper, taking hold of her hand.

‘Stop worrying, I’ll look after you. I always will.’




*







The stars shone brightly above as the two men stood up and held out their hands, inviting their wives to stand and join them. Their dinner finished, their plates empty, their glasses dry.

Emilia rose first, nervously yet gracefully taking Cassian’s hand and swinging her legs around and off the little wooden chair. 

Amy smiled, dabbing her lips as Mark bowed to her and grinned.

‘This is so beautiful,’ she said as he led her across the grass, through the hundreds of candles marking their path as they followed Cassian and Emilia toward the bed.

Emilia was shaking as she stood next to her husband, turning to see Amy’s smiling face as Mark took her around to the other side, his arm tucked tightly around her waist. Together, the two men parted the makeshift surround and opened their arms high to allow the girls to enter their little romantic retreat.

Amy ducked down and stepped through, turning as Mark followed and taking hold of his face in her palms, pulling him forward and falling backwards onto the bed as they kissed.

Emilia giggled as they rolled around together, kissing and running their arms over each other. She watched with excitement as Amy began to pull at Mark’s dinner jacket, untying his bow tie with both hands and then falling back onto the bed, laughing playfully.

She was so beautiful that it made her heartache. She reached out for her now, her fingers splayed wide as she lay flat, Mark kneeling between her thighs, trying to shake his jacket off onto the grass behind him. His shirt was partially unbuttoned and his bow tie was slung loosely around his neck.

‘Come help us,’ said Amy, laughing. ‘We need you.’

Emilia smiled and looked to Cassian who nodded his approval. Slowly she walked around behind Mark, reaching out and pulling his jacket away from his arms and then kissing him softly as he turned to look up at her.

She ran her hand up his chest, across the inside opening of his shirt and as she reached his neckline she took hold of his loose bow tie and wrapped it between her fingers.

As she was holding the soft silk material against her skin an idea came to her, she smiled and flashed her eyes at Cassian as it ran through her mind like a dirty reel at an old cinema. She stifled a giggle and beckoned for her husband to come closer.

He walked over as the other two watched with curiosity and she ran her hands up his chest, feeling the definition of his abs hidden beneath the soft material of his shirt. 

Then in one swift and sudden motion, she pulled the end of his bow tie and unravelled it, sliding it away from around his neck until it came off entirely.

Holding both strips of silk in her hands she turned and looked at Amy, whose eyes widened. She sat up quickly, a look of excitement on her face as Emilia began to slowly unwind both ties.

‘Take off her dress,’ she said quietly, not breaking eye contact with her as the men both grinned.

They knelt forward on the bed, Cassian pulling her upright as he shuffled around behind her, Mark raising her arms up as she knelt between them. Then Cassian rolled her dress up around her thighs, sliding it softly over her skin, pushing it up as she kissed her husband, slowly revealing the secret red lingerie beneath.

She pulled away from Mark’s lips as Cassian now pulled the dress up and over her face and then she was free of it, and she wrapped her arms around her handsome husband and kissed him hard as Cassian sandwiched her between them, sliding his hand down her back and over her bottom, squeezing it tight against the intricate lace.

‘Lay her back,’ said Emilia as she walked around the side of the bed, circling them slowly. ‘Hold out her arms.’

Amy breathed in and out sharply and unevenly with excitement as her two men took control of her body from her, laying her back and taking one arm each as Emilia walked slowly round the back of the headboard. 

She licked her lips as she took Amy’s hand in her own, running her index finger softly around her palm in a little circle before slipping Cassian’s soft silk bow around her wrist until it was firm and tight.

Amy watched with rising excitement as Mark ran his free hand up her inner thigh, making her squirm and wriggle with delight against their firm grip.

With a slow and commanding confidence, Emilia tied the remaining tie to the bed frame in a quick-release bow, leaving Amy able to free herself, but otherwise immobilised.

As she tightened the little knot, she leaned down and kissed her, Amy rising up to meet her lips urgently, then she moved over to the other side and relieved Cassian, taking hold of her girlfriend’s little wrists and tying her other hand in place.

‘Oh fuck,’ whispered Amy, barely able to contain herself, writhing against her soft restraints and biting her lips. She looked up at Emilia, standing above her head and smiling mischievously and then she looked down at their husbands as they began to undress.

She had never felt more electrified and erotic, her whole body felt like it was tingling in anticipation of their touch. Taking away her control had made her feel so alive, and yet utterly vulnerable. She was entirely at their mercy.

It was like the annual house of horror tour she loved so much. She was scared, intensely turned on, but completely safe.  

Amy sensed movement behind her - a faint swish of satin - then Emilia’s hands came down either side of her face, placing her black silk belt softly over Amy’s eyes.

‘Yes,’ she whispered. ‘Yes,’ as Emilia tied the makeshift blindfold off behind her head, her fingers teasing the back of her neck, unleashing goosebumps and making her buck and twist.

Now she was completely helpless, she couldn’t see and she couldn’t touch. All she could do was wait and with every passing second, her arousal and anticipation built. She could feel how wet she was as she moved and it only served to make her feel more desperate for their touch.

Emilia stood smiling at the two men kneeling on the bed on either side of their sweet little red-haired goddess. They were both looking to her now, waiting for their next instruction. The power was intoxicating. She walked around the side of the bed frame and their eyes followed her until she stood at the end and beckoned them forward. 

Taking their cue they both stood up, standing on either side of her. She turned towards Cassian and pressed her lips against his, sliding her hand up against his throbbing cock through the thin material of his trousers. As she stroked him, she reached back and found Mark’s member easily, pushing hard against her as he kissed her neck and ran his hands around her hips.

As they touched, she glanced down at Amy, tied to the bed, writhing as she waited. She didn’t want to keep her waiting long, but a little longer wouldn’t hurt.

Mark’s fingers found the zip of her dress and hurriedly undid it as Cassian helped slide it off over her shoulders. As the two men worked, she undid their belts, turning as she slipped Cassian’s away and kissing Mark hard as she undid his. 

Cassian’s cock pushed against her ass as Mark squeezed her forward and together they moved as one, like a wave. Then she held up her hand and placed a single finger against her lips. The two men stood back, naked and glistening in the moonlight as they admired her and Amy, looking back and forth at their matching lingerie, noticing the lack of crotch material and grinning at the beauty and wonder before them.

Slowly, commanding the same power she held before, she looked across at her girlfriend and smiled.

Amy felt a weight press down on the bed just beneath her legs and she drew them together instinctively, twisting in her restraints as she giggled and licked her lips. Her skin felt like it was prickling and ultra-sensitive, waiting for the tiniest and most delicate touch of skin on skin.

Slowly she parted herself once more, forcing her thighs apart, fighting her instincts, and biting down on her lower lip as she arched her back, writhing and desperate.

‘Oh fuck, touch me, someone touch me,’ she whispered.

She felt the person move again, she couldn’t tell if it was Mark or Cassian, or perhaps it was Emilia? She didn’t know what to expect. They were all silent. She listened to see if she could hear breathing or rustling, but there was nothing.

She then felt the most delicate contact against her warmth and her whole body surged. 

One of her two men thrust inside her, but she couldn’t tell who. She thought it could be Mark for a moment, but as whoever it was kept going they seemed to go deeper than he ever had before and she wondered if it was Cassian.

He felt thicker than usual though, stretching her like Mark always did. They thrust again and she cried out in pleasure and then she moaned as someone’s mouth closed over her nipple. She tried to reach down and grab their head, to feel their hair so she would know who it was, but her restraints held her back. Their lips felt soft like Emilia’s and for a moment she felt something course like stubble and she sensed it could be Cassian, which made her think that Mark was actually inside her.

Her body felt like a chaotic firework display, exploding at each touch and each pulse. Then Emilia’s soft lips pressed against her own and she saw stars.

She came hard and suddenly, moaning into her girlfriend’s mouth. Her whole body twitched and quivered, her legs writhing as she pulled against the silk ribbons, rattling the headboard as the orgasm rushed through her.

The man inside her slowed down as she squeezed him, waiting patiently as she came down, her movements slowing and her body relaxing. Then as she lay there, catching her breath, they pulled out.

She felt the weight leave the bed, bouncing softly as they swapped positions. Suddenly Emilia was pulling her wrists together and one of the two men was rolling her onto her front and sliding her legs apart so she was lying flat.

Then nothing. 

She let out a deep heaving sigh, uneven and shallow as she waited with breathless anticipation.

Then she felt warmth against her bottom and she rose up off the mattress, feeling hands pushing her back down and parting her. 

Emilia’s hands.

She turned her head, snapping backwards in a futile effort to see, but the blindfold was sealed tight, and all she was could see was darkness and drifting white specks like stars in the night sky.

Emilia held her tight, one sweet little bum cheek in each palm and then Amy shook as she sensed the warmth of her face as it drew closer. 

Her hot breath.

Her mouth.

Her tongue. 

There.

She moaned out loud as she felt the tip press against her forbidden hole, making her slick and wet as the soft lips of her girlfriend slipped back and forth against her button. Then a moment later she felt a lithe finger slide inside her pussy, filling her up and pleasuring her gently as she continued to lap.

It was as though she was preparing her, lapping and making her slick. Making her as wet as possible before...

Emilia pulled away.

‘Oh fuck,’ cried Amy, writhing and moaning now, begging. ‘Someone fuck me, please.’

She knelt up on all fours and parted herself, wiggling back and forth, desperate to be penetrated. Then strong hands pulled her back down until she was flat again.

Then he was on top of her, and again she didn’t know who, and Emilia was next to her face.

‘Can you tell who it is?’ she whispered. Amy shook her head from side to side.

‘How about now?’

The man’s cock pressed hard against her tight little opening, one hand against her hip, the other on her back, holding her down and in her place.

He was struggling against her, she was tighter than usual, not as slick as she would be with lube, and she felt whoever it was surge as they pushed and pushed.

‘Keep going,’ she moaned, willing them to push harder as she held firm, pushing back, trying to relax. 

Then suddenly she felt that now-familiar sensation of herself opening up like a flower, stretching out and then the satisfying pop as their cock slid past her dark opening and up, deep inside her.

It felt like Mark, but she wasn’t sure. They felt thick like him, but they also felt longer somehow, harder and more rigid. 

The sensations were more intense than ever before, more filling and more powerful. She held on tight to Emilia’s hand as she moaned

He pushed all the way into her now as she cried and shook, gripping hold of the metal frame with her free hand as she writhed a part of her desperate to know who was fucking her, and another naughtier part of her excited that she didn’t.

‘Spank me,’ she begged and a second later she felt the sting of a man’s palm against her backside.

‘Again,’ this one stung even more and she yelped in pleasure as the pain seared through her skin making her eyes well up with tears behind her silk blindfold.

‘Make me cum again,’ she begged as he continued to thrust, then a second later she felt fingers against her clit. Emilia’s fingers. She could tell them apart so easily, hers were soft and small, delicate and gentle in contrast to the thick hands of the men.

She cried out in pleasure as the intensity of the combined sensations crashed through her like lightning forking through the night sky. Now someone was near her face, stroking her lips with their thumb. She darted her mouth forward and sucked on it, then pulled away and looked up. 

A moment later and to her surprise, she felt their cock sliding against her tongue.

Thick and wet and hard, it slid through her opening, filling her mouth completely as she took them in. 

The sensation was too much. 

She could feel them pulsing gently and for a moment she thought it tasted like Mark, salty and sweet as she swallowed his pre-cum. Then a hand stroked her hair and he thrust forward gently into her throat as she opened wide.

She had one man in her ass and the other in her mouth as her girlfriend’s fingers stimulated her clit. She wanted them both to explode inside her, to fill her with their seed as Emilia took care of her pussy.

As he slid back out she begged.

‘Cum inside me, both of you, please.’

They slid back in deeper this time and she held back tears of pleasure as her man’s cock filled her mouth, sliding back and forth as she helped, pushing him deeper as she leaned forward.

Her ass felt full, her throat felt full and for a brief fleeting moment, she wished that Emilia could be inside her too.

Then the man in front of her seemed to tighten, his cock bulging and twisting in her mouth. Then he buckled and came, shooting rope after rope of warmth onto her tongue. 

The sticky sweet and salty taste overwhelmed her senses as her other man bucked and thrust and came in her ass.

And over the edge she went.

Her whole body tingled as she saw stars. It felt as though she was floating away as she collapsed down onto the bed, the weight of the man on top of her pushing all of the wind out of her. 

Then he rolled off and she lay still, breathing and shuddering with happiness.

‘That was incredible,’ she whispered. ‘Oh my goodness, oh fuck.’

‘You okay?’ said Emilia, close to her ear as she slid the blindfold away.

She looked up to find Cassian smiling at her, and then she turned to see Mark behind her and she laughed, shaking her head.

‘I had no idea,’ she breathed. ‘No idea. That was amazing.’

She collapsed back onto the pillow and closed her eyes, her body slowly recovering as Emilia stroked her hair. She felt her two men lay down beside them, one laying one way, one laying the other.

After a little while, Emilia whispered in her ear. ‘Why don’t we give them a little show?’ she said, undoing her restraints and pulling her up, kissing her lips as she did so and tasting Cassian’s seed there.

‘I’d like that,’ said Amy, grinning and embracing her. ‘I want to make you squirt again.’

Emilia nodded enthusiastically and Amy kissed her hard as the two men sat back and watched.

Amy pressed the flat of her palm against Emilia’s chest and pushed her back down onto the bed, pinning her legs down and sliding her lingerie off, revealing her breasts and her flat stomach, then her pussy and her ass. She bundle it up tight and threw it towards her husband who caught them and laughed.

Before Emilia could even react, Amy’s fingers were sliding inside her soaking wet parting and curling upwards. 

Cassian sat up and grinned as his wife’s head shot backwards, listening to her moan and hearing how wet she was as her girlfriend’s fingers slipped in and out.

Amy worked fast and Emilia’s hand’s shot out and gathered up the duvet as she gripped it tightly, her eyes screwed closed and her mouth open wide as she arched her back.

‘Oh my fuck,’ she cried as Amy’s smooth, agile and rigid fingers pounded up against her g-spot, her pussy slick with arousal as she bounced her hips up and down.

Mark sat up as Amy lay down on her front, pushing Emilia’s thighs apart as she pressed her tongue against her lips and began to lick her up and down, swirling around her clit with such intensity and passion that she began to shake.

Emilia could feel it again, that strange sensation, that pressure building up inside of her, looking for a way out as Amy’s fingers coaxed it along. As though each pulse of her fingers was pumping her and making her fuller and fuller.

She opened her eyes and saw both Cassian and Mark staring wide-eyed at her, looking down between her legs where Amy was and she felt strangely self-conscious.

She went bright red and closed her eyes again, feeling ashamed and aroused at the same time, but it was too late to stop. She had passed the point of no return, and she didn’t want to anyway. 

Not a chance.

She let it build for longer this time, let the crescendo heighten, the wave grow and grow and then as Amy’s fingers pushed harder and harder, she let go.

And relaxed.

It was like her whole body was sinking into the bed, as though it was made of warm jelly, cocooning and cushioning her slowly.

She felt that same warmth spreading out from inside and she heard Amy gasp and laugh and the sound of a gentle gush of fluid.

‘Oh,’ said Cassian in the distance as he looked on, wide-eyed.

Mark made a noise too, one of astonishment and surprise and she stifled a giggle as she lay there, panting and melting.

After what seemed like a dreamy, blurry age, she opened her eyes and looked up into the night sky.

She found that Amy had crawled up next to her, tucked over her arm, her head nestled in her shoulder. 

Had she passed out? How long had she been gone?

‘Just a couple of minutes,’ said Amy, laughing.

‘How did you know I was thinking that?’

‘Educated guess and the look on your face.’

She glanced down and saw that Mark was playing with himself and then she looked across at Cassian and saw that he too was grinning and rock hard.

She rolled sideways and kissed Amy, pulling her arm free. ‘Do you trust me?’ she said, looking into her girlfriend’s eyes.

‘Yes,’ she replied, confused.

‘Lay on your side,’ she said, moving away and smiling.

Emilia wriggled up the bed until she was above Amy, her legs on either side of her and her hands close enough to touch her face.

She looked at Mark first and beckoned to him to lay down, facing his wife and then she indicated to Cassian to lay down behind her, mirroring Mark.

The two men did so, and as Amy realised what was happening she looked up at Emilia, apprehension in her eyes.

‘I don’t know if I can do this,’ she said, taking a deep shuddering breath.

‘Yes you can,’ came the reply. ‘I know you can, just take it slow.’ 

Amy felt nervous as Mark cradled her in his arms, looking deep into her eyes as he smiled and reassured her. 

They felt so big all of a sudden.

Her small frame was dwarfed by the two men as they lay either side of her. 

Emilia stroked her hair as she sensed Cassian lining himself up.

‘It’s okay, just relax,’ said Mark.

She bit her lip and nodded, trying not to clench as Cassian’s thick member slid between her cheeks. She reached out for Emilia and held her hand tight as she felt his head sliding against her slick little hole. 

He paused and waited.

Emilia leaned down and kissed her forehead, then Amy nodded at her husband. ‘You first.’

He smiled and stroked her cheek, then he pushed himself inside as her mouth opened wide and her eyes closed. When he was all the way in she took another shuddering breath and then nodded.

Cassian’s hands gripped her hips and Mark’s thigh’s held her in place. She closed her eyes again, preparing herself, and then she took a moment, steadying herself. ‘Ok, I’m ready.’

Cassian’s cock throbbed as he gently pushed into her. He angled his hips up as she flowered, opening up slowly, more easily than before as he kept pushing, then suddenly he was in.

She shook as the sensation swept through her, gripping Emilia’s hand tight and tensing her muscles as both men held her between them.

She quivered and moaned, tingling as they stayed still, not daring to even breathe. Letting her get used to the sensation. As she calmed down, Cassian pushed a little further, stretching her until he couldn’t push anymore.

Her whole body pulsed as they throbbed within, not daring to move anymore until she gave her permission.

She looked up at Emilia, barely able to open her eyes and she found that she was smiling back at her and stroking her hair with an expression of love and compassion.

‘Are you okay?’ she whispered.

Amy nodded and looked down.

Mark’s eyes flashed at her and she smiled at him and then nodded at them all.

‘I’m ready,’ she said, taking one last deep breath and biting down on her lip.

Mark thrust first, making her arch her head back as his thick cock slid out of her and then she moaned quietly as it slid back in. Then Cassian pulled out steadily and she bucked forward, pressing her face into her husband shoulder as he slid back in.

It felt incredible. 

As though her whole life she hadn’t been aware that she wasn’t whole and now, with both of them inside her, she was.

The men thrust again, Cassian moaning into her neck as her tight ass swallowed his length. She cried out softly at the sound of his voice, still holding her girlfriend’s hand as Mark cradled her cheeks, looking deep into her eyes as the two men began to get into a rhythm.

‘You’re doing great,’ he said quietly and she nodded and smiled with pride.

‘It feels so tight,’ she whispered, her body quivering as she spoke, the sensation of both of her men inside her at the same time was overwhelming. She felt connected to them all, their skin and their touch making her feel warm and loved as their bodies pleasured her and used her. 

She could sense them both quickening now, powering into her from either side as they held her tighter and tighter, working in unison; an unspoken communication between them.

Emilia looked at the three of them together, squeezed up as one, connected by their flesh and their love as she stroked Amy’s hair and squeezed her fingers.

Then Mark began to moan and at the sound of his voice and his fastening pace, she moaned too, swiftly followed by Cassian.

Her mind went blank as they thrust with wild abandon into her, her whole body shuddering and quivering with wild lust as fireworks exploded behind her eyes. 

She had never felt more desired and safe in her life as her two men ravished her, holding her and stroking her and thrusting and squeezing.

And then they came.

Both of them at once, pulsing and pumping as they exploded, filling her with their seed until she felt like she was going to burst.

And then to her surprise, she came again. 

Mark felt it first, her body shaking hard as she squirted onto him, his cock warm and wet as her body flushed and shuddered. Then Cassian felt it too as the glistening fluid pooled on the bed.

Amy cried out in pleasure, her moan echoing into the night sky, her whole body straining and throbbing as they held her steady, rocking back and forth and then finally, slowly and eventually, going limp. 

The two men carefully slipped out of her and lay still, shaking and cuddling, not caring where their arms lay, just blissful and happy and satiated.

Emilia stroked their hair as they slept, their bodies entwined together, peaceful in their exhausted slumber. After a while, she leaned down and kissed Amy’s cheek and whispered to her.

‘I love you.’

Then she kissed Mark and ran her fingers through his hair.

‘And I love you too.’

Then she turned to Cassian who stirred and looked up, just barely opening his eyes.

She thought about Alice for a moment and everything that had happened since the start of this week, and then she reached down and cradled his face in her hands and kissed him long and hard.

‘And I love you.’

Gradually the three of them stirred and moved as Emilia watched. 

She wasn’t sure if she was imagining it, but it seemed as though the sky was becoming lighter now.

She had no idea what time it was or how long they had been making love for. Or even if she herself had fallen asleep.

But something had woken them, perhaps some mutual feeling, perhaps a shared desire. She didn’t know, but she smiled as they each opened their eyes and looked up at her.

Amy wiped her eyes and grinned as she remembered where she was and what she had been doing, and then she laughed.

‘Oh my goodness, that was amazing. It’s so your turn Em.’

Emilia laughed, dismissively but then she stopped as she saw Mark and Cassian’s faces as they began to move.

Amy looked at her husband and whispered. ‘Lay back, and don’t move.’ 

She reached up and took her girlfriend’s hand and pulled her over to her husband, turning her around so she was facing down toward his legs.

Emilia straddled him, hovering her bottom over his slick cock, giggling as it poked her cheeks. She moved awkwardly backwards, her palms flat on the duvet on either side of him as he held her waist and supported her like a crab. Amy leaned forward, and took his cock in her hands, holding it straight up as Emilia smiled.

‘Are you ready?’ asked Amy, looking up at her.

She shook her head and laughed.

Mark stayed firm as she lowered herself, Amy guiding his head, stroking it gently between her fingers.

She felt him against her, that familiar pressure, that sensation of taboo. It was electrifying and her whole body shuddered as she closed her eyes. 

She lowered herself, pressing down onto him and then gasped as he slipped straight in. 

Her eyes popped open as she dropped down, faster than she’d anticipated and his shaft disappeared inside of her ass completely.

Pleasure burst through her, a delayed reaction as that familiar deep and powerful throbbing sensation overcame her senses.

She steadied herself and he held her tight as Amy moved her hand away, briefly sliding her fingers across her soaking wet lips as she withdrew.

‘Ok,’ she breathed toward Cassian, who knelt upright on the bed beside Amy.

Now she leaned back, angling herself up to allow her husband to enter her too.

Amy reached out again as he shuffled forward, holding him between her finger and thumb as he pulsed.

She felt him pressing on her lips, and Amy sliding him up and down against her as Mark’s cock grew inside her ass. Then Cassian took hold of her knees and pushed.

Her head fell back as she moaned, her long hair falling across Mark’s face as the two men thrust. Another gasp escaped her lips as the sensation overwhelmed her. They pushed into her at the same time, throbbing and thick, stretching her as they strained.

Her whole body shook as her men made love to her.

‘Yes,’ she cried as Mark thrust upwards from the bed, his thick girth sliding so easily in and out of her tight little hole as Cassian’s solid member fucked her warmth.

She sensed Amy kneeling up beside her, then felt her breath on her cheek and her lips on her neck, then she gasped as her girlfriend’s fingers slipped over her clit.

‘Oh fuck,’ she moaned as Amy began to circle her faster and faster, closing her lips over her ultra-sensitive nipples. She writhed but her girl held on, circling her with her tongue as her finger flicked up and down steadily inside her hood.

Emilia was overwhelmed with pleasure, and she began to wail. 

It came as one long and passionate cry, loud and sweet as her body succumbed to the ecstasy of it all.

She felt like a wave on the ocean, crashing and tumbling inexorably toward the shore, cresting and falling and collapsing and rolling. It was like nothing she had ever experienced, at once fuzzy and dull and yet focused, sharp and intense, as though she was drifting in and out of consciousness.

‘I love you all,’ she moaned, her hands shaking and then collapsing down onto Mark, not able to hold herself up any longer as he cradled her lithe body.

She rolled over, both of them sliding out of her and then she grabbed hold of his cock and slipped it between her legs again, enveloping him inside her warmth and beckoning to Cassian to fuck her ass as she began to slide up and down on Mark.

Amy found her lips and Emilia found her pussy and the two of them held each other and touched each other as Cassian slid back inside his wife, where moments ago Mark had been.

‘Fuck me,’ she said to them. ‘Fuck me, hard.’

Cassian thrust into her and Mark did the same, holding her thighs as his friend gripped her waist and the three of them pounded each other, moaning louder and louder as they got closer and closer.

Emilia reached out for Amy, pulling her head and she grinned and straddled Mark’s face, lowering her wet pussy down onto his lips. His tongue flicked against her as she kissed Emilia and caressed her breast and lowered her fingers back down between her legs.

‘Harder,’ she gasped.

They obliged as she closed her eyes and started to shake.

It was going to happen again.

She could feel it, just like before when Amy’s fingers were deep inside her, except this time it was her men. That pressure was building up, down there, inside her somewhere, indefinable and indescribable. 

Intense and powerful and inevitable.

Then the warmth. 

It started in her pussy and it spread out quickly around her waist and her tummy and her ass and her thighs. 

Her abs tightened until it was like a knot as she tried to hold it back and let it build.

Mark came first, exploding into her, his thick cock groaning as her pussy clenched and squeezed him, then Cassian groaned and spilt his seed in her ass, leaning over her back and moaning into her ear as she thrust and shook.

Then she relaxed and let herself gush.

Amy drew breath as she felt it wash across her fingers and down Mark’s abdomen, pooling in his belly button as she laughed and cried out in pleasure and excitement. 

Then to her surprise, it came again, another shudder and another wave of pleasure washing out of her.

‘Oh my,’ said Amy, holding her hand up to her mouth.

One more time, she writhed backwards, waves crashing through her, and then she shuddered and went limp, falling into Amy’s arms as orgasmic aftershocks wracked her body.

She felt Cassian slide out of her, and then Mark too and then she and Amy were laying together on the bed, arms wrapped around each other’s naked bodies, their husbands either side of them, holding them, guarding them, keeping them safe.

Loving them.

Blissful and peaceful.

It had been the perfect ending to the perfect night... to the perfect vacation. 

Emilia knew for certain now what she wanted, she knew it deep in her heart. 

She knew it as she knew the sky was blue and the grass was green.

Around her the world was brightening, the sun rising on a new day. A new beginning, filled with possibility and love and wonder.

This may be the final day of their holiday together, but to her, it felt like the start of a new chapter. Something fresh and exciting.

A seed of such beauty and wonder that it felt like it was dazzling her mind’s eye.

A seed that would grow inside her, and inside Amy, that they would love.

That they would all love.

She looked up into the fading stars of the night sky above as dawn began to break, and she smiled as she fell asleep.




*









EPILOGUE
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EMILIA WOKE UP to the sound of bird song and bright, warm sunshine. 

Amy was fast asleep on her, and Cassian and Mark’s arms were wrapped over them both. Mark’s hand lay on her hip, and Cassian’s on Amy’s.

They’d laid like this before, together as one.

That first morning at the Spa, then again almost a week later after the dinner party at their house. It felt right.

They weren’t two couples anymore. 

It felt like more than that now. They were all together, even Mark and Cassian had become closer. They were more like brothers than friends.

She looked up into the blue sky above them, feeling the warm sun against her skin, as though it was charging her, making her feel alive.

And in love.

She loved them all. 

There was no pretending, there was no being coy or shy about it. She had fallen in love, and she hoped dearly that they all loved her back.

Amy began to stir, her eyes fluttering open and then squinting in the brightness, her red hair radiant in the morning light, stark against her pale skin. 

Emilia kissed her and she smiled.

‘I bet my breath smells awful,’ she whispered, covering her mouth as Emilia shook her head, kissing her again.

At the sound of their voices, the two men began to wake, Cassian rolling away and stretching as Mark squeezed Emilia’s bottom in his ample hands.

She giggled and closed her fingers over his, keeping them there and enjoying the warmth of his touch as he stroked her and kissed his wife’s head. He took a deep breath and yawned as Amy yelped, jumping forward.

‘Bloody hell, Mark you’re insatiable,’ she raised her leg to reveal his rock hard cock between her thighs.

‘Can’t help it,’ he yawned, opening his eyes. ‘Waking up in bed with two beautiful women.’

Emilia reached out behind her, searching, and laughed as she found that Cassian was also erect.

‘You too?’

She felt him shrug.

‘Morning glory,’ he rolled back into her and pressed it against her thigh. ‘Horniest time of the day for a man.’

‘Good grief, you’d think you two would need some rest after last night.’

Emilia continued to play with him, rolling him back and forth between her fingers as she smiled.

It was perfect.

For now.

‘Home today,’ said Amy, stroking Emilia’s naked tummy. She looked up at her, smiling sadly.

‘Can’t we stay for longer?’

Mark shook his head and stretched. ‘Sorry, as much as I’d love to, I’ve got to be back at work tomorrow.’

‘Yeah, me too,’ said Cassian.

‘Let’s move in together then,’ said Emilia suddenly.

The other three fell silent.

‘I’m serious.’

Amy frowned, rolling onto her front as Mark sat up on his elbows.

‘Em,’ said Amy, but Emilia interrupted her before she could say anything else.

‘No,’ she said. ‘I want this, every day. I want to wake up with all of you. I want you to be my family. I don’t want to be two couples anymore, I want us to be together. I want us to move in together, to start a family together.’

Cassian sat up and Mark turned to look at her too, glancing between the two girls.

Amy blinked at her and then smiled carefully, shaking her head and frowning in disbelief at what she was hearing. ’Really?’

Emilia nodded.

‘You want to start a family with us?’ she said, quietly.

‘All of us,’ she said, with tears in her eyes. ‘Yes.’

Each of them stayed silent as more tears began to roll down Emilia’s cheek. As it went on, she began to feel more and more silly.

Then Amy leapt forward and embraced her, holding her tight as the two of them began to cry.

‘Yes,’ she said quietly.

Mark began to laugh.

‘Yes,’ she said again, louder as she kissed Emilia’s tears.

Cassian shook his head and made eyes at Mark as the two of them started to shake their heads and laugh.

‘Boys? What do you think? Cass?’ said Amy, looking at him first.

‘I’ve been ready to be a dad for years,’ he laughed, tears welling up in his own eyes as he nodded.

She turned to Mark.

‘Mark? Are you ready to put a baby in us?’ she giggled, raising her eyebrows.

He took a deep breath and ran his hands through his short hair, frowning.

‘I think we need to be sensible and think about this, and not rush into anything…’

The two girl’s held their breath, waiting for him to continue but he stayed silent.

‘That means yes,’ Amy whispered to Emilia, kissing her cheeks again as Mark laughed.

‘It means maybe,’ he said.

‘Maybe, is good enough for me,’ said Emilia, tears streaming down her face now. ‘I’m sorry,’ she laughed as they kissed and kissed, holding each other tight.

Amy pulled back and gasped in excitement. ‘If we get pregnant at the same time, we can do all the mummy stuff together when the babies are born.’

Emilia grinned, her eyes wide.

‘We can go to baby groups, and buy clothes together, oh my goodness.’

‘And we can compare bump sizes, I bet you’ll be tiny and I’ll be huge.’

Mark shook his head and lay back down on the bed, groaning as Cassian laughed.

‘There are so many ways this can go wrong,’ he laughed as he laid back.

‘The boys can wear matching carriers,’ said Emilia excitedly as Amy’s eyes widened at the image.

‘And we can wear matching maternity outfits,’ she said, bouncing up and down on the bed.

‘You know you won’t ovulate at the same time,’ groaned Mark.

‘Yet,’ said Amy, grabbing his hand and pulling him up.

She looked at him, pleading for his approval as he shook his head. For a long time, he stared back, smiling, looking between his wife, Emilia and Cassian.

Eventually, he looked down and grinned.

‘Fine,’ he took a deep and long breath. ‘When we get home, we can start looking at houses.’

Emilia and Amy screamed and then jumped on him, wrestling him down onto the bed, showering him in kisses as he curled his arms around them both.

‘What about me?’ laughed Cassian. ‘I was up for this from the star-.’

Before he could finish his sentence, Amy had leapt onto him, rolling him backwards and straddling him, pinning his arms back as Emilia did the same to Mark.

‘I still think we need a little practice though,’ she said, looking into Cassian’s eyes and arching up as she glanced sideways at Emilia. ‘Don’t you think, Em?

‘Definitely,’ she said as she rolled her warmth against Mark’s thick morning wood.

‘We’re going to miss our plane,’ warned Mark as Emilia took hold of him in between her slender fingers and knelt up. She shrugged as Amy moaned beside her, Cassian sliding deep inside her girlfriend as they reached out for each other’s hands.

As they started to make love, the two girls looked across, reached out, and squeezed each other’s fingers.

A whole new chapter of their lives was about to begin.

A whole new life.

Hopefully more than one.

Emilia stroked her belly softly as Mark made love to her.

Amy closed her eyes and grinned.

And together, they all smiled.







THE END




The adventures of Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark are continued in Stay With Us: An Urban Foursome Swingers Ménage
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Stay With Us: An Urban Foursome Swingers Ménage is the fourth book in the Erotic Swingers series.






Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark are back in England following their romantic, passion filled swingers vacation abroad, and whilst the outside temperature is beginning to fall, inside it’s rising fast.




The foursome can barely keep their hands off one another, but after Emilia’s bombshell revelation at the tail end of their Mediterranean escape, there’s an air of awkwardness brewing between them.




As reality begins to settle in and new sexy routines are established, doubts begin to arise as to whether there really can be a future for the four of them… and when Emilia’s libertine sister Alice makes a surprise return after her sudden and mysterious disappearance, new tensions and old rivalries surface, further disturbing the delicate and complex balance of their little swingers ménage.




Can the foursome survive one final test, against all the odds, and cement their love for good? Or will the harsh realities of the real world tear them apart, leaving them cold and alone as winter sets in?









CHAPTER ONE
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AS THE LAST few shimmering rays of golden sunlight dipped below the horizon, Emilia’s eyelids fluttered shut. 

She tugged gently at the thick beach blanket draped loosely around her feet, pulling it up and over her bare legs, then she smiled and leaned to one side as she nuzzled her cheek into the nook of Amy’s still warm shoulder.

The smoke from the little disposable barbecue drifted lazily over them both, catching in the eddies of swirling wind and sand that whispered quietly in the dusk as the rhythmic pulse of the ocean waves crashed against the shore. 

She was in heaven.

With her eyes still closed she took a deep breath, savouring the taste of the salty sea air on her tongue, and then she sank her feet into the soft white sand, wiggling her toes as she dug them deeper and deeper until her ankles felt damp and cool.

She loved moments like this.

There was nothing particularly remarkable about them, but she knew them when they came. Fragments of life that would become a bubble of memory for years to come. 

Ten years from now, she might be reading a good book in her favourite armchair - curled up with Amy she hoped - and her mind would drift, a memory jogged, and she’d be back here, now, in this very moment, feeling the kiss of the sun on one cheek and the warmth of her girlfriend’s neck on the other.

Autumn was fast approaching as the searing heat of summer faded, each year feeling warmer and more uncomfortable than the last. Although Emilia loved spring and summer, with their warmth and colour and beauty, she lived for the winter and looked forward to Christmas with the unbridled joy and anticipation of a six-year old girl.

Her parents had made every effort as she and her sister Alice had grown up, to make the holidays feel full of magic and joy, and that powerful childlike sensation of wonder had never faded. She wouldn’t admit to it freely, but there was still a part of her that believed in Santa. 

The fact of the matter was that she couldn’t disprove his existence. How did she know he didn’t really live at the North Pole in a beautiful log cabin, with a roaring fire surrounded by a stone fireplace frequented by tiny toy building elves? 

She’d never been presented with compelling evidence to the contrary, and so with a wry smile and her tongue firmly in her cheek, the magic had stayed alive in some regressive corner of her mind and once every twelve months she let it loose.

For some reason - which Emilia suspected stemmed from her time in secondary school - Christmas always felt like it began after Halloween. 

When the last day of the tenth month rolled around each year, her festive hat would be metaphorically pulled on and the lead up to Christmas Day would begin. So as the penultimate day of October faded from view, disappearing behind a long, flat and endless skyline, she felt that little jingle of excitement brewing in her chest.

Just over two months ago, she and her husband Cassian - and her now girlfriend Amy, and her husband Mark - had returned from France, having spent a hedonistic week fulfilling a bucket list of naughty fantasies together... and apart. 

As it was, their holiday had marked the first time that she had made love without her husband, and that had turned out to be a quite remarkable milestone for more than one reason.

That first night - with Cassian back in England still - she had been taken tenderly and lovingly by Amy and Mark, and it had been more beautiful and fulfilling than she could ever have imagined. 

At the same time, a thousand miles away on the other side of the Channel, her big sister Alice had turned up on her and her husband’s doorstep looking for help and a place to stay.

Perhaps it had been something in the air that night… something dangerous and exciting. As though Temptation herself had laid down a challenge - a gauntlet that should have been, by all rights, impossible to navigate. Yet somehow they had managed it.

Her husband had slept with her sister. 

Fucked her, to be precise, over their dining room table, and then again in their bed by all accounts.

And Emilia had given her permission for them to do it and loved them all the more so for it.

She knew it should’ve felt wrong, but it hadn’t. It was as though there was some disconnect in her brain that was preventing her from comprehending that. 

But it wasn’t a disconnect, it wasn’t something wrong with her. 

It was her way of loving them.

She had a big heart, and the more she loved, the more it seemed to grow. She loved Mark, she loved Amy. She also loved her husband, and she loved her sister. 

If they wanted each other, who was she to say no? She didn’t feel jealous when Amy and Mark made love, so why would it be different with Alice and Cassian? There was no question of forgiveness, there was nothing to forgive.

As they had boarded the plane on their last day, feeling both giddy and relaxed, she had felt intensely excited for them both. 

From the moment Cassian had landed in France, flying out to join them and leaving Alice behind, she had sensed he had been longing to be back with her again, to explore their new relationship, their newfound openness with one another, and she had been excited for him. 

For them.

But by the time they’d returned, Alice had already left. 

The last time they’d spoken she had been in Berlin. 

They had both hoped that she would be home when they’d returned, and Emilia knew that Cassian had been disappointed. All the way back he’d been wide-eyed and full of excitement and when they’d come through the front door to find her gone, he’d been crestfallen. He had hidden it well, and she’d understood, and if anything she’d felt sad for him.

Since then, they’d heard nothing.

Emilia had tried to call her on several occasions and Cassian had too, but each time it had gone straight to her voicemail… Alice is in Wonderland right now, and can’t get to the phone…

A month had passed with no word. 

It wasn’t entirely unusual to not see her wayward and often chaotic sister for such a long time - she frequently travelled for work - but it was out of character to hear nothing at all, and the circumstances surrounding her sudden departure were making Emilia anxious. She knew it had been weighing on Cassian’s mind too.

Where was she? Was she safe? Was she upset? Jealous? Angry? Had their encounter changed something within her? Perhaps ignited something inside of her that she wasn’t ready to face?

And then there was Celeste...

She grinned as the memory of their passionate, desperate and delicate night together flashed back in her mind - just her and her girls - and she felt herself blush in the fading orange light.

Their vacation had been a week filled with lust, passion, taboo, and excitement. She had felt possessed, inflamed, intoxicated with love, fulfilled beyond her wildest dreams and completely besotted. But it had also been intense, confusing and bewildering at times. It had ended like their story had begun, with the four of them making love together, this time beneath the stars of a warm Mediterranean night.

And then, as they had awoken, naked and laying in each other's arms in the makeshift four-poster bed that Mark and Cassian had constructed in the grounds of their private villa, she had said something crazy. 

Something that now, in the cold and fading autumnal light of England, seemed silly and rash.

She had told Amy and Mark - and her own husband - that she wanted them all to move in together… and to start a family.

The very thought of that moment made her tummy tingle in a way that made her feel both giddy and ashamed.

To her astonishment, they had said yes. Well, Amy and Cassian had said yes. 

Mark, the voice of reason and rationality in their foursome, had said... Maybe.

And then nothing more had been said. 

That had been the last word spoken on the matter.

Almost two months had passed, and not one of them had mentioned the idea again. It was as though they collectively knew that it had been a sentiment borne from passion and lust, gushed forth in the heat of the moment.

Something foolish.

They had known one another for just three months.

She didn’t want to admit it, or accept it - to herself or to the others - but in that instant, and in all the anxiety-ridden echoes of that moment… something had changed.

They all knew it.

Her words had changed everything, and it was now the elephant in the room. 

It was like they had all been inflating a balloon, and with each puff it had grown and grown in size, becoming thinner and thinner, and less opaque, until finally, it had reached maximum surface tension, and then Emilia had taken one final deep inhalation and blown... And they had all closed their eyes.

And waited.

Yet somehow, their little miracle balloon hadn’t popped - it had stretched just that little bit further - but every one of them was still holding their breath.

Waiting.

It had to burst, it was only a matter of time, but no one wanted to be the one to do it.

So the idea had lingered, and their unconventional, and wonderful relationship had survived, and Emilia had breathed out… and relaxed.

Amy’s hand slid down from her shoulder and came to a rest on her bottom, then it slipped inside the thin material edge of her bikini, making her grin and tingle. Beneath the blanket her fingers searched for her girlfriend’s, finding them and clasping them, interlocking them affectionately and squeezing them tight.

‘Do you want to stay with us tonight?’ said Emilia softly, her heart pounding and her chest tightening as she spoke the words out loud.

Since they had returned from their holiday, the four of them had spent most evenings and nights together, but Emilia still found herself almost paralysed with anxiety and excitement whenever she would invite Amy and Mark to stay. 

They rarely said no, and the invitations were always reciprocated, and over time a natural balance and routine had nudged its way into their lives, but the initiation still felt taboo and deeply arousing.

It still felt new.

And because it felt so right, she had to keep reminding herself that it was new. At just a few months old their relationship was barely in its infancy. 

It was still naive and sweet, but it felt as though at any moment, things could change.

Amy’s hand squeezed hers beneath the blanket as she shifted her arm and pulled her closer. ‘I was beginning to think you were never going to ask.’ 

She smiled as she turned and looked across at her little redhead’s face in the dwindling light. 

Her emerald green eyes sparkled, reflecting the white crests of the waves as the maroon dusk light deepened and darkened, then she leaned in and kissed her delicately, letting her lips linger as they tasted each other.

Bliss.

As the sun set on the horizon, a cool wind blew in from the water, chilled by the waves and spreading out low and flat across the sand.

‘I’m getting cold,’ she said, shivering as she pulled away, dizzy with desire. ‘Where are the boys?’

Amy looked up and across the beach, sweeping her gaze back and forth as she squinted in the half-light. 

In the distance, two men with familiar silhouettes were running side by side through the surf, cutting along the flat of the orange knife-edge horizon, and slowly making their way towards them.

‘Over there I think,’ said Amy, nodding as Emilia followed her gaze. 

The four of them were among the last few hundred people remaining on the sand at this time of the evening. The glow of a dozen or more barbecues twinkled in her eyes as she looked out and focused on the two men.

‘Are you sure that’s them?’

‘I think so?’ said Amy. ‘They look hot either way.’

Emilia laughed and shrugged. ‘They’ll do then, I guess?’

Amy nodded and squeezed her girlfriend tight. 

Mark was an enigma, which Emilia had become certain, was an integral part of his irresistible charm. He was dark, undoubtedly formidable - he was a bodyguard after all - and he kept his emotions and feelings close to his chest. Stereotypically he should have been brimming with bravado and machismo, fiercely protective of his wife and swamped with jealousy at the unconventional relationship he had found himself in. Yet he had taken to it without any apparent hesitation, welcoming both of them into his life - and his bedroom - with understanding, compassion and love.

The more Emilia thought about it, the more she saw elements of herself within him. His love for Amy was unconditional, much like hers for Cassian and Alice, and now him and Amy. Despite this, she still found him a mystery. At times it seemed like he was the only adult, and the three of them were the wayward adolescents, challenging decency, convention, and wisdom as he tried to corral them all - Amy, the hot wife, Emilia the crazy best friend, and Cassian the boy that looked up to him with puppy dog eyes. She laughed quietly to herself at the allegory.

It wasn’t a fair assessment in truth, they each had their own strengths and their own weaknesses and together they were stronger, but Mark seemed to have assumed the position within their quad of being the natural leader, and Emilia had to admit, that this was a deeply attractive quality.

Perhaps it was his military background, or simply his presence, but they looked to him for guidance and waited for his say so, and in so many ways she loved it.

She loved him, and all of them together, and the more and more complicated it had become, the more and more deathly afraid she was of it all falling apart.

‘Oi,’ said a whisper in her ear. ‘Stop daydreaming, I can practically hear you dribbling.’

Suddenly Amy was pulling her backwards and down onto the beach towel behind them and running her fingers across her tummy, making her squeal and wriggle in delight.

‘What are you doing?’ she squeaked.

‘I bet I can make you come before they get here.’

‘What?’ she said, her eyes wide with sudden panic. ‘Don’t you da-‘

Emilia gasped, ushering a sharp intake of breath as Amy’s slender fingers slid inside the still damp waistband of her bikini bottoms and grazed against her throbbing warmth, casting illicit trembles throughout her body as her eyes closed involuntarily.

‘No?’ said Amy arching one eyebrow and smiling as she froze, her finger curled back and waiting for permission like a tiger, ready to pounce.

Emilia bit her lip and looked around, craning her head back to see how far away the nearest people were as she breathed out and resisted the urge to thrust her hips up against Amy’s poised hand. 

Finally, her eyes came back to her lithe little redhead and she nodded almost imperceptibly, her cheeks flushed with trepidation. 

Try as she might, she could never resist this.

‘Do your best to be quiet,’ whispered Amy as she drew closer, her hot breath flushing against Emilia’s cheek. Then her finger pressed down and she began to swirl steadily against her clit.

Emilia gasped and stifled a moan as her eyes widened, reaching out and pulling Amy closer, squeezing her tight as her spine curved up off the towel. She trembled as her girlfriend’s lips pressed against her cheek and nuzzled into her ear, goosebumps spreading out across her skin, making the hairs on her neck stand on end and electric prickles shoot throughout her body in waves.

‘I love you,’ she gushed in a desperate whisper as Amy’s finger slipped down her parting and pushed inside her, and a moment later a second digit joined the first, curling upwards, and Emilia felt Amy’s grip around her tighten as she began to tap gently.

‘Oh yes,’ she hushed softly into her long red hair as it fell down over her face. 

She was pressing firmly against her g-spot with each flex of her fingers and at the same time, her lips were delicately kissing her neck. 

The sensation was incredible, and the more she tried to subdue her pleasure, the more intense it became, and the harder she was finding it to not just cry out in lust.

She opened her eyes and glanced across the beach to see the figures of Mark and Cassian, closer now but walking steadily. 

The sight of her two men, striding side by side, their chests bare, their defined abs rippling, and their muscle-bound legs and arms on show made her flush with delight, and then Amy slid down the strap of her bikini top and closed her lips around her nipple and all of a sudden she was free-falling, the ground dropping away beneath her as the world spun, and she came.

Her eyes closed involuntarily and her mouth went wide as she arched her back, Amy’s fingers continuing to thrust as she shuddered and tensed, her whole body stiffening as she fought the natural urge to cry out in ecstasy.

‘Shh,’ giggled Amy as she stroked Emilia’s cheek with her free hand, holding her firm as her body thrust and kicked.

Tears flooded her eyes as her whole body climaxed, rushed and fast and hard but as perfect as always, her fingers squeezing sand as she dug and twisted, toes curling and uncurling.

As her orgasm passed she twitched and squeezed her thighs together, trapping Amy’s hand in place and making the little redhead laugh even louder. 

Then after a moment she opened her eyes and looked up into her face, smiling and giggling as she leaned forward to kiss her, pausing to grin sheepishly. 

‘I love you too,’ she said, winking. ‘Told you I could do it.’

Emilia burst out laughing and covered her face with her hands as Amy mercifully pulled her still damp bikini bottoms back into place beneath the towel.

‘Evening ladies,’ came the voice of Mark as their two men approached. 

Amy could feel their feet thudding through the sand with each resounding step.

‘Hey,’ she said, turning to grin at them both.

‘How was your swim?’ asked Cassian, grinning as he saw the sheen of sweat on Emilia’s brow.

She smiled back and nodded. ‘Very satisfying,’ she said, as beneath the towel she pinched Amy’s thigh.

‘It’s getting late,’ said Mark, turning to look out across the sea just as the sun finally dipped below the water and disappeared. For a brief moment, Emilia thought she saw a flash of green. ‘We should get going. It’s almost a two-hour drive back.’

Amy nodded and stood up, whipping the towel away with her and slinging it around her shoulders. 

Emilia crossed her thighs self-consciously and then gasped as she realised her boob was still out, tucking it back inside her bikini, and then she stood up a moment later, pulling her own towel up from the ground and shaking it free of sand as she tried to hide her blush.

‘Can we snuggle up in the back and sleep?’ she asked, smiling mischievously at Amy who was busy packing things away.

‘Fine by me,’ shrugged Mark.

‘As long as we get to control the music,’ laughed Cassian.

‘Good call, mate.’

‘Deal,’ said Emilia, laughing as she pulled a shawl out of her bag, tying it in place around her neck and catching Amy’s eye with a wink and a cheeky grin.

With the practised ease of an established family the four of them quickly packed away, their four large beach bags stuffed and ready within barely a minute as they began to walk back towards the car, the air now thick with the smoke of the barbecues and the smell of food as they ambled side by side, Emilia taking hold of Mark’s hand and Amy looping her own arm through Cassian’s.

It was easy.

It should’ve been complicated, it should’ve been rife with tension and envy, but it wasn’t. Everything just kept falling into place, no jealously, no resentment, no competition… it was just right. 

But more and more, with each passing day, Emilia often found herself thinking that it was all too good to be true.

She thought back for a moment to the image of the balloon, and how each of them kept blowing and blowing, making it bigger and bigger, until one day it might just burst.

She’d already pushed it to the absolute limit and it had held, floating gently around the room, pregnant with the possibility that any moment it might land on something sharp and explode.

It was a perfect moment, but it might never change, and if they never took the leap, it might never reach its full potential. Was that a risk she was willing to bear?

Was this all she ever wanted?

One more puff, that’s all it would take... one little puff.

And ever so slowly, she breathed in.
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Emilia brushed her teeth as she listened to Amy giggling, then she exhaled hard as she looked at herself in the mirror, willing her electric toothbrush to finish its nightly routine faster so she could go and join them. 

A light and playful scream echoed into the room as she pulled her hairband loose with her free hand, and she laughed, unable to resist peeping through the gap in the doorway any longer, temptation tugging at her from the far side.

Amy was writhing around in the middle of the bed, still dressed in her loose satin chemise and matching burgundy pyjama shorts, as both Mark and Cassian, naked from the waist up, tickled her relentlessly.

‘You’re so mean,’ she cried, breathless as she playfully tried to fight them both off but they were too quick, pouncing like tigers toying with their prey.

Cassian took hold of her arms and held them up high above her head as Mark tickled her waist, making her scream with torturous delight. 

Noticing Emilia in the doorway her eyes grew wide as she mock pleaded. ‘Help me, Em.’

Emilia nodded, wiping toothpaste from her lips and then raising one finger into the air with a grin as if to say - Just a minute. 

Then ever so slowly she pushed the door closed, maintaining eye contact as Amy’s face contorted into one of faux betrayal, and as the crack became a sliver her girlfriend screamed again as both Mark and Cassian continued mercilessly, the deep timbre of their mirth rumbling through the thin plaster walls.

The persistent buzzing stopped a few seconds later as she spat into the sink before running a flannel under the cold tap and freshening up her cheeks. 

Her face now covered up, she looked in the direction of the mirror and slowly removed the cool wipe, revealing first her eyes, then her button nose, and finally her full lips. 

She smiled.

She loved this. 

The playfulness, the fun, the sweetness and the love between them all. 

It was all so perfect, and natural. Perhaps one day they would settle down into a less… passionate routine, but for now, she relished in it.

Every night seemed different somehow, even if some nights they would just lay together and cuddle in front of the television, enjoying a foot massage and a mug of hot chocolate. 

Last week, Emilia had simply watched, dozing happily as Mark and Cassian had made love to Amy.

She drew the flannel down altogether as her girlfriend screamed for help again, and then she laughed and turned away. 

‘I won’t be long,’ she called as she adjusted her silk nightie, pulling the straps in line with her shoulders and blushing at her own svelte figure. 

She loved her body, her smooth curves, her breasts, her flat tummy. But she didn’t want it to be flat - she wanted it to be full.

She wanted a baby inside it.

She sighed and pushed it out, leaning backwards, pretending to be pregnant - longing for it - and then she allowed herself a happy, cautious little smile.

One day, she thought... One day.

The bedroom had gone quiet.

Her eyes swivelled toward the door, her tummy suddenly filled with apprehension. 

Were they springing a trap?

Her lips went dry. She took a tentative step toward the door and grabbed hold of the handle, turning it slowly as she pushed it open.

Then her heart leapt into her mouth and her grin widened as she took in the scene. 

Mark looked up as she entered, smiling warmly, and for a brief, naughty moment their eyes met, and then Emilia couldn’t resist looking back.

Amy’s arms were wrapped tight around Cassian’s neck as they kissed, his hands on her waist, holding her firm. His boxers hadn’t even made it as far his knees, and Amy hadn’t taken off her shorts at all. 

She watched, her heart pounding in her chest as her husband pushed himself slowly inside of her girlfriend, the dark shadow of their sex barely visible in the soft folds of smooth fabric.

A muffled moan escaped her little redhead’s lips as he popped inside her and then she pulled away and exhaled as his member slipped all the way in, gazing up into his eyes as her palm cupped his cheek.

Mark smiled and patted the bed beside him, inviting Emilia to lay down. 

For a moment her eyes wandered back to the sight of Amy and Cassian, their lips meeting again, their eyes closed, and then she knelt forward and shuffled up, laying down flat, propped up on her elbows as she grinned at Mark. 

He leaned forward and kissed her as they both smiled and then she wiggled her bottom and raised her eyebrows, laying her face down on the pillow, cheek to one side as he nodded. Then he knelt up and moved around behind her. 

Amy’s hand began searching blindly as Cassian made love to her, and she reached out and took hold of it, intertwining their fingers as Mark straddled Emilia’s legs, his strong hands sliding up her thighs and spreading her cheeks before pushing her nightie up and over her back and laughing in surprise.

She wasn’t wearing any knickers.

Amy turned and looked as Cassian moaned, her eyes wild as she took in what was happening beside her, and then she smiled and moaned with him, and turned away, satisfied.

Emilia looked back as Mark loosened his fabric fly, his member thick to bursting as he slipped it out of the fold, then she lay flat again and closed her eyes as he parted her smooth legs.

For a moment she blushed as she felt his gaze fall upon her, taking her in and making her feel warm and cosy. Despite everything, despite all they had done together, despite how intimate they had all been, she still felt shy about another man seeing her naked body. 

She writhed as she thought about what he could see right now; her bare cheeks, her little puckered button, her glistening parting. By the time he leaned forward, her tummy was filled with butterflies and her heart was throbbing in her mouth.

She loved this part the most - that feeling as his skin met hers. That first thrust. That sensation of fullness, of being complete.

She gasped as his engorged head slid up and down against her pussy, and she bit down softly on her lip and waited, her breath held, tightening her grip on Amy’s hand.

And then there it was. 

Her mouth fell open, and he glided into her, as snug as a glove in winter. 

It was as though they were all made for one another. Four perfect pieces of a cosmic jigsaw, each one linked to the other to form a small part of a breathtaking panorama, larger than any of them could ever imagine.

Mark’s hard abs pressed against her back as his arms came down around her, his fingers closing over hers, his thumb stroking the soft skin on the back of her hand. 

He drew up close to her neck and kissed it, then he whispered softly in her ear.

‘You feel so good,’ he hushed, and then he grew inside of her as his words washed across her skin.

She bristled, goosebumps spreading out in a wide circle around her chest and neck as he thrust again, his long thick member throbbing softly as he filled her, and then she moaned out loud, unfiltered and honest.

Amy twisted quickly, a cheeky grin on her face as she blushed, looking back and forth between them, and Cassian took the opportunity to close his lips over her nipple making her squeal in delight.

‘Fuck me,’ said Emilia, breathlessly.

She loved being taken like this, laying flat, her breasts pressed into the duvet, her cheek against the cool sheets, legs slightly apart. It felt naughty, and at the same time, safe. It was like being cocooned, and it meant that either of her men, would hit just the right spot.

Over and over.

‘Yes,’ she moaned as Mark powered into her, his strength and lust pushing her up the bed and ruffling the covers. 

She squeezed the sheets with her free hand and cried out, then she sensed Amy rolling over, and she opened one eye to watch as she angled her bottom, her little shorts still firmly in place, her nipples hard beneath her shiny camisole, the satin rippling as Cassian found his home again and thrust.

Emilia grinned as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, her jaw dropping open as she called out in ecstasy

She loved listening to Amy, her sweet voice, each cry of delight, and the crescendo of pleasure as her orgasm built and built.

Their fingers disentangled and she watched as her redhead slipped her pale palm up her closest arm and hooked her nails beneath the thin strap of her nightie, digging them softly into her skin and then dragging them down over her shoulder. 

It felt heavenly.

Their eyes met and they smiled at one another, leaning close, letting each other’s pheromones drift through them, invigorating their senses, and then Amy’s lips closed over her own and Emilia melted.

She loved this so much. 

There was no urgency, no rush. It was slow and gentle, sensual and sweet. It wasn’t just fucking, it was mutual pleasure - deeper and more powerful.

It was about touch, sense - love. All of their bodies, hearts, and minds connected as one, each one resonating in a chain reaction.

Sometimes they would go for hours, lost in a hedonistic state of bliss and purity - orgasm after rolling orgasm - melding into one. 

Other times, just minutes would pass and it would be more than enough. No one night was ever the same, and yet it was always just as beautiful.

It was heaven.

Amy pulled away, smiling as her eyes closed, her cheeks flushed as she started to come. 

Emilia watched rapt, her pupils dilating as they glazed over, her mouth parting softly as another moan escaped her sweet lips. 

She loved watching Amy come even more than listening to her, and it was all the more powerful and taboo when it was Cassian who was making it happen.

Her fingers would stretch and splay, as if they were reaching for some unseen object, trying to find purchase, and then her mouth would go wide, eyes closed, neck strained, brow creased in pleasure, and then...

Her cry filled the room as she climaxed, a broad smile breaking across her face as she breathed deep, filling her lungs with light as she arched, her hips thrusting hard against Cassian as she milked him.

‘Come inside me,’ she cried, and a moment later he moaned, thrusting with all his might, harder and harder, and then silence as his jaw fell open and his eyes closed.

Emilia pictured her husband’s cock bursting with his seed as it filled her girlfriend, twitching and pulsing within her as he pumped and pumped... and pumped, and it filled her with that unmistakable feeling of taboo. 

The same one she got when she thought about Cassian and Alice.

As she recovered, quivering with desire, Amy rolled over and cuddled into him, his big arms wrapping around her lithe pale frame, enveloping her and kissing her lips and her cheeks and her neck, and then their eyes met, and he smiled and Emilia came too.

Her whole body felt like it was sinking into the mattress, like treacle, spreading and gushing and falling as her climax washed over her. 

Mark was close too, she could feel him twitching within her, riding the edge.

‘Let go,’ she whispered as she squeezed the duvet in her fingers, her knuckles turning white, and he did, obeying her command.

He moaned hard into her ear as he spent himself inside her, rope after rope of his love filling her - squishing into her with every hard and urgent thrust - and then gradually he slowed. 

Perfection.

His breathing eased, his abs softening against her skin as his thigh muscles relaxed. Then he slipped out, and rolled aside, one quivering hand resting on her bottom as he closed his eyes, a wide grin on his face.

‘You are amazing,’ he exhaled as she rolled onto her back and leaned over to kiss him.

Amy shuffled closer as Cassian relinquished his grip, tucking into Emilia’s side and resting her head upon her girlfriend’s bosom.

‘You’re sweaty,’ she giggled as she lifted her cheek up and lay it down again, her soft skin rising up as it stuck to her freckled face.

Emilia laughed. ‘I feel sticky.’

Mark’s seed felt warm inside her and she squeezed her inner thigh muscles tighter, bringing her knees up high without thinking as she lay back, hugging them tightly in her free arm and rolling back and forth.

As she realised what she was doing she panicked and laid them flat again, hoping that Amy hadn’t noticed, going back to looking up toward the ceiling, her little redhead’s warm breath rolling across her tummy, tickling the fine and almost invisible hairs upon her mound. 

She played idly with a lock of her hair, rolling it back and forth between her fingers as her blush faded and her panic subsided. 

She couldn’t stop thinking about it though. 

She wanted a baby. 

She wanted a family, and she wanted this to be the start of it.

In many ways, that’s what they were already, a family, but without little people. 

Happy, smiling, pitter-pattering feet, storytime, bedtime, kisses and cuddles... love.

‘Are you excited about tomorrow night?’ whispered Amy, derailing her train of thought as she crashed back to the present.

‘No,’ she hissed, her tummy instantly filling her with dread at the thought of their Halloween plans. 

As much as she was terrified about tomorrow night, she welcomed the distraction. The anxiety had focused her mind away from the daydreams that had been running through her head with increasing frequency lately.

‘It will be really fun, I promise,’ said Amy, pressing her palm down on her chest.

‘It will be terrifying, and I may never recover.’

‘It can’t be worse than our first date.’ 

Emilia looked down, eyebrows raised as the image of Annie the creepy possessed doll popped into her mind. ‘So that was a date then?’

Amy scowled, squeezing her hand sharply. ‘Yes.’

‘Only at the time I seem to remember you stormed off and said I was a shit liar.’

‘You are a shit liar,’ laughed Amy.

Emilia giggled quietly, not wanting to wake their two already dozing men. ‘I love you,’ she said.

‘I love you too.’

‘Will you hold my hand?’ 

‘Tomorrow?’ said Amy, looking up.

Emilia nodded. ‘And now.’

‘Of course, I promise.’

‘You won’t let go?’

‘Iron grip,’ she laughed.

Emilia took a long deep breath. ‘I can’t believe you persuaded me to say yes.’

‘You won’t regret it.’

‘I already do.’
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CHAPTER TWO
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EMILIA AND AMY screamed as the lights flashed out.

A slow, creaking groan of metal cried in the darkness as a deep red glow emanated from somewhere above, illuminating an old rusted baroque gate that was slowly swinging open by itself. 

Mist drifted along the wooded path towards them, blown by an unseen source. As they watched, their hearts thumping, it began to curl around their feet, shimmying up Emilia’s bare legs and working its way beneath the hem of the white twenties flapper dress that seemed to glow in the dark, a stark contrast to the figure-hugging black gothic corset dress with matching lace stockings that Amy was rocking.

Emilia turned to back out, trying to slide between the muscle-bound figures of her husband and Mark, both similarly attired in black and white secret agent suits, but Amy grabbed her arm firmly and held her tight, pulling her back.

‘Stay with me, you’re okay,’ she said, trying not to laugh. ‘I promise you.’

‘I can’t do this,’ said Emilia, shaking her head, tears already welling up in her eyes as she tried to free herself from Amy’s vice-like grip.

‘You can, you’ve got this far.’

High pitched laughter filled the air and together they turned, alarmed to see a red balloon, illuminated from the inside, floating away from them on the path up ahead, casting twisted shadows on the walls of the woodland tunnel.

‘Come on,’ said Amy, smiling excitedly and tugging her forward. ‘You’ll be fine.’

Together they stepped through the gate, following the balloon along underneath the overhanging branches of a tunnel of tangled trees. Cobwebs draped down onto them, hanging from above and drifting back and forth in the artificial breeze.

‘I don’t like th-,’ said Emilia but she was cut off by her own scream, throwing her hands up into the air as the balloon burst, plunging them into darkness again. 

A moment later there was a flash of lightning and before them on the path, illuminated for less than half a second, was the crooked figure of a macabre clown, horns growing out from the top of its blood-splattered head, then there was another flash and the clown stood six foot closer.

Then darkness.

‘No, no, no,’ Emilia cried, turning and nearly falling, then someone was holding her hand again, tight.

Suddenly a spotlight illuminated them and circus music began to play. 

Emilia opened her eyes and saw Amy a few feet in front of her, then her skin crawled as she slowly turned, realising that the hand holding hers, was that of the clown. 

The grotesque smile that crossed the creature’s face revealed a row of sharpened and bloodied teeth as it cackled, then there was a loud bang, a puff of smoke, and it was gone.

‘Oh fuck, I hate you all,’ she screamed, closing her eyes and stamping her feet as Mark and Cassian burst out laughing. 

Then a moment later even their laughter turned to loud, guttural screaming too as the clown reappeared and began running at them from behind, wielding a chainsaw and swinging it wildly.

Cassian grabbed hold of Emilia, bundling her further on down the path, catching up with Amy as she laughed and cried out in fear. 

Mark, however, found himself fighting his long honed instincts as they all stumbled through into the next area, discovering a decorated funhouse door inviting them into the Hall of Mirrors, although someone had scrawled out Mirrors and written Horrors in blood over the top.

This was far beyond what Emilia had been led to expect by Amy and Mark, both of whom appeared to be thoroughly enjoying her wild-eyed terror. As she fell through behind her girlfriend, the pair of them screamed again at the sight of a kaleidoscope of black-lit reflections of themselves, bouncing off in every direction. 

Tentatively whilst clinging to one another, they stepped forward, feeling their way through the maze of glass and mirrors as Emilia tried to control the rising panic in her chest.

She knew all of this wasn’t real, that she was safe and stood little to no chance of actual harm coming to her, but it was impossible to switch off her fear, and her natural receptiveness to said fear was already sky-high.

Amy giggled as she saw that the white lace pattern of Emilia’s dress was glowing brightly under the ultra-violet lamps, making her look like a Victorian ghost, but Emilia wasn’t as amused and as they turned the corner, she glanced back to discover they were alone.

‘Where did the boys go?’ she hissed at Amy, who spun around and shrugged, just as a ghostly banshee-like apparition faded into view, and shrieked at them, its long unnatural face elongating and folding open to reveal row after row of razor-sharp teeth before disappearing in a puff of pink-tinged smoke.

‘I hate you,’ whimpered Emilia, tears in her eyes as she clung to her girlfriend.

‘Come on,’ laughed Amy, feeling surprisingly vulnerable and more on edge without the men close by. ‘Follow me.’

Quickly she forged ahead, her hand out in front of her as she felt her way through, lasers darting this way and that as smoke emanated in short, sharp and loud bursts from the pipes that ran above.

Then there was a single bass tone, and everything went red and dark. 

‘Mark?’ called Amy in the silence that followed.

The red light began to flash on and off now, quickly at first and then slowing down with each pulse as Emilia started to panic.

As the lights came back up, their reflection had been replaced by the shadowy figure of a man, facing away from them. 

Emilia screamed as he faded from view again, and when the light flashed on, she found herself looking at her own reflection once more.

‘I don’t like this,’ she cried, kneeling down as she started to curl up, but Amy pulled her upright, forcing her to stand.

‘Come on, this way,’ she commanded. Forging forward she dragged Emilia along, feeling her way through the corridor of mirrors as the man appeared again behind them, closer now.

‘Fuck, fuck,’ repeated Emilia, whimpering in terror as Amy pulled her on and on. 

There was a guttural scream and the man was reaching out for Emilia from one side, his hands brushing down her bare shoulders, and then a moment later they were out, tumbling onto the floor of a barn stacked high with hay bales.

‘Is it finished?’ whimpered Emilia from beside Amy, as her friend looked up into the hysterical faces of their husbands.

‘Where the fuck did you two go?’ she shouted, somewhere between actual anger, abject terror and wild hysteria as her eyes flashed at them in the darkness.

‘I think they split us up somehow, a fake door or-‘

Then a wild-eyed woman was running toward them, holding a shotgun as she screamed in terror, and a moment later a group of actors dressed as zombies set upon her, the shotgun rolling to a stop by Mark’s feet as he grinned. 

The lights over the gore covered woman flickered off and another set flashed on, a lone zombie illuminated in silhouette, shuffling slowly toward them.

‘Now we’re talking,’ said Mark as he weighed up the imitation gun and cocked it, before lining up the iron sights and winking. ‘Get behind me.’

Emilia was up like a shot, a sudden spike of adrenaline shooting through her, and an undeniable shiver of arousal at the sight of her gorgeous man, in his element, Amy now hanging from his arm as Cassian howled with delight.

Boom.

The gun sounded real inside the barn as the actor dropped like a stone, squibs bursting as she squealed in mock pain.

Silence fell all around them, and the four of them held their breath.

Then came a roar, and the six zombies that had been seemingly devouring the weapon’s previous owner leapt up.

‘Run,’ shouted Mark, cackling with delight as he racked another round.

Boom.

Emilia watched as two more fell, almost losing her balance as Amy pulled her away, then the four of them were running along the makeshift route, taking cover behind an old truck as Mark cocked the weapon again and fired.

Another one down, the actress pirouetting gracefully into the back of the pickup, brains and guts falling everywhere as she tried her best not to grin at the wild eyes of Emilia, barely able to tear herself away as they kept coming.

Then they were out, into the open once more, surrounded by cheering onlookers, the cool night air enveloping them as two soldiers stepped forward and opened fire.

Emilia covered her ears in the ensuing cacophony, the last two zombies falling dramatically in a hail of pretend bullets as the girls stumbled forward, holding each other and grinning with equal parts delight and terror as they turned, Cassian’s arms around them both.

Then Mark winked, cocked, and drew up in line with the armoured men for one final...

Boom. 

‘Sploosh,’ laughed Amy leaning into Cassian’s shoulder, and as much as Emilia hated her right now, she had to agree.
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‘I mean it, I hate you,’ said Emilia, as her eyes streamed with tears of repressed laughter mixed with abject terror. ‘That was horrible.’

‘You loved it,’ said Amy, giggling as she wrapped her arms around her hysterical girlfriend.

‘No, I did not,’ she squeaked back, trying her hardest to sound serious and not laugh, but after a moment her composure broke and she burst in to laughter again as she wiped her eyes.

‘Come here,’ said Amy, stopping her then squeezing her tight. ‘You were amazing.’

‘I was terrified.’

‘On a scale of one to ten though,’ whispered Amy into her ear. ‘How horny are you right now?’

Emilia shook her head, grinning wildly as Amy pulled back, biting her lip, her eyes lowering as she squeezed her girlfriend’s fingers. ‘I hate you,’ she repeated and then reluctantly she hissed. ‘Eleven.’

‘Come on,’ Amy took hold of her hand and pulled her along as their husbands followed.

‘Where are we going?’

‘You’ll see.’

Fright Night was in full swing as Amy led the four of them through the crowds of assembled Zombies, Witches, Devils and bloodied nurses. 

There was one or two stand out costumes that Emilia noticed and lingered on as they weaved back and forth. She was particularly impressed with a young lady who had applied some very creative makeup to her face, making it appear as though she was partway through unzipping her skin, complete with horrifyingly realistic blood, scarring and muscle beneath. 

As she turned back, a tall woman on stilts dressed as some sort of nightmare creature stooped down to her eye level, emitting a piercing cry from her animatronic jaw as she passed, making her jump and scream. By the time they reached the perimeter fence, her nerves were a jumbled mess once again, but Amy was right, she hadn’t been this horny in months. 

‘Under here,’ said her girlfriend in a clandestine tone, gesturing for them to duck beneath the corner flap of a large storage tent.

‘I’m not going in first,’ said Emilia, shaking her head. ‘For all I know this is some sort of cruel trap you’ve all concocted.’

‘It’s not a trap, just get in there.’

‘No.’

‘I’ll go first,’ said Cassian. ‘Then you can follow.’

Emilia looked between them as they stood, waiting for her.

‘Fine,’ she bawled up her fists and pouted. ‘But if this is another scare, I’m leaving.’

Amy blushed at Emilia’s brief display, then ushered her underneath hurriedly as Cassian’s hand shot back reaching for her.

‘Come on, quick,’ she said, giggling as she pushed Mark through and crawled under the gap herself.

Inside it was dark and eerily quiet, the sounds of the carnival in the distance subdued by the thick canvas. Cassian flicked on his phone’s torchlight and peered around.

‘Where are we?’ whispered Mark, as he took hold of Amy’s shoulder, following her as she led the way onwards through a maze of shelves and storage boxes, Emilia holding her entire arm in a vice-like grip.

‘This is where they store the props for each days theme. There won’t be anyone in here until after midnight, and if I’m right, there’s an antique four-poster bed, right around... here.’

She opened her arms in a wide theatrical gesture as the four of them looked beyond her.

Mark began to laugh as Amy’s face slowly fell. She turned around to look as Cassian’s torchlight fell on the bed.

It was covered in a thick layer of shiny, sticky and very wet, fake blood.

‘Oh,’ said Amy, crestfallen as she looked on. She took a big sigh as her shoulders drooped with disappointment. ‘It didn’t look like that last year.’

‘It looks like someone’s been murdered in it since,’ laughed Mark as he winked at Cassian.

‘I don’t want to look,’ said Emilia, her eyes covered with her fingers.

Cassian flicked off the torch, plunging them into a murky darkness, the tent lit from outside by the large orange floodlights of the carnival.

‘You don’t need to,’ said Mark, grinning. In one smooth motion, he shot across the grassy floor and scooped up his wife, throwing her over his shoulder.

Hearing the commotion, Emilia parted her fingers and saw what was happening as Amy screamed and protested, kicking her legs in the air. 

She looked at Cassian who grinned and then he too started toward her, making her yelp and turn to run, but before she’d even gone six feet, his arms clamped around her waist and scooped her high up into the air.

The two girls kicked and shrieked and laughed as their husbands carried them toward the blood-soaked bed, both of them struggling harder and harder as they drew near.

‘Don’t you dare, Mark,’ protested Amy, unable to free herself as he stomped closer. ‘I bought this dress last week.’

Emilia struggled and squirmed as her husband drew up beside him and the two girls locked their wild and desperate eyes for a second, just before the two men flopped them down onto the blood-soaked bed.

A soft, wet squelch mixed with the sound of coiled springs and a pair of screams emanated from the mattress as they landed on their backs, splat in the middle.

Emilia tried to sit up straight but the sticky mixture just made her slip and slide even more, so she reached out for Amy, finding her arm, only to have it slide away from her too.

Then she began to laugh. Uncontrollable, hysterical and wild as though all the tension, anxiety and fear had finally reached boiling point and at last, she was unable to contain it all.

As her eyes cleared and adjusted she looked across at Amy, who was still struggling to right herself, and then at their husbands standing and grinning at them both in the diffused moonlight shining through the canvas roof.

Amy’s face was covered in blood, and the back of her dress was now dark red. She looked like a murder victim. She laughed harder still as she peered at her own hands, now dripping with claret. She absentmindedly reached up to touch her hair only to discover it was so thick there it felt like syrup.

Giggling like a naughty child now, she reached out, her fingers outstretched, and clamped her hand down around her girlfriend’s breast, leaving a large, visible and dark red handprint.

Amy gasped in horror as she looked down. Then she snapped back up at Emilia, her eyes wide and her jaw open. ‘I can’t believe you just did that.’

Her stare broke into a grin as she dipped her hand back into the goop, and squeezed Emilia’s breast back in revenge.

Now she too gasped, quickly sliming Amy’s face, leaving a big red streak of the gloopy substance across her cheeks, and then the two of them leapt at one another, grappling and sliding and laughing and screaming amongst the bloody, gory mess. 

Emilia however, much to the boys' amusement, was quickly overpowered by Amy’s superior strength. Somehow, despite being smaller than her, Amy exhibited almost superhuman abilities when she was adrenalised, and Emilia now found herself pinned down, her arms above her head as the little bloodied redhead straddled her, and then before she knew what was happening, they were kissing.

Emilia moaned softly as Amy’s lips found hers, her whole body yearning to be touched after her nerves had been destroyed by an evening of seemingly relentless scares.

Although on some level she hated to admit that Amy was right, there really was something intensely arousing about being afraid. 

There was also something grotesquely naughty and somewhat taboo about being covered in slimy fake blood as her girlfriend held her down and kissed her whilst their husbands watched.

Then suddenly Amy pulled up, straddling her across her midriff, her sticky hand sliding down her chest, caressing her breast, pausing to circle and then pinch her nipple through the thin lace before she continued onward, sliding her upturned palm between their thighs as she hitched up Emilia’s dress.

‘Here?’ she whispered in surprise as her girl’s slick hand pulled her knickers aside and then she threw her head back as Amy fingers parted her and pressed inside.

Amy knew her now, there was no fumbling or hesitation, no trial and error to see what worked and what didn’t. For months they had known, loved and coveted every inch of each other’s bodies, outside and in... and Amy knew how to make her come.

Tonight was no exception.

Emilia’s body arched with lust as Amy’s fingers curled into her, thrusting up gently and quickly, pressing in just the right spot as her free hand slipped inside her own knickers.

‘Someone fuck me,’ she begged as she slid down Emilia’s bare legs, laying forward as she pushed the edge of her dress aside and took her blonde girlfriend’s nipple into her mouth.

Emilia cried out in pleasure and surprise as Amy’s tongue swirled around her. Her whole body started shaking as she fought to overcome her ultra-sensitivity, and she held tight to the back of her little redhead’s neck as she sucked and nibbled.

‘Yes, yes,’ she moaned.

She forced her eyes open and looked back as the boys grinned at the pair of them and then each other, Mark nodding towards Amy’s behind, encouraging Cassian forward as he began to circle the bed.

Emilia grinned and felt that familiar sensation of raging butterflies in her chest as her girlfriend’s husband flashed his moonlit eyes at her.

All this time and it wasn’t any less naughty, less exciting or less taboo when she felt another man’s cock slip inside her. Neither did she feel any less love, compassion and excitement as she watched her own husband make love to Amy.

It was thrilling.

Before they had met Mark and Amy, their sex life was fiery, full of love, creativity and romance. 

Now it was incendiary.

In all her years, she had never considered that sex and love could feel like this... could be shared like this.

Now she watched, her cheeks glowing with heat as Cassian unzipped his trousers and took ahold of Amy’s gorgeous hips.

She reached out for Mark as he knelt on the bed beside her, fumbling in the grey darkness for him and finding his belt. 

With one deft hand movement she unbuckled his clasp and sensed it fall free, then she unbuttoned, unzipped and unleashed him in one quick series of confident jerks.

She was practised now.

His throbbing cock felt at once familiar and utterly forbidden in her hand as she slid her slick fingers down his shaft.

He surged within her grasp, thrusting forward at her delicate touch, hardening as she gripped him, and then in the darkness, she began to stroke him.

Amy gasped as she was pushed forward, her wide eyes reflecting the soft moonlight as Cassian’s thick cock slipped between her dripping wet thighs and found its second home as he moaned with satisfaction, and the four of them smiled and quivered in unison.

Emilia loved them all, with all her heart. She lived for moments like these, all of them together, making love. It filled her up with such contentment and joy that she feared one day that she might burst.

Mark knelt closer and she turned her head toward him, opening her mouth, her tongue glistening in the shadows as the tip of his cock slipped between her lips. She couldn’t help but let out a muffled cry as the familiar taste of her other man, her boyfriend, flooded her senses.

At the same time, Amy’s fingers quickened their pace and she arched her hips up involuntarily, finding them pinned down by the pressure of her lithe girlfriend’s little frame and her own husband’s muscle-bound legs. 

Being held down like this was a huge turn-on for her, and she squealed with delight and pumped Mark harder.

Her skin tingled as she felt his hand stroking her hair, his body tensing and thrusting rhythmically as she took him deeper and deeper into her throat.

Then Amy shifted up, pulling away from Cassian and sliding her thighs forward until her sweet breasts were close enough to lick, and a moment later she felt her own husband’s familiar cock probing against her parting and sliding in.

Amy’s hand took hold of Mark below hers and the girls grinned as they began to kiss him together, Amy sliding him across her tongue as she kissed his shaft, Emilia taking him deep and sliding him back out again as he moaned.

She could tell Cassian was close now, she’d noticed that whenever he switched between the two of them it was almost too much. 

He loved doing it, and he often came quickly after he did so, and this time was no different - she could sense he was holding back, straining to maintain control.

Mark on the other hand was about to lose the battle altogether, and Emilia grinned as he arched backwards, his muscle’s tensing before he came.

Responding to him she slipped him back into her mouth as he started to loose his seed, tasting his warmth on her tongue as he pumped and moaned, then she palmed him into Amy’s mouth and smiled as she saw her girl’s lips glisten and sparkle, dripping with his love.

As Mark buckled, Cassian slipped out of her and plunged back into Amy, and Emilia watched her girl’s eyes close as she moaned, one palm clamped against the side of her face as the other caressed her breast.

Then Cassian came too, loudly shuddering as Amy’s eyes widened, and she grinned knowing how it felt.

Then she too cried out in surprise as her husband thrust back into her, his cock slicker than ever as he pumped her warmth with his seed.

Two for one, she laughed to herself as she watched Amy’s face writhe in delight. 

Again she had to fight the urge to throw her legs up in the air, and for a moment she pictured it - her and Amy, holding each other, their huge identical bumps jiggling as the boys made love to them-

Torchlight.

Oh, shit.

It flashed across her face for half a second as it probed the tent, the sharp beam searching in the darkness.

Mark was the first to react, covering himself up and grabbing hold of Amy. 

He pulled her upright and crouched her down as Cassian struggled to pull his trousers up, then he reached his hand out for Emilia sliding her down and off the bed backwards as he ushered them along towards the loose flap where they’d entered, before realising there wasn’t time and shuffling them behind a row of large crates.

Emilia’s heart pounded in her chest, the tingle of her orgasm barely faded as she tried to stifle a laugh, attempting to wake up her legs and force them to cooperate, and then she giggled as she felt Cassian’s seed trickling down her thigh.

‘Is someone there?’ called the man.

The torchlight flashed across the room again, illuminating the canvas above their hiding place. But they were well hidden enough to not be visible.

Cassian however, was nowhere in sight.

Mark peered up around the edge as the now somewhat frightened and anxiety-ridden Emilia covered Amy’s mouth, trying to suppress her little redhead’s mounting hysterics. 

He looked around, but there was no way back to their little exit without the man seeing.

‘Sorry mate,’ came Cassian’s voice from nearby, loud and clear.

Emilia frowned, he sounded different, gruffer and with a slight London accent.

‘I’ve lost my dog, it’s a Cockapoo? You ain’t seen one around here ‘ave you? Thought I saw the little shit scarper under one of them flaps near the entrance.’

‘No dogs allowed on site, mate.’ said the man, frowning after being somewhat startled. ‘Insurance.’

‘Nah, I know,’ he said quickly. ‘Little bastard jumped out the car as soon as we stopped. One of your guys is helping me look for him.’

‘What’s his name?’

‘Who? Your mate or the dog?’

‘Both.’

‘Well I don’t know your mate’s name, he never told me. But the dog’s called Rufus.’

‘Fine, either way, you gotta be out of here. I’ll take a look through for you, and if I find him I’ll let you know.’

‘Thanks, pal,’ said Cass turning away. ‘Oh, would you mind showing me back? Torch is dead.’

‘Bad luck, eh?’

‘Tell me about it.’

Mark watched as Cassian followed the man out towards the front of the tent, grateful for the distraction. 

Quickly he ushered the two girls - Amy now in floods of giggles - back and across toward the flap, raising it up and pushing them under and through. 

‘Come on,’ said Mark gesturing for them to follow, guiding them back to the main area and out into the crowds of revellers once again.

‘How did I do?’ laughed Cassian, approaching the three of them a few seconds later.

‘That was fucking awesome mate,’ laughed Mark. ‘You were brilliant.’

Amy was still in fits of laughter, but as the three of them turned to look at her, she covered her mouth in horror and laughed even harder, pointing at them as her knees buckled.

‘Look at the state of us!’ she blurted out.

Mark stopped and assessed each of them and began to laugh too. They looked like they’d taken a bath in a slaughterhouse.

Emilia’s white lace dress was almost entirely blood red, apart from her chest which had two smeared and bloody handprints in the centre of each breast.

Amy had blood smeared all around her face, and an almost comical amount around her crotch and thighs, particularly on her backside.

Mark had three different slender fingered handprints on his trousers, each one long and smeared, along with a few more climbing up his shirt and neck.

Cassian however, had somehow managed to get away with just a light splattering on his trousers, shoes and shirt.

‘I’m not sure who’s car you lot are going home in,’ he laughed, trying on his London accent again. ‘But it sure as shit ain’t mine.’

‘Whoever said we needed our clothes on to get home?’ laughed Amy, winking as she smeared a glob of blood across his face with one hand at the same time as she grabbed ahold of his crotch with the other.

‘Our shower is going to look like something out of Psycho,’ giggled Emilia, then she stopped, frowning as she looked around.

‘You okay?’ said Amy.

‘Who’s ringing?’ she asked, listening attentively. ‘Someone’s phone is ringing.’

On the edge of hearing, there was the gentle tinkle of a ring tone coming from one of their pockets.

‘It’s you,’ said Mark, holding up Emilia’s phone as he dug it out of his jacket.

She took it from him, turning it around to face her as her eyes went wide with surprise.

Cassian frowned. ‘Who is it?’

For a moment, Emilia’s breath caught in her throat and she blinked, finding herself unable to speak and then at last she drew breath and whispered.

‘It’s our home phone.’

‘Aren’t you going to answer?’ said Amy, as the phone kept buzzing in her hand.

Emilia looked at her, as though she was coming out of a trance, then she swiped with one sticky finger, and held the screen up to her ear.

‘Hello?’ she said.

‘It’s me,’ came her sister’s familiar voice from the other end. ‘I’m home.’
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CHAPTER THREE
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‘ALICE?’ SHOUTED EMILIA as she rushed through the front door, still resembling a murder victim despite her change of clothes, as she ran first into the kitchen and then into the dining room.

‘I’m in here you muppet,’ came her sister’s amused voice from the lounge.

Before they had been allowed to clamber back into their old Fiesta, Cassian had made all of them strip off and wipe themselves down in the darkness of the car park, much to their joint amusement. As a veteran of Malley’s Farm, Amy had come prepared, bringing a box of cloth wipes, two old towels and several reusable shopping bags for everything to put their bloody clothes inside, along with a change of outfit for all of them which had been stuffed in the boot inside an old backpack.

Their new outfits, however, were not the most flattering, Amy having chosen function over form on the basis that they would be heading home to strip off and shower, and as such she was now feeling decidedly underdressed as she followed Cassian through the front door.

Emilia came rushing back just as she began creeping sheepishly into the corridor, and she watched as Cassian gestured her through, smiling as she burst into the lounge and wrapped her arms around her horrified and bemused big sister who’d barely had time to stand up before she was almost knocked back down again.

‘Where have you been? Are you okay?’ Emilia asked hurriedly, craning backwards, palms on either side of her face, checking her over like a mother fussing over a lost child. ‘What happened?’

‘Never mind me,’ she said as Mark and Amy’s curious faces appeared in the doorframe. ‘You lot look like you’ve been in a car accident,’ she paused. ‘Wait, is this some weirdo Halloween murder kink? Let me guess, Cass is a serial killer and you’re all his victims.’

‘We went to a Fright Night,’ said Cassian from the doorway.

‘You went to a Fright Night?’ said Alice, as her focus snapped back to Emilia. ‘Who are you and what have you done with my baby sister?’

‘Shut up,’ she laughed, smiling and shaking her head as her eyes began to well with tears.

‘Oh for goodness sake, you’re such a wet blanket,’ said Alice. ‘I’ve only been gone a few weeks.’

‘I’ve been worried about you.’

‘I’ve missed you too,’ she said, squeezing her tight.

She smiled appreciatively as they pulled back and looked at each other, then Alice’s eyes flicked towards the couple standing in the doorway - Amy, her face still smeared with blood and dressed in an old Hawaiian shirt and a pair of Mark’s old drawstring swim shorts. and Mark wearing branded jogging bottoms two sizes too small and a graphic t-shirt proclaiming I had fun once, it was awful in overtly stylised lettering.

‘We haven’t met,’ said Alice, grinning so broadly she was practically bursting.

‘Oh,’ said Emilia, her eyes growing wide as she blushed, the realisation hitting her like a snap zoom. ‘Oh my goodness, yes.’

She turned around and smiled at them, her arm tight around her sister’s lithe waist - she felt thinner than usual - as she stood awkwardly, unsure of what to say. The moment dragged on as Alice relished in everyone’s collective embarrassment, smiling wider with every passing second.

‘I’m Amy,’ said her girlfriend, at last, rescuing her as she stepped forward with a grin and an outstretched, still sticky hand.

‘I was rather hoping you weren’t,’ said Alice flirtatiously, brushing away the outstretched fingers and going straight in for a hug, coating herself in even more fake blood. She glanced down at herself as she pulled away, following Amy’s shocked gaze. ‘In for a penny, in for a pound,’ she shrugged. ‘Besides this isn’t even my jumper. And this must be Mark?’

‘My... husband,’ said Amy, flustered and rather more pointedly than she’d intended.

‘Don’t worry, there’s no need to pee all over him,’ winked Alice, squeezing her waist. ‘Em has talked about you both non-stop for months. I’ve never known her happier, and she was already pretty gosh darn, day on the farm happy.’ 

She faded out, then looked toward Cassian, still hovering in the doorway and smiled. ‘Hey Cass,’ she waved, smiling before taking a deep breath and turning back around. ‘So… Fright Night at Malley’s Farm, eh?’

Amy laughed, shaking her head and doing her best to maintain her composure as Emilia’s absurdly beautiful sister let go of her waist.

‘Cass never mentioned Malley’s Farm,’ said Mark, his instinct for detail kicking in.

Alice returned his wry smile, then wiggled her smartphone. ‘As if I don’t keep tabs on my baby sister.’

‘I don’t mean to interrupt,’ said Amy, looking down. ‘But can I go get changed?’

Emilia laughed and nodded quickly. ‘Of course, your pyjamas are under my pillow.’

‘Oh. Okay. Why?’ Amy frowned, puzzled.

Emilia looked at her embarrassed as if she didn’t want to say. She looked around the room shyly, and then back to her girlfriend. ‘So that when you’re not here… I can still smell you…’

Amy grinned and blushed, smiling widely as she gazed back at Emilia. Then she nodded and turned away, heading out of the room and up the stairs swiftly followed by Mark. ‘Nice to meet you, Alice,’ he said, nodding.

‘You guys are too fucking cute,’ she said, shaking her head as they were left alone. She turned her attention on Cassian as Emilia blushed. ‘How’s the Greek?’

’Good,’ he said, nodding slowly. ‘You look well.’

‘I look like shit and I’ve lost eight pounds,’ she shrugged, tilting her head. ‘But thanks.’

‘I didn’t want to say anything.’

Alice raised her middle finger and pouted. ’Fuck you.’

‘Anytime,’ he chuckled.

‘Shall I just leave you two alone?’ said Emilia, looking between them, her eyebrows raised and her hands on her hips. ‘Or can you behave for five minutes?’

‘We can behave,’ said Alice, winking at Cassian. ‘For now.’

‘So where have you been?’ said Emilia, almost sitting down opposite her sister as she flopped onto the sofa, then thinking better of it and laying down a thick fleece throw before perching on the edge

‘I told you, Berlin.’

‘You’ve been in Berlin for over a month?’

’Then Moscow,’ she said. ‘And a few other places.’

‘Why? What happened?’

Alice huffed, looking down and examining her fingers, splaying them out slowly. ‘Visiting some old friends.’

Emilia sat back, frowning and then she leaned forward again, her elbows on her knees.

‘You lost your job, and your home, then you turned up here needing a place to hide out for a few days, and then you disappeared off to Berlin for over a month, and you expect me to believe you were visiting friends? Who the hell did you piss off? And don’t say a Russian Oligarch again. What is going on?’

Alice hesitated as the two of them stared at one another, the silence lengthening as she took a deep breath.

Then a moment later Amy reappeared at the bottom of the stairs, dressed in a loose satin burgundy chemise that fell midway around her pale thighs, covering a matching pair of very short shorts, and Alice smiled.

She hopped into the room, her long red mane of hair now loose around her shoulders, blushing as she noticed Alice’s wandering eye drinking her in, and then she sat down beside Emilia with a wide smile, her face still somewhat smeared with fake blood. ‘I’m sorry, did I interrupt?’

‘Em was just interrogating me,’ laughed Alice.

‘Oh gosh, it’s worse than waterboarding isn’t it?’ she grinned, winking sideways at her girlfriend whose jaw dropped into a wide smile.

‘It really is, and I speak from experience,’ said Alice quietly. ‘So you’re the amazing Amy.’

‘You make me sound like a magician,’ she laughed.

Alice leaned forward. ‘Well I have heard you can make Cassian’s cock disappear.’

She nodded, glancing sideways conspiratorially. ‘In at least three different ways.’

Emilia burst into shocked laughter as her husband glowed red.

‘Oh, I like you,’ giggled Alice, shaking her head as Mark appeared at the doorway, now changed into a pair of tight-fitting boxers and a hastily buttoned-up white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. ‘Oh good grief, it’s like being on a porn set.’

‘Alice,’ hissed her sister.

‘Impulse control has never been my strong point, sis,’ she said, wafting air across her face. ‘Anyone need fluffing?’

‘Tea? Coffee?’ said Mark, as he stood leaning against the doorframe. 

Whilst he’d done a better job than his wife at cleaning up the smattered blood on his face, his stubble was still a dark shade of crimson with blotchy patches showing through, and his hair was slick, but now combed.

‘Tea for me,’ said Amy, trying her best not to blush.

‘And me,’ smiled Emilia, grateful for the break.

‘Coffee please, Mr Bodyguard,’ purred Alice.

‘Want to give me a hand, mate?’ said Mark, knocking Cassian out of his trance.

Alice moaned as though she was having an orgasm. ‘This is too much. I can’t stay here, it’s like the Garden of Eden.’

‘You need somewhere to stay?’ said Emilia, frowning as she ignored her sister’s impertinence.

Alice screwed up her nose and nodded. ‘Just for a little while.’

‘Is something wrong?’ said Emilia, her face a picture of concern.

Alice took a deep and regretful breath, as though she was having to drag herself back out of fantasyland for a moment and reluctantly take a seat in the real world.

 ‘It’s... complicated,’ she said at last. ‘I know it’s hard, but I need you to just trust me on this. I’m not in any danger. I just need a few days, maybe a week or two, to get myself back on my feet again.’

Emilia looked at her for a long time as Amy glanced back and forth between them, then she nodded. ‘Okay.’

‘Okay?’ said Alice, her eyebrows raised.

‘Okay,’ she repeated. ‘You can stay with us, for as long as you need.’

‘You really are the best,’ she said, turning her gaze onto Amy. ‘Isn’t she?’

‘She’s pretty good,’ she conceded, her fingers clasped tight as she leaned forward, squeezing her thighs together as she chewed her lip softly.

Alice’s eyes swivelled slowly back to Emilia. ‘So,’ she said, trying not to laugh. ‘Where can I sle-‘

‘On the couch,’ interrupted her sister firmly.

‘Gotcha,’ she winked, sitting back in her seat and tucking her bare legs underneath herself as she made eyes at Amy. ‘Want to join me on the couch?’

‘Alice.’

‘Fine, fine,’ she laughed holding up her hands. ‘I was just joking,’ she said, at the same time as she mimed that she wasn’t.

‘I can see you,’ said Emilia, trying not to laugh, but as amused as she was, she was suddenly feeling torn.

The moment she’d heard Alice’s voice on the other end of her phone a dark knot had formed in the pit of her stomach, and now it was coalescing and growing and spreading into her chest as she sat here surrounded by all the people that she loved. 

She’d tried not to look too closely at what it might be, for fear she might recognise it, but try as she might to keep smiling and looking away, she couldn’t hide from it forever.

She had known what she was coming home to as she’d flown back from France, she’d been prepared for it. She’d mentally exorcised any demons she might have had about any arrangement that might have come to pass. She’d have been in control of that, in charge in her own way, and it had felt manageable. 

But this felt out of her hands.

Alice was family. 

Cassian was family.

Amy and Mark were family too.

And now she was deathly afraid that whilst four was a party, five might be a crowd. 

The question was, was she the fifth wheel?




*







Emilia shook her head as she glared at her hair in the mirror, specifically aiming her ire at the crusted red, extremely stubborn, bloody stains that were streaked freakishly throughout her long blonde mane. She’d washed it three times now, and each wash had only served to make her tresses turn an even more offensive shade of mottled crimson. 

She looked a little bit like a caterpillar. 

An angry one.

She focused her eyes on the blurry, naked reflection of Amy behind her, currently washing herself down in the shower, and she leaned forward and wiped the condensation off the glass so she could get a better look, giggling as Amy’s eyes met hers. She winked back and blew a kiss.

The bathroom resembled an abattoir. 

Mark and Cassian were chatting in the bedroom. She could hear their voices reverberating through the walls, and for a moment she idly wondered what they were talking about. She could certainly imagine what Cassian was thinking about...

Alice.

She was downstairs, safely tucked up on the sofa with a cup of hot chocolate and a spare duvet from the airing cupboard, and for tonight that’s where she would stay. She knew how much Cassian had wanted to see her on their return - for some, one to one - and that might come, but all in good time. 

She needed to get her head around everything first. It had all happened so fast. 

Emilia tightened the tuck of her towel and turned around, peering through the glass of the shower at Amy’s gorgeous curves and pale skin. She grinned to herself as she watched the stunning redhead’s fingers running through her soapy hair. She seemed to have no such issue with the gory claret. If anything it appeared to have added even more depth to her already breathtaking hair. As the warm water cascaded over her pale skin - rivulets and occasional torrents of fake blood pouring down off of her - Emilia laughed. She looked like that poor girl, from that old film of the same name, drenched in pigs blood at her high school prom.

‘What are you staring at?’ she grinned, but Emilia just blushed and pouted as she stepped out of the steamy room, her legs feeling wobbly as the dark knot in her chest throbbed.

Mark was fast asleep on the bed, face down and out of the covers, the only light cast upon him was that from the open door behind her - in the shape of a guillotine - but there was no sign of Cass. 

She stopped, frowning. 

She’d heard him talking whilst she was in the bathroom. She’d assumed it was to Mark, but her handsome bodyguard was passed out and snuffling, so there was no way it had been him. So where was her husband?

The white noise of the shower was deafening her senses and she closed the door to with a click and listened. For a moment all she could hear was the faint snores of Amy’s husband as he shuffled and shifted against the smooth covers, and then she could hear her own husband’s voice again.

Downstairs. With Alice.

A nervous pang of jealously hit her heart like an arrow, jolting through her and taking her by surprise. She frowned, shaking her head. 

It was like a disconnect had occurred in her expectations. 

She had assumed Cassian would be waiting for her when she’d exited the bathroom like he always was. Usually, he would be leaning up against the headboard, reading a book or swiping through an article on his phone, or even chatting with Mark, passing the time with ease and comfort around his now best friend and confidant.

Instead, he had seemingly taken the first opportunity he’d got to sneak off downstairs to Alice, and for some reason that hurt.

She knew that she wasn’t being rational - she’d let them sleep together - but she’d been in control of that. She’d told them it was okay, she’d given them permission, and somehow she guessed, because she was so far away, in another country, with Mark and Amy, it didn’t seem quite so real...

‘Em?’ said Mark, rolling over. ‘You okay? You’re just… standing there.’

Emilia blinked, realising she’d frozen, rooting herself to the spot as she’d been processing her emotions. She blinked again, focusing on him at last. ‘Yeah, I’m, erm. Did Cass go downstairs?’

‘Yeah. I guess he went to see Alice?’ he said, squinting into the light of the open doorway behind her.

‘Okay,’ she replied, with a little more uncertainty than she’d intended.

Mark sat up. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘Oh, nothing,’ but she could tell he wasn’t buying it as she looked toward the bedroom door for the fifth time in thirty seconds.

He patted the bed beside him as he yawned, smiling kindly. ‘Come lay down.’

‘Has he been down there long?’

‘Five minutes, maybe? I don’t know for sure, I fell asleep.’

Again Emilia looked at the door, her anxiety betraying her attempt to remain calm.

‘You don’t have anything to worry about, you know?’ said Mark.

‘I don’t?’

He shook his head. ‘He loves you,’ he said quietly, his voice sounding somehow deeper in the darkness.

‘It’s just, they’ve always liked each other,’ she said, feeling wounded. ‘What if...’

Mark shook his head again, slowly, reaching out for her hand, but at the same time, there came a tinkle of Alice’s laughter from downstairs as Emilia took a deep breath. 

A moment later, Amy pulled open the door, drying her ear with one end of the loose towel, and brushing her still wet and wild hair as she grinned at the two of them, not shy as she stood there naked and glistening. 

‘Having a heart to heart are we?’ she said, then she saw Emilia’s expression and frowned, before looking around. ‘Where’s Cass?’

Again, the tinkle of laughter filtered up the stairs.

‘Oh,’ she said, looking toward the door. ‘I see.’

‘So you think so too then?’ said Emilia, her expression narrowing.

‘Think what?’ she asked innocently, her eyes swivelling to Mark in confusion as she stopped brushing her hair.

‘That I’m an idiot.’

Amy blinked. ‘No? What?’

‘You’re not an idiot,’ said Mark, leaning forward and reaching out for her. ‘No one said that.’

‘No one said what?’ said Cassian, pushing open the door.

Emilia spun to face him, almost losing her grip on her towel. ‘Why were you downstairs?’

He looked back at her in surprise, the accusatory intonation of her voice unequivocal. ‘I, erm,’ he fumbled for words. ‘Alice came up to ask if we had any decaf tea bags.’

‘Oh,’ said Emilia. As Cassian’s ashamed and conciliatory tone washed over her she began to blush, feeling foolish. ‘I’m sorry, I thought...’

Cassian looked at Mark, his eyebrows raised, but his friend just shrugged as Emilia deflated.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, walking toward him with her hands outstretched. ‘I’m just a bit frazzled from earlier, it’s all just... a lot.’

Cassian opened his arms and enveloped her in a tight body hug, brushing her hair and kissing her on the forehead. ‘I get it,’ he said softly. ‘It’s okay.’

Amy’s shoulders slowly lowered as the tension left the room, resuming the slow brushing of her hair as she looked toward Mark, her eyes still wide and unblinking. 

‘Can we just go to bed?’ said Emilia turning round to peer at the other two.

Amy smiled. ‘I think Mark already has,’ she whispered, nodding in his direction. 

The two of them turned to see that he was lying flat on his back once again, stretched out across the covers, his eyes closed and his mouth open wide as he snored softly.

Emilia laughed, covering her mouth before she looked back up at her husband. ‘Is that okay?’

‘Of course it is,’ he said. ‘Are we okay?’

Emilia nodded. ‘I think so,’ she said slowly. ‘I think so.’




*












CHAPTER FOUR
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EMILIA AWOKE TO the sound of Amy laughing and she smiled. 

Her girlfriend had such a beautiful laugh, so sweet and pure and childlike that she found it overwhelmingly infectious whenever she heard it. It felt like summer rain, refreshing and warm and she rolled over and reached for her.

And instead found Mark.

He shifted in his sleep and rolled away, pulling the covers with him as he snuffled.

Opening her eyes in confusion she looked around and listened.

Cassian was in the en-suite shower. The door was half open and she could see the outline of his naked chiselled form glistening behind the glass as the water cascaded down in sheets, but Amy was gone.

Then her laughter filtered up the stairs once more and Emilia realised that she was in the kitchen. The weird acoustics of their little converted bungalow had bounced her voice up and made it sound like she was close by, just like last night when Cassian had been downstairs. She smiled and listened to the dulcet tone of her tinkling giggle.

And then she heard Alice too.

Another pang of unexpected jealously hit her chest and she found herself fighting the urge to throw aside the covers and shuffle down the stairs as quickly as she could diplomatically do so, in order to intervene. 

Had Amy actually snuck downstairs in the night and joined her sister on the couch?

No, that wasn’t possible.

Or was it? Cassian wanted Alice, why wouldn’t Amy? They both like her after all. And if Cassian liked Alice too, then it stood to reason that Amy would.

She lay back, tucking the covers high up over her breasts as she took a deep breath.

She was being irrational. There was no way Amy would do that. Surely. 

She glanced to her right at the naked form of Mark and smiled, shaking her head. 

Totally irrational.

In the last few months, she had opened up her marriage, fallen in love with two people outside of that union, made love with a girl named Celeste in the south of France, and let her own husband and sister fuck each other on their dining room table. Even if Amy had snuck downstairs in the night and-

She relaxed and settled her mind. Everything else had somehow all been fine.

Or had it?

Three months was nothing, and when she listed everything that had happened like that in her head, it sounded more like a nervous breakdown as a result of a failing marriage than a mutual sexual adventure.

If one of her friends had told her that little story, she would’ve had the number for the local marriage counsellor up on her phone before they’d finished their coffee. 

Or a good divorce solicitor.

Was she mad? Had she taken leave of all her senses?

She had been okay with Cassian and Alice being together. Why shouldn’t she be okay with Amy and Alice flirting a little? That was okay. Wasn’t it?

Right up until yesterday she had been absolutely sure. Then Alice had appeared, as if by magic - poof - and turned her world upside down.

Amy laughed again.

Emilia bolted up, and leapt out of bed, quickly finding her knickers from last night and unhooking her dressing gown from behind the back of the door. She didn’t care what her hair looked like - angry caterpillar or not - she just had to get downstairs.

Without thinking she was bolting out of the door and bounding down the steps two at a time, as quietly as she could before rounding the corner, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath.

Seconds later she burst into the kitchen a little too fast and skidded across the tiles to a halt as Amy and Alice turned to look at her, her sister smirking and then immediately hiding it as Amy stood, blushing a little whilst Emilia approached.

‘Morning Em,’ she said, smiling with her trademark disarming warmth and her half-cocked grin.

‘Hi,’ she replied, feeling a little awkward now.

As the silence between them lengthened her eye was drawn to Alice who was rubbing her tummy and miming feeding herself with an imaginary spoon. For a moment Emilia wasn’t quite sure what her sister was doing, and then it hit her - she was saving her.

‘Have you guys had breakfast?’ she said, at last, taking the hint.

‘Oh, erm. No,’ said Amy, her eyes glancing down and flashing wide as they came back up. 

Emilia followed her gaze and realised with mounting horror that the dressing gown which she had hastily thrown on, was wide open and her knickers were skew-whiff, and to top off the look of crazed jealous lesbian, she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

She grabbed hold of the belt loop and covered herself up quickly as Alice tried to stop herself from suffocating into hysterics. ‘How did you sleep?’ said her sister, with more purr in her voice than a lion.

Emilia blushed and shot her a look. ‘Good,’ she said.

‘Alice was just telling me about how you and Cass got together,’ said Amy.

Emilia’s eyes popped. ‘Which version?’ she snapped, her gaze snapping hard toward her sister, aflame with accusation.

Alice grinned. ‘The one where you sang, Stairway To My Heart in front of the entire school whilst staring at him like a lovesick puppy.’

‘Oh no,’ she whimpered as Amy burst into barely contained laughter.

‘You have to understand,’ said Alice, reaching out for Emilia’s hand as she sat down in front of them both. ‘That our wonderful little Em, had been pining after Cass for months at this point.’

‘I wouldn’t call it pining,’ she said looking up with puppy dog eyes.

‘No, fair enough,’ said Alice, nodding. ‘We’ll go with paralysed by her lovelorn yearning for him.’

Emilia laughed. ‘That’s more accurate.’

‘In order to picture the scene, you have to go back,’ said Alice as Emilia stood up again, turning away and reaching into the cereal cupboard. ‘You see Cass and I were friends back then, same year group, same classes. We had this little friendship circle, and sisters being sisters, Em wasn’t a part of it but she did kind of orbit the group, like a spiralling moon.’

‘Destined to crash into the planet eventually,’ she laughed as she poured three bowls of granola out in front of them, followed by a sprinkle of dried fruit, her chest relaxing a little now that the vision of her sister’s head buried between her girlfriend’s thighs had subsided.

‘So, one day,’ continued Alice. ‘I brought him back to the house so we could pick up my bike and head out to woods, we were like fifteen at this point so I had every intention of doing absolutely no cycling whatsoever when we got there. He doesn’t actually come in, he just perches up on the little brick wall outside the front of our parent's house, striking a pose and kicking back.’

Emilia took a deep breath as she sat back down, spoon in hand, and began to eat.

‘Our parents never threw anything away,’ continued her sister. ‘So there I am, battling to drag this fifty-year-old steel frame bike out of the garage when I hear-‘

‘Do you need some help?’ the three of them froze and turned as Cassian appeared in the doorway and as Emilia saw him she dropped her spoon en route to her mouth. It clattered against the marble and as she tried to catch it, she upended the entirety of her bowl, splashing herself with sticky milk and cereal.

His hair was wet, his ab filled chest was glistening and he was wearing his tightest pair of fitted merino wool boxer shorts. In one hand he was holding his towel which he was absentmindedly gliding over his face, whilst the other hand leaned up against the wooden frame of the door.

Her breath left her chest, and she flushed with warmth.

‘Morning,’ he said to the three girls. ‘You okay, Em?’

‘Mmhmm,’ she nodded, her mouth half full of granola as she turned away to wipe her chin.

Alice just started to laugh. At first, it was subtle but it quickly became a belly chuckle as she looked him up and down. ‘Fuck-a-doodle-do,’ she said at last. ‘Is it Christmas?’

Cassian just winked and wandered over to the far side, opening the bread bin as he plugged in the toaster and re-boiled the kettle. Feeling somewhat self-conscious he popped two slices of bread inside and spun the timer, before turning round to find all three girls staring back at him like a bad television advert from the nineties.

Amy broke first, practically mopping her brow before turning her attention back to Alice. ‘You can’t just leave me hanging, what happened next?’

Alice giggled, blushing as Emilia began to scoop up the remains of her cereal.

‘So it turned out that Em was late home from school that day-‘

Amy gasped, snapping back. ‘Did you get a detention?’

Emilia shook her head. ‘No, I volunteered to help restock the library.’

‘Of course you did,’ laughed her girlfriend.

‘And she was carrying this huge stack of books that the librarian had let her take, all these old boring tomes and-‘

‘They were classics! I still have them,’ she pouted.

‘Either way,’ continued Alice. ‘Em comes wobbling down the street, carrying this huge stack of books, literally taller than her, she can’t see over the top of them and can barely even see around the side-’

‘And as soon as Cass spoke-,’ said Emilia.

‘She dropped them.’

The two sisters burst into laughter at the shared memory.

’Straight into a puddle,’ said Cassian from the far side.

‘Oh no,’ said Amy biting her lip, her eyes wide.

‘I nearly burst into tears,’ said Emilia, her face a picture of shock.

‘Meanwhile, I’m basically trapped in the garage at this point,’ continued Alice. ‘Slowly being crushed by the mountain of crap our parents are hoarding in there, and I hear Cassian say, Oh gosh. I’m so sorry, like he’s the floppy-haired star of some shit Brit romcom.’

Amy laughed at this, shaking her head as she glanced across the room at the now-adult Cass, leaning back against the counter as he chewed a spoonful of granola and winked at her.

‘So,’ Emilia picked up. ‘He starts gathering up all these sopping wet books and piling them up on the wall whilst I’m trying to hold back tears, just sort of standing there watching, and then I realise who he is and my heart skips a beat, and I go all dizzy.’

‘Meanwhile, I’m now wondering what the fuck is going on,’ said her sister. ‘And why no one is helping me, so I drag myself and my heavy ass bike over the top of this giant chest freezer-‘

‘Oh gosh, the freezer,’ laughed Em.

‘Seriously you could’ve hidden a body in that thing,’ said Alice to the side. ‘And I find Em here, practically swooning, barely able to stand upright as Cassian passes book after book up.’

‘Then he stops and looks over at Alice by the garage door,’ said Emilia, turning to look at her husband.

‘I swear the universe split into two for him at that point,’ said Alice, shaking her head. ‘I mean we look pretty similar now, but back then we were practically twins. So Cass looks back at her, pretending to be all dumb, and says, You’re Alice’s sister, right? As if he didn’t know.’

‘At this point, we hear Alice scream.’

Amy’s eyes grew wide and she turned, open-mouthed.

‘I fell,’ she said. ‘And to this day, I maintain it was an accident.’

‘It was like something out of a slapstick comedy, we both turned round to find her flat on her back, with her bike pinning her down, skirt hitched up around her waist, knickers on show to the world.’

Cassian began to laugh, remembering the sight as he covered his mouth.

‘It was an accident,’ she said, shaking her head. ‘My skirt got stuck on that stupid freezer and I lost my balance and the bike landed on top of me.’

Emilia slapped her palm on the surface of the table, laughing hard. ‘We both run over and Cassian picks it up like it weighs nothing as I help her up and cover her… modesty. Then Cass turns around, red-faced and awkward and Alice, who looks like she’s about to blow her top, mouths Scram at me.’

‘Then Cassian asks if I’m okay and I brush it off like it’s nothing,’ said Alice. ‘Despite the fact that my arse has a bruise the shape of Canada spreading across it that meant I wouldn’t be able to sit down properly for a week.’

Amy burst out laughing at this, biting her lip as she turned back to Emilia. ‘So what did you do?’

‘I hesitated,’ she said, shrugging. ‘And asked where they were going.’

‘So I say, We’re heading to the woods, don’t tell mum, and Cass - fucking Cass - says, Do you want to come with us?’

Amy glanced across at Cassian who was shaking his head and shrugging. ‘The more the merrier right?’

‘All of a sudden, I’m looking between the two of them and I’m thinking, Fuck, there goes my plan for the afternoon.’

Emilia giggled. ‘Sorry.’

‘My nefarious scheme to sneak The Greek out to the woods and snog his brains out has been shattered by my thirteen-year-old sister, a bike bigger than a horse, and a tower of ancient books.’

‘We had a lovely time,’ said Emilia, laughing. ‘I remember we all took turns on that old rope swing out by the river near Malley’s Farm.’

‘So fast forward six weeks,’ said Alice, rolling her eyes. ‘And all Em can talk about is Cass. Are you seeing Cass today? Can I come? Will Cass be there? When’s his birthday? What does he like to read? What’s his favourite film? Favourite colour? Favourite food?’ she laughs. ‘I think Em thought I was some sort of expert on him. Of course, I answered every question she had with a lie.’

Emilia laughed. ‘His favourite colour was pink, his favourite film was Brokeback Mountain, his favourite book was The Picture of Dorian Gray. You get the idea. I wrote several very confused diary entries.’

‘We’ve long established that I’m a shit. Anyway, one morning during whole school assembly, the deputy head, Miss Greenwood, announces that the school are running a fundraising event in the form of a school talent show. It’s open to all year groups, anyone can participate and auditions would be taking place in a few days.’

Emilia cringed, closing her eyes. ‘Before she’d even finished speaking I was already daydreaming about serenading him.’

Amy could barely contain herself any longer, her eyes filled with tears of laughter as she looked between them all.

‘I knew exactly which song I was going to sing-

‘Stairway To My Heart.’

‘And in which key-‘

‘The wrong one.’

‘And I spent pretty much every day of the next two weeks singing it in my bedroom.’

‘To this day,’ said Alice. ‘If that song comes on the car radio I have this overwhelming urge to just crash straight into the nearest wall.’

‘So the day of the talent show comes around.’

‘And Em is so nervous.’

‘I was literally having dizzy spells, I’m not someone who likes to be the centre of attention, but I had this full-on, crazy romantic notion that Cassian would immediately fall in love with me and we’d get married and live happily ever after.’

‘In fairness, she wasn’t wrong,’ said Cass, grinning.

Emilia turned and blushed, smiling at him. ‘There were three acts before mine, Tommy Nichols break dancing, Alex Mansorotti doing a drum solo and Rosie… something, I can’t remember her last name, doing some incredible rendition of a classic orchestral piece on the electric guitar. Then me. Singing solo. Unaccompanied.’

Amy took a deep breath and held it, waiting.

‘And she sounded like a fucking angel,’ said Alice, shaking her head in a completely serious tone.

‘What?’ said Amy, blinking.

‘I don’t know what it was - the acoustics, the situation, some weird intervention from some long-forgotten deity of sing-along-a-ding-dong, but the whole damned school stopped breathing as she sang.’

Emilia blushed, looking down as she took a breath.

‘And the whole time she sang it directly at Cass.’

Amy’s eyes grew wide as her shoulders sunk, finally letting out the tiniest squeak. ‘Aww.’

‘It didn’t take long for everyone to realise what was happening,’ said Alice. ‘It was like some godawful eighties movie finale, the crowd parting and Cassian’s mates pushing him forward. I half expected streamers to descend from the ceiling at the end and a freeze-frame as the two of them kissed.’

‘But instead, I threw up.’

‘Oh no,’ gasped Amy, her hands covering her mouth in shock.

‘Right on stage, ‘ said Alice. ‘All down her front.’

‘No.’

‘Yep,’ nodded Emilia ‘All I remember is Cassian blinking as Alice pushed past him and jumped up onto the stage, pulling off her school jumper and wrapping me up in it as she guided me off the back. I think a few kids started to laugh but she death stared them so hard they wilted and died on the spot.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Amy, shaking her head. ‘What did Cass do?’

‘He was waiting for us when we got home.’

‘And as soon as he saw us,’ said Alice. ‘He walked right up and kissed her.’

‘I think I probably still smelled of vomit,’ she said. A moment later, Emilia felt her husband’s hands slide over her neck and shoulders and she turned round to find his smiling face an inch from her lips. ‘And I’ve been kissing her ever since.’

Amy beamed, her eyes welling up. ‘Oh gosh, I can’t take this,’ she laughed, wafting her hand in front of her face to fan herself.

Emilia took a deep breath and closed her eyes as Cassian’s lips pressed against hers and a heartbeat later she was back there again, outside her parent's house, her knees buckling as his lips met hers for the first time, falling in love and never falling out again.

For a moment she pictured her big sister, stood just a few feet away, watching them both… and smiling. She’d always known that Alice had stood aside for her, that wasn’t a revelation, her sister had reminded her about it practically every month since, but hearing her retell the story now, with the odd aside, particularly since… 

She glanced at the dining room table and blushed.

She really was acting crazy. 

Cassian loved her, more than ever, and Alice loved her too. Their love for each other wasn’t a threat to that. She needed to calm down and rationalise. 

She and Amy had booked a viewing this morning - against Mark’s advice - at a place for sale on the outskirts of Oxford, and as Cassian pulled away, sweeping his arm around her shoulders she looked across at her girlfriend and smiled.

After returning from France, high on the idea of living together, she and Amy had spent days and weeks devouring estate agent websites and property apps, saving and sharing, and occasionally even visiting a variety of houses that matched their criteria. It turned out, however, that getting four opinionated, strong-willed people with wildly differing tastes to agree on one place to live, was an almost insurmountable challenge.

Then they had found Beaumont House. 

Emilia was the one who had discovered it first. A six-bedroom Tudor mansion, built in the 1920s, situated in sixty acres of land and surrounded by a private wood. It had a gymnasium, an indoor heated pool and its own underground cinema. The master bedroom was large enough to fit four king-size beds and the en-suite bathroom had a walk-in shower room so big that you could fit an entire football team inside. It even had its own fishing lake, workshop and a private driveway.

It was perfect.

But it was way outside of their budget.

She looked at her husband, and then at Alice again as they stole another furtive glance at one another. 

She could feel their lust in the air. 

She thought back to the summer just gone, to the relentless heat of the Mediterranean sun, to her passionate, sweaty and love-filled night alone with Amy and Mark. Then her heart pounded as she thought again about her conversation with Cass that night, out by the pool with the stars and the moon shining down on her. 

There and then she had given them both permission - were they so inclined - to do whatever they liked together. It had felt so naughty, and wrong, and yet somehow liberating.

And she could feel it again now.

This was the feeling she knew was there, buried or switched off, deep inside of her. That strange and wondrous sensation, akin to compassion but laced with a strong and overwhelming sense of empathy. She’d found it again, and now she grasped it firmly with both hands as her lips went dry. 

‘Why don’t you stay here, whilst we go and check out the house this morning?’ she said as Cassian’s eye met hers. ‘You and Alice can have a little time to catch up. The place is out of our price range anyway, so…’

Alice froze, blinking as she pursed her lips and waited for Cassian’s response.

‘Are you sure?’ he frowned, glancing at Alice who looked like a kettle boiling on the hob.

‘Of course,’ Emilia smiled, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

‘But-‘

‘It’s done,’ she said, winking. ‘Decision made.’

Cassian wavered for a moment, drawing himself consciously closer to the breakfast bar as he arranged himself politely beneath the edge. ‘Okay,’ he nodded, glancing at Alice, who was uncharacteristically blushing, but doing so openly.

Only Amy’s expression went unnoticed as she pushed back from the breakfast bar and stood up, tucking her hair behind her ear and walking steadily toward the sink where she deposited her bowl and spoon and began to wash them out slowly, her heart pounding in her chest as she tried to subdue the rising feeling of hurt brewing in her stomach.

‘Guess we don’t need to get dressed anytime soon then,’ said Alice from behind her as she took a deep breath, then she closed her eyes and turned on the hot tap, letting it run over the back of her hand until it burned.




*







Cassian watched through the porthole of their front door as Mark reversed out of the driveway and turned back out onto the road, switching gears as he rolled to a stop. 

As the car drew away again, parallel to the house, he could see his wife’s smiling face looking back at him from the rear seat, and for a moment their eyes met and he smiled back, and then she was gone.

And he was alone again… with Alice.

He looked down at his hand and saw that it was shaking, then he took a deep breath and closed his eyes, squeezing his fingers into a fist as he tried to stay calm. As much as he had tried to suppress his feelings ever since he’d left to catch his plane that morning, he had longed to be here again, in this moment.

It wasn’t that Emilia wasn’t enough, or Amy for that matter. He loved them both. But there was something raw and carnal about his sister-in-law. Her mere presence stimulated a base instinct within him, a primal urge to ravish. It was like she was a vampire who had enchanted him, enthralled him and dazzled him - glamoured him.

Wasn’t that the term? 

He could hear her moving behind him, the soft swish of her nightie, the ripples on her skin as she twitched - already casting her spell - it was as though his senses had become so sharp he might hear a pin drop, or the sound of a tongue, sweeping softly along the edge of a wet pair of lips.

‘Alone at last,’ she said, biting down as she popped another strawberry into her mouth. Her breath wavered as the air between them buzzed with electricity.

Cassian grinned and laughed more nervously than he’d anticipated, turning and then looking down at her feet as they swung slowly back and forth on the tall breakfast chair.

‘Did you miss me?’ she continued.

He smirked again and looked away out of the window and into the garden before nodding.

The ground mist hadn’t lifted this morning and it was still thick and pregnant with mystery, the tall trees that surrounded their little bungalow lost in the swirls.

He thought back to the first time they’d been intimate, the desperation and the sweat as they’d fucked on the dining room table. The feeling of taboo, her sweet forbidden lips enveloping his member as he pushed inside her for the first time.

For a moment he wavered again, his knees buckling at the thought, then his eyes met hers and he smiled.

Alice sat up straight and then jumped down silently onto the floor, her bare feet cat-like in their speed and ease. Then she sashayed toward the dining room table as Cassian’s eyes followed her, tracing the glimmering shimmers of her body through the thin nightie draped over her person. He watched as she spread her fingers across the surface of the wood imbued with the memory of that night, and then she smiled thoughtfully.

‘It wasn’t that long ago, really,’ she said turning back toward him as she hopped up and sat down, spreading her legs apart and folding the sheer dress between her thighs as she grinned knowingly. ‘And yet somehow, it feels like a long time.’

Cassian found he couldn’t talk, resorting to just staring back at her, his eyes tracing her hips, the contours of her wrists and her forearms, up and up between the hint of her breasts, and the line of cleavage that led to her neck. His breath was shortening with every gasp now, as his cock throbbed.

‘Fancy making up for it?’ she whispered. Cassian grinned as she hopped back down, turning to follow her movement as she walked backwards toward the stairs. ‘Follow me.’

He watched, his breath held as she ascended, one long leg at a time, then, as she disappeared at the top, he let go, breathing out and closing his eyes as a wild blush spread across his face, and a moment later he was bounding up behind her, chasing her as she screamed with delight.

This was happening.

She fell backwards onto the bed and arched her bottom up into the air as she slid off her knickers, throwing them to one side as his thick arms came down either side of her, his waist raised between her spread thighs as his member strained inside his boxers.

They paused, looking into each other's eyes, breathing short, sharp and shallow breaths, urgent and yet still hesitant - knowing this was wrong on some level, but that understanding only making their lust for one another greater and more urgent.

She reached down and slid the elastic hem of his boxers aside, feeding her palm down inside and finding him strong and firm, desperate for her, twitching at her touch as she released him, stroking him gently, teasing him out as she hooked her toes around his waistline and pushed the soft material away completely.

There was a connection between them. It was undeniable and it ran deeper than either of them could ever admit, and for a moment it was laid bare, like a glimpse through an open door. Both of them knew they could never open it - not fully. 

All they could do was sample its temporary - and incredible - delights, and that at any moment it might snap shut forever.

Alice smiled as she reached up and touched his face, running the soft hair of his beard through her long slender fingers as her eyes twinkled in the morning light, the rays beginning to penetrate the thick mist.

‘That day, after school. I really did want to kiss you.’

‘I know,’ he said.

‘I’m glad I get to kiss you now.’

‘Me too.’




*




Emilia shook her head in wonder as the twin chimney’s of Beaumont House came into view above the tree line of the woods that surrounded the vast property.

It didn’t seem real.

Mr Estate Agents Audi TT bounced down the lane in front of them, gouging occasional ruts in the mudded track as they followed from a safe distance in Mark’s Land Rover. Emilia thought his name might be Ryan or Jack, she couldn’t quite remember, but he was attractive and he seemed curious about their arrangement, though he was too young, perhaps not even out of his teens.

‘One of the first things we’d need to do if we could even afford this place is gravel this track,’ Mark grumbled as he navigated the various potholes, roots and rocks that peppered the makeshift road.

Emilia leaned forward from the back to get a better look as they approached, placing her hand on Amy’s shoulder, not noticing how tense it was.

‘It’s amazing,’ she said as her girlfriend looked wistfully out of the side window.

‘We can’t afford it,’ said Amy, her voice teetering on the edge of curt and snappy.

Mist clung to the ground, hugging the trees that passed either side of them, swirling around the trunks and thickets of undergrowth and creating an ethereal glow that made the whole scene seem like the start of a grim fairy tale.

It reminded Emilia of Gravesdown Castle, the setting of her favourite book, The Paramour. The way the roots rose up out of the mud triggered her imagination, seeing them as the ribs and bones of long-dead giants as described when Victoria first approaches her temporary residence in the carriage from London.

‘Oof,’ said Mark, nodding forward as he watched the little Audi TT ahead of them bounce hard off one of the dirt mounds that peppered the drive, almost beaching itself as the front wheels spun hard. As Amy looked up from her lap, the little vehicle shot forward, only to be followed by a loud ding as another rock hammered against the chassis.

‘I hope that’s a company car,’ said Mark, looking sideways and smiling at his wife, but she didn’t react, returning instead to fiddling with her fingers as they bounced along.

‘Look at that,’ said Emilia from the back, leaning forward in wonder and pointing.

Amy looked up as the front of the house finally came into view, her resolute expression breaking as she peered ahead, the corners of her lips curling into the slightest of smiles as she took in the view.

The two-storey property sported a steeply pitched roof with two distinct south-facing gables that sat proudly above the half-timbered exterior facade. The twin chimneys, that Emilia had seen from the driveway now seemed exceedingly tall, towering above the gable ends at uneven heights, ornate and intricate in their design, matching the brickwork that surrounded the porched entrance which was overhung by the second floor.

Directly in front of the house was a patchy gravel drive, long abandoned to wildflowers and weeds and in the middle was an old fountain, clearly intended as a centrepiece but now acting as a rudimentary roundabout for turning.

Emilia watched as Ryan - or Jack - parked up and bounded out of his tiny sports car, trying his best not to survey the damage to the underside of the chassis from the loose rocks and bumps he’d ridden over on his overconfident passage to the entrance. Mark’s Land Rover on the other hand, had faired much better and he wound down the window as the slick boy approached.

‘I gotta get myself one of these,’ he joked, gesturing as he drew near and launching into his clearly well-practised and glaringly obvious sycophantic sales pater. ‘I can’t afford the insurance though, not like you guys.’

Mark smiled patiently, glancing up at the grand property beyond the boy in the tight-fitting suit. ‘Shall we?’ he said, nodding as he pushed open his door.

‘Welcome to Beaumont House,’ said the agent, raising his arms up into the air theatrically. ‘Built in the early part of the twentieth century, the property is being so-‘

‘Are you okay?’ said Emilia, catching up with Amy and looping her arm through hers as they walked, whilst the enthusiastic Ryan - she was positive it was Ryan now - continued his well-oiled snake charming on the emotionless Mark.

‘I don’t know,’ replied Amy, slowing down but not looking at her girlfriend.

Emilia tugged at her, urging her to stop but she continued on, moving faster to catch up.

‘What’s wrong?’ she pleaded softly, but within seconds they’d caught up with the two men as Ryan fumbled with the keys, pushing it hard into the lock and turning.

The hall beyond echoed as the door creaked wide, opening onto a dark and musty entrance foyer with two doors and a low beamed archway that led through to an empty room.

‘As I’m sure you’re aware, Beaumont is being sold with no chain, and has already been vacated so all the rooms are completely empty,’ he gestured for the threesome to follow as he pushed open one of the large side doors. ‘This, for example, used to be the formal dining room.’

Amy stepped through, looking around and up into the ceiling, smiling briefly at an old wooden train laying on its side in one corner, covered in a thick layer of dust.

‘This place would need so much work,’ said Mark, shaking his head.

‘It’s an amazing opportunity for a real renovation project, for sure,’ said Ryan, moving on quickly as Mark followed, grinning in despair.

As the two men disappeared again, Emilia, finding herself between Amy and the door, looked to her once again and pleaded. ‘Please, tell me what’s wrong.’

Amy huffed, heading to move around her but Emilia intercepted, reaching for her hand and stopping her, recoiling as she shot her with a glare.

‘Please,’ she persisted, almost begging now.

‘For fuck’s sake,’ she hissed, shaking her hand away. ‘Stop being so pathetic. Just leave it.’
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‘Your pillow smells like Em,’ said Alice, smiling as she buried her face in it, rubbing back and forth like a cat. ‘It’s a good smell.’  

Cassian grinned and reached for her waist beneath the covers, pulling her towards him as he fell to one side. As he did so they embraced each other, skin touching skin as they kissed, Alice’s leg rising over Cassian’s and settling there comfortably and neatly as his hand ran down the back of her neck and along her shoulder, then down onto her bare breast.

He continued slowly as their tongues met, down across her tummy, past her belly button, feeling the tightness of her abdomen and finally sweeping smoothly across her sweet little mound. Then she gasped as his finger slid between her lips, and she reached down again for his cock and clasped it gently between her fingers, moving her palm up and down as slowly as she could.

He felt so big and hard.

Lucky girl, she thought as she wriggled closer, burying her face in his neck and pressing her breasts against his chest.

Cassian held her close as she parted her thighs and angled him towards her, brushing him across her lips, teasing him gently and carefully as she pressed her forehead against his.

‘Don’t hold back,’ she said, then she let go of him and gazed into his eyes as he pushed his length into her, slowly and carefully. She inhaled and shook as every inch of him slipped inside her once again, and then finally came to a halt.

Cassian did his best to concentrate as Alice’s pussy squeezed him in small, delicate waves as he throbbed and strained, desperate to fuck her, but savouring the moment. Finally, she exhaled and kissed him again, and he took his cue and gently moved his hips, making her gasp and squeeze with delight.

He rolled her sideways onto her back again then propped himself up, looking at her face as her eyes closed, watching as her mouth fell open, speeding up a little and thrusting slightly more firmly as she wrapped her long slender arms around his neck.

She felt so fucking good.

Alice arched her back, rising up so she could feel every ridge, every muscle and every vein of his cock as it pressed against her walls. It was like she had become ultra-sensitive, able to feel the shape of him inside her. She could feel him growing and straining, twisting and turning with each gentle thrust.

Sex with Cassian was different. She couldn’t put it into words, she could just feel it. It was more intense, more powerful, more intimate and just… more than anyone else she had ever been with.

Every night since they’d been together, all those weeks ago, she had found her thoughts drifting to him, thinking about his touch, his kiss… his cock.

She slid her hands down his back and felt the power and strength he harboured, his muscles pulling and tightening as he tried to control himself, his hot breath flowing onto her neck as he buried his face in her shoulder and moaned.

She liked that he moaned, it made her feel wanted and appreciated. So many of her men fucked in silence, but not him. His appreciation was vocalised and it turned her on more than she cared to mention.

Cassian raised himself up again and looked down on her, his eyes full of raw intensity as though all he wanted to do was let loose upon her, ravishing her until he was spent - as though an internal battle was raging inside of him.

She squealed as he pinned her hands and arms behind her head and she spread her hips wide as he began to thrust a little harder, angling her hips down so each time he pushed his abs would rub against her clit.

A part of her wanted him to flip her over and pin her down on her front and then part her legs and thrust into her from behind, ploughing her with his manhood, using her until he came.

But this was better, this was closer,

It was different too. It had feeling, it wasn’t just sex. Even if those feelings were old, long-buried and forgotten amongst her teenage years. It was as though all those hormones, all that excitement, the new sensations, the experimentation, the freshness of it all… had all come flooding back.

She closed her eyes as she felt her orgasm growing, like a spreading fire in a dark cave, emanating from the depths of her warmth. She could feel herself tightening around him, squeezing him. Her toes curling and stretching.

She opened her eyes and gazed up and he looked back and smiled, and then he thrust hard and she cried out in delight.

‘Fuck me,’ she whispered, biting her lip, and Cassian obliged.

She moaned again as the full power of his hips bore down on her, her bottom scooting up the bed with each thrust as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head.

‘Oh, yes,’ she squirmed, her hands letting go of him and reaching out, crushing the sheets in her grip as her knuckles turned white, her warmth throbbing as he filled her over and over, losing control - the battle lost.

She reached out and grabbed and pulled him down toward her, kissing his neck and chest and finding his lips, holding him tight as he kept powering into her as the world began to fade into that perfect silent darkness.

She was almost there.

Then she heard him moan and arch his back, and the darkness filled with stars, and she came.

Cassian kept thrusting steadily as her body quivered, her cheeks flushing as her hips twitched and then he felt her burst and his cock felt warm as she whimpered and twisted, flooding them both with her gushing love.

Half smiles and brief gasps crossed her face as it faded, her hands and feet twitching as the aftershocks hit her, making her hips jump and shake.

Finally, as she slowed she reached out and stopped him, his hard thrusts now gentle and delicate. She tightened her muscles and raised her eyebrows as she placed her palm against his bare chest, feeling his long hard and still raging cock slipping out of her, slick and dripping with eagerness.

She shook her head, grinning. ‘I made you a promise.’ 

‘What?’ he said, confused and out of breath, his eyes wild with passion. He wasn’t even half done.

Slowly she rolled all of her fingers up into her palm except one, which she teasingly drew back and forth, drawing lazy lines across his abdomen as she made her way down toward his twitching, solid member.

Cassian glanced down, his eyes flirting back and forth as he pulsed between her thighs, following the track of her index until finally, she drew it delicately up his shaft and over his glans, where she stopped and closed her thumb and forefinger around him.

Then with a soft sigh, she guided him down... and down.

His breathing stopped and she grinned, raising her eyebrows and biting her lip as she felt him harden in her grasp.

‘Would you like to fuck my ass?’ she whispered, intending to sound sultry and sexy, but instead, it came out in a rush of uneven, desperate breath.

Cassian exhaled, his cock involuntarily pushing forward as though it had a mind of its own, the tip brushing against the soft folds of skin that surrounded her little entrance. 

He nodded.

‘Do it,’ she pulled him toward her, pressing the tip of him against her button at the same time as she shuffled forward, just an inch, but enough. ‘Push,’ she said.

And then her eyes closed and her mouth fell open, and he entered her and she cried out.
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Emilia’s eyes welled with tears as Amy pushed past her. What was happening?

She couldn’t understand what had gone wrong. Was it something she had said? Or was it something bigger than that? Was this about Cassian and Alice? She hadn’t been angry when they were together in France though, so why would she be angry now?

‘Through here,’ said Ryan, continuing his tour unaware. ‘If you’d care to all follow me, is the living room.’

Mark frowned at the girls as Amy pushed past, Emilia following but slowing down as her girlfriend put the two men between them. He turned and glanced at her questioningly, noticing the tears in her eyes and hesitated, not knowing whether to intervene or ask before reaching out for her.

‘Is everything okay?’

But Emilia just shook her head and followed on.

‘As you can see,’ said Ryan. ‘The original beams are still in pla-,’ he turned as Amy brushed past him, storming toward the next set of doors, and a moment later Emilia followed.

‘Amy wait,’ she called after her as Mark steered Ryan away toward the kitchen, but she didn’t stop, stomping up the staircase and rounding the corner as Emilia pursued, two steps at a time.

As she reached the top, Amy was gone and she turned round and round, looking in every direction, then there was a flurry of movement and a flash of red hair as she passed by at the far end of one of the corridors.

Emilia darted along. ‘Amy, please,’ she called, but when she reached the room she had thought she had seen her go into it was empty. She faltered, frowning as she looked around and then she turned back and shouted along the corridor again. ‘Amy? Please. Where are you?’

‘For fucks sake, I’m in here,’ her voice was coming from the next room along, and she shook her head and bounded closer, slowing down as she approached.

‘Amy? I’m sorry, whatever it is I’ve said, I’m sorry.’

‘You don’t even understand why I’m angry,’ she said.

She was standing by a large bay window that looked out over the Oxford countryside, arms folded as she stared resolutely into the distance. The room itself was empty, save for a large waist-high dresser that ran down one side, covered in a dust sheet.

‘Then tell me.’

‘Fine,’ said Amy, her eyes flaring with anger as she rounded on her, jabbing a single accusatory finger toward the middle of her chest. ‘Why do you get to decide what Cass and Alice do? Why is it okay for you to make that decision?’

Emilia blinked, her breath catching in her throat.

‘Come on,’ continued Amy. ‘You’re the one insisting we do this now. Why?’

‘I, um,’ she said, the tears returning.

‘Don’t fucking do that,’ said Amy. ‘Don’t cry, just answer the fucking question.’

‘Because she’s my sister,’ she started.

‘And?’

‘He’s my husband?’ she whimpered.

Amy raised her eyebrows. ‘And what is he to me?’

Emilia blinked again, a fresh tear running down her cheek as her chest pounded.

‘What is he to me?’ repeated Amy.

‘Your boyfriend?’

Amy shrugged and jabbed her finger toward the window now. ‘I love him.’

‘You do?’

‘Yes, and I love you.’

‘I know,’ blinked Emilia. ‘But-‘

‘So why can’t I fuck your sister?’

Emilia’s eyes popped, confusion spreading fast across her face. ‘I don’t-‘

‘Last night, she joked about me coming to sleep on the couch with her,’ she shrugged. ‘But you snapped in and shut that down. If your husband can fuck her, then why can’t I?’

‘I… It’s just-‘

‘Am I not good enough for her?’

‘You ca-,’ she said.

‘Don’t do that either,’ said Amy, snapping. ‘Don’t just say I can in order to get yourself out of this. Clearly, you don’t want us fooling around together, but you’re okay with Cass and her, fucking each other, right now.’

‘No, I’m not,’ erupted Emilia, her emotions finally overflowing. ‘I’m fucking not okay.’

Amy blinked.
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Alice cried out sharply and Cassian stopped, afraid that he’d hurt her as his thick head popped inside her forbidden canal, then she opened her eyes and smiled so wide that he knew he hadn’t... and he thrust.

His member swelled as he tried to hold back, his cock thrumming with desperation as he fought the urge to fill his wife’s gorgeous sister with his warm seed. Her tight sheath, snug around his shaft seemed to pull him in, welcoming him. Each slow, firm thrust sucked at his willpower as she tightened and moaned, her hands running over his chest and shoulders as she arched her back and rocked her hips.

‘Deeper,’ she begged and he listened, his cock pushing further and further into her endless depth with each pendulous swing. ‘Yes.’

She gripped him hard, pulling him closer, almost hanging from him as he fucked her, feeling him rippling and twitching as he tried so hard not to come, the sensation at once intoxicating and flattering, her mind begging him not to and at the same time as she teased him relentlessly, daring him to let go and fill her.

Her eyes shot open in surprise as a wave of overwhelming taboo pleasure rippled through her. 

It was just like the last time they had fucked - everything was magnified. 

This was her sister’s husband. The boy she had once fancied, now a man she wanted. Other men paled in comparison. It wasn’t even a competition, Cassian was a god.

She whimpered as he took her, her eyes glazing over as he plunged deeper, each thrust better than the last, each one bringing her closer and closer to the edge of the long waterfall as he gazed down on her, his eyes wide as he drank her in.

Her soft curves, her smooth skin, her curvaceous hips and her sweet little breasts.

He reached down and cupped one, dragging his thumb over her nipple as she squirmed, then he looked down further still at her spread thighs and her throbbing pussy, and an inch below - his thick cock, buried deep in her ass.

He felt himself twitch at the sight of it, almost losing control.

And then she was free falling. 

Over the edge…
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‘What do you mean?’ said Amy, her voice soft now, the accusatory edge gone, lost in the cold draft that whistled through the property seemingly every few minutes.

Emilia looked down at her feet, tears rolling down her cheeks. ‘I’m not okay,’ she repeated, sobbing softly. ‘I love them both, and they want each other and I want to make them happy, but I’m not okay.’

Amy stepped forward, opening her mouth to speak but not finding the words, instead, she just reached out and wrapped her arms around the sullen frame of her shuddering girlfriend. ‘I’m sorry.’

Tears ran down Emilia’s cheek as the two of them embraced. ‘It’s okay,’ she said quickly.

‘It’s not okay,’ said Amy, squeezing her tighter. ‘I shouldn’t have said what I said, it wasn’t fair.’

‘It’s not that I want to control you,’ she said, looking up into Amy’s face, an inch from her own. ‘I just want you to be mine.’

Amy smiled, biting her lip. ‘I am yours,’ she laughed, her own eyes shimmering now as the two of them cuddled.

‘Cassian always loved us both,’ she said, wiping her eyes and laughing softly. ‘It was like she said earlier, back then we were practically twins, and both of us wanted him.’

‘So you’ve always had to share him,’ said Amy, struggling to control herself as she took in the sight of her girlfriend, tears streaming down her face.

Emilia nodded. ‘I don’t know if I’m ready to share you too.’

Amy smiled and then whispered in her ear. ‘Apart from with my husband right?’

Emilia smiled, nodding. ‘And Cassian, and Celeste.’

The two of them laughed even harder now. ‘So your rules are fairly loose,’ said Amy, wiping another tear away from her pale cheek with her thumb and quivering with guilty delight.

‘It’s just,’ she said, breathing in through her nose. ‘With Alice, it’s different.’

‘I get it,’ said Amy. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘And I wouldn’t mind, if you wanted to,’ she paused, smiling softly. ‘Share the sofa with her.’

Amy giggled at this. ‘It’s okay, I don’t want to, I want you.’

‘I want you too,’ she said. After a few moments, Emilia pulled back and looked around, a tentative smile crossing her face now. ‘I like this room, this could be our bedroom,’ she continued quietly.

Amy followed her gaze as their fingers entwined, squeezing each other’s hand as they each took it in, taking short shallow breaths as she tried to control the urge building inside of her. ‘You don’t have to pretend, you know?’ she said, softly.

‘I’m not pretending,’ said Emilia, taking a deep breath and shedding another tear. Amy watched as it rolled down her cheek and splashed onto the dusty floorboards, and then she leaned in, and their soft lips met and parted.
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Alice’s body convulsed hard as she came.

Her fingers spread out, her toes stretched and her thighs shuddered and quivered as it shook through her body, pulse after pulse echoing and bouncing around inside her as she cried out in silence and then moaned, guttural and deep, her eyes wide but unseeing.

Then he was pulling out of her, flipping her over, her body acquiescing without question, supplicant to his whim as he spread her cheeks and brought his lips and tongue to her button, swirling as she squirmed in delight, his fingers pressing inside her pussy and dipping down, pushing up against her g-spot, and like a switch she came again, her thighs slick and wet.

And then he was there again, kneeling up and pressing the thick, proud head of his cock against her hole - and pop - he was back within her, thrusting, pounding.

‘Oh,’ she cried out. ‘Oh, yes,’ feeling him bulging and quivering, and then she bit down on her lip and cried out as she felt him pulse.

Once, twice, three times, four times… five times, six… each pump punctuated with a moan and a thrust as he emptied himself inside her ass. She could feel him, sticky and warm as he filled her, his body twitching, each muscle strained and powerful as it neared breaking point.

And then he sagged and breathed out, his hand caressing her neck softly, slowly pulling out, and she fell forward and smiled, her eyes closed in total, utter bliss.
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Emilia pulled back for a second, frowning as Amy held her breath, their lips wet. ‘What’s the mat- oh,’ she grinned, blushing immediately. ‘Are you?’

‘Shut up,’ said Amy, trying to hide it.

Emilia gasped quietly. ‘You’re horny.’

‘No, I’m not,’ she lied.

‘You are,’ she whispered. ‘Because I’m crying.’

Amy bit her lip again, whispering as her knees buckled. ‘I can’t help it,’ she hissed, her breaths short and shallow. ‘It’s like a switch.’

‘You’re a terrible person,’ laughed Emilia.

‘Shut up and kiss me.’

‘Here?’

‘Yes,’ she pulled her forward, nodding as her hands gripped the lapels of her coat, her voice urgent and desperate.

‘Okay,’ she nodded breathlessly, and the two of them stumbled backwards, pulling at each other’s clothes. Together they crashed into the dresser, Amy hitching herself up onto it and spreading her thighs, her dress rising up above her dark tights as Emilia pressed into her, their lips meeting again and again in a dizzy passion as their fingers and palms swept across each other.

‘Oh fuck, I want you,’ hissed Amy, grabbing Emilia’s hand and placing it against her crotch, her warmth emanating through the stretched material.

Emilia’s fingers pressed against her, deftly finding her clit through the thick cotton and swirling hard as she moaned.

Then she swept her hands away and crumpled her dress up, lifting her as she dragged the tights down over her bottom, her knickers coming with until they were stretched between her knees, taught and quivering.

And then she slipped her hand between her thighs and found her slick parting and pushed.
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Alice lay back, her whole body rising and falling with each breath as she shook her head, a bead of sweat running down her cheek as she smiled, marvelling at the man that lay spent between her thighs.

For a moment she gasped for air as if her body had only just realised that it needed more oxygen, and then she laughed. ‘That was...’

Cassian looped his arm around her, rolling away and pulling her close as she turned into him and buried her face in his broad shoulder.

‘I’ve never come like that before,’ she whispered in his ear.

‘Bullshit,’ he laughed.

‘I’m telling the truth.’

Cassian grinned, then frowned, and at last, he smiled and nodded. ‘Me neither.’

Alice blushed, idly stroking the hair on his chest. ‘I don’t think we can do this forever you know?’

She listened as he drew a long deep breath, his chest rising up and up as her head went with him and then slowly back down as he exhaled. ‘I know.’

‘I’d like to though.’

‘I know.’

For a while, they lay still, Alice listening to the sound of Cassian’s heart beating in his chest as he stroked a few strands of her hair between his fingers. As she dozed she became aware of him moving, shuffling away into the ensuite and a few moments later the sound of the shower filtered through and she shifted and watched him through the open door.

‘Do you think,’ she said quietly a few minutes later as he came back, his towel wrapped around his waist. ‘That maybe you guys are moving too fast?’

Cassian frowned. ‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean, this is all so new. You barely know each other,’ she said kindly. ‘Don’t get me wrong, I’m all for what you’re doing. It’s amazing. But... you’ve known them for, what? Three months?’

Cassian sagged, breathing slow.

‘I’m sorry,’ she continued. ‘I shouldn’t have said anything.’

‘No, it’s okay,’ he shook his head, laying back down beside her, his fingers idly stroking her bare shoulder. ‘I don’t know.’

‘Do you trust them?’

‘I guess,’ he said. ‘I mean... I do.’

‘You do?’

‘Yes.’

Alice sat up, twisting around until her forearms were spread across her brother-in-law’s chest, her breasts framed and squashed between them. 

‘You,’ she said. ‘You… are something else. But Em? She’s my sister. I love her more than anyone. If I didn’t think that she was okay with this?’ she gestured between the two of them. ‘It wouldn’t be happening.’

Cassian nodded, his eyes focusing on hers as she continued.

‘But you, and Amy... and Mark? I don’t want her getting hurt, and the more people involved, the more ways that can happen. What if Mark decides he can’t handle things? Will Amy stay? Or the other way round... what if Amy leaves, but Mark doesn’t? Can you share Em?’

Cassian frowned, huffing and looking away, as though this had occurred to him but he’d never faced the idea head-on. ‘I don’t know.’

‘I’m not saying, don’t do this. But, if you’re really serious about moving in together, then you’ve got to think it through. What if you have kids, and then one of you leaves? What happens then? How do visitation rights work? Who gets the house? What if you’re not the paternal father?’

‘Stop,’ said Cassian, looking back at her. 

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, looking down. ‘I just... I’m worried. You guys are doing everything at warp speed.’

‘I know,’ he said, as her eyes came back to his. He reached up and took her hand. ‘I know. But how can I slow it down though? You know her better than anyone, once she’s set her sights on something, she doesn’t let anything or anyone get in her way.’

Alice smiled. ‘Like you,’ she said slowly. ‘And me.’

He nodded and laughed softly. ‘Like you and me.’

‘You need to talk to her,’ she said, as her fingers began travelling down his stomach, sliding the towel away, peeling it aside.

For a moment he hesitated as though he was considering stopping her, but then his cock twitched and his lips went dry and he watched as she slowly, purposefully shifted down and away, never taking her eyes off his.
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Amy cried out - too loud - and Emilia kissed her to keep her quiet, laughing as the two of them pressed into each other urgently. 

‘Keep going,’ she begged, taking hold of her girlfriend’s fingers and guiding her inside, pressing her faster and harder as she angled her hips up, spreading her thighs wide along the edge of the dresser and almost losing her balance, one shoe slamming down into the floorboards as she righted herself. ‘Oh fuck,’ she moaned.

Emilia grinned, glancing toward the door on the off chance that Ryan and Mark might be standing there, jaws to the floor as they watched in silence. 

Both relieved and mildly disappointed that no one was there she turned back to Amy and leaned in, finding her lips and kissing them softly as pale fingers looped around her neck and pulled her close.

She loved feeling Amy, her fingers deep inside, how wet and smooth she felt, and how she knew her. It was like walking blind through your own home, knowing where everything was as she angled the tips of her fingers up at just the right angle, eliciting that perfect little moan of surprise and pleasure that she loved so much.

And then Amy was pulling back and looking at her, her eyes wide and desperate and she breathed in deep and whispered.

‘Is this okay? What we’re doing?’ she said suddenly, her hips writhing back and forth as she seemed to hesitate.

Emilia looked on, her fingers slowing as Amy clamped down. ‘Is what okay?’

‘Don’t stop,’ she said, licking her lips as she closed her eyes. ‘This. Us.’

‘Yes,’ said Emilia.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes.’

‘Is this what you want?’

‘Yes,’ said Emilia, almost moaning now as she leaned in.

‘Here?’

‘Forever,’ she said as she pressed her cheeks into Amy’s chest and quickened.

Her back arched as she pressed her breasts up and moaned, and a moment later Emilia felt her come, her insides squeezing and twitching with each slow, powerful pulse, and Amy’s mind flushed with love as she bucked and breathed as quietly as she could, her feet scrabbling for purchase as ecstasy flooded through her veins.

Then all of a sudden Emilia was pulling her down, and turning her around forcefully, pushing her up against the wooden dresser. 

She bent at the waist, compliant as her girlfriend took hold of her bottom in one hand, commanding her, and slipped inside her again with the other, leaning close over her shoulder as their lips met once more and thrusting hard with her slick and powerful fingers.

‘Try to be quiet,’ she whispered into her ear a moment later as her skin tingled with taboo delight, and then her thumb swirled against her button and her mouth dropped open in a silent cry.
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Cassian fought to keep his eyes open as Alice’s mouth enveloped his cock, her sweet cherry pink lips glistening as they glided over his glans, her tongue swirling around him in a tight circle, teasing and tasting him as she looked up, her eyes wide and smiling before she closed them and took him deep.

He moaned involuntarily, his hips thrusting up, one hand reaching out and gripping the bedsheet as the other ran through her soft blonde hair, his thumb finding her cheek as his cock touched her tonsils, and then she pushed him deeper and he bucked as his member slipped into the tight warm shaft of her throat.

‘Oh, fuck,’ he moaned, looking down at her, her lips pressed against his torso as she bobbed slowly, her hand pressed into and gripping his thigh, fingers splayed and shaking, and then slowly she rose back up, saliva dripping from her lips as she smiled wide.
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Amy reached out for the wall, pushing against it for support as Emilia kept going, two fingers deep inside her, curling down and thrusting hard against her g-spot, her thumb swirling her ass as the two of them kissed, pausing only to breathe and moan.

‘I love you,’ she gushed.

‘I love you too.’

‘I don’t want to lose you- Oooh,’ she moaned again, another wave of pleasure gushing through her.

‘Me neither,’ hissed Emilia. ‘Promise me you’ll never give up on me.’

‘I promise,’ she cried, her voice echoing within the bare room as she lost control.

Then Emilia knelt down behind her, her fingers still thrusting, and parted her girlfriend’s cheeks, before leaning in.
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‘I want to taste you,’ whispered Alice, licking her lips, her eyes sparkling with lust.

Cassian’s head hit the pillow as she descended once again, reaching out for her hand and holding it tight as she took him back into her mouth, her tongue teasing and probing him with each long lick before enveloping him tightly and sliding him back deep into her throat, fucking him with every dip.

‘Oh, fuck,’ he moaned, his hand sweeping around behind her neck, feeling the smooth soft hairs on her back as goosebumps spread wherever he touched, her skin tingling and crackling with passion and electricity.

He felt her fingers slip tight around his shaft, pumping him as she pulled back, her eyes watering as she gazed up into his awestruck face before resuming her tight seal around him and swirling her tongue once more.

The whole bedroom began to whirl as she pleasured him, his eyes opening and closing as he twitched, desperate to watch her, to see his member sliding up and into her beautiful face, but the waves of ecstasy emanating from there proved too much - too overwhelming - and he lay back as his hips arched up.

Alice felt him twitch in her mouth as he started to come, his cock becoming hard and taught, thrusting up, and then a moment later he moaned, hard, and she tasted his seed and grinned.

Each pump sent a new warm rope of love shooting across her tongue and she swallowed him, feeling him empty himself again deep into her throat, his gift filling her as her whole body quivered with delight. 

As he slowed, his thrusts diminishing, she pulled away slowly, assuming he was done, but one last twitch proved otherwise and she giggled as another rope glazed her lips and cheek. As she looked down at him, spent and smiling before her, she dabbed at her mouth and licked her fingers, savouring the taste before leaning in and laying down upon his chest.

‘That was,’ was all he could manage to say, over and over again as he tried to regain control of his breathing. ‘That was...’
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‘... so naughty,’ quivered Amy, as Emilia’s tongue lapped at her button, circling rhythmically with each swirl, making her writhe and moan, her fingers turning white as she gripped the edge of the dresser, thrusting herself back and forth into her girlfriend’s lips and fingers and then she fell silent and shook, quivering with ecstasy and came again.

She moaned loudly, abandoning all hope of discretion, her voice reverberating through the house as she shuddered and bucked, her hand reaching out and flailing for Emilia as another wave rose up and flooded through her. 

‘Fuck,’ she cried and then all of a sudden she was gushing, her thighs flooding with warmth as Emilia giggled and pulled away, gasping in surprise.

‘Oh,’ she whispered as Amy’s legs gave way, shuddering and weakening with each desperate breath as the pair of them sank to the floor in a tangled heap of clothes, eyes closed and kissing as they found one another’s lips.

‘I love you,’ said Amy, barely coherent as she shook softly. ‘You do things to me,’ she started, shaking her head but unable to find the end of her sentence before she opened her eyes and laughed.

‘I love you too,’ said Emilia, leaning into her neck.

As Amy came to she started to look around slowly, breathing deeper with every breath as she settled down, her knickers and tights still twisted around her knees.

‘I think we have to buy this place now,’ she whispered. ‘I think that’s like, a rule.’

Emilia laughed. ‘Do you think so?’

‘I don’t think you’re allowed to try before you buy,’ she continued. ‘I think it’s frowned upon.’

‘Where’s Mark and,’ she hesitated, wincing. ‘Ryan?’

‘Isn’t he called Chris?’ said Amy, eyes wide all of a sudden.

‘I have no idea,’ laughed Emilia, red-faced and giggling.

‘There’s no way they didn’t hear that,’ said Amy, blushing now as she tugged at her knickers. ‘Help me,’ she giggled as she stood up.

Emilia swivelled around onto her knees as Amy stood awkwardly, trying her best not to burst into hysterics as her girlfriend twisted her tights around and pulled her knickers into alignment before standing up and tugging them up beneath her wayward dress.

‘Look,’ she gasped, pointing out of the window now as Emilia followed her gaze.

In the near distance, standing beneath a cherry tree in the garden were the two indistinct but familiar figures of Mark and the estate agent.

‘He’s good isn’t he?’ Emilia laughed.

‘He’s brilliant,’ said Amy, blushing as she looked around. ‘Is it obvious?’ she said, nodding toward the dresser.

Emilia turned again, holding her girlfriend’s waist as her eyes settled on the mess before them and then the two of them burst out laughing at the clear shape of Amy’s bum, framed neatly in the dust with two splayed hand prints on either side.

‘I think we’re going to need to hire a cleaner,’ laughed Emilia, turning to face Amy.

‘Do you really think we can do this?’ she said, her tone more serious now.

Emilia nodded slowly. ‘I do.’

‘And move in together?’ she said.

‘Yes.’

‘Make this into a home?’ she looked around.

‘Yes.’

Amy reached out and took her hand, swinging it back and forth slowly as they looked at each other, then she took a deep breath and closed her eyes. ‘And have… children?’

Emilia’s heart skipped a beat as the metaphorical balloon stretched, and then she closed her eyes and squeezed, and whispered. ‘More than anything.’
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Cassian opened his eyes and sat up sharply leaning back on the mattress, his arms bristling with energy as he looked around blinking.

Alice.

He turned to one side, reaching out for her, but she was gone. Had she run away again? His chest thumped at the thought.

No, the sheet was still warm to the touch, she must have only just woken up.

What time was it? How long had he and Alice slept for?

For a moment he felt a dark flood of guilt thud within his chest. 

Had his wife returned while they were still sleeping? Were she and Mark and Amy all downstairs now as he lay spent and slumbering in their bed? 

Then his ears tuned into the ambience and he recognised the noise of the en-suite shower, noticing the steam rolling out through the crack in the door, and he leaned to one side to see the naked, glistening shape of his sister-in-law through the tempered glass, her agile hands running smoothly through her hair.

He closed his eyes and lay back, taking a deep and satisfied breath as he shook his head, and then he rolled to one side and reached for his phone, tapping the screen and catching the time as it logged in - just before ten - they’d only be gone for an hour.

He locked the screen and rolled away, feeling strangely relieved, reminding himself that his own wife had approved this. She had given her blessing - again - for him and Alice to be together, and whilst that alleviated some of the feelings he was experiencing right now, he still felt a strong sense of guilt beating in his chest as he closed his eyes.

Alice was forbidden. 

She always had been, in a way. She was a wild, untameable mare and he’d known that back when they’d first become friends. She had been beautiful, tough, unpredictable, and intense, and more intellectually formidable than anyone he’d ever met at that point in his life.

Even then, as a naive boy, he’d understood that being with her would’ve been like caging a lion. She couldn’t be contained, she needed to be free to roam. It was in her nature, but it wasn’t in her blood.

The shower switched off, the sound of tinkling water cascading down from Alice’s smooth skin emanating out into the bedroom as Cassian opened his eyes again and breathed.

He watched, smiling as she pulled Emilia’s towel down from the rail, their eyes locked as she returned his grin, drying her face before patting herself down, holding the soft cotton to her chest as it bunched and swayed in front of her long bare and glistening thighs.

‘Hey,’ she said, her expression surprisingly vulnerable. ‘How was your blackout?’

He laughed softly as he sat up, his eyes unashamedly touring the curves of her skin, visible on either side of the soft material shield she was clinging to. ‘I feel like I blinked and it was an hour later.’

‘You didn’t even finish your sentence,’ she smiled, tilting her head to one side as she continued to dry herself.

Cassian looked toward the window. ‘Are they back yet?’

Alice shook her head. ‘No, they were still there, last time I checked.’

He looked back at her and nodded, breathing deeply before he spoke. ‘What you were saying... before-‘

‘Before you came in my throat and passed out,’ she laughed. ‘Yes.’

Cassian grinned. ‘About us,’ he paused, hesitating. ‘About Amy, and Mark.’

Alice smiled kindly and looked down, a momentary flash of dejection crossing her face before she wrapped the towel around herself and sat down at the end of the bed, twisting to meet his gaze. ‘Go on.’

‘Do you really think this won’t work?’

‘That’s not what I said,’ she levelled. ‘I said you need to ask yourself if it can.’

‘We’re going too fast,’ he nodded.

‘Are you asking me? Or telling me?’

Cassian looked down at her splayed fingers, resting between the lumps formed by his legs beneath the duvet. ‘I don’t know.’

‘Listen, I’m all for fucking around,’ said Alice. ‘And if I’m honest, I’m anti-monogamous. Being with just one person, for the rest of my life? It works for some people, and good for them, but it’s not for me. But you’re talking about moving in together, starting a family, sharing income, carpooling.’

‘Monogamy plus,’ interjected Cassian.

‘Yes,’ she smiled. ‘And again, I’m all for it, but you need to protect yourselves, go in with open eyes, and take it slowly.’

‘I think it’s too late for that.’

‘She doesn’t hang around,’ said Alice, shrugging.

‘It’s funny,’ he said. ‘I always thought you were the headstrong one, and she was the sensible one.’

Alice grinned. ‘Whatever gave you that idea?’

‘Thing is, I’m scared that if I put the brakes on now, I’ll lose her.’

‘You won’t lose her,’ she nodded, squeezing his leg through the duvet. ‘You just fucked her sister in the ass. If she doesn’t leave you because of that, you can basically do anything.’

Cassian grinned and blushed, shaking his head as he considered this, then he watched with wide eyes as Alice stood up and let her towel fall away.

‘Now are you ready to go again?’ she grinned, as she knelt on the bed and began to crawl up. ‘Or am I going to have to sort myself out?’
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Mark winked as Amy and Emilia approached, walking slowly out the front door arm in arm as they tread carefully down the short flight of concrete steps that led out onto the gravel driveway.

Amy’s face was still flushed and grinning as she caught his eye and she had to stifle a laugh as a lazy grin spread across his cheeks.

‘How was it?’ he said as they drew near.

‘Sorry?’ said Amy, surprised at how forward he was being.

‘Your private tour,’ he grinned as Ryan, Jack or Chris stood a few feet away talking animatedly on his phone, pacing back and forth.

‘Fulfilling,’ giggled Amy as she looked sideways at Emilia who blushed and turned her gaze back to Mark in earnest.

‘What do you think?’ she said.

He looked up and took a deep breath, shaking his head slowly. ‘It’s a money pit.’

‘Which,’ said Emilia, wincing. ‘Is a good thing?’

His eyes met hers, filled with kindness as he shook his head. ‘And it’s way outside of our budget.’

‘No chain though,’ said Amy, hopeful. ‘And it’s vacant, we could put in a low offer?’

Mark took another deep breath as he fixed his wife with that same kind gaze. ‘There’s so much work to do, even if an offer way below asking price was accepted, we’d need to borrow just to make it liveable.’

Amy smiled and nodded, unable to hide her disappointment as Emilia cast her eyes down, her shoulders sinking, crestfallen. 

‘I have, however,’ he said, his tone of voice reluctant. ‘Enquired as to what an acceptable offer might be.’

Emilia looked up, her eyes wide with excitement as her chest buzzed, turning to face Amy with hope in her eyes before swinging back to Mark. ‘Do you think they’d take something silly?’ she grinned. 

‘I don’t know,’ he said, shrugging. ‘Alan’s asking now.’

Amy turned to Emilia, trying her best not to laugh as she mouthed Alan? 

Emilia shrugged and giggled, squeezing her fingers with mounting glee. ‘I could’ve sworn he was called Ryan,’ she laughed.

‘Don’t get too excited,’ said Mark, tempering the pair of them. ‘To even get close we’d have to sell both houses and extend our mortgages, maybe dig into our savings too.’

Emilia turned toward the boy apparently named Alan as he spun toward them, smiling wide and tucking his phone back in his pocket.

‘Ok, I’ve got some good news,’ he said, switching on his salesman's voice with such little effort. ‘The seller is willing to drop the price if you can move fast.’

Mark nodded. ‘We can’t move fast.’

‘Ok, that’s fine,’ said Alan, shaking his head and brushing this off as if it now meant nothing. ‘They’re willing to drop the price to nine hundred.’

Mark took a deep breath and shook his head. ‘The best we can do is eight.’

Alan stuttered at this. ‘The asking price is a million,’ he stated, trying to mask the fact that they’d misled him in budgetary terms to the tune of nearly two hundred thousand pounds. ‘That’s a fifth off the price.’

‘For a vacant property, in desperate need of attention, that needs at least three hundred thousand pounds worth of renovation, I’d say it’s a good offer,’ said Mark, leaning in.

Alan laughed, the facade dropping for a moment as he rubbed his chin, shaking his head in disbelief. ‘I think you’re underestimating the value this place could represent.’

‘If we could ever sell it,’ said Mark, shaking his head. ‘You and I both know the property market dwindles above one million.’

Emilia’s smile dipped as her heart sank again. She couldn’t decide if Mark was playing a game or being genuinely dismissive.

‘Listen,’ said Alan. ‘Think about it, if you fully renovated this and flipped it, you could sell for one point five, easy money.’

‘We’re looking for a home, not a money-spinner.’

‘If your budget is eight hundred,’ he smiled. ‘Then I’ve got a few other places I can show you, one that hasn’t come on the market yet?’

Mark grinned. ‘We’ll think about it,’ he said, turning toward the car. ‘Thank you for your time today, pal.’

Alan nodded, glancing back toward the house. 

‘Come on,’ continued Mark, shaking his head as he looked up into the sky above, a few spatters of rain now beginning to fall, smattering the windscreen. ‘Hop in.’

Amy screwed up her nose and laughed as she pulled open the door, stepping up into the passenger seat as Emilia did the same, gazing back for a long moment. Safely inside with the door shut and the warmth enveloping her, she shivered as she looked toward the house, letting out a long sigh.

‘There’ll be other properties,’ said Mark, flicking the ignition on as the big Land Rover purred into life, the rain already falling in earnest.

‘But this one is perfect,’ she said, looking back toward the entrance as her heart ached. ‘Just imagine it in the summer, the blue skies, the green trees, the sunshine, the kids…’ she tailed off.

Mark coughed turning toward his wife beside him as Emilia looked back. ‘Em,’ he said kindly.

‘No, I don’t care,’ she snapped. ‘I want children, with Cassian, with you, and with Amy. I want us to have two girls and two boys, I want us to all live together and love each other and be happy. Is that too much to ask?’

‘We’ll keep looking,’ he said as he began to pull away.

‘Cassian has savings, and investments, he could cash them in.’

‘It’s too risky,’ he continued, his eyes flicking toward Emilia in the mirror for a second before locking back on his wife.

‘You mean I’m too risky?’ said Emilia flatly. ‘That this is too risky.’

‘That’s not what I said,’ said Mark, carefully as she pointed between the three of them.

‘But it’s what you meant,’ she said, tears welling up in her eyes again as she sat back in her seat.

‘Em,’ said Mark. ‘That’s not-‘

‘I just want to go home.’
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Emilia pushed open the front door of her bungalow, pulling the key out sharply as she tried to fight the wave of emotion that was threatening with every passing second to spill over and engulf her whilst shaking her head loose of the rain as the wind swished all around.

All she wanted to do was get inside and cry. To get away from the apologetic eyes of Amy and the sympathetic smile of Mark, and hide beneath the covers of her bed until night came and swallowed her up.

It was all too much.

Seeing Beaumont House up close, visualising the possibilities, dreaming about the future they could all have together. Somehow it had brought it all home to her, a tantalising glimpse of their future and what it could be.

It was as though her own personal utopia was almost within grasp, just inches away, but she was being held back by the very people who were integral to her happiness. 

She felt like she had everything to gain and at the same time, everything to lose.

The car journey home felt three hours longer than the journey out, and for most of it, she had felt sick, unable to speak as her emotions swung between anger, jealously, love, and heartache.

Mark had tried to talk to her, casually and then more pointedly, before abandoning the idea altogether and resigning himself to silence as she stared blankly out of the window and toiled.

She knew she had come across as behaving like a sulking child, but she couldn’t find the words to explain how she was feeling and the fear of making the already volatile situation worse by failing to communicate properly had paralysed her into an almost catatonic state.

In the back of her mind, she knew that if only she could arrange the words in the right order, she could persuade them all that she was right, but for some reason, she just couldn’t.

So when Mark pulled up into the driveway once again, she’d simply turned to them both and said. ‘I’m sorry,’ before she’d pushed open the door and leapt down and away, rushing to the front door as she’d fumbled for her keys.

‘Em? Is that you?’ came the voice of her sister from upstairs as she pulled the door closed behind her with the faintest click.

She sagged, her hand still pressed against the doorframe as she took a deep, quivering breath. 

She didn’t know what she had been expecting, given her earlier offer, but somehow she had been hoping she wouldn’t have to see her older sister’s smiling, blushing, post-wild-orgasm and wholly satisfied face before her own red cheeks had hit her pillow.

Her mind raced as she realised that her voice had come from upstairs. 

Had they made love on their bed? Was she okay with that? Had they fucked? Had they come for each other? She could feel her heart beating in her neck as intrusive questions rushed through her mind, but in a way, none of it mattered.

She pushed away. ‘Yes, it’s me.’

‘Hey,’ said Alice, halfway down the stairs now and dressed in Cassian’s loosely buttoned shirt, the one he was wearing before they’d left.

She closed her eyes and breathed in deep.

‘You’re back late,’ said her sister, and although it had sounded like an observation, Emilia knew it was a question.

‘I erm,’ she faltered. ‘We just spent a long time at the viewing.’

Cassian emerged from behind her, half a dozen steps up and a few seconds later, and smiled.

‘Hey gorgeous,’ he said, faltering a little.

‘Hey,’ she replied. 

For a moment the three of them stood still, Emilia staring up at them both as they looked back and down at her. 

Then Alice grinned. ‘I’ll go put the kettle on, perhaps the boiling water will melt the ice-cold atmosphere.’

Emilia grinned and laughed, looking down at her feet in embarrassment. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘Don’t apologise,’ she said as she swept past. 

The big shirt barely covered her bottom, such were the length of her legs, but at least she’d had the forethought to put her knickers back on.

Emilia looked back up at Cassian, her coat still wrapped around her tight. ‘Can we talk?’ she said quietly.

‘Sure,’ he said, pointing backwards. ‘Up here... or?’

She nodded beyond him. ‘I’ll be there in a second,’ she said, then she turned away and slipped off her jacket, at last, hanging it up and straightening her dress, before composing herself in the hallway mirror and taking a deep breath.

It was just a matter of finding the right words. That would fix everything, she told herself as her heart fluttered. One sentence, at a time.

She turned and slipped off her shoes before alighting onto the first step, watching as Cassian peeled back and headed into their room.

She smiled as she approached, blushing as he settled the ruffle covers quickly, flattening them out before he leaned up against the dresser, his thumbs tucked into his briefs as he crossed one leg and grinned.

‘I don’t get a kiss?’ she said, coming closer as she placed the palm of her hand on his chest.

‘Of course you do,’ he said as he leaned in, his hands wrapping tight around her waist as he kissed her.

Emilia pulled back, her eyes sparkling as she felt dizzy with desire, suddenly overwhelmed by the urge to claim back her husband, but not now.

‘Did you have fun?’ she asked, a cheeky grin on her face as she looked up at him.

Cassian frowned and smiled, shaking his head slowly. ‘Yeah,’ he nodded. ‘We did.’

‘Good,’ she smiled, tilting her head to one side. 

For a moment the two of them remained motionless, just smiling as Emilia stroked her husband’s fingers.

‘I’m scared,’ she said at last.

Cassian’s eyes narrowed as he looked at her. ‘Of what?’

She squeezed his fingers tight as she looked down and huffed. ‘I feel like... like we’re on a river, in the middle of a rainforest,’ she said, looking up with her bright blue eyes as the analogy came to her. ‘And we’re plunging toward a waterfall, and the four of us are paddling backwards like crazy toward what we think is safety, trying to slow ourselves down any way that we can. But the truth is if we just let the water take us, down over the edge... we’d find paradise.’

Her husband processed this, smiling carefully. ‘And what if we stop?’ he said after a while. ‘What if one of us jumps and swims for the side?’

‘Tigers,’ she grinned.

‘Fuck,’ laughed her husband.

‘I’m being silly, but I’m also serious,’ she said, leaning in. ‘I don’t want to fight this, I want this to happen.’

‘But what if Amy doesn’t want this?’ he said. ‘What if she wants to jump for the shore? Leap to safety?’

‘She doesn’t.’

‘How do you know that?’

‘I just do.’

‘And Mark?’

‘If Amy wants it, he wants it.’

‘That’s my point. Does he want this?’ he said, shrugging. ‘Or is he just following along?’

Emilia stood up, frustration coursing through her veins now as she let go of his hands.

It was like he couldn’t see what she could, as though he was blind to her vision of what the future would hold for them, and if he could just let go of his doubts then everything would be fine, but now she was feeling angry, and she could sense it building up inside of her.

‘He’s not following along,’ she snapped. ‘If anything, you’re the one following him.’

‘What’s that meant to mean?’

‘Oh come on,’ she said, turning away. ‘You’re like a lost child around him, bounding around with puppy dog eyes. You idolise him.’

Cassian’s eyes grew wide in surprise as he took this in. ‘Is that so bad? He’s my friend.’

Emilia looked away, biting her lip as she felt guilt pound her chest. She’d been unfair and lashed out, but she was still angry.

‘My point is,’ she continued. ‘That we just need to let go, and stop worrying about what might happen, and just let it happen.’

‘Just trust you? That it will all work out.’

‘Yes.’

Cassian nodded as he exhaled and leaned forward, placing his head in his palms. ‘Em. This... is fun,’ he said slowly as she paced back and forth. ‘But I don’t think it can be a future for us.’

‘But fucking my sister can be?’ she snapped.

‘No,’ he said carefully, leaning back. ‘It’s just, it’s too complicated. There’s so much that can go wrong.’

‘What do you mean?’ she snapped.

Cassian looked down and took a deep breath as he tried to find the right words. ‘I just, how can we be sure this will all work out?’

‘Trust,’ she shouted, hard and fast and with a bitter edge as she started to lose her temper.

‘How far can trust take us though? What if you get pregnant with Mark’s child and Amy with mine?’

‘Then they’ll be our children,’ she said, tears welling up in her eyes.

‘Not legally they won’t be. What if Amy left us, and demanded full custody?’

‘She wouldn’t.’

‘But she could,’ he leaned forward. ‘There’s so much more to this than trust alone, we barely know them.’

‘We love them,’ she protested.

‘You love them,’ he said.

Emilia recoiled as though she’d been slapped, and for a moment she just stared, both of them now hearing the roaring wind outside as the rain lashed against the window.

Cassian reached out for her hand, but she withdrew it sharply.

‘Em,’ he said, eyes wide. ‘Please.’

‘No,’ she said. ‘So what you’re saying is, that all this, suits you fine as long as you get to fuck Alice and Amy, but as soon as there’s any commitment involved, you have doubts?’

‘No,’ he said, shaking his head as he tried to think straight.

‘But what else are you saying then?’ she snapped.

‘I don-.’

‘Because I can’t think of any other way to frame this,’ she interrupted. ‘I want this to be the foundation of our future together, I want us all to grow old together, to have children and for all of us to live a life together as a family,’ she said softly. ‘But you want two fuck buddies and a wife.’

‘No,’ he said, more firmly now. ‘You wanted this. You wanted us to see what it was like to fuck other people, you were the one that started this, and now you are the one that’s fallen in love and you are the one that wants a family with two perfect fucking strangers.’

‘They’re not strangers,’ she screamed. ‘We know them. You’ve fucked Amy more times than I can count. How the fuck are they strangers?’

Cassian faltered before closing his eyes and sighing. ‘That’s not what I meant,’ he said.

‘Then what do you mean?’ she shouted, still angry.

From downstairs came the noise of the boiling kettle as Emilia’s eyes brimmed with tears, Cassian looking toward the door briefly, then he looked back at her, their eyes meeting again. ‘That I don’t know if this is what I want.’

Emilia felt her skin flush white as her chest fluttered. ‘You want her don’t you?’

Cassian frowned and then shook his head.

‘It’s always been her, hasn’t it?’

‘No,’ he said.

‘It has,’ she said with pain in her voice. ‘I was just the annoying little sister that got in the way. The easy one. You wanted her all along, and you settled for me. I was dumber, more vulnerable, simpler, and you took advantage of me.’

‘Em, no,’ he moved forward now, shaking his head, but again he looked toward the door, his eyes almost relieved as the two of them heard the faintest creak at the bottom of the stairs, and at that moment Emilia stepped back, her hands held up as a piece of her heart broke.

‘I can’t do this,’ she said as her head pounded, charging past him and running for the stairs. ‘I can’t do this.’

‘Em, please. Don’t go.’

But she was already at the bottom by the time he had reached for his jeans, and as Cassian struggled to pull on a jumper, he heard the door slam.

As he pounded down the stairs barefoot, past the confused face of his sister-in-law, now holding three cups of tea, he slowed, listening to the roar of the car as his wife started it up, and then a moment later he sat down on the bottom step as the wheels rolled fast out of the driveway and she sped away into the storm.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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EMILIA TOOK A deep, stuttering breath and knocked timidly on the front door of Amy and Mark’s house as the rain streamed down her face, mingling with her tears.

Her car was parked haphazardly across the driveway, slewed across the gravel and blocking Mark’s Land Rover, the rear wheels still on the pavement, half in and half out, abandoned where she’d stopped. It had taken her several minutes to get out, working up the courage as the raindrops battered the windshield, her husband’s words running through her mind over and over again.

You wanted this. You wanted us to see what it was like to fuck other people, you were the one that started this, and now you are the one that’s fallen in love. 

Was he right? And even if he was, was that so wrong?

As she’d driven away she hadn’t consciously known where she was going, her mind preoccupied as it ran over the events of the day, replaying moment after moment, but before long it became clear that she was driving straight to Mark and Amy’s. There was nowhere else for her to run to.

It was all falling apart. She could sense it crumbling. The balloon was bursting.

She could feel it, and it was breaking her heart, but she had one more chance to fix things.

A light flickered off upstairs and a few moments later the hallway burst into life as the indistinct but unmistakable shape of Mark formed in the frosted glass of the door as he drew near.

The door swung open and for a few moments the two of them stood silently looking at one another, Emilia’s heartbroken eyes searching his confused ones, and then she burst out sobbing as he blinked, her eyes wide and apologetic. 

It took him another second to process what was happening before he leaned forward and took ahold of her, embracing her in the falling rain and squeezing her tight, and then leading her gently inside.

‘What’s wrong?’ he asked as he closed the door, wiping a sheen of rain from her cheek with the palm of his hand. ‘What’s happened?’

‘Cass,’ sobbed Emilia, her voice breaking and wavering as she spoke. ‘We fought.’

Mark softened and exhaled, smiling and stepping closer again and wrapping his arms tight around her as she nuzzled into his chest.

For a few minutes, they stayed like that, not moving, just holding each other as Emilia listened to the beat of his strong heart whilst the rain poured down the front windows in great, sweeping lashes.

‘Where’s Amy?’ she whispered at last, turning her head away and looking up at him, one finger wiping her eye delicately as she sniffed.

‘At the supermarket,’ he said, tenderly stroking her hair with one free hand as he smiled.

‘For how long?’ she whispered, her heart beating a little faster as the words rumbled from her drying lips, her chest tightening. 

She wasn’t sure what it was, the intensity of all the emotion, the rain, or the urge to feel close to someone - anyone - but she needed this.

Mark twitched against her, his cock hardening as it pressed into her thigh. ‘An hour, m-maybe less,’ he stuttered.

She nodded, not breaking eye contact, breathing short and shallow breaths - gasps - knowing that what she was thinking and wanting was wrong, but unable to stop herself.

Fuck Cassian.

‘Mark?’ she said.

That was all it took. 

A second later he leaned in and kissed her, pulling her close by her hips and then lifting her up as he carried her through to the kitchen. 

As she rose up she wrapped her arms tight around his neck, and her thighs even tighter around his waist as the two of them stumbled through the door, kissing each other so hard it hurt, but she didn’t care.

Quickly he thrust her down onto the breakfast table, pulling back for a moment and looking into her lust-filled eyes, and then he hitched up her skirt and pulled at her tights, fumbling and ripping them with his hands as she unbuckled his jeans, forcing her hand inside the hem of his waist and digging deep and releasing him.

A fraction of a second later he pulled the edge of her knickers to one side and looked up at her one more time, before reaching out and holding her face, and then he thrust inside her and she cried out in delight and gripped his neck, pulling him hard into her breasts as he started to fuck her.

‘Yes,’ she quivered, moaning hard as his cock filled her up, no hesitation, no holding back, his hands gripping her ass as he ploughed into her. 

She could feel him straining hard inside of her, bursting with desperation as she let him take her. Let him fuck her as hard as he could, both of them filled with passion and love, and something else.

A loud buzzing emanated from beside them, startling Emilia and the two of them turned sharply to look as Mark’s phone started to ring and vibrate across the marble surface, Cassian’s name flashing across the bright screen.

‘Fuck,’ he grunted, looking up at her with wide eyes as they kissed again, each thrust harder than the last, both of them ignoring the ringing, and then his jaw fell open and his mouth grew wide as he tried to hold back, slowing down and focusing, desperation in his eyes, then a moment later he came, shuddering as his warm love burst inside of her, rope after rope filling her, and then he pulled away, staggering backwards, holding her hand and smiling, shaking his head in disbelief.

‘Oh fuck,’ he laughed, breathing hard and nodding, half-smiles crossing his face as he leaned against the cupboards and tried to rationalise what had just happened. 

The overwhelming intensity and passion that had overcome them both had momentarily sent him dizzy and he staggered forward, trousers around his ankles, his slick cock still rock hard as Emilia watched, her legs dangling over the edge of the high table, palms beside her, biting her lip as her knickers slowly slipped back into place between her sticky thighs, still breathing short and shallow breaths, but no longer crying.

‘Thank you,’ she blushed, biting her lower lip with relief. ‘I needed that.’

Mark nodded, pulling his boxers back up at last, followed by his trousers that he zipped and belted quickly. ‘I, erm,’ he faltered, looking around as if he’d lost something.

Emilia jumped down off the counter and landed gracefully on her feet, walking toward him quickly, her arms outstretched.

‘It’s okay,’ she said.

‘Is it?’ he breathed, looking at her as she snuggled in close.

Emilia nodded. ‘It will be.’

‘Are you okay?’ he asked, finally back in control of his senses. ‘What happened with Cass? He rang?’

She shook her head slowly. ‘He,’ she started, closing her eyes. ‘He’s having some doubts.’

‘About this? About us?’

She nodded this time, tears welling in her eyes. ‘He’s worried.’

‘Do you want me to talk to him?’

Emilia blinked. ‘Maybe? He looks up to you.’

‘He does?’ he laughed, looking down between them. ‘Perhaps he shouldn’t.’

‘Em?’ came Amy’s voice as the front door opened.

The two of them looked up startled, and as Amy came rushing down the corridor Emilia went to move away from her girlfriend’s husband, but Mark held her steady, squeezing her tight.

‘Is Em here?’ she called out, sounding as though she was in the lounge.

‘We’re in the kitchen,’ said Mark.

She appeared a moment later, bursting in and dropping her keys, as she threw up her arms, Mark letting her go as the two girls hugged.

‘Cass called,’ she said. ‘What happened?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Emilia, her voice breaking again.

‘He’s worried about you, you left your phone at home.’

‘Oh,’ she said. ‘I hadn’t noticed.’

‘You smell of sex,’ said Amy a second later, leaning back with suspicious eyes which slowly moved down to Emilia’s crotch. ‘And your tights are ripped. Did you two fuck?’

Mark froze and blinked and then nodded slowly. Amy turned away from him and looked at Emilia, frowning. ‘Cheeky fuckers, I can’t believe you didn’t wait for me.’

Emilia laughed, releasing her long-held breath, not realising how tense she’d felt. Then the tears came again, and she sagged into Amy’s arms. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘Cass said you guys had an argument,’ said Amy after a while, holding her girl tight.

Emilia nodded.

‘What happened?’

She took a deep breath and sighed, focusing. ‘He thinks that this isn’t going to work.’

‘Oh,’ said Amy.

‘He thinks we’re moving too fast, and that we barely know you.’

‘Oh,’ she said again, quieter this time, turning her head to look at Mark, her eyes wide and worried. Then she nodded toward his phone on the kitchen surface, before squeezing Emilia’s arm. ‘Can we let him know you’re here? He’s really worried about you.’

She nodded. ‘Yes. I’m sorry,’ she said again.

‘Don’t be sorry. Come, sit,’ she gestured her through to the lounge, directing her to an armchair where she sat her down and knelt in front of her, looking up. ‘Do you want to talk about it?’

Emilia shrugged, wiping her eyes as she tried to settle her emotions. 

‘That’s okay,’ said Amy, nodding as she tucked her free hand between her thighs. ‘We can just hold hands.’

Emilia laughed, brushing a tear away from her cheek and tucking some hair behind her ear, a cheeky look on her face. ‘Am I making you horny?’

‘I’m masturbating right now,’ she deadpanned, making Emilia laugh as she winked. ‘I love you, whatever it is you need. I’m here.’

Emilia smiled again, leaning forward. ‘Cass doesn’t think this is going to work, long term.’

‘Okay,’ she said, nodding. ‘Why is that?’

‘He says that we can’t trust each other.’

Amy frowned, raising one eyebrow. ‘He said that?’

‘Kind of. Like, he meant if you got pregnant with his child, and things went wrong.’

‘I see,’ she nodded. She looked up as Mark walked in, holding his phone up in the air and winking. ‘Well,’ she said. ‘It is something we need to think about.’

‘I know,’ said Emilia, sagging. ‘It’s just, he- he seemed angry like he didn’t know if he wanted this or not.’

Amy nodded again, squeezing her hand tight. ‘And what do you want?’

For a moment Emilia said nothing, breathing slowly. Then she turned to look at Mark, and then back down at the floor between her knees.

‘Can we make love?’ she whispered, fresh tears rolling down her cheek.

‘Is that really what you want?’ said Amy, her voice trembling as her chest pounded.

‘I want you,’ she nodded, their eyes meeting. ‘Both of you. Just like in France.’

Amy smiled and breathed out, laughing. ‘That’s not fair. You know I can’t resist you when you cry,’ she whispered.

Emilia giggled softly, blubbing as more tears overflowed and rolled down her cheeks, and then she closed her eyes as Amy leaned in.

She gasped, smiling as soft lips pressed against her cheek, each peck stealing away her salty tears as her girlfriend’s hand slipped smoothly up her thigh and beneath the hem of her skirt. As her fingers crept higher and higher she shuddered and raised her chin as Amy’s sweet kisses made their way around her neck.

‘I love you,’ she gushed, moaning and gasping for air as the two of them fell back into the armchair.

‘I love you too,’ said Amy, desperately. ‘We love you,’ and with her free hand she gestured for her wide-eyed husband to come closer.

Holding both hands in hers now, Amy drew Emilia up to standing and looked at her, a broad and loving smile on her face. Then she reached down and took ahold of the edge of her skirt and drew it gently up into the air as Emilia raised her compliant arms.

After a few seconds of tugging and giggling, it came away and now she stood, arms by her side in just her bra and knickers, as both Mark and Amy looked on.

After what felt like an eternity, Mark stepped in behind his wife, unbelting the loop of her dress with a delicate reverence, until it fell aside.

Unmoving, and without breaking eye contact, Amy shook her shoulders and the whole thing unwrapped and fell away.

Beneath, she was naked.

Emilia’s round, surprised eyes traced their way down her body, her tears slowing as they passed her midriff and settled on her warmth.

Then she smiled.

Amy reached out her hand and she took it, holding it tight as she led her over toward the couch, Mark following, almost stupefied just feet behind, Emilia unable to take her eyes off Amy’s bare hips as they rolled from side to side. The low levels lights and wall sconces cast a warm glow as her bare feet scrunched into the thick pile carpet, making her feel warm and cosy and safe.

Amy kept moving, pulling her along until she was stood beside the sofa, waiting as she climbed up and knelt before her, hands clasped and interlocked together, her thumbs stroking her palms as the two of them turned and looked to Mark, his tall shadowy figure dominating them both as they awaited his approval, breath held fast.

A brief flicker of a smile crossed his face, his cock already straining to break free from his jeans as his two beautiful girls gazed toward him. He licked his lips, suddenly dry, and took a shallow breath and then he nodded and watched as they began to kiss.

Amy pulled Emilia toward her, forcing her to kneel up onto the side of the base as she lay back, spreading her legs and shuffling away until her head was comfortably on the cushions at the far end whilst Emilia crawled forward, running the palms of her hands and her long slender fingers up the inside of Amy’s thighs as she moaned and twisted, grinning with delight, her head rolling back and forth.

Mark watched, his cock throbbing as Emilia’s knicker covered bottom swung back and forth in front of him, the blonde beauty closing in on his wife with every passing second until she was on top of her, leaning in close.

And then their lips met.

Emilia moaned softly as her tongue slipped across Amy’s, their kiss tender and pure as her hands swept up her flat stomach, making her girlfriend arch her back and cry out in surprised delight, and then a moment later she sagged back down as delicate fingers grazed her breast and squeezed softly, her nipple hardening at her touch.

Both of them turned as Mark joined them, kneeling forward, reaching in and touching his wife’s bare feet, rubbing his thumb up her soles affectionately as his gaze eyed the dark gap between Emilia’s thighs.

A moment later he reached out for her, sliding his hand over her smooth soft and pale cheeks, gliding up her back and over her waist as she leaned in and embraced her girlfriend, laying in supplication before her, the two of them now flat and pressed together as Mark knelt tall.

Then he let go and reached for his belt, unbuckling it slowly as they both listened, sliding it out of the loops, coiling it in his open hands until it was short and tight.

Emilia looked back, her heart pounding in her chest as he felt the length of it, then he placed it down beside them both and unzipped as Amy reached forward and slipped down her knickers, unclipping her bra and throwing it to one side.

They watched together as his cock surged at the sight - thick and powerful - and they quivered and giggled as he unbuttoned his shirt, inch by slow inch.

At last, naked and glowering, he shuffled forward and reached out, taking hold of Amy and sliding her down, bringing her closer, and then he took hold of Emilia and slid her forward so they were aligned and ready for him, and then finally he took hold of himself and swept his palm back and forth upon his length, before smiling.

Emilia gasped as his thick member pushed inside her still wet parting once more, his powerful girth throbbing as he thrust. 

He seemed sturdier this time, thicker and more intense - less urgent - as he took hold of her hips and powered into her with confidence, making her cry out in pleasure whilst Amy’s hands ran across her body, sweeping over her curves and touching her everywhere she needed.

The dual sensations felt divine, and she moaned and moaned as he filled her, making love to her slowly as Amy complimented his every twist and thrust, sliding her fingers up her abdomen and beneath the round of her breast, and then down and down until she found her clit, just above from her husband’s incredible cock.

And then he was pulling out of her and sliding into his wife, her mouth opening wide as her eyes popped, feeling her slick wet love on his cock as he slipped into her and thrust, his glans bulging as everything changed, his two girls so similar and yet so different.

After a brief moment of near climactic spasm, Amy’s fingers returned to her clit and then slipped inside, making her fall forward and buck, her cry of delight deep and sensational as her girlfriend’s magical musical fingers played her, and then her sweet, soft, cherry pink lips closed around her nipple and she came - hard and fast.

Sandwiched between them Emilia quivered hard, gripping the throw, eyes screwed tight as her back arched up, and then she cried out and fell forward, shuddering with each breath as Amy held her tight and Mark kept going.

Then he was pulling out of her and she could sense him sliding into Amy, his hands upon her ass as he fucked his wife, gripping her tight with his fingers.

Catching her breath at last she pulled up on her elbows and gazed hazily into the green eyes of the beauty that lay beneath her, and there she saw an ocean of love and adoration, fluttering with each gasp and moan.

And then their lips met again and the world spun as Mark thrust back into her, his thumb pressing against her asshole as he came back for more.

Amy held her tight, arms wrapped close around her neck as their bodies cinched together, each curve complimentary like the pieces of a jigsaw as they writhed up and down, and again Mark switched between them, back to his wife.

And then Amy was pushing her up, and shuffling backwards, lining up beside her as she rolled away, then giggling as she pulled her back.

Emilia, not understanding at first, blushed as she got it, and the two of them shuffled up side by side, their bottoms arched up toward Mark, presenting him with a choice.

Without hesitation he slipped inside Emilia first, sliding his fingers into his wife’s parting as the two girls kissed hard, and then out he came and over he shuffled and in he thrust as Amy cried out in wild delight.

As he switched again, Amy sat upright, leaning in and sucking him for a moment before he slid back between Emilia’s luscious folds, and then down she dipped as her tongue swirled against her blonde beauty’s forbidden entrance, making her cry out in ecstasy once again.

‘Fuck my ass,’ she whispered as Mark surged inside her, and then out he slipped, Amy taking him into her palm and guiding him in.

She could feel him twitching now, his cock near to bursting as he pressed against her button, and then Amy tightened her grip and he pushed toward her and pop, he was in.

‘Oh yes,’ she cried as he slipped deeper and deeper into her ass, each inch slow and delicate, yet firm and thick, filling her completely as Amy swung around in front of her.

Then she watched in wide-eyed astonishment as her girlfriend shuffled beneath her, upside down and grinning as her tongue made its way up between her thighs and found her soaking wet warmth.

Up and down, and down and round she swept her tongue, sliding her fingers in deep and finding her g-spot, Mark’s cock fucking hard in and out of her ass, and then there it was.

The waterfall.

And she rowed toward the edge as hard as she could, using all her might and then she let go, and gushed over the side.

Weightless, she felt Mark pulse, and her insides filled with warmth and her pussy flushed, and the world flooded with light.

And there was peace...

And then darkness, soft and loving.

From somewhere below her, she could hear giggling.

It was muffled and indistinct as though it was far away and smothered, and then she felt movement between her thighs and she realised that Amy was trapped.

She rolled aside and out popped her grinning girlfriend, her face glistening, her cheeks red, Mark’s seed upon her lips and sporting a smile wide enough to mount a rope bridge on.

‘You squirted again,’ she laughed, wiping her mouth. ‘Nearly drowned me.’

‘I’m sorry,’ Emilia giggled, tears of love in her eyes as she gazed up at them both in a watery haze. ‘Thank you.’

She closed her eyes, her chest glistening with sweat as she settled, lost in her mind’s eye and surrounded by a rainbow of love and lust as her chest rose and fell, but her mind was racing.

She needed this. She loved this. Why didn’t Cassian? Why wouldn’t he? What was his problem? Or was it simply that he wanted Alice now? 

Had he fallen for her? 

All these years she’d known that he’d wanted her, but had their liaison changed something? Perhaps in them both? Did she love him too?

Maybe she’d said something to him? After they’d fucked? Maybe she’d put doubt into his mind - sown the seed of uncertainty? Tugged at some loose thread.

And now it was unravelling.

She always did get what she wanted, in the end, and maybe this was her final play. 

She’d lost everything else, or so it seemed. Maybe now she was starting again, and in doing so, fighting for the man she’d always loved. The man who’d married her sister.

No.

She was angry and irrational, and emotional and she knew this. 

She knew that her sister would never betray her, nor Cassian for that matter. 

She knew in her heart that the angry fiction she was spinning in her mind was false, but it felt too real to let go of.

It fitted.

She just needed some time.

That was all.

Time to get her head straight.

‘I don’t want to go home tonight,’ she said at last. ‘I don’t know if I want to go home tomorrow night either.’

Amy hesitated, and for a moment she said nothing as she held her breath and then she glanced at Mark and looked back again. ‘Em, is it possible that Cass is right?’

Emilia blinked as her stomach twisted, and everything seemed to tilt for a split second, like a kaleidoscope snapping into place, and all of a sudden she could see everything clearly, and the world shattered into a thousand tiny prisms.

‘Oh no,’ she said weakly.

‘That story,’ said Amy, her eyes sad and pleading. ‘That Alice told us earlier, about you and Cass. It was so beautiful. You singing to him, and him falling in love with you and kissing you ever since. You and him, you’re soul mates. At first, I thought it was sweet, but the more I thought about it, the more I started to question if…’

‘If what?’ said Emilia, but she knew what was coming.

‘If this is all too…’ she said slowly. ‘Much.’

Emilia’s shoulders crumpled as the full weight of what Amy had said crushed her. ‘Oh fuck,’ she whispered as tears welled up in her eyes. ‘It’s me, isn’t it?’

Amy blinked. ‘What are you talking about?’

But Emilia just looked crestfallen, gazing at the far wall in a haze as she thought back over everything that had happened that night. ‘It’s me,’ she said at last. ‘I’m the problem.’

‘I don-‘ started Amy, but as Emilia looked back up at her she faltered under the weight of her glare, only able to watch as her girlfriend stood and began hastily and angrily pulling on her clothes.

‘I’m sorry, but I don’t think we should do this anymore,’ she said as she slipped her clothes back on, stepping into her skirt and pulling it up around her waist.

Amy’s face froze in confusion and then slowly fell, flushing white as her eyes grew wide and glistened. ‘What? No, that’s not what I was saying.’

‘This isn’t going to work,’ said Emilia, feeling sick as she spoke the words out loud. 

But it was true. It was the only logical solution. 

She was making everyone miserable.

Her insistence that the four of them should commit to a future together was dragging them all down. All the others wanted was to have some fun, but she couldn’t reconcile that, and that was her problem, not theirs. But the fact of the matter was, this wasn’t enough for her. She wanted more and they didn’t, and the more she insisted upon it, the more they would all get hurt.

The clarity that she had been trying so desperately to grasp all this time had suddenly hit her, but it wasn’t what she had been expecting. Not at all.

‘Em,’ said Amy, her own eyes welling up with tears now as she shook her head back and forth in short, sharp bursts of disbelief. ‘Don’t do this, please.’

‘I can’t,’ she whispered, and for a moment her eyes met Mark’s and she saw pain there and then she turned and ran from the room.

Out into the corridor she fled, throwing her thick coat over her shoulders as she reached the door and slipping her shoes on fast as she collected her keys, and then from behind, she heard Amy shout.

‘Stop,’ she cried. ‘Don’t do this. I love you.’

And Emilia hesitated for a second, her heart crying out in pain, then she closed her eyes, took a deep breath, pulled open the front door, and stepped out into the cold.
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Emilia wiped her eyes with one hand as she gripped the steering wheel with the other, her fingers shaking with emotion as she tried to stay calm and breathe. She couldn’t stop crying, it was as though she was the waterfall, never-ending and gushing as it carved into the rock, eroding her and leaving her scarred and damaged.

The road between Amy and Mark’s house and her own was dark and winding, with tall trees and high verges lining either side and no light save for the stark beams that shot out in front of her, twinkling in the pouring rain as she took each corner a little too fast.

Why couldn’t any of them see what she could see? And didn’t they feel the same way she felt too? Or had she really just got it all wrong?

She sensed the front wheels slip as she turned into a sharp bend and for a moment she felt a pang of fear strike deep into her heart, and then the road levelled out and straightened and she barrelled on, recovering quickly.

Her mind flickered back to the first time they’d all met at the Masquerade Ball. Cassian leading her by the hand through the throng of party-goers toward what she hoped would be the stunningly beautiful red-haired girl with the jewel green eyes that had caught her gaze, and the handsome clean-cut gentleman who she would come to love and fuck. 

Her heart pounded in her chest as the music faded in all around her, the atmosphere of that night coming back to her as easily as a summer’s day, butterflies fluttering in her tummy as the world darkened, and all she could see glowing in that ethereal light of memory was Amy’s face. 

A flash and she was being led away by her hand toward the bar, the light touch of delicate skin against hers, the electricity, the arousal, it was all flooding back - Come on, I like you, let’s go get some more drinks.

She’d fallen in love that night.

She hadn’t realised it at the time, in amongst the confusion, the lust and the experimentation, but she had, and it had clouded everything that had happened since.

Alice had known it, a few days later, as they’d sat together in her conservatory. 

You went to the ball, you fell in love with the Prince and the Princess, and then you invited them back to yours for a four-way? 

It seemed absurd at the time, and she’d laughed it off as banter, but it was true and her big sister had seen right through her.

 Love had clouded her judgment, her rationale, her sensibilities, and above all - she was coming to realise - her appreciation for what she already had.

She fell fast. She always had. 

Cassian, Amy, Mark. Even Celeste, on some level. Her heart fluttered at the memory.

Headlights on the other side of the road dazzled her for a moment, and as she came crashing back to the present she jumped at the hard blast of the other driver’s horn and realised almost too late that she was straddling the white lines in the middle of the road and she swerved to the left just in time as the dark car shot past.

Her heart pounded in her chest as she settled herself, slowing down now but keeping her foot hovering over the accelerator, her mind still racing as fast as the slipping wheels against the wet concrete.

Their first night together as the four of them had been everything she had never known she’d wanted - needed - and more. It had been perfect, and as she drove on she pictured again the moment that Amy’s fingers had slipped softly through her hair, how their thighs had touched a fraction of a second before their lips, and how in that moment the world had faded away… and for a few blissful seconds it had been just the two of them.

And then they had all made love. 

First her and Amy, then she and Cassian, and then they’d swapped, and Mark had made love to her - only the second man to ever do so - as Cassian had fucked Amy from behind, and then, to her eternal astonishment, her two boys had taken her at once. 

She’d lost more than her inhibitions that night.

The following morning, as she’d awoken in a haze of post-orgasmic hedonistic bliss, she had known that this was what she had been waiting for, and together they had sworn, never to let it end.

And yet it had.

Tonight.

And it hurt.

It hurt more than any pain she had ever felt before, and that made sense - she had never broken up with anyone before. Never been dumped. Never felt the loss of another person.

It cut deep.

The next hill was steeper than she’d anticipated and she felt her stomach twist - like being on a rollercoaster - as the concrete dropped away from her on the far side. 

She knew she should slow down, but she was angry, emotional and irrational right now. Her life was out of control, her destiny out of her hands, and driving like this felt good. It felt wild, but she was in charge of it. She could step on the brake and come to a stop and just sit in the pouring rain as it crashed down around her and ran down the windshield. Or she could keep driving until the pain faded away and the dawn broke across the countryside.

But she knew that wasn’t what she was doing, and in a way she was resigned to it. She may have felt out of control but inside her, there was a little autopilot, and it was taking her home.

Home to Cassian.

She hoped.

Home to the comfort of his forgiving arms and his kind smile, and his love.

She hit a bump in the road and felt a surge of adrenaline ride up from her chest and into her skull where it resonated. 

Had she hit a pothole or an animal? For a moment she paled - what if in her haste and her anger she had killed some poor defenceless creature, looking for shelter in the middle of a storm? 

Should she stop and go back? What if it was only half-dead? Lying in the road in pain and desperate for mercy? She could never bring herself to kill an animal. But to put it out of its misery? Wasn’t that the right thing to do?

No, it was a bump. She was sure of it. 

A long-buried memory of her father accidentally running over a squirrel in her youth flashed back to her, and she remembered the soft crunch as it had run between the tyres. This was hard and unforgiving, and as she calmed herself the throb of guilt in her chest eased.

She wanted to be at home now. More and more with every passing second, but then an unfamiliar sign caught her off guard and she turned to catch its meaning as it shot by. 

Was she even going the right way? She didn’t have her phone with her and she suddenly felt vulnerable as she realised that if she was lost, she really would be truly lost. Their old Fiesta didn’t have a built-in sat-nav, all it had was a cassette player that didn’t work.

She was sure she knew this road well, but this was different, she must have taken a wrong turn in her haste, and then she frowned as her lights flashed up against the moss-covered stone of the wall ahead, the sharp left turn unseen, and she opened her mouth in shock and hit the brakes, turning the wheel hard and feeling the car spin away from her.

For a moment she felt weightless as everything slowed down, and in her mind’s eye, she saw Amy and Mark and Cassian smiling at her, love and fear in their faces as the raindrops became suspended in the air, each one flashing like tiny stars as they were extinguished in the guillotine of light, each splash like thunder on the side window as the wall kept coming, inch by slow inch.

She braced as her heart screamed out in pain and she reached for them - her loves - but their fingers were too far away, and they all just kept on smiling.

And she closed her eyes.

And cried out.
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Cassian stared at the clock on the wall, the seconds ticking by as Alice sat beside him, her face strained and worried as she nursed a steaming cup of coffee in her palms, her chest heavy with guilt.

‘Something’s wrong,’ said Cassian.

Alice nodded, taking a deep breath. ‘I know.’

‘It only takes twenty minutes to get back here from Mark and Amy’s, assuming she’s taken the usual route, but Amy said she left forty minutes ago,’ he said, unblinking. ‘Even if she’s gone the long way, or gone through the city, she’d be home by now.’

‘Do we know she’s coming home?’

‘She always comes home.’

‘She’s angry Cass,’ said Alice. ‘It could be different this time.’

‘She doesn’t have her phone with her,’ he said. ‘She’ll come home.’

‘I’m just saying, maybe,’ she said, leaning forward. ‘Maybe she needs a break, a lot has happened today.’

Cassian shook his head. Emilia always came home.

She didn’t have her phone with her, she was upset, and from what Amy had said, she had had a similar argument with them, after having made love. 

She was behaving erratically, and he didn’t blame her. She was angry with all of them, simply because she wanted a future for them all, one where they were all together, as one family unit, and there was nothing wrong with that. 

It was pure and simple, and innocent, and it embodied everything that he loved about her.

It was Emilia, and because it was her, she would come home, and now she was in trouble, and he knew it. It was out of character for her to simply drive away. No matter how bad things were.

The only problem was, he didn’t have a car. Their little old Fiesta - the boat - as Emilia sometimes called it, was their only vehicle. She would drive it to work and he would cycle, and they’d never found the need for a second car. Even as the weather turned, he would carry on regardless, only taking his wife up on the offer of a lift on one or two occasions in the last year when the rain was torrential or the wind was too great.

Now he found himself paralysed, stranded, and ineffective as he continued to stare at the clock, hoping and praying.

‘Five more minutes,’ he said. ‘If she’s not back by then, I’m going out looking for her.’

‘In a storm?’ said Alice. ‘Where are you even going to start?’

‘I’ll walk to Amy and Mark’s,’ he said. 

It was only nine miles, and he would run farther every weekend. He would wear his reflective cycling jacket, strap lights to his backpack and take two further torches with spare batteries, a first aid kit and both of their phones, and he wouldn’t give up until he found her.

The seconds ticked by and a flash of pain crossed his temple. What if minutes would make all the difference? What if she’d crashed and was lying in the road, injured, bleeding, and helpless and all the time he was standing here, waiting, she was dying.

He had to go.

‘Fuck it,’ he said, turning away. ‘I’m going now.’

‘Cass, wait,’ said Alice, standing up.

But he turned toward the hall cupboard and dashed across pulling on his waterproof trousers, and grabbing his backpack as she watched, a pained expression on her face. From there he ran to the garage and removed all the lights from his bike, strapping them on and clipping them in place. The first aid kit was next, followed by two blankets, and then the torches, both charged and ready. 

Emerging from the garage, he found Alice standing in the corridor and he slowed as he approached.

‘I’m not going to stop you,’ she said. ‘And I’ll do everything I can from here, but be careful out there. I love her, but… I love you too, and I don’t want either of you to get hurt. Emilia wouldn’t either.’

For a moment he stopped, his arms tingling with energy, then he drew breath and smiled, nodding as he leaned in and took her hand, holding it up to his lips and kissing it. ‘I’ll be careful, I promise. I’ll come home.’

Alice smiled and nodded, then she reached out and hugged him, kissing him quickly on the lips. ‘Go get my sister,’ she whispered and then she let go.

His yellow coat was hanging by the porch and he collected it on the way out, slamming the door closed behind him as he stepped out into the rain, not looking back, only focused on one thing now.

He’d half hoped that through some serendipitous moment of good fortune, his wife would now be rolling into the driveway before him, cutting off the engine and staring out at him in the darkness with her sweet blue eyes, but the road remained resolutely empty as the weather crashed down and the wind howled all around him.

He set off at a pace, jogging along the pavement and reaching the end of the road so quickly it felt like he’d teleported. His mind was racing so fast as he pounded the concrete that it felt surreal. Despite how counterproductive it was he kept running nightmare scenarios through his mind and then burying them again as he fought the tide of fear and anxiety that kept crashing into him. 

He turned the corner onto the main road, hoping again to see her, but there were very few cars around at this time of night, not at this end of the city and not in this weather, so on he went, crossing the central reservation, letting a truck plough by, sending up a spray of surface water, and running up the footpath along the side of the slip road that led to the country lane that would take him all the way to Mark and Amy’s.

The sheer quantity of rain coming down had created an unending surface stream that splashed over the toes of his boots as he ran, and for a moment a rational thought penetrated and he questioned whether what he was doing was sensible at all. He could easily be killed or injured out here in this weather.

Headlights flashed up ahead as a car rounded the bend and came down the hill toward him, blinding him for a second before he had a chance to look away, but as the car sailed past he saw from the muddy verge that it was a black BMW, and he trudged on, pushing up and on as the wet began to break through his waterproofs and dampen his jumper.

At the top, the road levelled out and a large iron gate marked the start of a long rock wall that edged the side of a farmers field. As he flashed his torch across the empty landscape beside him, several sets of eyes reflected back, cows laying amongst the trees for shelter in the downpour, side by side and cramped together for warmth.

He knew the road split further on, about half a kilometre from where he was now, and the markings were poor, but Emilia knew this road well and she was unlikely to have deviated, but he had to be sure, so as he approached the turning he shone his light up the hill, checking the bushes either side before carrying on, but after a few feet, he stopped.

There were fresh tyre marks in the mud that had crossed the white lines, and there was something else too, something that didn’t feel right, as though his instinct was calling to him again. 

He took a deep breath and followed his gut as the rising fear in his chest threatened to overwhelm him.

He pushed up, jogging faster now as the rain came down in sheets, the trees creaking and howling either side of him as he began to ascend the long steep hill, and as he neared the top he started to hear a repetitive noise amongst the raindrops, something mechanical and monotonous.

And then there, at the bottom of the dip, was their car - the lights still on, the wipers turning thunk-thunk, the indicator clicking - the drivers side passenger door hard up against the stone wall, and his heart skipped a beat as he took in the scene.

He could see the torn up verge as he approached, the mud on the road and the speed at which she must have been going as she’d skidded and lost control coming down the hill, and his heart thumped harder with every fearful step as he saw the outline of her frame in the driver's seat, still and unmoving.

He sprinted down the road now, bursting forward with a surge of adrenaline, and yet at the same time feeling like he was wading through treacle, his legs turning to jelly as he feared the worst. 

He slowed as he approached the passenger side door and his heart soared as he saw her move quickly, as though she was startled, and then she turned and screamed as she saw him and he skidded to a halt, almost slipping in the wet as relief flooded through his body.

She was alive.

‘Cass?’ she mouthed as she stared at him, holding her palm to her chest in fright.

He nodded as he broke into a smile, his own tears mingling with the rain as it poured down over his hood, and for a moment the two of them stared wildly at each other, and then she leaned over and pulled the internal door handle and it popped open and he blinked.

Adrenaline still coursing through his veins he grabbed hold of the door and nearly threw it off its hinges in his desperation to get to her, and then he tumbled inside and took ahold of her cheeks in his palms, his eyes wild as he kissed her over and over.

‘Are you okay?’ he said, pulling back. ‘Are you hurt?’

‘No,’ she said, her face and chest now soaked with the raindrops falling from her husband’s jacket. ‘I’m fine. You’re soaked.’

‘What happened?’ he said, looking around, and for a moment the two of them just stared at one another in stunned silence.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said at last, the tears coming now. ‘I wasn’t thinking straight, and I think I came off the main road and I didn’t know where I was, and I was going too fast and-‘

‘It’s okay,’ he said, taking hold of her hands in his gloves. ‘It doesn’t matter. What matters is that you’re safe.’

‘You came to find me,’ she said, her voice breaking as her tears tumbled freely from her cheeks now.

Cassian smiled. ‘Always.’

‘I’m sorry,’ she said again. ‘This is all my fault.’

‘No,’ he said, shaking his head. ‘It isn-‘

‘It is,’ she cried, letting go of his hands as she shook them. ‘It’s all me. I pushed you into this, and then I pushed Amy and Mark into this, and then I pushed you and Alice together.’

Cassian went to speak, the disconnect between thinking his wife and soulmate might be dead just moments ago, to crashing back to reality almost too much to manage, and then he closed his mouth and frowned. 

‘That’s not how it is,’ he said, slowly as he held her tight. ‘You pushed us all together because you knew we’d all be happier. You could see what we couldn’t.’

Emilia’s shoulders sagged and she shuddered from another wave of emotion. ‘What do you mean?’

‘You had a vision - have - of what our future could be, and in your head it’s perfect and it’s easy,’ he said. ‘But we couldn’t see it. We couldn’t understand how it might work.’

‘It could work though.’

Cassian smiled and looked out into the rain, watching as the drops ran in sheets down the windscreen as he shivered. 

He hadn’t realised how cold he had become as he’d been searching for her, and now inside the relative warmth of the car he found himself wanting to reach across and turn on the heater, but that wasn’t important right now. What was important was Emilia. Then he smiled softly, his heart warming him from the inside as it glowed with love, thinking back to what she’d said to him earlier.

‘It was always you,’ he said at last. 

She frowned, blinking slowly in the darkness as she looked at him.

‘You’ve never asked me when I fell in love with you,’ he continued, smiling. ‘But I remember exactly when it was.’

‘You do?’ she said, looking up at him again as she held his hand.

He nodded. ‘It wasn’t when you sang to me,’ he laughed. ‘I think everyone always thought that was when it happened, but it wasn’t.’ 

He paused for a moment, looking back out of the window as he reminisced.

‘It sounds corny,’ he laughed, shaking his head. ‘But it really was the first time I ever saw you, and I mean really saw you, that day at your house, with Alice.’

‘With the books?’ she said.

‘With the books,’ he nodded.

‘Why?’

‘Because you weren’t afraid to be anyone but you,’ he said. ‘You were fearless.’

‘Fearless?’ she laughed.

‘I’d never met anyone like you before,’ he said. ‘All my friends were hiding behind this thin veneer of confidence and bravado, myself included. We didn’t know how to be ourselves, any more than we knew how to talk to girls, or shave, or perform calculus in our heads,’ he laughed. ‘We just pretended. We acted cool, we faked being hip, we cheated on tests, we bluffed our way through everything. But you? You just didn’t.'

Emilia blushed, frowning in confusion. ‘I don’t understand, I was always anxious.’

‘And you didn’t care if people knew. You didn’t care that I knew you liked me, you didn’t care if people thought you were a nerd, or bookish, or sheltered or whatever it was that people said or thought. You just didn’t care.’

Cassian smiled and took a deep breath, turning to look into her eyes as he continued.

‘When you dropped those books in that puddle I saw the pain in your eyes, the value you placed in them was evident,’ he said. ‘And then when you turned and saw me, I saw something there that I’d never seen before.’

‘What did you see?’

‘A future.’

Emilia smiled. ’That’s what I saw in you,’ she said softly.

‘I know.’

‘But I wasn’t the fearless one,’ she said. ‘Alice was.’

‘In her own way,’ nodded Cassian. ‘But you were fearless and pure.’

‘I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or not,’ said Emilia.

‘Well you’re hardly vanilla,’ he laughed.

‘True,’ she said, nodding and blushing. ‘I’m not sure Alice would appreciate the sentiment though.’

Cassian took a deep breath and looked out the window into the darkness before turning back to his wife.

‘Alice… is like, a wildfire, she burns bright and she burns fast, but she’s unpredictable and devastating. But you? You’re my hearth. You’re the warmth in my world, you’re the fire in my eyes, and you’re the love in my heart. You’re everything I ever wanted, and you’re everything I’ll ever need.’

Emilia’s eyes sparkled in the moonlight, the rain easing a little now as patches of moonlight shone through the clouds.

‘You don’t love her?’ she said softly. ‘Alice?’

‘I do,’ he said. ‘But it’s different.’

‘And Amy?’

‘Different again.’

Emilia smiled, squeezing her husband’s hand. ‘I think I love Amy as much as I love you, and as much as you love me.’

‘I know,’ he said, nodding. ‘And I’m really happy for you.’

‘I don’t think she feels the same way though,’ she said, her voice breaking again as she reached the end of her sentence.

‘Would you leave me for her?’ said Cassian, turning to face her.

Emilia blinked and opened her mouth, and then closed it again before shaking her head. ‘No.’

‘Then I think she feels the same way.’

Emilia looked down into her lap and let out a long-held breath. ‘I’m sorry about what I said, about you and Alice,’ she said slowly. ‘I know you never thought those things about me.’

‘I know.’

‘I was just upset.’

‘I know.’

‘You did fuck my sister,’ she nodded, a mock scowl on her face.

Cassian grinned as he held up two fingers. ‘Twice.’

‘Twice,’ repeated Emilia as she started to laugh, Cassian following a moment later as their giggles spread to one another, and then quietened slowly as they found each other’s eyes.

As they both settled down, Cassian took a deep breath and leaned in. ‘So, what do we do now?’

Emilia sagged, looking away as her heart pounded in her chest, knowing and understanding what she had to do, but not wanting to say it out loud, knowing that it would hurt. 

It had to be done though, for all of their sakes, and hadn’t Cassian called her fearless? It was like he’d said back home, she’d been the one that had started this, that had pushed them all together, that had fought for it against all the odds, so it stood to reason that she had to be the one to end it.

‘I don’t think we can see them for a while, maybe ever,’ she said slowly. ‘I think we need a break, from them. I think… I think it’s over.’

She’d already said as much to Amy, but somehow it hadn’t seemed real until just now - until she’d told her husband, and as she spoke the words out loud it felt like she was closing a half-finished book - slamming it shut - and partitioning off the rest of the story, so the pages would forever remain unread, and un-lived, and in that split second she felt a wave of emotion wash over her at the loss of what that future represented. 

Their house. Their children. Their happiness. Their love. 

And she burst into tears.

Great sobs wracked her body as she cried. It was as though in saying it out loud she had finally opened the flood gates of grief that she had been holding back, and Cassian leaned across and wrapped his arms around her as her cry turned into a wail of pain.

For a few minutes, they stayed like that, Emilia’s small frame quivering in her husband’s arms as she cried and cried, and after a while, the sobs subsided and the cries became gentler and quieter, and Cassian leaned in and whispered.

‘A few minutes ago, I thought you were dead,’ he said as he held her. ‘As I came down the hill toward the car, I thought I’d lost you. I thought I’d never get to tell you that I love you, ever again.’

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, taking his hand in hers as she cried.

‘Don’t be sorry,’ he smiled, his own tears mingling with hers. ‘At that moment, I knew how stupid I’d been to let you go, and I never want to do that again.’

Emilia smiled and nodded, pulling away and looking silently at him for some time as he gazed back. ‘I think I just need to be me for a while,’ she said at last. ‘And for us to be us.’

Cassian nodded. ‘I’ll go wherever you go.’

‘Then let’s go home,’ said Emilia as she took a deep breath and wiped her eyes.

‘Do you want me to drive?’ said Cassian as she gripped the ignition, her fingers frozen.

‘Yes please,’ she said, looking back at him. ‘So much for fearless,’ she laughed.

Cassian grinned and pushed his seat back as far as it would go, reaching out for her hand as she unbelted and slipped across, and then she leaned in and kissed him, long and hard.

‘I love you,’ she said as she looked down on him.

‘I love you,’ said Cassian, smiling as he held her.

For a moment the two of them stared at each other in the moonlight, and then she dropped down and they kissed hard. 

Emilia’s hand immediately forced its way between them as she searched for him, feeling how hard he was already as she moaned, biting his lip harder than she’d meant to as he held her tight by the waist, his fingers pinching into her skin as she tore at his belt. She ripped it loose and pulled so hard at the button that she felt and heard it ping into the footwell as she banged her head on the roof, then she was holding him, his length flat against her belly, cold and firm against her skin.

She rose up, pulling her knickers aside with one finger as she angled him into her, and then down she pressed, urgently filling herself with his surging cock. Closing her eyes tight she thrust up and down, placing one hand on his shoulder as she smothered him with her breasts, riding him hard as his hand took hold of her ass. 

They’d never fucked like this before, emotionally charged and desperate, and it felt so fucking good.

With every thrust down Cassian pushed up, harder and harder as they fucked each other with an urgency that neither of them was used to. She could feel the car rocking back and forth with their energy, each moan louder than the last, and then she found his lips and kissed him hard as she felt him pulse, emptying himself into her as he arched up, and then she too came, her eyes clamped shut, her mouth wide open as her whole body shuddered and writhed.

And down she sagged, falling into his arms as he slipped out of her, knickers sliding back into place as she breathed hard, listening to his heartbeat inside his chest as the sound of the rain returned.

Just the two of them, laying still, holding each other.

She exhaled and shivered.

After a moment she pulled away, nibbling on her lip and blushing as their sparkling eyes met and then she leaned back, resting her bottom against the glovebox as he grinned and shuffled into the driver's seat. 

As they both adjusted their chairs and settled back, Emilia took a deep breath and frowned.

She had expected to feel better somehow, to feel relieved and free in some way, now that she had finally been decisive about their future, but she found to her surprise that she didn’t.

For just a moment, as she closed her eyes, she wondered if she was making the right decision at all. She knew in her head that doing this was necessary - to end things now, before it went any further, before things became more complicated and more feelings were hurt.

It wasn’t working, and it would never work if they weren’t all on the same page, and that would only result in disaster in the long term, and that was better than drawing it out, making it more painful and difficult.

She knew that and understood that as plain as day was day, and night was night.

But whilst her head seemed to know what was right, her soul was crying out in agony, and as Cassian pulled away she felt something break inside of her, and she wondered for a brief second, if it was her heart.




*







The front door of the house swung open as Emilia stepped out of the car and a moment later Alice appeared, starkly illuminated in the porch light, leaning against the frame and smiling warmly.

Their eyes met as Cassian came round from the far side, umbrella in hand as he wrapped his arm over her shoulder and steered her toward the door protectively and compassionately.

‘I found her up the lane,’ he said. ‘She’d come off the road.’

‘Oh fuck, Em,’ said her sister as she took her inside, taking over and unbuttoning her sibling’s jacket slowly as Cassian unzipped his own and hung it back up over the radiator. ‘What happened?’

‘I broke up with them,’ she said, her voice cracking with emotion.

Alice’s face dropped as the words washed over her. ‘Oh gosh, I’m so sorry,’ she said, leaning in and holding her as she started to sob again. 

‘I didn’t want to,’ she cried. ‘And then I ran out, and drove away and I was driving too fast and-‘

‘It’s okay,’ said Alice, pulling back and finding her eyes. ‘It’s okay, come and sit down.’

Leading her by the hand, Alice guided her through to the living room as Cassian stripped, grabbing a towel from the downstairs toilet as he began to methodically dry himself.

Emilia felt dizzy and sick as she sat down, her sister knelt in front of her resting her hands against her knees and holding them together tightly in her lap, looking up at her and waiting patiently.

‘We, the three of us,’ she looked across at her husband, now naked from the waist up. ‘We-‘

‘You fucked,’ said Alice.

Emilia turned back and nodded. ‘And afterwards, I was feeling better and I-‘

Alice frowned, leaning close. ‘What is it?’

‘I was angry,’ she paused. ‘At you, and at Cass.’

Her sister smiled softly, a flash of guilt crossing her face for a split second as Emilia continued.

‘And I told them I didn’t want to come home.’

Cassian stopped towelling himself, pausing as he listened to her.

‘Not tonight, or tomorrow,’ she said. ‘And Amy? She suggested that maybe Cass was right,’ she paused, looking down at Alice.

‘That’s what she said?’

Emilia nodded.

‘She said those words?’

She nodded again as Cassian frowned and opened his mouth, but Alice shook her head sharply and he closed it again.

‘How did you feel?’ she said, squeezing her fingers.

‘Everything clicked,’ said Emilia, stammering between breaths. ‘And my heart broke.’

‘And you walked out?’

She nodded again.

‘Do you want to call them?’ said Alice. ‘And tell them you’re safe?’

‘I just want to go to bed,’ she said weakly, shaking her head.

Alice smiled as she stood up, helping her to her feet and holding her again in a tight embrace as she looked across at Cassian who just looked baffled and confused.

‘Come on,’ said Alice, shaking her head again. ‘Let’s all go to bed, it’s almost two in the morning.’

Alice again went first, leading her sister up the stairs and into her bedroom, turning her around and pulling off her jumper before unzipping her dress and shimmying it off onto the floor where it crumpled into a small pile.

Cassian slipped in behind, unbuckling his soaked through jeans and peeling each leg off one at a time as Emilia stared, almost catatonic into the darkness, her eyes sparkling with tears.

Then Alice shuffled her forward, peeling back the covers and encouraging her in before kissing her on the forehead and standing up straight.

‘I’ll be back,’ she said, and then out she swept, leaving her alone with Cassian as he shuffled in beside her.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said in the darkness as his big arms enveloped her, scooping her in and cuddling her tight.

‘I’m sorry too,’ he said, his skin cold to the touch, but she didn’t care.

‘I really thought it could work,’ she said, softly.

‘I know,’ he said. ‘So did I, I just-‘

‘You don’t have to explain,’ she said. ‘It’s me, it’s my fault.’

But before Cassian could speak again, the door opened and Alice tiptoed back in. 

Emilia could see her silhouette in the frame, dressed in her nightie, her thigh-length bed socks bunched up around her knees, and she smiled and watched as she pushed the door to behind her and crept in.

For a moment she seemed to hesitate, peering into the darkness as she tried to make sense of which dark mound was which beneath the covers, so Emilia moved her hand and waved.

‘Here,’ she whispered softly, and Alice smiled and moved swiftly round to her side.

Emilia opened the covers as she drew up, and her sister hustled in, sliding her long legs under the duvet as she rolled over to face her, their heads on the pillow side by side.

Alice reached out her hands and took Emilia’s between them, squeezing them tight, and for a few moments they stayed like that, smiling and meeting each other’s gaze in the darkness, and then Emilia shuffled forward, and Alice rolled onto her back, and let her cuddle in, wrapping one arm under and one arm over as they closed their eyes and breathed, their feet warm as their toes touched beneath the covers.

‘I love you,’ said Alice. ‘I feel like I don’t tell you that enough.’

Emilia smiled, blinking in the darkness as Cassian rolled over and hooked one big arm over them both. ‘I love you too.’
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CHAPTER SIX
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EMILIA WOKE UP to the sound of the food blender buzzing downstairs, the powerful sharp noise resonating up through the floorboards as she blinked at the clock beside her bed.

One in the afternoon. She’d slept for nearly twelve hours.

She closed her eyes again and rolled over to find that she was alone. 

No Cass, no Alice.

Both of them were up, and she imagined they were downstairs making some sort of brunch together, enjoying some semblance of domestic bliss without her - the broken sister.

The emotional drain.

She fluttered her eyes open, letting them adjust to the light leaking through beneath the thick dark curtains. 

She was being negative, but it was hard not to be, given the circumstances.

She looked across at her phone, wondering if there would be messages from Amy, missed calls, emails, texts or otherwise. She wasn’t ready to deal with that right now. Besides, there might be nothing, and she wasn’t ready to deal with that either.

Alice’s laughter filtered through from downstairs, reminding her of that first night after her mysterious return, and the jealousy she’d felt. 

Now she just felt numb.

No, that wasn’t entirely true.

She loved her sister, and she loved her husband, and there was a corner of her heart that was still glowing, and even growing a little as she listened to them making each other happy. But the rest of her heart felt cold and desolate this morning as if it had shrunk in the night and squeezed out all of the warmth.

There was a part of her that wanted to take it all back. A part of her that was questioning if she had been rash and judgemental, too quick to assume meaning where there was none, but the truth was that she had been feeling like this for a while now, and whilst the events of last night in isolation, were not necessarily enough to justify the end, when taken as a whole, it was more than enough.

As much as she hated it, she had done the right thing.

She had looked after herself, and that was the most important thing of all. That’s what her parents had taught them. Always look after number one.

The bottom step creaked as someone began to ascend the stairs, the footsteps light and catlike and she smiled weakly as her sister pushed the door open a crack and peered in.

‘Afternoon sleepy head,’ whispered Alice as she saw her blinking back from behind her duvet shield. ‘How are you doing?’

Emilia sniffed and smiled trying to stay strong, and then she burst into tears, and a moment later Alice slipped inside and closed the door gently before hopping quickly into the bed and cuddling up to her.

‘I’m sorry,’ Emilia whimpered, laughing softly as she cried into her sister’s neck.

‘What are sisters for, right?’

‘Thank you for letting me sleep, and for looking after Cass.’

‘We made pancakes?’ she said brightly. ‘Do you want some?’

Emilia nodded softly and took a deep breath. ‘I’d like that.’

Alice smiled and kissed her forehead. ‘How about you freshen up, and come down when you’re ready.’

‘Do I smell that bad?’ she asked, cringing.

‘Like a football team after a home game,’ said Alice, grinning. ‘And I would know.’

‘Oh gosh,’ laughed Emilia, closing her eyes. ‘I don’t want to know.’

Alice giggled and shuffled out of the covers. ‘I’ll keep them warm for you.’

‘The football team or the pancakes?’

‘You didn’t lose your sense of humour last night then?’

‘Wait,’ she said, keeping hold of Alice’s hand as she went to leave. ‘I mean it. Thank you. I don’t want you to feel like you have to leave. I want you to stay.’

Alice smiled. ‘Are you sure?’

Emilia nodded. ‘Stay for Christmas.’

‘I’d like that.’

‘And,’ she paused as they looked at one another. ‘And you and Cass, I don't want you to-‘

‘It’s fine, we won’t,’ smiled Alice, shaking her head and holding up her hand.

‘No,’ said Emilia. ‘I don’t want you to stop. Not for me.’

Alice frowned. ‘Em,’ she said slowly.

‘No, I mean it. You make each other happy, and that makes me happy. I don’t want anyone else being unhappy because of me.’

‘Okay,’ she laughed, eyebrows raised. ‘If you insist.’

‘I insist,’ she smiled.

‘I might need to run the blender again for a little while downstairs,’ she said as she stepped through the door. ‘Maybe you should have a long shower?’

Emilia laughed and picked up the cushion beside her, throwing it at her sister as she closed the door. Then a second later she reopened it and winked before closing it again and bounding down the stairs.

As the sound of laughter filtered up from below again, Emilia took a deep breath and lay back, taking a moment to sniff herself beneath the covers, which in turn made her eyes water, and then she exhaled and let the duvet settle.

She could do this.

It would mean moving one step at a time, but she could do it.

Years ago, when she was little, she’d asked her mother why she made the beds every morning. We just mess them up again when we go to bed, so what’s the point? And her mother had sat her down and explained. I start each day by taking one simple, positive step, and every step I take after that one is easy.

She hadn’t understood it at the time, but as the years had gone by she’d come to appreciate the nuance, and never more so than now.

It was time to get up and make the bed.

Almost.

There was one more thing she had to do first.

She rolled over and picked up her phone from the bedside table, closing her eyes as she lay back, holding it out in front of her and preparing herself. Then she took a deep breath, held it tight against her chest, and opened them again.

One voicemail.

Her heart pounded in her chest, heavy and hollow.

It was from Amy.

Her fingers began to shake as she held the phone, afraid to press anything in case it began to play. Could she do this? Could she listen to whatever it was Amy had to say? Would she be angry? Pleading? Tearful? Apologetic?

There was only one way to find out, and if she didn’t do it now, it would become yet another source of anxiety for her.

She unlocked her phone and pressed play.

‘Em, I know you’re upset,’ came her beautiful voice, heavy and laced with emotion. ‘And you have every right to be. I was being selfish, both of us were and I can’t explain it, and you deserve more than some half-baked excuse. But I don’t want to lose you. Not now and not ever.’

There was a long pause as Amy sobbed, taking a deep breath before she continued, and as Emilia listened she began to cry.

‘We love you, both of you. But you and I both know that there’s something deeper between us. I love you,’ her voice wavered again, her intonation clear. ‘More than I ever thought possible.’

Again she paused, as though as she was pulling away from the phone for a moment and composing herself, and then she was back. 

‘I’m not going to keep calling you, I’m not going to come to your house, or chase you or beg you,’ she sniffed. ‘That’s not how I do things. But I’ll wait for you. You know where, and you know when. Every day. I made you a promise. I’m yours, and I always will be.’

And then she was gone, the long beep resonating in her ears as she put the phone down and hung up, and burst into tears.

There was a part of her that wanted to call her back, beg for forgiveness and plead for both of them to forget everything that had happened in the last twenty-four hours, but she knew that was wrong. The pain she was feeling wasn’t regret, it was loss, and she had to bear up to that, but it hurt.

It hurt bad.

It didn’t matter though, it was the right thing to do, and Amy’s message hadn’t changed that.

‘Fuck,’ she whispered to herself.

She looked up at the light beneath the curtains again and shivered.

One step at a time.

Slowly, but surely she slipped one foot out from beneath the covers and bent it down toward the floor until it touched the carpet, and then she repeated it with her other one until she was sat upright, her toes curling into the carpet - like last night in their lounge - and then she stood, wavering slowly.

Downstairs the blender burst into life and she smiled, shaking her head and rubbing her tired eyes, then she turned around, straightened up, and began to make her bed.
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‘Do you fancy a takeaway tonight?’ said Emilia as she walked through from the kitchen.

‘Sounds amazing,’ said Cassian, looking up from the TV, both feet up on the ottoman, one hand behind his head as the lights of the newly erected Christmas tree twinkled softly behind him.

She smiled up at it, with its hundreds of tiny decorations and its equally numerous multi-coloured lights. She didn’t like it when they flashed, which meant that every time they turned it on they would have to go through the ritual of finding the right setting by clicking the button on the switch over and over, but that didn’t matter. It was nearly Christmas, and she loved Christmas.

It had taken them the whole afternoon to put up all the decorations, working together to string up the tinsel and set out the holiday-themed candles, place-mats, coasters and centrepiece for the dining room table. They’d draped a garland over the fireplace and hung candy canes from the mantel, frosted the windows with snowflakes and erected two light-up reindeer and a snowman in the front garden. From the ceiling, they had hung mistletoe and ribbons - taking every opportunity to steal a kiss whenever one of them stepped under - and hung a homemade, foraged wreath from the front door, with real red berries and pine cones glued to curved and bound wooden sticks that she and Alice had spent an afternoon making together.

It was magical.

A real winter wonderland.

She knew in her heart that she had gone overboard, taking it further than usual as a mask to hide the pain she was still feeling, but it didn’t matter - it was working, sort of. 

For a moment she felt a flutter in her chest as she imagined what Beaumont House might have looked like, Mark dressed in his favourite Christmas jumper, Amy wearing a Mrs Santa outfit, and then she banished the intrusion from her mind and closed her eyes.

Four weeks until Christmas, she thought, taking a deep and happy breath. 

It didn’t sound like a long time, but she knew it could feel like a lifetime - it was four weeks since they’d last seen Amy and Mark.

Even though her heart was aching, she could do this. She’d made it this far, and she was still going. At least that’s what she kept telling herself.

‘Curry or Chinese?’ asked Alice, her head popping up from where it had been nestled in Cassian’s shoulder, his other arm draped down her side, palm resting against her hip.

‘I’m thinking curry,’ said Emilia. ‘There’s nothing quite like a good Christmas curry.’

‘I’m in,’ said her sister, grinning before turning to look up at Cassian.

Tearing himself away from the television, he smiled at them both and shrugged. ‘I’ll eat anything.’

‘Curry it is then,’ said his wife, flitting away into the kitchen. ‘The usual?’

‘Yes please,’ the two of them called back in unison, and then Alice added. ‘And some extra onion bhajis for me.’

Since she’d returned from her mysterious trip, Alice had been slowly putting back on the pounds she’d lost, and in the last few days she’d started to resemble her former self again - less gristle and a little more curve. It was reassuring that she was getting back to old herself, which was one less thing for her to worry about.

Emilia smiled to herself as she pulled the drawer wide and reached in, selecting their usual curry house amongst the myriad of menus that seemed to multiply each year. She thumbed open the menu absentmindedly and frowned as something fell out of the pages and fluttered to the floor.

She peered down at it as it landed on the toes of her slipper. 

It was a small, pink, heart-shaped note with some writing on it. She leaned down and picked it up, putting the menu aside for a moment and recognising the handwriting immediately.




You are my happy place x




Amy.

The tears came easily, brimming over her eyelids as the tide of emotion she constantly held at bay swept over her. One drop landed on the little note, blotting the ink, and she gulped and shuddered as the tendrils spread and crept, distorting the words as she tried to wipe it away, afraid that she’d ruined it as her heart ached.

‘You okay, Em?’ called her sister from the lounge.

‘I’m okay,’ she called back in her steadiest voice, but the tiniest crack of emotion filtered through and a moment later Alice appeared in the doorway.

‘You’re not,’ she smiled, one eyebrow arched high. ‘I think sometimes you forget that I’m your big sister, and therefore have a finely tuned sororal sixth sense for these things.’

Emilia smiled through her tears, the salty taste stinging her lips. She tilted the little note toward Alice and shrugged. ‘I found this.’

‘Hidden love note?’ she asked. ‘Such an overused trope. I’m kind of disappointed in her, I always thought she was better than this.’

Emilia smiled as Alice swept close and wrapped her arms around her, holding her tight into her chest. ‘I’m sorry,’ she mumbled. ‘I should’ve listened to you.’

‘To me?’ frowned Alice. ‘What golden nuggets of relationship advice have I been giving out?’

‘After the ball,’ said Emilia. ‘You told me to leave it, not to text her, but I did.’

Alice laughed and squeezed her sister tight in her arms. ‘And look what happened.’

‘I know,’ said Emilia, downcast and sullen.

‘No,’ said Alice, pulling back so she could look at her. ‘Look what happened. You followed your instinct, and you found love. In an unconventional place, sure. But you found happiness, and laughter and I imagine a lot of mind-blowing sex.’

Emilia giggled, her nose running as she nodded.

‘You took a risk, you gambled with the very foundation of your marriage, and you won.’

‘How did I win?’

‘Do you regret the last few months?’

Emilia thought about this for a second and then shook her head. ‘No.’

‘Then there you go, time enjoyed is never time wasted.’

Emilia smiled softly, dabbing at her cheeks with her free hand. ‘But it hurts.’

‘It only hurts so bad because it felt so good.’

‘Did I do the wrong thing?’ she said quietly.

‘You did what you felt was right for you. You used your instinct, and you have to trust and listen to that instinct.’

‘I just feel so guilty.’

’It’s okay,’ she said brightly. ‘No one ever tells you that breaking up with someone is kind of like murdering them.’

Emilia’s muffled laugh of confusion escaped Alice’s chest. ‘What?’

‘You may chuckle, but it’s true,’ she continued. ‘Both are usually premeditated, and you obsess for days over how you’re going to do it. You pick the weapon you’ll use - it’s your fault, it’s my fault, it’s Darren from the gym’s fault - and you agonise over where. Somewhere public? So you can walk away and pretend it wasn’t you, fading into the crowd like the callous, cold and heartless killer that you are. Or somewhere that means something to them, so you can twist the knife that little bit harder, and make it hurt that little bit more.’

Emilia was chuckling hard now as she cried, conscious that her tears were soaking into her sister’s top, leaving big drips where she was being smushed into her.

‘And other times,’ she continued. ‘It’s a crime of passion - a break up in the heat of the moment - rash and personal and violent. They’re the most ruthless. The ones that even you don’t see coming, the ones that creep up on you. They’re the breakups that leave the most casualties. And afterwards, they’re gone. Forever. Out of your life for good,’ she said, swinging back and forth slowly. ‘And it feels like loss, as though they’ve died, and it’s your fault - and you grieve for them, and you feel guilty and it hurts.’

Emilia nodded, squeezing her sister’s waist closer as she sobbed as quietly as she could, before whispering. ‘When does it stop hurting?’

Alice sighed softly, stroking her hair and kissing her gently on the top of her head.

‘It’s like, you’re standing out in the ocean,’ she said slowly. ’Knee deep in the shallows and facing the shore. Some days it’s quiet and calm out there, and the waves wash up to your waist and they never get higher, and over time each wave gets weaker than the one before, and they don’t feel as cold, and it gets easier. Then other days, the waves come high and they come fast, they wash up to your chest, and your neck, and sometimes they go right over your head and they knock you flat. But you get up, and you swim to the shore and you stand up again and when you’re ready, you head back in, and you keep going, until one day, the skies are clear, the sun is high, the water’s warm, and the storm is gone. That’s grief.’

Emilia nodded, brushing more tears from her eyes as she looked up at Alice and sniffed. ‘Thank you.’

She pulled back and smiled at her, winking before glancing down and frowning. ‘I’m going to have to go and change this top, if Cassian sees the state of it he’ll assume you’ve been motor-boating me, and I think that might just be too much for the poor boy.’

Emilia giggled and blushed as she took a step back and breathed deep. ‘Thank you, I don’t know what I’d do without you.’

‘Do you miss her?’ she said suddenly.

Emilia froze, blindsided by the question, unsure how to answer or whether there might be a right or wrong response. Was this some sort of test? She wasn’t sure, but the more she didn’t reply the longer the silence went on and the more her chest filled with anxiety, but Alice just stared back and smiled.

‘Yes,’ she said at last. ‘Every day.’

Her sister nodded kindly. ‘Have you spoken to her?’

Emilia shook her head as she looked across at her phone, motionless on the kitchen surface.

‘But you’ve thought about it?’

She nodded.

‘Don’t,’ said Alice. ‘Don’t call her, don’t text her. Don’t even think about her.’

Emilia recoiled at her sister’s ferocity, almost bursting into tears again as it hit her like a slap in the face. 

‘Or do, because you’re an adult,’ said Alice, her deadpan expression cracking into a grin. ‘And what the fuck do I know?’
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‘Coffee?’ said Alice as they stepped back into the snow sprinkled and slush filled street from the little gift shop they had been leisurely browsing. ‘My treat.’

‘Sounds amazing,’ said Emilia as she hooked her arm through her sister’s elbow, walking side by side as they weaved through the crowds of Christmas shoppers, each carrying an armful of bags stuffed with presents.

Overhead the fairy lights strung between the narrow alleyways twinkled, with stars and bells and calligraphic Christmas wishes illuminated against the deep blue sky of the setting sun.

Emilia loved the atmosphere of the city in winter, the shop front windows dressed with festive displays and spectacular dioramas, the warm lights and the jolly songs, the smell of mulled wine and roasted chestnuts from the street vendors wafting over them wherever they walked. It was mesmerising, and she loved it - a joy shared in equal spades by Alice, who was practically buzzing with excitement.

‘Look at this,’ she said, pulling her sister sharply to one side as she pressed her nose up against the frosted window of a shop with an enormous animatronic scene of Santa’s workshop, complete with tiny elves and spinning penguins. ‘Oh my goodness, six year old me is screaming right now.’

‘And four year old me is desperately hopping up and down to get a look,’ laughed Emilia, standing next to her, watching with fascination as Alice’s eyes followed a little toy train through a tiny snow-covered tunnel and out again at the far end, ploughing into a little snowdrift that slowly refilled with each pass.

‘Isn’t it beautiful?’

‘Dad would love this,’ said Emilia.

‘Oh, he would,’ she said, taking her phone out and snapping a photo.

As she looked again, her eye caught the reflection of another shop across the alley, and she spun around and grabbed hold of Emilia’s arm as she gasped and pointed.

‘Shall we surprise Cass?’ she said, gripping her forearm with excitement as Emilia followed her gaze.

‘Oh my goodness,’ she blushed as she took in the sight of a tall blonde mannequin that appeared at first glance to be the spitting image of the both of them, dressed in black lace lingerie in front of a dark velvet display that was sprinkled with frost and ice.

‘Come on,’ said Alice, tugging her arm. ‘We’re going in.’

Emilia screamed as her sister dragged her toward the little entrance, the door so small that the pair of them had to duck to enter as they stepped inside.

The little erotic boutique, situated on a side street off the main shopping fair was surprisingly cosy, exuding the atmosphere of a Parisian boudoir, and it reminded her of the little shop that she and Amy had visited in France. 

The decor was decidedly high class, with sumptuous velvet seats, Art Deco finishing, and a deep red and dark purple colour scheme that seemed to scream sex.

Alice gasped as she walked in, picking up a double-ended dildo and wiggling it at her sister before putting it back gently.

‘I might need a basket,’ she laughed as she went further in, waving enthusiastically to the pretty girl behind the counter.

Emilia couldn’t help but admire her sister’s confidence when it came to sex, and although she knew that she had taken leaps and bounds in recent months when it came to her own sexuality, pushing her own boundaries further than she had ever done before, she knew it didn’t even compare with Alice’s adventurousness, and in some ways she envied her.

‘What about this?’ said Alice, holding up a black lace chemise that appeared barely large enough to dress a doll and was sheer enough to be practically see-through. 

‘He’ll love it,’ Emilia laughed.

‘Does he prefer black or white?’

‘I think it depends on which one of us he’s fucking,’ she whispered. ‘I think black for you, white for me.’

‘Oh, I like it,’ she grinned conspiratorially. ‘Very appropriate. Very naughty.’

Alice flicked her hips back and forth, dangling the tiny negligee in front of her as she smiled at herself in one of several free-standing gilt mirrors dotted around, prompting Emilia to wander on, her chest filled with butterflies.

As she turned a corner, idly browsing the assorted racks of frilly, crotchless, and sheer knickers, she found herself face to face with a red-haired mannequin and she stopped.

The plastic girl in front of her was dressed in a black two-piece made from intricate lace, with sheer suspended stockings sensuously positioned halfway up her thighs, complimented by a half-babydoll bra, that floated neatly above her lithe bare waist. 

But that wasn’t what had caught her eye. Instead, it had been the matching masquerade mask, identical to the one that Amy had worn to the ball all those months ago that had rooted her to the spot.

It could’ve been Amy herself standing in front of her, and as she tried to breathe she found herself immediately battling to fend off tears as one of Alice’s waves of grief-struck her.

‘Fuck,’ she said, turning away and taking a deep breath, but as she glanced out the window her heart soared as for a brief moment, across the street, she saw her, and then she blinked, and she was gone.

‘Amy?’ she said under her breath, as Alice looked up.

Her big sister frowned and drew near. ‘Are you okay?’

Emilia strained to look, peering down the street as she held her breath. ‘I just, I just thought I saw...’

‘Her?’ said Alice, turning and pointing at the mannequin.

Emilia followed her gaze and smiled, nodding in embarrassment. ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Her.’

‘It’s normal,’ said Alice kindly. ‘You can’t help it, your brain plays tricks on you. You want them back so much that other people’s faces morph into theirs.’

‘I feel like I’m going crazy,’ she said, rubbing her eyes.

‘You are crazy,’ said Alice, flatly. ‘That’s a given. But this isn’t crazy.’

Emilia grinned. ‘Thank you,’ she said as she huffed. ‘Did you find something?’

‘I did,’ she said, smiling wide. ‘Do you want to see it?’

Emilia nodded as Alice tugged her to the back of the shop, sneaking her into one of the little changing cubicles, and whipping the curtain shut behind them as she sat down.

Wasting no time, she pulled off her thick woollen jumper and threw it aside, followed by her skirt, blouse and underwear, all popping off one by one as she piled them up around Emilia’s feet, and then she reached out and slipped on each of the delicate garments until at last she turned around and grinned.

‘What do you think?’

Emilia blushed, covering her mouth. ‘I think my husband is a very lucky man.’

Alice laughed, wiggling her hips as she turned around again. ‘He is rather having his cake and eating it, isn’t he?’

‘He really is,’ she laughed.

‘Do you reckon we make a good Christmas present then?’

‘I think he might want to unwrap you first,’ she laughed, then she sighed softly and looked down.

‘What’s wrong?’ said Alice, frowning.

‘It’s nothing,’ she said, shaking her head.

‘Sororal sixth sense,’ she nudged her as she sat down next to her on the short little bench.

Emilia smiled, and leaned in, resting her head on Alice’s bare shoulder as they both looked at one another in the mirror. ‘I just miss her.’

Alice smiled. ‘Girls fuck you up.’

Emilia nodded, huffing. ‘They do,’ she said. ‘Do you know? I’d never been into a shop like this before I met her.’

‘Seriously?’ said Alice. ‘Not once?’

‘Nope.’

‘Oh my goodness, I feel like I’ve failed you.’

Emilia smiled. ‘I think even if you’d tried, I would’ve run away.’

Alice laughed, shaking her head. ‘You wouldn’t have.’

‘She made me want to do things outside of my comfort zone.’

‘Maybe,’ nodded Alice. ‘But you took the first steps on your own.’

Emilia frowned.

‘You wanted to try something new with Cassian,’ she continued. ‘You went to the ball, you were the ones who approached Amy and Mark, you asked them out, you were forward enough to suggest they come home with you. You initiated everything.’

‘I,’ she faltered. ‘I hadn’t thought about it like that.’

‘You shouldn’t doubt yourself.’

‘That’s easy for you to say, you’re brave.’

‘You give me too much credit, you’re braver than you know. You did all of that on your own, and I’m so scared to be in a relationship that I’m fucking your husband,’ she said, pushing her sideways gently.

Emilia laughed. ‘Don’t be silly, you’re amazing.’

‘I’m not, and I’m not kidding. You’re the bravest person I know.’

‘That’s a stretch,’ said Emilia, shaking her head.

‘Is it?’ said Alice. ‘How many people would be confident enough in themselves, and in their relationship, to allow their husband to have sex with another woman? Let alone several?’

Emilia blushed, closing her eyes and leaning forward onto her knees as she hid, looking up at them both after a while through her finger lattice and smiling. ‘Thank you.’

Alice smiled. ‘There’s a girl at work, that I like,’ she said quietly.

Emilia raised her eyebrows, a faint smile curling around the corners of her mouth. ‘You like a girl?’

‘Shut up.’

‘You actually like someone?’ said Emilia quietly. ‘As in, not just to fuck?’

Alice blushed.

‘Oh my,’ said Emilia, sitting up. ‘You’re not kidding.’

Her sister shook her head slowly.

‘What’s her name?’

Alice scowled, twitching her mouth before she continued. ‘She’s called Elsie.’

‘What’s she like?’

Alice huffed slowly. ‘She’s... special.’

‘She must be.’

‘But, she’s married, to a man… who’s also just... amazing, in every possible way.’

‘Oh.’

‘But it’s her,’ she said quietly. ‘She fucks me up. I don’t want to settle down, I don’t want to be married, or own a house, or have kids. I don’t want the things that most people want.’

Emilia smiled, waiting patiently as she continued, resting her head back on her shoulder and wrapping one arm around her waist.

‘But I could... with her,’ finished Alice.

Emilia nodded. ‘I understand.’

‘I don’t like to talk about feelings.’

‘I know,’ she smiled up at her big sister.

‘And I never will again,’ she laughed. ‘I think I just used up my lifetime quota of vulnerable.’

‘I know,’ said Emilia, looking back at them both in the mirror as her tummy began to fill with butterflies.

‘But my point is,’ she said. ‘If you want something, you have to fight for it. Don’t be me, don’t pine after someone you can never have. Don’t fuck your sister’s husband,’ she whispered as they both laughed. ‘Actually, if I ever do get married, you can totally fuck my husband, or wife,’ she giggled. ‘The point is, if you want this, chase it. Don’t give up.’

Emilia exhaled. ‘I think it’s too late for that.’

‘It’s never too late.’

‘Thank you,’ she whispered softly. ‘You’re the best sister in the world,’ she said as her mind started to buzz with energy.

‘I’m not entirely sure that’s true,’ laughed Alice. ‘Given our current living circumstances.’

Emilia grinned. ‘I mean it.’

‘Thank you.’

‘Listen,’ she said, standing up, her skin tingling with excitement. ‘There’s something I have to do, and I think I need to do it right now. Are you okay heading home without me?’

Alice stood up, grinning. ‘Of course I can,’ she said, and for a brief moment, the two of them looked at each other, their eyes sparkling. ‘Go get her.’

And with that Emilia pursed her lips, blushed, and swished the curtain of the changing room aside, walking at first as she tingled, then bursting into a run as she left the shop and sprinted out into the street.

Smiling.

It was almost three o’clock.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
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THE SUN WAS already setting in Hinksey Park as Emilia stepped down off the bus, alighting onto the icy concrete and nearly slipping in the sub-zero temperatures. She was late. Too late. She reached out for the handrail as she wobbled, and then cursed herself as the driver gasped. 

‘Careful, love,’ he called.

The snow had begun to fall again as she’d left the city. Little flurries at first that swirled playfully around people’s feet as it settled on the still icy grass and the dark tiled roofs of the various little shops and homes that lined the route, but by the time she reached the outskirts it was falling in earnest, with big snowflakes drifting down out of the sky, laying a clean white blanket across everything she could see. 

She loved the snow.

Her parents had always told her - rather cynically - that as she aged she would come to resent snow, but as the years had passed and the world had warmed, she had come to miss it desperately. She wasn’t sure if it was her imagination, or a combination of rose-tinted spectacles, but as far as she was concerned every Christmas as she’d grown up had been a white one. She had often wondered if the reality would match her memories if she were to do her research or ask her parents, but that might ruin the fantasy.

As the bus had cruised to a stop opposite the place she had first kissed Amy, her feet had taken over and she’d jumped up and bounded toward the front, driven by instinct and her overwhelming desire to…. well, she wasn’t quite sure yet, but somehow it seemed appropriate.

The park itself was filled with families, walking, playing, building snowmen and having snowball fights, and as she stepped carefully toward the entrance she paused to watch a young and very beautiful, heavily pregnant mum, laughing happily at the sight of her husband tugging their daughter, who couldn’t be more than two years old, along the path and up a slight incline in a bright red toboggan, before jumping in behind her and sliding slowly down to her absolute delight.

‘Marlie,’ called the mum. ‘Smile,’ and as she took a picture, jabbing her phone screen with her fingerless gloves, Emilia’s ovaries thumped with desire. For a moment the mum glanced her way and she blushed as the two of them smiled at one another.

‘Merry Christmas,’ she wished them, and then on she went, resuming her slow meander toward the arched gates, a spring in her step as her boots crunched the thickly packed snow atop the inch deep ice.

She desperately wanted children. 

It was moments like these, as she watched them play with their families, that the urge resounded the most, her biological clock ticking insistently within her. 

Seeing their happy little cherub faces, wrapped up tight in woollen hats and gloves and jumpers, thick coats done up tight as they ran and jumped and slipped with joy and wonder. 

It was magical, and she couldn’t help but beam with shared pleasure as she walked along, glancing left and right and dodging the occasional snowball.

Up ahead a pure white dog frolicked in the snow, its long fine fur shimmering with delicate snowflakes as it leapt back and forth, rubbing its nose into the flurries in an overwhelming frenzy, its tail wagging as it nuzzled its way back up, one black nose and two black eyes reappearing before it bounded away again.

One day, she would have two children - maybe three - and a dog called Max. One day...

Emilia gazed ahead and saw that the lake around which most of the park was situated was frozen over and a handful of brave people were skating over it, some holding hands and wobbling together, whilst others carved fast spirals and great loops around the edge.

As she reached the bank she turned left, knowing exactly where she was going, hoping she was right and that she wasn’t too late, her chest feeling heavy as she drew nearer. 

She walked for a minute or two, winding slowly on as she kept her eyes on the lake, watching two children hold hands as they gingerly skated around the edge, their protective father just feet behind, ready to catch them at a moments notice.

As she drew closer her heart started to beat a little faster, and at last, she turned and looked toward the little bench where she had first seen Amy, in this very spot after their first argument, all those months ago.

She had approached slowly at the time, her girlfriend’s soft red hair bristling gently in the light breeze, not knowing for certain if it was her or not, and then remembering the moment she turned to face her, her smile, her complexion... her lips.

She closed her eyes and pictured the memory, smiling warmly and allowing herself this moment of indulgence, secretly wishing that by some miracle when she opened her eyes, she would be transported back there and that Amy would be sat, smiling up at her, looking radiant and devastating in her summer dress.

But the bench was empty as her eyelids fluttered open and her heart sank.

 It was silly, but she loved fairy tales and happy endings, and she supposed in a way that she’d already had hers in Cassian, but on days like today, she felt that he had been the end of act one and that there was still more to come, whatever it might be.

She pushed on, away from the bench and toward the little bridge that separated the two lakes, walking slowly as she kicked up more little snowdrifts with her boots, marvelling at the footprints left behind her.

The sun was creeping closer to the horizon now, and the clear skies overhead made the panorama that was playing out around her all the more impressive. The deep blue azure, the high wisps of white clouds, the pink haze as her eyes dropped down to the ground, and the golden rays of light twinkling through the trees. 

It was beautiful.

She stopped on the bridge for a moment, placing her gloved hands on the frozen guard rail as she leaned over the side, the crystalline icicles shimmering below as the surface water twinkled, her hazy, distorted reflection looking back at her from down below. 

Then she closed her eyes and made a wish.

She was feeling silly now, there was no way Amy would be here. She’d ignored her voicemail, and it had been a month since they had last seen one another. A month since she had slammed the door after Amy had called out I love you, and then she’d cut her out. 

Ghosted her.

But her last voicemail had been clear, and her heart burned for it to be true.

Her eyelids fluttered open, and she took a breath.

Beside her, down below, there was now a second reflection in the water, pale and indistinct, moving slowly and surrounded by a mane of red, and her heart thumped, and she looked up.

‘Em?’ 

‘Amy,’ she whispered, her voice breaking as she blinked. 

She went to ask if it was really her, but it seemed absurd as the words came to her lips, and she faltered and then just smiled. ‘It’s you.’

Tears brimmed in Amy’s eyes as the two of them looked at one another, and a wide grin crossed her girlfriend’s face as she looked away embarrassed.

‘I told myself I wouldn’t cry if you actually came,’ she laughed. ‘Fucked that up, didn’t I?’

Emilia laughed. ‘I’m normally the emotional train wreck,’ she said sympathetically as she reached out instinctively to touch Amy’s arm, holding back at the last second. ‘Not you.’

Amy sniffed and wiped her eyes, glancing back for a second as she wiped her dripping nose on her woollen gloves.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said quietly. ‘I just, I miss you.’

‘I-,’ said Emilia, blushing as she took a sharp, cold breath. ‘You really are here? You meant it.’

Amy laughed. ‘I was just passing through,’ she lied, blushing.

‘No you weren’t,’ frowned Emilia. ‘You’re a terrible liar.’

‘Fine,’ she said, her eyes growing wide as her cheeks glowed an even deeper shade of crimson. ‘Yes, I’ve been coming here every day.’

‘Why?’ said Emilia, knowing the answer already.

‘I was hoping you would come,’ she said. ‘I figured there was a chance you might, however small, and you made me promise to never give up on you.’

Emilia’s eyes brimmed with tears as a long-neglected light flickered back on inside of her, deep in her chest and began to warm her insides. ‘How are you?’

Amy shrugged. ‘You know, we’re just getting on with it all.’

‘Mark?’

‘The same,’ she said, turning to face the lake. ‘He misses his friend, and you.’

Emilia nodded. ‘I miss you.’

‘I miss you too,’ said Amy. She laughed as she wiped another tear from her cheek before placing her hand back on the railing.

Emilia watched as it soaked into her glove, the salty little dot spreading and absorbing as it faded away.

‘I don’t know why I walked out that night,’ she said suddenly. ‘It was like someone was pushing me. All of a sudden nothing was making sense, nothing you could’ve said would’ve stopped me. It was like I was committed and I couldn’t change course, but I didn’t want to. I never wanted to.’

Amy turned and frowned, puzzled and confused. ‘Then why did you?’

‘I don’t know,’ she said, smiling apologetically. ‘At the time I felt like I didn’t have a choice.’

‘Why didn’t you call me?’

‘I needed the space. I needed the room to breathe,’ she said. ‘It was like a panic attack. Getting away didn’t solve the problem, it just alleviated it. The solution was to just breathe.’

‘How do you feel now?’ said Amy.

‘Like I made a mistake,’ said Emilia, tears in her eyes.

Amy’s face flushed white as though she had just taken a gut punch, and she breathed in and looked away, pain in her eyes. ‘Do you wish you’d stayed away?’

‘No,’ said Emilia. ‘The mistake happened a long time before that.’

‘What do you mean?’ she said, turning back.

‘I made a wish,’ she said, tears now rolling down her cheek. ‘Just now... and it came true.’

‘What was it?’ said Amy, her hand sliding close along the railing.

‘To see you again.’

‘Serendipity,’ laughed Amy.

‘Or fate.’

For a moment the two of them stared at each other, gazing softly into one another’s eyes for too long, their hearts pounding as their breath fastened, and then Amy turned away and began to walk along the path, and a moment later Emilia followed, taking a long and deep breath as she tried to settle her nerves.

Ahead of them the path curved to the left and Emilia caught up quickly and as they walked side by side, inches apart, their hands swayed close to one another as they stole sideways glances.

The Willow Tree.

There it was ahead of her.

Amy slowed to a halt in front of it and turned to face Emilia.

‘The first time we were here,’ she said. ‘I was so nervous.’

‘You were?’

Amy nodded. ‘I’d never kissed a girl before, and I knew I wanted to kiss you, but I was angry too.’

‘I know,’ she said, looking down, remembering.

‘I knew you wanted me, and I couldn’t wrap my head around it. It felt like a violation somehow, like you weren’t allowed to like me, because Mark was my husband. And at the same time, all I wanted to know was what your lips would taste like when my tongue was in your mouth.’

Emilia laughed, blushing as Amy grinned. ‘Wow.’

‘Yeah, that was the tame version,’ she said, eyebrows raised. ‘I had some other questions too. The point is, I was conflicted and it only served to make me angrier. You’d come along and you’d thrown a spanner in the works of our lives.’

‘I’m sorry.’

‘And you didn’t just want to fuck,’ she laughed. ‘I mean in some way, I probably could’ve just got on board with that idea - a quick fling with you both and on our way - but I knew you wanted more and I don’t know why, but it made my blood boil, ‘ she sighed and looked away, across to where Emilia knew was the spot where Mark had proposed before she continued.

‘I’m sorry,’ repeated Emilia.

‘And then here we were, standing right here,’ she pointed at the floor. ‘On this spot. And all of a sudden, none of it made any sense. I couldn’t rationalise it anymore, I wasn’t angry, I wasn’t feeling violated or self-righteous. It all just seemed really simple, as though someone had come along and scrubbed away all the clouds and the darkness, and then I kissed you.’

Emilia smiled. ‘And ran away.’

Amy laughed. ‘It was all too much. I kissed you, and it threw everything into doubt. Who I was, my relationship, my sexuality, my life. Everything. And I ran away, and by the time I’d run far enough, I’d realised what I wanted.’

Emilia smiled as Amy stepped closer and took her hands.

‘And then the same thing happened again,’ she continued. ‘You saw a future, one that was in our grasp, and you went for it, and the rest of us failed you. We hesitated. And now I’m on the other side,’ she said, her voice breaking. ‘Desperately wanting you to kiss me, and hoping to high heaven, that I haven’t fucked everything up.’

Emilia burst into a smile as their tear-filled eyes met, her heart pumping so fast and hard that she felt dizzy, and then she laughed in pure delight and leapt forward.

And kissed her.

As their lips met the world faded away, and the light that had been steadily growing within them both burst and shone and wrapped them up, enveloping them and cocooning them tight until there was nothing left, nothing but the two of them.

And all the time in the world.

‘I love you too,’ said Emilia as she pulled away for a second, their foreheads pressed together as their bodies entwined.

Amy laughed in confusion, looking up as they gasped for breath, their lips millimetres apart. ‘Don’t I usually have to say that first?’

‘It was the last thing you said to me, before I left.’

Amy laughed, shaking her forehead as it pressed against Emilia’s. ‘I’ll never let you go again.’

‘You won’t?’ she said, hopeful.

‘Not this time.’

‘Do you promise?’

‘I do.’




*







The front door crashed open as Amy and Emilia fell inside, tugging at each other’s clothes in wild desperation, kissing madly as though their lips were stuck together with ice. 

‘I’ve missed you so much,’ gushed Amy as she kicked her shoes off, sending one flying wildly to the side as Emilia tugged at her own boots, the pair of them giggling wildly as they parted for a split second, hopping around in a brief circle before Amy crashed back into her girlfriend pushing her hard up against the wall and running her ice-cold hands up beneath the hem of her jumper, over her thin cotton vest and up to the curve of her breasts as she gasped and moaned softly.

Quivering with desire, their lips met again as Emilia pushed back, spinning Amy toward the stairs as Cassian appeared from the kitchen.

‘Amy?’ he said, blinking as he stood still, unaware that he was spilling his coffee.

Her eyes swivelled toward him and she grinned, and then a second later she was pulling Emilia up the stairs as she threw off her uppermost layer, her thick wool jumper landing heavily on the bannister and sliding to the bottom as the pair of them reached the top.

Alice appeared a moment later from the living room and grinned happily at the two of them disappearing from view, then she turned to Cassian and winked. ‘Maybe you should sit this one out.’

Upstairs Emilia stumbled, grinning with giddiness as they crashed into the bedroom, the door slamming shut as she kicked it. 

As they kissed hard, her hands shot down to Amy’s waist, fighting with her belt and then unbuttoning her tight jeans, unzipping her with ease and sweeping her palm inside, exhaling with relief as she felt her sweet folds against her skin once more.

‘I want you,’ she whispered as Amy pushed her down onto the bed, shuffling her bottom up into the air and tugging at her thick tights, Amy meeting her halfway and dragging them down to her ankles and off, and then the gorgeous redhead was straddling her, pulling off her jumper and several layers and then unclipping her own bra and sending it sailing as their lips met again.

Emilia’s hand slipped up and cupped Amy’s breast, her thumb sweeping over her nipple and then swirling around it in a circle as their skin and bodies pressed together hard, and then Amy let out a deep moan and buried her face in her neck as she tingled with pleasure.

‘Oh fuck,’ she hissed, gasping for air. ‘I love you so much,’ and then her hand slipped between Emilia’s thighs as the two of them moaned in unison.

‘Yes,’ cried Emilia, not caring that her husband and her sister could hear - that didn’t matter anymore.

Amy was home.

Emilia pulled at her own tops, shuffling them over her head as Amy giggled and helped, one hand pushing them away over her outstretched arms, the other teasing her soaking parting with her fingertips as she writhed.

And then they were naked, and for a moment the two of them just stared at one another, taking each other in, their eyes sparkling with love. 

At last, Amy leaned forward, their bodies curving together as one, Emilia’s arm curling under and around her as her lips came close and she whispered. ‘Every time I kiss you, you get prettier. If that isn’t love, then I don’t know what is.’

Emilia smiled, blushing hard and then Amy leaned close and kissed her, and at the same time she pushed, and her fingers slipped inside and curled up and tapped.

‘Oh,’ she quivered, her whole body shaking delicately as Amy’s familiar touch warmed her insides, her deft fingers forgetting nothing as they played her like a well-loved instrument.

Emilia reached out too, and Amy parted her thighs eagerly, and down she swept over her little round tummy, over and through her mound, finding her slick, luscious lips and running her finger up and down her as she tingled with delight.

‘You feel so good,’ she whispered. 

‘So do you,’ gushed Amy as they held each other hard.

‘Never let me go,’ said Emilia, her free hand holding her tight and close.

‘I won’t, I promise,’ and Amy moaned as Emilia’s fingers parted her and together they writhed.

‘Oh yes,’ said Amy as their breasts pressed together, their legs entwining tighter with each delicate thrust. ‘Yes, oh I love you.’

‘I love you,’ cried Emilia, as she curled her fingers, rubbing herself against Amy’s clit as the two of them made desperate, intimate love.

Amy leaned back, their lips parting for a moment, then she pressed her forehead into Emilia’s and their eyes met, wild and hazy and filled with adoration.

‘I missed this,’ she susurrated, quivering softly as she took sharp breaths.

‘I missed you,’ gushed Emilia and then she felt Amy contract and heard her moan and she kept going, keeping that same gentle pulse, and watched in wonder as her girlfriend’s eyes became oceans of light, filled with stars as they gazed at one another, and then together, they came.

‘Yes,’ she cried, arching her back, her fingers digging hard into Amy’s bare shoulder as her leg muscles tightened and her toes splayed and stretched. ‘Yes, yes, yes,’ she thrust as her girlfriend kept going, spurred on by each other. Higher and higher her climax built and then she fell silent, her mouth wide, her eyes open...

And she gushed.

‘Oooh,’ she moaned, long and hard and loud.

Amy laughed, marvelling down below, watching her fingers sliding in and out as wave after wave of fluid flooded over her palm, soaking them both, and then she twisted in, and cupped her lips over her girlfriend’s nipple and swirled.

‘Oh fuck,’ Emilia’s reaction was visceral.

She thrust up and down on the bed, as if she was possessed, her whole body crunching and flopping and twisting as Amy held her steady, hands outstretched and reaching as she ascended up, up and up into the light.

And then she was free, floating high above the clouds, naked and perfect and pure as she and Amy held hands... and down they drifted, soft and warm, loved and light, toward an ocean that was perfectly still for a thousand miles in every direction.

After a while, her eyelids fluttered open and all she could see was a haze of dark red, like a curtain of threads.

Amy’s hair.

She breathed in through her nose, and then ran her fingers through it slowly, feeling each strand as it brushed against her skin, then she pushed deeper and ran her tips gently across her head.

‘I think you died,’ laughed Amy, turning to look at her. ‘I’m pretty sure your heart stopped.’

Emilia laughed and nodded. ‘I went to Heaven,’ she smiled. ‘You were there.’

‘Of course I was,’ she grinned. ‘I’m an Angel.’

‘We held hands.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Amy suddenly, her voice cracking with emotion.

Emilia frowned. ‘What for?’

‘Everything,’ she said. ‘For not believing in you, for having doubts, for thinking this might not work.’

‘It’s okay,’ she said, reaching out for Amy’s cheek.

‘It’s not okay,’ she said. ‘Cass told us what happened that night.’

Emilia shook her head. ‘It was nothing, I was upset.’

‘You could’ve died,’ said Amy, tears rolling down her cheek now. ‘And all because of me.’

‘That’s not true,’ said Emilia. ‘It wasn’t just you, it was everything. Cass, Alice, you and Mark, but most of all it was me. I wanted too much from all of you, too soon.’

‘No,’ said Amy, leaning in. ‘You were right and you’ve been right all along.’

‘What do you mean?’ said Emilia as Amy snuggled into her neck, her wet tears pressing softly against her skin.

‘I’m pregnant.’

The world spun as Amy’s words warmed her, and for a moment she couldn’t speak, able only to move her mouth and her eyes as she processed this.

And then finally she broke into a smile and gasped. ‘You’re pregnant?’ she said, her hand shooting to Amy’s belly, her fingers sweeping her lovingly as her girlfriend’s hand clamped down over hers, and then they pulled back and their eyes met.

‘Is it?’ she asked, blinking.

‘Ours,’ finished Amy, nodding with glee.

Emilia laughed, biting her lip as her eyes welled up with tears, then she leaned forward and pulled Amy down for a long, slow and tender kiss.

‘We’re going to be mums,’ she laughed as she pulled away.

‘We are,’ said Amy, but then her expression changed as she took a shallow breath. ‘If that’s what you still want?’

Emilia smiled wide, wavered for a moment and then burst into tears. ‘I’ve never wanted anything more.’

She fell forward rolling with Amy as the two of them laughed, giggling as the covers fell away from them and then Emilia shuffled down until her face was an inch from her girlfriend’s pale and rounded belly. 

Now that she could see it up close, it was a little more full than usual and she felt herself both thrilled with excitement and flushed with love as she leaned in and delicately kissed her, watching as her skin rippled with goosebumps, spreading out in a perfect circle around the little mark she’d left with her lips.

The bedroom vibrated as the sound of a car pulling into the driveway resonated through the house, and Amy grinned.

‘That’s the Land Rover,’ she said, raising her eyebrows and turning toward the window, one hand stroking her girlfriend’s long blonde locks. ‘I guess Cass called Mark?’

Emilia’s eyes grew wide with excitement as she processed this. 

‘Mark’s here?’ she said, then she glanced down at Amy’s bare belly again, and her eyes grew wider. ‘Does he know?’

Amy shook her head slowly, a naughty grin on her face as she folded both hands over her chest. ‘I haven’t told him yet.’

‘We should tell them together.’

‘I’d like that,’ said Amy as they both sat up, holding each other’s hands, Emilia pulling her up. Then they fell silent and listened as they heard his familiar knock at the front door, and she felt her skin tingle all over with delight as she held her girlfriend tight in her arms.

A moment later they heard Cassian’s footsteps, followed by the door unlocking and the men greeting, their muffled voices full of happiness as Mark stomped his feet on the mat and stepped inside.

‘How’re you doing?’ he said.

‘All the better for seeing you, mate,’ said Cassian as the girls grinned at one another.

‘It’s good to see you too, pal. I missed you.’

‘Missed you too mate,’ this was followed a second later by a repeated slapping sound.

Emilia whispered. ‘Are they hugging?’

‘I think they are,’ said Amy, her eyes swimming as she mouthed awww. 

‘Where are the girls?’ said Mark.

‘Upstairs,’ said Cassian. ‘Catching up,’ these last two words were spoken with a very clear intonation which made Emilia blush.

‘Subtle,’ giggled Amy, then a moment later her eyes grew wide as two sets of heavy footsteps began to ascend the stairs.

Both girls held their breath, wide smiles filled to bursting as they waited. The footsteps stopped at the top, and then the handle turned and the door opened a crack, and Cassian peered in.

Amy was up first, bounding toward him as the door swung open and Emilia giggled as she leapt onto him, her naked legs wrapping around his waist as he picked her up and almost stumbled backwards, kiss after kiss being planted on his face as he wrapped his strong arms around her back.

Then Mark appeared behind him, grinning madly until his eyes settled on Emilia sat on the bed and he froze, staring at her, taking her in slowly.

‘Hi,’ he said. 

‘Hey,’ smiled Emilia.

‘It’s good to see you,’ he continued, then he took a step closer and up she bounced, running toward him and wrapping her arms around his neck in a close embrace, throwing his hands high up in the air as he stepped back in surprise. Then he closed his eyes, and his arms came down slowly, and wrapped around her naked frame and cuddled her tight.

Then her lips found his, and they kissed long and hard.

A moment later Amy came crashing backwards, pulling Cassian with her by his shirt as she dragged him toward the bed, sitting down on the long edge and tugging him close by his belt, and then Mark picked Emilia up as her smooth legs wrapped around his waist and he laid her down behind Amy and kissed her passionately, running his fingers through her hair.

‘I missed you,’ he growled as his lips moved to her neck.

‘I missed you too,’ she gushed, and then the two of them turned as Amy burst out giggling, and watched as Cassian grinned at them with pride, Amy already holding his thick throbbing cock in her hands, and then taking him deep into her mouth.

As she pulled back, she looked up at him, his eyes now closed, her lips glistening, and then she turned back to the other two, grinning madly. 

‘Oh I missed this,’ she laughed, and then she flicked back and slipped him into her mouth again as she began to suck with enthusiasm.

Emilia giggled as Mark’s cock throbbed between her thighs, and the two of them looked at one another for a split second not wanting to be outdone, and then both of them burst into action at the same time, Mark sitting up and pulling at his jumper as she tackled his belt, grinning with pure glee.

Off his jumper flew, followed by his shirt just seconds later as Emilia whipped his belt free and tore at his jeans, his strong legs straddling her. 

Then he shuffled backwards and down they fell, his boxers bulging hard as he stood before her, proud and ready.

Mark glanced right and smiled at Cassian and his wife as Amy pulled away again, and then Emilia shuffled forward and placed her hands upon his chest and gazed up at him.

‘I love you,’ she said quietly.

‘I love you,’ he said back, without hesitation.

Then he leaned in, but Emilia stopped him, placing her palm on his chest.

‘Wait,’ she said, and she looked across to Amy, her eyes asking the question, and smiled as her girlfriend nodded back.

The men glanced at one another, frowning, and then they looked to Emilia, waiting with curiosity.

‘There’s something we need to tell you,’ said Amy. ‘Both of you.’

‘What is it?’ said Mark, utterly puzzled, his boxers straining.

Emilia looked from Amy to her husband, and then back to Mark before smiling wide. 

‘Amy’s pregnant.’

Cassian was the first to react, grinning wildly as he looked down at her, glowing before him, and then Mark moved as his wife turned.

‘You’re pregnant?’ he said slowly, his eyes unblinking as he looked between her and her belly, her hand gliding over the little round mound as she blushed and nodded.

‘Eight weeks,’ she said.

Mark glanced up at Cassian, a smile breaking slowly across his lips. ‘So that means?’

Amy shrugged and nodded, then reached for Emilia’s hand. ‘It’s ours.’

Mark laughed, his smile now wide and loving, and he reached out and cupped her cheeks at the same time as Amy’s free hand reached for Cassian’s, bringing them all together.

‘We’re having a baby,’ she said, blushing bright red now as tears streamed down her face.

‘I love you,’ said Mark as he leaned in and kissed her full and hard on the lips. Then he pulled back and turned to his best friend. ‘We’re gonna be dads.’

Cassian laughed, shaking his head happily as he looked across at his own wife and nodded slowly, running his free hand through his hair in amazement.

And then Mark turned and gazed lovingly at Emilia, before walking back slowly toward her and taking her fingers in his. 

‘Thank you,’ he said, looking into her eyes. ‘I’m not good at this sort of thing, but you made this happen. You brought us all together, you believed in us. You knew this could work when we doubted it, and you’ve brought us all back together now.’

Emilia felt dizzy as Mark’s words of gratitude washed over her, making her feel warm and fuzzy and full inside, and then she reached up and pulled him close and kissed him deeply. 

As their lips parted she whispered. ‘Thank you,’ and then he pushed her down gently onto the bed, parting her legs as Amy leaned across and pulled down his boxers, giggling with delight as she watched.

Slowly he moved up, kissing her tummy, then the patch of skin beneath her breasts, and then up the valley that lay between as he made his way to her neck.

At the same time Amy shuffled back and lay down beside her, finding her lips as her husband made his way higher and higher, then she reached out and pulled Cassian close, his knees dipping into the mattress between her raised thighs as his thick arms came down either side of her, and then he leaned over and kissed his wife as Mark swept his tongue over her nipple, and she moaned aloud and gasped at the same time.

Then she quivered as Mark’s thick member touched her lips, and pressed against her, and slipped inside.

Amy smiled as their eyes stayed locked, Emilia’s eyes hazing over for a second as their fingers entwined, and then Mark thrust and the two of them moaned in unison, Amy in empathy as pleasure rushed through them both like electricity, and then she turned to Cassian and nodded, and he too slipped inside her, with a delicacy she wasn’t used to, but appreciated more than ever.

She looked up at him and blushed as his hand swept across her belly, and she found his fingers and looked up into his eyes. ‘It’s okay,’ she said, and he nodded and thrust.

‘Oh,’ she cried. ‘Yes. Oh… I’ve missed you.’

Amy’s hand shot up and found Emilia’s, squeezing her fingers tight as their husbands made love to them, thrust after thrust making them moan as their lips met once again, and then Amy’s hand swept up and they touched each other’s cheeks, gazing into each other’s eyes.

‘This is what I want,’ said Emilia. ‘To be with all of you, forever.’

‘So do we,’ nodded Amy as Cassian grinned, the three of them turning toward Mark, waiting for his reply as he smiled at them, their perennial leader, and then, at last, he nodded too.

‘Always,’ he laughed. ‘Always.’




*









CHAPTER EIGHT
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EMILIA SHOOK HER head in wonder and pinched herself as the twin chimneys of Beaumont House came into view once again, but this time, they were her chimneys.

Now it really didn’t seem real.

The Land Rover bounced along the private tree-lined lane, thirty yards behind the procession of removal trucks holding all of their worldly possessions inside - hopefully safely - as each one navigated the bumps and ruts that pockmarked their drive.

It was really happening.

Her skin prickled with excitement as she reached out for Amy’s hand, closing her fingers over hers as they wrapped around the steering wheel, her girlfriend taking her eyes off the road for a second as the two of them glanced at one another, feeling giddy and wild.

‘Are you okay?’ she laughed.

‘No, I think I might pop,’ said Emilia, grinning as they bounced off another pothole.

‘Mark was right, we really should get this driveway done,’ she said as she steered around the root of one of the tall trees. ‘I don’t fancy nipping out for some milk and giving birth in the footwell.’

Emilia leaned over and stroked Amy’s tummy, now just about visible beneath the thick jumper she was wearing. The two of them glanced at each other again, Emilia blushing as Amy glowed. 

‘How’s Alice getting on?’

‘Good,’ laughed Emilia. ‘She’s staying with some friends, a girl she works with… and her husband.’

‘Oh,’ grinned Amy. ‘I wonder what kind of night they had?’

Emilia laughed. ‘With Alice? An eye-opening one I imagine’

Amy giggled, concentrating on the driveway again. ‘Have you thought any more about names?’

‘Sort of,’ said Amy, pursing her lips. ‘So if it’s a boy, I was thinking Faron.’

Emilia nodded slowly, turning her head to one side and frowning. ‘Faron,’ she repeated.

‘You don’t like it,’ said Amy.

‘It’s… different?’

‘And if it’s a girl,’ she continued, brushing her hair aside and ignoring her girlfriend’s reaction. ‘I was thinking Azura.’

‘Okay,’ laughed Emilia, biting her lip. ‘So… no traditional names then?’

Amy shook her head, laughing as she gazed out across the snow-covered meadow that bordered their new home, the trucks pulling to one side and around in front of the property as she drew up beside Cassian and Emilia’s old Fiesta. 

The boys were waiting by the entrance, having driven ahead to get the keys, get inside and start preparing for the arrival of all their furniture.

‘And I suppose you were thinking Annie or Tom?’ said Amy as she flicked off the engine.

‘I wasn’t thinking of Tom?’ said Emilia, innocently as she pulled on her gloves.

‘Oh my goodness,’ laughed Amy. ‘How are the four of us supposed to agree on one name?’

‘Maybe we’ll have to have a vote?’ laughed Emilia as she pulled open her door and jumped down.

‘Hey boys,’ said Amy as she stepped out, helped down by Mark onto the snow-packed grit.

‘We’ve got a problem,’ said Mark, his face serious enough for Amy’s smile to drop in concern.

‘What is it?’ she asked as Emilia came around the front, also noticing the expression on her own husband’s face as he approached slowly, a few steps behind.

Mark sighed and took a breath. ‘The central heating pipes have frozen over, so the whole house is ice cold. It’s about as cold in there now as it is out here.’

‘Oh,’ said Amy, her breath billowing out in front of her as if to illustrate his point.

‘So we’ve got two options,’ said Cassian, leaning against the warm hood of the car. ‘We get everything moved in, pack some suitcases once we find them, and then head to a hotel for the night whilst we get it sorted, but we’d be spending Christmas Day in a hotel room, or…’

‘Or,’ said Mark taking over with a glint in his eye. ‘We camp out in the living room in front of an open fire and wake up on Christmas morning in our new home.’

Emilia grinned. ‘We’re doing that, right?’ she said giddily, looking between each of them. ‘Right?’

Amy laughed, blushing. ‘I think the choice is pretty obvious.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Emilia, biting her lip as she bounced in a circle. ‘This is so exciting.’

Mark laughed as Cassian grinned. ‘We were hoping you might be on board.’

The day after their surprise reunion, Amy had begun making enquiries about Beaumont House once again, calling the estate agent before she’d even left the bed that they’d all fallen asleep in the night before. 

It quickly transpired that their dream home was still on the market and that the seller's circumstances had changed. They were now really looking for a quick sale and had indicated that they would be willing to accept lower offers, on the condition that whoever was buying was able to move fast.

Alan, ever the optimist, had suggested to Amy that if she were to trust him - and increase his commission by point five of a percent - then he would sell both their properties and secure an offer on Beaumont House, within three weeks.

Amy, ever the shrewd negotiator, made a counteroffer, that if he could do it within three days, and complete within three weeks, then he could have an entire two percent on top of his original fee. 

Assuming it was almost entirely impossible, both she and Emilia resumed their near fervent search for a property that would suit all their needs as they dreamt about Beaumont House.

Two days later, Alan came through.

He’d secured two buyers for both their homes. One was a young professional couple, first-time cash buyers, who were moving to the area for work, and the other was a developer, looking to extend their little bungalow and flip it for a profit. He’d even secured their new, even lower offer, which the sellers had readily accepted. 

With solicitors already in place on all sides, everything had moved at lightning speed, and with four of them working the logistics, the whole operation had been smooth, slick and practically military.

Emilia looked up at the half-timber facade, flushing with excitement as her eyes traced the Tudor beams, the pitched roof, and the twin chimneys, one of which they would sleep in front of tonight. Her eyes brushed across the beautiful inset windows, the intricate and ornate brickwork and the little porched entrance with the short flight of steps that led up to the front door.

This was their new home - a home together.

She turned and beamed at Amy and then bounded over, looping her arm through her elbow and grinning before leaning in for a kiss.

Amy pulled back, her eyes wide with surprise. ‘Whoa. What about, you know?’ she nodded toward the removals people, already beginning to unload.

‘I don’t care,’ said Emilia and the two of them laughed and kissed again.

At the same time, Mark kicked away from the Land Rover, circling the girls as Cassian began to walk toward the entrance, then he leaned into and wrapped his arm around his friend’s broad shoulders and nodded up. ‘We did it, mate.’

Cassian laughed. ‘We did alright,’ he nodded. ‘I take it you know how to get a fire going?’

‘I’ve lit one or two,’ he joked as their wives caught up, holding hands and giggling.

Peeling away from his friend, Mark jogged up the steps and pushed open the front door, beckoning the girls to go first as he smiled broadly.

 ‘Welcome, to our new home.’

Amy beamed with joy as she took the first step inside, absentmindedly holding her tummy with one hand and Emilia with the other as she wiped her feet on the mat, and then a moment later they were all in, peering around in wonder as they soaked it all up, smiles all round.

‘I can’t believe this is ours,’ said Amy, shaking her head.

‘I can’t believe we’re here with you,’ said Emilia, resting her head on Amy’s shoulder.

‘I can’t believe what time it is,’ laughed Mark, looking at his watch with concern.

‘Thank you,’ said Amy, turning to Emilia and ignoring her husband’s impatience.

‘What for?’ she said.

‘Believing in us, all of us,’ she said before nodding down toward her belly. ‘And I mean all of us.’

‘You mean Lily,’ she grinned.

‘We’re having a girl?’ said Cassian, frowning at Mark who shrugged.

‘No,’ laughed Amy, blushing and waving her hands. ‘It is a nice name though,’ she nodded.

‘Lily,’ said Cassian, rolling it around and nodding slowly. ‘It’s very pretty.’

‘Come on,’ said Mark. ‘We can talk about names later.’

As Amy smiled on, the four of them quickly set to work directing the removals people, comprised of a team of six men and women who were clearly practised, efficient and methodical, working faster than she could process at first, as furniture, appliances, and then boxes began to spread themselves quickly around their new home. 

Within an hour it had actually begun to look liveable, and within two they had managed to unpack enough to get by for the next few days at the same time as plugging in their fridge freezer and filling it back up with food. Mark had even remembered about an old oil heater that he had stowed somewhere amongst the chaos, and after a rather tetchy twenty minutes, he had emerged from the barn, plugging it in within the lounge and setting up Amy with a hot chocolate and some blankets, allowing her some time to warm back up to a comfortable temperature.

As the sun began to set for the first time on their new home, Emilia sat down on the couch beside Amy and smiled, the wall sconces that lined the room now glowing gently as they watched Mark stack the logs in the fireplace and light the kindling.

‘Where’s Cass?’ she asked as she snuggled in, pulling Amy’s blanket over her own legs as she tucked up.

‘I last saw him carrying the washing machine and heading toward the kitchen.’

‘Did he come back?’ she laughed.

‘No,’ said Amy, shaking her head. ‘But I’ve been so mesmerised watching my husband doing manly things in here that I hadn’t thought to check,’ she laughed.

Emilia slipped out her phone. ‘I could text him?’ she giggled, but a moment later Cassian appeared in the doorway, grinning as he winked in their direction.

‘Is it break time?’ he said, looking around. ‘Didn’t realise we could have one of those.’

‘I’ll be with you in a minute mate,’ said Mark. ‘Just getting the fire going.’

‘I wasn’t talking to you.’

‘I’m pregnant,’ said Amy, faux indignance and a broad grin on her face.

‘I wasn’t talking to you either.’

Emilia’s hand shot to her chest as her eyes grew wide. ‘Me? I’ve just sat down,’ she laughed.

Cassian winked at her. ‘I’m kidding, we’re almost done.’

‘Really?’ said Mark, looking up.

‘Removals are just winding up now, they need us to sign a few things. You want to come with?’

‘Thirty seconds,’ said Mark as he withdrew a flint striker from his pocket and began to scrape the two parts together. 

Emilia watched, smiling happily as the bright sparks flickered into the fireplace and then a moment later they caught and the fine tinder became a little flame that grew and grew with every passing second.

‘It’s beautiful,’ said Amy, snuggling in as the kindling caught and began to smoke and blacken.

‘There,’ said Mark, satisfied as he stood up, brushing his hands and smiling back at the girls - who swooned - before following Cassian out.

‘Oh gosh,’ said Amy. ‘I don’t know if it’s hormones, the fact that we’re literally nest building, or something else, but I am so fucking horny right now.’

Emilia laughed, squeezing Amy’s hand and then reaching over and touching her belly with her warm palm. ‘I can’t wait to meet our little person, you know?’ she said.

Amy’s hand slipped over hers. ‘I know, me too.’

‘We are doing the right thing aren’t we?’ said Emilia suddenly, interlocking their fingers.

‘Bit late to have doubts now, Em,’ blinked Amy.

‘No,’ she laughed. ‘I’m not having doubts. I just need to know. This is okay, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes,’ nodded Amy.

‘Two mummies, two daddies?’

‘Double the love,’ said Amy, shuffling closer.

Emilia blushed, smiling wide. ‘I like that.’

‘We just need one of them to put another one in here,’ said Amy, moving their hands to Emilia’s tummy. ‘And we’ll be all set,’ she grinned.

‘I’d like that,’ she nodded, blushing.

‘I kind of wish I could put it there,’ said Amy suddenly. ‘Is that weird?’

‘No,’ laughed Emilia, giggling as she rocked back. ‘I wish you could too.’

Just then Mark reappeared in the doorway, hesitating for a moment as he became aware that he was interrupting.

‘Sorry,’ he said, slowly. ‘But, you should both come and see this.’

‘What is it?’ said Amy, frowning.

‘Just come.’

Emilia shuffled her legs free and down onto the floorboards, frowning with curiosity as she stood, extending her hand out to Amy and helping her up. Then the two of them, holding hands, walked across their makeshift lounge, enjoying the momentary warmth of the fire as they headed out into the corridor.

There they found Cassian, unhooking their coats from the wall and passing one to Mark who opened it up as Emilia slipped in, Amy doing the same a moment later as Cassian assisted. Then Mark beckoned and out they stepped into the driveway, only to discover that the removals people had all congregated before them, each one perched on the walls or the steps.

And as Emilia stepped out into the cold, she realised why.

Before them all, framed between the trees and the trucks and the fountain, was the most beautiful and dramatic sunset she had ever seen. 

Rays of light cast out in all directions from the slow-moving clouds, twinkling across the deep blue frame, giving way to stretched purples which spread far and wide, descending to gold and orange, burning like the hearth and blossoming into flame as the half-crescent sun dipped beneath the hills below.

Amy gripped her hand tight as they stood, transfixed as the colours spread out before them like a classical oil painting, and she smiled as Cassian took her other hand, and Mark took Amy’s.

And together they stood, as one family, staring out as the last rays faded on this final act, knowing that tomorrow a new dawn would break, that Emilia knew would be just as beautiful, and just as perfect.
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The sun had long set by the time the last removals truck rumbled away down the bumpy lane, Amy and Emilia waving a chilly goodbye from the doorstep before heading back inside and locking the front door at last.

‘We did it,’ said Emilia as Amy turned around and hung the key on the little hook beside the coat rack.

‘We really did,’ she said, nodding with pride as she smiled.

Mark and Cassian had snuck indoors ten minutes before, leaving them to cuddle up as they prepared the living room for the night. 

The house itself was even feeling surprisingly warm, despite the lack of central heating. The fire was now roaring and the flames were beginning to permeate throughout most of the downstairs. This, combined with the body heat of ten people, and the little oil heater that had been working overdrive in the lounge, meant that Emilia was feeling warm enough to remove her jumper at long last, and she smiled as she pulled it up and off over her head, hanging it beside her coat and making Amy blush as she glanced down at the tight little tank top she was wearing underneath.

‘Control yourself,’ laughed Emilia.

‘Around you?’ she huffed. ‘There’s very little chance of that.’

‘Come on,’ she laughed, taking Amy’s hand. ‘Let’s go find the boys.’

Together they walked hand in hand toward the entrance to their new lounge, but as they drew closer, Emilia slowed.

The light was different. It was colourful and twinkling, and her heart soared as she gasped. Then she ran forward, tugging Amy with her as her eyes and her heart filled with childlike wonder.

The lounge was filled with Christmas decorations. The tree was up, fully decorated and wrapped in lights that flashed and sparkled and faded with each rotation, the fireplace was strung with garlands, and on each one, hung on small hooks, were four separate, named stockings. All around the room, now furnished with their sofas and chairs the boys had strung tinsel and an assortment of other decorations, and in the background, there was the faint tinkle of Christmas songs, playing on a little speaker.

It was a winter wonderland, and Emilia’s heart soared with happiness.

‘Champagne?’ said Mark as the pair of them stood in the doorway, mouths open and eyes wide, producing the bottle and three flutes from a rucksack with a flourish as they finally stepped inside. ‘Not for Amy of course, I’ve got something else for you.’

‘Yes please, mate,’ said Cassian, leaning in and taking the flutes whilst Mark set about uncorking the bottle as Amy and Emilia sat back, resuming their places on the now uncovered sofa and tensing as they waited for it to pop, and then a moment later it burst, sending forth a spray onto the old floorboards as it dribbled down Mark’s hand. 

Quickly he poured out three flutes, the bottle and glasses sparkling with a thousand colours as they reflected the lights of the tree, handing one to Cassian, keeping one to himself and jumping up so he could pass one to Emilia, but as he approached he slowed, noticing the expression on her face changing as he got nearer.

‘What’s wrong?’ he asked as Amy and Cassian turned to face her, but all she could do was grin, her face blushing redder by the second.

‘Not for me, thank you,’ she said, barely able to contain herself, and the room fell into silence as she held her breath.

Cassian’s face was the first to drop as his eyes became saucers, then Amy looked down and pulled the blanket aside, gasping and pointing as Emilia stroked her own tummy, bursting with pride.

‘You’re?’ Mark said, still holding the flute out in front of him as the bubbles sparkled and popped.

‘Are you?’ said Amy, still unable to finish her husband’s sentence.

‘Pregnant?’ succeeded Cassian.

Emilia nodded slowly. ‘Yes.’

‘Oh my goodness,’ burst Amy, throwing her arms around her and squealing as Mark and Cassian looked at one another, eyes wide in amazement.

‘I was going to tell you all tomorrow,’ she laughed. ‘But you rather forced my hand,’ she said, looking at Mark.

‘I’m sorry,’ he grinned, glancing down at the drink and then shrugging before gulping it down in one go. ‘There, problem solved.’

Emilia laughed, clapping her hands as Cassian approached, reaching out and taking her fingers as he knelt before her.

‘How far along are you?’

’Ten weeks,’ she smiled. ‘The same as Amy, but I only found out yesterday. I’m pretty irregular, so I wasn’t sure until this month.’

Her girlfriend gasped beside her. ’Em,’ she laughed. ‘Twins!’

‘Yes,’ nodded Emilia enthusiastically, kicking her legs. ‘We can do it all together.’

‘It’s just like you said, we can share clothes, go to baby groups, and take bump photos,’ she trilled, clapping her hands. ‘Oh my goodness, it’s going to be amazing.’

Mark took a breath and looked down at his own glass, then downed that one too, laughing to himself as he shook his head. ‘I’m going to need to build another cot.’

‘Oh gosh,’ said Amy, the smile fading from her lips. ‘What if we both have twins?’

‘Please, stop,’ laughed Mark, holding up the two empty glasses. ‘I’ll need a second bottle at this rate.’

‘This is amazing,’ said Cassian, shaking his head as he sat back on the floor, now covered in an array of rugs, throws, blankets, cushions, pillows and duvets that the two men had hastily assembled from searching all the different boxes scattered around the house as they’d built their own personal winter wonderland. It was a veritable boudoir and the warmth was overwhelming as Emilia gazed across them all, their adoring, love-filled eyes looking back at her with intimacy, affection and adoration as the news sank in.

Then Amy broke the silence. ‘Someone please fuck me.’

The other three immediately burst into laughter, and a moment later Cassian leaned forward, reaching for her as she hurriedly threw aside the blanket and hopped down onto the floor. 

At the same time, Mark jumped up and reached for Emilia, who followed a second later, the four of them collapsing together onto the soft assortment, rolling and giggling as they cuddled in.

Amy spun from Cassian as Emilia rolled onto her back beside her, giggling almost maniacally as her fingers swept across her tummy, pressing into her flesh gently as they traced their way up. 

At the same time, Mark kissed her on the lips, stroking his palm across her flushed cheeks and through her blonde hair as Cassian tackled her feet, pulling off her thick socks as she squealed, kicking her legs as she unwittingly became the centre of all of their attentions.

All of a sudden, Amy was reaching down, unbuttoning her jeans as Mark sat her up, tugging at her tank top, unveiling another thin cotton vest beneath and laughing. 

‘It’s like pass the parcel,’ he grinned as she began to unbutton his shirt.

‘Except we all win,’ laughed Amy running her fingers teasingly along the edge of Emilia’s waist as Cassian caressed his wife’s calf muscles.

As Mark removed her vest, pulling it over her head where it tangled briefly in her hair, Emilia lay back, arching up as Cassian’s thumbs reached her thighs, and then Amy’s hand slipped inside her knickers and teased her lips as she moaned and gasped and laughed.

And then she was up, her legs crossing as she knelt, Amy rising to greet her, her hand still down the gap in Emilia’s jeans as the two of them kissed, Mark’s hand sliding down to her ass as Cassian worked his wife’s jeans loose, her white lace knickers soft to the touch as he knelt behind her, already hard.

As Amy and she kissed, Mark and Cassian knelt beside them both, their big hands sliding over both of their curvaceous bodies, sweeping back and forth and up and down, and then they stopped, breathing hard for a moment as they each looked at one another.

‘I need you,’ gushed Emilia. ‘All of you. I want you, I love you and I need you.’

‘We need you too,’ said Amy. 

And then Emilia’s hand slipped across her tummy, and she bent low, Mark shuffling out of her way as she rolled up the edge of her top, revealing her little bump, and with slow and delicate movements she kissed it softly, inch by inch as they all watched.

A few moments later she rose up, her cheeks red as she took a deep breath and then ever so slowly, she tugged Amy’s uppermost layer up and off and kissed her again.

Now it was Amy’s turn, and Cassian shuffled around, placing his hands around her waist as he stroked her, nestling his kiss into her neck as she reached up behind and slipped her palm around his head, pressing him closer with every peck as Emilia kissed her chest. 

Then Mark was beside her, sliding her long-sleeve top off, tugging it from her arms as each of them squeezed and loved her, making her writhe and swing back and forth in their arms as she wavered and became dizzy with lust.

Down came her jeans, her dark black lace knickers shining in the lights as the curve of her bottom appeared, and then her matching bra pressed into Emilia’s as the two of them held each other, their lips meeting again and again as their men held them tight.

Amy pulled back, breathing hard, eyes aflame as her heart pounded and she turned toward Cassian as Emilia took Mark, both of them falling back as each other’s girl began to undress them, buttons popping, zips flying and belts snapping as they stripped them down in unison.

Emilia kissed her way down Mark’s chest as he grinned whilst Cassian writhed as Amy’s lips closed over his bare nipples, her hand teasing his cock through his boxers as it strained for freedom.

Then at last, together, they worked them free, each girl holding a member in her hand as they grinned at each other and smiled, nodding.

Down they went, taking each man into their mouths as they lay side by side. Emilia swallowing Mark deep and them rising back up as she licked her lips and leaning across to sample Cassian, pausing to kiss Amy before taking her girlfriend’s hand and bringing it alongside her own as she enveloped Mark once more.

Each man, eyes closed as they writhed, groaned in pleasure as their wives took them, straining as they pushed up and down in rhythm. And then they opened their eyes and watched as the girls swapped, Cassian groaning in desperation as his wife’s sweet lips swept up and down his shaft before sliding it so far into her throat he could no longer see himself, and there she looked up at him and smiled with her eyes and he shuddered, and for a moment Emilia thought he’d lost control but then he slowly lowered himself to the floor and looked down again and grinned.

Up she came, taking Amy’s hand and pulling her close as Mark rolled onto his side, propping himself up on one arm as he watched their lips meet, sticky and glistening as they kissed and kissed before them.

Up came Amy’s hands, sliding up Emilia’s back, their bellies touching, their breasts pressed together hard, and the men watched as she released her, unclipping her bra, and then Emilia did the same, and they pulled apart, their underwear falling between them.

Slowly they came back together, nipples touching as they held each other, staring softly into one another’s eyes for a moment as they knelt there, and then Amy turned to the boys and nodded for them to come near, and up they rose.

Mark behind Emilia, his hands on her waist as his cock throbbed. Cassian behind Amy, his hands on her shoulders, sliding down over her front and swooping between their breasts as they giggled at his cheeky move, and then down he swept toward Amy’s knickers and together their men tugged, revealing them and sliding them down until they were hooked around each girls knees.

And then Mark knelt forward, taking hold of himself as Emilia parted her thighs, Amy mirroring her as Cassian drew forward, arching themselves back as they kissed, and moaning hard as each man pressed forward and slipped in.

Amy’s hand swept down fast to Emilia’s clit as less than an inch away her husband’s cock pushed up and deep inside her girlfriend, and a fraction of a second later Emilia did the same, fingers curling around Cassian’s member before returning back and up and circling her redhead’s clit.

‘Yes,’ she moaned, her head falling forward into Emilia’s breasts as her tongue found her nipple, licking it softly before closing her lips around it, her girlfriend arching her back as Mark began to slide in and out of her gently. 

Then her fingers closed around the back of Amy’s head, pressing into her gorgeous red hair and she held her tight, crying out in pleasure, her other hand shooting behind and pulling Mark close as he kissed her neck.

It was pure, hedonistic bliss, and then Cassian kissed her lips as she shuddered and came, her pussy squeezing Mark’s cock over and over as her fast climax rose and fell, a soft undulating moan escaping her lips as all of them kept going.

As she opened her hazy eyes she looked down and smiled at Cassian’s hands holding Amy’s hips tight as he fucked her, his cock sliding in and out just visible between her cheeks and then Amy rose up again and found her lips and they kissed once more as they held each other tight.

And then Amy was twisting away from her and pushing her flat, twirling fast and sweeping her legs up and over her head so that her knees came down either side of her shoulders, her pussy just an inch from her mouth, and down she came.

Emilia’s tongue swept up and down between her girls parting and then her mind melted and the room twisted as Amy’s tongue did the same, mirroring each movement as her fingers curled inside her, and her clit tingled with delight.

On they went, harder and faster, each one pleasuring the other with deft curls. 

‘You taste amazing,’ Emilia gushed as her tongue flooded and tingled, her lips glistening with Amy’s love, and then she sensed Mark moving in behind her, her eyes darkening as his shadow fell across her face and she gazed up and watched, grinning as his cock slipped between Amy’s lips and then a moment later, Cassian entered her and she moaned and twisted and smiled.

In he came, thick and hard and full of love and lust, each thrust and pulse and twitch magnified as her tongue swept up and down Amy, each moan amplified and powerful, echoing throughout the walls of their new home.

And then she could feel the warmth of the fire and closed her eyes and bit her lip and came again, but this time it was different.

This time it wasn’t carnal. It was an orgasm of love, and it felt as though it was resonating amongst all of them and then Mark was sliding out of his wife, and Amy was rolling to one side and then Mark was in front of her, her legs across Amy’s thigh, their hands held tight.

The two men knelt before them quickly, smiling wide, and then in they slipped. Mark into Emilia, Cassian into Amy as the two girls held each other tight, each one closer and closer to orgasm with every tight thrust.

Down Mark’s arms came as he kissed her breast, and down Cassian’s arms came as he kissed Amy’s neck, and then their boys' lips met theirs and Amy hooked her free arm over Cassian and held him tight and Emilia did the same to Mark and all of them pressed together as they kept thrusting and going and going, and going.

‘Oh, oh, oh,’ cried Amy as Cassian grew and throbbed inside her, her tummy filling with love and light as Emilia cried out in unison.

And then Mark moaned and Cassian moaned and then all of the moaned at the same.

And came.

Amy squeezed as Cassian filled her, Mark groaning as Emilia’s pussy milked him, each man shuddering and thrusting and moaning as all of them became one.

One single orgasm that resonated and grew until it was ethereal and the room itself was aglow with love.

And at last, they all pushed toward the waterfall, the sun shining high above the trees and over they went, gushing and tumbling and laughing with love.

Over and up, and up… and up.

To Paradise.

Perfection.

Heaven.
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EPILOGUE
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EMILIA’S EYES FLUTTERED open and her heart glowed with warmth as she felt the touch of Amy, Mark and Cassian all around her. 

It was all exactly as she’d hoped.

Every little detail, as though her heart had manifested it. A confluence of cosmological destiny mixed with human desire, lust and love.

They were all together.

In their new home.

With a family on the way.

And their miracle balloon had never been stronger.

The fire was still burning bright. Mark must have woken in the night and stoked it, adding more logs as the hours grew long, and she smiled to herself, loving him all the more for it as she squeezed Amy’s naked frame softly between her thighs.

She had been dreaming, and she smiled giddily as the memory flooded back.

Cassian had been sat at a little foldaway breakfast table out in the garden, smiling as he’d read the morning paper, a bowl of wholemeal cereal mixed with berries and fruit and a freshly brewed coffee steaming in the light of the brisk spring morning. 

She had been outside in the garden, clipping back an overgrown rose bush that lined the little path that edged the grass that bordered their new home.

And she could hear nothing but bird song and the breeze, and…

‘Mummy? Where’s mum?’ a little girl’s voice had called from down the bottom of the wildflower meadow, and she had looked up to see where it was coming from.

‘She's inside with dad,’ she’d replied, still not able to see her.

‘No, dad’s gone out for a run,’ said another voice.

‘Why don’t you go and ask daddy then girls,’ she’d said kindly. ‘He’ll know.’

Lily had dropped out of a nearby tree a moment later, followed by Azura, both of them landing with a thud, then together they had taken off running toward the house, just as Amy had stepped out into the golden sunshine, wearing slippers and a red silk dressing gown with a cardigan drawn around her shoulders.

‘Mum, come and see what we can do!’ Lily had shouted as she’d turned on the spot and run back past Emilia to the tree again, her sister following her with the kind of renewed energy that only a six-year old could muster.

Together they’d watched as they’d climbed. Their energy and dexterity remarkable, both of them natural gymnasts. Then Emilia had felt a hand on her shoulder as Amy had drawn near, and she’d stood up to greet her with a tender kiss.

‘Mum, stop kissing mummy and come and watch us.’

They’d laughed and looked up at the tree which Lily was hanging down from like a chimpanzee, Azura a few branches lower watching with wide eyes. She’d swung back, then forth, then back again and jumped, landing on her feet on the grass.

‘You be careful,’ they’d said in unison and Lily had rolled her eyes in response, leaving Azura stranded as she’d run off to the far end of the garden and begun to do cartwheels.

‘How are you feeling?’ she had said, turning back to Amy and placing a hand on her round, bulging tummy.

‘Ready to pop,’ Amy had laughed. ‘What about you? Have you told them yet?’

She’d smiled as Amy had reached out and touched her own, not yet visible bump.

‘I think you'd know if I'd told them.’

There had been a metal click at that point and the latch for the rear gate had opened as Mark had come home from his morning run, a light sheen of sweat on his forehead despite the freshness of the air. 

As he’d done so Cassian had stood up and called out. ‘Em, Charlie is awake.’

‘Can you go and get him?’ she’d said, her hand still stroking Amy’s bump.

‘Yeah of course,’ he’d replied, turning to greet Mark. ‘Morning mate, how was your run? Did you see the news?’

The two men had then gone inside, talking animatedly as she and dream Amy had watched them disappear, and then Amy had taken her hand and interlocked their fingers before she spoke.

‘Do you ever think that there are some days, that you just want to save? Moments you just want to bottle up so you can come back to them again and again?’

‘All the time,’ she’d said.

Then Amy had turned back to look at her and grinned, the sun turning her red hair into a fiery mane which became all-encompassing as the world had turned to light, and Emilia had woken up.

It had been a beautiful dream, and she hoped in many ways that it was a premonition. 

Mark was spooning her from behind, his member pressed firmly against her thigh as he shifted in his sleep. She grinned as it pressed up against her bottom. Amy, on her other side, was curled into her, asleep against her shoulder, one arm wrapped beneath her and the other over the top, resting on her thigh, and then Cassian was on the far side, one big leg wrapped over Amy as they all lay as one beneath the thick covers and throws.

Dawn was beginning to break, the dark room illuminated by the fire, everything beginning to turn a deep shade of blue at the edges, and if she turned her head she could see out of the curtain-less windows across the garden, where mist mingled amongst the trees, a white sheen of snow coating every branch she could see.

It was perfect.

The perfect white Christmas morning, the twinkling lights, the decorations, the mistletoe, the presents - that Santa had delivered - beneath the tree, and the snow outside. 

But most of all, she felt like she was home.

Her real home.

Wrapped in the arms of everyone she loved, as she and Amy carried their babies.

‘I love us,’ she whispered, moving her hand down until it was over Amy’s belly.

‘I love us too,’ said Amy, opening her eyes and mirroring her beneath the thick blankets, their hands pressed together, holding each other, caressing each other.

‘Merry Christmas,’ said Emilia.

‘Merry Christmas,’ smiled Amy, her cheeks glowing as she smiled, eyes sparkling in the fairy lights. Beside her Mark wriggled, squeezing her shoulders with his big fingers as he woke, his eyes blinking open slowly before he leaned in and kissed her neck, and then his wife’s lips. Cassian awoke a moment later, finding Amy’s fingers and then Emilia’s belly as he lay awake with his eyes closed.

‘Morning,’ he said. ‘Merry Christmas.’

‘Merry Christmas,’ said Mark, yawning.

‘Isn’t it beautiful?’ said Emilia, nodding toward the window as the sun began to peek above the sill. The four of them turned to watch, holding each other, the girls sandwiched between them, and for a while they all lay still, fingers stroking skin, stealing the occasional kiss.

This is what I wanted, thought Emilia, as the suns rays began to fill the morning sky, filtering through the trees and making the world glow with love, the silence and stillness stretching out for miles all around them as they lay in the warmth and arms of their loves.

After a little while, Mark stood up and stretched, looking at Cassian and winking before he made his way across the room, the girls' eyes on him as he moved, naked and bristling with muscle before he knelt down at the far end and picked up two unseen presents. A moment later Cassian joined him, kneeling beside him and exchanging a glance.

‘You need to be standing for this,’ said Mark, looking back at the girls. ‘Eyes closed.’

Amy laughed. ‘Can we get dressed first? It’s cold.’

‘No,’ said Mark, winking at her.

She shook her head and exhaled, standing up slowly and wrapping herself in a blanket as she reached out for Emilia who did the same.

‘No blankets,’ said Cassian.

Amy screwed up her mouth and mock scowled as she dropped hers and then looked at Emilia, who shrugged and did the same, utterly confused.

The two of them held hands as they drew closer, and then came to a stop behind the men.

‘What is it then?’ said Amy, trying to peer curiously, but the men remained unusually secretive, their backs turned toward them, hunched over.

‘Eyes closed,’ said Mark.

Amy huffed. ‘Fine,’ she said, glancing at Emilia who was blushing red now. 

Together they closed their eyes.

Emilia listened carefully as the men shuffled and moved, then there was a slap of skin, that sounded like a handshake, and her tummy suddenly filled with butterflies. Were they going to-

‘You can open your eyes now,’ said Cassian.

Emilia’s eyes shot open and she looked down to find Mark, kneeling in front of her, smiling wide and proud, holding a ring up toward her. And to her left, was Cassian, holding another ring up to Amy.

‘Will you marry us?’ they said in unison.

Emilia gasped, her hands shooting to her mouth.

‘Yes,’ laughed Amy as she jumped up and down, giddy with excitement, her palms on her cheeks.

‘Yes,’ squealed Emilia half a second later, giggling with joy as she hopped in a circle and then fell to the floor, throwing herself into Mark as Amy did the same to Cassian. 

There, naked and held in the arms of each other’s husband, they smiled at one another, giddy with excitement and love as each man slipped a beautiful matching ring on over their fingers.

Emilia gazed at hers softly, rotating it this way and that and then squeezing Mark tight as Amy did the same with Cassian, both of them showering their men with kisses, and then Emilia looked across at Amy and grinned, as that same knowing look came back at her, and the two of them shuffled forward, kneeling down in front of each other, and sliding off their rings again until they were holding them in their fingers.

For a moment they simply stared at one another in silence as the men looked on, and then Amy spoke first.

‘Emilia,’ she started, stumbling as her throat tightened with emotion. ‘Will you marry me?’

Tears began rolling down her cheek as she nodded, and then she held out her hand as Amy placed the ring on her finger again, then she spoke.

‘Amy,’ she choked up immediately, laughing for a moment before settling herself. ‘Will you marry me?’

‘I will,’ she said, and Emilia took her little fingers, and slipped her ring on too.

And then Amy reached out for her and pulled her close, taking Mark’s hand and collapsing into Cassian so they were all together as one. 

Arms, legs, heads, hands, and rings, tangled together as a single unit.

A family.

In love.

Forever.

And Emilia smiled.




THE END




Thank you for reading the adventures of Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark. I hope you’ve enjoyed it, and whilst this part of the story has come to end, the saga has not.




Next up is The Paramour, Emilia’s favourite naughty book. Now you can experience first hand the story that inspired it all.




If you’d like to read more about the adventures of Alice and all of her special friends, then check out my #1 bestselling Taboo Fantasies series - introducing Elsie and Cole and a menagerie of other exciting and very naughty characters, including cameos from Emilia, Cassian, Amy and Mark.
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THE PARAMOUR

A Romantic Victorian Ménage 
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A ruthless Duke, an insatiable Duchess, the innocent widow of an enigmatic Lord, and a love triangle that could bring down a monarchy. 




The Paramour: A Romantic Victorian Ménage is a companion novel to the Erotic Swingers series.












Emilia is feeling naughty. Her husband Cassian is away on business, a storm has knocked out the power, and her sister Alice has given her a copy of a very rude historical romance. Snuggle into the candlelit past as Emilia reads The Paramour, an erotic Victorian ménage set amongst the dangerous streets of London, and the wet and wild highlands of Scotland.




When Lord Rosewood is brutally murdered on his own doorstep, his widow Victoria finds herself plunged headlong into a living nightmare of slander, treachery and betrayal.

So when her late husband's sister, the Duchess of Kilburn, invites her to take refuge at their family home in Scotland for a few weeks, so she can mourn away from the perpetual and increasingly treasonous accusations surrounding her husband's mysterious past, she gratefully accepts.

But when she arrives in Helton Bay, she finds herself unconscionably and irrepressibly attracted to the Duke, and even more shamefully to her intoxicating, beautiful and passionate sister-in-law Elizabeth, and as revelations of a conspiracy against the Crown come to light, Victoria finds that her own life may be in danger too.

With nowhere left to go, could there be a place for her here, amidst the dark mountains and deep valleys surrounding Gravesdown Castle? A place in The Duke and Duchess's home... and their hearts?




Emilia certainly wants to know, and the idea of a husband and wife sharing their love with another woman is filling her with all sorts of naughty and exciting feelings that she wants to explore. She’s due some alone time… but that’s not what she really wants. She wants more, much more… she just doesn’t know it yet.















PROLOGUE - EMILIA
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EMILIA FORCED THE front door closed behind her as the wind whistled and howled against her back.

She could smell the rain permeating her thick coat, stirring a pleasant, musty, and dank memory. It reminded her of her childhood, when her father would return home from work each day, having walked home in all weathers from the train station. She would run down the stairs shaking with excitement - her big sister Alice just a few steps behind her - tackling him with hugs and kisses and love. It felt so good.

She shook her battered umbrella, astonished that it had held out during the short walk from the bus stop to her home, then she slipped her drenched overcoat off down her slender shoulders and bundled it up into her arms.

The short entrance way to her bungalow was dark and her eyes strained to see the familiar shapes of home in the corridor as she wiped the rain from her face and sneezed, covering her mouth and then huffing in frustration. A cold was the last thing she needed right now.

She took a great deal of pride in her immune system, having worked at her local hospital for several years. She imagined that constant exposure to a variety of illnesses, viruses and colds meant that she had somehow developed a sort of super immunity, but she knew that was nonsense.

She squeezed her wet coat, feeling the reassuring shape and weight of the secret little shameful bundle inside her deep coat pocket, and for a moment she blushed.

She mustn’t think about that right now. She had all night.

Her priority was to get in, and get some dinner. Something hot and a little spicy perhaps? Not too spicy. No chilli. Definitely no chilli. But something that might just knock her sniffle on the head, for tonight at least. She might even go wild and have cup of coffee whilst she cooked too. Perhaps a glass of wine? She smiled again and then reached out blindly, fumbling for where she knew the light switch would be, and clicked.

An early night wasn’t on the agenda in any case.

Not tonight.

She felt along the edge of the little package for reassurance, and then realised that the light hadn’t come on.

Her mind had been so preoccupied with her train of thought that she hadn’t realised and it had taken her a few seconds to catch up.

She clicked the switch on and off a few more times, as if doing so might remind it of its purpose, but it was no good.

She turned around and stood on tiptoes to look through the frosted porthole of her front door.

All the houses on her road were dark. The street lamps were dark too. In fact, the only source of light she could see, was from the gentle and telltale flicker of candles coming from old Mrs Brown’s bungalow opposite.

A power cut.

A shiver of irrational dread ran through her. Something primal, an echo of her childhood fear of the dark. She shivered and did her best to brush the memories away.

It was going to make cooking a little more challenging, that was all - nothing more, nothing less.

She wasn’t quite sure where the candles were, but it wouldn’t take too long to find them. She slipped her phone out of her pocket and tapped the torch icon, illuminating the floor around her in a stark circle of bright light.

With an unsteady confidence and a tingle of apprehension she walked towards the kitchen, doing her best not to jump at the shadows as they rose and fell around her, privately cursing her husband Cassian for being away on business, again. Although, if he wasn't, she wouldn’t be able to enjoy what she was planning to do this evening.

As she made her way through the house she began to draw each curtain closed as she passed, shuddering at the intrusive thoughts of clown faces or pale ghosts looking back at her through the rain soaked panes. She did her best to shut out her imagination, but she was only partially successful, causing her to run the last few feet into the kitchen as a spike of fear and giddiness overwhelmed her, sending tingles down her spine.

She pulled open the drawer next to the oven and rummaged near the back, shining the torch inside as best as she could. Her fingers brushed across the course striking surface of the matchbox and she picked them up, gently shaking the little tray only to discover there were just a few remaining. She swore silently - they’d been on the shopping list for ages. She closed the drawer and turned around, jumping at her own reflection in the kitchen window.

The candles were up high, in a cupboard above the fridge, and she would need to grab a stool first and that was in the garage.

Cursing her height she shuffled over to the connecting door and turned the key, which was already sitting in the lock. The wind was louder in here. The noise, the darkness, and the fact that she was alone, made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. She knew it was her imagination, but there was one corner of the garage, that always seemed to be darker than the rest.

She picked up the little stool and darted back out, slamming the door closed behind her and leaning against it to breathe. It was silly, but she’d watched one too many horror movies recently to take any chances.

The stool was heavy and she plonked it down on the cold tiles, the squeak of the wood reverberating throughout the unnaturally quiet house, then she stepped up onto it and opened the swing top cupboard door. Inside, she saw a box of tea-lights and two much taller, free standing candles.

Perfect.

She grabbed them and stepped back down, placing the box on the marble surface of the counter, then she reached into her pocket for the matches and struck the first one, the smell of sulfur dioxide filling her nostrils.

It was a dud, barely catching and then snapping in half.

She tried again.

Another dud.

‘Shit.’

There were only four more.

She struck again, harder this time and her eyes blinked as the flame flared into life.

Carefully and slowly, she lit the tallest of the two long candles and watched, smiling as the wick caught and grew, illuminating the kitchen in a soft and friendly glow.

Working quickly, she used the flame to light eight more tea-lights and spread them around to make enough light to cook by. The effect was warming and comforting.

The gas was still flowing. She could see the gentle flicker of the pilot light in the corner, but the ignition spark would be dead, so she placed the last matches down beside the hob and set about preparing her dinner, with a little less fear and apprehension than just a few minutes ago.

Cassian often spent time away from home on work trips, usually just for a few days. She didn’t mind as much during the summer months but during the winter she found it harder to be alone for nights on end as the days grew shorter and colder. She missed him dearly.

Sometimes if her sister was in town, she would invite her over for takeaway, and they would fall asleep on the couch watching films together like they’d done so many times as teenagers.

Tonight however, was different. Tonight she didn’t want any company at all.

As she stirred the rice and turned down the flame, she leaned back against the kitchen surface, and thought about her secret little package, and then panicked.

Where was it?

She shot forward, picturing scenarios where she’d left it in plain sight somewhere, unable to find it until Cassian returned, questioning her as she paled, her stomach hollow as he judged her.

She rushed through into the darkness and then turned and laughed with relief, seeing the little bundle in the corner of her eye, still wrapped up tight in her coat which she had abandoned on the marble surface near the garage door.

It was safe.

She took a deep breath, and smiled to herself. She needed to relax.

It wouldn’t be long now.

A little while later, full up, satisfied and feeling energised as she bounded up the stairs three at a time, Emilia switched on her bedroom light and immediately felt silly as it failed to come on.

Holding her candle and her little package in one hand, she shut the door behind her, and then placed both the secret bundle and the makeshift lantern down on the side table.

Her bedside drawer was open a crack and she slid it right back and delved inside removing another small box of tea lights, and lighting six in quick succession. The room glowed with yellow warmth.

At least the gas was still working. She touched the radiator by the window and enjoyed the sensation as it warmed her cold hands.

The flicker of candlelight was soothing and she smiled as she began to undress.

She felt so naughty, unzipping her little black dress and letting it fall down from her shoulder, revealing her white lace camisole and matching knickers as she watched herself in the floor length mirror. After a moment of salacious self admiration, she tiptoed around to the larger set of drawers at the end of their bed, and rummaged inside.

Beneath her underwear, hidden away inside a red velvet draw string bag, were her toys.

She didn’t have many, and quite frankly she was terribly ashamed that she had any at all, but her sister had persuaded her that it was okay to take care of herself once in a while, particularly when Cassian was away.

She loosened the string and widened the neck, then slipped her hand inside and fumbled around in the dark. Her fingers closed over her rabbit, the smooth silicone shaft and the soft little ears making her shiver with delight. It never failed to make her come.

The first time she’d used it alone she’d passed out afterwards and only woken up when she’d heard Cassian come through the front door at six in the morning. She’d managed to dart into the en-suite and wrap it up in a towel just in time before he’d snuck upstairs into the bedroom.

She took it out and placed it aside, dipping back into the bag again and removing her new wand. She hadn’t tried this one yet, and tonight seemed like a good opportunity. It resembled an old handheld massager. The head had eight different modes which could be adjusted at the touch of a button near the base.

She flicked it on, and the noise startled her. It was louder than her rabbit, and more intense, and it was only on the lowest setting. Her eyes widened and she placed it down next to the other one, then she turned round and threw back the covers of the bed, temporarily hiding her package as she clambered inside and placed her toys within easy reach beneath the duvet.

She took a deep breath and smiled to herself. She was so excited that she felt giddy. Her whole body was trembling and when she breathed in she shuddered.

She licked her dry lips and grinned.

There was something about trying something new that never failed to send taboo shivers of desire and lust through her. She was worried that one day she might find her limit and never experience the feeling again, but for now she revelled in it.

She knew, that right now, if she were to just slip her fingers inside her knickers then she would likely come within a few minutes - quick and dirty. It would feel good, but she didn’t want good, she wanted a slow build up. She wanted to let herself brew - to gently simmer like a pressure cooker - until she was sweating and writhing and shuddering and the windows were steamed up and dripping wet.

That’s what she wanted.

That would feel toe-curlingly, skin-tinglingly, mind-meltingly, incredible.

She fingered the edges of her shameful little wrap. This was what was going to take her there.

A book.

The Paramour.

Alice had told her about it. Her licentious, practically libertine sister. It was her favourite novel.

Her older sibling delighted in making her squirm. They were born just three years apart and although they looked similar - practically identical - and shared family colloquialisms and mannerisms as well as a number of interests, they were polar opposites when it came to sexual ideologies.

Emilia had married her childhood sweetheart and had never slept with, or even kissed another man. Alice on the other hand, had slept with more men and women than she could ever hope to recall.

On the night that she and her husband had married, Alice had ended up in bed with three of Cassian’s groomsmen, much to Emilia’s horror when she found out the following morning.

So when she had recommended a book, Emilia knew that it was likely to be raunchy. Initially she’d balked at the idea of reading an erotic historical romance, but the idea had simmered, and eventually she had given in to her curiosity and borrowed Alice’s copy.

It was still wrapped in the anonymous brown paper wrap that her sister had carefully concealed it in.

She bit her lip and smiled as she ran her finger along the seam, splitting it apart neatly and carefully until it fell loose and unfurled, revealing the misleadingly conservative cover inside. Before she’d committed to borrowing it, she’d read a sample online. The contents were anything but conservative.

She frowned.

This was a new copy. The spine was undamaged, the cover was clean and crisp. There must have been some mistake. She looked around, turning it over in her hands, and then saw that there was a note loose amongst the wrap. She picked it up and unfolded it.




Emilia,




This one’s yours, so you can read it over and over, to your vagina’s content.




Alice x




She blushed, grinning as she shook her head and marvelling at the power of her sister’s reach when it came to making her feel self-conscious.

Neatly and fastidiously, she folded up the wrapping paper and the note to be composted later, and set it aside on the floor of the bedroom before picking up the little book and stroking her palm across the cover, whilst breathing in the scent of the fresh, never before opened pages.

She had collected it in person, before returning home. Alice was never one to miss an opportunity to embarrass her younger sister and she hadn’t wanted to risk her turning up a day earlier and handing it to Cassian with a wink, or worse, leaving it with her nosy next door neighbour Josie.

After work she had taken a detour through the flooded streets of Oxford and dropped by her sisters gym, struggling not to turn a deep shade of crimson as Alice had grinned, winked and wished her an evening full of orgasmic joy.

For days now she had been excited in anticipation of this very moment, at times it had almost been embarrassing. On a few occasions she’d found herself day dreaming at work only to come around and discover that she was so overwhelmingly aroused that her face was flushed red and her hands were shaking, not to mention what was happening between her thighs.

Now that moment was here.

She pulled off her camisole and let it fall off the side of the bed as she took a deep, heaving breath. Then she curled her toes and grinned, and slipped down beneath the duvet, tingling at the smooth texture of the satin cover against her soft pale skin.

For a moment she panicked, wondering if she’d locked the door, then she relaxed as she remembered that Cassian wouldn’t be home until tomorrow at the earliest.

Finally, and with a considerable amount of reverence, she reached down and picked up the book, rolling over so the candlelight illuminated the textured matte cover.

Then she opened the first page, took a deep breath, and began to read...




*









CHAPTER ONE
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‘DON’T YOU THINK it unusual?’ said Lady Victoria to her husband, turning back and looking down out of the large bay window of their Westminster home, into the fading light of Green Park.

‘No, dear.’

‘But he’s been there for almost two hours now.’

She watched with glaring curiosity as the gentlemen whose presence had been concerning her since she’d returned home, glanced up in her direction. For a moment he looked directly at her, and she saw for a flash that he bore a deep scar that ran the breadth of his face. Then he turned away, blowing a great billowing cloud of pipe smoke up into the dusky grim smog.

‘He’s quite aware that I am watching him,’ she said as she combed a thick tangle out of her long auburn hair.

‘For goodness sake, close the curtains,’ came the curt and impatient response.

She took a deep breath and reluctantly averted her eyes from the loiterer. In the distance the windows of the Palace were beginning to glow a deep shade of orange as the red sun finally dipped below the horizon.

Further down the street she watched with fascination as the newly erected arc lamps began to flicker on, each one glowing with bright white light as they came to life, dazzling her eyes. Two horse drawn carts rolled past below, the horses startled by the sudden and stark illumination. The noise of the hooves and the wooden wheels against the cobblestone was loud enough to feel, even at this distance. As they drew level she glanced up to look for the man once more.

‘He’s gone,’ she said with alarm.

‘Good, perhaps now you’ll close the curtains and forget about him.’

‘But where did he go? I only glanced away for a moment,’ she looked back at her husband, sat reading in his arm chair beside their bed.

He peered up at her from the pages of his tome and smiled wearily. ‘Perhaps your aggressive and inhospitable stare had him pinned in place this entire time?’

‘Richard,’ she tempered, admonishing him and turning back toward the darkening grounds, searching urgently between the trees and benches as they faded imperceptibly into the gloom. There was something about the man - the vagabond - who had hidden amongst the shadows for so long, that felt wrong.

She shook her head and sighed, finally yielding and reaching for the thick ropes which tied back the large sash drapes adorning the bay. She tugged one side loose and then the other, enjoying the gentle swish of air as each one fell into place. As she went to turn away, she couldn’t resist one final look out across the park, parting the curtains and peering through, but the man with the scar was gone.

Hopefully for good.

She sensed movement behind her and screamed as a pair of large hands gripped her tightly around her waist and pulled her backwards, her fear quickly turning to delight as her husband’s strong arms spun her round and picked her up, hoisting her into the air by her bottom and carrying her over toward their bed where he lay her down.

‘You are a brute,’ she blushed as he spread her legs, kneeling on the bed before her, unbuttoning his waist coat and staring down at her with unconcealed lust in his devilish eyes. ‘Did you tire of your book at last?’

‘I tired of your nonsense,’ he grinned. ‘Now I intend to silence you.’

Her husband was a man of great passion, which had come as a rather pleasant surprise after their marriage.

She remembered her coming out ceremony fondly. Though her mother had nearly crushed her soul in the years leading up to it. It was the morning that she had met her husband to be, although they would not meet again for several weeks.

The day itself had been even more wondrous, grand and beautiful than she had been led to believe, and her hopes had been set high by her older sister Grace, who had been through it and married her suitor a few months prior.

She had spent her formative years playing piano, singing, painting, learning sewing and needlework, practicing languages, developing her understanding of geography and classical history, reading and performing Shakespeare, memorising the peerage, the gentry and the lineage of the monarchy, all under the strict and often brutal tutelage of Governess Castille.

The weeks leading up to her standing before the Queen as a debutante were filled with anxiety, trepidation and panic, preceded by hours of curtsy rehearsals with agonising repercussions for failing to keep her face toward the Monarch - her chin at precisely the right angle or her knee height at the correct depth.

It was during her coming out, that her now husband, Lord Richard Rosewood had first laid eyes upon her. Ten years her senior, he had applied to and received an invitation from the Lord Chamberlain, and by pure luck - or destiny as he professed on many occasions - he had been invited to attend on the same day as she was being presented.

According to the story, he had left immediately upon seeing her, which had caused quite a stir at the time, insisting that despite the Royal custom, he had no intention of wasting his or anyone else’s time. Before she had left the Palace, he had invited her to accompany him to the Royal Ascot, alongside a chaperone of her choosing.

Victoria had argued that it was more appropriate to be chaperoned by her sister, who was agreeable to the arrangement, but her mother had objected and overruled them both, insisting that she was the only one capable of such a remarkable and trying feat.

Despite her protestations at almost everything, all three of them had survived the day and within months, she and Lord Rosewood were married. Throughout their courtship they had found themselves dogged at almost every step by her suspicious and virtuous mother who seemed to assume that if she had turned her back for just one second she would return to find them in an indecorous and wholly unbecoming state.

She would’ve been right.

On one occasion, when she had been taken ill during a day out at the beach, they had shared their first kiss beneath a parasol. That night, she had discovered a lot more about her own body than all of the books she had read on the subject of biology combined.

Their wedding night however, had been a complete re-education.

Victoria had not been prepared.

It was a night she had never forgotten, and now three years on, she welcomed his passion with as much fervour and delight in the present as she had back then.

Her warmth throbbed as her husband’s shirt fell away, revealing his toned physique beneath.

Desperate for him, she leaned forward and pulled at his trousers, feeding the buttons with her thumbs and then tugging them down hard as he surged forth. She took him in her hand and ran her fingers up and down his length, feeling him as he hardened and squeezing him gently as she grinned. Then he pushed her back down and slid his hands up her thighs, hiking her nightgown up above her hips and gazing down at her natural nethers.

She braced herself for him, closing her eyes and biting her lip, her whole body quivering gently in quiet anticipation. But to her surprise, and with great tenderness, he leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips, stroking the side of her face with his palm as she opened her eyes and looked up at him.

Then he slipped inside her parting as she held his gaze, and moaned.

Her arms embraced the rough skin of his back, her fingers tracing their way down across his scars.

As a decorated officer, he had fought in the South African War and bore the wounds of battle with pride, though he talked little of his time in combat.

As she held him tight she felt him pull back and then thrust into her as his lips found her neck, quivers of pleasure and desire pulsing through her body. She moaned softly into his ear as he kissed her again and again, her skin tingling as he thrust and thrust.

‘Oh, Richard.’

He felt so thick and strong inside of her as she wrapped her legs around him, squeezing him as he made love to her, desperate for him to fill her belly with his seed, and as she ran her fingers through his hair, she felt him pulse. Then a moment later, his body shuddered and tightened as his love flowed into her, and as he did so she felt herself blush and smile, breathing deeply and closing her eyes as the beauty of the sensation quivered through her veins, making her toes curl and her fingers stretch.

Finally he fell forward, spent and limp and smiling as they held one another close. His palms still pressed into her cheeks as he kissed her over and over.

After a while, as their breathing settled, he rolled to the side and lay next to her, gazing up toward the ceiling in a haze.

Victoria lay still, her arms folded neatly across her chest, hiding her bosom as her husband’s seed warmed her womb. She watched as he stretched, his naked body toned but thin - almost gaunt - and yet she knew his strength and ferocity was unmatched among his peers.

Her sister-in-law, The Duchess of Kilburn, had once told her the story of a man, much larger in stature and build than her brother, who had challenged him to a one-on-one brawl at a rather infamous and rambunctious sparring club that he frequented during his youth.

The larger man had begun the fight in a friendly enough manner, landing a few minor blows, but during the course of the fight he had become increasingly aggressive, perhaps in light of his smaller opponents nimble feet and short, yet powerful jabs.

It quickly became apparent that the man was losing his temper and her husband had tapped out, signalling that he wished to end the dual before it became more serious, but the larger man was not satisfied and attempted to land one further devastating blow.

Charged by this action, the young Lord Rosewood had quickly stepped to one side, stamping down on the man’s leg and breaking it clean in half, in the same instant knocking the man unconscious with a blow to the side of the head so hard that the gentleman had needed hospitalisation for some weeks following.

All of this had happened so fast that it hadn’t been immediately apparent to those watching, what had actually occurred, leading some of his peers, in the chaos that followed, to spread the rumour that he had in fact killed his opponent with a single blow.

As the weeks and months passed, her husband had found himself short of sparring partners as his reputation - and the persistent rumour of the other man’s death - had preceded him.

When Elizabeth had told her this story, the two of them were still courting. Victoria had wondered at the time if the tale had been intended to put her off, but to the contrary it had only incensed her desire for him, and she had spent a great many nights prior to their wedding, imagining the myriad ways that he might deflower her.

All of them had been surpassed by the reality.

That night she had become a woman. Her girlhood left firmly behind.

She smiled to herself, and then her eyes fell. Sadly, no amount of satisfaction had blessed them with a child.

Her mother had of course, shamed her at great length, in front of her and her husband and all of their friends and family on several occasions, regaling them with how she had given birth to four children in her time - two of which had died - leaving her older sister and herself to suffer her unrelenting abuse. Victoria had sworn, that were she to be so lucky as to bear a child for her husband, that she would do everything in her power to become the very antithesis of the heartless matriarch of Orchard House, her childhood home.

Despite Victoria’s propensity to rebel against almost anything that her mother coveted or valued, she was desperate for a family of her own. She dreamed of one day having two boys and a girl and she knew that her husband did too. They had tried since barely a day had passed beyond their wedding, attempting everything they could to conceive, even going as far as visiting Cerne Abbas and having a rather rambunctious time upon the giant’s… tackle.

She blushed at the memory.

Despite their longing, his patience with her was saintly. He had never once complained or become abject with her, preferring to smile and nod and tell her they would try again each month as she again confirmed the news that each of them knew to be so.

She lay back, her fingers crossed and her eyes closed as she prayed, though she had begun to doubt that God was listening.

There came a sharp knock at the door. As the sound jolted through her, her breath caught in her throat.

It was hard and piercing, as though committed with a cane or a blunt object. The hour was late and the sun had long set across the park so Victoria’s mind immediately fell to the urchin-like scarred man who had lingered in the shadows for so long.

Could it be him?

She suddenly found herself afraid. ‘Richard, who can that be?’

‘Someone from Cable Street, I would imagine,’ he said, standing up.

‘At this time of night?’

‘At any time of night.’

Her husband worked for the constabulary, although in what capacity she knew not, but it had to be important. He was a Lord after all, he was never going to be patrolling the streets at night. She suspected he was acting as some form of consultant, given has military past.

Despite her upbringing, or perhaps because of it, she was keenly interested in his work and had spent their years together absorbing, relishing and cataloguing any morsel of information about his life beyond the walls of their home. But he was secretive, and careful, and she was afraid to delve too deep, for fear of what she might discover, or how he might react were he to realise her obsession.

He quickly pulled on his trousers and began to head toward the bedroom door.

‘Can Miss Dawson not receive them?’ she asked, knowing the answer.

Her husband had long eschewed the employ of servants within their household, but after recognising the sheer amount of housework he would have been expecting his wife to undertake, he had eventually acquiesced and employed a solitary housemaid who serviced several middle class properties in the vicinity. It had long been a source of reproach and sniggery from both their friends and family, but Victoria had accepted her husband’s compromise as readily as she loved him.

‘Miss Dawson is away,’ he grunted, pulling on his shirt.

‘Be careful then,’ she said, an inescapable feeling of dread creeping across her chest. She knew that feeling as she had experienced it once before - many years ago, when she was little. She shook the dark memory from her mind.

He glanced across at her and smiled, shaking his head as he saw the look on her face. ‘There’s nothing to be concerned about, dear.’

The rat-at-tat-tat of the front door echoed through the house again, sharp and cruel, making her jump in fright.

‘Impatient bugger,’ he said as he turned on his heel and marched out of the room toward the stairs.

Victoria leapt out of bed as she listened to his footsteps descending the wooden staircase, slow and methodical but with an edge of anger at their mysterious visitors impertinence. She approached the window and twitched the curtain aside, looking down into the brightly lit street, craning to see who it was that so urgently needed to speak with her husband.

She tried to relax, taking a deep breath as she peered down.

Their home was often bustling with men, coming and going during the day as they met with him for all manner of reasons, but this was unusual. Her husband never encouraged visitors at night. It was their time. But something had changed in him recently.

At first she had tried to rationalise it, telling herself that he was simply more tired and more drawn than usual, but that only raised further questions. Then she had begun to worry that she was at fault, perhaps her persistent infertility was beginning to drag him away from her? Was she no longer exciting to him? Was he seeking affection elsewhere? She had quickly come to the conclusion that all of these theories were simply hysteria, an imagination run wild and paranoid. But vindicating herself didn’t change his manner. Something was driving his mood, and the only remaining conclusion was his work.

Now, down there in the street, were men - two of them - with wide brimmed hats hiding their faces standing on the dark stone steps of their home late at night, and the mystery deepened.

One was looking out over the park, the other facing the door, a few steps back.

Her brow furrowed.

There it was again, that tingle of doubt, that instinctual fear that something was wrong, but she couldn’t place her finger on it. It felt intangible and hard to pin down. She stared down at the scene below her.

The man was too far back.

It didn’t make sense to her. He was five foot or more from the door.

It seemed almost defensive. If one was waiting for another to open the door in order to greet them with urgent news, one would be stood closer to the threshold, eagerly awaiting an invitation to ingress.

This man was poised to run. As though he might be expecting her husband to strike him.

And then he shifted… and she saw the pistol.

The air around her became as thick as treacle as her blood ran cold.

She tried to scream but found that she couldn’t. It was as though her mind had disconnected from her body. She willed her limbs to move but they wouldn’t obey. She was paralysed with fear.

She heard the click of the latch.

Saw the door jerk backwards.

And watched in horror as the man’s arm twitched and then swung upwards in a slow arc.

She couldn’t see his face.

All that she could see was the revolver.

She closed her eyes as the bullet left the chamber.

The sharp crack echoed and the sound hit her like a slap in the face, and she twisted and fell.

Then there was another crack, quieter somehow, as though her hearing was dulled. She lay on the floorboards of the bedroom, listening to the slow beat of her heart, her eyes wide and unblinking as time drew out.

Inches from her nose, a spider moved past her in slow motion, each of its eight legs rising and falling with skin crawling precision.

She breathed in.

Richard.

She scrambled up and fled toward the bedroom door, tearing through and sliding as she reached the top of the stairs, crashing to the floor and then staring down in gut wrenching horror as her husband’s limp body fell with a thud.

This wasn’t happening.

This couldn’t be happening.

The porch was empty.

The two men were gone.

For a moment there was nothing but silence as the acrid smell of gunpowder hung in the air.

Then at last, as she watched the dark red blood pool around her dear husband’s head, Victoria screamed.




*









CHAPTER TWO
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A VIGOROUS WIND drew across the park, whispering between the trees as spots of ice cold rain began to fall. All morning dark clouds had gathered overhead as the deep London smog had thickened. The air across the city had seemed to congeal since the day Victoria’s husband had been murdered. Great billowing clouds of deep fog had permeated the streets, seeping between the alleyways and fingering its way through the gap beneath her door and the cracks in the thick wood of her sealed windows.

Insidious and sickening.

It was as though his presence - his essence - had been warding off the dark spirits of the underworld, and now with him gone, they were free to rise up, to infest and to swarm.

She watched as the standing mourners, gathered in tight groups around her front door, began to raise their umbrellas toward the sky as the grey clouds began to spot and dash, the rain tumbling down gently from the clouds. The horses brayed impatiently as the carriage, waiting ahead of her on the cobbled street, swung open at the behest of the officiant.

‘Well, go on then,’ growled the grating, piercing, and entirely un-maternal voice of her mother, as she nudged her daughter forward with an elbow to the small of her back, like a cruel shepherd, herding an unruly lamb.

Since the murder of Lord Rosewood, her mother had been a great deal less than sympathetic and as a result, Victoria was beginning to lose her long-held, and highly regarded sense of patience and gratitude. She took a deep breath and coughed as the smog permeated her lungs, looking across to her older sister Grace, who was stood impassively to one side, before taking several delicate steps down the stone slabs that led to the pavement.

The same ones that her husband’s executioners had stood upon, as they shot him in the head.

She glanced to her right as she walked, feeling dizzy as she took in the sight of his coffin in the hearse.

It seemed too small.

She always perceived him to be a giant amongst men, but now as she stared at his wooden resting place, it seemed as though he had shrunk - larger in life than in death.

The journey to the graveyard would be short, and the rain on the roof began to beat a steady drum as the procession rolled away. She reached out for her sister’s hand, eschewing her mother’s - not that she would have proffered it. Grace held her gloved fingers tight, wiping a single tear away from her own eye as she smiled, offering no small amount of comfort.

The carriage held its mournful silence, much to Victoria’s relief, as the procession rumbled along the wet stone cobbles to the burial ground. As they reached the tall wrought iron gates, her mother began to sigh egregiously, tapping her cane - a tool of correction and discipline in their childhood - on the cobbles with rising impertinence. To Victorian’s relief, once the gates were open, the procession continued, and the incessant tapping ceased.

The mourners gathered swiftly as the hearse came to a grinding halt, the horses braying and restless as the wind slowly grew in force and before long the funeral was underway.

To Victoria it seemed to pass in a haze, as though she was experiencing it as a distant memory, unable to focus on the details, just the significant moments, and then all eyes were on her, and she felt pale and sick.

The reverend grumbled uncomfortably and waved his hands, signalling for her to begin filling in the hole that would become her husband’s grave with a token of earth scattered upon the casket in which his remains lay, peaceful at last in his final resting place with so many questions unanswered.

She knelt down and took a small handful of wet, sodden earth into her hands, attempting to sprinkle it across the coffin in a reverent manner, but instead it splatted, the slapping noise resounding up out of the grave and beyond, across the yard.

This isn’t fair, she thought to herself.

Her husband had been good to her, and kind to her. He was respectful and respected. A man of high standing and high honour and he had deserved to live longer. Not have his life snuffed out by bitter vagabonds in an act of cowardice and cruelty.

Over the preceding days the tabloid press had been relentless in their pursuit of blustering headlines, their behaviour tantamount to harassment and vulgarity, their only prowess being their propensity to slight and defame her great - and now late - husband’s memory.

He had shown her what it meant to really live, rescuing her from her cruel mother, bringing her to London, and introducing her to a life of happiness and fulfilment. And then he had died, and now she was a widow, throwing mud onto a lifeless trunk.

Behind her, came a cruel laugh.

It took every fibre of will remaining in her body not to lash out and strike. Instead she balled up her fist and stood tall, nodding at the undertakers. One of them was looking up into the darkening sky as the rain came down harder, wiping the wet from his chin, like yesterday’s slop.

‘Oi,’ said the one paying a modicum of attention, and then there it was again, that snicker of mockery from the cheap seats.

She turned and scowled and received a glare of ruffled admonishment in return. Clearly her mother felt it was her God given right to act like a petulant child whenever and wherever she pleased, even at her own son-in-laws funeral. The funeral of a Lord, no less.

The reverend began to speak again but after another moment or two it became meaningless as the heavens finally made good on their threat and opened.

The gathered mourners, at the behest of her practically jubilant mother, retreated at last, some walking with deference and others running across the mulch, hopping across the raised borders of stone graves like disrespectful goats as they bounded for the doors to the church and the sanctuary that lay within.

The Royal contingent moved much slower, and with more dignity, whilst Victoria remained, her umbrella pulled down tight over her frail body as the tide of emotions that she had been holding back for days burst forth like a broken dam.

For a moment she stood still, shaking like a leaf in a storm, and then she let go.

Great heaving sobs wracked her lithe frame as she dropped to her knees and wailed, her cries lost in the thunder and the rain. Her hair fell slick against her face, her tears lost in the torrential inclement as her umbrella fell aside. She held her belly with the palm of one hand and looked up into the sky, her eyes wide and blurry. ‘Give me this at least,’ she pounded. ‘Let me bear his child. Give me this at least.’

Thunder rolled again across the sky and Victoria sobbed out loud in despair and hammered the sod beneath her with both fists. ‘It’s not fair,’ she cried. ‘It’s not fair.’

For some time she lay still, buckled over in the dirt as she mewled. She didn’t know for how long. It didn’t matter.

Then, out of the mists of despair, she felt a hand against the small of her back. It felt warm, unlike her mothers. Small and slender, gentle and kind. The hand of a woman.

She turned her face to find the sympathetic and compassionate smile of her sister-in-law, Elizabeth. The Duchess, as her husband would always refer to her - though she was never entirely sure if he was being kind when he spoke of her as such. Whilst tradition demanded one’s title was always used in conversation, it was rare amongst family.

‘I’ll wait with you,’ she said with an unexpected and sensitive softness in her voice as she smiled. Behind her, fifteen feet or so back, stood her husband, dark and brooding. Victoria shivered as his eyes met hers.

The Duke.

His imposing, beast like figure stood cast in silhouette, his wild mane like hair twisting in the wind as his broad shoulders heaved beneath his firm, stern jaw.

She knew of his ferocity, it was renowned. A man whose mere presence in a room could intimidate the very fabric and fibre that made up and bound all other men.

He was the one man amongst all of her husband’s compatriots that he had spoken of with great and reverent - near fearful - esteem. His notoriety preceded him, and on more than one night she had lain awake at night pondering whether his rumoured wild nature was ever directed at her husband’s sweet and beautiful younger sibling.

She nodded and turned back toward the grave as the undertakers continued to infill, composing herself as they poured more wet slaps of earth down onto and around the cold black box.

She whispered a final, quiet prayer and closed her eyes tight as the soil covered him up, and then that was it.

Three years of her life was all she had given him. Three years and no children and every year she had felt more and more as though she was letting him down.

Now she had failed him.

He had no heir. No child to inherit his title and estate. Although, perhaps there was still a chance, however small.

She touched her belly again.

She stood up unsteadily, almost protectively, and felt a kind hand loop under her arm, bringing her up to standing and holding her. Her black dress was mudded and wet, soaked through to her under garments and her deep red hair was slick against her cheeks, her tears lost in the rain. In contrast, Elizabeth looked regal, in her jet black finery and her long, flowing, golden hair.

‘Are you ready?’ said the Duchess. ‘Or would you like more time?’

She shook her head as the downpour hardened, the drops stinging her cheeks now. ‘Thank you.’

Together they walked slowly back toward the church, her sister-in-law sharing her umbrella. As they approached the door, Elizabeth gestured her forward, out of the rain.

She stepped through to the eyes of the waiting congregation.

‘You’re a mess,’ whispered the sour prune face of her mother. ‘Wailing like a petulant child. Have some self-respect. It’ll be a wonder if you don’t end up buried aside him within the month.’

‘I’d sooner be dead with him, than spend another living minute with you,’ hissed Victoria, the reprimand echoing throughout the cavernous space.

The matriarch’s face recoiled as though she’d been slapped and the remaining mourners drew breath. Then a heartbeat later, the Duke’s imposing figure entered the narthex and stood beside her, his expression resolute, his body language clear.

Her mother shrank back, silenced.

The Duke made way for the Duchess who offered her arm to Victoria and the three of them made their way along the nave, Elizabeth leading her along, fast and smooth, guiding her to the side doors that led out to the darkened courtyard where the two Royal carriages awaited their return.

As she mounted the step, she looked back toward the graveside and paused, watching as the two gravediggers finished their work, patting the soil down firmly with the flats of their spades, and she whispered softly, her words lost in the wind, and after one last and final look, she lowered her head and stepped inside.

It was done.

Her husband was gone.

And in a way, so too was she.




*







Their bed felt cold.

Her bed.

Vacant.

Bereft.

She rubbed her face and wiped away the crust of tears from her lids, her blurry eyes sore and unable to focus in the mid-morning half-light, as though a sheen of mist had descended upon her whole person.

She hadn’t opened the curtains in days. There didn’t seem to be any need to do so. Scarcely could she fathom a reason to dress.

She would be expected to mourn, appropriately of course. For two years she would have to wear black. Her dresses would be made from dark parramatta silk trimmed with crepe. Her nightwear and under clothes from bombazine. Her jewellery as black as coal and woven with his hair.

She sighed.

She knew the traditions well, she’d studied them until they were as familiar to her as the complexion of her skin. All under the watchful eye of Governess Castille. What she hadn’t been prepared for was the pain.

Growing up she had assumed that she would marry for money and status, as her mother had before her, and her grandmother before that. She hadn’t expected to fall in love.

Richard had chosen her. Not for financial or personal gain, and yet he had not hesitated. He had lain his eyes upon her and pursued her and taken her and made her his, and now he was nothing but a memory. And what did that make her?

There was a hard knock at the front door and her heart pounded in her chest. In an instant she was transported back to that night, her whole body paralysed with fear, her brow sweating as she panicked and froze.

The men with no faces, stood drawn and waiting on her porch.

The crack of the revolver.

The spider…

She breathed, a cold sweat breaking out across her forehead and chest. It wasn’t them, it would be the postman, or a well-wisher… or the press.

In recent days the newspapers had become more and more interested in the death of her husband, dipping their curious pestilent fingers into his affairs, and each day that passed seemed to bring more and more undesirable individuals to her door, like urchins feeding on her nightmare.

She stood slowly and dressed even slower. If the caller had important news, then they would wait. She bore each item with a heavy heart, pulling on her black stockings, and slipping into her dark silk gown. At last she attached her bonnet as she stared darkly at herself in the mirror - her eyes, gaunt and sallow.

Using the little energy she had left, she descended the stairs.

With a heavy heart, she delicately stepped over the stain that had pooled around the floorboards of the entrance hall. That first night upon her return, she had scrubbed and scrubbed, tears welling in her eyes as she’d cried alone, but no amount of effort, soap or warm water would clean the tarnished, cursed wood.

She would take an axe to it, soon enough.

She unlocked the porch door and held it tight, her knuckles white as she peered out through the crack.

‘Morning, my Lady,’ said a cheerful and plump man. He rocked to one side, looking behind her with a flash of guilt. His hat was pulled down hard across his forehead and his coat was drawn up high to his chin. In his hands he carried a notebook and pen. ‘I wonder if I may ask you a few questions about the death of your husband?’

‘Are you with the constabulary?’ she croaked.

‘Just a few questions, my Lady, nothing to concern you.’

‘I might like to see some form of identification then, if you please.’

The man grumbled and dug into his coat pocket, producing and flashing a card in a flourish and burying it again before she had time to read its contents. ‘As I said, ma’am, I just have a few questions.’

‘You’re with the papers then?’ she snapped and began to close the door, but the man was faster than his rotund appearance might suggest, and he forced his hand against it, wedging it open and trapping her fingers within.

‘Did your husband have any connection to the Republican Brotherhood?’

‘Get your hands off me.’

‘Was he working to bring down the Monarchy? Was Lord Rosewood a traitor to the Crown, ma’am?’

‘Get away from me,’ she screamed, pushing him backwards and shoving the door hard until it slammed. She fell against it, her body wracked with anger and fear as tears streamed down her face. With no energy left she slumped down upon the floor, staring ahead at the dark red patch in front of her.

‘The truth will come out,’ shouted the man from the other side of the door, banging hard on the wood. She lay still, breathing hard, silent tears streaming down her cheeks.

She had read the headlines in the preceding days. The lies and the rumours that had pervaded her life since barely a day had passed beyond Richard’s brutal murder.




Lord Rosewood’s Death Linked to the Brotherhood

Did Rosewood Secretly Harbour Grudge Against Queen?

Secret Copper Plotted to Overthrow Monarchy




Each unfounded claim written with less and less respect as public curiosity in the case grew. Others wrote brutal assessments of her. Dirty rag columnists divided as to whether she should be allowed to retain her title or forego it in light of the burgeoning accusations.

It was devastating, compounding her despair.

She looked toward his office.

At the locked door.

At the keyhole.

Her heart beat faster in her chest.

She moved quickly, blustering through to the kitchen and throwing open the nearest draw. Inside, she found what she was looking for. If Richard was alive, she would never have dared consider this. With him dead, she feared it even more.

She felt a cold chill as she approached the door, and took a short, faltering breath as she came to a halt in front of it. The key fit neatly into the lock, and with something approaching terror, she turned it and pushed.

It swung open silently.

Musty air permeated her nostrils as she peered into the darkness, letting her eyes adjust slowly to the gloom. Her stomach felt tight as she crossed the threshold, as though his voice might boom from the darkness, a warning from beyond the grave, telling her to leave at once.

The desk was strewn with letters. As she drew level she ran her fingers along the edge of the gilt and leather surface, the deep bobbles grounding her as she tried to control her instinct to flee. Each of the scattered documents was imprinted with a symbol - an eight sided star inside a circle with the initials SIB stamped below each one.

She looked over them with fearful curiosity.

One of the drawers embedded in this side of the desk was open an inch and inside she glimpsed the sheen of dark metal.

She pulled it open.

It was a pistol.

A Derringer.

Small and compact.

She paled as she saw it, and then she reached forward and took it.

It was surprisingly heavy, but small enough to fit inside the palm of her hand. She unlocked the barrel and was shocked to discover that it was loaded. She closed it again, and went to return it to the drawer and then at the last moment, she changed her mind and kept holding it.

She reached out and shifted one of the papers, reading just a few words.

- gainst the Crown. The Queen will be in attendance on the fou -

She frowned, feeling suddenly afraid, the pit of her stomach turning as her skin began to crawl. She moved another.

- rial would be swift. Treaso -

She couldn’t do this.

- her death would bring forth a time of national mourn -

She turned and fled, slamming the door behind her and locking it, cursing her damned curiosity.

It couldn’t be true. She wanted no part of this. She would forget it.

Her heart was pounding in her chest. She held her hand flat out in front of her and watched as it shook involuntarily.

Focus.

It was meaningless. It didn’t mean that the papers spoke the truth. Her husband was no traitor.

It was nothing.

Just snippets of something he was working on. An investigation. Nothing else.

She would burn it all.

As she walked away from the door the sound of more feet approaching made her pause and she turned in anger toward the entrance once again.

The letterbox opened, and she held her breath, gripping the small pistol tight in her hand.

The harsh sound of the grinding metal pierced the silence of the house once more. She watched as a heavy envelope fell to the floor atop the thick mat, and then she breathed out.

It was the postman.

She walked forward slowly, afraid of what she might find - another letter demanding payment, another threat to her life, another defamatory headline.

Instead what she saw were two letters.

The first was a folded over piece of paper, with some scrawled handwriting upon it. She could not imagine it had been delivered by the postal service. It must have been dislodged as the second, much larger white envelope had been pushed through. But what caught her eye was the bright red wax seal on the rear of the larger of the two.

She walked forward, her legs weak with exhaustion, and bent down to pick it up, turning it over in her hand to inspect the wording.

It was the seal of the Duke and Duchess of Kilburn. She softened, her skin tingling with relief. They had been so kind to her at the funeral.

Perhaps it was a formal letter of regret, or an expression of condolence. Or perhaps they had turned on her too, and the letter would be an announcement of a claim over her estate, one leaving her homeless and destitute.

She quickly collected the folded paper that had fallen with the letter, and then turned and stalked weakly along the corridor to the living room.

Putting the pistol down, she removed a sharp opener from the nearest drawer and sliced open the top of the envelope, being careful to keep the wax intact. She withdrew the crisp paper and unfolded it with rising curiosity, and not an inconsiderable amount of dread. Then she began to read...




Dear Lady Victoria,




It is with the greatest regret that I write this letter to you, dear sister, for it is a letter I had never thought I would pen. First and foremost I and my husband extend to you the greatest sorrow and regret at the tragic death of your husband, and my brother.

Whilst so much of his life was a mystery to us all, his love for you was never in doubt and whilst the press speculate about his loyalty to the Crown, his devotion to you was unquestionable. There were many things my brother was not - he was not patient, he was not forgiving and he was not withstanding - but he was also not foolish, cowardly or dishonest.

I can also say with certainty, that he was not a traitor.

I appreciate the futility of my words at this dark time, so perhaps an honest gesture might be more suitable. The Duke and I, whole heartedly extend to you, a standing invitation to join us at our residence in Kilburn to allow you time to mourn away from the city, and its accusations, impropriety and slander.

We hope you will consider our offer. Both of us hold a tender place in our hearts for you. You are our family, and family must look after one another in times of need.




Your’s faithfully




The Duke and Duchess of Kilburn




For the first time in days Victoria allowed herself the faintest of smiles.

She placed the letter down on the side table with great care, along with the pistol, and then sat in her husband’s favourite armchair.

It still smelt of him, a dank amalgamation of sweat and pipe smoke. She closed her eyes and imagined his arms draped around her for a moment, holding her tight as she breathed in deeply, revelling in his scent as he returned home from a week away.

Her thoughts drifted back to the papers, locked away in his office. Could there be any truth to the rumours?

No.

She admonished herself. It was treasonous to even consider it.

But Scotland?

She had never liked the country. It was cold, dark and damp, but Elizabeth was right. It would give her the chance to mourn, away from the city, and away from her own dark thoughts.

Away from the past.

It would give her a reason to get up in the morning.

To open the curtains.

To start to heal.

And then she could deal with everything else, when she had regained the strength to do so.

When she could think again.

She would take the papers in her husband’s office with her, and then in her own time, she could burn them all.

The papers... in all her curiosity, she had forgotten about the folded note that had dropped from her letterbox, with the scrawled handwriting, hastily adorning one side. She found it quickly and unfolded it with trepidation.




Victoria,




Please, meet me in the park, at nine. It’s about mother.




Grace




She recognised her sister’s handwriting the moment she opened the page, but this was not her usual, formal writing style. This was urgent and ambiguous.

Something was wrong.

She looked at the clock. It was almost ten. Would Grace even be there still? She had to find out. She would not let her sister down, no matter the pain it might cause her.

As she stood, she picked up the Derringer from the side, fingering it slowly and feeling its power. Then she slipped it into the folds of her dress and made for the door.




*







Victoria drew the lapels of her coat up high around her cheeks as she stepped out into the grey light of the morning. A low mist had spread out across the park, curling its insidious tongues around the trunks of the great oaks which lined the border. As she approached the entrance, stepping lightly through the arched gate, it seemed to part, skulking away to a safe distance, fearful of her grief.

She felt nervous.

London had never felt safe to her, in all of her short years in residence, but she had understood it. She had come to learn of its intricacies, and its dangers and she had avoided them.

Now it had changed, and she felt afraid, weary and plagued. She eyed every person she passed with grave caution, as though any one of them might draw upon her, and the last thing she would see would be the barrel of a gun.

She shivered at the thought.

Her husband’s last vision would have been one of terror and cold inevitability. She wondered if time had stretched out for him in that instant, or if it had been as quick and dispassionate as it had appeared to her. She took a deep breath, coughing lightly as the smog permeated her lungs, and then she banished her dark thoughts from her mind.

Grace was sat on a wooden bench parallel to the path, looking around anxiously, perhaps for her, or perhaps for another reason. She could not be sure. For a moment she considered the idea of observing her older sibling from afar, watching to see what she might do, but the idea of spying on her only trustworthy family member seemed wrong.

‘Victoria?’ she said, looking up and frowning at her approach.

‘Do I look so different, that my own sister no longer recognises me?’

‘Oh,’ she said, her face a picture of grief and worry.

Victoria frowned. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘Mother is furious,’ she said, turning away.

‘Good.’

‘No. Victoria,’ she turned back, her brow creased. ‘She has the will.’

‘That’s preposterous, it is here in London, in Richard’s study. I have seen it with my own eyes.’

‘She claims that the one she has in her possession is newer,’ said Grace, shaking her head. ‘And that he entrusted it to her for safe keeping, just a few weeks ago.’

Victoria’s heart began to race so fast that she feared it might fail.

Her own mother.

‘Are there no depths that she is not willing to plunder? I am in mourning, and she intends to steal from me? What am I to do?’

‘You can live with us,’ said Grace, looking up. ‘Without question.’

‘And live in secret? She would punish you if she knew.’

‘She could not.’

‘She would find a way. She is ruthless. Remember Thomas?’

‘Please, do not say his name. I cannot bare it,’ she took a deep breath and sat back, tears welling in her eyes. ‘You cannot fight this alone.’

For a while she did not respond, remaining silent, and then at last she spoke, resolute. ‘I do not intend to,’ she wiped a solitary tear from her cheek.

Grace looked at her, tilting her head and smiling. ‘Perhaps it would be best if you do not tell me.’

Victoria smiled back and nodded. For a moment her mind flashed back to the papers she had found strewn around her husband’s study. ‘Grace,’ she said quietly. ‘Did Richard ever talk to you, about what it was that he did?’

‘His work?’ she frowned. ‘No. Never.’

‘Don’t you think that unusual?’

She smiled and sighed softly, reaching out for Victoria’s hand and taking it gingerly, as though she might crumble. ‘Ignore the papers, they are liars and they are frauds. They do nothing more than profiteer from the heartbreak of others, particularly of their betters.’

But Victoria wasn’t listening.

To their right, she had caught a glimpse of a man with a long and savage scar across his face. As Grace had spoken Victoria had turned abruptly, following the path of several ducks as they took flight from the nearby pond, and as they had ascended beyond her sight, the man had slipped behind a tree.

For the briefest moment they had made eye contact, and in that instant, she had become deathly afraid.

‘Victoria?’ said Grace, uncomfortably as she tried to pry her hand from her sisters vice like grip. ‘You are hurting me. Please.’

She let go and stood up in a panic, her breathing fast and short as she went to run.

‘Where are you going? What is it? What have you seen?’

‘That man,’ she shouted, backing away, crashing into her sister as she stood. ‘He was there, that night.’

She could see him now, his back turned to her as he walked away across the field, slowly disappearing into the mist.

‘What man?’ said Grace, peering as she stepped forward. ‘I see no man.’

‘There,’ she cried, pointing. But he was gone. ‘He was watching us. I swear it, Grace.’

‘I believe you,’ she said, taking hold of her hands and steadying her as she looked wildly around. ‘You must come home with me, please. You need time to mourn, to process everything that has happened.’

‘You think of me as hysterical?’

‘No, I think of you as suffering.’

‘You’re as bad as mother.’

Grace’s face fell, as though she had been slapped. She looked hurt, stepping back, letting go.

‘I’m sorry,’ said Victoria. ‘I did not mean...’

‘You are forgiven,’ said Grace, looking down.

‘I cannot stay here,’ said Victoria as she turned away. ‘It is not safe.’

‘Then where will you go? If you will not stay with me?’

‘I will write you,’ she called back. ‘You will know soon enough.’

‘But,’ Grace stood and called after. ‘Victoria, you must hide the will.’ And then she stood back, crestfallen as her sister faded away into the mist, her eyes wild and her mannerisms out of character. ‘God speed, dear sister,’ she whispered softly. ‘May he keep you safe.’

Then she turned and walked away... and on the far side of the park, a man with a scar the length and breadth of his face, began to follow.
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CHAPTER THREE
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GRAVESDOWN CASTLE WAS an imposing sight. The turrets that stood perched around the keep dominated the horizon as Lady Victoria’s carriage approached, shadowed by the grey, snow capped mountains that crested the battlements. It appeared at first glance to present as more of a fortress than a home.

Candlelight burned through the thin slit windows, stark in the deep blue evening light as an insidious mist curled amongst the trees that surrounded the moat.

The journey north had been long, arduous and lonely. Victoria had travelled alone, choosing to hire a private coach and spend the time reading and observing the countryside. The idea of several days of relative solitude and privacy had been an attractive prospect and had provided her ample opportunity to grieve away from the perpetual intrusions of the London press.

Whilst the time alone had been healing, the cold weather, the rough roads and the bleak landscapes had chilled her, and she had spent much of the final days hunkered down beneath blankets, doing her best to sleep and stay warm as the coach rolled uncomfortably on.

They had stopped to rest at several inns along the way, warmed by the fires and hot meals of the roadside each night, her driver regaling her with tales of some of the more eccentric passengers he had enjoyed the pleasure and company of over the years. This seemingly included everyone from world famous performers to gentry and royalty, and as each tale became more fantastical, Victoria began to doubt their veracity. As the sun had set each day, she would fall asleep clutching the papers that she had taken from her husband’s office, and his will, at Grace’s embattled behest.

Now she was approaching the end of her journey, and whilst it had been an experience, she did not wish to relive it again any time soon. She rather hoped the Duke and Duchess might be receptive to her staying longer than they might have anticipated, if only so she might find alternative means to return home. Perhaps by boat.

The driveway was rough and mudded and the carriage rocked and shuddered as the horses slipped, attempting to find purchase amongst the gravel and stone. Here and there the risen roots of the ancient oaks that lined the road protruded from the earth like the skeletal remains of long dead giants.

She shuddered as dusk fell, watching with fearful trepidation as the mountains appeared to catch alight, a deep red flame bleeding atop the jagged peaks as the last drops of sunlight raced up the valley. By the time the carriage approached the drawbridge, the mist had thickened and the damp evening air felt close against her skin.

She leaned carefully out of the side window with curiosity as the portcullis rose. There was little need for such elaborate defences - there were no more barbarians at the gates - so she imagined that this had been rather put on as a show of intimidation and exuberance for her benefit alone, perhaps to make her feel safe. She felt it all rather unnecessary, but at the same time, she couldn’t help but feel flattered.

As she passed below the spiked, part-wood, part-metal gate, she shivered, briefly imagining what it might feel like to be crushed underneath, helpless as it dropped.

In the centre of the courtyard stood the dark silhouette of an ageing fountain with three moss covered stone figures, indistinct and weathered, erupting from the stagnant water at their feet, a gaggle of children surrounding their legs as they held their hands up, cupped toward the sky. Perhaps during the summer, the water would flow freely from their palms and cascade down their naked, chiselled forms into the shallow pond below, but for now it lay dormant and cold.

As the carriage drew around the fountain’s rim the grand entrance doors swung open and Victoria observed with subdued excitement as the Duchess - her beautiful sister-in-law - descended the steps which led down into the courtyard, lit from beyond by the glow of a grand chandelier, and accompanied by both a male and female servant.

The carriage shifted as her driver leapt down from above and strode toward her, unlatching the lock from the outside. The door swung open and she felt the cold chill of the Scottish highland air breeze through into the cramped space, spurring her forward, her longing for the warmth of a roaring fire renewed.

‘Lady V-,’ said the coachman before Elizabeth silenced him.

‘There’s no need for formalities,’ she said pointedly. ‘My foreman will speak with you before you leave.’

‘Duchess,’ Victoria nodded and smiled weakly as she stepped down onto the wet gravel.

‘How was your journey?’

‘Brutal, cold and lonely,’ she laughed, doing her best to disguise the wavering emotion in her voice. ‘Although Mr Alastair here, made it entertaining.’

‘I am so pleased you’ve come,’ she said, ignoring the coachman and offering Victoria her arm whilst beckoning her forward. ‘The library is warm if you’d care to join me?’

‘With every fibre of my being,’ she shivered as she walked in step beside her. Linked together, huddling for warmth, they made their way up the stone steps and through into the reception hall.

‘Have you eaten?’ said Elizabeth, peeling her long gloves away from her forearm and dropping them into a wicker basket which sat by the door.

‘I have not. At least, not since this morning.’

The Duchess turned and marched over to a wall mounted collection of bells, ringing a short sequence in quick succession. Less than a minute later, a young boy appeared.

‘Duchess?’ he said, his little voice echoing in the cavernous space.

‘The Lady and I will take our evening meal in the Library, Master Evans. Please inform Mr Sigsby and stoke the fire dear boy.’

‘Yes ma’am,’ he said, turning and running away.

‘Is the Duke home?’ asked Victoria, tentatively.

Elizabeth shook her head. ‘Not tonight.’

Victoria hesitated, expecting to hear an explanation for his absence but none was forthcoming and she immediately began to feel awkward for having asked. ‘It is so good to see you,’ she smiled and took a deep breath. ‘I only wish it were under different circumstances.’

‘As do I,’ said the Duchess, her eyes welling for a moment with a hint of tears. ‘I miss him dearly. Although we saw one another rarely, there is a difference in death, as I’m sure you know.’

‘He spoke of you with great fondness. His kind, sweet sister. I am given to understand he wrote to you often.’

The Duchess nodded as she gestured for Victoria to follow and they began to make their way through the dark corridors toward the library, passing the famous Great Hall as she craned her neck to see inside. ‘I’m not sure I would describe his correspondence as often, but he did so. Once a month, sometimes less.’

‘That is often for my husband. Or was.’

The Duchess smiled kindly, turning back as she opened the ornate door. The room beyond breathed warmth like the flames of a dragon’s fury, the heat washing over her and flushing her cheeks crimson red.

Elizabeth beckoned her forward towards a large wooden table which stood proud in the centre of the brightly lit room. At the far end, the child whom her sister-in-law had referred to as her dear boy, scurried about as he set the last of the lanterns.

The library was two storeys high, with a pair of frighteningly steep spiral staircases adorning each side and leading to the upper level, which was more of a ledge than a floor, extending the length and width at either end for access to all the bound tomes and literature. The ambience of the room was subdued, as though the weight of all the knowledge made the very air feel heavy.

Victoria sat down at the long table beside the Duchess and smiled as she reached across and took her hand in hers. Her skin felt warm and soft and much to her surprise she blushed, turning her face away as she felt the barest, most shameful tingle of giddiness. She hadn’t been touched affectionately in so long that even the gentlest human contact was overwhelming her senses. As Elizabeth caressed her fingers, she surreptitiously squeezed her thighs together beneath her petticoat in an effort to quell her sudden and shameful indignity. Her cheeks flushed white and she looked down.

‘Are you feeling unwell?’ said the Duchess with curiosity.

‘No, please. Quite the opposite,’ gushed Victoria, overcompensating. ‘I haven’t felt this welcomed in weeks. You have been so kind.’

‘It’s the least we could do. My brother’s passing has left us both with a hole in our heart’s, perhaps together, we can begin to heal.’

‘I am deeply in your debt. My life in London was becoming quite unbearable, with the incessant press intrusions, and… my mother. I can only hope they have no idea where I am now.’

‘Perhaps we should disguise you,’ laughed Elizabeth, leaning forward conspiratorially. ‘In case one of the servants becomes overexcited.’

‘One can only dream,’ smiled Victoria, pausing as Elizabeth looked over her face.

‘I don’t speak in jest, my dear. It would be quite possible. Am I given to understand then, that no one else knows of your presence here? Besides Mr Alastair?’

Victoria hesitated, frowning as she considered what Elizabeth was asking, but as she was about to speak, the door to the hall opened and a tall gentleman entered, carrying a large tray.

‘Mr Sigsby,’ greeted Elizabeth, withdrawing her hand with surprising haste as the man stalked quickly toward them.

‘Your Grace,’ he nodded, then turning toward Victoria. ‘My Lady.’

He laid down the tray in front of them both and began to shuffle plates and cutlery into position. ‘Venison, Duchess.’

The rare and succulent meat was still steaming as the scent scintillated Victoria’s senses, making her feel ravenous, the vegetables and potatoes swimming in a glistening pool of blood tinged oil.

‘My goodness,’ she marvelled, licking her lips as her mouth watered, fingering the fork beside her plate as she battled to remain decorous. ‘Thank you.’

‘Please,’ nodded Elizabeth. ‘You look famished, sweet sister.’

Victoria smiled and speared her dish, slicing smoothly into the hide as the head servant left the room. ‘You must forgive me. I haven’t eaten this well in weeks.’

‘Whilst we talk of forgiveness, I must apologise that my husband is not here to greet you this evening. He has been more… involved in his duties to the Crown in recent months. He is often gone for many days at a time, and tonight is no exception. I’m given to understand my brother was the same, toward the end.’

Victoria nodded. ‘Often, sometimes for a week or more.’

Elizabeth laughed softly and took a deep breath. ‘James always spoke highly of Richard, he held a level of respect for him that he held few others in. He was integral to their work.’

‘They worked together?’

Elizabeth’s eyes widened, and she blinked slowly. ‘You were not aware?’

Victoria shook her head, confused, her heart pounding in her chest at this most casual of revelations.

‘Forgive me dear sister, I have spoken out of turn.’

‘What were they doing?’

Elizabeth stood up quickly and rung a nearby bell that was attached to the wall.

‘I am so glad you came,’ she said, sitting back down and taking her hand again. ‘But you must be tired. I promise we shall speak more of this when the Duke returns. I should not have been so forthcoming, I do not wish you to perceive me as dishonest or withholding, but I beg you to wait.’

Victoria smiled, quivering at the gentle and honest touch of her sister-in-law’s fingers. ‘Of course, I’m sorry. You’re right.’

‘Richard was a great man, perhaps, greater than you knew,’ as she spoke a young woman, with tight blonde hair and wide hips, burst into the room at the far end. As she approached, Elizabeth leaned close and whispered. ‘Do not refer to yourself by name in the presence of my servants.’

‘Yer Grace,’ said the maid, too loudly, before standing prim to one side.

Victoria looked between them, a mixture of confusion and resignation on her face, her dinner less than half finished.

‘Mary will see you to your room,’ smiled the Duchess kindly. ‘Mary, my dear friend here is recently widowed and in mourning, please, see her upstairs and make sure she is comfortable.’

‘Thank you, Your Grace,’ said Victoria, bewildered as she stood. She drew herself together with a deep breath and smiled. ‘You have been so kind, I hope one day I might return the kindness.’

‘And I sincerely hope, that you will never have to.’

As Victoria followed the maid out of the library, she turned back as she reached the door to find the Duchess watching her closely, her eyes drawn and sallow but filled with a strange sparkle as they reflected the flicker of flame from the hearth. For a moment, she felt that peculiar and foreign flutter in her chest once again as she stifled a smile and quelled it with a deep breath.

Deny all she might, there was something enchanting and deeply mysterious about her sister-in-law and Victoria found herself longing for the morning, and the chance to speak with her again.
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Victoria followed the young maid up the grand stone staircase, listening to the swish of the girl’s dress as it swept across the deep red carpet, inlaid and gilded into each thick step.

‘The Duchess said to put you up on the first floor - said you’d be comfortable in there for now. I’m sorry about your husband. I lost me dad three years back and me mam’s still heartbroken. I’ve got over it though,’ she laughed. ‘He used to beat me something rotten if I ever put a foot wrong and I was always putting a foot wrong on account of me last beating.’

The young girl laughed deeply at this as she approached the top step, turning back briefly to see that her audience, singular as it was, wasn’t as amused.

As Victoria focused on the girl’s anxious face, she smiled politely to put her back at ease. ‘I’m sorry to hear that.’

‘Aye, it’s nowt really - not now - just as pleases you, me Lady. If you’d care to follow me, but do mind your step, the floors ain’t as straight up ahead.’

The wooden boards groaned softly in protest as they approached the glowing light which emanated from beneath the doorway that Victoria assumed would become her accommodation for the course of her stay.

As she drew closer, half listening to the continued chatter of the sweet young girl, she realised she had never discussed how long she would be welcome for. Neither her sister-in-law, the Duke, or herself had stated as much. The agreement had been rather open ended, but there would clearly come a point where her stay would be at an end. She would make a point to discuss it in the morning.

‘- so I told her I was going to run away, and I did,’ giggled the girl, her chatter unending. ‘Mr Sigsby took pity on me and gave me a pinney and told me I could start right away if I knew how to skin a rabbit. I don’t think he thought I did, but I’d done it six times before at our nan’s place. Should’ve seen his face as I ripped its hindquarters off like - well - like I was skinning a rabbit.’

Once again the girl laughed merrily, her voice echoing down the halls.

‘Thank you, my dear,’ said Victoria. ‘What’s your name?’

The girl looked petrified suddenly. ‘Oh ma’am, I’m sorry. I hope I ‘ent offended you. I was only having a laugh, I didn’t-.’

‘Please,’ smiled Victoria. ‘I don’t mean to report or admonish you. I just wish to make your acquaintance.’

The girl’s eyes widened and she blushed. ‘Mary, my Lady.’

‘You’re a sweet girl, will you help me undress?’

‘Of course,’ she said, smiling broadly. ‘Let me get the door.’

The warmth of the room washed over Victoria, the cold stone corridors a deep contrast to the fire burning inside. Mary stepped through and held the entrance wide as Victoria entered, glancing around at the four poster bed, the roaring fireplace and the ornate side tables and chairs that perched cosily in front of the big bay window.

She tried to imagine the view from them as she basked in the heat, but she didn’t dwell on this imagining too long as she would know by morning, assuming the good weather held. She had heard the rain was frequent and unpredictable here, with storms often rolling in off the west coast with little warning but for the swift return of those lucky few fishing boats out at sea that made it back to the shore in time.

‘Can I draw you a bath, my Lady?’ the young girl gestured toward one of the two doors along the eastern wall.

Victoria smiled and her eyes welled for a moment at the kindness that surrounded her, not just Mary’s, but the kindness of her sister-in-law and husband for welcoming her so warmly into their home. ‘That would be wonderful, Mary.’

‘It’ll take me a few minutes to get it warmed up, let me get it started and then I’ll come back and help you,’ Mary disappeared off into the side room, her wide hips swinging away as she swept out.

Victoria smiled and took a long breath, closing her eyes and inhaling through her nose. For the first time in a while, she felt, if not happy, then at peace. She smiled at the idea that it had taken a journey of nearly five hundred miles in order for her to feel as such.

She missed her husband.

The thought was never far from the forefront of her mind and at moments like this it would often intrude, and with it came a wave of emotions that no matter how hard she tried, she was never prepared for.

The tears flowed easily as her stoicism crumbled, her shoulders sagging as she began to cry. Then her stomach knotted as she thought of the papers, and the will. Mary would unpack her things before long, and she would find them.

She had to hide them, now.

She unlatched her bag and searched inside as quickly as she could, tears streaming down her face as she looked, her eyes blurry and desperate. Then her fingers found the edge of the bundle and she withdrew it fast, turning quickly as she looked for an appropriate hiding place.

The wardrobe? The drawers? Both would be opened and closed over and over as all of her belongings were distributed.

The mattress.

She sped toward it and lifted the edge, surprising herself with her own strength, and then she slid the incriminating wedge beneath, as far as she could toward the middle. Satisfied she let it drop, and then she sat down, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mary bustled back into the room just a moment later, the door swinging so hard that the first Victoria knew of her presence was the cold blast of air.

‘That’s going nicely now, my La- oh my…’ she stopped, part way across the floor space between them, her brow creased in worry as Victoria turned to look, her cheeks glistening with tears. ‘Oh me Lady, should I fetch the Duchess?’

Victoria shook her head and smiled through the pain. ‘No, please. Stay with me. It comes and goes in waves.’

The chambermaid approached slowly. ‘Is everything okay?’

‘No,’ she shook her head and smiled, a tear dripping down from her chin. ‘All is not well, but life goes on, for the rest of us.’

Mary nodded and took another step, placing a gentle hand on Victoria’s arm.

‘Thank you,’ she smiled back, placing her own hand over the top of the maid’s. ‘You’re very kind.’

‘Does my Lady still wish for a bath?’ she gestured toward the doorway.

Victoria nodded.

Mary moved behind her as she turned, and with deft fingers began to undo the black lace of her dress, her swift hands drawing round her neck as she worked her way down. She breathed in tight as the young girl began to unfasten her bodice, followed by her corset.

As each layer fell away, she began to relax.

’Stand up, me Lady,’ said Mary, gesturing, sliding away her petticoat and finally her black camisole and matching drawers.

She smiled, naked and a little cold as the girl turned away and led her into the adjoining room, offering her a hand as she climbed up onto the small step positioned next to the high rimmed tub and gracefully slipped down inside.

The warm water was invigorating and she closed her eyes and breathed through her nose as the steam filled her lungs, warming her insides.

‘If you don’t mind me askin’, m’Lady. What’s your name?’

Victoria laughed, keeping her eyes closed as she sighed softly, thinking back to Elizabeth’s warning and shaking her head dismissively. ‘Well, I dare say, you already know, young Mary.’

The girl shrugged with feigned innocence, and then her shoulders dropped in defeat at the charade. ’Tis Rosewood, is my guess.’

‘Very astute.’

‘I knew it,’ she said excitedly. ‘All the papers is talking about is where it is you’ve gone. I read one as said that you’ve run off to France to be with your secret lover, the Marquis Anda- Andaloose. I don’t know, I can’t barely read anyways but Mr Sigsby sometimes reads the headlines down in the kitchens out loud for us that can’t, and I knew you hadn’t.’

Even here, she thought to herself. In the far reaches of the highlands of the north.

‘I think what they’ve been saying is disgusting,’ continued the maid as she began to wet a cloth in the steaming warmth between Victoria’s thighs. She shivered as the girl drew near to her beneath the water’s edge, a strange feeling of anxiety pressing through her chest. She opened her eyes, but found that Mary was scratching her nose. She closed them quickly to spare the poor girl the shame. Then she drew a sharp breath as she ran the cloth ran down her bare arms and across her chest, soaking into her skin with vigour as she circled her quickly.

‘Mr Alastair says that you were tougher than most that rides with him,’ she said as she rang out the cloth. ‘He says you din’t wash once, and din’t complain.’

‘I wasn’t aware I was being watched so closely,’ said Victoria, opening one eye with a sly grin.

Mary locked gaze with her and for a moment both of them froze. Then she began to laugh. ’You won’t say nothing will you?’ she said after a while. ‘What’s said in the kitchen, stays in the kitchen, them’s the rules.’

‘Well then, what’s said in my room, stays in my room,’ said Victoria, smiling reassuringly.

‘Thank you, me Lady,’ she swept the cloth beneath the water again and drew it high up her left leg, sweeping across her inner thigh making her quiver in surprise. ‘Lean forward, ma’am. I’ll wet yer back.’

A few minutes later, Victoria alighted from the tub, fresh and invigorated and feeling more alive and whole than she had in more than a week. As Mary left her alone, she lay down upon the soft mattress that had been so graciously afforded to her and wrapped herself tight in the covers as the fire faded.

But whilst her body felt rejuvenated, her heart was still wounded and as the light slowly dimmed, the wave of tears crashed forth again and Victoria wept, until at last she slept, and dreamed long dreams of her husband.

And in her dreams, she was with child, and all was well.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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AS DAWN BROKE the first rays of golden sunlight drifted lazily between the gaps of the thick curtain, drawn fast against the world beyond as Victoria smiled and rolled over, reaching out for Richard, eager to lay her hand upon his chest and snuggle into the nape of his neck.

But he was gone.

She stared blankly at the dark blue and empty space where he should have been and then screwed her eyes tight shut and breathed, the hole in her heart aching as reality returned like the ring of a church bell.

She had been dreaming of laying together with him in the tall grass of a verdant meadow, the breeze tingling her skin as they basked in the sunlight of a summers day, their children running in circles around them.

She could still hear their laughter.

Her chest felt hollow as the tears welled up and after a while she slowly withdrew her hand, tucking it between her breasts as she sobbed in the light of the comparably dull morning.

She would not bear his child. That much had become clear during the night.

Her heart felt dark and cold. Her last hope extinguished.

After a while she shuffled out of the covers, pushing the blankets aside and standing up, making her way with some effort toward the window in the thought that the scene might lift her dark spirits.

The view beyond was as breathtaking as she had pictured.

She wondered if Elizabeth had accommodated her in this room for that very reason. So that she might gaze out across the mountains and the valley each morning and witness the beauty of the sunrise. Perhaps her intentions had been so, but on this day, whilst the sun cut down through the shroud like a guillotine, dark and ominous clouds gathered to the west.

To the north, dark peaks carved up out of the verdant valley like slumbering giants, their summits piercing the pregnant clouds. Here and there great beams of sunlight cut through, like heavenly swords, revealing the bright blue skies above. The valley itself was criss crossed with rivers and paths and wide flat rocks that sprouted outcrops of moss and thick swathes of pink heather, as though God had dappled his paintbrush across the land - a finishing flourish on a vast and beautiful masterpiece.

It was humbling.

She took a long, deep and staccato breath as she tried to control her emotions, holding back the flood of tears that threatened with every beat of her broken heart.

Grace would love this place.

She had promised to write to her sister, and she did not mean to let her down.

The room’s writing table had all she needed, which was nothing less than she’d anticipated given the kindness and reception she had received since her arrival, and she set about quickly, putting pen to paper as she wrote without thought.




Dear Grace,




I am safe. I reside temporarily in the north, beyond the border of Scotland, in the residence of the Duke and Duchess of Kilburn. The valley is verdant and the peaks are proud and as I sit here writing this letter the sun breaks through the clouds like a golden spear. It is a land full of hope and of great contrast to the dark and fearful streets of London. I do not know when I will return, but please know that I love you and when I do, I will be prepared and I will be strong.




Victoria




Quickly she folded the paper, and sealed it within a crisp envelope, stamping it sealed with the same red wax imprint that she had received herself just days ago.

The door to her bedroom opened and she turned, startled to find the welcoming and friendly face of the Duchess, peeking in through the gap.

‘My Lady,’ she smiled. ‘I’m so pleased that you’re awake.’

‘Duchess,’ said Victoria, nodding as she stood.

‘Would you care to join me for breakfast?’

Victoria smiled painfully, and then looked down, nodding as tears filled her eyes once again. ‘I would love that.’

Elizabeth smiled and stepped inside, pushing the door to and then approaching quickly, her arms outstretched. ‘I don’t care if it is improper,’ she said, embracing her tightly. ‘You are family.’

After a moments hesitation, Victoria began to sob in great heaving cries as she buried her face in her sister-in-law’s slender neck. ‘I miss him.’

‘I know.’

‘And I bare him no heir,’ she said softly.

Elizabeth nodded, holding her tighter still. For a while they remained unmoving, holding one another in a close embrace, until finally, Elizabeth pulled free and spoke softly. ‘I understand, from my correspondence with my brother, that you are a keen rider,’ she said, wiping a tear from her own cheek.

‘It is true,’ nodded Victoria. ‘But there are scarce reasons to ride in London, and it is not the same.’

‘Would you like to ride today?’

She flushed with unbecoming excitement, admonishing herself visibly as she adjusted her expression back to one of sorrow. ‘I would find that most agreeable.’

‘Don’t hold back,’ said Elizabeth, stepping closer. ‘Customs be damned. Healing is more than mourning. It's about finding oneself again, defining oneself beyond what you were before. If riding excites you, allow yourself a smile.’

Victoria blushed and then did so, and at the same time, Elizabeth took her hand and pointed out across the valley. ‘The day is fine, the clouds are high and fast, but see how the tall grass barely shifts? The conditions are ripe for a swift ride to the coast. My husband will be returning this morning. His ship is due to dock before midday and we have arranged to meet at the market. Will you join me? It would be a pleasant surprise for him.’

‘I would be honoured.’

‘Then let us get you dressed at once.’

Victoria’s face fell. ‘But I have no riding attire.’

‘Then you may borrow mine.’

‘But what about...’ she faded out, glancing down at the black embroidered gown that swept back and forth gently around her feet.

‘Put your grief aside for a day, no one here knows who are you. Live beyond the traditions, if only for one ride.’

‘It would be improper,’ she winced, barely convincing even herself.

‘Then wear some bombazine bloomers, my Lady,’ she laughed. ‘And ride with pride.’

‘What if someone recognises me?’

‘As I alluded to last night, I have already given that some thought.’
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Victoria stood, looking up with trepidation at the beast that brayed calmly before her as she waited for the stable boy to finish attaching the ornate side saddle that the Duchess had provided for her. She had not ridden wild country for near beyond six years and the thought of doing so atop such a monstrous steed was filling her with such a swell of anxiety and excitement that she felt dizzy.

‘Do not be intimidated by him,’ called Elizabeth as she swung up into the stirrups of her own mount. ‘His build is betrayed by his placidity, he is one of the safest horses you will ever ride. My husband himself broke Charles several years ago. He has never dropped a rider yet.’

Satisfied, the stable boy stood back and stroked the creature’s nose, beckoning Victoria forward to join him. The beast nuzzled into her softly, one foot pawing the ground and then it leaned down as she hitched herself up, saddling in and adjusting her posture as she took hold of the reins with her free hand.

‘He’s calm,’ said the boy. ‘Won’t give you no trouble, M’La- Miss, I beg your pardon.’

‘Thank you,’ she said, urging Charles forward as Elizabeth began trotting toward the door at the far end.

As she had dressed, the Duchess had disappeared into the depths of the castle, returning many minutes later carrying a small, black lace masquerade mask. It was intricate, delicate and beautiful and as she’d marvelled at the craftsmanship, its purpose had become clear. She adjusted it now, ensuring it was firmly in place and feeling somewhat self-conscious as she rolled from side to side in time with the beast.

Together they emerged into the bright sunlight, the skies clearing slowly as they made their way toward the portcullis. Victoria eyed the great contraption with fear as they passed beneath it and across the bridge and moat which surrounded the castle.

As they left the grounds and steered their way across the fields, she felt a strange sense of liberation. Her sister-in-law was right, no one here knew who she was - well, apart from the friendly chambermaid that was. But to all intents, she was free to act and behave as she wished and not consign herself to solitary mourning all day and all night.

It felt unnatural, and yet at the same time, it felt right - as though Richard himself would have wanted it this way, and she knew he would have done. Or at least, she thought so. For a moment her chest pounded with guilt at the papers, incriminating or not, that she had hidden away beneath the bed in her room.

She shook away the thought, focusing on the present, and as she did so she reeled in surprise. She had been so distracted by the size of her mount, the noise and the smell, that she had not even noticed that the Duchess was riding in the most unconventional manner.

‘You are astride,’ she said, with astonishment.

Elizabeth smiled and turned, squeezing her thighs together across the back her mount. ‘It took you long enough to take note.’

‘But it is improper.’

‘Is it? Or is the side saddle a relic of a forgotten age of false impropriety. I have no virtue to protect, I am a married woman.’

‘But,’ faltered Victoria, as she tried in vain to adjust her view.

‘Two years past, the Duke accepted a diplomatic mission to the States, and naturally I travelled with him,’ interrupted the Duchess. ‘Whilst there I had the misfortune to come face to face with a young, wild woman named Sadie. She was a ruthless vagabond, a remorseless killer, and an inspiration.’

Victoria listened as her heart pounded in her chest.

‘She wore denim pants - men’s clothing,’ she continued. ‘She bore a white stetson and a dusty jacket with a bandolier of shells for the shotgun swung loose across her back. I had never been more scared, intimated and fascinated in all my life, and the way she rode.’

For a few moments they cantered on in silence, as though Elizabeth was recalling something tempestuous and dark before she continued.

‘It was truly with abandon,’ she said at last. ‘As though she had lived free, all of her life. When we returned, I immediately ordered the removal of all side saddles from all of my mounts.’

‘Are you not looked upon poorly?’

‘Dear Victoria,’ she laughed. ‘I set the standard. Others follow.’

The path narrowed ahead and the women rode single file for a mile or more, the wind building ominously as they progressed up hill, passing farm land and wild meadows as the countryside became more and more rock and less grass and mud.

Elizabeth brought her steed to a slow halt as they crested the ridge of the now steep hill, the dark crag dropping a hundred feet or more into the valley below as the path snaked down to a canopy of trees.

‘I had hoped we might ride out in time to see the tall ships dock as they sail into Helton Bay,’ said the Duchess regretfully, pulling her steed around to stand beside Victoria’s as they stared up into the darkening sky.

‘Is this wise? Will the weather hold? Would it not be better to await your husband’s return in the safety of the castle?’ asked Victoria, looking out towards the coast. As she spoke the wind whipped her cavalier hat and she raised her hand from the reins to keep it in place.

Elizabeth shrugged and grinned mischievously as her mount brayed, restlessly pawing at the dirt. ‘Why don’t we find out?’

She kicked and called out, bursting forward and throwing up a spray of mud behind her as Victoria grinned, watching in admiration as she cannoned down the steep path ahead.

Heading up north, she had assumed her time here in the highlands would be morose and melancholy, dwelling on the past as she and her sister-in-law mourned together, finding solace in their mutual loss. Instead, Elizabeth had thus far felt wild and unpredictable and to Victoria’s surprise, it was exactly what she had needed.

She had spent what had felt like weeks in London, crying and sobbing until her eyes were sore and her skin was dry and tender. The constant line of people queueing up to press her over matters that were painful and traumatic had exhausted her and made her feel trapped and ignorant. Not to mention the intrusions of members of the press asking spurious questions.

Beyond that, she had the elaborate rigours of mourning to adhere to and the scrutiny that came with it. The clothes, the rituals, the etiquette, would all be judged daily by her family and friends, none more so than her own mother who would see it as an opportunity to find yet more fault in her, despite apparently having no care for the memory of her husband herself. Not to mention the almost complete curtailment of all social outings and behaviour, leaving her isolated and broken in her grief.

Here though, in the highlands, she felt free.

She could talk with impunity and ride with liberty. She wasn’t being judged, or assessed or held to a standard that suddenly seemed arbitrary and cruel, and none of that diminished her love for her late husband or his memory.

She felt like she could take the time to celebrate his life here. The invitation to travel north had become more than an opportunity to mourn. It had become a form of deliverance.

She racked the reins and the horse bolted forward, harder and faster than she had expected, forcing her to grip the beast’s mane in a near desperate effort to hold on, shrieking with equal amounts of fear and delight.

The wind whipped through her hair as she regained control and urged the creature on behind Elizabeth’s mare, the sheer power exhilarating as she drew level with her friend. For a while the two of them galloped side by side across the valley plains, heading toward the faint glint of the ocean in the distance.

As the lowland came to an end, Elizabeth slowed to a trot and Victoria drew alongside, following the line of a stoney creek upstream to a more shallow crossing, passing large moss covered rocks as they rode beneath the deep canopy that she had seen from high above.

Even at the shallowest point, the water - that had now quickly become a river - was deep, the cascade reaching above the creature’s knees. Victoria had to raise her dress to keep it dry as the mare stumbled in the dark torrent.

’They say this river is the most dangerous in all of Kilburn,’ called Elizabeth, over the din. ‘This fjord, and the bridge in Calcarn are the only safe places to cross.’

‘Your definition of safe differs from mine, Duchess.’

Elizabeth smiled, and then her expression became dark. ‘A boy and his father died this last year, a few hundred feet downstream from where we joined the path. They attempted in vain to jump the creek at a point where the rocks are just feet apart. The boy slipped and his father jumped in to save him. Neither were seen again.’

‘My goodness,’ Victoria’s face fell in sorrow as Charles shot up the embankment, returning to the path.

‘Most of the year the depth is just a foot or less here. There are stepping stones buried in the silt, but it deepens during the darker seasons, or when the rains come, and then one must take the long road to Calcarn.’

‘What is it like here, during the winter months?’

‘Arduous,’ she said as Victoria drew alongside once more. ‘The cold bites hard and doesn’t let go, the snow is deep and long, the day is short and brutal, but the fires burn bright and the world feels small, and I like it that way.’

Victoria smiled. ‘As though there is no one, but you.’

‘And James,’ she said softly.

‘I scarcely consider him a James. I have always known of him as the Duke.‘

Elizabeth smiled. ‘And that is precisely how he wants it.’

‘Where has he been?’ said Victoria suddenly, shocked at her own impudence but unable to stop herself. The Duchess said nothing for a while as the two of them strode on, and then the silence was interrupted.

‘I shall tell you,’ she said at long last. ‘If you beat me to the bay.’

And then she hacked at her mount and it burst forth, charging away along the path, leaving Victoria laughing in a cloud of dust as she gave quick chase.

The power beneath was exhilarating as her mount shot forth, the thump as each hoof hit the ground resounding through her lithe frame as she urged it onward, chasing the fading figure of the Duchess as she disappeared left into the tree line, departing from the path and crashing through the undergrowth.

Ahead the mudded track veered right. She had to make a choice, risk following her sister-in-law with the possibility of becoming lost in the deep wood, or stay on the path but lose the race.

She pulled the reins hard left and the mare leapt across the fence, racing to intercept. She was gaining on her, the ground clearer for Victoria, and before long they were near neck and neck as they burst out of the tree line and raced downhill through a field toward the town.

Victoria looked up, the wind whistling wild as she stared down and marvelled at the ocean below, the sun shining across the waves, shimmering in the morning light. Then a gust of wind ripped her hat from her head and sent it sailing into the wheat that grew tall around them and she screamed with delight.

Elizabeth looked across at her, beaming with excitement and then she tore away to the left again, leaving Victoria once more as she aimed for a wooden gate at the far east corner, gaining precious seconds as she laughed and hollered.

Leaping the gate with ease, the two women tore down the wide track that led into the town, passing stables and carriages and shouts of admonishment from men and women alike. Victoria took the lead as Elizabeth turned to avoid a coach, screaming with frustration as she drew up behind.

The town seemed to grow around them as they powered on, heading toward the bay, Victoria following the busiest streets as they slowed and battled their way through. The pounding metallic sound of the machines in the factories seemed to shake the very ground they rode upon, the sound alien and disturbing, making her feel uneasy as she urged her mount onward toward the glistening waves now visible in the distance. Then at last she could see the beach.

Exhilarated and breathless, she leapt down from her mount as the defeated figure of Elizabeth approached, her face sullen in faux frustration. ‘Well ridden, dear sister,’ she smiled, laughing as she slipped down. ‘I feel truly bested.’

‘Thank you,’ Victoria laughed. ‘Although I have lost my hat.’

Elizabeth laughed, shaking her head. ‘We will search for it on our return.’

Together they tied up the horses, hitching them to a post along the concrete promenade as the sea air whistled through their hair. Along the bay, ten or more tall ships rocked back and forth in the waves, lilting gently as the seamen moved about on board, tying rope and unloading cargo onto the dock, the gulls screeching overhead.

‘Aren’t they wonderful? The craftsmanship is remarkable.’

‘They are,‘ she said as they began to walk along the promenade toward what appeared to be a busy market, situated in a grand square. Elizabeth hooked her arm through Victoria’s and together they walked side by side.

’The dock is one of the busiest in Scotland,’ said Elizabeth, smiling sidelong at her friend. ’On some days there can be twenty or more ships waiting to unload their cargo. James is petitioning the Crown to invest more and open the bay to international shipping.’

’It is already vast,’ she remarked as they entered the market, bustling with hundreds of men and women, shouting and squabbling.

The smell was overpowering, and as she turned up her nose, Elizabeth squeezed her arm and giggled. ‘You’ll become accustomed to it.’

‘So, you promised to answer my question,’ said Victoria, holding Elizabeth tight. ‘If I won.’

‘And what question was that?’ she said, turning away with a flourish and then standing in front of her.

‘Where has the Duke been?’

‘Why don’t you ask him yourself?’ said Elizabeth with a shrug and a smile.

Victoria’s expression shifted to one of confusion as she stared back at her friend with incredulity, but the Duchess merely gazed back and then shifted her eye-line beyond her, adding a loving smile.

Victoria turned and saw, that true to her word, the Duke was indeed behind her, striding across the cobbles and pushing past people with great purpose, a dark shadow across his face.

Elizabeth stepped forward, placing her hand on Victoria’s arm as he drew near. ‘Something is wrong.’

‘What is it?’ she said, her chest filling with fear.

‘I don’t know,’ she was trying to remain calm, but her voice was uneven and tense. Her fingers dug into the skin of Victoria’s arm as her husband waved wildly.

‘You should not be here,’ he called harshly across the ground as he marched toward them both, his eyes fixated firmly on Victoria. ‘Your life is danger.’
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‘We must leave at once,’ said the Duke, his face ashen and his tone grave. ‘Hide your face.’

‘My face?’ said Victoria, she reached up for the mask but found it was missing. In her haste, she had not noticed its absence.

‘Cover yourself, if you are seen here, then they will come for you.’

‘What is going on?’ said Elizabeth as she flicked between them fearfully.

‘Quiet,’ he snapped, throwing a cloak around Victoria’s shoulders and pulling it up tight around her cheeks. ‘Where are the horses?’

Elizabeth pointed back in shock. ‘On the promenade.’

‘Lead the way.’

Victoria felt the strong hand of the Duke press hard into her back, taking her breath away as he guided her forward, looking left and right as they passed through the crowds. Eyes watched her, some frowning with curiosity as they forged a path back to the beach.

As they approached their mounts, Elizabeth cast ahead, untying them and bringing them both round as the Duke strode forward.

Immediately he detached the side saddle, discarding it as readily as an apple core. Then he bundled Victoria up and clambered on behind her, his thick arms wrapping hard around her waist as the mare bounded forth at his behest.

She felt small and safe, tucked neatly within his powerful frame, her thighs spread unnaturally wide across the great beast as they rode, pushed forward into the rise of the remaining saddle. As they passed the factories, with the rhythmic thump of the machinery, she looked to her side searching for and finding Elizabeth - seeking solace in her eyes.

As they rode out up the main street, passing carriages and carts, weaving quickly between small gatherings of people and families, Victoria began to feel queer. Her hands were beginning to shake and a sheen of sweat had crept unbidden across her forehead as the intense sensation deep inside her grew. She tried to ignore it, but the feeling persisted, increasing in magnitude as they progressed, unceasing up the hill and back into the forest. She could feel him too, pressing into the small of her bottom. Her skin flushed as she tried to think of nothing - banishing thought and feeling.

She had hoped that they might slow down but the Duke had pressed on, maintaining his pace and pushing the mare onward, driving it forth, harder and harder, his thick thighs pressing into her as the strange agitation building in her loins continued unabated.

As they began their descent toward the river, Victoria’s eyes closed involuntarily as she succumbed, unable to maintain her composure any longer, the strange and intense pleasure overwhelming her as the horse pounded on, and then the Duke’s arm reached around her waist as they splashed through the gushing water and she came.

She held her breath, her eyes closed as it swept through her like an ocean wave, crashing over and over again into the shore as she quivered, her lips dry as it kept going and going. She pushed back from the rise to try and quell the intensity, but found herself pressing even harder against his manhood as they powered up the hill toward the crest that overlooked all of Helton.

She looked back, guilt in her eyes as her unbidden climax faded, and she found Elizabeth just feet away, concern and curiosity painted in her expression, her eyes full of fear and love against a backdrop of dark clouds and pregnant lust.

At last, Gravesdown came into view. The turrets glowed in the distance as the wind picked up against their backs, the promised storm breaking against the coast and diminishing in power as it headed for the mountain peaks.

As they passed beneath the portcullis, Victoria breathed a sigh of relief and yet a part of her felt a strange sense of disappointment. The Duke’s strong arms, drawn tight around her waist had made her feel safer than she had in weeks. Amongst the shameful pleasures and the intensity of the sensations, she had felt something else too, something unconscionable, and yet irrepressible.

She felt a powerful and overwhelming attraction to her sister-in-law’s husband. His dark eyes, his gravel face, his wild hair and his broad shoulders.

It was depraved, and indefensible.

And yet wanton.

The Duke led the horses toward the stables as the boy hurriedly drew open the gate. As the first drops of rain began to fall they slipped beneath the roofline, trotting steadily into the stall where the Duke dismounted.

Victoria’s body relaxed as he slid down, landing hard in the straw and then turning swiftly to assist her descent. As she swung her legs over the side, he reached up and lifted her down by her waist and she gasped, blushing intensely and covering her face in the cloak once again as she turned away from him, finding her way momentarily blocked by Charles.

She turned back, controlling her breathing as she quivered softly, and looked down, feeling both giddy and ashamed.

‘You are safe now,’ he said. ’But we must head inside. There is much to discuss.’

As the horse shifted to one side, Elizabeth appeared and threw her arms around her, holding her tight and squeezing her as the three of them walked quickly toward the stone steps of the entrance, the rain crashing down now in waves as they swept inside.

Elizabeth led her into the room that she and Victoria had dined in the previous night. The fire was already burning bright and the warmth was invigorating as they sat down before it, disrobing her outer layers and handing the Duke back his cloak.

As the two women consoled one another, Victoria shivering in Elizabeth’s arms, the Duke paced back and forth, deep in thought. Finally, after several minutes he broke the silence.

‘When you left for the north,’ he said firmly. ‘What did you bring with you?’

Victoria’s mind immediately fell to the papers she had sequestered from her husband’s office. ‘I-,’ she stammered, her hands shaking. ‘My clothes, my belongin-‘

Elizabeth stepped forward. ‘James, she doesn’t-‘

‘Quiet,’ he snapped, holding a hand up to his wife’s intrusion. ‘What else?’

Victoria looked sideways at her sister-in-law, and then looked down in guilt. ‘Some papers.’

‘Where are they?’

She hesitated, fearful of the contents and whether they might incriminate her husband, but the time for secrecy was lost. ‘Beneath my bed,’ she said at last.

The Duke made for the door, marching out into the main hall at a pace. As she listened to his footsteps echoing and bounding up the stone stairs two at a time, she began to cry softly. ‘I am so sorry,’ she said.

Elizabeth tightened her embrace, stroking her palm. ‘There’s nothing to apologise for. You did not know.’

‘The papers, they were nothing, they- I was going to burn them,’ she felt afraid, listening as the Duke returned, his steps slow and methodical, like a death march.

‘Do not be afraid,’ said the Duchess, holding her as tight as she could as her husband re-entered, handling the bundle loose as he swept his eyes across the contents. Waves of shame washed over her as his gaze moved back and forth upon the pages.

Finally, he looked up.

‘Your home was broken into, four nights ago,’ Victoria felt sick as she listened. ‘As far as we could tell, nothing of value was stolen, but your husband’s office was turned over. We believe what they were looking for, were these,’ he held up the papers.

‘We?’ said Victoria, wiping tears from her eyes.

The Duke turned to his wife in confusion. ‘She does not know?’

Elizabeth shook her head. She watched as the expression on the Duke’s face softened. ‘I’m sorry, I was given to understand…’ he faltered. ‘Elizabeth.’

The Duchess nodded and took a deep breath as Victoria’s chest pounded. ‘Did Richard ever mention something called Special Intelligence Branch?’

The hair’s on Victoria’s neck bristled. ‘SIB,’ she whispered, thinking back to the symbol and the three initials printed on the letters she had glimpsed.

‘Your husband,’ said the Duke. ‘He founded this organisation, and I endorsed it. Its remit, is to protect the Crown by gathering intelligence through covert operations.’

‘Richard was not a traitor,’ said Elizabeth softly, squeezing her hand. ‘He was the most patriotic man I knew, and a loyal brother and husband.’

‘Before his death,’ said the Duke. ‘He had been working with myself and one other, to gather evidence on an organisation known as the Republican Brotherhood.’

‘My goodness,’ said Victoria, her eyes overflowing with tears.

‘I believe these same people, who are intent upon bringing about the end of the Monarchy,’ said the Duke, with a dark edge. ‘Now intend to murder you too.’
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Victoria felt ashamed as she retired to her room.

She knew that she should feel afraid, petrified even. There were men, and possibly women out there, actively conspiring to murder her. But for some reason, instead of fearing for her life, she felt a strange mixture of disgust, and an intense and overwhelming desire for something so wrong, that she could not even countenance it.

What was wrong with her, she ruminated?

Was this some sort of reaction to the stress and anxiety of the situation she had found herself in?

Her mind disconnecting itself from the cold hard reality of facing the possibility of her own death?

She could not know, but as she closed the door behind herself, she felt so completely overwhelmed with emotion that she had to lean against the thick wood for support as the world swam around her.

She didn’t want to admit, or even accept her shame out loud, but internally - where her thoughts were private and hers alone - she gave them room to breathe, if only for a moment.

The truth was, that she was powerfully, and incontrovertibly attracted to her sister-in-law’s husband. There was something deeper too, and so morally devoid that she felt it wrong to even think of it, but there it was, indisputable, hanging in her mind’s eye, surrounded by a deep cloud of near impenetrable mist.

For a moment it parted, and in that instant she could no longer deny it, even to herself.

She was also attracted to the Duchess.

It had to be grief.

Something must have clicked inside her, a misfire inside her brain which had the unfortunate consequence of turning her into a hysterical mess. Were her thoughts to be made public, she would be bound and condemned and committed. But she did not feel maddened.

On the contrary, she felt an irrepressible urge.

It was a feeling so deep and intrinsically powerful, that she felt utterly compelled to satiate it. Like a persistent itch, too deep to scratch, she needed this and yet it was impossible.

Wasn’t it?

There had to be more to it than the side effect of grief. Wasn’t Elizabeth’s behaviour unusual? And she could’ve ridden behind the Duke on the return from Helton, but he chose to have her in front, astride her, his flesh pressed into her as she rubbed against the rise.

Her body tingled as the memory of the intense sensations flickered in her mind’s eye. She took a long, quivering breath.

She would leave at once.

She could not conceive of any other option. And yet her life was in mortal danger, and perhaps the only safe place for her, was right here, in the most dangerous place of all.

Amongst temptation itself.

What would her husband have thought of her, if he knew?

He would be mortified. Stricken.

And yet somehow, that thought only served to make her arousal more intense.

She wanted to touch herself, to slip her hands between the folds of her dress and stimulate her warmth until her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she cried out...

‘Elizabeth,’ she whispered, surprising herself as she uttered her friend’s name involuntarily.

She opened her eyes and found herself upon the bed, her outer garments thrown aside, her hand between her own thighs, her under cloth askew as she pressed and pressed into the folds of her shame and...

She withdrew her hand, glowing so red she feared she might set fire. What was she doing? What was she doing?

Quickly she gathered her clothes and began to pack them away into her suitcase, stuffing them in as she rooted through the wardrobe, collecting her possessions as tears welled in her eyes.

Mary had distributed all of her things - perhaps quite literally all of her things if Mother got her way - about the room in all the appropriate places, as though she would be staying for months, not weeks. And now, her stay diminished to just days and hours, she felt irrationally angry at how far her few possessions had seemingly been strewn.

Then her eyes fell back upon the mattress.

The papers.

Had she found them? The curious little maid. So called, Mary?

She was becoming paranoid.

The Duke had returned them to her, before she had retired. Closing her eyes, she held her breath as she lay them down upon the bed spread.

She did not know if they were all there, for she had not read their contents, but at first glance they appeared intact, although she might never know for sure.

She sat down, and picked up the nearest one to hand.

Who was her husband?

She had thought she had known him. And yet she did not.

Of course, she had suspected. His work had been more important to him than almost anything. Except of course, for becoming a father, and she a mother.

Something they had now been so cruelly denied.

She began to cry.

And yet perhaps that wasn’t true, perhaps it was the other way around? Perhaps she was the only person on God’s Green Earth to truly know him. Perhaps everyone else merely saw what he wanted them to see.

Their love was real. It had been real. There was no doubting that, at least.

The Duke and the Duchess were a passing infatuation, brought on by grief and sorrow.

Nothing more.

Either way, at dawn, she would leave.

She lay back on the pillow and tucked herself in beneath the covers, feeling more satisfied and settled than she had in weeks, and before she had even closed her eyes, she was asleep.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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VICTORIA AWOKE TO the sound of screaming.

It was course and brutal, with an edge of violence so sharp that she sat bolt upright in bed, deathly afraid and feeling sick with fear as quiet befell the castle again.

She listened intently, the silence thickening around her until it became slow like treacle.

Had she dreamt it? It had sounded so real.

She fumbled in the darkness for her candle and matches. Her fingers and hands shaking as she lit the little wick and placed it awkwardly inside the small lantern, closing the glass door and latching it shut.

The shadows of the four poster bed flickered against the walls, creating deep pools of shadow which seemed pregnant with menace.

Paralysed with fear, she sat frozen in bed.

Then the screaming started again.

Her eyes widened in panic. Should she hide? Should she flee? Was Elizabeth in peril? And where was the Duke? Surely no man could’ve bested him.

Abject horror beset her as she heard a gunshot, but had it been in her mind? Or was it real?

A cold sweat enveloped her, and then she was back, falling to the floor as her husband’s neck snapped in death, the bullet jolting his skull.

The shadows of the four poster became the legs of the spider, gigantic serrated spikes, with broken stick-like joints stabbing down at her from the darkness.

Perhaps they had murdered the Duke in his sleep? To face him, one on one, would be suicide. But a gunshot to the head as he lay defenceless? It was even more cowardly than the murder of Richard.

But that’s what these men were - cowards.

There came another long, drawn out scream filled with sorrow and pain, and then silence.

That had been Elizabeth. She had no doubt.

She had to run.

Victoria gathered herself and slipped out of the bed, pushing the heavy covers aside and hurriedly dressing herself, finally slipping on a pair of boots and a large overcoat. She approached the door and listened carefully, her heart beating so hard that she feared it might echo into the entrance hall.

If she could descend the main staircase and egress through the kitchens, she could make it to the main stables and mount Charles before anyone who might be inside knew she was gone. There was the small matter of the portcullis, but she would cross that bridge when she came to it.

After a moment, satisfied that no one was standing beyond the threshold, she licked her fingers and opened the lantern casing again, pressing her thumb and forefinger together over the flame to extinguish its light.

The darkness enveloped her once more, and then there came another cry.

If someone had murdered the Duke, and that someone was now attacking Elizabeth, she didn’t want to give herself away, but by the sounds of it, her sister-in-law might still be alive. The screams had sounded long and drawn out, not short and sharp.

They might be harming her, torturing her even, but she wasn’t dead. Not yet.

She had to help.

Beside the fireplace, abutting the wall stood a black fire iron, filed to a rough point.

She picked it up. Then she bounded silently back toward the door and unlocked it, the large key still inside the hole from the night before, closing her eyes and cringing as the hinge creaked loudly.

The corridor was quiet.

The Duke and Duchess’s bedroom lay across the great chasm of the stairwell. Moonlight shone down through the large glass windows at the front of the manor, silver tinged shadows pooling amongst the stone of the carpeted steps.

She crept towards them, her eyes on the lower floor watching for movement, staying low and avoiding the light.

Another loud scream filled the hall and Victoria’s head snapped towards the door of the Duchess’s bedroom.

It was ajar.

The Derringer.

In her haste and panic she had forgotten it. It was too late to go back now. If she did so, she would be found, and the little pistol would be useless.

Every fibre of her being was willing her to run. Anxiety and fear coursed through her veins, pumping her full of adrenaline. But she couldn’t.

It might mean her life, but if that were so, then the sooner she would be with her husband again. She would welcome the long sleep with open arms.

She set off down the stairs at a quiet pace, her feet moving carefully and swiftly across the deep rug and up the other side towards the door. There was candlelight inside. It was bright, as though there were several hundred burning at once.

She raised the poker and tiptoed toward the opening.

Another scream.

She took a deep breath and peered inside.

Then she froze, and paled at what she saw.

The Duchess was on her knees, her eyes closed and her arms out in front of her. Her breasts were bare and her mouth was wide and she was being thrust forward, over and over by the dark silhouette of a wild man behind a sheer curtain, partially surrounding the edge of the four post monstrosity.

She screamed again, a wail of agony, but now Victoria could see, she knew that her sister-in-law was not in pain.

Her skin bristled.

It was pleasure.

She fell forward and her mouth let out another groan of ecstasy and Victoria saw the dark and monstrous man’s hands clamp down around her waist as he thrust hard again.

Victoria found she couldn’t look away.

It was a paralysis of a different kind. One of rapt fascination.

The woman’s breasts moved back and forth beneath her, her loose hair falling down around her neck and face, lit up by the flames and cast in shadow by the flickering, drifting light of the candles - like a pagan ritual.

She took a breath.

It echoed in the darkness, and Elizabeth looked up.

Their eyes met, and everything slowed down. For a moment she wondered if the Duchess could actually see her, watching them, but then she looked away, and her breath returned.

Suddenly the man’s hand came down hard on her sister-in-laws peach like bottom, the crack reverberating through the room and out into the corridor where it echoed and snapped.

Victoria’s hand rose involuntarily up to her face and covered her mouth, but still she couldn’t look away.

Elizabeth fell forward, her breasts now flat against the covers and the man came into view, pinning her down with his thick, powerful arms as he ravished her.

It was the Duke.

Victoria could scarcely believe her eyes. She had known it was him all along, in a way, but somehow her mind could not conflate it.

He was an animal.

He thrust into her with his manhood - the one that had pressed so firmly into her bottom on the ride back from Helton - with such vigour that Elizabeth screamed again, her hands gripping the bed sheets so hard they turned white.

It appeared violent and brutal, and yet her sister-in-law was clearly enjoying it, more than Victoria ever thought possible.

Even in the wildest throes of passion, her late husband had never made her scream with delight. She had tingled, and moaned, even let out an audible cry once or twice as his love had throbbed inside of her, but this was something else.

Elizabeth turned her head and looked up, catching Victoria’s eye once again as her chest filled with shame, and in that moment she realised that she could see her. She wasn’t just looking at her… she was smiling. Then the brute grabbed her hair in his hand and pulled it back, jerking her up and kissing her ear.

‘Harder,’ she cried, and yet her eyes never broke contact.

She felt shame coursing through her veins, and yet in the back of her mind one thought rose, solitary but intense. Surely it must hurt?

‘Harder,’ said Elizabeth again, louder and firmer this time. Then she looked away and her neck arched.

Victoria blushed as she realised that she was powerfully and intensely aroused, even more so than she had been when the Duke’s arms and thighs had enveloped her atop Charles. She looked on with shameless fascination as her lifelong friend became hysterical in front of her.

And yet it was beautiful.

Her eyes closed, her smile wide, her mouth open as though she was thanking the Goddess herself. She quivered as Victoria watched, her whole body arching and shuddering and then collapsing forward, spent and broken.

She wanted to reach out and take her hand.

To touch her.

To hold her.

She admonished herself as the Devil’s thoughts ran through her mind. He was tempting her, that had to be it. Infiltrating her mind, and feeding her with dark impulses.

Then her gaze shifted up and she found that the Duke was staring at her too.

And at last, she ran.
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Victoria closed the door to her room and hurriedly turned the key in the lock, pressing her back flat against the wood and then finally breathing out, the darkness enveloping her.

She had fled across the carpeted stairs, down and back up as fast as her feet could carry her, a deep and overwhelming sense of shame coursing through her body.

What had she been thinking?

She had been caught.

She was no better than a Peeping Tom.

A pervert.

She would be ostracised, banished.

The shame.

She threw herself onto the bed and buried her face in the pillow.

The last two days had been a whirlwind of confusion and intense emotions, but now she had crossed a line.

Now her life was truly over.

Quiet footsteps approached the door. They were not the heavy steps of the Duke, but the delicate ones of a woman.

Elizabeth.

She froze.

Next came a gentle tap on the wood. She didn’t move. She couldn’t. She was paralysed by humiliation.

‘Victoria?’ Elizabeth whispered, insistent and impatient. ‘Please, let me in.’

There was a part of her that knew she must open the door, and face the inevitable derision and banishment, to accept her fate and return to London ashamed and abashed and full of self loathing, but there was nothing for her there either.

She prayed for the bed to swallow her hole and never give her up until there was no more air to breathe.

‘Please,’ came Elizabeth’s voice, softer this time. ‘We really must talk.’

Victoria frowned. Talk? What was there to talk of?

‘Please. Allow me to come in.’

She rolled and sat upright. Short of leaping from the window or boiling herself alive in the bathtub, she would have to face her shame. With a pounding heart and a hollow chest, she approached the door and unlocked it, awaiting the verbal onslaught that was surely due, and that she deserved.

‘Thank you,’ said the Duchess, her face illuminated by the light of the lantern she carried. ‘I’m sorry we disturbed you.’

Victoria looked on, puzzled. ‘I- I thought you were in danger.’

Elizabeth studied her friend’s face - her fearful eyes, her white cheeks, her quivering look. Then she glanced at the fire iron, discarded against the bed. ‘Yes, I suppose you must have done. You were planning to tackle my assailant with that?’

Victoria nodded.

‘Gosh, that is brave. I am thankful,’ she said. ‘I’m afraid the reality is a little different. My husband and I apologise to you.’

Victoria hesitated and then rocked backwards on her heels as the words rolled over her. ‘You’re- You’re not, angry?’

Elizabeth’s face dropped. ‘No,’ she said, confused. ‘Not at all...’

Her sister-in-law appeared to Victoria as though she had wished to say something more, but had thought better of it before the words left her mouth. ‘What is it?’ she asked, curious as this new reality, so different from the one she had expected, flowed around her.

‘Nothing,’ said Elizabeth.

‘Please, do me the courtesy of honesty. If you wish to admonish me or banish me, then do so. I will leave at once.’

‘My goodness, Victoria. No,’ the Duchess’s face dropped in shock and she took a step closer, taking her hand in her own and interlocking their fingers.

Victoria froze as the woman’s smooth and warm skin pressed against her own. She closed her eyes and held her breath as she tried to quell the butterfly’s taking flight in her chest. Her body tingled as she awaited whatever words would follow.

‘I knew you were watching.’

Victoria’s eyes widened. ‘You did?’

She nodded, her grip tightening as her friend tried to pull away. ‘Please, don’t be angry.’

‘I’m not angry,’ she said weakly, turning her face to one side. ‘I’m…’

Elizabeth took another step forward, until they were just a foot from one another. ‘It’s okay,’ she said. Victoria could feel her breath on her cheek. ‘Do you feel it too?’

‘Don’t,’ whispered Victoria. ‘I can’t.’

‘Can’t what?’

She shook her head, tears welling quickly. She glanced back, and for a heart pounding second their eyes met. Elizabeth’s hand stroked hers, her thumb brushing softly against her skin as they stood looking at one another. And then Victoria pulled away and walked swiftly toward the window. ‘I can’t do this, not right now.’

‘Do what?’ said Elizabeth, approaching her slowly.

‘This,’ she snapped. ‘You know what I mean.’

She stopped, halfway across the room, her shoulders sagging. ‘Okay,’ she said quietly, nodding. ‘I’m sorry.’ Then she turned around and began to walk back toward the door.

As she laid her hand on the knob, resting the lantern on the side table, she paused and took one last glance back at Victoria, tears streaming down both their faces now. ‘I,’ she said, then she looked down, conflicted, her emotions in turmoil. ‘I thought?’

Then Victoria was striding towards her, one hand pressing hard against her side and the other wrapping tight around her hip as she pushed her backwards up against the thick wooden door.

It slammed shut as the two of them crashed into it, then Elizabeth’s face was so close that Victoria could feel her warmth upon her bosom, and for a moment they looked deep into each other’s eyes.

Their breath held.

Their hearts beating as one.

Victoria’s mouth went dry as she glanced down at the Duchess’s lips, glistening in the candlelight.

They looked so soft.

Then Elizabeth leaned forward and kissed her, and her body spread aglow with light as though a priest had lit a thousand candles at once, the inferno igniting the night sky itself.

She drew sharp breath as Elizabeth pulled and spun her, strong arms and quick hands making short work of her linen underclothes, deftly unbuttoning her camisole as they twirled unsteadily across the room and fell unceremoniously onto the bed.

She felt as though she was walking on clouds as her sister-in-law straddled her, unpicking each tight loop as her loins throbbed. She felt at once panicked and afraid, and yet filled and utterly overwhelmed with an unconscionable lust, as though she had been possessed.

It was exhilarating.

She watched with unrestrained fascination as the loose cloth gown that Elizabeth wore around her shoulders fell aside, the bare skin of her arms exposed as her bosom heaved.

Hot guilt filled her ears like lava as her chest pounded with fear. What were they doing? Where was the Duke?

She wanted to reach up and touch her but she found that she could not, her arms stiff and unmoving as the final loop came undone. ‘Please,’ she whispered. ‘We mustn’t.’

‘We must,’ came the Duchess’s reply, full of yearning. ‘I want this. I’ve always wanted this.’

‘The Duke,’ hissed Victoria.

‘He knows.’

Her mind and heart flushed with a sensation she had not felt since she had been but a young maiden, watching the garden boy sow the seeds of Spring in the blistering heat of her youth. ‘He knows?’

Elizabeth sat across Victoria’s waist, slowly moving back and forth as she waited, short sharp breaths escaping her lips as the two of them looked at one another. ‘But it’s wrong,’ she said at last, lacking any conviction.

‘And yet, doesn’t it feel right?’

Each one of them knew they were at a precipice, and to plunge beyond the edge would mean to never return. There would be no way back.

Victoria ushered a staccato breath and twitched, her own warmth rising up off the bed imperceptibly - filled with desire and out of her control.

The Duchess was waiting, frozen and still, looking for her tacit approval. Her muscles taught, her eyes filled with warmth.

Victoria’s heart skipped a beat.

And then she nodded.

With an urgency that made her whimper, the Duchess slid down the bed and parted her naked thighs, and then she drew her hand between her nethers and smiled.

As Elizabeth’s smooth fingers slipped inside her parting she buried her face in the pillow and cried out in surprise, twisting and turning as waves of pleasure gushed through her.

She had never felt like this before. Not once in all her life.

Her skin crackled, alive with sparks, but inside she felt as though her body had become soft and warm and light, as though someone had siphoned her life blood and filled her instead with warm treacle.

She could never have imagined the touch of another woman feeling so divine.

And then Elizabeth’s fingers pulsed upwards, tapping softly, once, twice - and she moaned. It echoed through the room, bouncing off the cold stone walls as she lost all control. In the far reaches of her mind she became self conscious for a moment, but then even that sensation was erased as her dear friend kept going. A moment later she felt lips seal around her breast and then something happened.

It felt like a swelling deep inside of her, and she bucked and tried to twist away, her eyes snapping open as she instinctively fought against it, finding Elizabeth’s soft gaze and wide smile.

‘Don’t fight it,’ she whispered, still pressing up and up into that sweet, never before touched spot. ‘Let go.’

And she did.

For a moment the world dimmed and became as silent and still as the calm before a storm, and then the walls caved in and her whole body quivered with heavenly delight as she truly came.

It started deep in her loins and bubbled up through her, emanating out and tingling across her skin in waves as it built. She didn’t know what was happening, but she no longer cared, it felt so good. She battled to stay silent but her mouth and lungs no longer obeyed her and she cried out in ecstasy, her hips thrusting back and forth, and then she stretched...

And the world filled with light.
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INTERMISSION - EMILIA
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EMILIA BREATHED OUT.

Her mouth was dry, and her heart was pounding in her chest.

She put the book down on the duvet and laughed, nervously.

Her skin was tingling.

She liked Victoria. In many ways, she identified with her. Her anxiety, her desire to be perceived as fundamentally good and honest, and her guilt at indulging in desires that society deemed illicit, but the reality was that she was a contradiction. Her outward projection was always battling her true self, whilst the real her was teased out gently by the guiding and gentle hand of Elizabeth.

It was electrifying.

At once a coming out tale, one that if she was honest with herself, was closer to the line than she cared to admit. At least outwardly.

Her sister had always been open about her sexuality. Even from a young age she had been out and proud about her lack of affinity for one sex or another. Perhaps intense lust for either sex was a better way of putting it. Life was too short to choose, she would laugh, so why not both?

Emilia on the other hand had hidden behind propriety and what society deemed appropriate. She had been afraid of what her mother and father would think, despite them being so completely accepting of Alice’s life choices. So whilst she would admit to herself that she’d had crushes on girls in the past, she would never accept it openly. She hoped one day she might, but for now it was taboo to her.

Forbidden.

Hesitantly, she slid her hand between her legs and squished her thighs together softly.

‘Oh gosh,’ she licked her lips, picturing the two women, their lips locked as their bare skin touched, soft and smooth and delicate. She couldn’t admit it openly, but she longed for that feeling.

Her chest fluttered, as though it might burst all of a sudden, and all of her anxiety and guilt would pour out. She laughed at herself as she chewed her lip, her thumb stroking idly back and forth against the soft, wafer thin cotton of her knickers.

This was her shame. And yet it felt so good.

She had come to bed tonight with every intention of treating herself to a night of self satisfaction, and she was going to fulfil that promise.

What she hadn’t anticipated was just how turned on she would be at the thought of two women… together.

Like Victoria, her loins ached. She giggled at the thought.

This would be her little secret.

Her naughty little secret.

The candlelight flickered, and she closed her eyes.

Her thumb began to move in a slow and delicate circle as she imagined Victoria and Elizabeth together… their smooth skin, their long auburn and golden hair, their lips pressing together urgently as they moaned softly in the moonlight.

In her minds eye they were so beautiful. Their naked bodies glistening, entwined as one, smooth and delicate and innocent. She wanted to reach out and touch them, almost able to actually see them as her mind flew into overdrive.

She fumbled behind her desperately as she pictured the Duke entering the room too, her hands shaking as she searched for her vibrator. Her hand closed over the long, shaped, and textured shaft as she swung it round and slipped it between her legs, rolling over onto her back and spreading her thighs as she turned it, her hips writhing up and down as she fingered the button.

It sprang to life, the intense vibrations sending shivers through her skin as it buzzed against her hands. Slowly, reverently, she brought it closer to her warmth, inch by delicate inch.

She tapped it softly against her clit and it sent a wave of delight shivering through her like a cascade of electricity across the surface of a pool of water, sparks flying in her mind’s eye as it brushed against her. Then she slipped it down slowly - up and down - between her lips before she positioned it firmly against her opening.

And pushed.

Her parting flowered and swallowed the tip as she moaned, sliding the vibrating silicon member up inside of her as the sensation became overwhelming. She arched her back, her whole body twisting as she pictured the Duke between her thighs, his thick toned body dominating her, his tree trunk arms either side of her as he thrust. She imagined Elizabeth’s eyes on her, wide and loving as she watched her husband taking another woman, his dark, powerful throbbing member pressed deep inside of her.

Her head twisted to one side as she pictured him, leaning forward, embracing her and kissing her neck as she pushed the shaft further up until the buzzing ears touched her clit and she cried out in surprised delight at the dual sensations.

With her free hand - shaking as her mind came alive - she touched her own breast, imagining her fingers were Elizabeth’s as she rocked freely back and forth, her hand rhythmically mimicking the movement of the Duke as he fucked her, harder and harder with every passing second.

She wanted him to fuck Victoria, to take her and make her his with his raging passion, in the same way that he took his own wife. She wanted him to ravish her and make her scream his name as Elizabeth held her tight in her arms.

She wanted to feel his hands on her body, sliding over her back and down to her bottom as the Duchess’s fingers pressed inside her, her lips on hers, kissing her with an urgent passion.

Lust overcame her as she cried out, driving the vibrator deeper and deeper. Then she was up on her knees, positioning the base of the Duke’s cock between her feet as she sat back upon it and began to ride.

Her neck snapped back as she moaned, her own hands running over her breasts as her breath caught in her throat, the vibrations travelling through her as the tip pressed again and again against her sweet spot.

‘Elizabeth,’ she whispered into the dark, candlelit room.

And then she came, her whole body bucking forward and then arching back again as she gasped and grunted, crying out in ecstasy as wave after wave crashed over her - her body twisting one way as her hips went the other - her toes curling and straightening as her breathing stopped, eyes closed, muscles strained.

It felt so good.

It felt so right.

She fell aside and closed her eyes.

As she came around, her chest and bosom heaving in the candlelight, a sheen of sweat across each breast, her hands shook and she felt a strange mixture of shame and liberation.

She had given in to her most base desires, imagining something so utterly taboo that she couldn’t, and wouldn’t, tell anyone, ever - of that she was certain. And yet, she had come harder and more freely than she had ever done before.

She wasn’t sure what that said about her as a person, but did it matter?

No one had to know.

She slipped the vibrator out of herself slowly, quivering as it came free and then placing it to one side with the faintest of smiles. There was a part of her that wanted to fall asleep, to succumb to the oxytocin flowing through her brain, making her want to cuddle herself and drift away happily into dreamworld, where she hoped that she might meet Elizabeth, Victoria and the Duke.

But another part of her, wanted to keep going. To finish what she had started and to see what was going to happen next.

With a naughty smile, and shaking fingers, she picked up the book, and turned the page…
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CHAPTER SIX
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FOOTSTEPS.

Victoria’s eyes shot open in panic.

They were light, not heavy set like the Duke’s, but it mattered none. It was already too late.

The knob turned and the door opened as she tugged desperately at the thick and heavy covers.

‘Morning, m’Lady,’ announced Mary the chambermaid as she bustled into the room, sweeping towards the curtains at an alarming pace. As she passed by the foot of the bed she stumbled, slowing to a halt as she looked sideways at the scene laid bare before her. ‘Your Grace, I beg y’pardon. I didn’t know you was with my Lady,’ the girl stared in shock at the two of them, side by side in bed together. As the silence grew and lengthened, Victoria watched with horror as the girl’s eyes pieced the room together.

The trail of clothes from the door, progressive from outer layers to undergarments, leading to the bed. The disarray, the sweat, the smell, and the indecorous state of their appearance.

As Victoria stared at the girl, her voice caught in her throat. She thought for a moment that she could see on Mary’s face, the precise moment when the penny dropped.

Her eyes wide, she began to move backward toward the door in panic, her cheeks flushed red and her eyes cast down to the floorboards as she shuffled away as quickly as she’d entered. ‘I’m sorry to have disturbed you.’

‘Wait,’ commanded the voice of the Duchess. The girl froze. ‘Mary.’

She didn’t respond at first, then at last, with no small amount of timidity. ‘Yes, your Grace.’

‘There’s no use doing you a disservice and concocting some outlandish and entirely improbable story of innocence and propriety now, is there?’

The girl’s eyes widened and she turned to look at them both, then averted her eyes again immediately in panic. ‘No? Your Grace?’

‘Can my Lady and I rely on your discretion?’ her tone was stern and direct, uncompromising.

‘Yes, your Grace,’ her nerves appeared shattered, as though she was suddenly and unbecomingly, deathly afraid.

‘Discretion always comes at a price, dear child. If in the coming days you come to a conclusion as to what that price might be, the Duke and I will cover it and then some.’

‘I don’t understand, your Grace.’

‘You will.’

‘Yes, your Grace.’

‘You may go. Quietly,’ this last word was delivered with a clear, knife edge tone. ‘Leave your key.’

As the door closed, Victoria came to, turning in fear toward her sister-in-law. ‘What will we do?’

Elizabeth lay back in the bed. ‘Nothing,’ she smiled. ‘There is nothing we can do.’

‘A young maid will scarcely be unable to talk,’ she said, her eyes wild with panic. ‘She will tell all amongst the staff and we will be ruined. You will be ruined. I am already undone.’

‘Shh,’ she said, raising a single hand to Victoria’s cheek. ‘James will handle this, please, have faith.’

‘I do have faith, but what of the girl?’

‘Anyone of import will never truly believe a chambermaid, the scullery staff will titter and ruminate and that will be as far as it goes. They cannot judge us, by virtue of their station.’

‘That is besides the point,’ she said, her eyes still grave. ‘Rumours persist and spread between households.’

‘And I hear rumours all the time, and I pay them no heed. Lord Fendral is alleged to be fucking one of his stablehands, but it matters not to me, or to the Duke if it is true or not.’

‘But I am in mourning.’

‘And whilst that is true, none of our staff know who you are.’

Victoria went to speak, to correct Elizabeth and tell her of the first night she was here, and Mary’s curious intuition but instead she nodded.

‘There is nothing wrong with what we are doing,’ said Elizabeth softly. ‘Society has always existed on two planes, one above and one below. The upper class, and the lower class. The proper, and the improper. The conventional and the unconventional.’

Victoria stayed silent, processing this, but her nerves remained frayed. ‘You said last night,’ she said at last. ‘That the Duke knows. What did you mean?’

Elizabeth lay down and rolled onto her side, urging Victoria to do the same and after a moment of hesitation she acquiesced, letting the beautiful woman take her hands, cupping them tightly in her palms as they looked into one another’s eyes, mere inches apart. ‘I mean, he knows how I feel, about you... How I have always felt.’

Victoria’s eyes flashed with confusion. ‘How you have always felt?’

Elizabeth smiled, blushing as she looked down at their hands, entwining their fingers together as she spoke, their toes touching beneath the covers. ‘Will you truly make me say it?’

Victoria’s eyes searched Elizabeth’s as her skin tingled. Then she breathed. ‘I would.’

‘I have always desired you. Since the day we first met. Much like my brother, when my eyes first settled upon your face, I was smitten.’

Victoria flushed and laughed, her cheeks glowing red as she squeezed her friend’s fingers.

‘James and I are, unconventional,’ said Elizabeth slowly. ‘I have always favoured the delights of both gentleman and ladies, and he has always been open to my adventures.’

‘There have been others?’

Elizabeth blushed and then nodded. ‘Substitutes,’ she laughed, her cheeks glowing.

Victoria leaned in and kissed her, their lips meeting softly and delicately as they drew close, their naked bodies entwining neatly beneath the covers like two pieces of a puzzle.

For some time they lay together, touching and kissing as the sun rose, its beams travelling swiftly across the floorboards until its flames warmed their skin.

Gently, Elizabeth pulled away, her face full of mischief as she extricated herself from Victoria’s grasp and slipped out from beneath the heavy covers, tip toeing away across the creaking floorboards.

Victoria watched, prickling with excitement as her eyes traced the smooth and curvy contours of her sister-in-laws naked body.

‘Lay back,’ she said as she locked the door, placing the key back on the side.

‘Why?’

‘Do you trust me?’

‘With my life.’

Elizabeth smiled and raised her eyebrows as Victoria laughed. Then, hesitantly and with palpable trepidation, she did as she was told.

She watched closely, feeling her heart pounding in her chest as Elizabeth veered around the far end of the bed, wrapping her hand around one of the ornate wooden posts as her pale knees bent. Then she shuffled forward and took hold of Victoria’s bare ankle beneath the covers.

Then, with just a smile and a giggle, she disappeared beneath, much to Victoria’s surprise.

Expecting her to appear beside her momentarily, she was even more shocked as she felt the mattress shift between her legs, then a moment later she gasped as Elizabeth’s smooth hand swept up her calfs, behind her knee caps, and insistently parted her thighs.

Instinctively she pushed them back together, quivering with impropriety, and then slowly she relaxed, as Elizabeth’s soothing, muffled voice emanated from below, near to her feet. ‘It’s okay,’ she said. ‘Believe me, just relax yourself.’

She tried to do so, and at least as far as her legs and thighs were concerned, she succeeded, but her heart and her head were racing, pounding and palpitating as the beautiful, sweet girl beneath the covers neared her warmth.

Inch by inch she kissed her way up. First her ankles as her fingers caressed her toes and the soles of her feet. Then her calves, her muscles tensing as Elizabeth’s soft lips pressed into her skin. Then the sensitive spot behind her knees, making her squirm and squeal with delight. And finally her inner thighs, slowing down with each peck as she drew nearer and nearer.

Richard had never been so bold as to... she couldn’t even think of the words, let alone speak them aloud.

To kiss her... there.

As such, Victoria had no idea what to expect as Elizabeth inched closer with every heartbeat, her chest fluttering in wild anticipation.

And then she stopped.

Victoria opened her eyes, the temptation to peer beneath the covers overwhelming her as her instinct fought her shame. Her lips went dry and she closed her eyes and held her breath, looking again toward the locked door, and the key.

And then Elizabeth’s kiss pressed against her parting and she moaned.

Softly, delicately and with an ease that made her tummy button tingle, she felt the Duchess’s tongue play across her warmth.

Overwhelmed by the stirring inside of her, her hips thrust up and her arms reached out, searching for her sister-in-laws hand to grasp and squeeze.

As she found it, she cried out again, as quietly as her body would allow, and then her eyes flew open as Elizabeth’s tongue swirled up and around her button in a smooth, steady circle.

‘Duchess,’ she whispered, and then her head crashed backwards into the pillow as she cried out loud, her delight echoing out beyond the door. ‘Don’t stop. Please. Don’t stop.’
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An hour later, Victoria had awoken, drifting in a misty haze of bliss as her eyes had focused, only to find, much to her disappointment, that she was alone.

A folded note lay beside her head upon the adjoining pillow, and she had smiled as she’d recognised the Duchess’s handwriting.




Dearest Victoria,




You were sleeping with such profound beauty and happiness that I dared not wake you, for fear I would interrupt the dream of a lifetime. I can only hope that I was a part of it, in some way. When you do awake, come join me in the Library, I have a surprise for you.




Elizabeth




Carefully, Victoria had folded the note, tucking it away inside the drawer of her side table before dressing quickly, and heading downstairs.

As she had passed the servants stairs on her way to meet the Duchess, she had impulsively taken a detour, and with no small amount of trepidation, she had descended the steps and followed the sound of crockery, clanking and clinking together.

And there, in the kitchens, she had found her.

Mary.

‘I wonder if I might speak with you, alone,’ said Victoria as she entered the room.

The chambermaid looked up, startled. ‘Oh, my Lady,’ she said, holding her chest. ‘You scared me half to death.’

The scullery was quiet at this time in the morning. Most of the staff were scattered around the rest of the castle, stoking fires, cleaning and washing, making beds, dusting and scrubbing. Even the stablehands and laundry maids would be busy working elsewhere, but Mary who had been dismissed so abruptly from her duties, was alone.

‘I had hoped we might talk... about this morning.’

‘Your secret’s safe with me ma’am,’ she said, her cheeks glowing red. ‘I won’t say nothing to any of the others.’

Victoria smiled, breathing out softly. And then she frowned, noticing the strange cadence of the maid’s voice. ‘Why not?’

Mary grinned, shaking her head as she turned away. ‘So you trust me about as much as they do then?’ she said, returning to the sink as she kept scrubbing, if anything harder than she had been before.

Victoria suddenly felt awkward, as though she had said something deeply insulting without realising it. ‘Who are they?’ she asked, with wary curiosity.

‘Them. The rest of us down ere,’ she said, clearly upset as she swept her arm around in a wide gesture, spraying Victoria with a stream of soapy water. ‘They think I tattle on them, and I don’t.’

‘I don’t understand,’ said Victoria, taking a step back.

‘You wouldn’t,’ she said, her tone was near venomous. She paused, her hands shaking beneath the water’s edge. ‘I’m sorry, my Lady.’

‘There is nothing to apologise for,’ she waited, frowning with curiosity as Mary breathed in and out.

‘All the other staff, they think I’m the Duchess’s favourite. Her pet. They think I tell her what goes on down here. It dun’t help that I ain’t from round here.’

‘And what does go on?’

‘Nowt that you should know,’ she grinned, then she leaned closer and whispered. ‘Cept, that Harry the stableboy is shaggin Bessie, but that’s just funny cos she’s his cousin.’

‘Oh my,’ tittered Victoria, blushing as Mary smiled and turned back to the sink.

‘Maybe I do talk a little bit,’ she said. ‘But I knows when to keep me mouth shut. I’m guessing that’s what you want to talk about? Me, keeping me mouth shut.’

‘I, um,’ Victoria swallowed, nervously.

‘Your naughty little rendezvous with the Duchess is safe with me,’ she said. ‘And what’s more is, I don’t want nuffin in return.’

Victoria’s heart felt heavy. ‘Thank you.’

‘You want to know why?’

‘If you wish to tell me.’

Mary turned and looked at her slowly, as though she was evaluating her, then she took a long deep breath. ‘I ent never been with a man. Not that I ain’t had the chance, mind, if you’re following. I’ve had plenty of them. I just, never wanted to. If you follow.’

Victoria smiled, and looked down. Then she nodded slowly. ‘I understand.’

‘Now, you and I, are even,’ she said slowly, pointing between them with a soapy finger. ‘You hold my secret, and I’ll hold yours.’

‘That seems like a fair deal.’

‘And if you don’t mind,’ she nodded down. ‘Sooner I can get these dishes done, sooner I can have me breakfast.’

Victoria smiled and turned away, walking toward the door where she stopped and turned back. ‘Thank you, Mary.’

‘For what, me Lady?’ she winked and grinned, and then nodded before returning to her scrubbing as she laughed.

Victoria ascended the stairs two at a time, feeling buoyed from her conversation with the young chambermaid, and more confident and full of energy than she had in weeks.

With a spring in her step, she made her way along the bright, sun filled corridor toward the Library, where Elizabeth awaited her, and as she pushed open the door she was not disappointed.

‘Breakfast,’ she said, with a flourish.

Victoria’s eyes popped as she surveyed the selection before her. Bread, croissants, jam, butter and pots of steaming tea and coffee awaited her. ‘This is incredible,’ she smiled as she ran her finger along the edge of the table.

‘Once we have eaten, I have somewhere I would like you to show you,’ said Elizabeth mysteriously. ‘Somewhere secret.’

‘Gosh,’ smiled Victoria. ‘I am intrigued.’

‘Tell me,’ said Elizabeth, with a grin. ‘Do you like climbing?’
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‘Just a little further,’ called Elizabeth over her shoulder as Victoria followed her voice up the steep stone crag, climbing higher and higher toward the peak with every perilous step.

The air was still and the sun was high and warm in the sky as she climbed the last few feet along the dry rocks, clutching at tufts of grass growing between the cracks and pulling herself up.

As she emerged onto the plateau, she goggled, marvelling at the sight before her. For a hundred foot in every direction grew a thick layer of tall grass, and directly in front of her stood a short, but wide tree, beneath which was a clearing, soft, green and verdant as though it had been freshly cut.

It was like a tiny oasis, atop a mountain.

‘Isn’t it perfect?’ said Elizabeth as she lay down her bag, removing a large blanket and wafting it out in a wide square beneath the shade of the canopy overhead.

‘It’s beautiful,’ she said, shaking her head in astonishment.

She turned around. The view from the peak was incredible. From here she could see all the way between Helton Bay and Gravesdown Castle - the wheat fields, the edge of the forest, the river snaking through the trees, and the valley floor as it swept back up toward the moat. It was humbling.

‘Will you help me?’ said the Duchess.

Victoria turned back and knelt, shuffling forward as she removed from her pack a selection of bread and cheese, a small bottle of wine, a chopping board and some fine plates and cups, laying them out neatly between them as they smiled and blushed at one another.

‘This is wonderful,’ said Victoria, quietly. ‘Thank you.’

‘How are you finding the north?’ she said, with a sly grin.

‘It is agreeable,’ she replied. ‘Perhaps even delightful, but I must say, the company... is exquisite.’

Elizabeth preened, smiling and blushing at once as she picked up a grape. ‘Try this,’ she leaned forward.

Victoria opened her mouth, accepting the oval morsel with a smile, her friend’s fingers lingering for a second before she drew them away. ‘Thank you,’ she said, as she bit down and swallowed.

‘My brother loved the highlands,’ said Elizabeth, turning and looking out across the way. ‘His visits were infrequent, but whenever he would come, he would spend as much time hiking and exploring as he would working with James.’

‘I never knew where he went, I never asked. It’s reassuring to know that he came here and stayed with you.’

Elizabeth smiled warmly, looking down as she cut into a slice of cheese. ‘He wanted to keep you safe. He loved you more than anyone, I think. Perhaps even himself.’

Victoria smiled. ‘He did love himself,’ she laughed.

‘He was happy, with you,’ she said, biting into the soft slice. ‘I’d never thought he would find happiness with any woman.’

‘I was never able to give him what he truly wanted though.’

Elizabeth smiled and took hold of her hand, squeezing it tight. ‘He loved you all the same.’

‘And I him, but his love for me would’ve paled in comparison to that of his own child.’

For a while they sat quietly, looking out across the valley as the sun dappled its brush across the canopy of trees. Victoria watched a bird of prey circling slowly overhead, riding the wind as it surveyed the land below and then dived.

‘I am barren,’ said the Duchess suddenly, with an air of wistful pain.

Victoria’s brow creased and she turned, sorrow and surprise in her eyes. ‘I… gosh. I am so sorry, I had assumed…’

‘James and I began trying years ago,’ she spoke solemnly, looking down as her thumb stroked Victoria’s. ‘And in all that time, I have never even…’ she tailed off.

Victoria pulled her closer, kissing her forehead.

The bird swooped up from the valley, its beak firm as it carried its prey, disappearing behind a steep crag.

‘My mother,’ Victoria paused, the word getting stuck in her throat. ‘She never wasted an opportunity to remind me of it. It felt like...’

‘It doesn’t define us,’ interrupted Elizabeth, looking sidelong at her as they stared into the distance.

‘She would always make me feel as though I was a failure of a wife, and somehow a failure of mother, despite never being one. As though that was all I might ever be,’ she looked out across the valley to the east, hiding her face as tears welled in her eyes.

‘What is it?’ said Elizabeth, prying at her.

‘It is nothing,’ but as she protested, her chest heaved and she began to sob.

‘Dear Victoria,’ whispered the Duchess. ‘You are burdened.’

She nodded, sighing as she tried to gather her breath, then she sniffed, wiping her nose. ‘When I was six, my mother gave birth to a baby boy. She named him Thomas. He was the most beautiful child. He had golden hair, as bright as yours, that curled like waves in the ocean. To begin with, all was well. As the eldest child I took on many of the duties that should have befallen my mother, but she was always too tired, or too sick, or too busy. He never bonded with her, but he loved me. He trusted me.’

Elizabeth looked on with trepidation, listening intently as she held her friend’s hand tight.

‘As he grew older, it became clear that he was different. He cried more easily, he often fell, he was unsteady of his feet and he did not speak.’

‘He was mute?’

Victoria shook her head, and then shrugged. ‘It was deeper than that, as though he feared to talk. He was not well, and mother hated him. But he loved everything and everyone. He wanted nothing more each day, than to sit near the dew pond at the eastern edge of our grounds, and watch the ducklings as they played and took flight.’

Elizabeth smiled, stroking her skin with the palm of her hand.

‘One day, mother took him down to see them. I watched them from my window, as he walked with her, hand in hand. The sight of them, as they disappeared, filled me with terror. I knew something was wrong.’

Elizabeth’s hand drew back to her mouth.

‘I will never forgot the sight of him, floating face down in the water as mother looked on.’

‘Oh gosh,’ whispered the Duchess, shaking her head as tears welled in her own eyes.

‘She claimed he became overexcited, and had rushed into the water, but we all knew. Even father. I swore then, as I do now, that one day she would pay for what she did.’

‘I’m so sorry.’

‘And now she means to do the same to me.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Before I left, my sister Grace confided in me. She told me that mother has a newer copy of Richard’s will, and she intends to lay claim to his estate.’

‘Victoria,’ whispered Elizabeth. ‘That is appalling. What can I do?’

‘I do not know.’

‘The Duke will assist you, in any way he can.’

‘I fear it will not be enough. A woman capable of drowning her own child is beyond the pale. She cannot be stopped.’

‘We will help you,’ she said. ‘I promise it.’

She turned back and their eyes met. ‘You cannot promise.’

‘It is too late. You have my word.’

Victoria sighed, shaking her head. ‘You are too kind,’ she cried, leaning into her as her body caved again, wracked with grief, beyond just the loss of her husband now, but of her baby brother too.

For a while they held one another, until their tears stopped flowing, and dried in the cool breeze.

‘Listen to us,’ said Elizabeth. ‘We are like the pieces of a broken wheel, carved in two.’

Victoria laughed as she brushed a tear from her friend’s cheek. ‘We have each other now,’ she said, and then she leaned forward and pressed their lips together, long and slow.

For a while they simply kissed, enjoying the dizzying sensation of each other’s touch. All fear of being found evaporating as they let go - there was no one around for miles and no one knew they were here. They were free to do, and be, as they pleased, and they relished in it.

As they pulled away and smiled at one another in a hazy, lust filled daze, Elizabeth blushed and looked down, ashamed and shy, seemingly reticent to speak.

‘What is it?’ said Victoria.

‘It is nothing,’ she smiled, pursing her lips and shaking her head with a blush. ‘Perhaps now, it is inappropriate.’

‘Please, speak freely. We have shared more than a bed, Duchess. I believe you can tell me anything.’

Elizabeth looked up at her, vulnerability eminent in her eyes. ‘Will you touch me?’ she said at last in a hushed tone, as she guided her friend’s hands down between the folds of her dress.

Victoria smiled, her lips drying in an instant as the prospect filled her heart. ‘I would like nothing less.’

The Duchess’s hands swept up and around her neck and pulled her forward so that they lay flat upon the soft blanket, kissing and rolling back and forth, scattering plates and bowls as they laughed.

Beneath her, Victoria heard a crack and a splinter and she rolled aside to find a broken cup. As they both stared at the pieces they burst into laughter, Elizabeth leaning forward and brushing it aside onto the grass. And then as their eyes met again, they fell once more, kissing and caressing each other as they began to undress.

Together they pulled and dragged and tossed one another’s layers aside, laughing and giggling at the absurdity of it all as petticoats, dresses and undergarments piled high to one side whilst they kissed and caressed and fondled one another.

‘Help me,’ laughed Victoria, as she pulled more and more urgently at the tight corset strings that bound Elizabeth’s bosom, and then at last the final clip came free. Slowly, and with reverence, she drew the whalebone aside, and let it fall.

In the light of day, Elizabeth’s breasts appeared magnificent, framed by the loose golden locks of her hair. She looked up into her eyes, seeking permission as her friend nodded imperceptibly and then she drew her hand up slowly, delicately brushing against the curve of her skin.

‘May I?’ she faltered, glowing red, and then Elizabeth grinned and pulled her down, pressing her face into her bosom as the two of them fell back giggling like children. Then her lips closed around her friend’s nipple, and the laughter stopped.

Elizabeth let out a long moan, loud and wild.

Here, high up in the mountains they were free. Free from judgment, free from station - liberated and alone - able to make as much noise as they dared.

Victoria drew a sharp breath as she sucked, swirling her tongue fast as the Duchess cried out and held her tight. Then she moved to her other breast, sampling the delights of both as she explored with fervour.

As her fingers ran slowly down her tummy, a short, sharp blast of wind rolled across them both, and Elizabeth reached out and pulled the blanket up and over them, rolling into it to keep them warm.

Victoria quivered as her fingers slipped slowly up the smooth skin of Elizabeth’s bare thigh. She could sense her warmth beneath the cloth, as though it was a roaring fire, her palms sweating as they drew closer with every breath and every heart beat.

And then the Duchess gasped, and for a moment Victoria froze. As her heart settled she drew breath, letting the sensation flow through her fingers.

She felt warm, and wet… smooth and luscious.

She had touched herself before, alone on summer nights as her husband tended to his work. Sometimes when he was downstairs in his study and other times when he was away for weeks on end. The feeling was the same, but the sensation could not have been more different.

Her skin tingled as she slipped a single finger between Elizabeth’s parting, quivering with excitement as her friend shuddered, her bosom heaving as she held it, her eyes closing with delight. She circled her softly and then drew it down, exploring her as her whole body tingled.

Then as she looked into her friend’s eyes, she pushed inside.

The reaction was immediate, she felt her almost clamp down as she gasped, her face full of wild delight, and then again she cried out in ecstasy as Victoria began to mimic the movements she had so enjoyed the night before.

More than enjoyed.

She had never felt such pleasure, and she wanted to share it. To revel in it.

Elizabeth’s hand slipped between her own thighs and she gasped, twisting and thrusting at her touch, and then they kissed, and kissed.

As the sun shone down, warming their bare skin, the two of them made love. Whilst hidden amongst the tall grass of the plateau, high among the peaks, they knew not of where they were, losing themselves in each other as time and space faded away.

Before long that same powerful, deep pleasure began to build inside Victoria again. It felt like a runaway horse, crashing through a field as it barrelled toward her. At the same time, Elizabeth’s body was tightening in her grasp, her moans becoming sharper and more like whimpers as she bucked and curled. Her muscles straining as she drew closer and breathed harder.

‘Keep going,’ Elizabeth begged.

‘Yes,’ breathed Victoria. ‘Yes.’

‘Oh gosh, oh my,’ cried her friend.

And then together, they came.

Their bodies entwined as one beneath the blanket, their cries silent, mouths wide and eyes closed as they embraced and thrust and held one another in pure bliss.

Each of them quivered as they slowly settled, their breathing slowing down, their bodies coated in a sheen of sweat, mingling beneath the cloth.

It was beautiful.

She thought for a moment of her husband, looking down on her from the heavens above. Would he be angry with her? She didn’t know, but she did know that right now, here in this instant, in this bubble of time... she was happy, and that was all that he had ever wanted.

As Victoria’s eyes closed, she thought for a moment that something seemed different.

The tall grass, that had been so still when they had peaked, was now shifting slowly, in gentle sweeping waves, like the roll of the ocean.

She smiled to herself as she tucked her cheek against Elizabeth’s and closed her eyes, thinking nothing of it.

It was just the wind.

It was nothing at all, really.

Nothing at all.

And within seconds, she was fast asleep.
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‘Victoria,’ Elizabeth’s voice sounded urgent as she came to, smiling in a haze of pleasure and love as she opened her eyes.

The sky was dark.

‘We have slept too long,’ said her sister-in-law, alarm in her voice as she sat upright, the blanket that covered them falling away, the corner whipping in the wind as the tall grass bent and buckled around them. The gentle swishing had become a constant hiss, and as Victoria sat up beside the naked frame of the Duchess, she paled in fear.

‘Oh my goodness,’ said Elizabeth, staring out across the valley. Victoria followed her fearful gaze.

A mountain of clouds sat squat in the distance, spread out and threatening across the peaks, alive with forks of lightning that streaked across the land that lay below. Tendrils streaked down into the forest, like an army of cavalry, charging into the fray.

As she took in the scene, Victoria’s mind regressed to her childhood reading of Mary Shelley’s horrifying tale of the hideous sapient creature that the eponymous and unorthodox Doctor Frankenstein created through a single shard of lighting, bringing unnatural life to the dead.

She shivered at the thought.

’I fear we’re too late,’ said Elizabeth as spots of rain began to fall against her cheek.

‘Is there somewhere we can shelter?’ shouted Victoria over the rising wind.

’We either ride for home, or we head toward the storm and seek salvation at the Church,’ she nodded towards the horizon at the steeple that rose from the town. At that moment, lightning struck the spire and seconds later the deep rumble rolled through them, filling Victoria with dread.

Down below, the horses brayed nervously, shifting on their feet, eager to move and struggling against their hitch.

‘We must go, now,’ Elizabeth stood, gathering her clothes and dressing quickly as Victoria did the same, pulling on her underclothes, and chasing down her coat as it fluttered away in the wind, which was picking up pace every second.

There was a loud crack and Victoria ran to the edge of the path, staring down and watching in horror as her horse broke free and ran. ‘No,’ she screamed, almost losing her footing as she reached out in vain, willing him to come back.

‘What is it?’

‘Charles has broken free,’ she shouted as Elizabeth ran forward.

‘We can catch him,’ she said. ‘Come on.’

As they descended, the rain began to fall in earnest, lashing down from the sky in great sheets and soaking them as they slipped and scrambled. Holding each other tight and watching in fear as Elizabeth’s horse fought harder and harder to free itself, they slipped down the remaining few feet and ran toward it.

Victoria took the reins first as the Duchess calmed the stricken creature, soothing it and stroking it as the heavens gushed, each drop stinging their cheeks. The women screamed as lighting arced out of the sky and split the closest tree, the sound deafening as they held onto the horse for dear life.

Then Victoria was mounting the beast - instinct taking over - swinging her feet up and sitting astride and on top as she turned him round and reached out for her friend.

‘What do we do?’ shouted Elizabeth, her face filled with fear and panic as she leapt up behind, slender arms wrapping around her waist as she held on fiercely tight.

‘We ride for the castle,’ called Victoria decisively, racking the reins and steering their steed east as the wind picked up speed and blasted them with horizontal rain. She had never ridden like this before, not withstanding her shameful encounter riding out of Helton Bay, and yet it felt natural. She could feel the power between her thighs, and she roared as they forged forth.

The clouds seemed to be rolling in so fast that Victoria feared before long that they might be lost, unable to find their way through the deep mist and fog that would bar their path. She wiped rain from her face, pushing her sopping hair out of her eyes as she rode, low and close to the steed’s neck as Elizabeth clung to her for dear life. Were they to become lost, they would surely perish and in her mind’s eyes she fixed the location of Gravesdown, ahead of her and to the west.

Down into the valley she rode, urging the creature as fast as it would carry them as the downpour flayed their ill prepared skin, great crashes of thunder striking hard in the near distance, ear splitting and terrifying as on they fled.

And then the darkness fell, as they plunged head long into the rolling fog, and yet what felt like seconds later they emerged into the short canopy of trees that led to the steep hill before the grounds of the castle, and she kicked on, hurtling through the undergrowth. Twigs and broken saps scratched her face and hands as she rode, breaking through the bush to shorten their ride. Then they were out, and for a moment the clouds cleared and the castle emerged, and in that instant, she knew they would be saved.

As they reached the crest of the hill, with Gravesdown in sight at last, Victoria felt a powerful white heat sear her vision, piercing her skull and veins and then everything fell silent all around her.

For a moment she was weightless and then the ground came up to meet her and all of the air left her lungs as she cried out in silent pain.

For a while all she could feel was the rain against her cheek as she lay still, motionless, the grass tickling her nose as the wind whipped at her clothes.

She didn’t feel cold, just numb as the water pooled around her mouth. She tried to move her hand, but she found she couldn’t feel that either, as though it was gone, and not simply trapped beneath her as she knew it to be.

She looked up, swivelling her eyes as she fought to keep them open, and there, just a few feet away from her, was the golden hair of Elizabeth, face down and still, unmoving in the mud.

Her horse lay on top of her.

It too was still.

As she watched with mounting horror, she realised that its chest was not rising and falling.

It was dead.

And Elizabeth was trapped beneath, unconscious and drowning in the pooling rain.

She willed herself forward. Despite the lack of feeling, she found that she could move her legs, crawling forth a few inches at a time, then a silent gust of wind rolled her over and her arm was free.

She reached out, taking hold of Elizabeth’s limp fingers and with all of her strength she pulled.

Nothing happened.

She began to cry, desperation taking over as she fought herself, waves of tiredness spreading through her as she battled her instinct to give up.

In the midst of consciousness, she sensed… or perhaps imagined, footsteps approaching.

She pulled again with every ounce of her strength, and watched as Elizabeth’s head fell to one side, her mouth finally out of the deepening puddle.

And then she breathed.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
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VICTORIA FELL THROUGH the entrance way and landed hard on the concrete of the cold stone floor, grazing her wrists as the wind whipped and roared around her, tearing at her soaking wet clothes. A moment later, she sensed and then glimpsed the dark and growling figure of the Duke as he bundled Elizabeth inside behind and forced the large door closed against the howls with his immense strength.

‘You’re both damn fools,’ he snapped, his deep voice rumbling through them like a steam train in a tunnel. His anger gave her goosebumps. ‘You could have died out there. You might still.’

Elizabeth fell to the floor as he let go of her, then he disappeared into the darkness of the castle. She reached out for her sister-in-law, tears running down her cheeks, her eyes glistening with both fear and humiliation as her body shook from the cold.

Another flash of lightning illuminated the entrance hall and in that instant she saw the whites of the Duchess’s eyes and in them, her own fright mirrored back at her, stark and cold. As she fumbled in the dark, she found grey skin and gripped it tight, shuffling closer and feeling short sharp breaths against her cheek as she leaned against Elizabeth’s wet chest, whale bone digging into her jaw.

‘I’m sorry,’ whispered her friend. ‘I should never-‘

‘Shush,’ she hissed. ‘Close your eyes.’

‘Stand,’ roared the voice of the Duke.

Victoria didn’t know she had the strength, but as the beast’s voice boomed, her legs took over and she moved to upright, helping Elizabeth with her, leaning against each other for support.

‘Follow,’ he commanded, and they did, unquestioning.

Ahead Victoria saw a flicker of orange and before she had even entered the Great Hall she could feel the warmth - the inferno - the heat permeating her ruined clothes, and for a moment she imagined steam rising from them as they drew near.

Together they shuffled closer to the flames, like naughty children, watching as the fire danced and licked the stone of the hearth, crackling and hissing and spitting with a fury that equalled the Duke’s wrath.

‘You are fortunate that I found you when I did,’ said the man, his rage still seething but tinged with compassion as he stoked the flames and gathered blankets. ‘Now undress.’

Victoria could feel rivulets of rain running down her thighs and her back, a pool of water collecting at her feet, her dark red hair sodden and flat against her cheeks and neck as she shivered.

There was no dignity in this, but it scarcely mattered.

Without hesitation, she pulled at the saturated cloth that clung to her skin, glancing at Elizabeth as she too began to remove her outer most garments. She turned to help her friend unclasp the latches of her bodice, her hands and fingers shaking as she did so, and then she pulled at her own riding dress, the skirt torn, taking it up and over her head and throwing it into a pile on the floor near to the hearth.

This was nothing like their first night together.

It felt cold and brutal, and yet somehow through all the pain and chaos, she felt an intensity, something raw and primal, now that she stood here vulnerable and shaking, the Duke’s eyes upon them both.

Waiting.

Her tummy fluttered as the great man surveyed them, wearing nothing but their soaked and now sheer underclothes. She could see the shape of her own breast beneath the thin material as it clung to her skin, and she knew that he could too.

Satisfied, he nodded and threw a blanket. Victoria caught it, taking a step back as the force hit her, nearly slipping on the wet stone floor. She unravelled it, still shaking and then wrapped the long edge around Elizabeth’s quivering shoulders before tucking herself in and sliding her cold, damp arms around the lithe figure of the shivering Duchess.

Slowly, they moved over toward the chaise longue, Victoria helping her sister-in-law down, before slipping in beside her and embracing her for warmth.

The heat of the fire was intense, the flames near burning her skin as they roared, but still she felt cold, as though the night air itself had seeped inside her veins and poisoned her. She felt faint and dizzy, confused and uneven, as though the ground was askew beneath her feet and yet her soles did not touch the floor. She closed her eyes and breathed, nuzzling into the neck of the Duchess and listening to her shallow breaths lengthening as she cried softly, tears streaming down her face.

She had not noticed the Duke’s absence, but she sensed his return, the cold chill of the night wafting across them both as the door opened and closed. She listened as he walked toward them, his feet muffled by the constant thrum of the rain as it pounded down on the roof high above.

Perhaps she had been asleep? She did not know. Her thoughts felt soft and indistinct, but her body felt warm at last.

She felt alive.

She looked at the fire and saw that the logs were diminished, broken and burned.

And then there it was again, that tingle of trepidation. It was akin to arousal, but tinged with something like fear. It was as if, by travelling here, to the far reaches of the north, she had begun a journey of another kind, an awakening of a sort. One made possible only by the death of her husband.

She lingered upon the memory of his face, and he smiled at her, but when she focused, she saw the Duke.

She wondered if he had ever truly left, or if it had been in her imagination. He had not slept, that much was clear. Perhaps he had never even taken his eyes off them both, watching closely as they recovered.

‘James?’ the Duchess stirred beside her.

‘Elizabeth,’ he breathed.

She sagged, shaking her head as she sighed, breathing hard, with more depth than before but still unable to truly speak. Victoria looked down upon her, and their eyes met, their lips just inches apart, and for a moment there was the briefest sparkle as she smiled. ‘You are okay,’ she said, closing her eyes again.

Her hand shifted beneath the blanket, finding Victoria’s and entwining their fingers.

A shiver ran down her spine. The Duchess had said that the Duke knew. But Victoria had never fully enquired as to what that meant. Did he know of their infatuation - their illicit affair - or did he simply know that she harboured a desire, one that had never gone fulfilled. Her breath caught in her chest, her heart pounding as she pondered.

Between them and discovery, lay nothing more than a thin blanket.

She daren’t look at him, for fear that her own eyes would give her away. Instead she closed them, as her body quivered, and her warmth ached.

She froze as the Duchess wriggled, and for a moment she felt nothing, then she gasped as her warm fingers pressed against the bare skin of her tummy.

The Duke shifted, and yet Elizabeth kept going, sliding down and down as she tried to maintain her composure, taking short shallow breaths, her eyes closed tight as goosebumps spread across her skin.

On she travelled, across the breadth of her abdomen, making her arch up involuntarily. In panic her eyes fluttered open and then she closed them again as she bucked, biting her lip and turning away from the warmth of the hearth as a bead of sweat ran down her forehead and across her cheek.

Then Elizabeth’s fingers slipped inside her loins and she took a sharp breath and turned again, burying her face into the soft material of the long chair as her mouth opened and her toes stretched.

This was so naughty, so wrong, and yet so utterly overwhelmingly wanton that she could not stop. And then a single finger slipped inside her parting, and she moaned.

It was barely more than a whisper, but as it left her lips she recoiled, squeezing her thighs together beneath the blanket and trapping the Duchess’s searching hand as their eyes met.

For a moment they lay still, coiled and frozen.

Their hearts beating as one.

And then they kissed.

Elizabeth’s lips felt taboo as they pressed against hers, full of warmth, and love, and passion.

She could feel the penetrating gaze of the Duke as he watched, sat impassively in his chair. She wanted to turn and look at him, to look into his eyes and see into his soul, to understand what he was feeling in that moment as his love kissed another… and a woman, no less.

And then the Duchess’s tongue slipped inside her mouth and all thought was lost.

She lay back on the couch, opening her arms wide and parting her thighs as Elizabeth twisted round, the blanket falling away, their near naked forms bared to his Grace as they embraced with passion, all impropriety lost.

Her thoughts became fogged as her friend’s fingers travelled up her tummy and across her taut muscles and pronounced ribs, before coming to a rest just shy of the round of her breast, still concealed beneath the loose partially buttoned underclothes that clung damp to her chest.

She moaned softly as those same fingers travelled, teasingly onward, cupping her and squeezing gently as their warmth pressed together in earnest passion.

For a moment she risked a sideways glance and saw that the great man was stood proud, and yet still seated, and she smiled as his eyes flicked to hers, making her blush and bite her lip with desire.

She wanted him.

She wanted him to take her, and make love to her. She wanted him to make her scream as he had done for his wife. To unleash the beast upon her womb and fill her with his seed until she flowed with him and glowed inside.

She knew it was wrong, but she no longer cared.

Her loins ached and she squeezed her thighs together, pulling Elizabeth down hard against her breast as she hurriedly unbuttoned herself. Their fingers met, desperately clutching and fumbling at each clasp and loop, and then with a single intake of breath, the last one came free and the Duchess pulled back.

With deference, Victoria’s hands fell aside as her friend’s fingers touched the cloth either side of her spread bosom with a delicate ease. Then she took hold, and pulled them apart, gently dragging the parramatta silk over her skin and making her gasp and moan out loud as she did so.

Then in the next second, she cried out, her pleasure echoing around the Great Hall as she felt her friend’s lips closed around her bare nipple, her tongue swirling with such enthusiasm that she arched up and bucked, clamping her palm around her neck.

It felt like heaven.

All of this was so wrong, and yet it felt so right.

She reached up and pulled at Elizabeth’s loose and ripped corset, dragging it up and over her arms as she raised them, her breasts falling free as she dropped forward again, deep into her embrace.

As they kissed she felt her friend’s fingers travelling down the bare skin of her chest once more, brushing across her nipple and working their way down and down, until they met the damp cloth of her bloomers and slipped inside.

She moaned as her fingers found her parting and swept across her, her bosom heaving with desire as she arched her back, closing her eyes, her mouth wide.

She sensed the Duke stand up, and she paled.

Did he mean to join them? He had every right, the woman between her thighs was his wife. As he moved across the room she watched, her body aching with desire as Elizabeth’s fingers pleasured her, just as they had before.Then her heart began to race as the Duke’s hands moved to undo his trousers.

He did mean to join.

She looked up, gazing deep into Elizabeth’s eyes, her palm resting upon her cheek as she sensed him kneeling between their legs. She imagined for a moment that she could feel his powerful muscles tensing, like a coiled spring.

With a single swift movement, he pulled his wife upright and onto all fours and then he removed her bloomers, sliding them down to her knees, bringing his hands to a rest upon her bare behind.

And then he entered her, and the Duchess’s eyes rolled up into her head, fluttering closed as her mouth fell slack, and she moaned with such love and passion that Victoria melted.

She watched, rapt as he thrust, each one harder than the last, each moan greater than the one before, and yet all the time, Elizabeth never quickened her pace, her fingers deft and steady as they pressed up, curled within her warmth.

She fell forward and lay her head between Victoria’s breasts, blindly searching for and swiftly finding her nipple as she suckled, the two of them crying out in unison.

With each powerful thrust, Elizabeth’s moans deepened, her cries echoing around the Great Hall with wild abandon. Victoria wondered if the staff could hear, asleep in their rooms, or working around the castle, and the thought made her quiver with illicit arousal.

Thunder crashed and her heart leapt, and yet the wild man did not stop, continuing to make love to his wife without breaking his stride. She wasn’t sure if the Duchess’s scream was one of fright or pleasure as the room filled with dazzling light, and then he threw her aside and she rolled and shuffled backward, her body writhing and twisting as lust ripped through her.

Now his eyes were on Victoria. His wild chest rising and falling as his wife sat her forward, shuffling in behind her, her legs tucked around her bottom. Victoria lay back, wrapped in Elizabeth’s arms as her chest rose and fell with each deep and fearful breath.

He meant to have her.

No other man but her husband had ever entered her warmth, and now the beast himself knelt before her - The Duke - and he meant to ravish her.

His eyes burned with passion as his manhood throbbed, and her gaze fell, taking it all in, following the contours and curves as it pulsed, twitching before her.

He was so big.

Too big surely, and her heart fluttered.

She paled and felt for Elizabeth’s hand, searching for it with desperation as her breath fastened, but she did not protest.

She wanted this.

She wanted him to take her, to have her and make her his. They were his. Together.

And they were each others too.

He moved forward, picking her up by her thighs with one thick arm and sliding a cushion beneath her nethers with the other.

Elizabeth’s grip around her chest tightened and she leaned down and kissed Victoria’s forehead, stroking her hair and holding her safe. ‘Are you okay?’ she whispered.

She nodded.

‘Do you want this?’

She nodded again, and the Duke inched forward.

‘He will be gentle,’ she said.

Victoria smiled, her cheeks flushing red as she shook her head and whispered. ‘I don’t want gentle. I want him to make me scream.’

The Duke grinned, his dark eyes wild as he threw back his long, black hair.

‘Then he will,’ said Elizabeth, and their lips met upside down, and a heartbeat later, he slipped inside her, and she cried out and came.

Her body contorted as pleasure ripped through her, every part of her electrified in an instant as she climaxed, her bottom thrusting up and off the pillow as her fingers and toes stretched in ecstasy.

Eyes closed, mouth open, bosom heaving.

The heavens flashed, thunder rumbled.

And then she breathed out and quivered, her whole body aglow with light as she twitched and moaned. ‘Keep going,’ she cried over the lashing rain, and the Duke obeyed, his member sliding deep inside of her as she twisted up, clinging to the forearms of the Duchess, her lips open as they slipped across her smooth neck.

She sensed her sister-in-law reaching up and she opened her eyes and saw that husband and wife were kissing above her, just inches from her face. Their expressions alive with love and passion as their lips met - her face smooth and soft, and his by contrast, rough and hard.

Then the two of them looked down as the Duke renewed his vigour, his throbbing piece growing within her, filling her.

Slowly, Elizabeth pulled back until Victoria lay flat upon the couch, her bottom raised up high and her head upon the soft fabric of the far end. And then the Duchess straddled her, bringing her warmth within an inch of her mouth, and she flushed.

‘I have never,’ she whispered.

‘Do not think,’ said Elizabeth, and then she lowered herself and gasped.

Victoria’s tongue swept between the Duchess’s sweet parting, soaking her chin as she moved back and forth gently.

Her taste was near spiritual.

It was like nothing that had ever passed her lips before, and she relished in it, drinking her down with each urgent, desperate lap.

She reached up and gripped her thighs, sliding her hands blindly up and over her waist until they found her breasts and she squeezed as her friend rocked back and forth.

And then he was pulling out of her.

Victoria cried out for him, desperate for him to keep going but he swept her aside and took hold of his own wife, thrusting her up against the back of the tall chair and parting her thighs as he entered her.

She cried out as he took her, his hand closing around her neck as his arm gripped her waist, his lips kissing her ears and her head as she twisted and their lips met.

Then she screamed as he erupted, each thrust punctuated by his deep, desperate moans.

Gradually both of them slowed, twitching, kissing and throbbing as they slipped back down. Their love for one another evident upon their faces as they kissed and touched.

For a while they lay still, all three of them together. Their breath fading, their bodies slowing as the fire crackled and hissed and the wind howled.

Elizabeth rolled to one side and lay along Victoria’s length, her arm over her waist as she closed her eyes, a satisfied smile upon her lips.

Then the Duke stood, and Victoria looked upon him.

He was not done.

She could not believe her eyes.

The man was insatiable, and now as he gazed upon her with that same lust, she knew what he meant to do. His wild eyes preyed upon her naked flesh as he stalked forward, and then he pulled her upright by her wrists and turned her over, his hands taking hold of her hips until her bottom was high, presented to him like a prize, and her head lay flat, her arms outstretched before her in supplication.

Elizabeth smiled as she lay still, watching them both. She reached out and stroked her hair, softly.

As Victoria curled into her palm, she sensed him behind her, his still hard member searching, and then he slipped inside her and she moaned and gripped the fabric, her knuckles turning white as the beast awoke once more within her.

With each thrust he pushed deeper than before, filling her up with wild abandon as he took her, not holding back any longer.

He meant to make her his, to claim her as his own, and she opened up to him.

She sensed her friend slip beneath her, shuffling down until her lips were just an inch from her own and together they kissed, a deep passion shared between them, their breasts touching, their skin tingling.

It was all too much, and she could sense the Duke wasn’t to last.

He drew close with every push, his muscles taut, his member pulsing.

Elizabeth’s eyes swam within hers, their souls bared to one another as nirvana neared, and then she screamed.

And he roared.

And her insides filled with his seed.

She felt it, bursting into her, each pulse stronger than the last as his warmth spread within.

Victoria held her tight as her body writhed, showering her with kiss after kiss after kiss.

Then she came.

And it was like nothing that had ever come before...
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The hearth was cold, the embers twinkling slowly beneath the remains of the ash and the remnants of the logs. A bracing wind - the death rattle of last nights storm - whistled down the chimney, blowing the cinders in gentle circles around the cold stone floor.

Victoria shivered beneath the thick blanket, drawing herself in closer and tighter to the naked warmth of Elizabeth’s skin.

She felt like home.

It was almost a week since she had arrived at Gravesdown Castle, and a month since her husband had been murdered in cold blood, for doing nothing more than his patriotic duty to the Crown. She smiled as she thought of him, her chest filling with pride at his memory, as his sisters sleeping face nestled between her breasts. She stroked her golden hair, curling it between her fingers.

The morning sun was rising across the castle as the busy clatter and hustle of the staff echoed throughout the halls. Hurried footsteps pattered back and forth below as the servants went about their daily routines.

A combination of exhaustion and satisfaction had rendered the two of them comatose and insentient, but now as the world slowly came into focus around her, Victoria was becoming more and more self-conscious as she fought an inner battle between her reluctance to wake the beautiful naked woman sleeping between her thighs and the risk of being found by yet another member of the household staff. But as the minutes ticked by, her anxiety became too much.

‘Elizabeth,’ she nudged her dozing friend. ‘Your Grace.’

She stirred, her eyes opening with the slow reticence of one awakening from a deeply pleasant dream. She shook her head and smiled and then snuggled up into the nape of Victoria’s long neck, before taking a deep breath and mumbling quietly.

‘You must wake up,’ Victoria whispered, persisting, trying not to giggle as her friend’s breath tickled her chest.

‘Why?’ breathed the Duchess at last, her arms wrapping even tighter around her waist.

‘Because we’re in the Great Hall.’

Elizabeth opened her eyes wide and peered out from beneath the blanket. ‘Oh my goodness, why didn’t you tell me?’

‘I’ve been trying to,’ giggled Victoria.

‘Where is my husband?’

‘I do not know.’

Elizabeth slid out from beneath the blanket, goosebumps spreading out across her skin as her feet touched stone. ‘Good grief, it is freezing. Help me dress.’

‘Is the door locked?’

‘I have no idea. Come over here and help me,’ she giggled, hopping up and down naked as she gathered her clothes.

Victoria emerged from beneath the blanket, pulling it up around her shoulders as she swung her bare legs down and stood.

‘Well, why didn’t I think of that?’ observed the Duchess, shaking her head as Victoria drew near, snuggling ever deeper as she covered her modesty. ‘A truly selfless act,’ she tittered.

Their remaining clothes hung by the hearth, dry but no longer warm and Victoria collected Elizabeth’s quickly, turning and helping her into her drawers, followed by her corset, lacing each string with a sense of urgency as the two of them giggled like children, occasionally glancing warily at the door as though at any moment a member of the household staff might bustle through.

As the Duchess returned the favour, a warm and shameful sense of guilt began to creep across Victoria’s chest, preying up her neck and into the deepest recesses of her mind.

She had made love with another woman’s husband. Her sister-in-law’s husband no less.

The Duke.

His seed lingered inside her, warming her womb, and yet it did not feel wrong.

She quivered at the thought, her lips drying as her mind flashed with visions of the night before, a cold sweat breaking out across her skin.

What would Richard think?

‘Elizabeth,’ she whispered.

‘What is it?’

‘What we did,’ she paused, looking down. ‘What all of us did, together.’

‘Yes?’

‘Was it wrong?’

The Duchess moved around in front of her swiftly, holding her still bare arms in the palms of her hands as she shook her head. ‘No.’

‘But, Richard?’

‘He loved you.’

‘But that does not excus-‘

‘There is nothing to excuse,’ as she spoke she looped up the clasps of her bodice with deft fingers.

‘But we-‘

‘We made love, and there is nothing more pure in all the world.’

Victoria smiled and looked down, taking Elizabeth’s fingers in her own, leaving the final loops apart, her bosom heaving. ‘Last night,’ she said slowly. ‘I have never felt…’

‘I know,’ she said, nodding.

‘I don’t want this to end,’ said Victoria suddenly, tears welling in her eyes.

‘Why must it?’

‘We cannot continue this forever,’ she gushed. ‘The eyes of the nation search for me, for better or worse, and when they find me here, questions will be asked.’

‘And the Crown will answer,’ said Elizabeth.

‘But what if that answer isn’t good enough? What if my presence here becomes your ruin? My heart could not take it, it is already cracked.’

‘You are safe here,’ she insisted.

‘Am I?’

‘Why do you think I wrote you that letter?’

‘Because of your lust for the warmth between my thighs?’ she smiled.

Elizabeth grinned. ‘Because I knew of the danger you faced. I could not come out and say it, not at the funeral, not afterwards, and not even in my pen, but I hoped my words would find your heart and bring you to me, and now that you are here, I will not let you go.’

‘You will have me? Here, forever?’ she looked deep into Elizabeth’s eyes and found no utterance of a lie.

‘This will be your home, for as long as you desire it.’

‘I am forever in your debt,’ she smiled. ‘But-‘

‘And I will never hold you to it,’ she interrupted.

The door to the Great Hall swung open and the Duchess looped the final three catches on Victoria’s blouse up fast as Mary the maid walked in.

‘Beg your pardon, your Grace,’ said the young girl, as she moved around to the side of the hall.

‘This is your time,’ whispered the Duchess. ‘Your opportunity to grieve. To process everything that has happened, but it is also a chance to start anew. To forge a new life for yourself, if you wish for it.’

‘I do,’ she smiled. Mary began to dust the side tables as Victoria took hold of the Duchess’s hand. ‘This. All of this, it is more than I could ever have imagined.’

‘And it is less than you deserve.’

‘Thank you,’ she said, blushing.

Elizabeth smiled back, shaking her head. ‘Please. I should be thanking you. Now come, the storm has passed, the world is bright, and the peaks call to my heart.’

‘You mean to ride out again? After all that has befallen us?’

‘With you by my side? I will never fall,’ and with that, she tugged Victoria forth.

Side by side they ran from the Great Hall, out into the dawn of a new day.

And Mary turned and watched with dark eyes, as the door closed hard behind them.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
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VICTORIA LAY AWAKE, a sheen of sweat upon her brow, her eyes wide, staring up into the dark recesses of the four poster bed as the sun set beyond the open curtains of her room. Beside her, lay the naked frame of the Duchess, her body spent and ravished. The deep orange light of dusk filtered through the thin glass windows, touching her breast as she slept and warming her skin.

A week had passed since the storm had ravaged the fortress in which she now hid. A week since she had given herself willingly to the Duke before the flames of the hearth in the Great Hall. A week in which she should have wept, and bemoaned, drowning in sorrow at her loss - the deep cut of death, a life taken from her, driving her deeper into despair, and yet…

She had never been happier.

Her chest pounded with guilt.

She reached out and rested her hand upon the bare thigh of the Duchess.

Her Duchess.

That afternoon they had walked together in the wild gardens of the castle, the three of them side by side, flitting amongst the harebells and callunas, the primroses and the thistles.

It had felt like a dream.

The heat of the sun, the warmth in her loins, the barely contained lust that surged between them.

She had lost count of the number of times they had made love.

Even now, her chest quivered in the after glow of their passion.

The Duke was insatiable.

His passion was unmatched and his desire unrivalled. She had never known such satisfaction. She had spent the last few days in a haze of unspeakable bliss.

Instead of grieving, she had barely thought of her husband once. And yet somehow, he was always there, in the back of her mind.

Smiling.

A solitary tear rolled down her cheek.

The bed was still warm from where the Duke had lain, his seed spent within them both as they’d slept, his chest rising and falling as she’d watched, the Duchess aside her, similarly indisposed.

After a while he had risen and dressed, wordlessly, before taking his leave. As mysterious as her own husband.

Bliss.

She knew it could not last. The storm had been a warning. She could feel it in her bones. It was the precursor, the harbinger. That day amongst the tall grass had been the calm.

And now the winds began to blow…

Elizabeth stirred, her cheeks rosy, her breath slow. She smiled easily as her eyes opened. ‘Kiss me,’ she whispered.

Victoria leaned down and obliged, smiling wide as their lips met, her hand rising to the Duchess’s cheek. ‘Good evening,’ she laughed.

‘My goodness, is it already?’ she looked around until her eyes came to a rest on the window, the last rays of sun shining bright in a halo around the tall mountains in the distance. ‘We must dress for dinner.’

‘Must we?’ laughed Victoria, pulling her down amongst the covers again.

‘You are as voracious as he,’ she laughed, wrapping her arms tight around her friend’s lithe form. ‘But we must keep up appearances.’

‘As if the staff do not know.’

‘That they might, but it would not do to act indifferent.’

Victoria smiled, and then leaned close to steal another kiss.

‘Up,’ commanded the Duchess. ‘We must keep up our strength.’

‘To satisfy him?’

‘To satisfy each other.’

She grinned as Elizabeth rolled away, standing up in the final light of the day, her naked silhouette more delectable than any sight she had ever seen.

They quickly dressed, smiling and giggling as their appetites built, but as Victoria tightened the final strings of the Duchess’s corset, the door handle turned, the breeze rolled in, and the two of them spun away from one another as Mr Sigbsy entered with a flourish, as though he had been waiting patiently for some time.

‘There is a gentleman at the gate, Duchess, from the press. He claims he is here to interview Lady Rosewood. I have explained to him that there is no such person here by that name,’ his eyes flicked to Victoria as he spoke. ‘But it seems he is quite insistent. Apparently he has travelled all the way from London.’

‘Send him away,’ hissed the Duchess.

Victoria’s skin had gone cold, her heart pounding in her chest as the world became dull and colourless.

‘I took the liberty of conveying that very same sentiment, Duchess. However the gentleman in question expressed in retort, his intention to camp outside the castle gates, until such time as Lady Rosewood should appear.’

‘Well that is absurd,’ said Elizabeth, anger dashing her face. ‘Where is my husband?’

‘He is in the study, your Grace. He has stated that he does not wish to be disturbed.’

‘Then get rid of him yourself.’

‘Please, enough with this charade,’ said Victoria, her face ash grey as she walked numbly toward the door. ‘We knew this day would come. It was inevitable. Tell the gentleman I will see him.’

‘Very well, my Lady,’ nodded the head servant.

‘Victoria you must not,’ snapped Elizabeth. ‘Mr Sigsby, you will do no such thing. Bring my husband, I will manage any consequence of his disturbance.’

‘The Duke was quite adamant, your Grace.’

‘Retrieve him at once.’

‘Without delay, Duchess.’

As Mr Sigsby turned and left the room, Elizabeth rounded on Victoria. ‘You cannot speak with this man, I forbid it.’

‘I cannot hide away here forever,’ she said, dizzy with shock. ‘I have no place here, I cannot intrude upon you until the end of my days. I must face this.’

‘But you are not safe,’ pleaded Elizabeth. ‘You heard my husband, they are looking for you. They mean to kill you.’

‘And if this man of the press has found me so easily, then they will too. I must face this.’

‘That is besides the point, you are safe here.’

‘Safe?’ she laughed. ‘Just last week our impropriety nearly ended us both. Were I to have fallen just a few feet farther from you, then you would have drowned.’

‘But Gravesdown is a fortress.’

‘You cannot expect me to never set foot from here again.’

‘It would not be forever,’ begged Elizabeth as she drew near, taking hold of Victoria’s hand. ‘James will find these men.’

‘It could take years,’ she said with sorrow as their fingers entwined, and then quietly. ‘I cannot keep this up.’

The door flew aside and the Duke entered the room, advancing quickly as he spoke. ‘Think,’ he roared. ‘Did you tell anyone who you are? Or perhaps where you were going? The letter, from Elizabeth? Did you leave it in London?’

Victoria stepped back, alarmed at the apparent fury of the man who had taken her so tenderly just hours ago, and then she saw that he was not enraged, his expression was one of pain and regret. He cared for her too, as she cared for him, and his wife.

Then she sagged and flushed as it hit her.

The Maid. Dear sweet Mary, the chambermaid.

Whilst the Duke was not angry with her, she still felt uneasy, unsure of the consequences of her words. ‘The first night I was here, the girl, Mary. She guessed my name, and I did not deny it.’

The Duke’s face darkened.

Victoria turned at once to Elizabeth, who shook her head, dismissing the suggestion as though Mary was above reproach. ‘Have you written to anyone?’ she asked.

‘Only my sister,’ she said, confused, her face turning and dropping as the realisation hit her.

‘Did you tell her where you are staying?’

‘Of course,’ she began to breathe faster and harder. ‘Do you think she may be in danger too?’

The Duke frowned. ‘I will send a guard to her home.’

Victoria’s face paled in panic. ‘I must leave at once,’ she turned away, feeling ashamed and foolish as she made for the door.

‘You will do no such thing,’ commanded the Duke.

‘You can’t keep me here,’ she snapped, turning back. ‘My sister is in danger.’

‘And I will warn her,’ he said.

‘You cannot go,’ said Elizabeth, pleading.

‘I have brought shame to this house, and my continued presence puts you both danger.’

‘A danger I am prepared to face,’ said the Duke.

‘But what of your wife? I care for her as much as you,’ she faltered, her cheeks blushing as the words tumbled from her mouth. ‘I mean…’

Elizabeth frowned, looking at her curiously. ‘You do?’

‘I misspoke,’ she dismissed her own words, shaking her head as she turned back to the Duke. ‘There can be no question. I must leave tonight.’

‘You will stay here until you are safe,’ he said, cutting her down. ‘Or until such time as we can provide safe passage for your return.’

Victoria sagged, her mouth still moving as she tried to make sense of everything. ‘Perhaps,’ she said softly. ‘Perhaps if I simply speak with this man, maybe he will understand, maybe he will leave us alone.’

‘No,’ said the Duke, finality in his voice. ‘I will talk with him, and he will leave, as empty handed as he has come. Or not at all.’

He turned and left the room, leaving the door wide as he stalked toward the entrance. A moment later, Mr Sigsby pulled it closed.

Alone again, Victoria turned to Elizabeth, with tears in her eyes. ‘What have I done?’

‘It is not your fault,’ she said, taking her in her arms as she sobbed.

‘It is all my fault,’ she cried. ‘My foolish naivety.’

‘You are no fool,’ said Elizabeth. ‘You are sweet, and kind, and beautiful.’

‘I am none of those things, and even less,’ she quivered. ‘I have come between you and your husband. I am nothing more than a harlot. His seed still warms my womb.’

‘And your touch warms my heart,’ said the Duchess as they sank to the floor. ‘Please, stay.’

As she lay there, her legs weak and her heart heavy, tears streaming from her face, Victoria nodded weakly. ‘If that is what you truly want,’ she lied. ‘Then I will.’
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Victoria stood alone at the window of her bedroom, watching solemnly as the man departed. He and the Duke had spoken for less than a minute before he had turned tail and clambered back into his carriage. Now she stared down as the wheels rocked and bucked along the root lined drive, the horses slipping and struggling amongst the gravel and mud.

It changed nothing.

She had already made up her mind.

She would leave tonight, under the cover of darkness, and she would take another horse from the barn. She knew the stablehand was making hay with one of the pretty scullery girls, and most nights at around ten, he would sneak away to service her in one of the laundry rooms.

Rumours it seemed, had value, even ones below her station.

She turned and looked at the clock. It was past eight and the sun had long set, descended below the peaks, but the light was still a dull shade of blue amongst the gathering clouds and the rain was coming.

As she turned back to watch the carriage disappear from view, she thought for a moment that she saw someone else on the path, moving swiftly between the trees, but as she focused, she saw that it was nothing more than a fox, alarmed by the sound of the mares as they began to pick up speed.

Nevertheless, she opened the drawer of the writing table and removed the Derringer, slipping it into the folds of her dress.

She would pack light clothes and collect some of her other belongings in a small carrier that she could handle easily. She had enough money to buy passage from Helton Bay, be it by carriage or sea. She favoured the idea of a tall ship. Perhaps she could pay a captain to agree to take her through Ireland first, and then on to Southampton, or Bristol, and from there she could find another means to return to London.

Her mind hesitated as she pictured the front door of the town house on Green Park.

It was not her home. Not any more. She did not feel safe there. But she was not safe here either, and by staying, she was putting Elizabeth in danger. Perhaps even the Duke himself, formidable as he was.

These villains, these vagabonds, this so called Brotherhood had murdered her husband and now they threatened her sister. She could not bare it if harm came to Elizabeth too…. or James.

It felt strange thinking of him as such. The Duke had no name, and yet all week, the very same beast who she had feared, who her husband had fought beside and trusted and respected, had taken her tenderly and made love to her.

She knew that she should feel guilty. That she should feel ashamed. But instead, she felt whole. For the first time since her husband had been so cruelly taken from her, she felt like she had a place in this world.

Here at Gravesdown.

Lost and hidden away, like a rose in a col.

And yet the world had found her once more, and taken her salvation.

She was resolute.

As the second hand struck ten, Victoria turned the handle of her door as slowly as she could, and taking care to avoid the creaking floorboards, she crept along the landing until she felt the carpeted steps of the staircase and descended quickly into the dark.

She could hear footsteps moving toward her along the corridor and without hesitation she sequestered herself between two cabinets, crouching low as the figure of Mr Sigsby stalked past on nimble feet.

She breathed out and moved along, staying low as she headed toward the stairs to the kitchens. She would have to make her way through as confidently and quickly as possible if she meant to escape without notice. The staff would inevitably talk if they saw her, but by then, if all had gone to plan, she would be breathing the sea air atop the bridge of a tall ship as she sailed the ocean waves.

There were two girls ahead, chatting and cackling inside the laundry room as she slipped by, and there at the far end was the door. She dashed toward it, a rush of excitement fluttering through her as the servants failed to notice her presence.

The night air felt cool against her skin as she quick stepped across the mud toward the stables. Inside the lantern burned, but no shadows moved and once she was certain that the stablehand was gone, she slipped between the gap and snuck inside, her breath held as she surveyed the stalls.

There were four horses. Two of the spaces were empty, and with a heavy heart she averted her eyes. Poor Charles, she thought. She hoped he still lived, free on the moors.

She opened the nearest gate and stepped inside, her hand calming the creature as it brayed and snorted. ‘Shhh,’ she whispered as she clambered up atop its slender frame and sat astride.

It was young and fast. She hoped to pay a local to return it to the castle once she arrived in the bay, but it was more than like that they would take the money and keep the horse. She prayed for their honesty as she trotted out into the yard and came to an abrupt stop.

The portcullis was closed.

Her blood ran cold as she realised her mistake. She was such a fool. She could not raise the gate without drawing attention to her departure.

She would have to walk.

If she could even leave.

Her spirits fell.

What was she thinking?

Was there another way? These old castles had secret exits, old tunnels built for escape if they were overrun, but there was no time for her to search and find such a thing now.

She leapt down from the horse, pushing it away as she dashed across the yard, past the fountain and toward the gate, and the little room beside it. Perhaps she could sneak out that way, and egress on foot. It was not her preferred choice, but it was the only one left to her.

She felt for the handle, fumbling in the darkness and praying that it was unlocked.

It turned in her hand. She held her breath as she pulled.

Beyond, the room was dark. Perhaps Mr Sigsby had left it unlocked, or one of the other boys that worked throughout the castle and its grounds. She slipped swiftly inside and pulled it to behind her.

She could see nothing. Not even her own hand in front of her face and the hair on the back of her neck began to rise. The room felt small and close and slowly she began to feel her way along the cold, damp stones, finding the edge and turning the corner as she made her way toward the far side.

Then she felt cool air against her skin, and a moment later her hands felt wood, and she was stood beyond the castle walls.

The night sky was overcast and she could barely see ten feet ahead of her. It made no sense, this was wrong. The door should have been closed, locked from the inside and secured.

Instinct made her freeze.

There was something moving in the darkness

She felt a chill of fear.

She wanted to believe it was the fox she had seen earlier, but she knew it was not.

It was not an animal, but a person.

The door had not been left open by mistake.

She tried to scream, but her breath caught in her throat. She stared, paralysed with horror as the man approached, his dark figure morphing and blending with the night as he drew near.

Then she heard a cruel laugh from behind her back.

And the world went black.
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VICTORIA’S EYES FLUTTERED open to darkness and pain. She felt nauseous and dizzy, and the back of her head was sticky and wet with blood. As she came to, the pain returned, splitting and throbbing.

Someone had struck her down. Two men. One in front, one behind.

She was instantly afraid again. She looked from side to side as she tried to work out where she was. Her hands were bound with thick rope, her legs the same.

And the noise. Pounding, metallic, grating.

It was disorienting, but familiar. And yet she couldn’t place it. Trying to think felt like treading water, it was more than an effort, and the harder she tried, the more difficult it became. Her head swam and flopped, rolling across her chest as she attempted to focus.

Rhythmic.

Thumping.

Pounding.

Machinery.

She’d been here before, when she’d first arrived in Kilburn. It was the docks, near Helton Bay. She and Elizabeth had ridden through on their way to see the tall ships, and then again as the Duke had charged out.

He had been right.

Someone did intend to murder her, and they might just have succeeded. She felt so foolish. Had she listened, and paid heed to his warning, she might have lived. Her shame had overridden her instincts, and now she would pay with her life.

‘She’s awake,’ said a dark voice. A moment later, a man’s face appeared from the gloom. His eyes were sallow, his face was gaunt.

And then her breath caught in her throat.

What looked like a knife or sword wound stretched across from his left eye, through his nose and across his lips to his chin. It was the man from the park.

The man - she knew now, as his cold, mocking eyes stared back at her - who had murdered her husband.

‘What’s the matter, Princess? Don’t like what you see?’ he spat in her face as he gurned, warm gob dripping down her cheek as she cried, great sobs escaping her lips as she closed her eyes and turned away from the stench and heat of his breath.

‘We know who you are,’ said a second voice, less menacing but no less fear inducing than the first. As he stepped forward into the blue light she saw that he had a beard. ’There’s no use pretending.’

‘You killed my husband,’ she whimpered, her head swimming. She yearned for the embrace of Elizabeth. The Duchess. She should have listened to her. She should never have left Gravesdown.

‘Your dead Lord,’ said the second man, drawing close and leaning in as the scarred man turned away. ‘Knew too much about our dark intentions,’ these last words were delivered, dripping with sarcasm and menace. ‘And as such, he could no longer live.’

‘We are tryin to ascertain,’ said scar face, with a distinguishable amount of pride at his use of a long word. ‘If you, Lady Rosewood, have passed on details of our operation to his eminence… The Duke.’

‘Nothing,’ she said, shaking her head. ‘I have told him nothing about you.’

‘So you do know, who we are then?’

Victoria realised her mistake as her breath caught in her throat. The man had tricked her, she looked between them, her heart filling with fear. ‘I have no idea,’ she lied.

‘You expect us to believe that the wife and confidant, of the great Lord Rosewood,’ he said, slowly drawing a knife from his belt. ‘Is as innocent, and fresh… as a young debutante.’

She drew a long staccato breath as she nodded.

There was a flash of the blade and Victoria screamed as warm blood flowed down her cheek.

Her blood.

He had slashed her.

She screamed. ‘Help me. Please, someone help me.’

But the men just laughed. ‘No one can hear you in here, Princess.’

She tried to shuffle away as the knife came close again, this time pressing hard against her throat. ‘What have you told… the Duke?’

She gulped, the blade pushing harder against the skin of her neck as she did so, her eyes fixed on the man as he held her hair tight, his teeth bared. But she remained resolute.

‘A little birdie tells me,’ said the man, leaning even closer. ‘That you and the Duchess, are sweet on one another.’

Her eyes flashed with fear and she began to panic. Mary. Mary had betrayed her.

‘Ooh,’ he said, sneering. ‘Look’s like I hit a nerve. What if I were to tell you... that if you keep up this silent treatment, then my blade will be the last thing that slips inside her cunny.’

‘I told him nothing,’ she begged, crying out. ‘I feared my husband was a traitor, and I burnt his papers.’

The men frowned, and the knife went slack. They turned to look at one another.

‘You burnt the papers?’

‘Yes,’ she breathed, sagging forward as she sobbed.

The bearded man began to laugh. ‘She’s done our job for us, stupid fuckin meater.’

But the other man stayed silent, staring at her. ‘She’s lying.’

She could still feel the weight of the Derringer, deep inside her underclothes. They had not found it. They hadn’t searched her. Perhaps they hadn’t dared, or perhaps they’d assumed that she was simply no threat to them.

It didn’t matter either way. With her hands tied behind her back, there was no way she could reach it, and even without being subdued in this manner, it would take her too many precious seconds to uncover it and aim, and she only had the one shot. There were two of them. Perhaps more.

‘We should kill ‘er and leave,’ said the bearded man. ‘Forget this, she doesn’t know nothin, and she hasn’t said nothing, we’re wasting our time.’

‘She knows sumthin,’ said the scarred man, glancing toward her with hate in his eyes. ‘She’s lying. I can feel it.’

‘Let’s just slit her fuckin throat,’ the bearded one growled. ‘And get out of ere.’

She paled as the words left his mouth.

They meant to slit her throat?

She had never been more afraid in all her life. For a brief moment she imagined the pain and the horror as her life leaked away from her across her chest, forced to watch and feel, her breathing failing her, suffocating as her body heaved its last, and she whimpered and cried, tears flowing freely as she shook.

‘Shut up,’ sneered the bearded man, and then her ears screamed with white pain.

And he fell.

Victoria blinked as the man sucked air and cried out, one hand gripping his shoulder as crimson gore flowed through his fingers. He tried to both stand and crawl backwards at the same time, but his feet slipped on the wet stone floor and all he could do was spin like a trapped animal. There was another searing noise, like a crack of thunder but quieter this time, more subdued and as Elizabeth watched she saw that it was accompanied by a flash.

The scarred man ran, kicking through a wooden door and disappearing from sight as she wailed and cried, wondering what fresh hell was about to befall her. Then a dark figure stepped into her eye line and stood over the cowering body of her wounded captor.

‘No, pleas-,’ then the beast leaned close, covering his mouth, and a knife flashed in the moonlight as he stickered him in the throat, dragging the serrated edge from ear to ear as she listened to the sound of tearing flesh.

Victoria closed her eyes and turned away, screaming in horror and sobbing uncontrollably.

She didn’t know who this new man was, although he had killed the man who had meant to kill her, she did not know if he was friend of foe, and her heart couldn’t take any more.

She fell limp, her body weak as she shivered. Time seemed to stretch out, as though she were drifting in and out of consciousness. What little light there was, fading.

‘My Lady,’ came his voice, full of warmth.

James.

Thick, calloused hands took hold of her bound wrists and cut, slicing through the rope in three quick thrusts. Then he swept around in front of her and loosened the binds that secured her ankles, slashing through them fast as she whimpered and gasped.

‘Your Grace,’ she hissed, barely audible.

‘We must leave, there are more of them.’

She had no strength. She felt weak and helpless, as though she might just fall asleep and never wake up. ‘I cannot,’ she cried.

‘You can and you must,’ and then he slapped her.

The shock of the blow ripped through her as she bristled with anger and betrayal, and then her legs and arms tingled and flushed and she stood anew, tears streaming down her face.

‘They’re in here,’ shouted a voice from outside, and she froze as the Duke turned and listened. There came the sound of running feet, splashing in the puddles - more than one - perhaps three or more pairs, approaching fast.

He looked around, his eyes searching quickly in the darkness, thinking. Then he turned back and faced her, passive and resolute.

Slowly, but firmly, he took her hand in his, and whispered. ‘Run.’
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Victoria’s feet carried her faster than they had ever done so in her life as she fled the factory. She felt dizzy and sick and deathly cold as the rain beat down. She could not make it all the way back to Gravesdown on foot. If she was to survive and get help, then she would need a horse.

She would have to steal one.

She had never stolen anything in her life, but now she had no choice.

There was a stables near to the edge of town, she remembered it from her first ride into the bay. Six stalls and six horses, each one well bred and young and any would do, but first she must get there, alive.

Three shots rang out in the darkness, muffled by the falling rain, and she stumbled hearing them, sliding in the mud and crying out as she went sprawling, jarring her chin. She stood quickly, limping on as she listened, turning frantically and looking back.

Was he dead? Had they shot him?

Another flash illuminated the night, followed by a scream. Not yet. The cry had not been his. She still had time.

Except she was heading toward the docks. She had become turned around and in her confusion she had run the wrong way. She cursed herself as tears misted her vision, wiping rain and mud from her eyes as she looked this way and that.

Orienting herself she dashed for a dark side alley. The cramped space between the ramshackle buildings was tight and filled with crates and barrels, barring her path as she clambered through, squeezing and falling as she tried to make as little noise as possible. For a brief moment she considered hiding amongst the rotting fish and mulch, but she might die of exposure before they would find her.

She turned out onto the cobbled streets, stumbling forward and listening hard, trying to find her bearings. And then she heard them, heavy feet approaching in the dark as glowing lanterns lit their path, and again she ran.

The stables were dark but she could hear and smell the animals as she drew near, and they could hear and smell her. She calmed herself with long deep breathes. Each horse could sense her fear and they brayed and stirred and stamped in their stalls as she crept inside. She did not want to wake the stablehand, who would not be far away.

The nearest horse turned and watched her, its eyes glowing in the dark, blinking slowly as she approached. She leaned forth and stroked its face as she unlatched the gate and crept inside, whispering calmly and confidently. Then she swung up, using the side of the stall for purchase and sat astride the beast, holding its neck and running her fingers through its mane.

They were here.

She could hear them beyond the entrance. She had left the door open to aid her escape, but now they would surely see it and find her.

She didn’t have any time.

Slowly she urged the creature out, and after what felt to her like a moment of consideration, the mare stepped forward and she guided it toward the open door.

She had one chance at this.

There was no way the men searching for her would not see her riding out of town on horseback, so if she were to succeed, she would need the element of surprise. She would have to charge.

She lined up the horse, aiming at the dark, wet street beyond, the edge of the lanterns just visible, and then she took a deep breath, and prayed.

‘Yah,’ she cried and with all her might, she kicked.

She burst forth into the darkness, riding out into the moonlit street and turning hard, crashing through the gathered men and sending them sprawling as she dashed forth toward the fields.

Within seconds the steed leapt the fence and landed hard amongst the tall wheat as the men shouted and gave chase on foot.

They didn’t stand a chance, her mount was too fast and within seconds their cries faded into the night as she thundered toward the tree line and the safety of the dark.

Branches whipped her skin, scratching her arms as she crashed through the bushes, then she was out into the clearing, following the path as she thundered along, her way lit by the moon.

From behind there came a cry, and she whimpered with fear as she heard the sound of hooves crashing along the path. They too had taken the horses and now they were following at speed.

She urged her steed on, desperate and afraid as she pushed the beast to its limits, and as she rode she found that their shouts were fading, becoming more and more distant with every kick.

She was gaining on them, putting more distance between them all the time. Perhaps they were inexperienced or perhaps they had lost her amongst the trees. She was free, but she would not stop.

She slowed to a trot as she approached the stream, listening to the torrent of water crashing through the undergrowth, it sounded too loud, and then she thought back to Elizabeth’s words on her first morning in the north, with mounting horror.

Most of the year the depth is just a foot or less here. There are stepping stones buried in the silt, but it deepens during the darker seasons, or when the rains come, and then one must take the long road to Calcarn.

She did not know where Calcarn was. It was here or nothing, but as she approached her heart fell. The river was more than thirty foot wide. There was no way she could cross, even with her mount.

The beast between her thighs brayed as if in warning, pawing the ground and turning away. Then something whistled out of the darkness, and the creature bolted, crying out in pain as Victoria fell hard into the mud, her head hitting a rock.

Dark coils swirled around her.

She crawled. Her body tired. All she wanted to do was sleep. It made no sense, but she felt warm and comfortable here.

As if she could just close her eyes and…

No.

She fought. Clawing her way back to consciousness. She would not give up.

She listened, laying still in the mud and the wet, her chest heaving with every breath.

Something was digging into her side, hard and unforgiving. At first she thought it might be a rock, or perhaps a tree branch that had breached her skin.

Then it shifted with her, the weight falling against her as she twisted and crawled.

The Derringer.

One of the men was nearby. She could hear his footsteps drawing close, over the sound of the rainfall. She tore at her underclothes, reaching inside, her fingers sliding over the cold steel. Would it even fire? With all this rain and mud?

She had no choice. She had to trust that it would.

With what felt like her last ounce of strength, she called out into the night. ’Help.’

‘I can hear her,’ the man shouted. ‘Over here.’

She prayed this would work. She only had the one bullet. If the man waited for his comrade before approaching, then all was lost. If he approached alone, then she might stand a chance.

There was the sound of movement nearby. The cracking of twigs and the wet slap of feet against rocks.

She looked up as he stepped forward, sneering down at her in the mud, and she smiled. His scar, flashing in dark.

‘What are you smil-‘

She fired and he fell.

She watched in slow motion as the man’s eye disappeared in a spray of red mist, and then his lifeless body fell to the floor, dead.

She thought of her husband in that moment. She felt the thud of his head on the floorboards. Saw the spray of his blood. Pictured herself scrubbing at the stain for hours, tears streaming down her face.

Then she rolled away and ran.

A shout came from behind her as she darted upstream, then a bullet whistled past her and thunked into a tree to her right. She kept going, no longer afraid, but determined.

She was going to live.

A boy and his father died this last year, a few hundred feet downstream from where we joined the path.

Elizabeth’s words echoed in her head once more as she bounded along, as though she was talking to her, guiding her.

Behind her came a scream of frustration. Perhaps her pursuer had found the body of his comrade? She didn’t care, she ploughed on.

The boy slipped and his father jumped in to save him. Neither were seen again.

And then there it was, just as Elizabeth had described, two tall rocks, like a broken bridge, shining in the moonlight, just mere feet apart, arched over the torrent of water.

The river had narrowed so tight that the thirty foot fjord upstream was almost nothing here. Elizabeth knew that it must be deep, truly deep. The sheer volume of water had only one way to go. Down, down into the soft mud of the valley, trapped between solid rock, the river must be a hundred feet deep or more at this point, and the current would be brutal.

Life ending.

She ran toward it as another whistle hissed past her. Her ear stung and she drew her hand to the side of her head and felt blood there, and then she was upon the rocks and scrabbling up, slipping and sliding as she clambered to the top.

The man shouted from below and for a moment she turned back, seeing his face flash in the scarce moonlight. He was reloading, standing still and preparing to fire.

She had one chance.

She ran.

And leapt.

As she hit the other side she lost her footing and fell, sliding down the rocks fast and hard, tumbling and hitting her head, scratching her arm and losing her shoe. Then she crashed into a tree, and came to a halt.

As fast as she could, she scrambled up, afraid that all was lost, turning desperately, searching for what she needed as the man stood at the precipice, looking across the two foot gap, peering into the dark now afforded to her by the thick canopy overhead. Then he stepped away and she waited, holding her breath.

She listened, trying to discern the natural noises of the trees and the rain. Then she heard him, and ran.

As the man jumped his face contorted in confusion as Victoria emerged into the shaft, a broken branch in hand, the sharp end pointed toward his stomach as she thrust forward. As the makeshift spear pierced his side, the man fell, losing his balance and screaming into the night in terror.

He reached out and took hold of her foot as he fell, pulling her forward and down onto her back, but the force of the stream was too much and in the beat of a heart, he was gone.

Victoria lay still, breathing hard. Then she screamed into the night.

Silence.

All she could hear was the sound of the stream as it rushed through the forest. The soft swish of the trees and the quiet patter of the rain.

Tears streamed down her face.

She had killed two men.

She was a murderer.

No.

She had fought for her life and won.

She was a survivor.

Her thoughts drifted back to the Duke.

Had he lived? Had he fought these men and lost? When she had run from the factory, there had been four of them. She had killed two. Had the Duke killed the others, and then fallen?

She could not know. There was a part of her that felt she should go back for him. But if those two men had bested him, murdered him and left him to rot, then they would be pursuing her now too.

She had to get up.

The stolen horse was gone, and the creatures that the men had chased her down upon had scattered. She had no ride. She would have to walk.

She stood unsteadily, feeling her bleeding cheek, the wound open and filled with dirt and muck. Her leg felt broken. Her ribs too, and she held on to her side as she limped and stumbled along the path. She felt weak, her eyes closing and opening slowly as she walked, taking short, sharp breathes, each one filled with whistling pain.

And then she was standing before the castle gates.

She frowned in confusion, dizzy and disoriented. She could scarcely remember walking so far, just flashes as she climbed and pushed herself, up and out of the forest, over the crest of the hill and part way up the crag before stumbling across the grounds.

As she approached, limping forward and shivering, the portcullis rose and she fell to her knees, great heaving sobs of relief wracking her body as the rain continued to fall, soaking her skin.

‘Victoria,’ came a shout from beyond.

Then out of the darkness behind her came a blood chilling cry.

She turned, adrenaline surging through her body as the man from the river, the man whose eye she had obliterated, the man whose scarred face was seared into her memory, emerged from the darkness, crashing forward in a whirlwind of rage.

She rose to her feet and ran, but he was faster than she was and then all of a sudden there came the sound of thunder, rumbling across the bridge and she rose up into the air, carried by the wind as she flew through the gates, tumbling and rolling, not comprehending what was happening.

She looked back, scraping mud from her eyes, and she saw the man, his eye gone, his mouth curled back, his scar glowing in the moonlight, and his teeth bare and rotten as he bore down on her. And then there was a shout from above, a familiar voice calling out in the dark, and the portcullis dropped and the man disappeared from sight as the thud reverberated throughout the courtyard.

She looked up, pushing her arms out of the thick mud and gravel that pooled around her and peered ahead into the torch lit ground, at the twisted mangled body of the scar faced man.

The gate had folded him in half, like a book. His skull crushed into his feet, the spike driven through his neck and down his spine.

She felt sick and dizzy, and weak. Beside her stood a horse, and on top, a man. His familiar shape, stark against the night sky.

James.

He had carried her through.

Saved her.

As she succumbed to the darkness, her thoughts fell back to the dead man.

She thought it strange, as she remembered back to the day she first arrived at Gravesdown, peering up at the horror of steel and wood as she had passed beneath, wondering what it would be like to be crushed under its weight.

And then she smiled to herself, as the darkness enveloped her.

He had never even screamed.
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CHAPTER TEN
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VICTORIA AWOKE TO the sound of music. She didn’t open her eyes at first, instead enjoying the warmth of the sun on her cheeks and eyelids as it shined in through the open window. She could feel the breeze against her feet, blowing softly between her toes.

Her leg hurt, and so did her arm. She found that if she clenched her fingers, it was fine up until a point, then the pain became excruciating and she had to stop. She tongued her mouth, feeling a dull ache, and discovered she was missing a tooth. She laughed softly, her sides aching as her stomach tightened.

She jumped as warm fingers touched her arm, her eyes opening to bright light as she panicked, but then out of the white glow came the soft face of Elizabeth, and her kind and beautiful smile. She felt tears running down her cheek as she took her in, smiling with such relief and love that all she wanted to do was lean forward and kiss her over and over.

The storm was gone.

‘I’m still here,’ she smiled.

‘I couldn’t let you go,’ said Elizabeth, a wry grin on her face. ‘For starters you owe me several horses.’

Victoria laughed and then winced in pain. ‘You’re not the only one.’

Elizabeth frowned and shook her head, laughing with confusion. ‘I fear that bump on your head may be worse than it appears.’

‘I wish that were so,’ she grimaced, holding her side.

‘How are you feeling?’

‘I’ve never felt worse in all my life,’ she laughed, tears of both pain and joy welling up in her eyes. She reached up and touched the wound on her cheek, feeling the sutures that were synching it together. For a moment her mind flashed back to the scarred face of the man that slashed her.

‘Several people did try to kill you,’ nodded Elizabeth.

‘The Duke?’ she sat upright, suddenly looking about in panic.

‘He is well, he was on the horse that rode you beneath the portcullis,’ she said. ‘He was wounded, but he lives. The same cannot be said for the four dead men whose bodies run from Helton to our gate.’

‘Where is he?’

‘He is still answering questions,’ she smiled. ‘They may wish to ask you some too, but he has held them off for now.’

‘I have never been more scared,’ she whispered, the threatening tears finally brimming over and running free.

‘I’m so sorry.’

‘They said…’ but she stopped, unable to repeat the words the dead men had used as the vision hit her once again, her face paling as she faltered.

‘You’re safe now.’

‘Do you have news of my sister?’

Elizabeth nodded. ‘She is safe, the Duke’s messenger reached her, and two members of the branch are now stationed outside her residence. As the for the matter of Richard’s will, the Crown is backing you.’

She smiled, leaning back into the pillow as relief flooded through her frail frame. For a while she lay still, smiling as her body throbbed and ached, not caring about the pain, just thankful to be alive. Not just for her sake...

‘May I stay?’ she said, reaching out and taking Elizabeth’s hand with urgency.

‘For as long as you wish, and a lifetime beyond,’ said the Duchess, leaning forward and embracing her, kissing her on the lips and lingering as their tears mingled.

As she went to pull away, Victoria held her tight, leaning up. They had to know. She could not keep it to herself any longer, the secret she harboured. The reason she had fought so hard to live.

She whispered into her ear. ‘I am pregnant,’ she said and then she breathed out, and lay back, and smiled.

At first, her sister-in-law didn’t react, simply staring back at her in shock as the realisation dawned on her.

Then her eyes grew wide and she blinked. ‘You’re…’ she looked down, her eyes glowing as they darted back and forth around Victoria’s belly, equal parts shock, surprise and delight spreading across her face.

She nodded, sliding her hand down slowly and then over the tiny, almost imperceptible bump, cradling it softly.

‘And it’s…’ she looked up, turning as the door opened and the Duke stepped in.

‘You’re awake,’ he smiled. ‘You look…’

‘Brutalised?’ she tendered.

‘Like a warrior,’ the Duke laughed, his eyes bright in the light of the sun, his hair as wild as she remembered.

‘You saved my life. Twice,’ she said, humbled. ‘I owe you a debt of gratitude I might never afford to repay.’

‘Your debt is hereby cleared,’ he nodded, moving closer.

‘James,’ said Elizabeth, her cheeks lined with tears. ‘Victoria… she has the most wonderful news.’

‘News?’ he said puzzled, turning back toward her.

She smiled and then looked down at her belly, cradling it softly.

Elizabeth nodded, her cheeks flushing red. ‘A child,’ she whispered as she looked with trepidation toward her husband, understanding dawning upon his face. Then their eyes met, flashes of pain, regret and sorrow passing between them, and then love…pure, sweet and unabashed love.

She ran toward him, throwing her hands and arms around his neck as he lifted her up and held her tight, emotion overcoming him as his eyes welled up.

‘You are with child?’ he said at last, holding his wife as she wept tears of joy into his neck. ‘Our child?’

‘I am,’ said Victoria, looking up at him, and then across at the Duchess, as tears of wonder streaked down her own face.

‘My love,’ said Elizabeth, looking between them both. ‘It is a blessing.’

And Victoria smiled and nodded, and then she closed her eyes and laughed with joy.

She was home.
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EPILOGUE - EMILIA
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EMILIA SMILED IN the soft, sweet light of dawn as the sun began to creep gently above the tree line, spreading its dull blue fire out upon her curtains, still drawn tight against the waning night.

Only one candle still flickered, the tea lights having long ago burned out as she’d read.

She closed the book and looked toward the flame, watching as it flickered and weaved, getting lost amongst the hues of red, yellow and orange as she glowed inside, then she breathed in softly, and then pushed the no-longer-virgin tome to one side as she lay on her back, staring up at the ceiling with tired eyes and a knowing smile.

She rolled her bottom lip between her teeth thoughtfully as her skin tingled.

Something had changed inside of her.

It was a small change, as though someone had found a switch in a dark basement and flicked it on. At first, nothing had happened, but somewhere, a bulb had begun to glow, and the transformation had been profound. She smiled to herself, feeling strangely proud.

In the distance there came an odd buzz, followed by a deep hum, and then the electricity came back on. She laughed, rolling over and out of the covers as she hopped naked across the room and clicked the lights off again. She must have left them on when she came into the bedroom last night, and now the power had returned and they had burst back to life.

The air felt chilly as she slipped back under the covers, wrapping herself up tight as she thought back over the tale of Victoria, Elizabeth, and the Duke. Her tummy fluttered as she pictured them all, together.

She wanted what they had.

Her face paled as the idea spread its guilty wings inside her mind and took flight. It was so wrong.

Alice would of course tell her that what she was feeling was perfectly normal, and she shouldn’t be so closed minded, but it could never work.

Jealously and envy would be inevitable… but fuck it would be so hot.

She laughed as her chest filled with butterfly’s.

No, she shouldn’t be thinking about this. She was tired, probably a little delirious having stayed awake all night to read an entire book, and more than a little horny right now.

She wasn’t thinking straight and that was fine. She closed her eyes and thought of her husband.

Immediately, she was bent over beside the hearth, her lips pressed into Elizabeth’s warmth as the Duke fucked her from behind, and she burst into giggles and rolled over, squeezing her thighs together to quell the sudden, almost visceral arousal that had fired through her like a storm.

The Storm.

The Hearth.

She took a deep breath.

There was a part of her that wanted to leaf her way back to Chapter Seven, and read it all again. Perhaps this time, with a little assistance.

No. She had to sleep.

Or… she grinned.

She fumbled around for her new vibrator, the one with the eight different settings, finding it still tucked under the bedsheets beside the other one, where she’d left it during the night. She brought it up above the covers as she smiled, feeling naughty, then she tapped the button and it buzzed.

There was no harm in one more round, and then she would sleep.

She grinned, and parted her thighs.

‘Oh my,’ she whispered as the tip slipped up against her clit, sending a wave of pleasure through her. She ran it up and down her lips a few times.

Slowly she calmed her breathing down as she adjusted to the sensation, letting the waves flow through her as her hands and fingers shook, and then at last, just barely in control of herself, she reached out for the book and turned the pages to roughly the right point.

She smiled as the words spread out in front of her, and then she held her breath, and began to read… all over again.




THE END
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‘WHAT ABOUT THEM?’ whispered Cameron to his wife, nodding toward a tall blonde girl dressed in a checkered shirt and denim shorts. As he watched she rubbed chalk on the pool cue she was holding rather more suggestively than necessary.

Freya looked around and blushed as the girl in question bent low, lining up her shot and bunching up her ample bosom as if she’d just walked off the set of a period drama.

‘Is she even with anyone?’ she laughed, looking away. She glanced down at her own chest and adjusted the neckline of her floral summer dress, revealing a little more of her not inconsiderable bust, before looking back up at her husband with faux ire.

Cameron’s expression cracked as he met his wife’s gaze, shaking his head and shrugging. ‘Does it matter?’ he said cheekily.

‘We’re looking for a hypothetical foursome, not five minutes alone in a cubicle at the back of the restrooms.’

‘Five minutes is generous,’ he laughed, raising his eyebrows as he looked back at the girl, now bouncing up and down after her successful shot.

‘You suck,’ pouted his wife.

Friday night was the busiest night of the week at Vienna’s. Situated just two streets away from Freya’s gym, and a few hundred metres from Cameron’s place of work, the cosy little bar was ideal for their end of the week ritual of getting slowly drunk and horny before heading home for a late night shag and a long lazy lay-in the following morning.

One of their favourite games was shag, marry, shoot. They would each pick a selection of their friends and the other would then have to decide which one they would shag, which one they would marry and which one they would summarily execute.

During the course of the evening this would then morph into a more broad game of Would you or Wouldn’t you? This was often accompanied by the happy side effect of getting them both incredibly turned on as they visualised fucking - or being fucked by - a menagerie of strangers and acquaintances before they banged each other’s brains out, sometimes with the lights off.

Recently their end of week game had morphed even further into uncharted - but not unwelcome - territory after Cameron had boldly floated the idea of them branching out together and involving others.

Initially Freya had balked at the idea, but as the weeks had worn on, the seed had grown, and become a deeply rooted flower in bloom, settled firmly in her mind’s eye. In fact it had been a surprisingly huge turn on.

Cameron grinned and reached out for his wife’s hand, stroking it with his fingers and thumb. ‘Who would you choose then?’

‘I don’t know,’ she breathed in, squinting as she looked around, amused at their conversation. ‘It’s difficult, I don’t know any of these people.’

‘What about our friends then?’

She snapped back. ‘Such as?’

Cameron’s eyes went wide. ‘I feel like this is a trap.’

‘You set it,’ she grinned. ‘Go ahead, step inside.’

Cameron hesitated, drawing breath before gambling with his marriage. ‘Ella and Brad?’

‘No,’ laughed Freya. ‘They go to Church every Sunday, there’s no way they’d be up for it. Besides, Ella’s a massive prude. She told me she doesn’t even like sex.’

Cameron smiled suggestively. ‘Perhaps we could change that?’

‘No,’ she shook her head and took another swig of her drink. ‘Keep going, who else?’

Her husband grimaced. ‘Erin?’

‘Erin? You mean stunningly gorgeous, wafer thin, tall and blonde Erin? The opposite of me in every possible way?’

‘And,’ he faltered, waggling his finger as he plucked at the few remaining functional synapses in his brain. ‘Whoever it is that she’s with right now, who I’m sure would gladly fuck you relentlessly.’

‘The convict?’ for a moment, Freya raised her eyebrows and nodded as her husband’s eyes grew wide at this news. ‘Maybe... Of all my friends, she’d probably be the most likely.’ Cameron’s breath froze in his throat as his wife continued. ‘And her new boyfriend is pretty rough around the edges. Rugged.’

‘Just how you like them?’

She laughed. ‘Yes, that’s why I chose to marry a chartered accountant from Surrey,’ her eyes grew wide, her voice dripping with sarcasm. ‘Because you’re so edgy.’

‘So that’s a maybe?’

Reluctantly, she relented. ‘Hypothetically speaking.’

Cameron laughed and nodded slowly. ‘Good to know.’

‘And it’s good to know that your type is anything but your five foot three and brunette wife,’ she glared over the top of her glass as she took another swig.

‘And in spite of all that disappointment, I still love you,’ he grinned as she pushed his hand away.

‘Then I change my mind, Erin is a hard pass. She’s way prettier than me. You’re not shagging anyone prettier than I am.’

‘That leaves us with very few options,’ he stroked the table with his palm.

‘Smooth,’ she said. ‘But you’re biased.’

‘What about them?’ he said, nodding over his wife’s shoulder as a new couple entered the bar.

Freya shifted round in her seat to get a look, resting her arm on the leather back booth seat and rolling her eyes, until her breath caught in her throat. ‘Oh.’

The man was tall, dark, Asian and ridiculously handsome, wearing a simple ensemble of tight fitting blue jeans and a tailored white buttoned up shirt with the sleeves rolled up. He wasn’t rugged, but he wasn’t clean cut either. His jet black hair was short and his beard shorter, both well groomed but messy, and he was buff too, his abs proud beneath his slightly too tight shirt. But his eyes were the main event. They were ocean blue, and for some reason they stood out as being particularly prominent and incredibly unusual.

She blinked, her brains internal components short circuiting temporarily. She closed her eyes as though she was attempting to reboot, then she wriggled her hips beneath the table, squeezing her thighs together with glee. Good grief. Things were happening down there that hadn’t happened in a while. Even her tummy button was tingling.

His wife - or girlfriend - was mousy and pale, almost a little afraid, but Freya felt this appearance was genetic and not emotional. She had long dark and flowing hair, offset by her near pearlescent skin, smattered with a light dash of translucent freckles which bridged her nose, and somehow complimented her glowing green eyes. She was wearing a simple black skater dress with thin shoulder straps, and a pair of sheer, lace topped, thigh high stockings that made her look taller than she was, but it was her facial structure that caught her attention.

She was the most beautiful woman that Freya had ever seen.

It was as though someone had delved into her mind and covertly rummaged around before extracting her most lucid, vivid and enchanting dream girl. If she had been let loose on the world’s most intuitive and powerful super computer with the remit of modelling her perfect woman, the resulting creation wouldn’t have been half as attractive as the girl blushing by the entrance just fifteen feet away from her.

She laughed, turning back, her expression screwed up and flustered. ‘Hypothetically... fuck yes.’

‘I’m going over there,’ said Cameron standing up and downing his drink in one smooth movement.

‘No,’ shrieked Freya, grabbing his arm as she laughed, pulling him back down into his seat again.

He grinned, shaking his head. ‘Wait, what does hypothetically mean again?’

‘Shut up,’ she hissed.

He winked, relenting. ‘Good choice though,’ he nodded at the couple again and waved, smiling broadly.

‘Cam,’ hissed his wife.

‘What? I’m just being friendly. I can’t help it, it’s part of my character.’

‘Which is why you get into so much trouble at work.’

‘I can’t just stop being this good looking.’

‘No, but you could make it clearer that you’re married sooner.’

‘Why do you think I don’t wear a ring?’ he flashed the absent circle of trust on his bare finger.

‘Because you’re a nob?’

‘Ouch,’ he said, pretending to stab himself in the heart with an imaginary blade, twisting it clockwise theatrically as he bled himself dry.

The gorgeous couple were now stood at the bar ordering drinks, the wife peering around awkwardly as though looking for somewhere to sit. As Freya looked again in their direction, unable to resist another furtive glance, she found the man staring back and she blushed and ducked away.

‘He saw me,’ she laughed, laying low.

‘Oh no, a man in a bar caught your eye. That means you’re married now,’ he nodded. ‘We’d best go explain.’

He stood up again and smiled, waving at the man who laughed and nodded back.

‘Cameron,’ hissed Freya, dragging him back.

‘He’s coming over,’ he said, laughing hard now as he wrestled out of her grip and tidied himself up.

‘You are fucking kidding,’ she said, turning to look, but he was right. She felt her cheeks begin to glow.

‘Er, I’m really sorry,’ said the man awkwardly. ‘But would it be okay if we sat with you guys? My wife and I aren’t from round here, and there isn’t anywhere else to sit and you both seem pretty friendly?’

Freya stuttered, flustered as she processed the man’s accent, trying to place it as she remained mute. After another second of silence she said ‘Hngn.’
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ELSIE AND COLE sat snuggled together in the back garden of their country cottage home, mesmerised as they watched the flames inside their fire pit lick and crumble the last small log they had placed there only half an hour before.

It was late and the stars were bright as Cole leaned back and stared up into the night sky, letting his eyes adjust as the bright flames that had been seared into his vision subsided.

Elsie followed his gaze and together they looked up, holding each others hands and stroking each others fingers as the stars flickered and blinked back at them.

‘Isn’t it incredible to think that the stars we’re seeing up there, those twinkling particles of light, have travelled millions of light-years across the universe?’ said Cole, stroking Elsie’s shoulder. ‘All that way, and at the very end of their journey, our eyes were here to meet them.’

‘They’re beautiful,’ she squeezed him and rested her head on his shoulder as they sat close together, gazing up into the brilliance of the milky way.

Out here, in the countryside, nestled amongst dark hills and deep forests, the sky was almost entirely devoid of light pollution and the stars shone so bright that on some nights it seemed unreal.

Elsie gasped and pointed as a shooting star raced across her vision in the blink of an eye.

‘This is the same sky as the one we married under,’ said Cole.

‘Almost, one more night and it will be.’

‘Do you remember our first dance?’

‘To Rocket Man? How can I forget?’ she laughed.

Cole relaxed, loosening his shoulders and kissing his wife’s head as she slipped her arm across his chest. Her jumper was thick and baggy and he loved how it made her look and feel when she cuddled into him. He rested his face in her hair and breathed in her scent as she looked up at him suddenly. ‘Do you remember Alice got so drunk she tried to chat up my dad?’

He laughed. ‘I think he would’ve gone for it too.’

‘Oh my gosh, can you imagine?’

‘I remember how beautiful you looked,’ he said, looking down at her.

‘You scrubbed up pretty well yourself.’

He raised his hand and stroked her hair.

‘It’s getting late,’ said Elsie, sitting forward, raising her eyebrows and placing her palm suggestively on his chest. ‘We should go to bed.’

He nodded, smiling. ‘Sounds good, Mrs Winters.’

She stood up and reached out for her husband’s hand, sliding his fingers between hers and helping him up out of the snug. The embers of the fire were almost dead and he decided to leave it to die out as they headed inside hand in hand.

As he swung the patio door shut behind him and turned the latch he paused and watched in the reflection of the window as his beautiful, dark haired wife walked away towards the light of the stairwell.

She stopped as she reached the doorway to wait for him and he turned to follow her after making sure the back door was firmly locked.

As he reached the lower landing, she set off up, and he couldn’t resist squeezing her pert little bottom as she walked up in front of him. She jumped and ran up a few more steps and Cole laughed and gave chase as she screamed and ran into their bedroom.

‘No, no, no. Please,’ she said, laughing as she leapt onto the mattress, spinning around and backing up on her knees, holding her hands up in surrender.

‘No mercy,’ said Cole as he advanced.

He charged forward and grabbed her, pinning her down and tickling her as she screamed and laughed and writhed, desperately trying to fight him off with her hands but failing.

He paused for a moment to let her breathe and then just as she thought he might have finally relented he shot forward again, as she convulsed back and forth.

After another ten seconds he stopped and Elsie collapsed onto the bed, panting as she tried to catch her breath. He kissed her on the cheek and she smiled and turned to look at him with mischief in her eyes.

‘Don’t start something you can’t finish,’ he said as he saw the look she was giving him.

She raised her eyebrows and laughed, defeated. ‘You win,’ she said, taking a deep breath.

‘You’re cute when you laugh.’

He wrapped his arms around her and spooned her on the bed. She smiled and took hold of his hand in hers, cupping it to her breast over the top of her thick jumper.

‘Can you believe it’s been almost a year?’

‘I know, it’s gone so fast,’ he propped himself up and looked down at her laying on the pillow.

‘A year of being Mrs Winters,’ she turned to look up into his eyes and he kissed her on the lips.

‘A long year,’ he pulled away, laughing.

Elsie glared at him. ‘Almost. Tomorrow it will be anyway. So we’ve got an entire…’ she paused and turned her head to look at their bedside clock. ‘Forty eight minutes left of being newlyweds.’

‘Then we should fuck like rabbits, before we become old and boring.’

‘We definitely should.’

Cole grabbed at the bottom of her jumper, pulling it up and over her head with urgency as she struggled out of it. She sat up as her husband knelt forward and tugged at her camisole top, pulling it up as it got caught in her ponytail.

Now she was undoing his belt as he unclipped her bra and within seconds her breasts were bare as his hard cock bulged through his jeans. She felt the edge of it through his trousers and then smiled as she unzipped him, laughing as it popped out through his boxers.

She knelt up in front of him and began to undo his shirt as he caressed her breast with one hand and stroked her hair with the other. As the last button came undone he threw it off and Elsie turned her attention to his underwear, pulling them down hard and exposing his huge and erect cock.

Without hesitation she slipped him deep into her mouth and stroked him back and forth in her palm, running her tongue over his glans as he moaned and arched his head back. She took him deep into her throat and back out again, then quickly around her mouth and tongue, tickling the very tip as she pumped him firmly.

He reached down and took her shoulders, pushing her back onto the bed and then he was tugging at her skirt, pulling it down and off, his thumbs slipping deftly inside the edge of her knickers as he exposed her.

Her pussy was already soaking wet and she leaned back against the pillow and parted her knees. Without breaking eye contact with him, she lowered a single finger and pushed it inside herself, as deep as she could go. Then she pulled it out and beckoned him forward, pushing her wetness into his mouth as he knelt between her thighs.

He pulled her down sharply so she was laying flat, making her gasp and then he put one knee beside her, and one between her legs and traced his hand down from her cheek, along her neck, down her chest, around her breast, down her stomach and onto her waist and then finally, he parted her lips and slipped two fingers inside her.

She was soaking wet already and he pushed in and arched up and began to thrust back and forth, like he was beckoning her toward him, tapping over and over against her g-spot.

As she writhed and moaned and twisted with her eyes closed, he surprised her and closed his lips over her nipple, running his tongue around it in a swirling and flicking motion as he kept his pace.

She could feel herself starting to cum and she reached out for the back of his neck, pushing his face into her bosom as his fingers pleasured her.

As she came, she arched her back and moaned out loud, then she went silent, her mouth in the shape of an O as she shuddered and whimpered.

Then she collapsed back onto the bedsheets as her husband sat up.

In one quick motion he spun her over and pulled her up onto all fours and then knelt behind her as she looked back at him.

‘Fuck me hard,’ she said as they locked eyes and a moment later his rock solid dick slid all the way into her at once, pushing her forward as she cried out in pleasure.

His cock was so big she could feel it push against her cervix and she yelped out in pain.

‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I didn’t mean to go so deep.’

She winced but then nodded.

‘It’s okay, keep going.’

He pushed into her again, but not as far this time and began to speed up.

It felt so good when he fucked her from behind. It was her favourite position, although she loved missionary too. It was nice to look into his eyes, but he always fucked her harder like this.

She wondered if it was because he liked the view. She always felt a little self-conscious, vulnerable even, especially with the light on. It felt funny to her that he was making love to her and looking down on her ass.

But it was also a little taboo. Her little hole was something that only her husband ever got to see. It was naughty, but she had to admit that it turned her on.

His hands grabbed hold of her waist and then slid round to her ass as he continued to pound her, the head of his cock stretching her insides as it grew and pulsed.

She sensed him raising his hand into the air and then felt it smack down on her behind as he spanked her. He did it a second time and she moaned in pleasure.

Then he rested his hand against her ass and squeezed it as he pushed into her.

Then something else happened.

As he swept his hand across, his thumb grazed her other hole and she bit her lip as a wave of naughtiness and surprise rushed through her.

‘Sorry,’ he said, as he pulled his hand away.

But Elsie was shaking, and her lips had gone dry. She turned back to look at him.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said, slowing down.

‘Do that again,’ she said.

Cole frowned.

‘Touch… your?’

She nodded urgently, pushing herself back onto his cock and biting her lip. ’Touch my ass.’

Nervously, Cole’s shaking fingers slid across his wife's bottom, then he traced a single finger down between her cheeks. He continued to slide in and out of her, and could feel her pussy tightening around his cock as he drew nearer.

Then as lightly as he could, he pressed his thumb against her.

Elsie’s body shook and she breathed out in pleasure, her mouth wide, her eyes closed and her body rocking forward at his touch.

‘Keep fucking me,’ she said.

Cole realised he had stopped as soon as he’d touched her and he resumed straight away, still holding his thumb against her little button as his cock dipped back in.

‘Oh fuck, put it in,’ she said.

‘My cock?’ he looked up in surprise.

She shook her head from side to side. ‘No, your finger, put it in my ass.’

Cole’s eyes widened and he started shaking with excitement and trepidation. Elsie had never talked like this before and it was almost too much. He was going to cum soon and he wasn’t going to be able to slow down or stop himself.

He withdrew his thumb, licked his little finger and then slowly traced the line between her cheeks again before wiggling it and pushing it against her sweet little hole.

‘Yes,’ she whispered, she didn’t know what had come over her, but she didn’t care. This felt good.

He pushed a little harder at the same time as she pushed back and suddenly, the tip of his finger disappeared inside his wife’s ass.

That was it, the sight and the feeling of what was happening was too much. It sent him over the edge.

Cole came, and a second later, so did Elsie.

She buried her face in the pillow as her husband’s cock strained and erupted inside of her, filling her up with his cum, rope after rope of warmth squirting into her pussy as she quivered and shook in orgasm.

Slowly he removed his finger, as gently as he could and a moment later, his soft slick cock slid out of her pussy. She collapsed forward onto the bed, shaking and breathing erratically.

She grabbed for him and pulled his arms around her and then she covered them both in the duvet, hiding her face underneath.

She was feeling more than a little embarrassed.

Mortified might be the word.

Cole stroked her hair with his hand and pressed his body up against hers.

‘That was amazing,’ he said quietly into her ear.

She shook her head.

‘What’s wrong?’

‘It was rude,’ she whispered, her head still hidden beneath the covers.

’So?’

‘It was really rude.’

‘Does that matter?’

She shrugged. ‘I’ve never done that before.’

‘Me neither, ‘ he said as he squeezed her tight in his arms to reassure her. ’I think you liked it though.’

She shook her head again vigorously, and then stopped. A moment later, she very delicately nodded.

‘Maybe a bit,’ she said, but it was barely a whisper.

They were silent for a little while, just holding each other as Elsie processed what had just happened.

Her husbands finger had been inside her ass, and it had felt so fucking naughty.

As soon as he had pushed it in, she had cum. It had been a different orgasm too, more powerful than the first, but she felt strangely ashamed, as though she’d done something wrong.

What was even more confusing, was that she wanted to do it again.

She peeled back the covers and turned to look at her husband, who smiled at her. Her eyes were big and wide and she looked pale and embarrassed.

‘Did you like it?’ she said.

‘I loved it.’

‘Did you really think I meant your cock when I asked you to put it in?’

Cole nodded and smiled.

‘Would you like that?’

He gazed into her eyes, and then nodded again.

Elsie shot back under the covers and moved back, so her ass was further away from him.

‘That is so rude,’ she said, loudly this time.

Cole grabbed her and pulled her towards him, shifting the covers down so he could see her face.

‘Why is it rude?’

‘Because you can’t put your willy there,’ she said, whispering again but laughing this time.

He laughed hard, and then kissed her, shrugging as he did so.

‘I don’t care,’ he said.

‘You should care.’

‘It doesn’t bother me,’ he said. ‘I love you.’

Elsie shook her head again, but she was still smiling.

‘No,’ she lied. ‘I don’t want to.’

‘That’s fine,’ he said, nodding sincerely. ‘It’s not up to me, it’s your body.’

Elsie stared into his eyes for a while, happily grinning as he stared back.

‘You mean that don’t you?’

He nodded then he leaned forward and kissed her again. As his lips met hers she wrapped her arms around his head and pulled him down towards her, pressing her forehead against his and biting her lip.

‘It’s our anniversary tomorrow though,’ she said. As she spoke she felt his cock twitch against her leg. ‘Maybe, I might feel differently in the morning.’

‘Maybe you will.’

‘Maybe tomorrow night, you could fuck my ass?’ she whispered as she felt his cock hardening against her.

‘Maybe I will.’

‘Maybe, I would like that.’

He pulled her towards him, enveloping her in his arms, and then he kissed her with such passion, that all she could see were stars.
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