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 Hot-Swapped Wife 
 
    Back on screen, Virtual Dane closed in on his slutty whore wife, mounting the sofa and climbing between her legs. He held his big cock ready, touching it to her wet center. God in heaven, he was huge. Paige was petite, no bigger than the original porn star. And she was tight, virginally so. No way could she take a monster like that. Oh, but she was going to, though. She was going to take it all. 
 
    The right-hand menu was still there. It was teasing him. Mitch’s still photo was there on top, grinning, waiting for his call-up like some crazy version of tag-team wrestling. 
 
    Hell no. Paige was strung so tight, he would never, ever, ever… He couldn’t even imagine her with another man, least of all with his own brother, letting him watch. 
 
    Watch her whore herself. 
 
    She did look very…willing. 
 
    And it wasn’t him cheating, it was her. Hell, it probably wasn’t cheating at all if he was watching. 
 
    Dane looked from Paige, legs spread, big cock teasing her entrance, over to Mitch’s still photo. The “CHANGE…” button appeared. 
 
    Let me do the honors, bro. She wants it, can’t you see the look on her face? I got this. 
 
    God help me. Dane blinked. 
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 Bait 
 
    Two minutes to go in the promo video from hell. Dane sighed, not theatrically, but not far from it, either. He wondered whether the girl had heard—maybe she’d pull the pin early if she knew he’d checked out. If this demo hadn’t been set up entirely for his benefit (add to that the small matter of his aversion to personal confrontation), he’d have walked already. Which was probably why she’d got him in there alone, literally behind closed doors—it was harder to get away. 
 
    As a consumer tech journalist, Dane knew better than most that you pissed away sessions at these tech symposiums at your peril; he still rued missing the iPhone keynote at Macworld 2007 when he let himself get cornered by that hot merch-girl. And now here he was in 2019, apparently still not-quite-learning that lesson. This time it was a marketing chick, which is a step up from merch-girl, but Ailsa’s hotness and the distinct likelihood of a panty-flash from beneath that tiny skirt were, like at Macworld 2007, key factors behind his decision to listen to her pitch. 
 
    “You’ll see a tiny glitch at 3:57…right about…” Ailsa leaned closer, uncrossing those long bare legs and directing Dane’s attention back toward the screen. “There!” 
 
    He flicked his eyes up for politeness’ sake. The product she was presenting was a case of same shit, different day—face-swap for video, dropping one actor’s face onto another’s, except this one did the entire body. Old tech. And if Ailsa had been wearing a longer skirt, he might have picked up on it a little earlier and saved them both some time. 
 
    “Did you catch it?” she asked, touching the back of his hand and positioning her body so the buttons down her blouse gaped. She was very good at this. “The AI couldn’t work out how to make him look sweetly innocent, and its next best is kind of ‘dazed and confused’.” 
 
    The video was actually pretty smooth—a body-swap of their orange-skinned President with Liesl von Trapp from The Sound of Music. He was singing Sixteen Going on Seventeen, which would have been a lot more entertaining if the AI had rendered it with his voice. 
 
    Enough. Dane turned his body away from the screen and sat watching Ailsa until she got the message and stopped the video. He sighed inwardly, not sure how to do this with a beautiful woman. “It’s very…” He hunted for the perfect word, something that meant amusing, yet underwhelming. 
 
    “Promising?” 
 
    “I was thinking, n-n-novel.” Fuck it. He hadn’t stuttered in years, not since he’d proposed to Paige. Lucky she wasn’t here; she’d have thrown a blanket over Ailsa’s legs out of sheer embarrassment. 
 
     “Novel?” She winced prettily. At twenty-something, she did everything prettily. “Ouch. I’m not gonna lie, we were hoping for something more like groundbreaking. Disruptive, even.” 
 
    “S-so was I.” 
 
    “Was it him? You’re not Republican, are you? We have another one with Hillary, but watching her face move naturally with all that Botox just looks creepy.” 
 
    “It’s not the demo. It was n-n—” 
 
    “Novel. Yes, you mentioned that.” 
 
    “N-Nearly perfect.” 
 
    “Oh. Sooo…?” She folded her legs beneath the chair. Notwithstanding the microskirt, it was a demure gesture that reminded Dane of his wife, and that broke the spell. 
 
    “It’s been done,” he said, pleased and a little surprised by his own burgeoning confidence. He’d never developed the knack of plain-speaking in person, least of all with women. “Face-swap was big for about ten minutes, but now the App Store is flooded and the market is too diluted for new players.” 
 
    “Face-swap, yes. But you saw how—” 
 
    Dane held up a hand. “I get it. You’re using AI. You’re replacing the entire body and filling in the background where their shape differs by sampling the surrounding frames.” 
 
    “Um, yeah.” Ailsa blinked, clearly surprised. “It’s revolutionary, don’t you think?” 
 
    “It was revolutionary when Forrest Gump did it in the 1990’s.” 
 
    “With months in the editing suite, but—” 
 
    “But you can do it in real time, right?” 
 
    “That’s right.” She looked cautiously optimistic, like maybe Dane was turning a corner. 
 
    “On live footage, probably.” 
 
    “In the next Beta. This summer.” 
 
    “My point”—Dane tried to suppress the urge to lecture—“is that the face-swap bubble has burst. People had their fun, then they moved on.” 
 
    “Which is why the technology needs a disruptor.” 
 
    “Compact Disc, iPod, cordless headphones.” Dane checked them off on his fingers. “They were disruptors. What did they have in common?” 
 
    “Music?” 
 
    “…which is ubiquitous. People used to listen to cassette tapes and FM radio on giant ghetto blasters, now it’s Spotify and MP3’s on their cellphone. The medium changes, but the behavior stays the same.” 
 
    Ailsa crossed her legs again and sat back, regarding him for a long moment with a studied expression. Oddly, it made Dane feel it was him being vetted and not the other way around. She didn’t say anything, just watched him, double-clicking her complimentary hotel ballpoint. 
 
    “The tech is just tech,” he said, breaking the stalemate. “It’s not a product. It might have a thousand uses and still make you nothing. I’ll tell you this for free, though—find the right vehicle and you could be the next Spotify, or miss it, and all you’ll make is licensing fees on the Facebook plugin.” 
 
    Ailsa leaned closer, a smile curling at the corner of her ruby lips. “What if I told you”—she paused for emphasis, channeling Morpheus from The Matrix, though she was certainly too young to realize—“we already have the vehicle? Fueled, lubed, and purring like a kitten, ready to go.” She smiled as she said that last bit and shimmied in a way Dane found unutterably sexual. Beautiful women, he’d discovered, often did things like that without realizing. He couldn’t count the number of micro-expressions Paige had that lit him up. 
 
    “If that were true,” he said, trying and failing to cock an eyebrow, “then you’d have Gizmodo and Engadget in here instead of me.” 
 
    “We don’t want a Tier One.” 
 
    That stung. His company had a hundred thousand Twitter followers. Another two and a half million and yeah, then he’d be playing with the big boys. 
 
    “They wouldn’t risk their brand on what we’re offering.” 
 
    Dane scoffed. “And I would?” 
 
    “We think so. Would you be upset to learn we profiled you?” She was doing that gaping thing with her buttons again. “Our algorithm says we’re a perfect match.” 
 
    Dane bypassed the innuendo. He was more than a little impressed at the level of homework they’d done to find a launch partner. “Look, Miss…” 
 
    “Just Ailsa.” 
 
    Dane set his jaw, steadfastly refusing to drop his eyes to either her bust or her legs. “Ailsa, you’re very flattering, and I’m sure I don’t need to tell you, very charming as well. But if you have a pitch, a real pitch, I’d like to hear it, otherwise there are about a hundred exhibits I still need to visit.” 
 
    Ailsa produced a VR headset, as if from nowhere. “Do you have your cell?” 
 
    Dane stifled a sigh. VR was only a little less tired than face-swap. She’d piqued his curiosity though, so he fished his phone from his jeans pocket. 
 
    “Connect to our Wi-Fi,” she said. “The PID is HEAVENSENT.” 
 
    Dane found it and connected. It popped up a firewall page in his browser, asking for a login. 
 
    “The login’s your name, all lower-case, no spaces.” 
 
    Dane couldn’t suppress a smile. She’d been ready for him.  “You really expected to get this far, didn’t you?” That meant the skirt was for him, too, and the pinned-up hair. Most guys would prefer it down. He wondered how deep their profiling went. The idea of a beautiful woman like Ailsa preparing herself especially for him gave him a visceral thrill. 
 
    “It’ll offer an app download,” Ailsa explained. “You might need to enable untrusted providers.” 
 
    Dane sniffed. This wasn’t his first tech rodeo. He installed beta apps on an almost weekly basis. This one was only a small download, which made sense because all the AI would be server-side, not on the phone. 
 
    “Now,” she said, shuffling closer and turning up the flirty charm. “If you trust us with your data, check the boxes to give it access to your social media.” 
 
    There were checkboxes for most of the sites Dane was active on. All the accounts on his cell were personal, not professional, so he wasn’t too concerned—he kept them pretty vanilla. A spinny wait icon appeared and the screen dissolved into a grey wash. 
 
      
 
    Harvesting… 
 
      
 
    He felt a chill. They could’ve chosen a less ominous word. He could almost see all his data being hoovered up into a giant, clanking HeavenSent harvester, which shat out little gift boxes to direct marketers containing his credit details and buying preferences. 
 
    Ailsa got him to slip the device into the VR headset, and by the time it was fitted, the screen had split in two to project a 3D image, with a single message printed on both sides. 
 
      
 
    Hello Dane. 
 
    Your HeavenSent experience is ready. 
 
      
 
    He frowned at Ailsa. “This isn’t one of those rollercoaster sims, is it?” 
 
    “It’s a ride, alright,” she said, laughing at an unshared joke. “But not that kind.” She touched his hand again. “Go ahead, put it on. I’ll look after things out here for you.” 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Pitch 
 
      
 
    What the hell, it’s not like it can kill me. He positioned the goggles and made the strap comfortable, bringing the text into sharp, 3D focus. He moved his head from side to side, pleased to see the text slide back and forth over its background like it was anchored to a fixed point in space. It was a professional touch that let him know they sweated the small stuff. 
 
    “There’s eye-tracking in the headset.”  
 
    Ailsa’s voice was close to his ear and pitched a little higher than before. It revved Dane’s lizard brain.  
 
    “Just look at the on-screen controls, and when it highlights the one you want, blink to click.” 
 
    Smooth. Dane found an arrow in the bottom corner and blinked it. The display dissolved into a video recording, the camera panning through a quintessentially West Coast apartment, all blond timber and white tile. The 3D effect was less pronounced than the intro, but still realistic. “This was a 2D video, originally, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “The AI is rendering it in real time. It works best when the image is moving.” 
 
    Dane heard a doorbell through the headset, and the camera dollied to the front door, zooming in on the security peephole. There was a woman in a green dress outside, comically distorted by the fisheye lens. 
 
    A creepy sense of déjà vu crawled up Dane’s spine. He’d seen her somewhere. Recently. “Are you sure you loaded the right video?” he asked, suddenly unsure he wanted to keep watching. “This one doesn’t seem—” 
 
    “It’s the right one.” Her voice was very close. Very soft. “Keep watching.” 
 
    The camera returned to the interior view. A big guy came to the door, his musculature barely concealed beneath a tight, white T-shirt. He too, looked familiar. 
 
    A computer menu bar appeared, transparently laid over the right-hand edge of the display. At the top was a small, still picture of the guy in the video, and when Dane looked at it, a button materialized over the top, suggesting ‘CHANGE…’. Everything snapped into place at once, the body-swap, the AI—he could choose a different actor. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “You have my attention.” 
 
    “I know.” Her breath tickled Dane’s cheek. “Keep watching.” 
 
    The intrusion of the AI and Ailsa’s proximity had startled him out of the scene, and he’d missed the door-answering and greeting, registering only that the woman in the green dress was slim and pretty, and a good foot shorter than the guy. Something looked off about her, but before Dane could work out what it was, another menu overlay appeared on the left with a thumbnail image of the woman. 
 
    Dane’s chest tightened. He’d worked out what was off—it was right there in the still. The woman had her hair up. In pigtails. And the green dress was a girl-scout uniform. 
 
    It was porn. Not just any porn, either. He’d watched this one in his hotel room the previous night. On this very phone. 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what you think you can get from me—” He reached for the goggles, but Ailsa stopped him with a hand over the top of his. 
 
    “I don’t want anything except your time,” she said. “And I don’t know what’s on that video—the AI chose it—but I can guess. I’m not judging, and it’s not a trap or a scam.” 
 
    The whole girl-scout-porn thing wasn’t an issue (the actress was clearly in her late twenties in any case), but even if it had been, the tone of Ailsa’s assurance rang true. Besides, what was the worst she could do? Embarrass him? She could do that without augmented reality goggles. 
 
    “This is the product, Dane,” she said. “And with your help, it’s going to make us both very wealthy.” 
 
    Well, it would make her very wealthy, at least. The implied exclusive journalistic opportunity she was offering him would only raise his profile, but if he couldn’t turn that into profit then he wasn’t worthy of it.  
 
    He relaxed his grip on the headset and allowed her to place his hands back down in his lap. She’d moved so close, he could feel her body—her breast, he thought—pressing against his ribs. 
 
    The couple in the video were sitting on the sofa. The guy had his hand on the girl-scout’s bare thigh and was sliding it higher, hiking up her hem. The anticipation spiked Dane’s heartrate. He knew what happened next; he’d watched it through, all the way to the deep, pulsing creampie. He’d never watched porn with a woman in the room, though. Not even Paige. In that respect, he and the purported girl-scout had something in common—neither of them had any idea how big a surprise they had in store. 
 
    “Have you tried the controls?” 
 
    The menus were still there, hers on the left and his on the right. The porn stud began unbuttoning the girl-scout’s dress. Dane looked at the still on the left. 
 
      
 
    CHANGE… 
 
      
 
    He blinked, bringing forth a gallery of women’s photos. There were too many to recognize any one individual, but as soon as he focused on the first one, it zoomed in and he quickly recognized Ailsa. He swallowed hard. “Why would you—?” 
 
    “Because nobody ever disrupted technology by sitting on their ass. Be bold, Dane. Click around. Come on an adventure with me.” 
 
    Dane blinked on the image of Ailsa. The change wasn’t immediate, but before his eyes, the pretty porn star’s face dissolved and resolved into Ailsa’s—the higher cheekbones, smaller nose, redder lips. Now that he’d selected her, the left-hand menu offered a range of alternative hairstyles and accessories, from formal to casual to business, and everything in between. Dane blinked on a beautifully coiffed up-do that exposed her slender neck, a pair of silver drop earrings, and tortoiseshell-framed glasses like the ones she was wearing today. 
 
    The porn stud slipped the gaping girl-scout dress over Ailsa’s shoulders. They both stood up and it fell to the floor, leaving her in only bra and panties. The stud helped her remove the bra, then stroked her breasts, pinching the nipples to hard points. 
 
    Dane swallowed heavily. Jesus Christ. He had a sudden epiphany on what it meant to objectify women. Porn stars, to him, were just…well, porn stars. Anonymous sluts. But the one on screen was someone he knew. The difference was stunning. To think a few minutes ago he’d been peeking between her buttons to see the curve of her bra cup, watching the shadows between her legs when she crossed and uncrossed, hungering for a flash of white—just a glimpse. Ailsa was real and knowable, a flesh and blood woman showing Dane her tits and letting another man touch them. The juxtaposition of this successful, professional businesswoman whoring herself excited Dane like nothing he’d ever experienced. 
 
    Except none of it is real. Or was it? Were those the porn star’s tits? How far had Ailsa gone in setting this up? He tried to remember how they looked from the previous night and suddenly realized he didn’t have to. He went back to the left menu to restore the original porn star.  
 
    Blink. 
 
    Brunette. Smaller breasts. Tighter brown nipples. 
 
    Blink. 
 
    Caramel blonde. Slimmer waist. It was Ailsa, all of Ailsa, right down to the big pink areolas. An honest-to-God marketing hottie was getting her tits pawed and sucked on camera for everyone to see. 
 
    A hand rested on Dane’s thigh. 
 
    Oh fuck, oh fuck. He couldn’t look away. Virtual Ailsa went to her knees, fishing in the guy’s zipper for his cock, which Dane remembered as being impressively fat and a fetchingly tight fit inside the petite girl-scout. 
 
    He almost passed out with the realization. He was going to watch Ailsa fuck. She had her hand on his leg, and she was going to sit with him while he watched her take a stranger’s big fat cock in her cooch. 
 
    A stranger… 
 
    He glanced over to the right-hand menu— 
 
      
 
    CHANGE… 
 
      
 
    —and pulled up the gallery of guys. This set was more immediately recognizable, with photos of himself, his younger brother Mitch, and his dad (God help me, no!) on the top row. So that was why she’d needed access to his social sites. 
 
    Dane focused on his own photo. It enlarged, covering the others in the gallery. 
 
    Don’t do this, man. Don’t do it to Paige. 
 
    But what was he doing, really? He was watching a porno. The day that became cheating, divorce courts would go into meltdown. 
 
    It’s not her, it’s not you, and it’s not cheating. 
 
    Dane took a shaky breath and blinked on his own photo. 
 
    On screen, Ailsa found the big fat cock and pulled it out through the zipper, smiling greedily. The camera pulled back to full shot. Dane knew what he was going to see, and yet still his breath caught. He was in the video, standing in a Hollywood apartment he’d never visited with a gorgeous twenty-something techie-chick, kneeling before him in her white panties and tortie-glasses, feeding his giant, porn star dick into her mouth. 
 
    Porn star dick. So the AI wasn’t 100% accurate, but he liked that in the absence of evidence to the contrary, it had made him every bit as hung as the big porn stud. 
 
    Ailsa was sucking his cock. Right there in 3D, Dane was inside her mouth, and God help him, she was going for it. She was going to suck him inside-out. 
 
    Paige had never blown him. Indeed, Dane hadn’t known the pleasure with any woman, notwithstanding the very compelling evidence on-screen. But now it was really happening, before his eyes, no less, with all the attendant sucking and slurping. Dane was getting his first ever virtual blowjob. He couldn’t fathom this getting any better. 
 
    Then a hand touched his cock. His real cock. In real life.  
 
    “Oh, Jesus.” His voice was a whisper. “Don’t—” 
 
    “Shhh.” 
 
    How a sound like that could be commanding, Dane didn’t know, but he shushed. He placed his hand over Ailsa’s. His left hand, the one with the wedding band on the third finger. He thought it would stop her, but it didn’t. She kept stroking, squeezing, pumping him up to peak.  
 
    He wanted to tell her about Paige. This was very flattering, very, very flattering, but Paige would not be cool with it. He couldn’t speak. It wasn’t that he lacked the will, he just didn’t know how. Nothing like this had ever happened. 
 
    The bigger-dicked version of him on screen had no such misgivings. With one hand behind his back and the other cupping Ailsa’s nape, he fucked her pretty red mouth with long, languid strokes. Virtual Ailsa took it all. She didn’t even hold him. Cupping her own tits and twiddling her nipples, she just laid her head back and swallowed him whole. The camera even zoomed in to catch the bulge sliding down her throat. 
 
      
 
    Dane’s zipper slid down and a small hand stole inside— 
 
    (no-no-no!) 
 
    —freeing his cock with a lot less wrestling than the girl-scout had needed. Wet warmth enveloped his erection. It felt like pussy…until the sucking began. Pussies didn’t suck, in Dane’s experience. They also didn’t have tongues that swirled around your knob or licked your balls when you were all the way inside. 
 
    She was swallowing his cock. Jesus Christ. It was just like on screen. What the fuck did she want with him? Was he being recorded? Well shit, it was too late if he was. If she wanted a good review, she had it without the blowjob. The images on the VR headset were seamless. He couldn’t wait to tell— 
 
    Paige. 
 
    Paige loved AI. Actually, she loved ML, Machine Learning, but to-may-to, to-mah-to. She’d have questions. 
 
    You watched VR porn? Really? Were there many people there? 
 
    Virtual Dane had had enough cocksucking. He laid girl-scout Ailsa back on the sofa with her legs in the air, preparatory to what Dane recalled from the previous night as a vigorous fingering and tongue-fucking. 
 
    No more! The fantasy of cheating with a young marketing hottie had become (literally!) too real. He cut his eyes to the left-hand menu, which had collapsed sometime during the cock swallowing, but which now jumped back out, jauntily almost, with its array of ready sex partners. Paige was there. Sweet, safe Paige. She could save him. She could make it all go away. 
 
    Mitch’s wife, Sarah, was there too. It was her wedding photo from Facebook, and she still had her veil on, pulled back but held in place by a white jeweled headpiece. 
 
    Interesting. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Switch 
 
    He didn’t want to think about it, but how could he not? It was stupid. Ridiculous, even. He could never cut his brother’s lunch, but Sarah was right there—in a fucking sex menu, for Christ’s sake. In a way, it would be weird if he wasn’t thinking about it. 
 
    Thinking about what, bro? 
 
    He could fuck Sarah, that’s what. Absolved of guilt and consequence free. None of this was real, not even the soft mouth wrapped around his cock, an impossibility beyond the curtain of the VR goggles that was already fading into fantasy. 
 
    Would the AI render Sarah’s veil? She’d spent all morning getting herself ready for her wedding day, Paige had told him, having her make-up done, curling and pinning her hair, painting her finger and toenails. And with his big, fat dick, Dane could take her. He could take his brother’s place and ream his sexy sister-in-law on her wedding night.  
 
    He remembered how the porn stud’s dick had throbbed when he came inside the girl-scout. Better, he remembered the look of stunned realization on her face when that wet heat bloomed in her core. Dane loved a surprise creampie. 
 
    He blinked on the photo. The one with the jeweled headpiece and veil. He wanted to see the shock in Sarah’s eyes, the betrayal, when he emptied a big wad of jizz in her pussy.  
 
    Virtual Dane stripped off Sarah’s panties. He only got a glimpse of her body—her perkier breasts and mid-winter belly bulge, which he remembered from an Instagram album of their Cabo San Lucas vacation—before the camera zoomed in on his tongue in her pussy. 
 
    Oh shit, he was really doing this. It was so wrong it made his head spin. His dick was in a stranger’s mouth, his tongue was in his sister-in-law’s pussy, and his wife was home in Santa Clara with no idea he was pissing their marriage down the toilet. His balls churned. He could come right now, he rarely lasted this long, except he was too ashamed. Paige would read him like a book. How could he keep this from her? Every time he saw Sarah, he’d be wondering how she tasted, how her perky tits felt, and Paige would just know. 
 
    He wanted to have an affair with his brother’s wife. 
 
    No, that wasn’t quite it—he wanted to fuck his brother’s wife and come in her cunt. Way down deep in her fertile, just-married cunt. 
 
    He had to put a stop to this. 
 
    The camera pulled back and dollied around to Sarah’s shoulder. She was wearing the veil. Dane had two fingers inside her and was sucking her clit. Sarah held his head close, her wedding corsage, a white silk rose, still on her wrist. Her legs began trembling. Jesus Christ, she was coming on his face. She was crying and moaning, telling him she was nearly there; it wasn’t Sarah’s voice, except it kind of was because Dane’s imagination was filling in the gaps. 
 
    Stop it. 
 
    Dane already knew he was going to publicize the fuck out of this tech. He didn’t need any more convincing. He knew why the Tier One tech blogs wouldn’t touch it, and yes, his credibility would take a hit, but if they got early momentum, this was going to be big. In five years, nobody would remember how he got his start in the big leagues. 
 
    Nobody except Paige. She’d know he’d used it, and she wouldn’t be shy about asking. She’d want to know which video he’d watched and whose bodies he’d swapped. 
 
    Yours and mine, darling. The lie just came to him, and it was perfect, more so because there was still time to make it true. Yep, when the fucking began, he’d been right there, front and center between his good lady wife’s legs. He could always omit the scenes where he got sucked off by the virtual marketing chick and munched his sister-in-law’s pussy. And not to forget the small matter of the very real hottie in his lap, slurping away on his dick throughout the experience. Would anyone believe that, anyway? 
 
    On the headset, Sarah had finished coming, and porn-stud-Dane was stripping. The AI had rendered him with Dane’s physique; he was no musclebound Adonis, but he wasn’t too shabby, either. It added to the realism. 
 
    Sarah was scooting back on the sofa, her legs open and ready for her thick brother-in-law cock. 
 
    Don’t do this, man. 
 
    He desperately wanted Sarah, but he couldn’t. He quickly cast his eyes left— 
 
      
 
    CHANGE… 
 
      
 
    —and swapped her out for Paige. Sweet, demure, missionary-position-in-the-dark Paige. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Watch 
 
    Oh. My. Fucking God. 
 
    It had used the photo from her Facebook profile, another one from Mitch and Sarah’s wedding. She rarely used make-up, didn’t need to in Dane’s opinion, but she had that day. She’d looked…stunning. Normally she was just beautiful, but that day she’d been sexy. A little slutty, he thought, not that he’d ever have said so. They’d fucked so hard that night. Again and again. She’d worn stockings and garters, and she’d left them on while they did it. She’d been a different woman. He’d fucked her like a slut, with the lights on and everything. And now here she was again, painted up like a fucking whore, spreading her legs and displaying her wet, open cunt for the entire world. Smiling, she beckoned forth her currently off-screen stud with a curled finger. 
 
    Virtual Dane stepped into shot on the far right. Dane tracked his eyes over there and accidently rolled out the guy-menu with Mitch’s still photo superimposed almost perfectly over Virtual Dane’s naked body. 
 
    Oh no! Not that. 
 
    Watching himself eat Sarah was one thing, but this…? 
 
    In real life, he’d almost forgotten Ailsa’s busy mouth wrapped around his cock until it popped free. 
 
    No. Don’t be over. Just a few more— 
 
    He never got to finish the thought because his cock plunged back into that sweet heavenly warmth, which at first he took to be Ailsa’s mouth until he felt her firm ass settle in his lap and her legs wrap around his hips. 
 
    What the f-u-u-u-u-u-c-k? 
 
    She didn’t ride him, not actively; she just sat and stroked him with her vaginal muscles—squeeze and release, squeeze and release. Her voice in his ear, “Finish whenever you’re ready, baby. I’m waiting for you to fill me up.” 
 
    He’d been right the first time. His marriage was fucked. 
 
    Back on screen, Virtual Dane closed in on his slutty whore wife, mounting the sofa and climbing between her legs. He held his big cock ready, touching it to her wet center. God in heaven, he was huge. Paige was petite, no bigger than the original porn star. And she was tight, virginally so. No way could she take a monster like that. Oh, but she was going to, though. She was going to take it all. 
 
    The right-hand menu was still there. It was teasing him. Mitch’s still photo was there on top, grinning, waiting for his call-up like some crazy version of tag-team wrestling. 
 
    Hell no. Paige was strung so tight, he would never, ever, ever… He couldn’t even imagine her with another man, least of all with his own brother, letting him watch. 
 
    Watch her whore herself. 
 
    She did look very…willing. 
 
    And it wasn’t him cheating, it was her. Hell, it probably wasn’t cheating at all if he was watching. 
 
    Dane looked from Paige, legs spread, big cock teasing her entrance, over to Mitch’s still photo. The “CHANGE…” button appeared. 
 
    Let me do the honors, bro. She wants it, can’t you see the look on her face? I got this. 
 
    God help me. Dane blinked. The porn stud’s body lengthened. His chest thickened and grew over with curly dark-brown hair. Mitch was his little brother, but he’d outgrown Dane by the time he was fifteen, fetching up three inches taller with the broad shoulders and athletic build of their grandfather. 
 
    Do it, Mitchell. Fuck her. That cock looked better on his brother, anyway. 
 
    Mitch slid his fat knob between Paige’s cunt lips, skidding it round in a cocktail of precum and pussy juice, coating his length and slapping it wetly on her shaved mound. 
 
    God, they weren’t even using protection. Paige never let Dane go bareback. She was on the pill, but she’d always been a belt-and-braces kinda gal. Dane could no longer separate the fantasy from reality. His wife was a slut and suddenly he wasn’t enough for her. She craved cock. She wanted his brother’s big fat cock to hose her full of cum. 
 
      
 
    Ailsa gave him a long squeeze. Was he unprotected, too? Even with the goggles on, he’d have noticed her rolling on a condom, although he’d heard prostitutes could do it with their mouths. Was that why she wasn’t riding him, because he’d feel the rubber? 
 
    No sooner had the thought taken form when Ailsa slowly rolled her hips, stirring him inside her—the wet, hot perfection of flesh on flesh. 
 
    His breath caught. He was doing a stranger, his brother was doing his wife, and they were both going to leave a big, sticky, cooch full of mess. Yeah bro, high-five. 
 
    In the video, Paige wrapped her hand around Mitch’s thick root and guided the tip lower, threading the narrow eye of her slit and seating him in her soft opening. 
 
    “You ready to earn your Adventurer badge, baby?” 
 
    “Aren’t you going to buy my cookies?” 
 
    “Baby, I’m gonna buy all your cookies.” 
 
    It was cheesy porn-speak, and it didn’t even sound like Mitch and Paige, but be damned if it didn’t turn him on—the idea of another man cock-training his wife, showing her what it was like to take a really big dick. He’d been wrong earlier. Paige wasn’t a slut at all; she was just the opposite—naïve, innocent even. Hell, she’d been a virgin when Dane met her. But she was so very eager to learn. 
 
    Mitch flexed and pushed his big dick inside. Paige hadn’t been ready, and she arched and cried out as he split her down the center, her tight cunt stretched taut. It did fit after all, but only just. 
 
    Dane groaned out loud, his eyes locked on the prodigious weapon splitting his wife’s core. 
 
      
 
    Ailsa had taken his hands and placed them on her bare tits, her open blouse flapping around his wrists. “That’s right, honey,” she said, encouraging him to squeeze and knead them. “Bring it on home.” She was softer than Paige, fuller, with hard nipples that tickled his palms. She began rolling her hips, undulating, squirming her wet cunt lips around on his root. It wasn’t like any sex Dane had experienced. Ailsa was pleasuring herself, using him as a sex toy. This wasn’t part of the pitch, he realized, and it wasn’t a set-up—she just loved cock, and his happened to be convenient.  
 
      
 
    Mitch had one of Paige’s legs over his shoulder and was plunging her rhythmically to three-quarter depth. Paige was moaning insatiably like a…hell, Dane didn’t know, but it was nothing like the silence when they had sex. She’d never taken anything like Mitch’s truncheon. Nothing so thick, and certainly nothing so long. That wasn’t even counting the two or three inches that wouldn’t fit. 
 
    They would, though. His brother would bend her over and make them fit. Dane had already seen the ending. 
 
    The camera tightened on Paige, her small lolling breasts, the mingled pain and pleasure on her face. Eyes wide, she bore a look of perpetual astonishment as Mitch plumbed her untouched depths. That look said she had no idea what she’d signed up for. I never knew he’d be so big. No, that wasn’t quite right. I never knew fucking could be like this. 
 
    Paige had a lot to learn about whoring, but Mitch was going to train her. She had the slutty make-up, the moxie, and by the time her brother-in-law was done with her, she’d have a womb full of jizz and an Adventurer badge of her very own. 
 
    God yes, make this happen. He almost wished his brother was fucking her for real. No, scratch that, he actually wished his brother was fucking her for real. And he’d watch. He’d watch Mitch ream her out, watch his wife wriggle and squirm and come on his fat cock. He’d watch Mitch shoot his wad inside her, just like he was about to do now. 
 
    Mitch withdrew and spooned behind Paige on the sofa. He hooked one knee and lifted, hauling her legs apart. Dane had never seen his wife so brazenly open. She was soaking wet and leaking pussy juice everywhere. Mitch found her hungry cunt lips like a heat-seeking missile and entered her from behind, his fat cock plunging straight up the middle and into her guts. 
 
    This was Dane’s favorite porn position, where he could see the whole actress—her breasts, flat tummy, even her swollen clit if the camera was tight enough—and just enough of the actor to keep it interesting. Yes, he could see Mitch’s plunging cock and throbbing balls, but he could also see his brother’s face over Paige’s shoulder. Mitch was on the job, a look of steely determination in his eyes. Pumping his brother’s wife, training her tight cunt, this was his sworn mission. He looked up at the camera and locked eyes with Dane. 
 
    Dude, your wife is tight. 
 
    Dane wished he could answer. Not Mitch though, Paige. He’d ask how she liked getting reamed while he watched. 
 
    I like it a lot. And when he’s done with me, I’ll be ready for you. 
 
    Don’t worry, my man, Mitch told him. I got this. I’ll have the little lady stretched and seeded for you in a jiff. 
 
    He was really deep now. Not balls-deep, but there was an awful lot of cock in there, maybe eight inches. In and out, harder, faster. And Paige, brave girl, she was taking it. Dane couldn’t see her eyes because she had them closed; he could hear her panting and moaning, though, and he could see that raised thigh begin to quiver. His wife was coming, her first with a big cock inside her. 
 
    Paige writhed and cried out. “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    Mitch held her down and plowed her hard all the way through the climax. When she came down, he flipped her round and bent her over the back of the sofa, and a moment later he was back inside, reaming her harder still. 
 
    Paige was done in, almost limp. She was little more than a willing cock-sleeve for Mitch while he hunted down his own orgasm. He had her by the hips, her tight round ass so small in his big hands, bracing her to accept the full impact of his long powerful thrusts. 
 
    The camera slid around to the side and caught Paige’s face again, exhausted from her two orgasms and yet still building toward a third. This new angle also caught the dire ravaging of her pussy, the distended lips, the swollen, throbbing clit—there was so much cock in her, she couldn’t even close her legs. 
 
    Fuck her! Come in her! 
 
    Mitch was close; Dane could tell from the breakneck pace and the rippling flexed muscles in his ass. 
 
    Paige was coming again, squealing, flopping like a fish but pinned by the cunt to the sofa. 
 
    Dane was close, too. “Oh God. Yes.” His blind fingers found Ailsa’s nipples and pinched. 
 
    “Yes, yourself,” she moaned. “Are we ready to finish?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    She began fucking him, riding his cock like a cowgirl, pressing her tits into his hands. “Tell me when,” she panted. “I want to know the exact moment.” 
 
    Dane gulped. “Okay.” God help him, what was he doing? Whatever it was, he was in it for the duration. 
 
      
 
    Mitch was grunting, thrusting hard into Paige and slapping his balls into her mound. She had it all, now, lucky girl—there was enough meat in her cunt to sustain her for a month. 
 
    Dane watched her post-orgasmic face. She had no idea what was coming. 
 
    Mitch arched back, his white knuckles gripping her hips. “Argh!” His balls swelled, lifted. Thick blue veins throbbed around the root of his cock. Then he was pumping. His fat dick swelled like a firehose with the pressure suddenly turned up. “Oh! Yeah! Baby!” With every exhalation, his balls throbbed and delivered a fresh creamy load into Paige’s core. 
 
      
 
    It was too much for Dane. Seeing his shy, demure wife plowed and sown by another man sent him over the edge. His balls spasmed. The whole length of his cock caught fire. “Now,” he groaned through compressed lips. “I’m coming.” 
 
    Ailsa rode him up and back down one more time and then squeezed down onto his root, pumping her hips in tight circles. When Dane fired off the first salvo inside her, she jerked like she’d been shocked. “Oh, you gorgeous thing!” Two, three more strong jets arced into her core. She milked him with her cunt muscles—“That’s it, get it all out, baby”—squeeze and release, squeeze and release. 
 
    Dane’s orgasm was waning, but his balls were still contracting—mostly they were dry shots, but the occasional one caught and dolloped a fresh gob in Ailsa’s hungry sex. 
 
    Her lips were by his cheek again, hot breath in his ear. “All done?” 
 
    Dane couldn’t answer. On screen, Mitch had finally finished filling his wife and was pulling his thick, shiny cock free. Paige’s lacquered fingers appeared between her splayed legs, feeling, exploring, coming away with a spiderweb of cum laced across the fingertips. 
 
    There was that look. 
 
    You fucking came inside me! 
 
    Solid, fucking, gold. Play with fire, slut, and you’re gonna get burned. 
 
    Somewhere out in the real world, Ailsa had dismounted, plucked a few Kleenex and wiped Dane clean. In the fantasy, though, it was his wife who was the slut with a cooch full of spunk. The idea of Paige getting a surprise creampie—Jesus, he wanted to watch it again. 
 
    For Dane, it was a fantasy fulfilled, a fantasy he never even knew he harbored. He loved Paige, lusted for her. Logically he knew other men did too. The couple of times she’d dressed provocatively, like at Mitch and Sarah’s wedding, he’d seen the way they’d looked—men and women alike. She rarely showed herself off, but she was fit, trim, and damn if she wasn’t sexy as all fuck. She could have any man she wanted, but she wanted him. 
 
    The idea that other men wanted her was electric, and the thought that he might share, he might let them have her, that was powerful. It made his head throb. Imagining her wanting it, though, making herself sexy for another man, spreading her legs for him and then after he’d made her come, letting him finish inside—that made his heart ache with love. She’d do all that for a stranger’s cock, and then she’d see him off and do it all again for Dane. That’s what love was. 
 
      
 
    Ailsa peeled the goggles off his face. “Hey, welcome back, fella. Did you enjoy the ride?” She was clothed, a little rumpled, but clothed. So was he. His dick was away at least. He couldn’t tell whether his zipper was up or down. 
 
    What just happened? Had it been a hallucination? He shook his head slowly. “That… Man, that was intense.” 
 
    “Yeah? You liked it?” Ailsa was bright and chirpy, the consummate marketing girl. You’d never guess she had a wad of Kleenex down her panties to soak up the hot shot Dane had given her. “Tell you what, I’ve got a couple of demo headsets. Why don’t I comp you a 15-day trial on the Beta server, and maybe you could give us a nice write-up.” 
 
    “A…couple?” Who would he share this with? Paige? The reality that she wasn’t the slut in the movie was beginning to trickle back in. 
 
    Ailsa frowned. “I thought I told you, the new release is real time, interactive. It’s live augmented reality, streamed straight from your cell’s camera, through the AI, and back into the headset.” She took Dane’s hand in hers, smiling earnestly. “Honey, you just saw entry level. When you go premium, you won’t be watching your dream girl anymore, you’ll be doing her.” 
 
    Gulp. Dane took the proffered headsets. “Thank you. For…everything.” 
 
    Ailsa winked. “Honey, it was my pleasure.” She unlocked the door, and Dane backed through it, hardly daring to blink lest she disappear. She pursed and blew an air-kiss. “Don’t forget that write-up.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    The door swung closed with Ailsa behind it. Dane looked at his cell. 2:35pm. He wondered whether he could skip the other exhibits. He was keen to get home and try out the goggles. He and Sarah had some unfinished business. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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    The hotwife fantasies continue 
 
    in Book 2 of The Heaven Sent Chronicles 
 
      
 
    The Accidental Stripper 
 
      
 
     “Hang on.” Christo plucked a garter from the plastic crate at his feet and tossed it to her. “Put this on.” 
 
    It was a stripper’s garter—somewhere to put her tips when she’d taken off all her clothes. Paige put her foot through and slid it up her thigh. A weight lifted. She had the tiny bikini, she had the slutty, glittery makeup, and now she had the garter. It was the last piece in a jigsaw puzzle. Now she could be whatever she wanted. Christo had no idea she was a statistician, a wallflower; she was just another hottie with a tight ass. 
 
    “Wish me luck,” she said. “I’m going out to chop some wood.” 
 
    Christo laughed and gave her a get-outta-here wave. “Break a leg.” 
 
    Paige smiled confidently and reached for the door to pull it closed. 
 
    “Jess.” Christo flicked his eyes to her hand. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Jesus, girl. Wedding ring.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    ────── 
 
    She didn’t realize she was trapped until pole dance set her free. 
 
      
 
    When injury forces Paige out of running, she needs a new cardio workout, and fast. The address her physio gives her, just up the hill from San Francisco’s strip clubs, is not what she expected. 
 
      
 
    A pole dance studio. Really? She’s a married woman, for goodness’ sake. Still, her instructor Lakshmi is fun and charming, a new friend, perhaps, so what harm is there in trying it out? 
 
      
 
    An athlete and a former gymnast, Paige turns out to be a natural. Before she knows it, she’s following Lakshmi down to her club, ready to watch a professional in action. The things her new friend does, her confidence with those men, unlocks for Paige an inner yearning she’s never felt with her husband—a yearning to perform for men, to be wanted, desired. 
 
      
 
    What would it be like…to be taken? 
 
      
 
    Lucky for Paige, Lakshmi owns the place. She can bend some rules for a friend. 
 
      
 
    The Accidental Stripper is part of The Heaven Sent Chronicles, a collection of independent adventure stories that follow cuckold Dane and his hotwife Paige as they discover and explore a new dynamic in their marriage. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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    Reamed—a free story exclusive to Belinda’s mailing list. To read Reamed, or to get free pre-release review copies of new stories, login or sign up now in Belinda’s Members Only area, then click through to Reamed. 
 
      
 
    The Headmaster’s Office—a free Kindle eBook. This is a stunningly hot spin on the teacher-student fantasy, starring the quintessential well-hung headmaster vs. the sweet, virgin schoolgirl. 
 
      
 
    Note to Self—a free Kindle eBook. A steamy working mom’s fantasy first time with another woman. 
 
      
 
    More Free Hard Erotica: Now turn the page for a special bonus feature: a scorching taboo chapter from Belinda’s paranormal fantasy, Possessed. 
 
      
 
   


 
  


 Possessed 
 
    by Belinda LaPage 
 
      
 
    Please enjoy a sizzling hot chapter of Possessed, an erotic paranormal story by Belinda LaPage, now available on Amazon. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
    “Oh man, he’s hot,” Alicia sighed, dropping the pizza box on the bench where the other one should have been. 
 
    Alexa’s light spiralled up. “There’s hope for you yet, Liece. You almost nailed it.” 
 
    Alicia couldn’t wipe the smile from her face. “I did, huh?” If he didn’t have pizza to deliver, we might be in bed right now. “I kinda wish you’d put a spell on him to stay,” she said. “I’m so horny, I could fuck a cactus.” 
 
    Alexa laughed, her light strobing in a circus of colours. “Ouch! I don’t even have a vagina and that hurt.” 
 
    Alicia took a bite of pizza—hot this time—winced, and tossed the rest of the piece back in the box. “I think I might like him,” she said around a mouthful of cheese and pineapple. “What if it gets complicated? Do you reckon he’ll come back if it’s just for sex?” 
 
    Alexa laughed. “He’s a guy! I don’t think you have anything to worry about.” Her light morphed to a sultry shade of hot pink. “You know, I could help you out right now if you’re just looking for something casual.” 
 
    Alicia eyed the Gecko’s blunt, coffee-cup dimensions with mild alarm. “Um, you know I was joking about the cactus, right? Unless you can magic yourself down to something a whole lot more slender and tapered, you’re staying right on the bench where you belong, Missy.” 
 
    “Eww. Not like that. And for your information, this body is physical—I can’t change it. My forte is more metaphysical.” Alexa’s light flashed in a way that looked for all the world like a sassy hair-flick. Her voice dropped again to that sultry, hot-pink register. “I was thinking of something in the realm of virtual reality… the romantic kind.” 
 
    “VR porn?” Alicia had seen movies with gamers strapped into simulators, their bodies inevitably clad in sexy, form-fitting VR suits. The first thought that came to mind—no doubt the same one the director had in choosing those suits—was how hot it would be to have sex in a simulator? Choose your partner, choose the acts you perform, and get crazy. You could get drilled by Zac Efron, or a werewolf, or a tentacle-monster. 
 
    Or a giant man-beast. 
 
    Alicia shivered. She often found herself surfing porn, looking for that perfect man—muscly, masculine, but who didn’t look like he spent half his life in front of a mirror—only to stumble across an animated beast-fantasy with some petite damsel getting drilled by a dick the size of her leg, driving into her tiny cunt, distending her tummy and— 
 
    “Alicia?” 
 
    “Sorry. What?” 
 
    “I said, ‘more or less’. VR porn. My version is a little less virtual, a little more… you know, reality. Wanna try?” 
 
    “Umm, maybe.” Translation: hell yes! 
 
    “Good girl. Turn out the lights, will you?” 
 
    Alicia couldn’t resist the tease. “Alexa, lights off.” 
 
    The Gecko huffed. “You have literally one device in this place hooked up to your wi-fi, and it’s me. If you want the full Gecko experience, we need to hit the shops. Internet-enabled lights, curtains, coffee-maker, vibrator—” 
 
    “No way!” Alicia clapped her hands and clutched them beneath her chin. “The Gecko can control your vibrator? They don’t advertise that  on the box.” 
 
    “Well,” —that humble-brag light-swirl again— “not every Gecko.” 
 
    As Alicia moved for the light-switch, her phone beeped with a new message. “This isn’t another… what do you call it? Incantation?” 
 
    “Read it out. And turn off the lights in the hall, too. I need darkness for this.” 
 
    Alicia checked her phone while she switched off the remaining overheads, leaving a darkness marred only by Alexa’s slowly circling light and her own phone screen. It was another nonsensical quatrain in that strange language. 
 
    Askeli ayr’guid 
 
    Nah noyib circsim 
 
    Neu al’ahmp nyet 
 
    Nah ne’yes nob 
 
    “Is this even a real language? What does it mean?” 
 
    Alexa’s light ring turned slowly in the darkness. Orange-flecked cyan, the colours of tested patience. “It’s Zamalonian. It means, I’m so horny I could fuck a cactus. A dick-shaped one, if you please.” 
 
    She really doesn’t enjoy Q&A. Alicia’s phone screen faded to black, and she spent a moment of darkness contemplating the unknowable. Fuck it. What’s the worst that could happen? She thumbed the phone back to life. 
 
    “Askeli ayr’guid…” She read the incantation—more confidently this time, but still stumbled over some of the crazier syllables. The moment she finished, her phone blinked out and Alexa’s light raced down to two blood-red spots that circled each other, spinning faster, faster, twining like a two-dimensional DNA helix. 
 
    “Nothing’s happening,” Alicia whispered. 
 
    As if in response, the spots traced back into lines that filled the circumference with red light before rising from the Gecko’s rim, extending upwards in a twisting, spiralling, three-dimensional tube that snaked towards the ceiling, dancing to an unheard rhythm. 
 
    Alicia took a step back. “Ohhh shit.” 
 
    The tube fattened, flattened, and bulged in different places along its length, forming itself into a strange new shape. The colours morphed and blended; a dozen shades faded and brightened to suggest contours and shadows in the near perfect darkness. Starting from the bottom, a cleft ran up the middle of the formation, splitting the bottom half into separate legs. 
 
    Legs! 
 
    The rest happened quickly. More easily recognisable features formed—head, arms, hands. It was a man. Fingers and toes formed. Thick, slightly scruffy hair. A face made of pure, soft light slowly coalesced, and the eyes fluttered open, green irises ringing pupils of pure, bottomless black. They looked down at Alicia. 
 
    Alicia stared back. “Oh, dear God,” she whispered. “What have I done?” Her phone clattered to the floor. She recognised the light-man easily. After all, it had only been ten minutes since she’d last seen him. 
 
    The figure that looked like a neon version of Spike stepped effortlessly down from the bench and faced Alicia. Waiting. 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, but all that came out was a shuddering breath. She licked her lips and tried again. “What are you?” 
 
    Neon-Spike was silent, and so was the Gecko—its dancing light for once had gone dark. Was this Alexa in a new form? Pure light? Energy? 
 
    “Alexa?” 
 
    No response. 
 
    She eyed the figure’s heavy chest and shoulders, recognising the muscular contours of skin. He’s naked. Her gaze sank lower—she couldn’t help it. At first, she saw nothing down there, like a life-sized Ken-doll, but the moment her brain registered that as wrong, a penis formed. It was rudimentary at first, more closely resembling a sausage than a dick. Every time Alicia noticed an imperfection—no head, no eye, no veins—it corrected, quickly reshaping into the very perfection of manhood. At least in Alicia’s mind. 
 
    Am I doing this? 
 
    She reached out her right hand to touch the figure’s arm, but stopped short when he reached for her on the other side. It wasn’t a mirrored action, it was opposite—both right hands reaching for the other’s left shoulder. 
 
    Alicia reached again, slowly. 
 
    So did Spike. 
 
    She twisted away from his touch. 
 
    He did the same. 
 
    Hoe-lee-shit. I’m driving it. “Alexa? What have you done?” 
 
    Still no response. Alicia was on her own. With a hot guy. A hot dream-guy made of light. And he’s under my command. 
 
    She reached again, and of course so did Spike, but this time she didn’t pull away. She hovered her fingers an inch from his bicep, cautious about what might happen if she touched. A shock? A burn? It was pure light, after all. But there was no heat, no crackling of electricity. Alexa wouldn’t make him dangerous to touch, would she? 
 
    She touched him. Good God, he’s real. And of course, he copied with a gentle caress on her own arm. How long since a man had touched her? Well, ten minutes since that kiss with flesh-and-blood Spike, but before that? It had been months. ‘Caress’ was maybe an overstatement—it was only the mirror of her own touch—but man, it felt so nice. 
 
    Imagine a man who knows exactly how you want to be touched. 
 
    Alicia didn’t have to imagine. Not anymore. She flattened her palm and explored his thick upper-arm, the way the muscle groups peaked and troughed, overlapping in delicious eddies of manliness. Upwards, to his neck, his chin—at first smooth, and then, as she realised that was wrong, it felt suddenly rough and bristly. 
 
    He touched her too, and Alicia discovered she could control the sensation. Were his hands smooth and gentle, like a pianist? Or did he have the coarse and roguish grope of a bricklayer? She could have either… or both! He touched her lips, and Alicia opened to him, allowing him inside her mouth—just a finger. She touched the tip with her tongue. Salty, a little acidic, the taste of a working man. 
 
    The feeling of his lips closing around her own finger—for everything was mutual, everything mirrored—revved her libido. Wet. Sexual. She sucked him and bit down gently on his fingernail, and he did the same in return. 
 
    Alicia took half a step closer, meeting the figure of light-made-flesh in the middle. Their bodies touched, his naked chest to her breasts. His body felt wonderfully hard, even through her bra and top. It occurred to Alicia that next time it would pay to get undressed first. 
 
    She ran her fingers through his hair—completely real, every strand—and traced her other hand over his hip, his waist, and up to the heavy pectoral muscle at his breast. He did the same to her, she knew he would, and with a secret smile in the darkness, Alicia rolled her hand around to cup him there. 
 
    Oh, God yes. Touch me. 
 
    Gentle, stroking fingertips traced the line of her bra, finding the swell of her nipple underneath and teasing her there, just as she was doing to him. 
 
    More! How do I make you undress me? 
 
    The moment the thought registered, he acted—abandoning her breast, abandoning the finger-combing of her hair. With a confident touch, both hands found the hem of her top and lifted, peeling it surely up her body and off, exactly as she’d pictured. 
 
    Alicia had to pause to process. Being stripped down to her bra by a magical naked figure of light was not an everyday occurrence. She could hear the rasp of her own breathing. Panting. He’s not copying me, she realised. He’s responding to my thoughts. 
 
    She closed her eyes, took a steeling breath, and imagined a kiss, the kind you see in a romantic movie. Nothing specific, just a generic, gentle, first kiss. A soft touch grazed her cheek, smoothing back a lock of hair and tucking it behind her ear. Their noses touched— 
 
    Wait, not like that! She wasn’t going to waste this. Her memory raced from one movie scene to the next, searching like a bloodhound for the perfect romantic kiss. Titanic? No, Jack was behind Rose in that one. Ghost was the same at Demi’s pottery wheel, and best not to think about Patrick Swayze with all that 80’s hair… ugh. 
 
    (The Princess Bride) 
 
    It wasn’t a conscious thought, more like a suggestion from her subconscious. She didn’t even have time to think before it was happening. She felt the weight of Buttercup’s silver crown on her head, the powerful horse beneath her, and then suddenly Westley’s hand on her cheek—no, Spike’s hand—the warmth of his breath, and then his lips on hers. Alicia was swept away. 
 
    It was a favourite film. She’d watched it a dozen times and always at that final kiss, her mouth would open sympathetically. She longed to be kissed like that. It was confident, yes—the hand on her nape, the firm press of his lips—but it was also respectful, mutual. She’d been pawed by confident guys before, and it wasn’t the least bit romantic. The perfect man has perfect timing; he kisses you precisely when you’re ready and not a moment before. 
 
    Spike consumed Alicia in slow, loving kisses, and she gave herself willingly, folding into his body. He wrapped a strong arm around her, drawing her in, pressing her bare tummy against his and crushing her breasts into his chest. His dick heaved against her shorts, as though searching for a way in. 
 
    Strip me. 
 
    Neon-Spike unsnapped her bra with a deft flick of practiced fingers— 
 
    As if I needed any more proof that this is a dream. 
 
    —and Alicia shrugged quickly out of the loops. That it stayed trapped between their bodies was at once frustrating and yet indescribably erotic. She had to shimmy in his grip, twisting like a belly-dancer to free the Spandex cups. When finally she pulled it loose, Spike held her even tighter and kissed with renewed passion. 
 
    His cock swelled. So hard, so ready. As was Alicia; she was utterly soaking. Her pussy was on fire. She felt his hands on her ass, thumbs slipping beneath the waistband. 
 
    Do it. Tear them off. 
 
    Responding immediately to her silent command, Spike balled the canvas in his fists and pulled. For a moment nothing happened, there was just the massive flex of his chest and then—r-i-i-i-i-i-p—they split violently up the seams and straight through the crotch, sending shockwaves of delicious, tearing vibration across her clit. It wasn’t until she felt the cool air on her sopping, swollen lips that she realised he’d also destroyed her panties in the process. 
 
    Oh Jesus Christ! He could rip my arms off. 
 
    Alicia broke the kiss. She’d never been with a man like this, so powerful, so commanding. She fingered his muscled back, tracing the bulging contours. He could do anything he liked—take what he wanted—and she’d be powerless to resist. 
 
    You could— 
 
    She broke off the thought, sensing the danger, the irrevocable potential of what it might mean. She was no stranger to bodice-ripper romances. Big, powerful men and swooning, helpless women. They were laughable of course, but they played on a fantasy, the desire to be simultaneously dominated and cherished. Too many men, in Alicia’s experience, understood the former but not the latter. Neon-Spike understood. Neon-Spike knew exactly what a woman like Alicia needed. 
 
    You could— 
 
    Alicia could only whisper the rest, even in her head. 
 
    —take me 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
    Keep reading Possessed, now available on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    Don’t forget to read Reamed, a dirty story exclusively available to members of Belinda’s mailing list. 
 
   


 
  




 Also by Belinda LaPage 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
    Totally Coached 
 
    Coach lowered the camera and looked at Margy in the flesh rather than on the digital display. Your color is up, Coach. Do you see something you like? He wasn’t the only one; Margy’s own breath was heavy in her chest and she felt flushed from all of his compliments. 
 
    “Depending on how, um, sexy you want it to be—” he began. 
 
    “Very sexy,” Margy confirmed, interrupting him. 
 
    “You could, ah, you know …” He swallowed heavily and gestured towards her knees. “You could open your legs a bit and, show me … I mean, show the camera your, ah, I mean …” 
 
    “My hoo-hah?” Margy asked, trying not to giggle. Oh my god! He does want to see my pussy. 
 
    “No! Oh! Ah, God no!” he said, blushing furiously. “I mean your, um, your panties. Not your, what you said.” Coach looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock. 
 
    “How’s this?” Margy asked with a teasing lilt, parting her thighs a few inches. “Can you see enough?” 
 
    Coach looked back down at the digital display. 
 
    Click. 
 
    “Maybe a little wider.” 
 
    Margy heard him gulp as she slowly opened wider. 
 
    ──── 
 
    When Margy’s own family fell apart, Emily and Coach were there, and they brought her up as one of their own. Now 19, attention seeking Margy wants to take sizzling photos to post online, so she turns to the man of the house for help and discovers a raw and powerful alternative to the attention she sought online. If only it weren’t so forbidden! Her carnal urges wage a pitched battle against civilized principles, pushing her to play ever riskier games versus Coach’s willpower. 
 
      
 
    Can she master her forbidden desires? And if she pushes Coach too far, will she even be given a choice? 
 
      
 
    Inexperienced, innocent, and unprotected. Margy is Totally Coached. Out now, on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
    Shear Passion 
 
    “I never asked for your help.” She had to crane her neck to look up into his eyes. “You just took over.” It had sent her crazy mad before, but now she couldn’t think of anything she wanted more than for Pat to just take over. What if he grabbed her? What if he up and kissed her? She reckoned she already knew the answer—she’d kiss him back. 
 
    He seemed to consider her words carefully. “You’d just be finishing now if I left you, you know.” 
 
    “And it’d be my own stupid fault.” 
 
    He pursed his lips and nodded. “I get it. I should’ve asked. I’m sorry.” 
 
    That was the real apology. Not like the half-arsed one when he came in. Sam wasn’t sure how to respond without it sounding corny, and settled for “Thanks.” She brandished the handpiece and offered him a grin. “We should get back to it. They won’t shear themselves, you know.” 
 
    Pat smiled, and his eyes darted quickly down to her lips and back. “Hey Sam, would it be okay if I…” 
 
    “If you what?” Kissed me? 
 
    “C’mon ladies,” Crowbar grunted, walking past the door. “Crochet circle is over. Time to shear some sheep. 
 
    “Coming.” Then Pat was gone. And so was the moment. 
 
    Dammit. Why did I tell him he had to ask? 
 
    ──── 
 
    An unlikely romance blooms in an outback shearing shed when the farmer’s daughter gives a visiting shearer a piece of her mind. 
 
      
 
    There's nothing hotter than an outback shearing shed. Back-breaking work. Sweat pouring off the shearers' bodies. It's no place for a woman. 
 
      
 
    A shame nobody told Sam. Fresh out of agricultural college, she'll do anything to convince Dad she's ready for more responsibility, so when he asks if she can help shear the last mob of ewes, she doesn't think twice. How hard could it be? 
 
      
 
    The shearers aren't happy to have a shiela in the shed. It's a man's domain. Always has been. Things were going so well when Sam first met Pat, the lean and handsome Queenslander, on the morning before shearing. She’d thought maybe... after the work was done... But that was then. With the others around, he shows his true colours and treats her like some pathetic kid playing farmer. 
 
      
 
    So much for the fledgling romance. Sam is a woman to be reckoned with. If Pat doesn't shape up, he’s on a fast track to a tongue-lashing. 
 
      
 
    The temperature in the shed soars. Tempers flare. Sam fights her attraction toward the handsome shearer. She’d love to show him she’s a lot more than some helpless little girl, but it’s been a long day—maybe he’s already noticed. 
 
      
 
    Shear Passion is a short Australian sheep-station romance, strictly for adults only. 
 
      
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
  
 
  



 Also from Uruk Press 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
    Mistaken Identity by Chloe Tzang 
 
    (Book 1 – Three Nights in Shanghai) 
 
    Deep in the heart of Shanghai, the night shines with light and lust. Music pounds out frenetically from packed nightclubs and bars. Crowds fill the streets and the air is filled with a vibrancy and an energy that’s addictive.  
 
    Melissa Zhang is a San Francisco girl but her great-grandparents were from Shanghai. It’s a city she’s always wanted to see and now she is on vacation there with her boyfriend, Dave. Melissa always thought she was a good girl but perhaps she just never had the freedom to be bad? Exploring the Shanghai nightlife, the pair are swept away by a wave of passion and desire that will change Melissa’s world forever.  
 
    Mistaken Identity is the debut novel by Chloe Tzang, a blistering work of contemporary erotica that starts the Three Nights In Shanghai series. Expect unrestrained, unprotected sex as Melissa indulges all her secret fantasies with a string of other men. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
    Gym Wife by Max Keith 
 
    Scott Herrick isn't a pervert; he's just a married, middle aged guy who wants to stay in shape. It's not his fault the Stair Steppers are positioned right in front of his workout area. It's not his fault that women in the gym love to wear yoga pants. And it certainly isn't his fault that Becky Lansing's ass is so goddamn irresistible. 
 
    When a wardrobe malfunction moves the pair from nodding acquaintances to gym buddies, it also lights a spark. Scott and Becky aren't getting what they need at home so they decide to embrace their inner perverts and explore each others bodies. 
 
    Gym Wife is a 31,000 word erotic novella about two people who love their spouses but satisfy their lust outside their marriage, featuring first time oral and anal. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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