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Open-Minded

Justine Elyot

The advert had asked for an ‘open-minded’ flatmate, and, when I asked her what she meant by that, she replied with breathtaking frankness. ‘I moonlight as a sex worker,’ she said. ‘Specifically, kinky stuff, a dominatrix. But you don’t need to worry about weirdos hanging around the place. I know all my clients very well and they’re one hundred per cent decent, respectful guys. Most of them pretty well-off, too. No shifty types in raincoats, I promise.’

It took me a while to reply to this. I needed to take stock of her answer. The fresh-faced thirty-something woman, sitting in front of me in sweats and a messy ponytail was a …?

‘I know, it fazes most people when I tell them,’ she sighed. ‘If it bothers you, that’s fine, I’ll re-advertise …’

‘Er, no, no, hang on,’ I said. ‘So you’re saying you meet your clients here?’

‘I’ll have made enough for a deposit on a serviced apartment in the West End, soon,’ she said. ‘The plan is to move operations out of here as soon as I can. It’ll just be for a few weeks, I hope, until I’ve made all the necessary start-up costs.’

‘Start-up costs?’

‘You know, marketing, a new web page, maybe some hush money for the concierge. That kind of thing. I’ve already got everything I need for the job itself.’

‘The job itself,’ I echoed. ‘You mean, like, whips and stuff?’

‘Yeah. Thigh-high boots, all that.’ She grinned suddenly over the rim of her coffee mug. ‘I know I don’t look the type. You can’t picture it, can you?’

‘I can’t really,’ I confessed. Shona seemed such a very typical kind of London woman: gym, office, wine bar, home. Not gym, office, wine bar, walk all over a man’s back in stilettoes. But then, perhaps there was no ‘typical London woman’. It wasn’t as if I didn’t have my own secret dark side, after all. In fact, Shona and I could almost be birds of a feather. Perhaps it was right that we should flock together. ‘I thought you had to be about six foot tall and built like Wonder Woman.’

‘Hey, are you saying I’m not built like Wonder Woman?’ she said with a fake pout and a laugh. ‘No, you’re right. But you can dress up to look like anything, really. And it’s all about confidence. If you can say the right things in the right way, at the right time, you can look like a Cabbage Patch doll and still get clients. OK, I might be exaggerating that last bit – you do have to make an effort with your appearance. But it’s not as prescriptive as you might think.’

There was a pause.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I can see this has knocked you sideways. I’ll let you get on.’

‘No,’ I said, shaking my head for emphasis. ‘No, it’s OK. Honestly. I said I was open-minded, and I am. I’m more fascinated than repelled, definitely.’

‘So you might take the room?’

‘Well, it’s a really nice one. And the location’s perfect, two minutes from the Tube. Price is right. I haven’t seen anything else half as good.’ I muted my thoughts, to put the minus side to myself. But it could be noisy, what with all the walloping and howling that might go on. And what if we get raided by the police?

‘It’s really a great area to live in,’ Shona enthused. ‘The high street’s full of pubs and bars, there’s the cinema, loads of shops, leisure centre around the corner, park at the bottom of the hill …’

I made my decision. This was London. When it came to renting property here, there was always a compromise to be made. The question was only what it would be. I could cope with a few submissive blokes passing through now and then better than I could with an extra half an hour on top of my commute, or rising damp. Perhaps they’d even make me the odd cup of tea, or do the dishes for us.

‘How often do you see clients?’ I said.

‘Not that often at all,’ she said. ‘Two Saturdays a month, and one evening a week. Usually a Wednesday, six till ten. I’ll always give you tons of warning. If you like, just go out for a drink on those evenings. Spend the Saturdays in town, or with mates, or whatever. It’s flexible, anyway. I’ll always take your needs on board.’

‘OK, then,’ I said. ‘I really like the room, and you seem really nice, and … and …  OK then. Let’s do it.’

She clapped her hands. ‘Thank fuck!’ she said. ‘Finally, somebody who knows what “open-minded” actually means.’

It wasn’t long before my interpretation was tested.

A week after I moved in, one of the famous Saturdays rolled around. I’d arranged to meet up with friends at six for dinner and drinks, but I needed to get ready in the flat that afternoon.

‘Will that be OK?’ I asked Shona at breakfast. ‘I mean, if I’m actually there for a bit of the afternoon? Just a short bit. I’ll go up to Westfield or something for a few hours first, but I’ll need to be here between about four and six. And I’ll need to use the bathroom. Will that be OK?’

‘I’ll be with a client until five,’ said Shona, ‘but I’ll shut up shop after that. I’ve got a full afternoon of bookings. You can use the shower whenever – the only possible problem is that my client might need to use the loo, but don’t worry about that.’ She smiled wickedly. ‘I can always turn that into part of the session.’

‘God, really?’ This was all fascinating. I’d been too polite to ask questions until now, but I was burning to know more about the ins and outs of it all.

‘Oh, yes. It’s fine, really, Vix. Just give us a quick shout when you come in, so we know.’

Which is what I did. I’d mooched around Westfield for as long as was bearable for a person with £18 left in her bank account, and if I saw another really nice but unaffordable top I was likely to throw myself on the floor in a tantrum.

I let myself in, as noisily as I could, at about ten past four.

‘Only me!’ I shouted, banging the door behind me. I took off my coat and hat and went to hang them up, but there was an unfamiliar coat on my usual peg. I put my hand on it. It was a good coat. Pure new wool, worth a couple of hundred at least.

I leaned back against it, enjoying the feel of it, and the smell of a delicious male cologne that wafted from it, and listened.

At first I couldn’t hear anything, but after my ears acclimatised, I became aware of a low, muffled, sobbing kind of sound coming from Shona’s bedroom. Seconds later, I heard her voice, but it didn’t sound like her voice. It was louder, harder – what you might call strident.

I couldn’t make out the words, but the phrase ended on a questioning note. A low, abject voice made a response that I just knew had to be, ‘Yes, ma’am.’

Creeped out, yet also highly curious, I began to edge along the hallway towards her door, hoping to catch a bit more of what was being said and done.

The tail-end of Shona’s next sentence came to me loud and clear.

‘… have to pay for their disgusting behaviour, don’t they?’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘You’re a filthy pervert, aren’t you? I’m thinking perhaps I should put you in a chastity device until our next meeting, if that’s what it’s going to take. You know I ordered you not to masturbate. Why did you disobey?’

‘Couldn’t help it, ma’am.’ A pitiful whimper. ‘I couldn’t stop thinking about you, and then I had to …’

‘Don’t say another word, you dirty, dirty boy. Bend over and touch your toes.’

I wondered if he was naked or dressed. Tall or short. Old or young. Good-looking or not.

I pictured a man pitched in between all these extremes, a well-dressed guy who looked after himself. He’d have silk boxers around his ankles and his shirt-tails flapping over the top part of his arse, which was peachy firm, perhaps a little pale. All the better to show up … 

I swallowed. Was it weird to be turned on by this?

‘I’m going to give you twelve,’ said Shona.

‘Twelve?’ There was outrage, and a touch of fear, in the man’s yelp.

‘I know you’ve only taken six before, but I’m losing patience with you, boy. You’re really trying me. So I’m going to try you. You know what to do. Missed counts will mean repeated strokes. Now keep still and keep that bum up high for me.’

I tried to picture Shona. What would she be wearing? I could see her in a shiny PVC bustier with matching pencil skirt. Soaring stilettoes, fishnets, a jaunty little peaked cap on her hair, which would be pulled back in a severe bun.

What was in her hand? I guessed it had to be an old-school cane, since that was the standard fantasy. Maybe a riding crop. Perhaps I’d be able to tell from the sound it made.

There was a thin whooshing sound, then a quiet sort of ‘snick’, then a howl of pain.

Definitely sounded like the cane. The riding crop would be splattier, I decided.

‘One, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.’

But he didn’t sound very grateful.

His protests grew with every additional stroke. I pictured him, grabbing his ankles for dear life, shuddering and jolting forwards every time the rod swiped across his offered cheeks. And the strokes, visible red lines, criss-crossing his well-exercised bottom, turning it into a kind of geometric pattern. I could visualise those all right.

I visualised them so vividly that, together with the swishes and grunts and agonised votes of thanks, they led me to shove my hand down the waistband of my jeans and seek out the ever wetter spot between my thighs.

I rubbed and panted through the dozen smart strokes, imagining them done to him, but also done to me, or even by me, or … I don’t know, but the feat of imagination was fervid and contained multiple images, spilling through my brain like photographic flashes. As the eleventh and twelfth were soundly laid, I thrust out my bottom, feeling the denim tighten and strain across my own unmarked cheeks, offering myself for the same treatment. 

My orgasm coincided with the final stroke. It was sudden and strong, and I couldn’t restrain a gasp, putting my palm against the door to prevent myself tumbling forwards. To my horror it made a knocking noise, as the catch rattled in its hole.

Sobering immediately, even as the last fizzlings of my climax leaked out, I tried to straighten my wobbly legs. But I was too late.

‘What have we here?’

Shona, twice as tall and three times as intimidating, looked down at me.

‘Sorry, Shona,’ I muttered. ‘Wrong … door …’

I’ll remember that scene for the rest of my life. The man standing upright and covering his striped bum with his hands as he glared indignantly over his shoulder. Shona, cane still in hand, clad not as I’d imagined but in a business suit, silky nylon gown and fancy-dress mortarboard, eyes wide, lips slightly parted, waiting for my explanation. An explanation that was a long time coming.

I was still sheepish in the extreme the next morning. I crept into the kitchen to make coffee, hoping to get in and out without seeing Shona. After the debacle, I’d run straight into the shower, got rapidly dressed and run out to meet my friends, arriving at the bar half an hour early. By the time I got home, Shona was in bed.

But my plans were scuppered when she came into the kitchen as the kettle was boiling. I couldn’t look at her, but she came and stood right next to me, leaning back on the work surface with her hands gripping the edge.

‘I shouldn’t have gone off at you like that,’ she said.

I was able to look at her then. She sounded genuinely apologetic.

‘I’m really sorry too,’ I said. ‘I shouldn’t have been earwigging.’

‘No, it’s OK,’ she said. She looked down, biting her lip, then met my eye. ‘Actually, it’s more than OK.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘The thing is, Sam … that’s my client … it turned out he was actually … how can I put this? After the initial shock wore off, he was really excited by the idea that someone had been watching us.’

‘Not watching, listening, really,’ I corrected automatically, but a little flare of illicit interest shot through my lower belly.

‘And he was wondering if … I mean, he’d pay double, and you wouldn’t have to do anything, just be in the room …’

‘Oh, my God, you mean he wants me to watch properly?’

‘Of course, say no if the idea repulses you, but it’d be an easy couple of hundred quid for you.’

‘Two hundred pounds? Just for hanging around in your bedroom for an hour?’

‘Yes. You don’t have to make up your mind now. It’ll be a month or so before I see him again – he needs a bit of time to save up the cash.’ She winked at me, and I grinned back.

‘No, I can answer now. Why the hell not? Go on then.’

In the course of that month, I often lay awake at night wondering how the appointment would play out. Although I knew that my role was to watch, I sometimes imagined myself contributing a little more actively. Sometimes I pictured myself bent over beside Sam while Shona dealt with us both, one stroke for him, one stroke for me. Or I was lying on the bed, and Sam was ordered to lick me to orgasm while Shona stood over him, whipping him with a belt. Or the other way around – me giving Sam head while Shona whipped me. Or I licked Shona out with dedicated devotion, while Sam … oh, who cared what Sam was doing? There were multiple variations, but Sam and I were both in the submissive position, and Shona ruled over us with a rod of iron.

I have to admit, these night-time fantasies sometimes made for awkwardness over morning coffee. I think Shona had an inkling that I was developing quite a crush on her, but she was too delicate to mention it explicitly.

When the Saturday in question finally rolled around, I was fairly buzzing with excitement.

‘What should I wear?’ I asked Shona, as I opened my bank statement at the kitchen table.

‘Oh, anything,’ she said, shrugging. ‘You don’t have to dress up.’

‘Oh, don’t I?’ 

My face must have fallen, because she laughed.

‘Do you want to dress up?’

I laughed with her, trying to cover my self-conscious blushes.

‘It seems a bit rude not to,’ I suggested.

‘OK,’ she said. ‘I’ve got a French maid’s outfit some of my clients sometimes wear. I’ll put it out for you and you can try it on. Otherwise – just wear what you want. Wear nothing, if that grabs you. I really don’t mind, and neither will Sam.’

The maid’s outfit was made of cheap, scratchy nylon and was tarty as hell. Designed to be worn by cross-dressing men, it fell to mid-thigh on me, covering my modesty nicely, despite the stiff meringue of net petticoats beneath the skirt. With fishnets, suspenders and high heels, I looked flirty and mischievous, an effect I quite liked. I pouted to myself in the mirror and bent over, letting my bottom stick as far out as I could, seeing how low I had to go before a flash of stocking-top was visible. Not that far! 

I bit my lip at myself and clasped my hands over my apron. I hadn’t put on any knickers. 

I wondered if either of them would ever know, as I giggled maniacally at my own wildness.

I waited for Shona to finish with her penultimate client, then went into her room.

She was wiping down the surfaces with a spray gun and cloth, looking rather grumpy in a latex corset and supertight miniskirt. They matched her shiny elbow-length gloves and thigh-high boots.

When she looked up and saw me, her frown faded and she smiled broadly.

‘Well, look at you. Sex kitten or what?’

My mouth was a bit dry from the effect looking at her had had on me, so I couldn’t really reply.

‘I’ve got it planned,’ she said. ‘You’re my maid. You don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to, but if you want to join in a little bit, that could be fun. Up to you, though.’

‘What sort of joining in?’ I asked, transfixed by her.

‘I don’t know … just answering a few questions. Coming over to look at him – maybe touch him, if that wouldn’t freak you out.’

‘I don’t think it would,’ I answered quickly. ‘Is it, like, you’re my mistress too, then?’

‘Do you want to obey my orders?’ she asked, dropping her voice and putting her head to one side. 

I swallowed.

‘Vix?’ she prompted, with a sternness that made me want to swoon.

‘I … wouldn’t mind,’ I whispered.

She came over to me then, and placed one latex-covered finger beneath my chin, gazing at me with a rapt curiosity.

‘Really? That’s very interesting,’ she said. Her other hand was reaching towards me when the intercom buzzed.

‘Shit. Sam,’ she said. ‘OK, you go and sit on the dressing-table stool over there. If you really want, you can do a bit of cleaning with the spray gun, but I won’t insist on it. Relax, Vix, and enjoy it. I know I’m going to.’

I sank on to the velvet-covered stool, still shaking with the loaded possibilities of our conversation. I’d more or less confessed my sub crush, and she’d indicated that it didn’t surprise or repel her.

Shona had left joss sticks burning to cover the smell of baby wipes and multi-surface cleaner. The combination of fragrances was heady, a bit sickly, but also exciting.

When Shona came back into the room, I got my first good look at Sam. He was a city-boy type, in an off-duty rugby shirt. Short trim dark hair, well groomed, gym-fit, much of a Threadneedle Street muchness, except for his arrestingly large puppy-brown eyes with sweeping eyelashes.

‘This is my maid, Vix,’ said Shona, indicating me off-handedly. ‘Take no notice of her, she’s just finishing up some cleaning.’

I took my cue and set to work with the spray gun, although everything was pretty much cleaned already. Bending over the dressing table, I watched in the vanity mirror as they made the necessary financial transaction and Shona tucked the roll of elastic-banded banknotes into her knicker drawer.

‘Goodness me, Vix, do you know how much you’re showing us?’ said Shona. I straightened like an arrow, guiltily hot. I’d forgotten about that. ‘She’s almost as shameless a little slut as you, Sammy boy. Why aren’t you on your knees yet? Are you waiting for something?’

Sam dropped down immediately and applied his lips to Shona’s shiny toes. I watched, creeping back into a corner, as he licked and lapped at the lacquered surface, moaning with pleasure when Shona pushed her boot tip between his lips, gagging him.

‘Good clean job,’ she said. ‘Well done. Let’s have that top and jeans off then.’

He had the regulation body underneath his regulation weekend gear. A little tattoo on his right bum cheek, too. I squinted to make out what it was, and was thrilled to see it was a pair of crossed whips. I wondered if Shona had made him have it, then felt my lack of underwear, as my thighs beaded with steamy damp. Once the shirt and jeans were gone, he was left in nothing but a very uncomfortable-looking latex thong. I bet that had been awkward to wear on the Tube.

‘How did this feel?’ asked Shona, batting his already stiff cock in its fetish covering. ‘Could you walk properly in it?’

‘Almost,’ he said softly, glancing at me. ‘It’s very snug. I was hard all the way here, pretty sure some people might have noticed.’

‘And seen what a dirty little bitch you are,’ approved Shona. ‘Great. Do you think he’s a dirty little bitch, Vix?’

I cleared my throat. ‘I … do, yes,’ I said.

Sam shut his eyes, enraptured.

‘OK, Sam, I’m going to get the high stool out for you to bend over. While I’m doing that, Vix, could you get the biggest butt plug off that shelf there and lube it up for me?’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ I said enthusiastically, glad to be a part of the scene. Sam stood with his head bowed and his bottom facing me as I applied slippery lube to a big black rubber plug. I’d barely be able to get it in my mouth, let alone up my bum. I shuddered for him slightly, even though I was looking forward to seeing it go in.

‘Right then, Sam, over we go,’ said Shona briskly, placing a step stool in front of him. He shuffled meekly forwards, until his knees were on the lower step, waist bent over the upper, still wearing the ludicrous thong.

‘Hand me the plug, Vix.’

I gave it to Shona, who smiled back at me.

‘Do you know what sometimes happens?’ she said to me in a confidential tone. ‘Sam here gets so excited just by having the plug put inside him that he comes really hard, before I’ve even started his real punishment. It’s naughty of him, so I punish him all the more – plus it means that he doesn’t get to enjoy the caning, because he’s had his little moment already. Of course, I never let him off. Do I, Sam?’

‘No, ma’am,’ he said dutifully, then he groaned as Shona began to press the plug firmly and inexorably between his defenceless cheeks. She took it slowly, twisting it, withdrawing it a little, pushing it further, making it last an agonisingly, gorgeously long time. I felt my pussy twitch and I clenched involuntarily, wondering how that monstrous thing would feel in my own smaller back passage.

‘Are you going to come today, Sam?’ she asked, devilish in her manipulations.

He was panting and whimpering like a little animal.

‘Trying … not to … ma’am,’ he gasped.

‘Keep trying,’ she advised, unperturbed. ‘There, it’s all the way in now. How do you feel?’

‘Very … full, ma’am,’ he said.

‘Can you see where it is, Vix?’ said Shona. ‘Give it a little jiggle if you like. A little tap.’

‘Can I?’ I hesitated.

‘Go on. Do as you’re told.’

I was galvanised. I pushed my fingertip against the black rubber flange, feeling how Sam’s flesh and muscle shifted under the pressure. He gasped again.

‘Now, Vix, I want you to go round to the other side of the stool and make sure he keeps his eyes open while I’m caning him. Sam, you have to keep eye contact with Vix at all times. Is that clear?’

‘Clear, ma’am,’ he said, and I was pretty sure he wasn’t going to be able to keep his orgasm back much longer. He was red-faced and sweaty, and his eyes were glazed with a kind of tormented joy.

By the second stroke, he had come, in a welter of little sobs and sighs.

I gave him an encouraging smile, but he just stared at me, his eyes almost popping out of his head.

Shona, absolutely without pity, continued to the twelfth stroke, and then held out the cane to me.

‘Want to give him one for luck, Vix?’ she asked.

My jaw dropped. 

‘I’m … not sure.’

‘Either he gets the thirteenth stroke or you do,’ she said, smiling sweetly. ‘Which of you is it to be?’

‘Give it to her, ma’am,’ said Sam, suddenly finding his tongue. ‘She deserves it. She’s been making fun of me all through my punishment.’

‘Vix?’

I nodded slowly.

‘I’ll take it,’ I whispered.

Sam rose stiffly from the stool and went to stand, at Shona’s direction, in the corner, his hands clasped over his striped bottom, kneading it compulsively.

As for me, I replaced him, the room swooping around me as I positioned myself as correctly as I could, my cheap net petticoats flaring out around my upthrust bottom.

Shona scooped them up clear of the target area, leaving it bared and ready.

‘No knickers, Vix – did you forget?’ She stroked the naked curves, making me tingle.

‘No, ma’am,’ I admitted.

‘You did it deliberately? Well, you certainly do deserve this then. Just the one stroke, to give you a taste. Hold tight.’

I held tight. In the corner, Sam twisted his neck to look at me, despite orders, and I looked steadily back at him, glad to have a witness.

Shona tapped the thin shaft of wood against the centre of my bottom, lightly, consideringly, sizing up her tactics.

I clung tighter and uttered a silent prayer. Just do it.

With a swish and a thwick, the stroke landed. I waited for it to hurt, thinking perhaps this was all a con and it didn’t really, but true knowledge followed, with an unbelievable burn.

‘Oh, my God!’ I wailed, clutching the long line of pain in both hands.

‘That’s what horny little maids get,’ said an amused Shona. ‘Don’t forget it. Sam, would you go to the bathroom and freshen up for a minute or two?’

Sam, rather reluctantly, shuffled off, retrieving a pair of clean boxer shorts from his backpack en route.

Shona took my hands away from my bum and traced the stripe with a gloved fingertip.

‘Are you OK?’ she asked, leaning down to whisper into my ear.

I nodded.

‘God, that hurt,’ I said. ‘But I kind of liked it.’

‘Naughty girl.’ She kissed the hollow under my earlobe, making me flutter all over. ‘Listen, I’ve got another half-hour with Sam, but why don’t you go and wait for me in your bedroom.’

I looked at her, my pulse quickening.

‘Really?’

‘Yes, really. And look in the second drawer down. There’s a strap-on. Might as well take it with you.’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

I did as I was told, took out the strap-on and went to wait for my new sex life to begin.


A Deal to Be Struck

Willow Sears

It’s the eyes. It must be his eyes. Pure white whites around centres as rich and gleaming as dark chocolate melting in a pan. Or maybe it’s the cheeks, with that constant hint of a blush upon them to show his innocence; the skin below smooth and slightly tanned to lessen the contrast, to make him look more adventurer than out-and-out choirboy. A nice adventurer, though. Above all that is what he will be: nice. A sweet soul who instinctively puts others before his own interests, his happiness dependent upon yours. A gentle giant with strong, lithe limbs to wrap around you when safety or comfort is needed. A body and mind to shape to your exact whim. In short, perfect. Pity, then, that somebody has beaten me to it. 

I could have punched his wedding ring in the face when I spotted it. I mean, how dare someone get in and close the deal before I’d even had a chance to make my pitch? So, OK, maybe he’s not quite my type for the long haul. I’m not sure anyone fits that particular bill. After all, these techie guys do tend to veer heavily towards the dull side. Even his boyish innocence might come to grate after a while. But he is definitely my type for the short or mid haul. He’s certainly the type to get my juices and imagination flowing; he’s already having quite an effect in that way. A nice wavy thatch of dark-brown hair to run your fingers through. A bright smile and eyes to melt in. Tall and athletic, with real shoulders on him – I bet he used to row for his college. And you don’t have a body like that and not have some serious credentials in the underwear department. 

I should stop teasing myself by looking his way. I’ve caught his eye a couple of times. He even gave me a little smile and a shy nod the last time. But that ring won’t just disappear and, ruthless as I can be, the husband-baiting game is not one I choose to play. A cheetah I might be but a cheater I am not. It’s not like there aren’t plenty of other men to gawp at, this being our annual company knees-up. It’s being held in one of the very swankiest hotels in the capital, with an internationally famous recording artist laid on for a performance later – a treat befitting a young, driven, successful team like ours. The mood is right, the hair is down and the drink is flowing. There must be any number of unattached young bucks ripe for the picking. And yet all I can see is him. 

He must be a techie. He doesn’t look geeky enough but he is surely too nice to be management, and I know all of the sales team and he isn’t one of us. In theory I should be impervious to him and he shouldn’t want to give me the time of day. Our company sells computing platforms with bespoke software to big business. It is highly lucrative and highly competitive. The techies generally don’t like the salesforce as we make product promises to clients that the tech guys then have to keep. And we don’t like the tech guys because we bring in the orders that pay the wages, give them exciting new projects with lots of lovely techie problems to solve, and all they do is bitch about it. I’m sure they don’t hate us quite so much when they’ve got us in the privacy of their own minds and their stiff cocks in their hands, but they’d never concede this point to us. 

He does look like he wants to make contact, as awkward in these social situations as he might be. He seems lost, standing there on the very periphery of a group of jabbering techno-geeks, all presumably shoehorning as much dull shit as can be factored into any sentence before the next guy wades in. Kudos to him for not wanting to join in. I’m purposefully scanning the room back and forth – sexual predator that I am when the mood takes me – as if waiting to find someone worthy to talk to, or worthy of taking me to bed tonight. It gives me an excuse to keep catching his eye and making that adorable blush burn a little redder. The more I look at him, the more that warm glow inside me grows. Why on earth did he have to do such a silly thing as go and get married? 

Uh-oh – I spy Meredith lurking near him, giving him the once-over. She is the meanest, the most ruthless of us all. I’ve no doubt she would scrunch up any marriage and toss it away just for the momentary triumph. Not that Mr Adorably Innocent need worry. From the few encounters I’ve had with Meredith, she seems only to have eyes for other women. She seems to especially have the hots for me. I mean, it’s not the idea of other women I’m against; I’ve never much thought about the pros and cons. And it’s not that she isn’t very attractive with her shown-off curves, her red hair/cream skin combo and her delicious smell. But I just couldn’t give her the double satisfaction. She’d use it against me, and the rivalry between us is too fierce for gifts like that. 

She is a cheetah like me. That’s what they call us. In the mouths of some it is said with pride, in others’ with disparagement. Our company makes no bones about using younger, more attractive females to spearhead their sales team. They give no shits about sexism, and neither do I. Together we will utilise all the firepower at our disposal to get a signature on the dotted line. So cheetahs we are, since we are too young to be cougars. We are lithe and gorgeous, deadly if a little delicate. We are intelligent, driven, always hungry. We burst upon our prey and run it into the ground. Shock and awe, that’s us. We’d be lawyers if we had that particular qualification. 

She spies me and spreads into one of her could-eat-you smiles, like she always sends my way. She doesn’t care a jot that I know she lusts after me. I think she sees it as a power over me, something to keep me squirming, mind-jumbled and off-guard. I’m sure she thinks that after each of our meetings I run straight into hiding to give myself a furious rub at the thought of her seducing me. Yeah, well, she can stick that smugness right up her round derrière. It’s only ever happened once. Here she comes. Half-exposed creamy bosom at the ready, she prowls towards me as if I’m just another client-prey. 

‘Seen anyone you fancy?’ she says, presenting me with that cleavage. She knows I can’t help but look. It’s a first point to her but I can come back stronger, keeping my eyes where they are as if mesmerised by her ample titty delights, this time apparently unable to resist her charms. 

‘Indeed I have,’ I reply coyly, drinking in the sight of her lovely smooth skin to the point where she must think she has me. Then, with perfect timing, I look up, not into her green eyes but across to Mr Adorably Innocent. ‘Him.’ 

She follows my gaze but keeps that little smile on her face. She doesn’t want me to know I had her insides tumbling just a little that time. 

She says, ‘What, the short, speccy chap with the face like a pissed squirrel?’

‘No, the tall, handsome chap with the adorable eyes and cheeks.’ 

‘And a shirt that looks like my father’s pyjamas.’

‘And fabulous shoulders. And no doubt a cock to have you slavering.’ 

 ‘No doubt. And a wedding ring, I see.’

I can’t deny it. Every time he lifts his champagne glass to his lips that mocking gold band is displayed once more. 

‘Yes, and a wedding ring.’ 

I can’t help but sound like the wind has gone a little from my sails.

‘Not that that should be any bar to your conquest,’ she says, breezily. ‘Although didn’t you once tell me that any woman who targeted a married man must be some kind of destructive bitch who can only validate her own worth by stealing the prize from the arms of a defeated wife?’ 

‘Something like that,’ I concede. ‘Married couples do seem like very soft targets. And it can’t say much for your self-worth if you are so scared of finding someone who will commit to you that you choose someone who has already committed elsewhere.’

It does sound a bit lame when said out loud. We two trample over all-comers for a living. We have frantic lives unsuited to steady, stable relationships – here one minute, there the next, away often. We work hard, so when we get to play we do it hard, fast and loose. Most of my pleasure comes from people I will not know for very long, maybe only for one night or two, so it can seem a touch foolish to avoid husbands just because I am not the one they choose to go home to. But I have my principles. I want to be first best, not second best. Always. He is gorgeous though, I cannot deny it. Just my type – a type so very rare to find, one my instincts tell me I must not let go a-begging. 

‘Yet still you are sizing him up,’ Meredith says, archly. 

He is looking at me now, holding my gaze shyly but for longer. And it is me he is looking at, not her. He doesn’t even cast the most fleeting of glances her way. That has my blood fizzing with triumph. I could almost cast aside my rules about husbands just to seduce him in front of my rival and shove it down her throat. 

‘It’s the eyes,’ I say. ‘Or maybe the shoulders.’ 

‘He is certainly a prize. Have you thought about what kind of a cock he has?’

In the few conversations I’ve had with her it is clear that neither of us ever has any intention of mincing our words. It’s just not our style and it would be a pointless façade. I think there is an unsaid competition to try to shock each other, to be more blatant and worldly-wise than the other. Being the coolest chick of the bunch gets people jumping for you and has the clients eating out of your hand. So I don’t want her to think she can faze me by so openly discussing the private parts of our fellow guests. I’ve got to be all over this cock-thinking situation. One-upmanship is always the name of the game between cheetahs. It’s how we survive. 

‘Of course I have,’ I reply, with little batting of eyelids. ‘Long and smooth and with a nice gentle upward curve to it. Uncircumcised. Iron-hard and hot against the palm. Delicious to suck upon and not too fat, either – I do love to take them all.’

I thought to stun her with the depth of my description but her eyes just glaze slightly and her smile spreads wider.

‘The perfect cock, perhaps?’ she says, as much to herself as to me. ‘I wonder what you would give for it?’

‘I’m sorry?’

I’m momentarily thrown again and she seizes upon it, fixing me with one of those confident looks that sees clients caving. She spells it out slowly and coolly, making each word count.

‘I said I wonder what you would give to have his cock inside you.’

The words hit me both in the mind and in the puss, scoring heavily. I can’t help the images or the pleasurable, needy twinge it produces between my thighs. My face probably gives me away but I need to fight back. 

‘Give?’ I say, trying my best to scoff. ‘I never have to give anything for my pleasure. That must just be you.’

She doesn’t bite.

‘Then you will take him?’ she says, still as cool as a befridged cucumber. 

As well as the extra rude images she knows this will give me, I can see the challenge in her eyes. It’s all about competition between the two of us: who is seen to come out on top; who can nail the biggest contracts in the quickest time with the lowest overheads. We are the two biggest guns – in my estimation, at least. 

‘He is married,’ I say, not to fall into any trap she might be laying.

‘But what if that didn’t matter?’ she replies, and I can see the cogs of that swift predator brain whirring. ‘What if his wife wanted you to have him? What if I knew, in fact, that this was precisely the case?’

Now she has got me a little stunned, and she’s sticking out that sumptuous cleavage of hers even more towards me, as if to hit me from all angles. 

‘And how the fuck would you know something like that?’ 

‘Oh, I know his wife very well indeed – very well. You know her too, as it happens. In fact, you are looking at her right now.’

The triumphant smile spreads to its widest. She’s got me more than a little stumped. She looks deadly serious too. 

‘What? But you can’t be. You’re a …’

‘I’m a what? A free-thinker who finds beauty in all forms irresistible? A hedonist who believes that pleasure and jealousy are the worst kind of bedfellows? Is that what you were going to say?’ 

Well, it’s not like it couldn’t be true. I don’t really know her at all. She is certainly capable of ensnaring someone like him. Once she had her claws in there’d be no hope for him. I just didn’t have him down as her type. Or any him for that matter.

‘Strange that there is no ring on your finger,’ I remark, ‘since you are married.’

‘Only an amateur would go into the negotiations we do with a ring on. I want those fuckers wrapped around my finger, not some gold band. I want them thinking I am a prize they can win. I’m hardly going to do that by advertising that I am already taken, am I? So I wear my ring on a neck chain. I can’t be giving you the upper hand over me, can I?’

It is true. Enemies working for the same side, that’s us. Although we seldom work on the same project – two cheetahs in one room would lead to a catfight – we are nonetheless driven to outdo each other, and our managers encourage this. She is my constant invisible foe.

‘So now I know your weakness,’ I say, allowing myself a smile at last. She doesn’t blink, those calculating eyes on mine as she weighs this statement up. She does smell good. 

‘A half-dozen smacks to your bare arse is the cost,’ she declares. 

‘You what?’ I’m flabbergasted. 

 ‘For my husband,’ she says. ‘With my open hand, I mean, not with a paddle. I want to feel the heat in your cheeks.’

It’s got me mentally reeling again. She has moved in closer and that delicious scent of hers keeps distracting my senses. And those inviting tits are practically brushing mine. My head is spinning and no one can usually have that effect on me. I cannot remember the last time I was anywhere near flustered. I need to restore my cool. 

‘I don’t remember saying that I wanted him,’ I retort, trying to sound indignant. 

‘But you do, and what’s more you can have him. However, the price is now a dozen spanks. Don’t worry – it will sting but it will make you tingle like you have never felt before. And it will be worth it, I promise. You nailed your description of his cock, by the way. It is every bit as gorgeous as you said – more so, even. Why else do you think I married him? And he does so love to have it sucked by someone who really knows what they are doing.’

Oh, dear. Wonderful thoughts provoked, plus a suck-off challenge laid down, to further befuddle me. She knows my instinct will be to rise to it, especially with the delicious images she’s conjured. I can’t have her thinking she’s a better cocksucker than me, the lesbian! I’m half-incredulous, half-bristling, my mind dodging back and forth. She’s got my pulse running, my head spinning and my pussy tingling. She is running rings around me here. That guy is something. I wish he’d stop looking at me in that way or we are going to have a moth-versus-flame situation to deal with. 

‘I told you,’ I say with a sniff, ‘I don’t have to pay for my sexual pleasure.’

‘This time you do. But it will be worth it. The payment will be the most wonderful pleasure in itself, you’ll see. The charge has gone up to two dozen smacks now, by the way, although that’s not so high a price. Sometimes the more you get, the more sublime the feeling becomes. You presumably know this? I take it you have been spanked before?’

I haven’t but my mind is truly whirring, trying to find a response that wrests me back some of my lost ground. Any question coming from her must be loaded, so I need to give careful answers, if I can just think straight and forget the craving the two of them in tandem are giving me down below. 

‘I can see from your silence that you haven’t,’ she says, jumping in before I have a chance to reply. ‘Perhaps you aren’t quite the make-life-your-bitch type I took you for? You know, for someone as gorgeous as you are, as strong as you are, it can feel like the greatest privilege to be spanked by someone who really knows how to bring you that most sublime of pleasures. Take my word for it. By someone who knows that to be truly adored you have to give someone the time of their life. And there is nothing so exquisite as the softness of a woman’s body and kisses afterwards. I take it you have been with a woman before?’

‘I only like cock.’

I essentially blurt this. It’s lame and I’m now looking even more like some fuddy-duddy convent girl, with weak excuses to cover my lack of adventure. I’m sounding like an amateur and our kind know exactly how to run over pitiful defences. She will see right through me too. Our kind can read people too well. She knows she’s got me thinking about holding her thighs apart and feasting upon her, first with my eyes and then with my mouth. 

‘Nonsense,’ she says, her bosom squashing to mine. ‘You are simply scared of finding out just how incomparable a thrill making love to another woman is. You think it dents your armour but I know it just gives you other weapons. And now the price is two dozen spanks to the bare arse plus my fingers inside you, wherever I want them. You know I can make any girl come, at any time, with just my fingers? It is a gift I have.’ 

‘Why on earth are you going on about price increases when I’ve told you I’d never be willing to pay?’ 

Am I actually worried about what cost in sexual favours I’m going to accrue?

‘Because I am going to give you the most unforgettable night of your life, and that needs some reward. The longer you resist the inevitable, the more you will have to give to me before I let you have my husband. And the more I do to you, the more you will yearn for me afterwards, the more you will ache with desire for me above all others, above all cocks. That includes my husband, who happens to be the best male lover you will ever have inside you. I want you; you know that. You want my husband; we both know that. You can have him but first I will have you, and I know that when I’m done, however good he is – and he is – you will still want me more. And now the price is my tongue wherever I want it too. And I’m even more gifted with my tongue than with my fingers.’ 

She’s got me breathing hard and leaning into her. I’ve got to fight it because I know it’s just playing into her hands, but my head feels hot and muzzy from the blood surge. My puss is crying out to be pressed to her, to anything. It’s him I want but somehow she has expertly used him to lure me into this weakness, to make me tingle at the thought of anything dirty coming my way. 

‘Maybe I’ll just bypass you and take him,’ I say, sounding too breathy to be convincing. ‘He’s been looking my way enough to suggest he finds me irresistible.’

‘Oh, no doubt he does – he adores beautiful girls with peachy bottoms like your own. He’d do anything for you. That’s what is so uniquely special about him. Everything he does is for your pleasure. You might come three or four times before he has his turn. But he is no bitch. He will smear your lips with the drop of precome at the tip of his cock just as soon as he will patiently tease your skin with his nails. He will slip from inside you, hold you by the hair and beat your cheeks with his juice-wet cock just as soon as he will worship your puss with his tongue for a whole hour. He will press your face to the pillow and thrust into you like a beast from the rear just as soon as he will kiss you as he gently enters you from above, or looks into your eyes as he comes. You never have to tell him anything; he just knows. And everything he does is first and foremost for your pleasure. He truly is one in a billion.’ 

I knew my instincts were correct. My body knew he was not to be passed over.

‘So why do I need you?’ I ask her, images of naked him rampant in my head.

‘Oh, because he would never do anything without my acquiescence. It just isn’t in his nature to go against me. The thought is just such a turn-off for him. He wants beautiful women to adore and I give them to him from time to time. But I share them too, because I know that however fabulous a lover he is, it will still be me those girls are ringing the next day. It is me they can’t wait to have another dirty, exhilarating fuck with. He is happy but I am always the real winner. And the price has just gone up again. Now you will also have to eat my shaven, wet cunt. It is like velvet, you know. So hot, soft and sweet-tasting. It has brought every girl I’ve ever had to their knees.’ 

Now I’m almost dribbling. She sure knows how to sell an idea. I’ve got visions of him grasping me by the hair as I suck him, mixed with those of her holding her sweet-scented lips apart ready for me to sink my tongue into her. Imagine the bliss of him plunging into me from the rear as I slurp at her velvet cunt. My cheeks are flushed and she will know I’m fighting to stay off her hook. He’s casting me those shy looks, unaware just how defenceless that is making me. Those eyes! Those shoulders! And that hidden cock, the one that will give me more pleasure than any I will ever have. I know she’s right on this. I just know it. But I can’t just give in to her, whatever my body is crying out for. I know she’ll be in control if we get naked together.

‘Shame I don’t believe that a woman could give me more pleasure than a man,’ I say, although I’m pressed ever closer to her, that husband of hers able to see how drawn in I am and how close to being his for the night.

‘Yes, you do,’ she replies, quick as a flash. ‘Why would I lie? The proof is in the pudding I eat. You know I can have any man I want and yet I choose women above them, so I must have good reason. I promise you, to have a girl like me spank you and make love to you is an incomparable bliss. And now it is thirty smacks to your bare arse, which could be enough in itself, giving you the most intense orgasm you have known. It is quite a bargain I’m offering, is it not? Have yourself the man of your dreams and all it costs you is the most exciting, most unforgettable sex of your life.’

‘Yeah, well, shame there is nowhere for us to have this sordid little threesome you’re after,’ I say with my last bit of bravado. The dirty thoughts are simply cascading through my mind. The strength has gone from my legs. 

‘Oh, but there is. We have rented a suite upstairs for the night. There is nothing to stop you having the most gorgeous man here. I must warn you that his cock fits so perfectly inside you that you might never want another. And he feels so silky smooth …’

 She closes her eyes for a couple of seconds and I watch a little shiver pass through her at the blissful memory of him. The shiver is catching. I can almost feel him myself. 

‘If this is all some prank, Meredith, be aware that I’m not falling for it.’ 

I can barely say this above a whisper.

‘No joke,’ she says, deadly serious. ‘You and I simply must fuck. To not do so would be the biggest waste under the sun of two gorgeous, same-minded queens of decadence. It would be my only-ever regret. And your hesitation has just seen me add something very kinky to the price. We both know you are going to give in so why not just strike the deal now? You know, if it was just a few spanks, maybe just the dozen, then you might have been able to resist me. But I know now that you are going to be mine. Your stubbornness has made it so easy for me.’

My head has only one card left to play. My body has already given in to her. 

‘Well, I only have to have you,’ I say, ‘if I have him. What if I choose not to?’

‘Then you lose. You lose the thrill of a lifetime and for what – just so you can tell yourself you didn’t agree to my suggestion? That is the hollowest victory ever. All you have to do instead is trust me.’

She’s sold it and she knows it. She is already leading me by the hand towards him. He is going to cost me but the fizz in my veins at the sight of him up close tells me it will be worth it. There aren’t even any words needed, just a smile between us as she leads us out of there. 

* * *

The smacks set fire to me. She makes me take every one of them too, on all fours as he watches and slowly brings that fabulous cock of his to life. I cry out as the twin stings of pain and humiliation burn me. The tears blur my vision as that cock looms ever closer to my open mouth, just tantalisingly out of reach. I can vividly feel the shrinking of my skin, and the coolness at my wet puss as she blows on it between slaps. I’m all open for her, streaming my excitement. The hurt quickly leaps beyond frantic panic and turns to a bloom, a tingling electric glow all across my skin and through my flesh. I whimper with the utter bliss and the need for more. 

It is like being immersed in red-hot rapture. It is like the euphoria of climax but without the racking finish. The desperation to be filled is ongoing but beautiful, not aching or frustrating, because it is all part of that wondrous glow that promises even more. It is like being bathed in ecstasy. Then her tongue, feeling so deliciously rude, in me from the rear. Her fingers too: slipping, slipping, easing inside to stir in slow circles as her thumb presses where the throb is greatest, all of it making me shout with the thrill and screw my eyes tight shut. And no, I have never felt intensity like it. 

The kisses are as soft as she said, the warmth of her body on mine every bit as scintillating. She makes love to me with her hands, mouth, tongue and teeth. She goes slow because he has patience in everything she does, even though that long cock of his looks so hard that the ache to bury it must be hurting him. She is so good that all I can do is stay in my trance of bliss, trembling and whimpering and coming. Why does she need him at all? Perhaps he is just her linchpin and security, an adoring slave to serve her while she seeks women. I want him though. My puss will not let me forget that. Half the joy is to watch him as she pleasures me. 

The taste of her brings new life, new excitement where I thought I was done. She writhes, looking as gorgeous as ever, and I feel I am winning. I never thought I would be this greedy but I want my tongue deep. I want her smeared all over my face as a sign of her gratification. I want to grasp her soft arse and hold her in to me, knowing my own backside is stuck out and ready for his plundering erection, just as soon as she is finished. The thrill of her body, of her softness, of her squeals and gasps, it all has me wet again. 

She lies there holding herself once the orgasm subsides. I’m already onto him. The kisses are harder but I feel elation that they are exactly the type I want most. She hasn’t defeated me like she said she would. I want the smell of his maleness, the bigger hands clutching and grasping. Fuck, I want the muscle of him. I want the hot press of his solid meat against me. I want that adorable shaft wiped around my face and then fed into my hungry, waiting mouth. I want to gorge upon him, to hold those tight, fat, smoothly shaved balls. She can’t bear to watch, slipping off to the shower because she knows she has lost.

He fits just as perfectly as she said – whatever way he takes me. Whether he is eased into me as we spoon, or on top just filling me and kissing me with no other movement, or behind me, sending the flesh-slapping judder through my still scarlet, still glowing rump. There is nothing nerdy about him. He must be an impostor. Everything he does is flawless. I could fall in love and I might just let myself, if only to prove to her that she hasn’t swayed me as she planned, not completely anyway. He waits until another climax is rocking me, his eyes on mine as he grunts and gasps and unloads deep within me. Then he smiles and kisses me, Mr Perfect. It’s still just the two of us and the triumph is all mine. 

‘I can stay inside you if you like,’ he says, ‘until I’m hard again.’

I smile back up at him to show that this is a very good idea indeed. 

‘So what’s it like being married to Meredith?’ I ask, fishing for some chinks in her armour. 

‘Oh, no, neither of us are married,’ he says back, unperturbed. ‘She’s a friend I know from the outside world.’

‘What, so you don’t even work for our company?’ 

‘God, no. You think I dress like that out of choice? It was a cunning disguise to ensnare you. Meredith and I met at a fetish club. I am teaching her how to be a true dominatrix. I think she’s starting to nail it, don’t you?’ 

None of this surprises me as it should. He’s not a nerd at all. I knew it! 

‘So why are you wearing a wedding ring?’ I ask, quietly. 

‘That was her idea. She’s wanted you for ever. She thought the only way you’d let her bed you was if you thought you were scoring some kind of victory into the bargain. She guessed that you cuckolding her husband in front of her eyes was the ultimate lure. I must say, I can see why she wants you so much.’

His smile is too friendly to get mad at, the bright eyes too adorable. What’s more, I can feel his cock pulsing and starting to thicken inside me once more, and that will be enough to drive all the indignation and humiliation away. I’ve been royally had, there’s no denying it. And these two, I know, are going to keep on having me.


Three of a Kind

Casey Lorne

‘Do you really think Sofia would play strip poker with us?’ Farhan was talking, too boisterously, to my boyfriend, Shawn. The cabin walls were not insulated and I could hear the conversation from my favourite place to read, the cedar chair on the back porch.

‘She’s not uptight about things like that,’ Shawn replied. It was an accurate statement. In both my freshman and sophomore years at the Santa Cruz campus of the University of California, I’d participated enthusiastically in the First Rain Naked Run, my breasts jiggling with every footfall. It’s a tradition that students brave the arrival of fall weather by streaking through the quad outside Porter College. This is the semi-tropics, of course, so the bravery has more to do with the doffing of clothes than withstanding the slightly cooler temperatures.

I met Shawn at UCSC – we both joined the orienteering club – and our relationship has thrived for nearly two years. Our home towns are only about 50 miles apart north of Seattle, so we grew up having many common experiences. The sexual chemistry between us started out strong and keeps getting more intense. Finding a guy who shares your porn preferences is a sign from the goddesses that you are meant to be together for a long time.

Some people might not think of us as conventionally beautiful, but we like each other’s bodies immensely. Shawn has pale skin with freckles on his arms that continue all the way up to his shoulders. I enjoy twirling the strands of strawberry blond hair on his chest when we are lying naked together after sex. My complexion is more of the Mediterranean variety and my hair is black like coal. I’m busty but short, needing to stand on tiptoe to reach five feet.

Shawn’s family owns a cabin deep in the woods on the Olympic Peninsula, accessible only in good weather using forestry service roads. For an unusually dry two weeks at the end of June, we had it to ourselves. Farhan and Geoff, my love’s best childhood friends, took advantage of the long daylight hours to drive up on a Friday evening and planned to stay until supper the next day.

I’m a lark, not a nightingale, so I was already suppressing yawns by the time the boys arrived. We’d hung out a few times as a group and got along pretty well. Washington State, which Farhan and Geoff go to, is a more conservative campus than Santa Cruz and I enjoyed teasing them with tales of our sexual hedonism. My experience is that guys who were raised in semi-rural circumstances sometimes behave like they’re caught between the age of chivalry and modern egalitarianism, not sure which approach to take in the company of an uninhibited woman.

‘Our guests want to play cards,’ Shawn said when I joined the trio in the cabin. The natural light had started to fade so I’d given up on Venus in Furs and headed inside.

I feigned a stern tone. ‘You mean they want to see me naked. I heard you talking about strip poker.’

Farhan and Geoff were quiet, perhaps thinking they were about to receive a lecture. I waited a beat before smiling.

‘It’s late for me. I could last for a short game, but that wouldn’t give me much time to enjoy looking at your bare asses.’

It is important to be accommodating as a host and sending the boys to bed disappointed would have been bad manners. Happily, I came up with an alternative plan.

 ‘How about we make the stakes that the losers have to spend the entire day tomorrow in their birthday suits?’

Of course they would accept. Hormones and male pride get mixed together and the outcome is predictable.

Geoff was the one who took the bait. ‘That’s going to be a long time for you not to be able to wear anything. Are you sure you won’t get cold?’

 ‘I appreciate the concern, but I’ll be warm on the inside. If we keep playing until there’s only one winner, the worst-case scenario is that I’ll spend the day ogling two naked boys – and it could be three.’

Time to reel in the fish: ‘Of course, we could set it up so that it’s guys against the girl.’

The friends exchanged hopeful glances. ‘What do you have in mind?’ Shawn asked.

‘I play one hand and you play the other as a group. First one to win five times gets to put on clothes tomorrow. The losers spend the day with their cocks hanging out for my pleasure.’

A few minutes later we were sitting around the kitchen table, me on one side, the boys on the other. We agreed to play five-card draw, allowing one round to improve and a maximum discard of three. Shawn seemed a bit jittery, managing his nerves by fiddling with the deck he’d taken from the cupboard. ‘Are you guys absolutely sure you want to go through with this?’ He directed the question to his buddies.

‘Let’s play,’ Farhan said decisively.

Shawn gave me the deck and I immediately dealt two hands. Farhan and Geoff looked over their friend’s shoulder as he picked up their cards. They seemed satisfied with what they saw.

My hand contained only mismatches: no pairs and no obvious path to a straight or flush.

‘We’ll just take one,’ Shawn said, placing a card face-down on the table. I gave him a replacement from the top of the deck.

When I said I was taking three, the boys looked pleased. I kept a queen and a 10 because they were my highest cards.

The action done, Shawn revealed the source of the confident male grins: two kings, two jacks and a 5.

I flipped my hand onto the table. ‘Three 7s for me,’ I said. ‘That gives me the early lead.’

Geoff crooked his neck in disappointment. Farhan nodded wisely. ‘You were lucky. Usually two pairs are strong enough to win.’ He had a talent for mansplaining.

Shawn gathered the cards back into a pile and shuffled them. He idly cut the deck several times then started to deal.

I picked up another mediocre hand. ‘Three cards again,’ I said, getting rid of some of the garbage.

While my boyfriend passed cards in response to my request, Farhan was whispering to Geoff. I guessed that meant they had no obvious play. Shawn isolated three cards together in his hand and looked for consensus, but Farhan shook his head. ‘Throw these,’ he said, pointing out his choices. After a glance to determine Geoff’s opinion, Shawn acquiesced. He discarded three cards and took three.

It was my turn to show first. ‘I’ve got a set of ducks.’ Using the fancy poker lingo for three 2s would be fair warning to the boys I was no amateur.

 Shawn laid out an inadequate pair of 9s which he quickly scooped back into the deck. I beamed at his friends. ‘If it’s any consolation, you won’t have to worry about tan lines when we go swimming tomorrow.’

‘This is a long way from over,’ Geoff said. ‘I for one am looking forward to seeing the tits that made Santa Cruz famous.’

‘If you’d asked me I’d have shown them to you. Instead you’ve made me play for my honour.’

Shawn handed the deck over and I divided it into two halves. My attempt at shuffling wasn’t very impressive: for people with small hands, wrapping thumbs around the edges of the cards is a gargantuan task.

I pretended that I’d done the job well and dealt.

Thanks to another strong draw – this time I received three 10s – I won a third consecutive triumph. None of my opponents looked like they were having much fun, but the expression on Farhan’s face was particularly sour.

‘Sofia could be cheating. She barely shuffled last hand and getting three of a kind all the time is highly suspicious.’

‘It’s true I keep an ace in my panties,’ I countered, ‘and I’m not afraid to use it.’

Shawn interrupted. ‘How about I deal for both teams?’

I narrowed my eyes at my boyfriend. ‘You know I’m not cheating.’

‘If Shawn deals and you still win, we won’t have any excuses,’ Farhan said.

‘Fine.’ The sun had nearly set and I was ready to crawl into bed. Letting Shawn handle the cards wasn’t going to impair my ability to win the game.

If I’d produced a fourth consecutive three of a kind, Farhan might have started recruiting people to join a strip poker truther movement. Instead, the hand I received from Shawn left me just one card away from a straight, needing either a 3 or an 8. My draw, a king, was a blank and the boys won their first hand with a pair of 10s.

They celebrated by bumping fists, which was weak, like when hockey players mob each other after finally scoring late in the third period of a blowout.

That lonely victory turned out to be the pinnacle of their happiness. I locked up the next hand with a set of 5s, beating jack-high. The boys were mostly quiet after that, resigned to their inevitable defeat.

They hardly reacted when I finished the game by turning over three aces.

‘I trust you’ll be gentlemen and I won’t have any trouble collecting on the bet,’ I said, getting up from the table. ‘It’s sleepy time for me.’

Farhan was stoic but Geoff seemed genuinely sad. Shawn kept his eyes down, looking at neither me nor his friends.

In the bedroom I changed into my summer nightie and slipped under the covers. The noises of the darkening forest seeped through the open window, lulling me into a gentle slumber. Shawn climbed into bed some time later and I woke momentarily as his body melded to mine in a warm embrace. He was already attired in the same outfit he would be wearing all day tomorrow.

Morning arrived with the lemony scent of the coast Douglas fir drifting on a southerly breeze. As usual, I was the first one conscious, eager to feel the early warmth of the sun as it peeked through the gaps in the bulwark of trees. I put on jeans and a sweatshirt and quietly slipped out of the cabin, grabbing a cranberry muffin and a bottle of apple juice on my way. Ocean storms can arrive on the mountains without much warning, but this day seemed likely to consist only of clear skies and summer swelter.

Tall yellow cedars and western hemlocks form canopies above the inland forests of the Olympic Peninsula, casting shadows over an undergrowth of stunted shrubs and wildflowers. The terrain is ideal for rambling, just heading off into the wilderness and pretending to get lost. At my height it is easy to duck under any low branches.

Since I was a child, I’ve loved to start the day with an adventure in the woods. My mother taught me how to read the trees so I’d always be able to find my way home. Wind from the sea brushes the peaks toward the east while the thickest growth is always on the south, the side that catches the most sun. Most people know that moss prefers shade but it is important to look for it a few feet off the ground. In damp conditions, the whole base of a tree is likely to be covered in a green velvet coat, not just the bark on the north.

Sometimes I wander for miles, but I decided this morning to stay in familiar territory. The erotic potential of the next few hours, to be spent in the company of naked men, infiltrated my imagination, affecting my ability to concentrate. Would they be shy, strategically clasping their hands to obscure my view of their secret treasures? Would they be bold, presenting their gorgeous cocks for my enjoyment without hesitation? When they felt the intensity of my gaze, would the lust emanating from my body become contagious, causing thick erections to rise from their pelvises?

I stopped when the cabin came back into sight, breathing deliberately to calm my rushing pulse. Greeting the objects of my desire while in a flustered state was not part of the script I had written in my head. I wanted to be cool, like last night – personify the myth that all women regard naked male bodies as comedic, not sensual.

I didn’t just walk in the front door as I normally would. Instead I knocked, hoping to create more tension. ‘Make your selves indecent, boys,’ I announced. ‘There’s a lady about to enter the room.’ After waiting several seconds, I turned the handle and readied for the treat of full frontal male nudity.

Only Shawn was actually living up to the deal we’d made before the game. His friends were both wearing shorts. ‘We know,’ Farhan said before I could object. ‘It just felt weird for us to be waiting around undressed when we weren’t sure when you’d be coming home.’

He promptly stood up and pushed his lone item of clothing to the floor. He was the largest of the trio, a former fullback who’d played on his high school’s football team. I watched his shoulder muscles flex as he bent over to gather the shorts from under his feet. If he had turned around, I thought, the scene would truly have been spectacular, his ass cheeks parting slightly as he stretched.

Farhan straightened nonchalantly, perhaps accustomed to being naked in front of other people after many group showers in the locker room. A narrow line of dark hair descended from his belly to his pubic bone. Below that I saw evidence of trimming: the mansplainer was apparently also a manscaper.

His broad bronze thighs were beautiful.

Geoff took advantage of the distraction to undress sneakily. When my eyes tracked him down he was huddled in a chair, his hands folded over his lap. I decided I should give him a moment to get accustomed to the situation.

‘That wasn’t so bad, was it?’ I smiled my satisfaction at the nudists in front of me. ‘We should have lunch soon and go down to the lake. I hardly had any breakfast.’ I turned and went into the kitchen.

Geoff wasn’t tall but had a lanky aspect, skin and bones, with a narrow waist and long legs. His light-brown hair was clean-cut but he kept whiskers on his chin to hint at some nonconformity. I hadn’t seen all of him yet, but what I liked best so far were his nipples, broad circles that were rosy with distinct points. Would they become even more noticeable if stimulated? In the name of science, I’d be willing to take on that research.

I put some fixings on the counter and called the boys to make sandwiches. Some girlfriends do more than the minimum in the kitchen, but I save my finest work for a different room. According to tradition (and probably Google Maps as well), the stomach is the way to a man’s heart. I discovered while wooing Shawn that the alternative prostate gland route will get you there in half the time.

My fancy meal of peanut butter and honey with a banana on the side was already on the table, so I settled down to enjoy some dinner theatre. Geoff provided most of the entertainment by trying to make his sandwich one-handed while using the other to obstruct my view. It was not something he was accustomed to doing and sometimes he forgot his strategy, the gates opening only to be slammed shut a few seconds later.

His nervousness may have helped my nerves to settle. I heard the erotic hum of the situation but it was turned down low enough that I could function without seeming distracted. The boys probably thought I was enjoying their predicament because it gave me an opportunity to tease them. The power-exchange aspect appealed to my sense of humour but it was my limbic system that really whirled in response to the nudity around me.

Over lunch we talked about our lazy plan for the rest of the afternoon: walk down to the lake and settle on the dock for sunbathing along with the occasional cool-down swim. 

‘I would help you boys clean up,’ I said after finishing my last mouthful of banana, ‘but I don’t have time because I have to go cover myself up in a bathing suit.’ I marched into the bedroom and noisily closed the door.

Putting on clothes that are just going to get wet is ridiculous. I don’t bother when Shawn and I have the place to ourselves. In front of Farhan and Geoff, I might have left my panties on (at first) but definitely wouldn’t have encumbered myself with a top. The bet forced me to make concessions, the most annoying of which was cramming my boobs into a Spandex prison. I could find bikinis that fitted fairly well if I was going swimming in a place where nudity wasn’t an option, such as a church, but my combination of petite, squishy and busty wasn’t meant for a one-piece. I had an old one that would have to do. The more skin I covered, I reasoned, the more the boys would be aware of their nakedness.

The climate of the Olympic Peninsula changes every few dozen miles. Lush forests that receive an annual average of 12 feet of rain transition into arid zones suited for prickly pear cactus. As storm clouds move inland from the ocean, they collide with the mountains and the cooler temperatures at high elevations cause drizzle that can last for days. The eastern slopes are much drier and melting glaciers provide the surface water that rushes through river valleys and gathers into small lakes.

One of these drainage pools sits at the edge of the property Shawn’s family owns.

On that weekend in June, the water was clean and cool and brave swimmers could perform belly-flops off the end of the dock. Skinnydippers and wandering tourists were unlikely to meet; the lake was too small to have a name and it was not stocked with trout.

I made the serious error of leading the way down the 200-yard trail from the cabin to the dock, thus missing out on the prime bum-watching opportunity I could have enjoyed from the back of the line. We carried everything we needed for the next few hours: towels, drinking water, fresh cherries for snacks and lots of sunscreen. I eased up on the rule of complete nudity by encouraging Shawn and Geoff to wear hats as extra safeguards for their fair complexions.

The lake was too chilly for long swims. A hot day in northern Washington is 80 degrees and, even as the temperature approached that mark, it took a while for us to warm in the sun before we were ready for the next plunge. The boys were dressed in a way that allowed them to dry quickly but my bathing suit absorbed water like a sponge. The unfamiliar sensation of being wet out of the water wore on me and eventually I decided to forgo swimming and stay on the dock.

Drawing on my resolve to be a good host, I served as the base-camp commander, requiring the boys to apply more sunscreen after swims. Shawn suggested I should help with hard-to-reach areas, such as between the shoulder blades. The arrangement benefited everyone.

Whenever I had company I tried to turn the conversation to sex but my guests were hesitant. The fantasy I’d had in the morning, of being able to trigger erections with just the power of my gaze, was not coming true and I was disappointed. The cold water worked against me as well, helping to suppress any physical reactions my words might engender.

Geoff caught a shiver and had to take a break from swimming, even though that meant he wouldn’t have the support of his friends while chatting with me. He sat cross-legged on the dock and pretended that the towel on his lap was something he’d left there haphazardly.

‘You need to remove that,’ I said, looking at his crotch to make my meaning clear.

‘Why?’

‘So I can see your cock.’

Geoff spoke seriously. ‘Why does that matter to you? We lost the game. You get to humiliate us. I get it. But you’re taking things too far.’

‘I’ve done a little bit of teasing,’ I admitted, ‘but not as much as I could have. I don’t accept that I’ve tried to humiliate you or anyone else.’

‘This is pretty humiliating.’

‘How?’

Geoff didn’t respond. Perhaps he thought the answer was obvious. I tried a different question.

‘Why do you think I agreed to the bet?’

‘So you could make fun of us if you won and dazzle us with your body if you lost.’

‘Is that why you made the bet, to make fun of me if you won and to dazzle me with your body if you lost?’

‘Guys don’t dazzle women with their bodies.’

‘I like looking at your body.’ It took Geoff a moment to realise I was not being facetious.

‘Here’s what I think,’ I continued. ‘You made the bet because you wanted to see me naked. I made the bet because I wanted to see you and your friends naked.’

Geoff waved his hand by the side of his body. ‘Why would you …’ He didn’t finish the sentence.

‘Guys look beautiful naked. At least, I think they look beautiful naked. I think you look beautiful naked. I think your cock is part of your beauty and that’s the reason why I want you to move the towel.’

He didn’t shift his covering but he did relax his grip. I took that as a positive sign.

Some messages are easier to communicate through physical contact than words. ‘Roll over onto your belly,’ I suggested. ‘I’ll put more sunscreen on your back.’

That’s where I started, below his shoulders, though my hands were soon wandering into places he could easily have reached on his own. My touch was not that of a mother putting sunscreen on her child. After I’d covered him above the waist, I hurried down his body and started on the back of his calves. I continued up along his narrow thighs, careful not to stray too far between them. ‘Tell me if this isn’t OK,’ I said as I got close to round terrain. Geoff didn’t object so I rubbed lotion over his ass, cupping the cheeks in my hands as if I was administering a massage.

Shawn swam close to us. He nodded his approval when I saw what I was doing.

I spanked Geoff lightly to signal the end of his treatment. I hoped he would roll over to reveal that my handiwork had triggered a reaction. Instead, the dock shook slightly as Farhan began to climb the ladder. The presence of the other boys meant that my suspicions would go unconfirmed. If Geoff had an erection, he wasn’t going to display it in front of a male audience.

The lack of hard cocks was a disappointment, but watching the boys’ bums roll as they turned somersaults in the water kept me entertained.

A little past mid-afternoon, when everyone was back on the dock, Shawn caught me adjusting the seat of my bathing suit. ‘If you took it off, you probably would be more comfortable.’

It wasn’t the first time I’d heard that suggestion over the last three hours, but I’d always responded with just a smile.

‘I think you’re right. I would be more comfortable.’ I pulled at one of the straps where it joined the top of the cup, exposing more of my breast momentarily before allowing the fabric to snap back into place. ‘It’s hard to find a bathing suit that fits properly when you’re short and busty like me.’

I paused to add suspense before I announced my decision. Farhan and Geoff had hopeful eyes.

‘I’ll keep it on so we don’t lose the sexy vibe.’

‘That doesn’t make any sense,’ Farhan said. ‘A naked woman makes everything sexier.’

‘If I took off my suit, I’m sure we’d all feel a bit of a rush at first, but the thrill wouldn’t last. When you go to a nude beach, Farhan, how many guys do you see with erect penises?’

It was a teasing question I knew he couldn’t answer. I went ahead and finished my thought.

‘What’s erotic depends a lot on context. If a bunch of people decide to go swimming together without suits, perhaps they’re just being practical. It’s a different dynamic if only some of the people are naked. That means there’s a story. In our case, three naked boys are showing off their bodies for a woman’s pleasure. That registers pretty high on the sexy meter.’ 

‘You’re objectifying us.’ Geoff looked pleased because he knew he’d said something smart. I guessed our talk had made an impression.

‘Yes – and I’m baffled why none of you are getting hard. Think of all the begging and harassment that goes on from guys who are desperate to find a woman who will glance at their dick pics. You three hit the jackpot and you can’t stop complaining.’

‘I know why Geoff isn’t getting hard.’ Shawn had mischief in his voice. ‘He took precautions this morning to take away the edge.’

I immediately intervened to prevent the exchange of denials and insults that was sure to follow. Putting on my pouty lips, I looked directly into Geoff’s eyes.

‘You did that when I was out on my walk? I wouldn’t have gone if I had known. I’d love to watch you masturbate.’

Before he turned red all over, Geoff got help from Farhan, who said over my head to Shawn, ‘Dude, that’s quite the girlfriend you found.’

‘Is there anyone here who wouldn’t want to watch me masturbate?’

That threw them for a loop.

‘Well, why would it be different for me to want to watch you guys?’

Farhan’s expression hinted at unease. Geoff’s faraway eyes suggested he was imagining me naked with three fingers in my pussy.

‘Here’s the truth: I’d be thrilled to discover how any of you give yourselves pleasure. I’d get so aroused watching you that my nipples would probably poke holes through my bathing suit.’

‘She does like to watch a guy jerk off,’ Shawn said. His cock had started to swell and he wasn’t bothering to hide it. Maybe he was replaying some happy memories in the back of his mind, but I suspected it was the shift in the conversation that had got his blood flowing. His friends hadn’t noticed his semi-erection because they were staring at me, and it seemed like a good idea to maintain the distraction.

‘Geoff, would it make you horny if I showed you how I rub my clit when I want to come really hard?’ I thought the question might paralyse him but he managed to whisper something that seemed like a positive response.

‘Farhan, would you get turned on if you saw me thrusting a dildo in and out of my pussy?’ There was no point waiting for an answer.

‘Of course you would. I’d respond the same way if you showed me how you play with your cocks.’

This conversation throbbed with potential – finally! Very sweetly I said, ‘I’d be willing to put my bathing suit on the line.’

‘Wait a second.’ Farhan needed to do some more mansplaining. ‘What you’re saying is: if we agree to jerk off in front of you, you’ll take off your bathing suit.’

‘That’s not exactly what I said.’

‘She wants to make another bet.’ Shawn had somehow managed to get his penis problem under control. ‘She strips naked if we win, but if we lose she wants to see us ride the mayonnaise surf.’

‘No way. Those things are not equal.’ I noted that Farhan wasn’t necessarily ruling out a wager. He wanted to negotiate.

‘If we win, she has to take off her bathing suit and masturbate in front of us.’ He was speaking to Shawn, trying to make a deal about my body. Rage momentarily crushed my libido.

‘I’ll tell you how this is going to work, Farhan: one thing for one thing. No freebies. I didn’t lose last night.’

I was talking too loudly and tried to soften my voice. ‘If you want extra from me, put something else on the table.’

‘I’m not sure there’s anything else to put on the table.’ Geoff spoke with melancholy in his voice. He might have accepted the first offer. He really wanted to see me naked and was apparently willing to risk major consequences for the opportunity.

His disappointment was actually a kind of compliment. It offset some of my displeasure with Farhan.

‘Clever boys,’ I said. It was time to raise the stakes. ‘Think about what you would want in my position, if you were surrounded by three naked women.’ 

Shawn knew the answer to my riddle immediately. Farhan and Geoff still didn’t get it, so I had to help. 

‘You would want to see some same-sex oral action.’

Now I was treated to that display of blushing skin Geoff had avoided earlier. Farhan shook his head and looked down at the water.

‘Let me just make the point that you’d think it was perfectly fair to ask for pussy-eating but you won’t even consider sucking a cock.’

I wanted my disappointment to feel heavy on their shoulders. I’m sure every lecture they’d ever heard about the double standard weighed on them too.

‘I can’t put a dick in my mouth,’ Geoff said sadly.

‘I don’t think it would be so bad.’ Shawn had more mischief in his voice. ‘There is some precedent.’

‘We never sucked each other’s cocks.’ Farhan was adamant about that.

‘Poker isn’t your game, Farhan. You should have stuck with Truth or Dare.’ I was still a little bit mad at him and the teasing came off snippier than I intended.

‘I can’t believe you told her,’ Geoff complained to Shawn.

‘She has these stories about practising kissing at slumber parties. Sometimes they went as far as second base.’

‘It’s not the same.’ But most of the conviction had disappeared from Farhan’s voice. He knew it was exactly the same.

‘We were teenagers. It was no big deal,’ my boyfriend said.

‘I got really wet when Shawn described you guys jerking off while staring at each other’s cocks.’ Some people are bad drunks. I get mean when I’m excessively horny.

‘Well, I’m willing to put blowjobs on the line.’ My sweetheart was about to make a sales pitch. ‘I love her but my life’s mission is to prove that there’s a limit to Sofia’s game.’

He spoke to them softly, as if he was confiding a secret and I couldn’t hear. ‘She will masturbate in front of us if she loses. She’s not a cheater. She’ll strip naked and show you guys everything, and if we win it will have been worth the risk. Even though she’ll act like it’s no big deal, I think she’ll be as nervous as fuck. She may even feel a bit ashamed. To see that, after the way she’s treated us this weekend, I’d blow fifty cocks.’

I knew what Shawn was up to but I couldn’t let him get away with a statement like that without protesting.

‘Actually, the idea of masturbating in front of your best friends turns me on so much I might lose on purpose.’ I pretended to adjust my bathing suit again, pulling down the fabric almost as far as my left nipple. ‘Tell them I like to play with my asshole. That’ll clinch the deal.’

Before I started college, I vowed I would never allow myself to feel shame about my body or anything to do with sex. If there was a line I wouldn’t cross, it was so far away from where I sat on the dock I couldn’t even see it.

‘I’ll agree to the bet but only if I don’t have to give a blowjob,’ Geoff was gaping at my semi-exposed breast, his eyes not blinking. ‘I’ll receive but that’s it.’ 

If I allowed Farhan the same terms, we might have a deal.

‘Shawn sucks Geoff’s cock then he sucks Farhan’s cock. He has to do it for more than just a few seconds. Two real blowjobs. I want to find out if my boyfriend spits or swallows.’

‘Three minutes each and they finish with their hands.’ I think Shawn only said that because he still wasn’t sure his friends would agree to the stakes. If it had been just up to him, he probably would have wanted to find out if he was a spitter or a swallower too.

He could still get a mouthful by accident. My pussy was pumping out pheromones and Shawn was no longer the only one on the dock with an erection issue.

My lover would look so sexy with come all over his face. ‘Be a hero, Farhan,’ I said. Please, please be a hero.

‘Fingers in your ass and you can only use spit for lube.’ The big guy evidently had a soft spot for a particular genre of porn.

‘We play one hand,’ I said, acting as if Farhan had guessed my daily routine and fingers in my ass were de rigueur. ‘Same rules as last night and if you guys chicken out I’m going to set up a blog dedicated to your Truth or Dare exploits.’

Shawn stood up to get the cards. His cock was hard and it jutted straight out from his body. I wasn’t the only one staring at it but Farhan and Geoff looked away as soon as I noticed their interest.

I watched the other side of my boyfriend as he walked off the dock and up the path to the cabin. His bum wasn’t as round as Farhan’s but it was charming in other ways. I resisted the temptation to ask the two remaining boys for their opinions.

They were quiet while we waited for Shawn to return. Deflation indicated that they might be focusing on worst-case scenarios. ‘This is really cool,’ I said. I meant it. We were on an adventure together. What happens next is something you’ll never forget, I promised them in a silent thought.

Shawn came back with his cock every bit as hard as when he’d left. Pfizer ought to buy his blood to make Viagra. 

 ‘How are we going to do this?’ Shawn sat back down on the dock. He held the cards in his right hand.

‘I know Farhan doesn’t trust me,’ I replied. ‘You should deal.’

‘Make sure you shuffle well. She could have stacked the deck in the kitchen before we woke up this morning.’

‘Farhan, the only things here that are stacked are my tits.’ I stuck out my chest. ‘Look at them. They’re huge.’

Shawn finished shuffling the cards and dealt the hands. As usual, I asked for three replacements.

The guys were all on the same page. ‘We only need one,’ Shawn said.

Luck, suck, fuck. The words rhyme so easily. Maybe they have some sort of etymological connection. With a little luck, I’ll get to see Shawn suck, and later tonight we’ll fuck, fuck, fuck.

I put three cards on the dock and turned them over for everyone to see. ‘Three jacks. Very appropriate if you ask me.’

Geoff actually started jumping up and down. Flop, flop, flop. His penis bounced against his belly. ‘Flush,’ he yelled over the lake and into the woods. ‘We have a flush!’

Shawn displayed the hand. It contained five hearts, 2, 6, 7, 9 and an ace.

Farhan grinned with the charm of a super-villain about to blow up the world.

They were really such unlucky boys. Hadn’t they figured out by now that I was a heartbreaker?

‘I also have two queens, one for each of the tits you’re not going to see.’ I put the pair down on the dock to complete the full house.

Imagine an automobile crashing without making any noise. Geoff’s penis fell disappointedly against his scrotum. Farhan looked away, disgusted. Shawn was still as hard as a rock.

For the record, if I had lost, I would have spread my cunt lips open and invited Farhan to spank my hole. I would have fucked my ass with one of the sticks floating in the lake. I would have folded my body over in a circle and rained a golden shower down on my face. I would have put on such an obscene show that any porn the boys saw in the future would have made them yawn. 

‘I don’t think I’m going to be able to get hard,’ Geoff fretted.

No. They were going to have sex in front of me. I wouldn’t let them tame my wild expectations. 

‘How old are you? Twenty-one? Thinking about a bus driving through a tunnel would make you hard. Also, I’m sure Shawn was wrong about you jerking off this morning. You’re not that pessimistic.’

Farhan was an athlete and respected the principle of playing by the rules. I had confidence he wouldn’t try to find an excuse not to keep his end of the bargain.

Geoff, however, needed an incentive.

‘I’m willing to help a little bit,’ I offered. ‘Shawn’s the only one who handles your cock and if you want me to get involved I’m going to stay on the outskirts. I can’t take off my bathing suit because we made a deal but you can try to undress me with your eyes. I’d like that.’

I immediately felt his gaze on my body as he rapidly uncovered my breasts in his imagination. They must have looked good because his cock started to extend. There would be no more talk of impotence.

Shawn’s face was bright and it was bathed in a gorgeous smile as he beamed at me. He’ll be the cutest cocksucker in the whole state of Washington, I thought.

The sex turned out to be surprisingly romantic. It blended with the scenery, the sun sparkling on the lake and a mild breeze that just tickled the tops of the tallest trees. 

Geoff rested on his back and I sat beside him. I traced a line with my index finger down the centre of his chest, starting at his clavicle and continuing to the top of his stomach. Bending forward, aware that I was giving him an intimate view of my cleavage, I moved my mouth over his right nipple, saturating it with my moist breath. I swirled my tongue around the tip, leaving a light coat of saliva to evaporate in the heat. The point stiffened and I shifted my attention to the other side, taking the full circle between my lips and sucking gently. His nipples were as delightful to touch as they had been to look at over lunch.

Geoff moaned and I rested my head so I could hear his heart, while I gazed down at my boyfriend to watch him suck his first cock, which was now completely erect. He was close to being able to take the full length into his mouth, leaving a glistening wetness behind when he eased back so his lips covered just the corona.

Shawn caught me watching and was distracted by my happiness. He took the erection into his hand and licked from the base all the way up to the summit. He flicked his tongue against the small hole, finding something there he wanted to taste.

When he pulled away, we were all silent and motionless for a moment. Only Geoff’s hard penis, still twitching from the blowjob, interrupted the stillness. Farhan was looking at it too.

‘That was more intense than I expected,’ Geoff said. ‘Sofia, you have spectacular breasts.’

‘I promise I will show them to you – just not today.’

It was Farhan’s turn to receive and he eased into position, his hand teasing his cock, causing it to stir. Shawn settled between his friend’s legs and offered titillation with his tongue, quickly bringing forth a full erection. As he took it into his mouth, I started kissing Farhan’s chest. His nipples were stiff and I grazed one with my teeth, causing his whole body to flex in response.

I pulled back so I could sit comfortably and watch the sexy scene in front of me. Shawn was already very good at cocksucking and I studied his technique, looking for clues as to how he might like to be pleasured by me. The pace of his ministrations quickened and I could see Farhan’s muscles tense. Abruptly he turned away and tapped Shawn on the shoulder. The move, I suspected, indicated that control had nearly been lost.

When Farhan’s penis came back into view, it was so swollen I could almost see inside it, into the hollow that would soon convey his come to the surface of his body.

Having done his joyful duty, Shawn turned onto his back and reached for his cock with his right hand. He used the left one to pinch his nipples – aggressively, each one in turn. He sighed deeply from the jolts of pain and pleasure.

Farhan went back to work on his cock and from the intensity of his strokes I guessed he was on the verge of a tremendous climax.

Geoff made sure he had a share of my attention before he resumed his task. He’d remained hard while watching Shawn go down on Farhan.

On a dock on a lake on an idyllic day, hidden away in one of the most beautiful places in the world, I gazed as three hands ravished three erect cocks and three men revealed the intensity of their orgasms.

Farhan came first, beads of white liquid landing like raindrops on his smooth chest. My lover erupted next and he cried out with pleasure, his voice reverberating deep into the forest. Geoff’s body trembled as his climax surged, droplets of ejaculate soaring into the sky like fireworks.

I listened to their breathing, air rushing into their lungs, the pace gradually getting steadier, their bodies relaxing back into normalcy.

Shawn was the first to recover and he ended the silence by executing a perfect bum-first cannonball into the lake. The other boys joined him and their exuberant splashes covered my arms and legs with drops of cool water. The chill was a bit of a shock but the effect only lasted for a moment; it was offset by a tropical heatwave building between my thighs.

I’m usually very nice to my pussy, giving her anything she wants. On the dock while the boys were swimming I disappointed her by insisting on patience. She complained like a mewling kitty cat, ‘Please pet me,’ and I felt guilty for ignoring her. But instead of seeking immediate gratification, I was determined to let the pressure build into an explosion of orgasms later in the evening at the tip of my boyfriend’s tongue. There was also the possibility the boys might notice if I made too much noise. I’m pretty loud when I come. No pussy for them meant no pussy for me – at least not yet.

I probably could have gotten away with it. The trio had drifted out towards the middle of the lake and Shawn and Geoff were joining forces in an attempt to dunk Farhan. The sound of their laughter eased a concern that had troubled my conscience. I didn’t want today’s escapades to alter the way they interacted as friends. They’d done something new together which, a few hours ago, would have seemed preposterous to them. I was pretty sure everyone had taken some pleasure in the experience, but I couldn’t really expect thank-you cards to prove that I was right.

I returned to the cabin to change while the boys were still in the water. The bathing suit stuck to my crotch momentarily as I peeled it down my legs. I was tempted to stay naked, to reveal myself in all my tiny glory as a reward for the fantastic show they’d put on for me. I set aside the thought and grabbed a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. There would be another day when I’d be the star, all eyes on Sofia.

The mood of the group was different when they returned. I was still horny, but the guys had relaxed. The round of orgasms followed by horseplay seemed to have dissipated their sense of the sexual tension. They wandered around cheerfully contented as we made supper. Being naked in front of a clothed woman now seemed as natural to them as rain in the Pacific Northwest. I actually wished Geoff would go back to trying to shield his cock from me, so I could resume the mischief of peeking at it when he wasn’t paying attention.

The refractory period spells disaster for a woman with a single-track brain and a snarly pussy.

They talked about wrestling or something while we ate. My mind drifted into fantasies about what I could make happen next time Farhan and Geoff visited us in this isolated hideout. Maybe I’d greet them at the door wearing only a grin and declare that this weekend I wouldn’t wear any clothes. I imagined dropping a handful of forks and spoons on the floor. I’d turn around and spread my legs unnecessarily wide when I bent down to pick them up, so my sex would emerge upside down in a lewd and lovely display for the boys to appreciate.

The conversation around me persisted; my imagination conjured additional fantasies. In my mind I envisioned another cloudless day, all of us once again down by the lake, this time four people naked in the sun.

I’m on my back and I’m rolling my clitoris under my fingers. The boys are entranced by my pussy, fascinated as they watch my lips darken and swell with excitement. The spectacle incites their passions and they stand over me, vigorously pulling on their cocks and matching my moans with their own guttural noises. We climax at the same time and streams of come cascade onto my breasts. The contractions in my pussy are so intense I feel like I have to scream to breathe.

The scene suddenly vanished. I was back at the table with the lads and they expected me to do something. Nod. Someone had made a point and I was supposed to nod in agreement. I raised and lowered my chin. Last night I’d been the good host, playing cards because that’s what our guests had asked to do (and for no other reason), but now I couldn’t keep up with the basic duty of participating in the conversation.

Every topic bored me except one, and I didn’t think it was something they wanted to discuss: man-sex. ‘Tell me, Farhan and Geoff, what was it like to have your cocks sucked by my boyfriend?’ I never found an appropriate moment to ask the question.

We washed the dishes and the guys had more talk that made no impression on me. My mind was floating back into the dreamland of erotic possibilities. Before I’d met Shawn, I’d had a threesome with two boys, and their acrobatics to avoid touching each other had spoiled the experience. I’d promised myself I’d interrogate all future potential lovers to be absolutely sure they’d fuck with only joy in their hearts – no more fears and prejudices.

A new fantasy swept into my imagination and I was too intoxicated with lust to resist it.

Shawn, Farhan and Geoff are standing naked in front of me, their cocks already erect. They rub the tips together and the contact causes the heads to swell to their maximum girths. I can’t fit everyone’s cock in my mouth at once, but two at a time is bliss. I sample every combination and relish the slight differences. I’m forced to neglect someone but the guys take turns kneeling behind me, kissing my neck and caressing my nipples.

My boyfriend nudged my shoulder. He was unusually brusque with me, so I suspected I had missed something important. ‘I have to pee,’ I said, and without looking back I walked out of the cabin.

Farhan and Geoff got dressed while I was in the outhouse. I had to wipe away some extra wetness down there and, despite the mundane task and setting, my pussy snapped at me when I brushed it with a handful of toilet paper. I returned to the cabin and found that our guests were ready to leave, their car packed with all the clothes that, thanks to my poker luck, they wouldn’t have to wash when they got home.

 I hugged each of them warmly. They’d arrived for the weekend as Shawn’s friends but now I could consider them my friends too. I’d watched them have sex. ‘You are the wildest and naughtiest woman I’ve ever met,’ Geoff said. I liked the comment so much I decided not to point out that, technically, the day wasn’t over and he and Farhan should be driving home in the nude.

Shawn and I would have to be careful about Geoff’s crush.

My exhibitionist boyfriend was adhering to the letter and spirit of the bet. He probably got a thrill out of being the only one who was still naked. Given what I planned to do to his body in about 30 seconds, he was not overdressed.

I heard the engine start and watched the car roll down the driveway back to the forestry service road. Very briefly I considered running after it, throwing off my shirt so Geoff could see the tits that made Santa Cruz famous. My knees were wobbly from too much needing-to-fuck so I rejected the idea.

As soon as the car disappeared, Shawn scooped me into his arms. ‘Thank you for that,’ he said. I could feel him getting hard against my belly.

‘I will always do everything I can to make our fantasies come true. It’s amazing how good you are at cheating at cards.’

‘In another context, the ability to group any three cards together when shuffling would be considered a magic trick.’

‘It’s good to have a boyfriend with dextrous fingers.’ I put my arms around his neck and kissed him enthusiastically, taking his lower lip into my mouth. Someday I’ll do this and taste another man’s come.

Never had I been so eager for his hands to stroke my pussy, to feel his cock inside me, for my body to convulse in a series of fierce orgasms in response to his expert tongue.


House of Lewd Shadows

Rose de Fer

I’ve done it again. Let my big mouth get me into trouble.

‘Oh sure,’ I’d said blithely, ‘I can write a book in a weekend. I’ll write a thriller so hot and steamy you won’t be able to keep your hands off yourself when you read it, and so twisty and turny you’ll never guess who the killer is.’

Or words to that effect. Something cheeky and overconfident anyway.

Peter’s eyes had gleamed, not only at the prospect of another sexy thriller by Jess Bannion, but by my reckless flinging down of the gauntlet. I’d regretted it the instant the words left my mouth, desperately hoping he wouldn’t take me up on the challenge. But I knew my publisher too well.

We’d been discussing Blackwood House, the spooky old gothic pile on the hill. It had just gone up for sale and it was available to hire for weekends. Why the hell hadn’t I focused on the plural? Weekends.

‘A weekend,’ he’d said, drawing out the word to emphasise the absurdity of my boast. ‘Really? That’s only two and a half days. I’ve known you to take weeks over a single story.’

‘Not every story. And you’ll remember I wrote the fourth Sheila Carradine novel in six days.’

‘That was more like a novella.’

‘Hey, a lot of Agatha Christie’s books were that length.’

He’d smiled then, sensing the pre-emptive bargaining behind my words. ‘We’re talking about a proper modern novel here, Jess, and you know it. A full-length, eighty-thousand-word novel. In a single weekend.’

I knew I’d done it then. Sealed my fate. Because I can never back down from a challenge, even when I’m the idiot doing the challenging.

‘Fine,’ I’d said, lifting my chin like some proud heroine in a romance novel. I’d written a few of those too. ‘What do I get if I win?’

He’d laughed at that. ‘Other than the satisfaction of a job well done? It’s your proposition, my dear. I’ll publish the book, of course. I’ll even spring for the weekend for you to write it. But more to the point – what do I get if you lose?’

That had made my face burn. I hadn’t even considered a forfeit. I hadn’t even really noticed I was talking myself into such a high-stakes game until it was too late. It was on the tip of my tongue to say it didn’t matter since I didn’t intend to lose. But my confidence had started to falter by that point.

‘What do you suggest?’ I’d been reduced to asking. And when he told me what he had in mind, my stomach began to flutter.

But I’d swallowed my pride and nodded and stuck out my hand for him to shake. ‘You drive a hard bargain,’ was all I could bring myself to say.

And he’d smiled like the wolf in the kinkiest version of Little Red Riding Hood.

Now I’m staring up at this scary old house, about to embark on the most ludicrous bet of my life. Not that the place isn’t inspirational. Blackwood House has to be the oldest and darkest old dark house ever. Imposing stone towers claw at the sky above crumbling arches and tortuous iron scrollwork and the windows glint like spying eyes.

It’s October, so nothing is blooming. The thorny brambles of dead rose bushes clamber over broken pergolas in what must once have been a glorious garden. Equally lifeless ivy clings to the stonework like exposed veins. Beneath the barren trees, the grounds are strewn with leaves, a carpet of brown and red and gold. It’s the only colour in the place and it transforms the otherwise gloomy location into a fantastical setting.

I might be the second Mrs de Winter arriving at Manderley. Or Jane Eyre reporting for duty at Thornfield Hall. Or any number of wide-eyed young damsels wandering cold and labyrinthine corridors in nothing but a flimsy nightdress. I feel as intimidated as any of them as I put the key in the latch and turn it. Then I cross the threshold into the shadowy interior.

Once I’m inside, my breath catches. I’m no longer in gothic romance territory. Now I’m firmly in the land of ghost stories and haunted houses. This could be Hill House. Or Hell House. Or the House of Usher. It’s not hard to understand where the authors of such tales got their ideas. At some time they must have wandered by themselves into a place like Blackwood House. They must have stood staring up at the staircase cloaked in darkness, the corners teeming with shadows. The atmosphere is genuinely chilling and I feel the hairs on the back of my neck tingle.

‘Well, then,’ I say, flinching a little at how my voice echoes in the vast hall. ‘What are you going to inspire me to write?’

But of course the house doesn’t answer. Because it isn’t really haunted. That’s just the silly spin used to sell it as a weekend retreat. ARE YOU BRAVE ENOUGH? DO YOU DARE? I’d found the Scooby Doo pitch pretty silly, but I’d always been curious about seeing inside the place.

Peter had made all the arrangements and ensured there was a room with a desk where I could work undisturbed. I’m not keen to venture up the darkened stairs just yet to find it, but I remind myself that every moment I spend in awestruck gawking is a moment I could be winning our bet. Even so, I do have to explore. I have to feed the muse before I can write anything.

I start downstairs, where a corridor leads me from dusty room to dusty room. Ancestral Blackwoods peer down at me from their ornate frames as I admire the elegant dining room. The table is laid as if for a dinner party, albeit one for ghosts, given the cobwebs strung between the candlesticks and chandelier. I can’t help but wonder where Miss Havisham’s wedding cake is. Maybe the ghosts ate it.

Further along is a cosy little alcove with a cushioned window seat. I try it out and send a cloud of dust into the air for my efforts. Definitely more Hell House than Manderley. The letting agents might want to think about tidying the place up before touting it as a romantic getaway.

At the end of the wing is a ballroom, its walls lavishly painted with commedia dell’arte characters. I’m having trouble envisioning either of my popular detectives here. But maybe I’m going about this all wrong. Maybe I should try something new. I’ve never written a period novel before. I toy with the idea of a Victorian locked-room mystery, a house full of shifty-eyed guests, every one a suspect.

Then I remind myself: research.

It’s not my favourite thing at the best of times and this weekend is not the best of times to be wildly ambitious. I have to get 80,000 words down on paper – well, on screen – before the end of Sunday night. Only a first draft, of course, but it still has to be a proper story. Best just to stick with what I know and what my readers enjoy.

With a sigh I retrace my steps and head upstairs to find my new office for the next 72 hours.

It’s better than I dared to hope. Peter has picked the best room in the house for me. The library. And it’s every bibliophile’s wet dream. Deep mahogany panelled walls, matching desks with red leather insets, velvety chairs arranged before a fireplace. And best of all – a spiral staircase leading up to a gallery level!

The shelves are full of dusty old books and it takes a colossal effort of willpower not to simply pour myself a glass of wine (which I see Peter has also arranged) and sit before a roaring fire poring over ancient tomes.

My laptop looks blasphemously out of place on the antique desk, but it can’t be helped. The easiest thing to do is just start writing. Something. Anything. I decide to drop amateur sleuth Lee Price into a renamed version of Blackwood House and see what she finds there.

It’s easy enough at first. It always is. The words pour forth, Lee’s dialogue sparking off the page as she investigates the same rooms I’ve just seen. I give her client a double-barrelled surname to pad out the word count and watch the story begin to take shape. I’m nearly four thousand words in when I hear the crash.

I freeze, my fingers poised above the keyboard like clawing monster hands. My heart pounds in my chest as I listen, expecting to hear the slow, dragging tread of footsteps coming up the stairs. But the only sound is the fire, crackling away in the hearth.

I’m not a horror-movie fan, but I know the clichés. Even so, I can’t keep myself from calling out, ‘Hello?’

The house swallows my voice and I shrink down in my chair. There’s no answer. I knew there wouldn’t be, but it’s no comfort. Mrs Chalfont-Tate had just been telling Lee about the creepy old mansion where her daughter had gone missing after being dared to spend a night there alone, relating all the by-the-numbers ghost stories people tell about such places. Cynical Lee wasn’t convinced at all and neither was I. Not until now.

‘Peter, is that you? Look, you’re not scaring me.’

My voice doesn’t sound as bold as I hope. And while Lee may be fearless and reckless, I’m all talk.

It’s just Peter, I tell myself. He’s trying to scare me. And distract me. Because he knows I can do this and he’s afraid of losing.

I return my fingers to the keys like a pianist interrupted in the middle of a concert. I make Lee and her client hear the same crash I did, only Lee is much cooler about it than I am. She insists it’s just the wind. Or one of the many cats she saw wandering the old lady’s house. Or someone playing tricks on them both.

There’s another crash. A real one.

This one wrenches a cry from me and I jump away from the desk. Now I’m not so sure it’s Peter after all.

I grab my phone and key in 999, my finger poised above the call button as I venture towards the open doorway.

‘I’m calling the cops,’ I shout. ‘Cops’ sounds tougher than ‘police’. More like I mean business. ‘So you’d better show yourself now or get out of here.’

I listen, straining to hear. What I want to hear are frightened footsteps retreating through the front door, some kids having dared themselves to do what my characters did. I do hear footsteps, but they’re the slow, purposeful kind. And they’re coming towards me. Headed straight for the library from a room somewhere down the corridor. My blood runs cold at the notion that someone had already been here when I arrived. Waiting for me.

‘Don’t be frightened.’

Despite the words, the deep male voice makes me jump and I drop my phone. It hits the wooden floor with a clatter and I scramble madly for it. By the time I snatch it back up and start to re-key the nines, I am no longer alone.

A man is standing in the doorway, smiling. ‘Hello,’ he says.

I stumble back a couple of steps at the sight of him, wondering suddenly whether I’m dreaming or hallucinating. He’s dressed like a character from a BBC costume drama, in a lavish blue velvet frock coat and silk cravat. And oh, my God, he’s gorgeous. Aristocratic face, chiselled features, glittering blue eyes. Everything about him speaks of decadence. No doubt there’s a portrait stashed in his attic he wouldn’t want me to see. I hated Fifty Shades, but this is a Mr Gray I can lust after.

My foot catches on the edge of a rug and I fall, landing hard on my backside and dropping my phone again.

The man reaches for me and I accept his proffered hand, desperate to reclaim my dignity.

‘Are you all right?’ he asks, sounding concerned.

I dust myself off, my face burning. ‘I’m fine, I’m fine.’ Then, swiftly changing the subject from my clumsiness: ‘Who are you?’

He smiles like the roguish villain in a period piece, a sexy, wolfish grin. ‘Christopher Blackwood,’ he says, his voice silky and cultured. He even gives me a little bow.

‘Seriously?’

He cocks his head at that, as though uncertain whether I’m teasing him. I’m not really. I’m just mortified at having fallen on my bum in an ungainly heap.

‘Seriously,’ he says, sounding very serious now. ‘You’re – ah, in my house.’

I flash back to the time as a child when I was cornered in an abandoned house by a stern-faced constable. My friends had fled, leaving me to face the music by myself. Yes, I’d been told the place was dangerous. No, I wasn’t stealing anything. There wasn’t anything to steal, was there? No, sir, I’m not being sarcastic. I’m sorry, sir.

This time I’m not a child and I have every right to be here. But that childhood incident had planted a seed in me, one that grew into a vine that flowered extravagantly whenever I found myself confronted by good-looking authority figures.

‘I’m here legitimately,’ I told him. ‘I paid to stay. For the weekend.’

‘Did you now.’

‘Well, my publisher did. I’m a writer.’ His expression hasn’t changed and I feel my face growing hot. ‘There was an ad,’ I say, flustered. ‘On the website.’

The word ‘website’ feels out of place here, especially when he only frowns at my babbling. Is he a ghost? An actor? A time traveller?

‘Look, who are you really?’ I blurt out.

‘I told you. I’m the descendant of all those gloomy people whose portraits hang on the walls out there.’ He jerks his chin towards the open doorway. ‘But the real question is – who are you?’

His eyes sparkle again with something like mischief. It makes my flesh tingle and I press my thighs together. He may be wrapped up in fancy dress, but the outfit is well tailored, accentuating a lean, fit torso and strong arms. Arms that could crush me to his muscular chest or pin me down on a soft bed.

‘My name’s Jess,’ I manage to say. ‘Jess Bannion.’ I hadn’t dared to hope he would recognise the name, so I’m not disappointed when he doesn’t respond like a fanboy. My readership is mostly female anyway. Or so I console myself.

‘Well, it’s nice to meet you,’ he says, ‘even if you are trespassing.’

‘But I’m not! Honestly! There was an ad online for booking this place for the weekend.’

‘That’s what you say.’

‘It’s the truth!’ Even as I insist I’m in the right, I realise it doesn’t matter. If I’d broken in like a criminal it would have been worth it to meet him. I imagine he’ll be the star of all my masturbation fantasies from now on. He can call the cops and send me to jail, I don’t care. Just as long as he fucks me first.

It’s as though I’ve broadcast the image to him. His eyes narrow, he smiles, and suddenly the rogue is back. My eyes flick down to his crotch, where a pleasing bulge is growing. He notices me noticing, but maddeningly says nothing.

I just want him to grab me and throw me to the floor, tear off my clothes and have his wicked way with me. Or tell me off for trespassing and haul me across his knee. Can he not read the signs? Is my desperation not coming off me in waves? I haven’t been fucked in so long.

When I finally accept that he isn’t going to make the first move, I stare pointedly at his erection and then I boldly reach out and press my hand up against it.

He closes his eyes with a little sigh of pleasure, but he doesn’t seem shocked or surprised. Well, I’m hardly making a secret of my desire. If he can’t tell I’m wildly turned on, he’s the most clueless man who ever lived.

He responds by pulling me into a fierce embrace and crushing his lips to mine. I gasp as I clutch his hardness, groping to find my way inside his trousers to get at him. But he stops me, gathering me up in his arms and carrying me out of the room as though I weigh nothing. I wrap my arms around his neck as he takes me along the corridor and into a richly furnished bedroom, where there are no cobwebs in sight. A fire crackles in the hearth below an elaborate marble surround. It’s as though he’s been expecting me.

My eyes widen as I take in the exquisite decadence of the room. Heavy damask curtains decorate both the gothic-arched windows and the enormous four-poster bed. On either side of it are two beautifully carved nightstands, and a matching dressing table dominates the far side of the room.

I feel so out of place in my jeans and jumper and I can’t help but imagine myself dressed to match him, in a flowing gown with a tight-fitting bodice, one that makes my bosom heave. Now I know why all those romance heroines are always swooning.

He sets me on my feet and steps back to remove his jacket and lay it over a velvet ottoman. I stand there, nervous and bewildered, excited and eager. I don’t know what to do with my hands and they flutter between my throat and my thighs like restless birds, refusing to light anywhere. His little striptease doesn’t take long. He slowly unbuttons an old-fashioned white shirt with a starched collar, but leaves it hanging open, offering me only tantalising glimpses of his killer abs as he kicks off his shoes, removes his socks and unfastens his trousers. He is wearing nothing underneath and my breath catches as his cock springs free.

I want to tell him he’s beautiful, that he’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen, but I just can’t form the words. All I can do is stare as he moves towards me. I stand there meekly, submissively, as he pulls my boring jumper off over my head, revealing the lacy black push-up bra I wear to make myself feel sexy when I write. He makes a little sound of approval as he traces a finger over the swell of my breasts before trailing it down to my jeans, to unfasten them and expose the matching panties. They’re positively soaked.

My hands finally come to life and I peel his shirt off and stroke the warm, firm ridges of his chest. He reaches behind me to unhook my bra, and my nipples harden instantly as he takes my breasts in his hands and squeezes them firmly. By the time he slips my knickers off, I’m incapable of standing and I sink gratefully onto the bed, writhing obscenely before him like a slave girl desperate to please her master.

He lowers his body onto mine and I clutch his back as he kisses a line down my throat to my chest. I trap his cock between my thighs, squeezing it as I wriggle against it. I feel it twitch and grow harder in response. I want him inside me. Every inch of my flesh is crying out for contact with his.

 But Christopher has other ideas.

I release a little moan of dismay as he pushes away and gets to his feet again. He looks down at me, still with that wolfish grin. It makes my sex pound.

‘Come back,’ I whimper, rising up slightly.

He places a finger against my lips and pushes me back down with the other hand. ‘First we have to deal with the little matter of your trespassing.’

I close my eyes as my stomach takes a roller-coaster plunge. My thighs press together, sending a little surge of pleasure through my clit.

I must have murmured something that sounded like a question because he’s suddenly standing over me again, peering down solemnly. ‘I don’t think that can go unpunished. Do you?’

I squirm, blushing furiously as I struggle with the idea that he’s sprung straight from my fantasies.

‘No,’ I whisper at last.

His eyebrows go up. ‘No? No what?’

Another powerful jolt of pleasure surges through me. ‘No, sir.’

He smiles. ‘Good girl.’

I watch as he crosses the room to the dressing table, where a selection of objects is scattered. An ebony grooming set. Christopher selects one of the objects and hefts it in his hand, as though testing the weight. I tremble as I realise what it is. A hairbrush.

When he returns to the bed with it, I can hardly breathe. I just stare at it, wide-eyed and fearful, absolutely unable to speak. My silent compliance seems to please him. Although his expression is severe, at least there is the hint of a smile in his eyes.

He lays the hairbrush on the nightstand and sets about unfastening the silken ropes from the curtains around the bed. He takes his time, gently untangling each knot before slipping it free of the material. My heart bangs in my chest, pounding in time to the throbbing between my legs.

I want him to hurry, to get it over with. I want him to take all day.

At last he comes back to me. He takes me by the arm, pulls me up and removes the pillows from beneath my head. He piles them in the centre of the bed and nods towards them. It’s painfully obvious what he wants me to do, but I can only stare at him pleadingly. My body simply won’t move.

He moves it for me, hauling me across the pile of softness, positioning me diagonally on the bed, with my bottom raised high in the air. I close my eyes, feeling lightheaded. When he ties my wrists together, I sink even deeper into a kind of submissive bliss. The kind I’ve written about before but never actually experienced. It’s overwhelming.

He ties the trailing end of the rope to one of the bedposts and repeats the procedure with my ankles. I squirm and tug at them, testing their strength. I am held fast.

Christopher doesn’t prolong the torment by keeping me in suspense. I gasp as I feel the smooth, polished wood against my bare bottom. He presses it against my pristine skin, which he taps gently before he begins in earnest.

I hold my breath as I sense the hairbrush lift away. It comes down with a sharp crack and for a moment I feel nothing. Then the stinging pain reaches my brain and lets me know I’ve been smacked. I cry out, wriggling over the pillows and straining against the ropes. Before the pain can fade, he smacks me again, evening out the glow across both cheeks. My head swims with lust at the sensation. Pleasure and pain. Teasing and tantalising.

Again and again he brings the ebony hairbrush down on my tender bottom, wrenching gasps and cries from me. I clench my cheeks, squeezing my legs together at each stroke, stimulating myself almost past enduring. The heat penetrates my entire body, consuming me.

When I can’t stand it any longer, I beg him to take me.

‘Please,’ I gasp, ‘please fuck me.’

He plays the hairbrush over my burning cheeks, drawing it teasingly up and down the backs of my thighs, making me shudder. ‘Have you learned your lesson?’

‘Oh, God, yes!’

He chuckles softly. ‘Yes what?’

My face floods with warmth and I whimper, delirious with the pain and embarrassment, ‘Yes, sir. I’ve learned my lesson, sir.’

He calls me a good girl again and I squirm in response, drowning in desire. I feel his hand then, caressing my punished flesh and stroking me like a pet. He unties my ankles and tells me to spread my legs. I obey. Gently he parts my cheeks and I know he can see how wet I am, how lasciviously I’ve responded to his treatment.

But he doesn’t untie my wrists. He mounts me as I am, bound and presented. I feel the warm hardness press against my sex and I scream into the bedclothes as he buries himself inside. I clench my inner muscles around him as he begins to thrust, filling me and withdrawing, fucking and teasing.

The weight of him feels wonderful against my back, and especially against my sore bottom. He intensifies the stinging pain of the spanking with each powerful thrust and I cry out with complete abandon. His hands reach around and underneath me to cup my breasts, and the added stimulation increases my arousal a thousandfold. I can feel myself racing towards a powerful climax. He seems to sense my nearness and increases his pace, fucking me harder and faster, pounding me.

When the pleasure peaks, I howl wordlessly, surrendering to the racking waves that batter me, the spasms that consume me. The French call it ‘the little death’ and it’s no wonder. I feel like I’m dying and being reborn. His cock pulses into me, hot and wet, and I contract myself around him to prolong the moment for both of us. Afterwards I am barely aware of being untied and released. All I know is I don’t want him to go.

He is playing with the hairbrush, slapping it teasingly against his palm, smiling at me.

I lie splayed and spent on the bed, naked and sweaty, my bottom burning underneath me. Blissed out. All I want is to stay here with him, to be fucked and punished, punished and fucked. I’ve completely forgotten the whole reason I’m here.

Finally Christopher speaks, the triumph evident in his voice. ‘I suppose this means you’ll lose your bet.’

It takes a moment for the words to penetrate. Then it all comes clear. I bury my face in my hands, blushing as I realise how expertly I’ve been distracted, how masterfully I’ve been played. I never imagined losing could be so much fun.

‘Peter hired you,’ I moan, ashamed and impressed in equal measure. ‘And you’re the forfeit.’

Christopher peels my hands away. He nods his head slowly, smiling like the wicked charmer he is. ‘Although I’d like to think I’m also the prize,’ he says. He strokes my face, draws his fingers down to my breasts, teases the nipples into stiffness.

‘Is your name even Blackwood?’ I ask, trying and failing to resist responding to his seductive touch.

He lowers his mouth to mine and kisses me deeply. My sex pulses hungrily in response and I can feel his cock hardening against my thigh.

When he pulls away he peers into my eyes. ‘You’re the writer,’ he says. ‘You tell me.’


Winning a Yes

Kathleen Tudor

Sage hummed along with the radio as she drove out of town. She’d never taken this route before, but she felt like she knew every turn and curve in the road. She’d studied the directions enough times, eagerly awaiting the day that her name would move to the top of the adoption list. When a new litter would be born. When she’d get the call. 

Today had been that day! Or, at least, Thursday had been, and now she had a brand-new puppy crate in her back seat, her chequebook in her pocket and a whole weekend stretching ahead of her to bond with her new puppy. 

She was practically bouncing in her seat as she turned her little Corolla into the long driveway that led up to the breeder’s home. The house was a pleasant green colour and the front door was so richly brown that it almost looked bronzed in the morning sun. She went up the porch steps, ready to meet her new puppy, but the sound of a gate slamming made her turn before she reached the door. 

A guy who had somehow escaped her lewdest daydreams walked around the corner of the house, causing her to freeze in place. He stopped too, his head cocked and his eyebrows raised, and she realised that she was staring. And that her mouth was maybe open just a little bit. 

She shut it with a snap, cleared her throat, and said, ‘Sorry, you startled me. I’m looking for Leonard?’

‘You caught me,’ he said, and the smile that came with the words made her a little dizzy. 

‘Oh, I was— um—’ expecting someone three times his age, based on that name. This guy couldn’t be much older than she was. ‘Sorry, I’m Sage. We had an appointment?’

‘I get that a lot. You can call me Leo.’ He looked like he was holding back a laugh. ‘Come this way and meet the puppies.’ He extended one perfectly bronzed arm to gesture for her to follow, and she trailed in his wake as he led her back through the gate and then into a garage that had been converted into a kennel. 

‘This is Audrey,’ he said, gesturing to the exhausted-looking Border Collie dam who was sprawled along the edge of a small enclosure. She thumped her tail a couple of times at the sound of her name, but didn’t look up, probably because she was half-buried in squirming bundles of black and white fur. 

‘Oh, my gosh,’ Sage breathed. 

‘And these are the puppies. They’re almost all—’ He broke off when the phone rang from inside the house. ‘Damn. Do you mind?’

‘Not at all.’

‘Feel free to get right in with them. I’ll just be a minute.’

He went into the house, the door shutting behind him, and Sage stepped over the low wire fence and sat. The puppies, sensing something new to explore, tumbled over each other to sniff her knees, climb into her lap, and chew on the trailing end of her ponytail. She laughed as she ran her hands over their soft coats and let them lick all up and down her arms. 

One puppy in particular, took pride of place in the centre of Sage’s lap, hopped up to rest both paws against her chest and held her gaze with liquid brown eyes. Then the puppy stretched to its full height and licked her once on the chin. Sage cooed and scooped the puppy up, snuggling it close. 

She was still cuddling the precious beastie and playing with her puppy’s littermates when Leo returned. 

‘Oh, ah …’ He wrinkled his perfect nose and scratched lightly at his chin. ‘I was trying to say, before the phone rang, that they’re almost all available except for one. That one that you’re holding. I’m keeping her back for breeding.’

Sage felt her heart drop straight into her stomach. ‘But she’s perfect.’

‘That’s sort of the point.’

‘No, I mean perfect for me …’ Would it be too weird if she declared to this near-perfect stranger that she and this beautiful puppy were in love? 

Leo reached down and took the puppy out of her arms, and she immediately felt the loss. He tried to direct her attention to one of the others, but they all paled in comparison. In his arms, her puppy whined. 

‘Maggie wants to come home with me,’ she told him. 

‘Boy, you sure move fast.’ He looked bemused more than irritated. Exasperated at the worst.

Sage stood and idly brushed off her jeans. ‘You run this place all by yourself?’ she asked. 

‘What? Um, yes.’ Good. And she hadn’t noticed a ring, either. 

‘Offer me some coffee.’

He blinked, looking confused. 

‘While we discuss the puppies?’ she prompted.

‘Um. OK? Would you like some coffee?’

‘Why, yes, thank you.’ 

He put her puppy back into the pen with her littermates and led Sage into a cheerful kitchen. ‘What do you like? Flavoured? Dark? I’ve got a bunch of these Keurig—’

‘That’s not important. Sit down?’ She gestured to one of the chairs at the little kitchen table and waited while he hesitantly took a seat. He looked confused and off-balance, and she had to fight the urge to laugh at the dazed look on his gorgeous face. ‘Now, I know you don’t want to sell the puppy,’ she began, and held up a hand when he started to speak. ‘And I’m sure you wouldn’t let her go home with just anyone. But she’s the one. I just know that we have a special connection, and you can laugh if you want, but I’m willing to do whatever it takes to change your mind.’

‘I’m really sorry that you got attached,’ he said, starting to rise. She stepped close enough that they’d be pressed together if he stood, and he weighed his options and sat back down. ‘The puppies are all really excellent dogs.’

‘They certainly are,’ she agreed, ‘but we both know that this one is special, or you wouldn’t be arguing with me.’ He made a sound of reluctant agreement. ‘Which is why I’m prepared to make a very generous offer, on top of your usual adoption fee.’

His handsome face went stern, and she felt a little sliver of doubt run through her. If he got irritated, she’d be going home empty-handed and broken-hearted too. ‘This isn’t a matter of money.’

Sage took a deep breath and considered the line she was about to cross. She’d come here to make a professional transaction and that was it, but if she’d met Leo at a bar, she wouldn’t have hesitated to approach him. That fact made it a lot easier to lean forward and run a playful finger down his chest. ‘Then what about a bargain, instead?’

He swallowed hard, his expression stunned. ‘What?’

Thank God she’d worn a shirt with buttons. She lifted her hands to the highest fastened button – the one just above her cleavage – and worked it loose. ‘I told you I was willing to be very generous …’ Her heart pounded so hard she could barely breathe. This was crazy. She just knew she was two seconds from getting thrown bodily out of this man’s front door. She licked her lips nervously, and was almost dizzied with relief when his eyes flicked down to follow her tongue and his breath caught. 

‘What –?’

He probably meant to ask what the hell she was doing, but she chose to interpret his choked word creatively. ‘Whatever you want,’ she said, and then amended, ‘well, as long as you’ve got some protection handy.’

His breath huffed out in a wheeze that was either an attempt to laugh or the first sign of a panic attack. Sage bit her lip, worried, but the soft curse that followed only encouraged her.

‘You’re not seeing anyone, are you?’ she asked.

‘No,’ he said, strangled.

She let out a relieved sigh; she’d have had to stop if he wasn’t single. There are some lines a lady doesn’t cross. ‘Good. Then why don’t I give you a little taste of what I’m offering.’

Before he had a chance to say anything, she straddled his lap and made herself at home, wrapping her arms around his neck and pressing her lips to his. He started out closed-mouthed and just about frozen, his hands clasping the sides of the chair like she was a stripper he wasn’t allowed to touch. She tried not to let it discourage her, kissing him softly and waiting for him to either respond or push her away. 

When she let her tongue dart out and tease across his lips, Leo let out a shuddering sigh and grabbed her hips, pulling her forward and against him. The bulge that pressed against her was impressive, even accounting for all the extra layers of clothing between them. ‘Do you realise what you’re getting into?’ he asked, his voice rough. His fingers dug into her hips and she squirmed against him, making him groan. ‘For a dog?’

‘She’s a very nice dog,’ Sage answered with a sassy grin. She pulled back enough to look him in the face, her hands caressing his shoulders and the back of his neck. ‘But I wouldn’t be quite so forward if she didn’t have such an attractive human.’ He laughed, looking surprised, and something in him seemed to ease. She leaned forward and kissed his neck. ‘So what do you say?’

‘Take your shirt off.’ 

Well, that was one way to answer! She finished undoing the row of buttons, not bothering to make a show of it since he seemed to be in a bit of a hurry. He panted as he watched her, and pushed the fabric impatiently down her shoulders as she freed the last button. Without a word, he reached around her and popped the clasp on her bra, and she let that drop free as well. 

‘Jesus,’ he breathed, and reached up to cup her breasts, his touch surprisingly gentle after the hard grip he’d had on her hips. He kissed across the top of her left breast and she moaned, pleasure fluttering in her belly. The pleasure swelled and intensified when he kissed his way down, finally sucking her nipple into his eager mouth. 

He worked her that way, his hands kneading and teasing as his mouth set her insides roiling and bubbling with arousal. First on one nipple, then the other, he placed gentle kisses and nips that sparked the line between pain and pleasure, and then he sucked and swirled his tongue, the heat and pressure irresistible. 

She was nearly incoherent with desire when he eased back and looked her up and down, the heat in his gaze banked with hesitancy. ‘Please,’ she whimpered, and thank God it was enough. He pushed her pants down and she stepped out of them, toeing off her shoes in the process, using his shoulders to balance. He hooked his fingers in her panties next – she was glad she’d worn cute ones – but instead of pulling them down straightaway he feathered his other fingers against her belly, making her shudder and twitch with pleasure at the gentle, almost ticklish touches. 

He waited until she was practically dancing in his grip, her whole body writhing as she endured the gentle hints of pleasure and waited for something more, before he finally tugged her panties down. He pulled them all the way to her knees, making her gasp at the cool rush of air against the heated flesh of her pussy, then he stood, pivoting with her as he rose. She ended up tipping back over the table, and he grabbed her legs and helped to push her back until she was served up for him, draped across his kitchen table, naked except for a pair of pink socks and the panties around her knees, spread wide and wanton. 

‘You’re gorgeous,’ he whispered, peeling the panties the rest of the way off. She whimpered in reply, and he chuckled as he kissed the inside of her knee, then her calf, and finally her ankle before easing that sock off. He repeated the treatment on the other side, then placed her heels on the edge of the table and stood between them, running his hands down the inside of her thighs. ‘Do you want this?’

‘Yes!’ She didn’t even have to think. It made him smile, and she smiled back, a little amused by her own brashness but mostly eager and hungry – so hungry – for whatever came next. 

The touch, when it came, was gentler than she’d expected, though she should have known better. He traced one finger down her mound, then let it slide softly between her folds and into her slick centre until he found the welcoming heat of her pussy. He pushed that single finger inside, his eyes following its path, intent on her most intimate place. After a few teasing strokes within her, he pulled his finger out and traced his way back up again, this time parting her folds as he went until he finally slipped inside her hood and found the hard bead of her clit. 

Sage nearly flung herself off the table at the unexpected intensity of his touch, but he only hummed a pleased sound and let his finger trace back down again, slide inside her, tease its way back up … She was more prepared the second time, but his gentle touch was no less intense. Her fingernails scraped against the varnish of the table and she gasped, starving now. ‘Please,’ she repeated. 

Leo smiled at her, and the warm pleasure in his dark eyes nearly melted through her. ‘Please what?’

‘Anything,’ she said between gasps. His finger found her clit again, and she cried out, the sheer agony of that erotic taunt exploding through her. ‘Just … more! Please, Leo!’

Something burst into flame behind his gaze when she cried out his name, and he growled in pleasure as his finger journeyed back to her pussy, but this time he bent over her, and when his finger slid inside, it was accompanied by a second finger, spreading her gently open. A moment later, the pleasure of being filled was compounded by an explosion of sensation when his mouth closed over her clit. 

Sage was pretty sure she’d screamed, but she hardly knew what was happening any more. There was no table, no puppy, no questionable decision to spread herself out for a stranger. There was only intense pleasure and his tongue flicking sweetly over her clit. There were his fingers buried inside her, stroking at a sweet spot just inside. There was his moan, washing over her and making everything that much more delicious. 

He released her clit long enough to lick all the way from where his fingers were buried inside her back up again, and then that momentary respite was torn away as he redoubled his erotic assault. She was pretty sure she felt a third finger slide into her pussy, but she couldn’t concentrate on anything except the fire he was stoking with each suck and lick and flick of his clever tongue. 

Her entire body started to tremble, and Sage panted, a little squeaky gasp riding on each exhale. His moans of pleasure grew louder and his pace increased just a fraction, and Sage surrendered to the sensation, letting pure pleasure slam into her. She was burning, or maybe drowning, or was it suffocating? Whatever it was, she was sure no one could survive such a force of nature. It was a hurricane. An avalanche. And all she could do was go limp and let herself be carried away. 

At some point she realised that he’d stopped, and that maybe he’d been stopped quite a while … Her legs were draped over the edge of the table and her arms were splayed straight out to the sides, each one overreaching the table at the wrist. ‘You killed me,’ she rasped, and the soreness of her throat told her she must have been, ah, vocal. 

He confirmed it with a chuckle and a teasing comment, ‘My neighbours probably think so.’

‘Oh, God,’ she said, but it was mostly reflex. She was too sated to care what any neighbours thought. 

He reached out a hand to her, so she grabbed it and let him haul her upright, but when she stood, he started gathering up her clothes. It was almost enough to make a girl feel unwanted. 

She tossed them onto the table when he handed them to her and stepped forward, letting her body press against his as she raised her face to his. He kissed her, his arms going around her and pulling her close enough that the evidence of his own unsated desire was undeniable. But when they broke apart, he stepped back and started to turn away. 

‘What about you?’ she asked, gesturing at his straining cock. 

‘That wouldn’t be right. I’ll sell you the puppy, of course. You don’t have to do anything else. I’ve taken advantage of you already.’ 

Sage was loose-limbed and flushed with pleasure, and … damn, while this had started as a way to force him to the bargaining table, it had become something even more satisfying. She turned to the table, fished around until she was able to pull her chequebook out of her jeans pocket, and snatched a pen off the counter. Then she wrote out the cheque for the full amount of the puppy adoption, tore it off, and handed it to the bemused man. 

‘Would you say that concludes our business?’ she asked sweetly.

‘Um. Yes?’ He was just going to have to get used to her tendency to shift direction in an instant. 

‘Good. Then I want to make a new deal.’

He licked his lips, looking torn between laughter and panic. ‘For?’

‘Visitation rights.’ He looked baffled, and she chuckled, stepping close. ‘I don’t live all that far away,’ she said. ‘I’m sure we can work something out so that you can still breed Maggie when the time comes.’ Ah, understanding had begun to dawn. ‘And I’m sure she’ll want to visit her family.’ He grinned and bent to kiss her neck, and a low moan escaped her raw throat. ‘Often,’ she added. ‘But you’d better put on a good show to convince me.’

‘Oh?’ He was onto her now, and he ground against her, grinning. ‘What kind of show were you thinking of?’

She was already breathing heavily again, and her nipples were almost painfully hard. She stood on tiptoe so that she could stare him straight in the eyes. ‘I think I’m going to require something better than fingers.’

‘Fuck.’ He reached for her ass and lifted her against him, and Sage obligingly wrapped her legs around his waist, making herself an easier burden. They kissed as he walked out of the kitchen, and she lost herself in the floating sensation of being carried through the strange house. She was therefore more than startled when she found herself falling backwards. She squeaked as she landed on a soft mattress in a darkened bedroom, but she was all smiles as she realised what that meant. 

Leo shucked his clothes off so fast that she could almost believe he’d been naked all the time. Except that she would have remembered seeing that cock before. It was thick and hard, jutting magnificently away from his hips, and she ran her hands down her body in anticipation as she watched him move. He grabbed a condom from the little drawer beside the bed, but, instead of moving immediately to put it on, he lowered his body over hers, finding her mouth and kissing her with consuming passion. 

His cock was so hard against her thigh that it demanded her attention, calling her mind away from the bliss of the kiss to imagine how it would feel to have that thick, hot cock rammed deep inside her. She squirmed against him, whimpering despite herself, and Leo pulled back with a laugh. 

‘Impatient?’ He was grinning down at her, and she narrowed her eyes, refusing to beg. Again. ‘Is this what you want?’ He shifted until his cock was rubbing against the inside of her thigh, then higher, teasingly close. Then he climbed up until he was kneeling over her instead of lying atop her, took his cock in his hand and stroked it slowly. ‘Maybe you just want to watch me …?’ He stroked and squeezed, his eyes fluttering closed as he enjoyed his one-man show, and Sage let out a yowl of frustrated horniness. 

Fuck decorum. ‘I want you. Put that condom on, Leo, I’m begging you.’

He was laughing again and she really did think she was going to bite him, except that he was moving, plucking the packet up from where he’d dropped it on the bedspread and tearing it open … He was gloved in nearly no time, though it felt like for ever. Then he moved, pressing back down on top of her, and Sage felt anticipation sizzle through her. His hands were all over her body, gentle and knowing as he searched out all of her sensitive places and taught them to sing. 

She was panting now, breathless and desperate. ‘Please!’ And before she’d even finished the word, he was there, giving her exactly what she’d been begging for. The tip of his cock probed only momentarily at the slick, welcoming juncture of her thighs. Then he slid home, trusting in the preparation he’d given her to smooth the way. 

It was enough and more than enough. Her body spread open at his thrust, and she felt herself fit around him like a sheath on a blade, stretched so completely that she was sure she couldn’t have taken a single hair’s width more. His cock pulsed inside her, proving her wrong, and she moaned and clenched around him, her nails on his back begging him wordlessly to move. 

When he did, it was like music. He thrust carefully against her, his advances slow and steady, pelvis grinding with the perfect delicious pressure against her clit with each movement. Every slow stroke was like a wave on the shore, and she gasped as she felt her tide rising. She’d never been fucked like this, slow, controlled and deliberate, each rocking motion building upon the last as the pleasure inside her seemed to grow and grow without ever bursting forth. It was the perfect form of torture, maybe worse than the teasing finger against her clit had been. 

It felt as if the air had been sucked from the room, and she was once again lost and drowning in sensation. The things he could do with his body and hers were criminal! And her only consolation was that he was feeling the strain. His eyes were unfocused, the corners crinkled, and a sheen of sweat coated his body and hers. She rocked up to meet him, practically lifting herself off the bed, and felt herself edge closer and closer to death-by-pleasure. Then he gave a low cry and his pace doubled, his face transforming with a look of intensity and delight. 

Sage only had a moment to admire the way he looked in the throes of passion. Their slow dance had shifted, and her body was more than ready for the change of pace. Her hips bucked eagerly to meet his as she felt herself rise and rise … and then a bomb went off inside her skull. She cried out and then her body froze, breath caught, as every orgasm she’d ever had came back to her all at once. Her entire body convulsed with pleasure and her pussy spasmed hard against Leo’s thick cock, dragging a long, low growl from his throat. 

Then he was shaking, too, his body growing tense above her as he buried himself one last time and came deep inside her.

He left for a moment, but she stayed sprawled where she was, very content with the idea of never moving again. Ever. When he came back, he had a warm, damp cloth in his hand, and he smiled at her as he gently cleaned her up, then lay down beside her and pulled her against his hard body, cradling her in his arms. 

‘Holy shit,’ she murmured, still dazed. 

He chuckled and kissed the back of her neck. ‘So have I earned visitation rights?’ he teased. ‘Will you be coming back to see me?’

Sage laughed breathlessly and pressed back against him. ‘If you’re lucky,’ she told him, ‘I might even remember to bring my new puppy.’


Strangers in the Night

Ashley Lister

‘Strangers,’ Will declared. ‘That’s the only condition.’ 

 He spoke as he poured two shots of bourbon. His hand shook ever so slightly and Emma couldn’t work out if that tremor came from his apprehension or his enthusiasm. She suspected it was likely both because her own insides were already churning and twisting with those wilfully contrary responses: she was very enthusiastic about what the evening had in store but she was also extremely apprehensive. The shake in Will’s hand was only subtle but it was enough to splash droplets of the smoky golden liquid onto the glossy surface of the hotel’s bedside cabinet. 

‘Strangers,’ Emma repeated. 

She took one of the shot glasses and sniffed the bitter contents. It was a quality whisky and she associated the smell with scents of daring, risk and satisfaction. As her nostrils drank in the rich aroma of the alcohol she could feel the heat at the top of her thighs grow syrupy with burgeoning desire. Her chest expanded, as though her body was swelling with arousal. This evening had all the promise of being the start of a perfect weekend away. All she needed to make it absolutely perfect was to locate a convenient and willing stranger. Or two. Or three.

Will swallowed his shot in one. He slammed the empty glass down hard on the cabinet. 

‘Say it back to me,’ he insisted. ‘Just so we’re clear on the rules.’ 

She held the drink in front of her lips and nodded. 

‘We go our separate ways tonight,’ Emma said slowly. ‘And we’re allowed to go with whoever we want.’

Will nodded. He was pouring himself another shot and staring expectantly at her untouched glass. He waggled the neck of the bottle, silently hurrying her, but Emma refused to be rushed. 

The evening was an hour away and, for now, she had time alone with her handsome husband and she wanted to savour every moment. She could see their reflections in one of the hotel room’s many mirrors. Will, with his pale angular face, dark hair and his penchant for dramatic clothing, looked like he was auditioning for the role of a vampire. She, blonde, busty and bronzed, looked like she had stepped from a Californian beach. Together, she knew they did not look like a real couple and Emma supposed that was one of the things that made it easier for them to play with other partners. 

‘Go on,’ Will encouraged. 

‘We can go with men or women,’ she reiterated carefully. ‘Or we can go with both, if we want. But the only rule is that the people we’re going with have to be strangers.’ She put the shot glass to her lips and braced herself for the impact of the drink. Emma tilted her head back sharply and swallowed the drink in one. 

The whisky was of a good enough quality to burn her throat. 

The taste was deliciously compelling. 

Will poured two more shots and then pushed the cork back into the bottle. He pulled her into a tight embrace. They were locked in a passionate kiss where his lips pressed powerfully against hers and his tongue plundered her mouth in a greedy and lustful exploration. She could taste whisky and him and her arousal grew so intense it throbbed between them as though it had assumed its own physical presence. 

‘We’ve got cameras on our phones for photographic evidence.’ He spoke quickly once he had broken the kiss. ‘And we’re agreed that the one who gets the highest tally this evening will be the one who picks our holiday destination for July.’

Emma nodded agreement. 

It was not the first time they had made this bet. Nor was it the first time they had included the incentive of allowing the winner to select their holiday destination. For the past five years, since the first anniversary of their open marriage, they had been adding distractions and diversions to all their extramarital activities. The challenge of choosing their holiday destination was becoming an annual event. This time, given that she and Will had such differing ideas about what made for a perfect holiday, Emma was determined to win. He loved snowboarding and skiing whilst she yearned for nothing more than a sun-kissed beach. Maddeningly, for five years she had not had a proper chance to work on her tan. 

With her resolve hardened, Emma reached for the shot glass at the same time as Will picked up his. They downed their drinks in unison and studied each other with knowing smiles.

‘Strangers,’ they said together.

* * *

An hour later she was sitting by the side of the rooftop pool, watching early-evening swimmers work up an appetite for their dinner. She had already abandoned the restaurant. She had seen three of her communication company’s former clients in there and, although she could have happily bedded any of them, they didn’t count as strangers. 

The hotel was part of a beachfront spa resort, boasting many amenities and catering exclusively to adults. Whenever they needed a weekend break – and, given her demanding office job and Will’s exhausting work with his model agency, that need to escape came often – the spa resort provided the ideal getaway. 

Twilight was now shifting to the black of night. The canopy of stars above was growing softly brighter. Beyond the splashing of a swimmer in the pool Emma could hear the faraway lilt of song lyrics. She didn’t know where the music was coming from but she suspected it was trailing up from the ground-floor bar. 

She knew that Will would be sitting there, flirting with any female who went to get a drink. Given his track record as a serial flirt, she suspected he would be doing quite well. He had a boyishly handsome face and a very easy way about him. When he flashed his affable grin and applied his most seductive charm, she knew that he could usually bend any woman he desired to do as he asked. On reflection, she supposed that was one of the things she had always found so appealing about him.

‘Emma?’ 

She glanced up at the sound of her name being called and was surprised to see a swimmer walking toward her. He was tall and muscular and broad and his tight white Speedos left little to her imagination. She could see the fat shape of the length encased in there. In her mind’s eye, she was already unpeeling the swimming trunks to expose his flesh to the wanton need of her mouth. She wondered how long it would take her to suck the climax from his shaft and she guessed it would be a mere matter of moments. The prospect was so vivid she could almost taste him on her tongue. Dragging her gaze away from his crotch, she glanced at his face. 

Her smile broadened with recognition. 

‘Alex?’

‘What are you doing here?’ he asked.

‘I was going to ask you the same thing.’ 

She gestured for him to join her at her poolside table and glanced around to see if there was a waiter nearby. Alex was one of her colleagues from the office. When she had seen him managing his sales team she had always been impressed by the meticulous way he presented himself in a suit. She had often wondered if the physique contained inside the tailored cut of his Ralph Lauren or his Hugo Boss would be the impressive rugby player’s build she had always fantasised about. Now she could see those fantasies had not properly done him justice. Judging from the substantial bulge at the front of his Speedos, she wondered how much more satisfying the real Alex might be than her fantasy image of him.

He sat down on the recliner beside her. Instead of staring out at the pool he placed himself on the edge of the seat and faced her. He was so close she could smell the tart tang of chlorine from his earlier swim. Beneath that fragrance she could taste the musky tang of his fresh perspiration. It was a scent that made her hungry for him. 

Whilst Emma was entertaining lurid thoughts about what they could do together, Alex was telling her that the spa resort was a convenient getaway for him when he was visiting his family in a nearby town. She maintained a smile of earnest interest and nodded polite agreement during the appropriate pauses in the conversation. All the time her thoughts were toying with the idea of taking Alex’s shaft into her mouth and sucking on him.

Her phone beeped twice. 

It was the sound that notified her she had received a picture. 

Smiling apologetically at Alex, and brushing the idea of licking his shaft from her thoughts, she glanced at the picture that had been sent. 

It was a selfie from Will. He had a woman’s pierced nipple between his lips. The nipple was a dark pink and looked hard with excitement. 

Emma’s stomach muscles tightened with arousal. She could feel the greedy need for satisfaction clutching at her loins, urging her to do something to sate her excitement. The yearning ached like a hungry throb at the centre of her sex.

She sat up abruptly. ‘Am I OK to grab a picture of us two?’ she asked.

Alex shrugged. ‘Sure.’

She snapped her phone into the jaws of the small selfie-stick she kept in her purse and placed herself on the recliner beside him. The selfie-stick allowed her to get a full bodyshot of herself and Alex. Her grin broadened as her free hand rested casually on the thick bulge contained inside his Speedos. As her fingers encircled his shape the thickness began to grow warm and stiff. She was aware of an electric tension developing in the air between Alex and herself. It would be easy enough, she thought, to direct the conversation so that he invited her to visit his hotel room.

She snapped three swift pictures and sent the best one to Will. Enjoying being so close to him, she remained sitting on the recliner beside Alex with her fingers still holding the shape of his stiffening shaft.

Alex maintained a polite banter but she could see he was trying hard not to be flustered by the fact that his colleague had unexpectedly grabbed at his crotch. Despite the unusual situation, Emma was pleased to note that he conducted himself with consummate professionalism. She was even more pleased to see that the stiffness in his Speedos reached a substantial and very impressive size. 

Her mobile phone beeped to indicate she had received a text message.

Isn’t that Alex from your office? He’s not a stranger, is he? 

She scowled because Will was correct. She had already dismissed the idea of sleeping with three former clients because they weren’t strangers. She supposed the only reason she had overlooked the matter in Alex’s case was because she had been fancying him for a while. 

My bad. She texted the message back to Will using her free hand. I’ll say goodnight to Alex now.

She cursed quietly to herself as she pressed send and then flashed an apologetic smile in Alex’s direction.

‘What a nuisance,’ she muttered. She squeezed the thickness of his erection and finally let her fingers fall away from him. ‘That text was a reminder,’ she said with forced sadness. ‘I’ve got an appointment this evening. If not for that I would love to have spent some more time with you.’ She stressed the final six words, making sure he understood exactly what she meant.

Disappointment made his face fall. 

Worse, she could see the shape of his erection wilting. 

‘Is there no way you can get out of your appointment?’

She pressed her lips together into a bitter smile and shook her head. ‘Not this time,’ she said. ‘But I’m sure we can pick this up at a future date.’

He nodded reluctant agreement. She was relieved to see that he made no attempt to follow when she stood up and walked back into the hotel. Instead, he plunged back into the pool and she suspected he was finding an alternative way of expending the excess energy he had been planning to use with her.

Her bitter smile remained as she stepped into the lift and headed down to the basement gym. Whilst Will invariably had a lot of luck at the bar, Emma found it was easier to pick up guys who were invested in some form of physical exercise. 

The women at the bar were looking to be admired and Will played on that need. 

The guys she found at the pool and in the gym were equally invested in their appearance and Emma had discovered they liked it when someone noticed the effort they had put into shaping their bodies. 

It made them easy conquests.

She headed toward the weight room and tried not to be too impressed by the sight of her own slender figure reflected in the million-and-one mirrors that covered the walls. She didn’t work out as often as she needed but that hadn’t hampered her figure. In a pair of powder-blue heels, and with a figure-hugging mini-dress displaying her ample bosom and well-rounded backside, she strutted confidently through the racks of lifting equipment and unoccupied treadmills. Her blonde curls bounced on her shoulders. The gym’s bright lights caught each of the gold highlights in her hair. 

Emma headed for the solitary figure on a lat machine. 

The gym was deserted apart from him and she figured he would be easily won by her charms. He sat with his legs spread and his broad chest growing broader each time he pulled the machine’s handles. His cheeks had a healthy redness.

If she was honest with herself, the thing that had initially caught her interest was the fact that the man reminded her of little Benny Davidson, the first boy she had ever kissed, twenty years ago, back when she was a schoolgirl aged eight. 

After the tug that came from that fleeting moment of nostalgia, she was struck by the man’s muscular thighs. The shorts he wore were tight around his groin and he was obviously built. He had been perspiring into a white T-shirt and there were damp, dark circles beneath the arms. A long line of masculine wetness trailed between his bulging pectorals and it seemed to point toward his loins. 

She shivered with growing need for him.

‘That looks like a very invigorating form of exercise,’ she said as she stepped in front of him. She parted her legs so that he had a chance to see her thighs. They weren’t as muscular as his but Emma knew that her legs were one of her most appealing features. Their allure was particularly striking when combined with a decent pair of heels and something short and revealing.

‘Invigorating?’ The man on the lat machine paused and licked a film of sweat from his upper lip. ‘Yes,’ he agreed. ‘It’s a very invigorating form of exercise.’

She fixed her gaze on his and said deliberately, ‘I’d imagine that exercise helps increase your stamina.’

‘You don’t have to imagine,’ he grunted. He did another lat pull before adding, ‘I can give you a demonstration of my stamina.’

Result, she thought brightly. She kept her smile tight as she appraised him with cool regard. ‘I think I could enjoy that,’ she murmured. ‘Are you staying here at the hotel?’ 

‘I have a room here,’ he admitted. ‘Do you fancy a drink first, or would you like to sample my stamina immediately?’

The muscles at the tops of her thighs trembled. Her sex grew moist with greedy anticipation. She caught her breath, fearful that if she spent too long brooding on how to respond she would begin to dissolve into a puddle of her own arousal. 

‘I’d like to sample that stamina as soon as you can deliver,’ she breathed. She glanced around the deserted gym, confirming that they were alone, and then knelt down in front of him. Keeping her gaze locked on his, Emma stroked her fingers against his thighs.

He released a soft, guttural sigh. 

She didn’t waste time fondling him or exploring his shape. The urgent need of her arousal wouldn’t allow her to play such games. Instead, acting on an instinctive desire that threatened to overwhelm her, she teased down the waistband of his shorts and exposed the swollen tip of his glans. The end was large and meaty and a pearl of his precome glistened in the slit. 

She tapped her tongue against him and sampled his flavour. 

The inner muscles of her sex clenched in a light spasm that felt close to orgasm. She panted heavily and said, ‘That tastes good.’

He stroked a hand against her face. ‘Emma?’ he asked doubtfully. ‘Is that you?’

She almost stumbled away from him. Her mouth worked soundlessly for a moment as she tried to work out how he knew her name. The revelation came in an instant. It hadn’t just been that the man bore a passing resemblance to the first boy she had ever kissed. 

It was him. 

‘Benny?’ She had to stop herself squealing. ‘Little Benny Davidson?’

He grunted a soft chortle of laughter. ‘Not so little nowadays.’ He nodded at the tip of the erection she had been licking.

She found herself laughing with him and then shook her head. Her laughter dissolved as she realised this was disastrous. Admittedly, in relative terms, Benny was a stranger to her. She couldn’t recall seeing him once in the past two decades and had no idea what he had been doing with his life or anything else of any importance. But she knew, if she added Benny to her tally of conquests for the evening, and if Will then discovered that Benny was her first kiss, he would rightly argue that the man could not be properly classed as a stranger and she would forfeit any victory that came from her actions. 

Her shoulders slumped. 

She suppressed the urge to groan with frustration. 

She gave Benny an apologetic smile. ‘Carry on exercising,’ she told him. ‘You and I can catch up some other time.’ She shook her head as though contradicting herself and said, ‘No. You and I will catch up at some other time.’ She took a card from her purse, placed it in his hand, pressed her mouth to his and savoured a long and lingering kiss. 

Benny had been her first kiss. In truth, she couldn’t remember much about the experience. But this kiss was a powerful experience and she suspected little Benny Davidson had been practising his skills since she last saw him. She needed to find out what other skills he had been practising. 

Benny looked puzzled by her sudden rejection. 

Rather than develop her explanation, Emma gave him a reassuring smile and walked away. She rushed upstairs to the hotel’s ground floor and hurried through the bar, trying not to notice that Will was sitting between two brunettes who were both laughing enthusiastically at some quip he’d clearly made. 

He held his fingers slightly apart and their laughter grew louder.

Emma’s cheeks flushed. 

She knew he was giving them the line about his penis being microscopically small. It was not the most sophisticated chat-up line in the world but she had seen him use it effectively more than a dozen times to powerful effect. He had even used it on several of his models. 

Within the next couple of minutes one of the brunettes would sneak a hand to his groin to find out if he had been telling the truth. When she discovered the substantial girth he had down there, Emma knew it would only be a matter of moments before she was wanting to sample his talents and Will would be chalking up another victory for the evening.

He’s going to win again, Emma thought miserably. And that’s going to mean another holiday of snow, ice and freezing cold mountains.

The prospect was so bleak she struggled to hold back a tear. 

It had been a while since she last smoked a cigarette but she felt so frustrated with the way the evening was developing, she thought it was time she reacquainted herself with the habit. She stepped outside into the cool night air, followed the signs to the smoking shelter, approached the only man who stood there and asked him if he had a spare cigarette.

His eyes softened with a sheepish apology. 

‘I’m vaping,’ he explained, showing her the chunky electronic tube he was sucking. He offered it to her and added, ‘You can take a hit from this, if you want. But it’s not quite the same.’

She thanked him, placed her lips to the offered mouthpiece and sucked.

She could taste where his mouth had been. The thought was darkly exciting and, for the first time, she took a moment to properly appraise him. He didn’t appear troubled by the light chill of the night’s air. He was tall and dark and dressed stylishly in a floral print Duchamp shirt. He had a muscular chest and his grin was affable. From the way he was considering her she suspected he would be up for whatever she wanted from him. 

Her nipples hardened inside her bra. 

Under other circumstances she might have wondered if that response had come from the nicotine rush of the e-cigarette. But, seeing the glint of approval in his grin, she knew that would be undervaluing the effect he was clearly provoking. 

Her body was responding to him.

He introduced himself as Caleb and, when she asked, confirmed that he was staying at the spa resort alone for the weekend. Emma moved closer to conduct the interrogation. She used the return of the e-cigarette as an excuse, and then stayed so close she could feel the warmth emanating from Caleb’s body whilst she inhaled the scent of his cologne. It was a manly fragrance with echoes of sandalwood and lime presenting a delightful contrast of the comfortable and the acerbic. She stopped herself sighing with a heightening need for him. She figured she was giving enough signs that he could tell that she was interested in him.

‘You remind me of someone,’ he told her. 

Her spirits sank. 

Surely he had to be a stranger. She didn’t want to believe that, this weekend, the spa resort was solely populated by men who knew her. Yet there didn’t seem to be any other explanation. The place seemed to be filled with clients, schoolfriends and colleagues. 

‘Who do I remind you of?’ 

Her thoughts were working overtime as she tried to predict what he was about to say. Had they met before? When? Where? Who the hell was he? What relationship did they have that would stop them from being technically strangers?

‘You remind me of that woman from the saucy movie that was all the rage last year.’

Emma sighed with relief. She knew the movie he was talking about. A handful of people had said she looked like the female lead. She hadn’t thought the movie was particularly arousing but she did like the way Caleb used the word ‘saucy’. It sat well on his lips and made her realise he was delightfully coy. 

She liked the challenge presented by coy men. 

‘She had legs like yours,’ Caleb explained. ‘And you share similarities in your facial features.’

‘You might find that we share similarities in more ways than just that,’ Emma purred. She pulled the e-cigarette from his fingers and sucked lazily on the mouthpiece. Whilst she held it between her lips she met his eyes and stared at him with exaggerated innocence. ‘If you watched that film closely, you might find we share many more similarities.’

It was as much as she needed to say to win him over.

‘Would you like to come back to my room to discuss this further?’

‘I thought you’d never ask,’ she grinned.

Ten minutes later they were up in his room. Ten minutes after that they were naked and the sex was proving to be amazing. He was obedient and pliant and eager to have his face buried between her thighs. Down there his tongue chased lazy circles against her wetness.

She took a handful of photos with her phone, capturing images of Caleb’s head as it pressed against her pussy. She sent the best of the pictures to Will. 

She caught his tongue slipping against her clit. 

She caught moments where his teeth nibbled lightly at her flesh.

She caught his nose pushing between the moist folds of her labia. Looking at the photos through a veil of quickening excitement, Emma thought they all looked luridly impressive. 

After pressing send, she glanced down at Caleb and thought he looked like he wanted to move his face away. Hurriedly, she pushed at the back of his head and held him against her sex. ‘Suck my clit,’ she hissed.

It wasn’t just that she wanted her clit sucked, although she knew that was going to be pleasurable. She wanted his mouth against her pussy because she was fearful of letting Caleb talk. Given the way the evening had gone so far, she was reluctant to engage him in much conversation for fear of discovering that they had once worked together or he had been a client or they shared some other connection. She felt sure, if they did talk, she would discover they shared a secret history that would mean he wasn’t a stranger.

Whilst those considerations were rushing through her thoughts, the blistering pleasure that came as he suckled her clitoris pushed her to the brink of climax. Her heartbeat raced and she forced a balled fist into her mouth to stop herself shrieking in response to the pleasure. 

Her phone beeped a couple of times. 

She knew the messages were coming from Will and she knew he was sending pictures. Without needing to look, she figured they would be shots of Will with one or both of the brunettes he had been drinking with. If not those two, Emma figured there would be pictures of Will with some other beautiful woman or women, all of them enjoying a bout of illicit pleasure and proving that Will had better abilities than she did when it came to picking up strangers. 

She ignored the intermittent beeping of the phone and focused on what Caleb was doing as his tongue teased the dewy flesh of her pussy lips. 

It would have been easy, she guessed, to be annoyed by the situation. Will had been able to easily bed his choice of lovers for the night while she had struggled to find someone in the hotel who wasn’t a colleague, client or long-lost acquaintance. She pushed notions of unfairness from her thoughts. 

Even though she hadn’t won the bet, the evening had proved to be a lot of fun. 

Pleasure, blossoming from her loins, began to erupt through her sex and spread through her body. Every nerve ending screamed and trembled. The shriek of satisfaction that wanted to tear from her throat was muffled as she turned her face and buried it in a convenient pillow. 

She clutched at the back of Caleb’s head and pushed his face more firmly against her sex. ‘Suck my clit more,’ she demanded, as the climax continued to rush through her body. She spat the words with the breathless insistence of orgasm. ‘Suck my fucking clit.’

Caleb did as she demanded. 

Emma had to admit he was good with his tongue.

She also thought he was equally good when he bent her over the bed later and took her from behind. He rode her vigorously and hard until a second and then a third climax pulsed through her body. His technique was unsophisticated and brutal but, as he repeatedly thrust himself into her, and when his sheathed length finally thickened and then pumped inside her, Emma felt another rush of pleasure through the aching muscles of her pussy. 

She groaned.

Caleb echoed the noise as he collapsed on the bed beside her. 

Given the way her inner thighs trembled, Emma empathised with his obvious exhaustion. She felt equally spent. The evening was all but over and, although she’d managed to bed one stranger, that wouldn’t be enough to win the bet. 

She tried not to think about their forthcoming holiday of snowboarding and skiing and all those other unrelaxing activities on which Will thrived. The only thing that would make it bearable would be the knowledge that she would be spending it in a ski resort with Will and an attractive group of his friends, all of whom were physically capable to the extreme, and most of whom enjoyed proving their prowess in other, less snow-focused ways. 

It was a thought that brightened her mood a little as she kissed Caleb goodnight and tried to remember which room she was sharing with Will. As she walked along the silent corridors, she checked her phone and saw a series of pictures sent by her husband. 

The first was the one she had seen previously, where Will’s grinning mouth was around a woman’s exposed nipple. 

The second was a more explicit picture of Will’s erect length being held by slender feminine fingers. The nails were painted in glossy scarlet and silver stripes that Emma thought looked quite fetching. She wondered how that design would look on her own fingers and decided to show the picture to her manicurist. 

She flicked through the third picture: Will’s shaft slipping into a luridly glossy pussy. The pussy was trimmed with a scrub of brunette curls. The fourth picture showed a similar image, except this time there was a tongue lapping the wetness from Will’s shaft as it plunged into the brunette. Emma was puzzling out the mechanics of that shot, and had flicked through to the fifth picture, before she realised that Will had clearly managed to get two women into his bed at the same time. Two women at the same time? she thought. He had definitely won the bet this evening. She shook her head with admiration as she crept toward the door of their room and swiped her key-card through the lock.

Will was naked in the centre of the bed.

He was not alone.

Emma had been incorrect when she thought Will had managed to entice a pair of women back to his bed. There were three women with him. 

Even as she was assuring the women that she wasn’t an outraged wife, on the verge of demanding to know what they had been doing with her husband, she still felt a pang of frustration that Will had been able to succeed at their bet so easily and all she had been able to manage by way of a stranger had been a single fuck. 

She kissed her husband on the cheek and poured herself a bourbon. She was tempted to start undressing and ask if she could join in the fun before they all went their separate ways for the evening, but she couldn’t think of a way to phrase the question without sounding needy or depraved.

‘You’re back early,’ Will observed.

She laughed. ‘I’m back early because it was so difficult finding someone in this hotel who wasn’t a stranger. It seems like everyone staying here is either a former client of mine, a schoolfriend or someone I work with. I had a lot of difficulty finding a partner for the evening who wasn’t a stranger.’ 

She sipped the bourbon and grimaced at the sharp taste.

‘It must be something about this resort,’ one of the brunettes said. 

Will glared at her but Emma encouraged the woman to continue. 

‘We’re not strangers to Will,’ the brunette explained. ‘We’ve all worked for him as models in the past. That’s why the four of us hooked up here this evening.’

Emma’s brows narrowed as she glanced at Will. 

Will opened his mouth to say something but Emma wouldn’t let him talk. 

‘You’ve worked for him as models?’ Emma asked the brunette. 

‘We’ve all worked for him as models,’ the brunette repeated. She giggled and said, ‘We’ve done other things with him in the past too, although I suppose you’d guessed that much.’

Emma put her drink aside and leaned close so she could kiss the woman with gratitude. Clearly pleased with this show of affection, the brunette returned Emma’s kiss passionately. 

Will still looked like he was trying to voice an excuse or an explanation but Emma wouldn’t let him speak. She was looking forward to a night of delicious pleasure with her husband and his three friends. And, afterwards, Emma realised she would also be looking forward to planning a summer holiday where she could bask in the sultry heat of a tropical beach. 


Loving Myself

Heather Towne

When Jason died, my life went off the rails.

Jason and I had been high-school sweethearts, had gotten married (like we’d always planned) the day after graduation. He’d quickly fulfilled his dream of becoming a firefighter in the small Midwestern city we called home. And I’d gotten a part-time job as an assistant at a veterinary clinic, with the goal of becoming a vet when we had enough money to afford the schooling.

We leased a cosy apartment in a nice neighbourhood only a ten-minute walk from Jason’s parents. Since my parents had both died in a bank robbery when I was young, and I was an only child, Jason’s warm, welcoming family had become mine. I adored his younger brothers and sisters, and got along extremely well with his mother and father. They were a close-knit family, and they wove me into the fabric of all their activities. 

I’d always been kind of shy, with low self-esteem (due to my parents being taken from me so early, I guess). But with my handsome, strong husband looking after me, and as a member of his fun-loving family, I felt, finally, like I actually belonged in the world. They were the most joyous two years of my life.

And then tragedy struck, again. 

It was only a minor garage fire, easily contained. But the young boy, Evan, whom Jason and his fellow firefighters had evacuated from the attached house, had pleaded with Jason to rescue his dog from the kennel in the garage. Jason loved animals as much as I do, although he was more of a dog person, while I’m more of a cat person (my snowshoe Siamese, Tia, had been my best friend and companion growing up). 

So Jason had shaken off his colleagues’ restraining hands and rushed into the burning garage. He just wasn’t the type to turn down a crying child. He’d located the kennel at the rear of the garage through the flames and smoke and unlatched it. And the dog, a six-month-old beagle (Buddy, who showed up at Jason’s funeral), had raced out of the garage and into the jubilant arms of the boy who’d been calling for him. But when Jason had turned to leave, a heavy wooden support beam had come crashing down, crushing my husband, and almost killing me at the same time.

A year passed, and things didn’t get better. In fact, they got worse.

I spent my nights plaintively crying, my days futilely looking for full-time work. Jason’s family tried to be supportive, tried hard. But they had busy lives of their own, and, with my empty life full of memories of Jason, I started to shun them, withdrawing from life. I was retreating back into myself like I had as a child when my parents were killed. I found it harder and harder to get up in the morning and face the harsh, cold, real world. I started drinking again.

And that’s when I ran into Tony, just when I shouldn’t have run into someone like Tony. But just when a weak-willed person with slumping self-confidence would run into someone like Tony. In a seedy bar down by the river on a cool, grey November day quickly fading to night.

I’d just gone through the ordeal of another interview, at the local box factory, and I needed a drink, bad. The nearest bar was Casey’s, on Waterfront Drive. I staggered down the sidewalk through the cutting wind and pushed my way through the heavy wooden door. The familiar beery warmth embraced me, like the devil embraces those who have strayed from God.

The place was dimly lit to hide its dilapidation and dirt, and practically empty. Just a tattered old couple at a booth, and two men leaning against the bar. One of the men was Tony.

I didn’t recognise him at first. I walked over to the short, greasy bar, slid onto a battered stool and ordered a vodka and orange juice.

‘Hey! Angela! Quiet little Angela from eighth grade!’

I took a sip of my drink and then turned my head to look at the man who had called out my name, already ashamed to be recognised in such a place.

‘Tony! Remember? You had a crush on me in junior high.’ He elbowed his companion and then strolled over and jumped onto the stool next to me.

I recognised him up close, all right. Tony. The junior high juvenile delinquent whom I’d sort of hung out with in the eighth grade. Him and his gang of troublemakers and losers. All of whom had either dropped out of school entirely or gone on to different high schools. I’d gotten poor grades in junior high, been suspended a couple of times, and Tony had been a big part of that.

He still had the same dark, curly hair and dark eyes, sensuous mouth and crooked nose. And he was still wearing the same type of torn black leather jacket and dirty black jeans, with the same sneer on his face. But he was a lot heavier than when I’d last seen him, and his skin was the unhealthy colour of someone who didn’t go outside very much, or work very hard. There were dark half-circles under his eyes.

As I sat there clutching my drink and staring at the lowlife, I wondered what I’d ever seen in him in the first place. ‘Oh, hi, Tony,’ I mumbled, looking back down into my glass.

‘Long time, no see, huh?’ He glanced around the desolate bar in an exaggerated manner. ‘So, what’s a nice girl like you doing in a dump like this?’

The bartender, a short, fat, bald man, started to protest. But Tony shot him a menacing glare, forcing the man to swallow his words.

He was waiting for me to say something, ready to pounce. And I gave it to him, so low already I thought I was residing on rock-bottom. ‘I’m, uh, not doing so good, Tony. I’ve been looking for a job. My husband died, and …’

He took it from there, swinging a heavy arm around my small shoulders and clasping me roughly. ‘Hey, lucky you ran into Tony then, huh? I’ll take care of you. Like I did back in junior high. Right, Hi?’

Hi was the other man propping up the bar. A tall, skinny, sandy-haired, vacant-eyed guy who’d been Tony’s sidekick back in school. He was nicknamed ‘Hi’ because of all the marijuana he smoked back then. Judging by his emaciated physique and jerky movements, he had moved onto other, more potent drugs since I’d last seen him.

Tony and I had sex that night, in the dark, cold, filthy alley that ran between the bar and a vacant building. Unprotected sex. I was more than a little drunk, I guess, and full of self-pity along with the alcohol. Tony was more than a little insistent, too, like he’d always been. Just like old times.

He pushed me up against the alley wall and mashed his mouth into mine, pressing his body hard against me. I struggled a little, but not much. His heavy hands clutched my breasts and his thick, wet tongue swarmed into my mouth. I moaned, flailed back with my tongue, undulating my body against Tony’s.

It was sordid, rank, demeaning and disgusting – and I was just in the mood for it.

Tony and I hungrily thrashed our tongues together. And then he dipped his head down and shoved my sweater up, caught my bare tits in his swarthy hands. I moaned again, writhing against the rough wall. Tony flogged one of my nipples with his tongue, then the other one, making me shiver with both cold and heat, my pussy buzzing. 

He slammed my tits together and smeared his tongue back and forth over both of my nipples at once. I grabbed onto his greasy hair and clawed at his scalp, thrusting my burning chest into his fleshy face. I felt sick and sexy at the same time, Tony assaulting my tits with his mauling hands and lashing tongue, the stench of garbage all around us assailing my nostrils. The perfect atmosphere for the craven fuck. I could only be thankful the guy didn’t push me right down onto the filthy alley floor and mount me there. Or maybe that actually would’ve been more appropriate.

Tony jammed my tits up and sucked a jutted nipple into his drooling mouth. He pulled on it, bit into it, bruising my nipple with his teeth like he was bruising my breasts with his hands. Then he spat out the one nipple, and gulped up and fed on the other. I tore at his hair, squirming against the wall, in heat with lust, cold for love.

Tony straightened back up, fumbled his fly open and pulled out his hard cock. Even in the dim light, I could see it was short and stubby, bushed with curly black hairs at the base. Good enough. I popped my own jeans open and Tony yanked them down to my knees. Then he hit my slit with his bulbous cockhead, slammed his shaft into my tunnel.

I grabbed onto his thick neck and groaned. He grunted and grabbed my tits again, started pumping his hips, stabbing his cock into my cunt, fucking me up against the grimy alley wall.

It was quick and savage. Tony wildly thrust into me, clasping and kneading my breasts. I bounced off the wall against him, digging my dirty fingernails into the folds of flesh on his neck. He huffed rancid breath into my face. I spat back into his gasping mouth.

Tony jerked, banging me. I felt his cock jump and shoot in my pussy, spurt a load of hot, sticky, soiling sperm. I desperately swallowed back bile and shuddered my own wretched joy, orgasm shocking up from my stuffed cunt and stinging my desolate body. We were united in depravity, Tony and I, two lowdown, down-low animals rutting around in the dirt for any pleasure we could get and take.

I felt terrible about it afterwards, when I woke up in the bed I’d shared with my husband in our apartment, and Tony was snoring, naked, next to me. I spent ten minutes throwing up in the bathroom, then thirty minutes under the hot shower.

But it was no good. Tony was back in my life – what little life I had – whether I liked it or not. I just didn’t have the strength, the resolve, to stand up to the guy, even if I’d wanted to. 

I could say that I was vulnerable, use the excuse that I was still ‘recovering’ from the death of my beloved husband. But the truth is, I actually, subconsciously welcomed it – my descent into Tony’s clutches. At least now I had somebody who would tell me what to do.

Tony told me. I’d do whatever he wanted me to do. He moved right into my apartment that day, him and Hi and various other scummy acquaintances.

Tony didn’t work. He partied all night and slept most of the day, drank and played loud music and video games, dealt drugs on the side. It didn’t take long for my neighbours in the four-storey building to start to complain.

Henry, the superintendent, stopped me as I slunk up the stairs one day, after getting back from my part-time job at the veterinary clinic. My arms were loaded down with beer and junk food for Tony and his gang. 

‘Angela, your “guests” were banging on the walls and floor all afternoon, slamming doors. Mrs Latimer almost had a stroke, she was so upset by it all.’

Mrs Latimer lived in the suite directly below mine. She used to bake cinnamon buns and muffins for Jason and me.

Henry smiled. He’d always been so helpful, as well, watchful, like a second father almost. When I dared to glance up at him, I could see the concern etched all over his kindly face.

‘What’s going on, Angela? You used to be such a good tenant, such a sweet person. You and your hus—’ His voice trailed off, and now he looked down in embarrassment.

‘Sorry,’ I mumbled, and ran up the stairs.

The party went on almost all night, as usual. Until the police finally arrived to break it up when one of Tony’s buddies urinated off the balcony onto Henry’s flowers.

That cleared out most of the riff-raff, but not all. There was still me and Tony, and Tony’s ‘friend’ Ginger.

Ginger was a thin, scraggly-haired woman who dressed and talked and acted like a refugee from the 1960s. She was constantly looking for ‘kicks’, to turn on and tune in and drop out.

I guess I was pretty buzzed myself, wallowing in the sweet-smelling after-party, the air and my mind equally clouded, my body lethargic. So that when Ginger plopped down next to me against the wall and put her arm around my shoulders, I hardly took any notice. Tony dropped down on my other side, crossing his legs like Ginger.

‘Hey, baby,’ he said, rubbing my thigh with a grimy hand. ‘Ginger really digs you. Right, Ginger?’

The woman squeezed my shoulders, staring at me. Then she kissed me on the cheek. ‘I do, man. I sure do. She’s one foxy little lady.’ 

Ginger kissed me on the cheek again, and this time I felt the wet tip of her tongue caress my face.

I sobered up, fast. I jerked my knees upright and wrapped my arms around them, trying to get small, disappear inside myself, like I used to do as a young girl when I was frightened and faced with adversity. But Tony and Ginger pressed in on me from either side. Tony’s hand travelled up to cup one of my breasts, while Ginger’s hand travelled down to cup my other breast.

‘What d’you say we really party – just the three of us?’ Tony breathed hotly in my ear.

I tried to lift up off the couch and get away, but the pair held me, clutching my breasts in their filthy fingers, then shoving my T-shirt up so that they gripped my bare, heated flesh. They craned their necks down, and Ginger’s cracked lips latched onto my right nipple, Tony’s wet lips sucking up my left. I leaned back against the couch and moaned, hating it and wanting it at the same time. What else was there to do, with those people?

Ginger and Tony worked my tits with their hands, my nipples with their tongues and lips and teeth. Until, abruptly, Tony jumped up, broke his pants open and pulled out his stubby cock. He thrust forward into Ginger’s and my face.

‘Suck it, you sluts!’ he growled, glaring down at us.

Ginger eased me forward with her arm around my shoulder and I took Tony’s outstretched cock into my mouth and sucked on it. He spasmed and grunted, grabbing my hair and hers. I popped my lips off his cock and Ginger slid hers on, sucking off my ‘boyfriend’ herself.

I didn’t mind, didn’t care. Everything was a hazy blur, the more numbed the better. Ginger and I buzzed our lips up and down either side of Tony’s veiny erection, his hands guiding us. Then he pushed our heads together, so that Ginger was kissing me at the end of Tony’s cock, tonguing my tongue, her fingers squeezing my tits and tweaking my nipples again.

Tony liked watching the show. But he had a short attention span. He pushed us sluts back on the couch and crouched in between Ginger’s skinny legs. Her pants were down around her ankles, like mine, somehow. Tony plunged his cock into her red-furred pussy and wildly thrust back and forth, fucking the moaning woman now groping her own tits.

Then he jerked out of her, and jammed his cock into my pussy. Tony grabbed up my thighs and pumped into my tunnel. Greasy sweat splattered down off his face onto my stomach. Ginger rubbed her clit with one hand, fed the grimy fingers of her other hand into my open mouth to suck on. 

Tony jumped back and forth, penetrating and pile-driving the pair of us. Ginger and I twisted our tongues together, rolled one another’s nipples, buffed each other’s clits. My body buzzed like my head, despite the sickness in the back of my mind.

Tony soon shook and bellowed and blasted, filling Ginger’s pussy with his spraying semen, then jerking out and jamming his coming cock into my cunt, staining my tunnel with his heated seed yet again. Ginger’s clit vibrated under my fingers like her body on the couch. She pinched my clit, and I shuddered with a racking orgasm of my own, the three of us debauched all together now.

Afterwards, I leaped to my feet, ran for the bathroom and locked myself inside. I sat on the toilet trembling violently, my teeth chattering non-stop. Listening to Tony and Ginger having rough sex on the bed I used to share with my husband.

* * *

‘You have to throw the bum out, Angela,’ Nicole told me. ‘Or call the police and get them to remove him. You can’t let him get away with … that.’ She pointed at the Band-Aids over my left eye.

I chewed listlessly on my cheese sandwich, but it had gone so dry in my mouth that I couldn’t even swallow it. Much like Nicole wasn’t swallowing my story about banging my head, accidentally, on a cupboard door.

We were sitting at the round table in the small break-room in back of the veterinary clinic. Nicole was one of my few remaining friends, because I had to see her at work, if I wanted to earn any money.

‘OK,’ I gulped. ‘He pushed me. And I hit my head on a doorframe. But he was drunk. He didn’t mean to hurt me.’

‘Like heck he didn’t. And next time it won’t be just a push.’

I stared at Nicole, wanting to yell, to scream, to cry. But I was so mentally and physically drained from my life of living hell with Tony that I couldn’t muster the strength.

So I fled. I quit my job at the clinic the next day. When Tony split my lip with a hard slap to the face.

The abuse had started shortly after I’d insisted that Ginger get out of my bed. Tony had kicked the bathroom door, punched the wall. Then, later on, he’d pushed me, slapped me. And with me at home all the time with him, bringing in no money, he would kick me or punch me anytime he liked, calling me useless and other, worse, names.

I was locked in the destructive relationship, unable to escape.

I was too bruised and battered to even go out and look for another job. The rent quickly went into arrears, the apartment and my appearance a mess. And I didn’t care. Liquor was my solace and companion, one hellish day blending into another brutal night, alcohol dulling the pain, Tony having his way with me whenever he liked, abusing me both mentally and physically. 

Things only came to a head when the eviction notice showed up in my mailbox, long overdue.

‘Looks like you’re finally going to have to get off your lazy ass and get back to work,’ Tony smirked, sitting across from me at the wobbly kitchen table. ‘My friends and I need a place to hang out.’

I lifted my dizzy head out of my arms and blinked my bleary eyes. ‘Why don’t you just deal more dope?’

Tony slapped me. His hand shot across the table and his palm cracked off my cheek. I hardly even felt it. The man sitting in the third taped-up chair at the table just grinned and nodded.

He was a short, stocky man with a shaved head and gold earrings and gold teeth. Another one of Tony’s street associates.

‘I know how your woman can make you some money, bro,’ he said, his voice low and dangerous-sounding. ‘Good money.’

Tony looked at him. ‘What d’you mean? She’s good for only one thing.’

‘That’s what I mean,’ the man said, still grinning. ‘I can get Lexie to fix her up, put on some makeup, some nice clothes.’ He licked his thick lips. ‘She’d bring in three hundred a night, easy.’

Tony grinned at that, then at me, his dark eyes shining.

I looked from one man to the other, my numbed senses gone colder than ever before. I pushed myself up from the table, sick to my stomach.

Tony grabbed for my arm. I snatched it away. Then I stumbled through the garbage and empty bottles that were scattered all over the carpet. I hit my bed crying, burying my face in the foul-smelling pillow.

The last thing I heard before I fell asleep in a stupor, after draining the last quarter of a bottle I’d hidden away in a drawer, was Tony’s friend saying to him, ‘Don’t worry, bro. I’ll break her in. Won’t be difficult.’ The sinister self-satisfaction in his voice was chilling.

I woke up in the middle of the night. I didn’t know what time it was, only that it was pitch-black, and quiet. And that someone was kneeling on the bed, over the top of me.

I was lying on my stomach with my face sideways on the pillow. I was naked, no sheet or blanket covering me. I bit into the pillow, clutching it with my chewed-down fingernails, holding my breath. The bed groaned, and a man’s damp hands grabbed onto and spread my bottom.

I rolled over and screamed. Tony’s friend was straddling me, naked.

He smacked me across the face. Jarring me, shaking something loose inside of me. I suddenly flashed from cold to hot – cold fear to hot anger. I didn’t think, I didn’t worry, I didn’t quail. I whipped my right leg up, slamming my right knee in between the man’s legs. Furious. Fighting back.

He gasped and grabbed at his groin, toppled over onto his side on the bed.

I jumped off the bed, ran to the door and yanked it open, flush with fury. Tony’s snores were fuel to my raging fire.

I snatched a knife out of a kitchen drawer and then stalked over to where Tony lay sprawled on the couch, passed out. I grasped him firmly between the legs and put the cold steel where it would hurt him the most. His eyes blinked open and he gaped up at me.

‘You and your friend are getting out of my apartment right now!’ I hissed, barely hearing my own voice with the blood pounding in my ears, barely recognising my own voice with the blood pounding in my veins. ‘I don’t ever want to see you, or any of your “friends”, ever again! Understand?’

Tony swallowed, the blade of the knife pressing against his most valued bit of flesh. I was hitting the bastard below the belt, where he deserved it.

He nodded, and I eased up on the cutting pressure, drawing my hands back.

Tony instantly flung his hands up and grabbed my neck, choking me. ‘You stupid bitch!’ he wailed. ‘You think you can tell me what to do? After all I’ve done to you?’ He shook me, his eyes wide and wild, mouth spitting.

I dropped the knife back into position. My voice now was as cold and cutting as that blade, despite Tony’s squeezing hands. ‘If you stay, Tony, some night, one night, when you’re passed out like you were just now, I’ll be back with this knife, and I won’t bother to warn you about what’s going to happen. I’m going to do it. So help me God!’

His hands loosened on my neck, his eyelids fluttering and his Adam’s apple bobbing. He saw in my eyes, and heard in my voice, that I meant exactly what I’d said. Angela was finally standing up for herself.

Tony cleared out. And I cleaned up – my apartment and my life.

I borrowed the money from Nicole to pay my back rent and apologised to all of my neighbours and Henry. I got my job back at the veterinary clinic, along with a second job waitressing at night, so that I could save up for veterinary school. And I reconnected with Jason’s family, who were only too happy to welcome me back again.

It’s not easy. You can have all the friends and family in the world, all the right support systems in place, but in the end you still have to rely on yourself – me, myself and I. If you can get along with them, have confidence in them, push them to achieve, then you can accomplish almost anything. The three of us have never worked, or lived, so well together before.
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