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The Taste of Young Blood


Chapter 1

The marriage had been nothing short of a train wreck from the very first day. How she’d managed to endure over two decades of stifling disappointment was a mystery she simply refused to dwell on. She supposed it had been for Zoe—her daughter, the undeniable light in those heavy years. But Zoe was chasing her own dreams now, sharing a flat with her boyfriend, leaving Eve to finally breathe without obligation. The divorce papers were signed, stamped, tucked away. If nothing else, she’d carved out one little victory: a beautiful house that felt entirely hers.

Draining the last fiery drop from her glass, Eve willed those lingering specters of the past to hell. Enough. Tonight wasn’t for shadows or regret; it was for revelry. Her voice rang out—bold, defiant, hungry for life—as she looked to her two friends lounging in their circle, “Sod this. I’m here for a good time.”

She launched herself into the pulsing heart of the dance floor, a woman in her mid-forties radiating the sort of confidence only survival could bring. The years had etched their gentle lines at the corners of her eyes, but she wore them like shimmering war paint, utterly unashamed. Arms lifting high above her head, she let the rhythm take her, every note running like an electric current beneath her skin, the light—blue, red, gold—splintering across her body as she surrendered to the moment. The world dissolved; there were no watchful spectators, no clamoring teenagers, no giggling couples spinning cocktails. Just her, sovereign in this wild little universe of sound, intoxicating anonymity pressing in at every side.

Around the edges, a few older faces sipped drinks, voices lowered, casually sensible, much like Claire and Jane—her companions watching from their corner. But Eve was untethered, every part of her restless, reckless and ready to reclaim whatever thrill she’d been denied far too long. She moved with the beat, hips responding to the rising tempo, body recalling with delicious clarity what it felt like to be twenty and filled with impossible assurance.

That’s when she noticed them. Three striking young men, lounging with the arrogance of youth, eyes tracking her shamelessly. The first—dark-skinned, sleek as a panther, muscles straining beneath a fitted tee. The next, broader, pale, lips curled into a knowing smile. And the third, narrow-hipped, reckless mischief in his stare. God, they were beautiful—practically boys, but radiating electricity. Her lips curled, predatory, as she met their gaze, deliberately teasing, arching her body just so, her breasts bouncing beneath her dress. Let them look.

Emboldened by the heat in their eyes, she played to their attention, letting her body flex and ripple, relishing the newfound power in her own curves. Soon, they converged—closing around her in a scent of cologne, warm skin and excited breath. Hands slid down her waist, strong fingers finding her hips, his eyes lingering, enthralled, at her cleavage without a flicker of shame. Another pressed himself behind her, the ridge of his erection unmistakable against her ass. She ground back, shameless, savoring the control—until desire flared a notch too hot, the telltale press harder than she meant to invite. She twisted away.

The third wasted no time, spinning her towards him, his mouth claiming hers in a heady rush, lips urgent. She let herself be kissed, tongue exploring just past the line of invitation, until she pulled back, laughing, lips tingling, heart thundering.

Eve threw them a wicked glance—three gorgeous young men circling an older woman, thinking they stood half a chance. Not tonight. “Alright, that’s enough—go find some lovely girls who won’t eat you alive,” she shouted over the throb of music, her laughter trailing behind as she slipped out of their grasp toward the bar.

Over here, the music softened, the crowd thinned. She could hear her own pulse again, hear her own thoughts swirling, dark and delicious. She lifted her hand, fingers beckoning the bartender, cheeks flushed, adventure dancing in her eyes.

“I’ll get that.”

They materialized around her, all swagger and young bravado, the kind that bordered on cocky. Before she could blink, the muscular black lad’s hand was cupping her ass—bold, brazen. Eve almost swatted him away, but a secret thrill curled low in her belly, a sharp spark of forbidden excitement she hadn’t felt in years. Letting him linger, she arched a brow, the corners of her mouth twitching. If his touch came with a complimentary drink, she reasoned, she might as well enjoy it.

“All right then—Malibu, since you’re buying,” she purred, her gaze gliding over their faces, relishing their youthful hunger for her attention. They looked at her like she was something exotic, rare—a delicious temptation. She couldn’t help herself; a wicked smirk flashed across her lips.

“Bit out of your league, aren’t I?” she teased, her tone playful. “I’m old enough to be your mum.”

“How old’s old enough?” asked the stockier one, tilting his head.

“Forty-five,” she said, challenge in her voice.

“My mum’s forty-six—and she still parties harder than me,” he shot back with a sly grin.

“You look fucking stunning. I bet you’re trouble when you want to be,” the dark one murmured, giving her ass a cheeky squeeze as if to prove his point.

Her laugh was husky, but she swatted at his hand before he got bolder. “Cheeky,” she chided, but her words didn’t match her smile.

He only slid his hand back, this time letting it rest, gentle but certain, on the curve of her backside. The audacity—and that thrill—coursed through her veins.

“Plenty of pretty young things here tonight; shouldn’t you be off chasing them?” she asked, challenging them, but secretly hoping they wouldn’t retreat.

The biggest one smirked. “Maybe what we want isn’t naive. Maybe we want someone who knows what she’s doing.”

“Yeah,” the dark lad chimed in, leaning closer, his eyes all heat. “Girls our age bore me. Older women—women like you—actually, you know, excite us.”

Eve barked a laugh, loud and unapologetic, savouring their bold fascination. “What is it you boys call us? Milfs? You need to stop watching so much crap porn on your phones.”

The bartender slid her drink over. Eve seized it, taking a slow, savoring sip, letting the cold liquid calm the flush on her cheeks.

“How old are you anyway? Or should I be worried about cradle-snatching, here?” she taunted, eyes sparkling.

“We’re all twenty,” the broader one said, jerking his chin toward the group. “Well, except him—he’s nineteen.” He nodded towards the blond lad.

Names spilled forward: “I’m Josh. That’s Dave, and he’s Kevin,” Josh said.

Eve glanced sideways at Dave, noting his hand still planted on her arse, testing her boundaries. “If you want your hand to stay there, you keep it respectful,” she said, her voice low and unmistakably commanding.

“Yes, boss,” Dave breathed, grinning, leaving his hand where it was but lightening his touch.

“Relax. We just want a bit of banter,” Kevin added, his tone disarming.

Josh’s gaze flicked towards the nearly empty dance floor. “Saw you come in with your mates. Never seen you before—first time here?”

She nodded, shifting her drink between her fingers. “Needed a night out. Tried this place since it’s close to the restaurant.”

Josh’s eyes raked over her, admiring. “Glad you did. It’s actually a decent mix here—kids and, um…more seasoned partygoers.”

She laughed at his failed attempt at delicacy. “You only go for the ‘seasoned’ ones, then?”

“Only when they look as hot as you.”

Her cheeks tinged pink at the compliment—she hadn’t been called “hot” in years, the word rolling over her like honey.

Her eyes flashed to Kevin. “And you—Mr. Brave—tried to snog me on the dance floor. Getting your kicks, are you?”

He grinned, slipping his arm around her waist. “It was good—definitely not like kissing my mum.” His eyes gleamed with mischief. “More like kissing a proper milf.”

She jabbed him with her elbow, lips twitching. “Don’t get eager, lover boy.”

The music was winding down, bodies trickling off the floor. Josh leaned in, a touch of daring in his eyes. “Place is closing soon. Why not come back to ours? Couple more drinks, nothing else, promise.”

She shot them a skeptical glance, but the prospect—three handsome, reckless boys and her, the woman who’d just remembered she was alive—buzzed in her system.

“My place isn’t for picking up stray pups,” she said, but her resistance was already cracking.

“We’re no kids,” Dave said, and the look he gave her was anything but boyish.

“Aw, come on, babe,” Josh coaxed, his smile as wicked as it was boyish. “Just a few drinks—you're hilarious, we'd love the company. Swear we won’t get up to anything. Promise.”

Eve hesitated, savoring the attention, the current of desire threading through her veins far too exhilarating to resist. Her sensible mind whispered ‘no’, but the delicious risk, these handsome, hungry-eyed lads, tugged at her restraint. When had she last felt this desired, this electric? She wasn’t ready for the night to end. Not just yet.

“Alright,” she exhaled, surrendering with a sly grin. “Just drinks. I’ll tell my friends. Don’t get any ideas, though.”

As she slipped from Kevin’s possessive grip, heat radiated down her body from the spot his hand had rested above her hip. A quick glance back—three sets of youthful eyes followed every move, igniting her with a thrill she hadn’t felt in years.

Claire’s voice crowed as Eve approached her friends, her tone half-joking, half-admiring. “Scored, Eve! Didn’t peg you for a cougar.”

Eve rolled her eyes but felt a flush creeping up her throat. “I’m just off for a final drink with them—nothing more. I’ll see you girls tomorrow.”

It sounded feeble as the words left her lips, disappointment pricking her pride. Was she deluding herself about her intentions? Jane eyed her with that familiar subconscious concern only the responsibly married can really nail.

“Are you sure, Eve?” Jane raised a brow skeptically, pursing her lips. “You know what you’re doing, right?”

Before Eve could answer, Claire grinned wolfishly. “Oh, let her go, Jane. I’d be there in a heartbeat.” Eve knew it was true—Claire’s sense of loyalty faded all too quickly under a handsome young man’s gaze.

“You packing condoms?” Claire’s voice was low and teasing.

Eve snorted, a feigned indignation masking her excitement. “I’m just going for a bloody drink, you tart. Nothing’s happening. Jesus, they’re practically kids—Zoe’s age.”

“Exactly,” Claire sing-songed with a wicked glint. “Raging hormones, remember.”

“Shut up, Claire. I’ll call you later, alright?”

Eve’s heart thudded as she returned to her trio, cheeks burning for all the right reasons. “Ready,” she announced, letting Kevin seize her arm. The boys clustered around her like loyal wolves, their hands claiming her with adolescent eagerness.

The taxi was a blur of anticipation and wandering hands, every bump in the road another excuse for bodies to press closer. Eve squeezed her thighs together, stifling a gasp when eager fingertips grazed too high up her leg. The driver’s gaze flicked to her in the rearview mirror; his eyes were full of lascivious curiosity. Eve swallowed her embarrassment, biting her lip as Dave’s palm squeezed over her breast, heat blooming in its wake. Her resistance ebbed, replaced by a dangerous fascination at letting them have their way—at least a little. Hands above the waist were tolerable, even pleasurable, and less risky than the alternative.

When the taxi rolled to a stop in front of a row of weathered Victorian terraces, Eve was out before the engine finished ticking. The night air slammed into her lungs, bringing sobriety and a rush of shame. From the outside, she pictured herself—forty-five, surrounded by boys barely twenty. What must the driver think? She felt exposed, her confidence faltering beneath the weight of her own taboo.

Still, she was here now, her heels clicking as she followed them to the door. No turning back, not tonight. She could manage a single drink, then invent an excuse, flag another taxi—hopefully not the same prying driver.

Josh barely let her settle, thrusting open the fridge and producing cold bottles, eager as a puppy. “Let’s go up to my room.”

Her heart stuttered—his room. Suddenly his boyishness felt stark, reality tugging at her yet again. ‘His room.’ What did that mean for him or for her? She prayed his parents were nowhere to be seen. As she stepped inside, her gaze fell over the scattered shoes, family photos, evidence of lives intersecting—and she laughed quietly to herself. He could be her son, she realized. This could be her home.

But she was here, she reminded herself, and her pulse thudded with reckless anticipation. One drink—then she’d make her escape. Despite herself, she didn’t want to leave.

Josh’s room swallowed her in its chaotic masculinity—a disheveled space pulsing with the energy of youth and restless nights. The lingering scents of spicy aftershave and sharp body spray mingled with undertones of sweat and electronic heat, every breath she took reminding her how wildly out of place, and impossibly alive, she felt. Bottles and gadgets cluttered the desk, car magazines fanned like forbidden treasures across the floor. Eve’s gaze danced over evidence of a life unfurling; the reckless possessions of someone who’d never learned restraint.

Her own sense of decorum warred with the practical reality—other than the mussed bed, there was nowhere for her to sit. She wondered if they’d planned it that way, but the swirl of alcohol clouded her nerves and set her thoughts spinning. She hovered awkwardly for a heartbeat, cheeks burning, knowing escape would only highlight her uncertainty. Instead, she accepted the bottle Josh pressed into her hand, the chill of the glass somehow grounding her.

“Thanks,” she murmured, sipping deeply, the sharp taste sliding down her throat, loosening something inside her.

Dave was watching her with a predatory curiosity, his gaze skating coolly up and down her frame. “So…are you married?” he asked, a loaded smirk curled at the edge of his mouth.

Eve’s lips twisted in a rueful smile. “Not any more.”

Kevin slipped an arm around her waist, pulling her closer with easy confidence. “Perfect. No reason to hurry home then.”

She stiffened, planting her boundaries. “Just one drink,” she insisted, voice crisp in the crowded heat.

But Dave leaned in, brash—youthful arrogance and hormones burning in his eyes. “Just a kiss, then.” His lips claimed hers before she could even think to protest, heat and sweetness mingling with the taste of beer. Eve startled, but her body responded—hungry for something she could only barely name. Dave’s mouth was needy and soft, tasting of youth and promise, of things she shouldn’t crave.

Hands—Josh’s—circled from behind, bold and eager, cupping her breasts, palming them greedily, fingers seeking out her nipples through the thin fabric. The sensation jolted her, pleasure sparking to life as his touch grew more confident, more insistent. She shouldn’t let them—she knew it, deep down—but the thrill of being wanted, of being devoured, was dizzying.

Then Kevin’s hand was sliding, hot and demanding, up the inside of her thigh, knuckles brushing panty fabric stretched across her aching pussy—a jolt of electric longing bolting through her. She gasped, trembling, need battling against common sense.

“Enough!” she snapped, voice sharper than she intended, heart thudding wild in her chest. She pushed their hands away, breath unsteady as she tried to regain control of herself, her body, as much as of them.

“Come on…you don’t hang around nightclubs unless you’re looking for a good time,” Dave goaded, grinning wide and bold.

She managed a shaky laugh. “Not that kind of good time.”

“You’re divorced, right? Bet you haven’t been fucked in years.”

His brashness shocked her, but there was an ugly truth there. Flustered, she took another deep swallow of beer, needing the numbing burn to chase away shame—and the ache gathering low between her legs.

“Just…kissing,” she found herself offering, surrendering to the inevitable.

Josh lunged at her immediately, lips hungry and tongue pressing, more frantic, less skilled than Dave had been. She landed back on the bed, hips grinding down into its messy softness. Her head swam, lust flaring hot and sharp as his tongue tangled with hers, as his impatience spilled into her mouth. She was shaking, desire thrumming with every touch, her body pleading for release.

All three young men crowded her, hands roaming, mouths greedy—her head a whirlwind of doubt and reckless longing. They were barely older than her daughter, for god’s sake. What was she thinking?

But the promise of pleasure roared through her veins, heavy and liquid with alcohol, drowning out everything but the fever mounting in her core. Her neglected body cried out to be touched, taken, devoured. She clung to the edge of reason, torn between shame and searing want.

“You’re all too young,” she whispered, her voice rough, barely audible—a confession and a surrender both. Her heart thudded as she said it, knowing they heard, knowing she didn’t care enough to stop.

Josh, bold and greedy, moved from her lips to her neckline, fingers hungrily tugging down the fabric of her top, then her bra. The cool air from the window drifted across the exposed swell of her breasts, making her nipples tighten instantly into peaks of desire.

“Fuck, look at those,” someone breathed, awe and lust mingling in his tone.

Eve’s heart hammered. The thrill—pure, electric—of earning such admiration from men barely into their twenties, how could she not tingle with delight? Eager hands cupped her now-bared breasts, rough palms and eager fingers weighing and squeezing her flesh. Responding to their hungry gazes, Eve extended her arms above her head, pressing her chest up. Her full breasts rose, offered, proud, and oh so sensitive.

A mouth—hot, damp, needy—descended on her right nipple, sucking it forcefully. She arched, a gasped “Oh Christ” slipping from between her lips. The sensations lit tiny, shivering nerves all through her body. Another mouth, Kevin’s, found her left nipple, tongue swirling over her hard nub, teeth grazing just enough to make her whimper.

The sensation was intoxicating. After so long, she was enveloped in pleasure—hands kneading, tongues swirling, bodies crowding close. Let them worship her. Let them suck and grope and tease for just a little while. She deserved this, just a little longer…

But Dave had his own ideas—his hands had already trailed down her legs, stroking calf and knee and the inside of her thigh. Barely noticed at first, but now demanding her attention as he gently parted her legs, sliding his touch higher. She didn’t fight him. The heat swelled within, and a moan—a deep, desperate sound—escaped her as her thighs opened wider for him, surrendering. She felt it unmistakably then: the cold air against her panties, already damp with need, the tension building in her core.

She barely caught her breath before Dave’s mouth was pushing closer, his tongue teasing the wet material of her panties. Her body tensed and shivered as he pressed in, tongue swirling, lips hot through the thin cloth. She bit into the bedding, trying to muffle the needy cries rising in her throat.

And then—her panties slipped away. She started to stop him, fingers twitching, a murmur forming on her lips. But she saw Dave, naked between her legs, his skin young and dark and glowing—his cock thick and heavy, ready for her. She froze, mesmerized by the sight of him, the forbidden thrill unraveling her doubts.

Oh god, his mouth found her again, this time directly. A sharp gasp broke from her lips, his teeth lightly scraping her delicate folds, his tongue searching, opening her. She rolled her hips up, hips trembling and greedy for more, juices slick on his tongue.

On the bed beside her, Josh pulled away from her breast, yanking off his own shirt, pushing jeans down. His pale cock sprung free, erect and needy, smaller than Dave’s but beautifully formed, a contrast in skin and size. She stared, transfixed, heat blooming inside her. She couldn’t resist—she needed to touch, to hold. Eve reached, her hand sliding around Josh’s shaft, feeling the vital pulse of him, the heat, the weight. It was real. This was happening. She never wanted to leave.

He grinned at her, raw adoration and hunger shining in his eyes. “You look incredible,” he murmured, voice low and reverent.

Her voice failed her, her only response the death grip of her hand around his cock, savoring how hard and alive it felt.

Tonight, she would let them have her. All of her. Desperate, shamefully hungry, she surrendered entirely to them—her young, insatiable lovers. They’d ruin her, wreck her—make her feel wanted, alive. Not even in her wildest dreams had she imagined this.

Kevin was right there beside her, the tip of his cock so close she could taste the temptation hanging in the air. Turning her head, Eve licked her lips, her anticipation barely contained, and Kevin took it as all the permission he needed. The flushed crown nudged her mouth, insistent and needy, and instinctively her lips parted wide, surrendering to him. His masculine scent flooded her senses, a potent musk that made her dizzy with need. Her tongue curled around his length, appreciating the weight and heat, savoring the deep, earthy flavor as he eased deeper between her lips.

At the same moment, Dave claimed the ache between her thighs, his thick cock stretching her and filling her slick passage inch by glorious inch. Eve's fist glided along Josh's shaft at her side, feeling the urgent pulse in every twitch and gasp.

Dave’s fingers moved with exquisite precision, parting her folds further to expose her swollen clit. He tapped it softly, teasing, sending fiery jolts of pleasure shooting through her. Her body jolted, the sensation so sharp she bore down on Kevin’s cock, sucking him harder, needing more, wanting everything at once. Dave circled that delicate, needy bud, brushing it just enough to make her spine arch and her hips tremble. With each electric touch, she drew Kevin deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching further, devouring his pleasure.

All pretense of hesitation evaporated. These beautiful, insatiable young men wanted her, every aching inch of her, and she wasn’t about to say no. After all, why should she? She was a woman, longing for connection, for the wild rush of pleasure, and there was no one to answer to—this was her fantasy come to life. Claire certainly wouldn’t have thought twice. A slow, wicked smile played on her lips as she let herself off the hook and owned her desire unapologetically.

Breaking free only long enough to crawl defiantly to the center of the bed, Eve peeled away the last scraps of her clothing with a kind of brazen joy. She could feel all their eyes drinking her in, and it thrilled her—their gazes roamed over her bare, flawless skin, the curve of her belly, the full, defiantly perky bounce of her breasts. She reveled in the knowledge that even at forty-five, her body was a feast their hungry eyes couldn’t refuse.

For a single fluttering heartbeat, Eve met their gaze—strangers, all of them, yet the heat radiating from their naked bodies and the thick, waiting cocks made her shiver. The bed was cool beneath her, but the linen under her hips was already wet from how desperately she craved them. Nerves danced in her stomach, wild and wicked, but her pussy throbbed with an aching, unstoppable need.

“Oh fuck. What am I doing?” she gasped, the question tumbling out on a ragged exhale. But then she grinned, emboldened and liberated by the sight of three stunning cocks, each swollen with expectation, each ready to ravage her.

“Yeah. You want it,” Dave growled as he prowled toward her, eyes glittering, every muscle tight with anticipation. His hunger made her feel like prey, delicious and helpless, exactly where she wanted to be.

Josh gave her a look of reverent awe, voice hushed. “God, you look unbelievable. There’s no way you’re forty-five,” he mumbled, and Eve saw the innocent wonder in his eyes—perhaps he’d never had a woman like her, experienced and unashamed. That thought made her flush with pride.

Before any of them could take charge, Eve pulled herself up the bed, planting her knees wide and presenting herself on all fours—her heavy breasts swinging down, her arched back inviting them in. For the first time in years, she craved being taken, utterly, by all of them.

Josh circled around eagerly, his cock poised and ready, and with a breathless anticipation she parted her lips, welcoming the thick heat of him into her mouth just as Dave's formidable shaft thrust deep into her slick, aching center. The dual invasion made her gasp, a strangled moan vibrating through Josh's velvety flesh. Dave didn’t hold back—he drove into her harder, relentless, until she could feel the exquisite fullness of him, hips grinding as she pressed back, greedy for every inch. She surrendered to need, her own hunger undiluted by time.

Her mouth claimed Josh, every glide along his thick length increasing the slick mess of pre-cum that coated her lips and tongue—a musky, intoxicating taste she’d almost forgotten, trembling with cravings she hadn’t dared to acknowledge for years. She wanted to keep it all, to devour this offering and hold it inside her.

Fingers—unmistakably Kevin’s—slipped under her body, finding her swaying breasts and cupping them with gentle but urgent care. He kneaded and played with her nipples, rolling them between his fingertips, making her arch with intensified pleasure.

“Take it, baby,” Dave growled behind her.

He pounded into her, his body slapping into her ass and thighs with each heated thrust, sending ripples of sensation through every cell. With every forward movement, she sank deeper onto Josh’s cock, lips stretching, saliva mingling with the sticky, salty-sweet leak of his excitement. She surrendered to their rhythm: filled from behind, claimed from the front, her own hips and mouth working in instinctive, hungry time with their movements.

Her need was a hot coil winding tighter and tighter in her center, her orgasm already threatening to detonate. Josh jerked in her mouth, and suddenly creamy heat jetted across her tongue, thick and filling, and she swallowed all of him as Dave, with a guttural moan, spilled inside her pussy, his hot release pushing her toward the brink. Yet as Dave’s thrusts slowed, his body sagged with quick-spent youth and she felt an edge of frustration—a spike of desperate wanting still unsated.

Panting, throbbing, Eve broke away, her gaze wild and feral as she sought out Kevin, still watching, his cock rigid and eager for her. “I need you,” she gasped, pushing him down into the jumble of sheets, his eyes wide and nervous but desperate. He was hers to ride, trembling on the edge of innocence, and that anticipation rushed through her like lightning.

She swung a leg over his body, impaling herself on his length—so easy, so slick, her cunt swallowing him whole. Kevin’s gaze held hers, wonder burning bright, and she rocked against him, grinding down hard and deep, feeding on his moans, hungry for the climax that still teased her.

“Holy shit,” Josh breathed, too stunned to blink.

“Fucking amazing,” Dave announced, dazed and dazzled by the sight.

She sensed their hungry stares as, hips flexing, she bounced atop Kevin, her soft folds gliding up and down his shaft, their applause the spark in her veins. She pressed her hands to Josh’s chest for balance and shifted forward just a little—enough to give the boys the perfect view of her round, flushed ass working eagerly, trembling with every merciless grind.

Her breasts ached with each bounce until Josh reached up, catching them in his hands, easing the sting with gentle squeezes, letting her nipples dance across his palms. The pleasure rose, raw and volcanic, until her climax seized her—an eruption that sent convulsions quaking up her spine, tearing a gasping, muffled cry from her lips.

“Fuck…” Her voice barely a whisper, lost in the storm of release.

Josh’s body tensed beneath her, his fingers curling into the sheets, and she felt the wild pulse of his release as hot, thick torrents of cum surged deep inside her. The sensation triggered more aftershocks through her trembling, sensitized core, every jolt delicious, dizzying. Her hips moved in slow, lazy circles before finally coming to rest, her own pleasure ebbing with gentle aftershivers. Balanced above Kevin, she took a moment, lingering in the raw intimacy, eyes drawn to his sweetly innocent face—so fresh and open, flushed with wonderment. For a fleeting moment, she marveled at how young he was, the very idea sending a secret thrill down her spine. She could have been his mother. Yet now, watching the boy’s mouth fall open in spent bliss, knowing it was her, her hungry body, that had left him shattered and glowing—God, it was glorious. Had she just stolen away his last innocence? Maybe. But she saw it there: satisfaction. Pure, hungry joy.

With a decadent sigh, Eve let herself collapse forward, crossing Kevin’s body and sprawling onto the tangled sheets. Her legs splayed open, surrendering to the cool air and letting it soothe her feverish flesh—her wet, ripe folds exposed, glistening with their lust and sticky with mingled cum. The boys stared, three pairs of enraptured eyes devouring her—the curve of her breasts, her plush thighs, the raw neediness still on display between her legs. She basked in their fascinated silence, boldly letting them look, wanting to be admired—craved, desired, worshipped as the woman that she was.

“That was fucking incredible,” she breathed, her voice a sultry purr, thick with satiation.

Old heartbreak wandered through her mind for the briefest moment, the distant memory of Graham—years in bed with a man who never truly wanted her, not like this, never left her open and throbbing, worshipped and messy. Even when they’d made love in those early days, it was restrained, careful, lacking any real heat. He’d never ravaged her the way these gorgeous boys had, never brought this wild, reckless edge. She was so, so grateful to be free.

Her gaze flickered to Dave, catching him in that urgent, desperate act—fist flying over his cock, lust painted all over his face, his mouth half open as he panted for her. His shaft, still swollen and needful, looked impossibly hard as he worked himself to a fever pitch. She grinned, shameless, hungry for more, watching as he finally erupted, spurting white ropes that splattered hot across her tits, droplets streaking her flushed skin. He collapsed back, moaning as his pleasure ebbed, and she couldn’t help but giggle, dipping her finger in the gooey mess and swirling it over her nipple, then sensually sucking it clean, savoring the taste while all three watched, spellbound.

Head falling back on the pillow, Eve exhaled, her whole body vibrating with freedom, every muscle loose, all the old frustration washed away in sweat and cum. Josh fisted himself, working his cock hard, animalistic urgency in his eyes. She encouraged him, stroking his balls with just a hint of teasing pressure, rewarding his need with a wicked smile. His climax came fast, a hot spurt painting her cheek, missing her lips by a hair’s breadth. She tipped her head back, laughing, glancing at Kevin with eyes full of mischief.

Dave whooped encouragement, “Hell yes, mate! Good shot!”

Eve licked her lips, grinning wantonly. “Got any more for me, boys?” she taunted, turning to Kevin, eyes sparkling.

He was already at it, pumping himself with a growing confidence that made her ache. It thrilled her—the taboo, being the object and the audience both. She’d only ever glimpsed furtive self-pleasure on a screen, never like this, never real, raw, offered up just for her.

“Harder, Kev, let me see you lose control…” The boys egged him on, and Eve reached between her legs, fingers circling her clit, stroking it until the pressure became unbearable.

She surprised even herself, shuddering as another orgasm seized her—intense, volcanic, a wild buck of her hips and soft relentless moans parting her lips while she ground her palm against her own needy flesh. She let them watch, shameless, writhing, exulting in her release while the night rang with their breathless, eager cheers.

A fresh ripple of tremors swept through her—uncontrollable, dizzying. Then Kevin’s climax erupted, thick and unrestrained, splashing against her face, some coating her lips. Her mouth parted willingly, tasting him, relishing the briny echo of lust that lingered on her tongue. She licked her lips, greedy for more, heartbeat thunderous in her ears.

He collapsed bonelessly, head pillowed against the curve of her breasts, breath cooling across her damp skin. Eve could hardly summon the will to move him. Instead, she exhaled, surrendering to sweet exhaustion, sinking into the tousled pillow. For just a moment—a minute, perhaps two—she allowed herself to simply exist, cum sticky on her skin, mind deliciously blank. The need to clean herself off seemed distant, unimportant. Her eyelids fluttered shut and she drifted off, tangled in the sharp, spent scent of sex and the chaotic heat of sated bodies.

Light spilled pale and insistent through the window when she finally stirred. Her mouth was dry, her skull humming with the echo of a hangover, her thoughts muddied and slow. She lay motionless, confusion giving way to a tidal wave of memory, equal parts mortification and glorious pleasure. Instinctively, her arm flew to cover her bare chest, sudden self-consciousness prickling across her skin.

The boys—her lovers, her accomplices—sprawled in careless sleep all around her, their bodies heavy and languid. Dave’s weight, resting across her thighs, became too much; she nudged him off, her movements urgent and clumsy as she scrambled for scattered clothes. Hands shaking, she tugged her panties up, searching desperately for her bra. She found it and fastened it with frantic, fumbling fingers.

“What you doing?” slurred a voice from the bed, muffled by sleep.

Ignoring whoever had spoken, Eve ducked her head, shoving her arms into her skirt, wriggling it over her hips. Next came her top. Her heartbeat fluttered as she yanked on her shoes, heels awkward beneath her feet. Only when she was clothed—barely decent—did she lift her gaze to the tableau on the bed, so brazen and beautiful: naked, satisfied men, Josh already stroking himself, morning arousal thick in his fist, watching her dress intently.

For a split second, she considered him—considered letting him finish while she watched, maybe even joining in, just for a last exquisite moment. But reality intruded, heavy and cold; this was not her place. Not now.

“I’m sorry,” she managed, voice teasing over shaky satisfaction. “Last night was… incredible. But I have to go.”

Before they could protest, she gathered herself and slipped into the hallway, shutting the bedroom door firmly behind her. The silent relief that expanded inside her chest was almost dizzying. She glanced at her reflection in a hallway mirror, lips swollen, hair wild, her body clad in clothes that felt almost too loud now—her skirt indecently high, her top stretched tight across her breasts. Seductive last night, scandalous this morning. The classic walk of shame—at her age. Ridiculous, rebellious, and thrilling.

A sudden, sharp cry broke the quiet: “What the fuck?”

Eve snapped her head up, heart slamming. A woman stood at the foot of the stairs, work clothes rumpled with fatigue, eyes like storm clouds, disbelief etching deep lines across her tired face. Another mother. Her age.

“Josh!” the woman bellowed up the stairs, panic and anger entwined.

Realisation crashed over Eve—her chest constricted, shame and adrenaline sparking together. She willed herself to shrink, but it was too late.

“You’re Josh’s mother,” she blurted, mortified.

“Damn right I am. What the hell have you done with my son?”

“Sorry,” Eve mumbled. Without waiting for further explanation, she barreled down the steps, shoving past the woman, heart pounding, her only focus on escape.

“Get back here! You owe me an explanation!” the woman shouted after her.

Eve refused even to glance up as she power-walked away, burning with embarrassment, passing a dog walker who stared shamelessly. She kept moving, breath jagged, steps shaky, skin tingling with exposure… and the faintest flicker of wicked pride.

“Bloody hell,” Eve whispered under her breath, quickening her pace as she rounded the corner into the next street. Her heart still hammered, adrenaline flooding every inch of her body as she pressed on through the early morning hush. She recognized the neighborhood now—a familiar route close to the centre, not far from the bus that would ferry her back to the mundane world.

Suddenly, she became hyper-conscious of her face, her fingers flying up to her cheeks and lips, rubbing frantically. God, what state was she in? Was there still telltale evidence—sticky, shimmering remnants of wild pleasure—clinging to her flushed skin? Had that furious woman seen the mess? And what about the dog walker—her startled eyes drinking in Eve’s walk of shame?

A laugh escaped her, rich and reckless. Well, fuck it. No one here knew who she was, and she wouldn’t be coming near this street for a while—not after this. Let the rumors swirl and the gossip’s tongues wag; she’d been shameless, scandalous, positively alive.

She pictured Josh’s mum now—a storm of outrage, her face twisted in horror at the thought of her grown son tangled up with a woman who could have been her contemporary, defiling the sanctity of her house with unrestrained youth and lust. The trio of boys—her son and his eager mates—left to face the aftermath. That wasn’t her problem. They could stumble through their excuses and stammers alone; Eve had her own complications to sort out.

There’d be a pit stop at the chemist later, that much was certain—she’d need the morning after pill, just to be safe. Yet, as she walked, resolve simmered inside her. Maybe it was time to consider a more permanent arrangement, something reliable. Why not? There was a whole world of hungry young men out there—aching for an experienced hand, desperate for an older woman to teach them every delicious sin. She allowed herself a sly, knowing smile. She’d tasted something tonight, and the craving had only just begun.


Chapter 2

The pub was still in its early hush, the crowd only a promise yet to gather, and Eve glided to the bar with ease—her drink in hand within moments, the cool glass a pleasing anchor in her grip. She perched herself on a high stool, the polished edge of the bar cradling her elbows, positioning herself perfectly to survey every soul who entered through the heavy doors. Her legs, bronzed and smooth, were artfully crossed beneath the bold hem of her sleek skirt—every movement designed, every glance intentional. She’d dressed for desire, curves wrapped in midnight black, lips painted a wicked red: everything about her screamed confidence, a siren’s invitation.

But as her gaze drifted, she caught the flash of bare skin and caught the high-pitched squeal—a squeeze of girlish voices ricocheting along polished wood. A cluster of teenage girls, barely more than fully grown, gathered at the other end of the bar, dresses clinging as if eager to slip away. Eve couldn’t help but make the inevitable comparison as she watched—she and they, both on the prowl, both hungering for the same kind of prey. She felt a flicker of irritation: their youth was unconcealed, their skin untouched by time. Her own reflection in the mirror behind the bar was just as arresting—her beauty matured, her allure ripened—but she couldn’t ignore the ache of knowing they were a generation removed from her, spring unspoiled compared to her own rich autumn.

For one brief, aching heartbeat, Eve wondered if this was all just reckless—if she was fooling herself, sitting here flaunting her assets to lure the gaze of young men. But memory thrilled beneath her skin. That wild night barely a month ago with three eager boys—handsome, lithe, barely more than children themselves—haunted her every thought. They should have been magnetized by girls like the ones shrieking in the corner, yet it was Eve they’d orbit, it was Eve they’d wanted. She’d let them chase her, had played the part of sophisticated seductress, until their hunger overcame her resistance—until her body melted into theirs.

Not a waking hour had passed without replaying that night. She’d made herself wet reliving the press of their bodies, the breathless heat, the thrill of making inexperienced boys unravel for her pleasure. One of them—a sweet virgin, if his shy touches and fearful awe hadn’t lied. She’d corrupted them and, in doing so, set herself ablaze with a new hunger—desperate to feel youth inside her again.

At forty-five, Eve thought she should crave companionship, maybe a seasoned man who understood life’s scars and would press gently against her bruised heart. But no; the idea was laughable. All she could think about was finding another young stud, one who saw her not as a mother, but as a goddess—a true MILF.

Day after day, she hunted them in her mind: men who could have been classmates of her own daughter, their chests broad and their voices still thrumming with adolescent promise. She yearned for thick, youthful cock, skin taut, veins pulsing, and tonight she burned for more. She wasn’t even sure what kind of young man she wanted—maybe bold and brash, maybe trembling and untouched. She’d recognize him when she saw him. She always would.

And she did. The second he walked in, something inside her sang. So young it ached—no more than eighteen or nineteen, but built like a promise fulfilled. His shoulders wide, muscles straining under his t-shirt, golden hair cropped close to a face that belonged on a sculpture. Eve’s skin prickled, her thighs pressed together, fierce anticipation trembling through her. This boy would be hers. She could see it already—the future memory of him between her legs.

She followed the drift of his eyes—how he paused on the still-giggling girls, considering, uncertain. Her heart twisted, bitter with envy. They’d spotted him too. For a moment, she thought her chance was gone, claimed by youth and innocence.

And then, without warning, luck found her.

Eve shifted her weight, slowly crossing her legs, the silky hem of her skirt inching higher and revealing more of her thighs, deliberately provocative. His gaze was immediate and unmistakable—hungry, lingering on the expanse of her exposed skin before flicking up with thrilling audacity to meet her eyes. Her pulse fluttered wildly, and she returned his look with a soft, teasing warmth—automated, perhaps, but brimming with promise. She could only hope every tale she’d ever heard was true—of insatiable boys yearning to be claimed by a woman who held experience, control, and power.

Her heart stormed in her chest, beating so hard it threatened to escape from her ribcage when he closed the distance between them, sliding onto the vacant stool at her side. Eve pretended indifference as he ordered a beer, though every cell in her body was greedily drinking in the spectacle of him. He was nothing short of divine—tall, broad shoulders crowding his pale shirt, biceps stretching the sleeves, denim strained perfectly along his powerful thighs. Every inch of him radiated invitation.

Without planning to, her lips parted and the question slipped out, airy and intimate. “Do you work out?”

His attention snapped to her, his gaze gleaming with mischief and desire. It drifted boldly over her, lingering at her flushed cheeks before trailing down her body with feather-light lasciviousness. He lingered, unapologetically, on her chest—her breasts rising beneath the clinging blouse, nipples taut and visible through the whisper-thin bra. Only a month ago she’d have recoiled at such frank appraisal—especially from a boy this young—but now, God, it sent pulses straight through her. That hungry, appreciative look made her ache; the slick anticipation dampened her panties and tightened her flesh even further.

“Yeah,” he replied, eyes smoldering as they lifted back to her face, igniting the tension between them. “I work at the gym on Newland Street.”

She recognized the name instantly. “The fancy one? The place everyone whispers about.” Her eyes sparkled as she sipped, lips parting in a knowing smile.

“That’s me. Ben.” He angled closer, the simple introduction ringing with promise. “And you…”

“Eve.” Her voice lingered on her name, drawing him in.

“So, are you waiting for someone? Out with your husband or…?” His question tangled with curiosity—a hint of hopefulness she recognized.

She savored his subtle probing. “No husband. Not anymore.” She let the words hang between them, her tone playfully careless. “Just stopped in for a drink before heading home.” A harmless lie, but her intention vibrated in every syllable.

A slip of her gaze betrayed her, flicking unconsciously to the bulge of his jeans—his response unmistakable. His lips curled into a knowing smile, eager confidence flickering across his face.

“Good,” he replied, his voice low. “I mean, glad I won’t have anyone chasing me out of here.” There was a wicked glint in his eyes as he sampled his beer.

“I wouldn’t want you chased away,” she murmured, letting the words caress the space between them.

“I’m not going anywhere.” His eyes raked over her, hotter than before. “You look amazing, Eve.” Approval radiated from his tone, as if he wanted her naked right now.

“Thank you. So, what’s your plan for the evening? Big night ahead? Clubbing?” she teased, swirling her glass, her posture relaxed and inviting.

He hesitated, a sheepish smile flickering. “Sort of. Supposed to meet my mates, but their car’s busted. It’s just me tonight. Grab a drink, maybe head home.” His words were casual, but the undertone—eager opportunity—was unmistakable.

That twist of luck sent anticipation through her. Leaning in, she caught the fresh, clean scent of him: sharp aftershave, fresh shower gel, the warmth of young skin. Her body responded instinctively.

“Such a pity they let you down,” she said, her voice softer now, lower. “But maybe you’d like to keep me company instead?”

He didn’t hesitate, his grin quick and eager. “Absolutely.”

She gestured subtly with her glass to the gaggle of girls, coyly raising her brows. “Unless those pretty young things at the bar have caught your eye…”

But he barely glanced at them, his focus fixed entirely, obsessively on her. “No, thanks. I’m happy right here with you, Eve.” His smile was all intimacy and promise, making her melt inside.

The next hour slipped by in a delicious haze—conversation dancing with flirtation, laughter threaded through with hungry glances, every accidental brush of elbows or knees anything but accidental. Tension built, thick and intoxicating between their bodies. And at last, Ben’s hand found hers, bold and sure with fresh courage, finally bridging the distance she’d burned to cross.

“Would you like to come back to mine?” Ben's voice dropped, low and full of heat. “I share with a mate—he’ll be in with his girlfriend, but I’ve got my own room.”

A slow, delicious smile played at the corner of Eve's lips, almost too eager, making her bite down gently to compose herself. She flicked her gaze down, a swirl of electrifying anticipation and a flutter of nerves dancing tight in her belly.

“I’d love that,” she murmured, her voice a purr barely above a whisper. But a wicked little doubt teased at her. “You don’t care that I’m… older?” she pressed, searching his face for hesitation.

Ben’s response was guttural, his eyes roaming over every seductive contour: the gentle slope of her thighs, the inviting flatness of her stomach, the lush curves of breasts that begged to be unwrapped and tasted. “No,” he grinned wolfishly. “Not an issue when you look like you do.”

That was all she needed. Eve rose and slipped her fingers through his, warmth crackling between their palms. “Come on then,” she teased, breathless, desire sparking through her veins as she pressed close. “Just how old are you, exactly?”

“Nineteen,” Ben replied, voice thick with unspoken intent. He squeezed her hand, daring her to comment, meeting her gaze with brazen confidence. “But don’t think I’m some clueless boy.”

She leaned in, stretching up on tiptoe, lips ghosting his cheek with a tantalizing, playful kiss as he nudged open the door. “You’ve got nothing to prove to me,” she whispered fiercely.

Adrenaline pulsed in her every step as they spilled out into the night, the cool air prickling over her skin and heightening the wet ache building relentlessly between her thighs. She pressed herself against his side, pressing her body into the hard muscle she’d been aching to touch all evening.

Ben’s place was tucked inside a sprawling Victorian house, its old bones now split for students' chaos and lusts. She followed him inside, the faint drone of a TV drifting down the hall, wrapping her in a cocoon of warmth and forbidden possibility. On the battered sofa slouched his flatmate and a pale-haired wisp of a girl, locked together, eyes momentarily flicking up to study her—curious, maybe envious.

Eve caught the blonde’s gaze, felt the quick, secret thrill of being the newcomer, something dangerous—the woman no one expected. But Ben was already tugging her away, murmuring soft greetings as they slid past.

He closed his bedroom door with a quiet snick and was on her before the latch clicked. Ben’s hands—so much larger than hers, powerful and unyielding—slammed her gently against the timber, his fingers cradling her jaw and tilting her mouth to his. His lips crashed down, fire and longing, and she parted her mouth in utter surrender, welcoming the velvet invasion of his tongue.

She clutched his ass, relishing how impossibly taut it was, stone-hard from countless hours lifting and sweating. His sheer physicality dwarfed her, pinned her, left her pliant with want.

Ben pressed into her, his cock swollen and urgent, grinding into her stomach. Even through denim, the thickness of him made her gasp, an eager shiver rippling through her as her lips tangled wetly with his, mingled breaths harsh and desperate.

His scent—soap, sweat, pure masculinity—flooded her senses as his palms travelled her ribcage, up to fill his hands with her breasts. Every hungry, searching touch pulled startled breaths from her, turned her nerves to trembling electricity as her nipples hardened beneath his fingers, leaking want into the thin confines of her underwear. She was melting for him—utterly, shamelessly lost in the raw, feral hunger between them.

She pressed him back with assertive hands, sinking gracefully to her knees on the well-worn carpet. The air in the room thrummed between them, thick with promise. With trembling fingers, Eve yanked at his belt, heart pounding in her chest—a wild, reckless excitement humming beneath her skin. Ben was quick to join, impatient, undoing his own fly as the rigid outline of his arousal strained behind cotton.

The anticipation nearly undid her. Her gaze devoured the pronounced bulge above her, so close she could feel the heat radiating from him, the scent of sweat and desire mingling as she slid his boxers down in a swift, hungry motion. His cock sprang free—a thick, imposing length that smacked against her cheek, startling a laugh from her lips. She stared, breathless, in awe at its girth and the way it curved upward, so perfectly, almost impossibly, hard.

“Oh, you’re definitely no boy,” she purred, the words little more than a sultry exhale.

Without hesitation, Eve enveloped the head of his cock with her lips, her tongue swirling in languid circles, tasting the heady musk that was undeniably him. She slid down, swallowing more of his length, letting her lips stretch obscenely wide. The heat, the salty, intoxicating flavor, suffused her mouth as her cheeks hollowed to draw him deeper, hungry for more.

He moaned above her, a low, desperate sound that vibrated all the way down his body to hers. His big hands slipped beneath her blouse, gliding over the swell of her breasts, fingers tracing her curves before gripping firmly, kneading and exploring the soft bounty he found. His hips began to move—tentative at first, then with growing confidence—driving his cock slowly in and out of her accommodating mouth. The door was sturdy against the back of her head, roots her in the moment as she surrendered, opening her throat to him.

She inhaled through her nose, hinted sweetness of his scent making her body throb with need. He was relentless, pumping against her lips, filling her mouth again and again, and she took it—letting herself be used, surrendering to his control and the wild, rising tide of her own desire. Somewhere in the haze, she wondered if the couple outside could hear the smutty wet sounds or Ben’s stifled groans, but the idea only fanned the flames within her. Exhibitionist glee prickled her skin as she clung to his hips.

He thrust deeper, provoking a sharp gag as his cock nudged the back of her throat. She tasted the first thick drops of pre-cum—a slippery, warm nectar with just a hint of brine—driving her into an urgent rhythm, lips and tongue gliding up and down his shaft. Each drop of his anticipation was a reward, savory and addictive. Her fist circled him, stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach, while her other hand played greedily with the heavy weight of his balls, rolling them between her fingers, feeling him shiver above her.

Ben towered over her, exhaling in sharp gasps, still holding her hair tightly in his fists as if afraid she might stop. His dark, hungry eyes drank in the sight: her knees bent submissively, mouth stretched deliciously around him, wanting and willing. Her body, lush with mature femininity, ripe and eager, only made him want her more. He longed to see her naked beneath him, every curve revealed. He wanted to bury himself inside her, to lose himself in her, to spill himself deep within this wild, intoxicating woman.

The fever of anticipation tightened inside Ben, electric and wild, until he finally wrenched himself away, chest heaving, his cock pulsing with urgency. “Fuck… you are incredible.” His smile was raw, ringing with wonder, as his eyes devoured her.

Still breathless, Eve stayed kneeling on the hard floor—deliberately—her cheeks flushed, both with exertion and pride. With a teasing flick of her wrist, she stripped her top away and gracefully unclasped her bra, baring her breasts to his ravenous gaze. She wanted nothing more than to let this gorgeous, reckless young man admire every sinful inch of her.

“My god, you’re stunning,” she murmured, gazing up, voice trembling with delight. He grinned, his eyes hungry, openly drinking her in. “Takes work to look like this…” she purred, cupping her own breasts, squeezing at her aching nipples until the sharp pleasure made her shiver. “But you, Ben—yours is pure, raw perfection.” The confession tumbled from her lips before she could stop herself.

He gazed at her, that cocky, reverent smile curving his lips. Eve blushed hard, but the shyness only amplified her need. She let her full breasts bounce, pinching one nipple, then the other, giving him a show, her skin tingling under the fluorescent light.

Ben made quick, almost desperate work of his clothes, peeling them off one by one, never once breaking eye contact. At last, naked, he stood in front of her, achingly hard and more beautiful than any living sculpture. Every line and sinew of his torso glistened, and his cock, thick and glistening with need, pointed straight toward her—almost unbearably aroused by what he saw.

Eve’s own breath caught. She drank him in, unable to decide which marvel held her more tightly: his powerfully carved body or that swollen, glistening shaft. The air almost shimmered with their twin arousal.

He was the first to surrender, voice hoarse, as though confessing a secret: “Those tits… Fuck.” He dropped to his knees and claimed her breasts with both hands, boyish wonder mixing with feral hunger. He kneaded her flesh hungrily, marveling as if she were some unwrapped treasure. His face dove down, mouth closing around a swollen nipple, heat and wetness making her arch helplessly.

A gasp broke from Eve’s lips as his tongue lashed, then his teeth grazed softly, sharply, tugging and stretching her nipple until the ache blossomed into white-hot pleasure. She tangled shaking fingers in his hair, breathless, pleading, “More. Harder. Please.”

His answer was a feral bite. Lightning pain shot through her, transforming instantly into molten heat between her thighs. She moaned—loud, unrestrained—as he sucked even harder, pulling at her until her nerves screamed. The contrast was exquisite: a sharp bite to her breast, a slow, relentless swell of need below, her pussy soaking through her underwear so thoroughly she could smell her own lust—heady and brazen in the air.

Abruptly, Ben jerked upward and lifted her, hands greedy on her hips. Eve stumbled, half enslaved already by his power as he spun her and stripped her bare with rough efficiency. Her skirt and panties were gone in one fluid motion. She stepped from them, shivering, baring her drenched folds to him and the electric glare overhead.

With an approving smirk, he seized her wrist, guiding her into the center of the room directly beneath the harsh, unflinching light. Her mind spun. Sex in the dark, hidden away from sight—that had been her life before. Dull, unimaginative, always hiding. Now, naked, face flushed, every curve and shadow fully revealed in front of this young, ravenous man, she didn’t care about modesty or judgment. She ached to be seen, adored, used.

Her gaze flicked for a moment to the bed, expecting soft sheets, but Ben had other plans. No—he turned her, pressing her toward the lush, thick rug spread invitingly on the floor by an old, silent fireplace. The idea sent a tremor through her—hot, unexpected, irresistible. All she wanted now was to feel him parting her, filling her, raw and divine, splayed wide and shameless in the merciless light.

Ben’s powerful grip on her hips was possessive, commanding—there was nothing tentative or hesitant about him. He wasn’t playing at being dominant; control flowed through him, raw and unyielding, and Eve realised, breathless, that he intended to utterly conquer her body. There was no trace of boyish uncertainty left—he meant to ravish, not romance, and her skin tingled with the intoxicating thrill of surrender. Her heart pounded and she arched her back obligingly, offering herself—spreading her knees, planting trembling hands into the lush, yielding rug while her ass lifted high, a blatant invitation.

A gasp tore from her lips as, without warning, his face dove between her thighs from behind, his breath hot against her slick folds. His tongue was bold, insistent, wickedly circling her entrance before gliding impossibly high, tracing the forbidden ring of her arsehole. The sensation was jarring—deliciously shocking—and her body jerked involuntarily.

“Oh, God,” she breathed out, low and hoarse, as Ben’s tongue found its rhythm, teasing the tight ring again, relentless and filthy. His hands gripped her thighs in steel bands, spreading her wider; she was wide open under his ravenous attention. Moving down, his tongue slithered between her folds, hunting for her clit—the plush, throbbing climax of her pleasure. He coaxed it free, then flicked its swollen bud with rapid, expert strokes that electrified her, sending liquid surges of ecstasy darting up her spine.

Eve’s hands fisted the textured rug, holding on for dear life as he devoured her. He radiated cocky, masculine energy—her body was his playground, and she held still beneath him, gasping at how utterly he dominated her senses. It was intoxicating, unnerving—a savage thrill. She felt small, exposed, and so deliciously alive.

Then, abruptly, he knelt behind her, cock in hand, the head hot and slick as it nudged between her drenched folds. His hands slid around, finding the axis of her hips and grabbing her securely—fingers digging into her flesh with delicious authority, curling around the soft edges of her vulva. She was trembling, pulse hammering as he maneuvered the thick, throbbing length of him, pressing forward, breaching her entrance—unforgiving, unstoppable, filling her in a single primal thrust.

“Fuck me,” she pleaded, her voice trembling with need and disbelief at the relentless possession in his eyes. She wasn’t ready, not for this—no one had ever taken her so completely, with such hunger.

He drove into her, merciless, setting a punishing rhythm—hips slamming against her with dizzying force, and she was rocked forward, breasts swaying, nipples grazing the rug with each thrust. The room was a symphony of want: the wet slap of skin, his urgent, breathless growls, her own strangled cries. Her thoughts, her will—gone, swept away on the tidal wave of sensation. She was nothing but sensation, a vessel for his pleasure, straining and yielding beneath every demanding stroke.

He pinned her hips, holding her tight, and she surrendered. She could only gasp, shuddering as he pounded her, her body slick with arousal, every nerve shimmering with sensation. Pressure coiled inside her—intense, unstoppable—as the heat built to an absolute fever. His cock was steel, pistoning deep, and every now and then the rough pad of his thumb grazed her clit—a shock that sent her wild.

She whimpered, fear and excitement blurring in her chest, uncertain where her pleasure would explode. The orgasm crashed over her—violent, consuming, white-hot. Her arms buckled, sending her face-first into the rug, nipples dragged and teased against the coarse pile, amplifying her release until she was nothing but pulses of pleasure. There was no modesty, no hesitation—only desperate, shameless need, and the burning word from her lips:

“Yes!”

Ben’s thrusts were relentless—an unyielding, savage rhythm that seemed to push her beyond any limit she’d ever known. Eve’s mind spun, oxygen deserting her lungs as she surrendered fully; words failed, her voice lost to raw animalistic cries that echoed brazenly through the house, heedless of any listening ears. Decorum, shame, self-control—obliterated as primal energy overtook her. Her spine arched, hips driving back reflexively to meet each merciless plunge of his cock. He showed no sign of slowing, no faltering—just that impossibly hard shaft gliding into her depths with almost mechanical certainty. The way her inner muscles clung tightly, fluttering around his length, made her wonder if she’d ever truly opened this way before—or if he had somehow claimed something lost and now rediscovered.

Tears pricked her lashes, vision blurring as pleasure and exhaustion overtook her, body convulsing with overwhelming spasms. For a moment, she was nothing but sensation—her entire being suspended, impaled on him, helpless as a worn doll in his grasp. Then Ben stilled, leaving her in shuddering, gasping silence. Her knees threatened to give; only his strong arms kept her upright, repositioning her as if he already owned every curve of her. Even motionless, his cock throbbed deep inside, thick and insistent. She was dazed, trembling, her mind spinning with disbelief—he hadn’t finished. Not yet. Her pulse hammered with arousal and terror—no one had ever taken her like this; she almost doubted she could withstand it.

Slowly, her breathing steadied and she glanced beneath her—her breasts hung heavy, nipples swollen and flushed, swaying gently with every tremor that rippled through her. Tiny shocks of sensation ran from the sensitive buds where they grazed the soft rug, anticipation sharpening every sense as she braced herself for more.

Then she felt him withdraw, the slick heat of him sliding upwards over her sensitive flesh, smearing their mingled wetness. Her skin prickled where that slippery crown drifted higher, pausing with purposeful intent at the taboo entrance of her arsehole—his presence brazen, undeniable.

Eve went rigid, startled terror lancing through her. She’d never imagined her darkest fantasy would become flesh and heat and possibility—right here, right now.

“Oh… God…” The words tumbled from her lips—a broken, trembling plea.

She should demand he stop, break the spell, reclaim control. But the illicit thrill buzzing through her veins blotted out reason. With trembling need, she pushed her bottom back in silent invitation—surrendering.

That first stretch stole her breath—a gasp wrenched from deep inside as Ben’s strong hands steadied her hips and drew her down onto his unyielding cock. Her tight ring resisted, then yielded with a sudden, shocking pop. Heat and pain and searing pleasure exploded together—her body struggling, accepting inch after slow, excruciating inch as tears traced her cheeks.

She tried to straighten, to absorb the relentless fullness that burned and thrilled her at once. He drove into her patiently, breaking boundaries she’d never crossed. “Fucking hell,” she croaked, voice hoarse, mind blank with sensation; his cock felt impossibly deep, her body stretched to its absolute limit.

“I’ve… never done this before,” she whimpered, muscles involuntarily clenching around him.

“Just relax… don’t fight it,” Ben’s voice murmured, unexpectedly gentle.

For a heartbeat, panic fluttered at the edges—imagining he’d ravage this forbidden place as mercilessly as he’d claimed her pussy. Could she even take it? The fear shivered through her until, at last, his hips pressed tight to her arse. He was buried to the hilt, filling her utterly. Relief cascaded as the tension fled her lungs; she sank forward, surrendering to whatever came next, heart pounding with wild abandon.

Bracing herself, Eve pressed her palms into the thick pile of the rug, trembling as she widened her knees, each nerve on fire with anticipation and dread. She was certain the coming assault would break her—yet still, she waited, every muscle quivering as she surrendered to the unknown. The first languid thrust stunned her, more sensation than she’d ever believed possible—he withdrew slowly, only to sink back in, each excursion wrenching a new gasp from deep in her throat. The stretch was unbearable, searing pain tumbling into a sweet, forbidden ache that throbbed inside her.

Agony and rapture tangled, sharp and electric as a shock up her spine, shattering all composure. Each of Ben’s relentless, precise motions left her raw but not just from the discomfort, but from the dazzling jolt of pleasure that coiled up her core and made her half-mad with need. Animal noises spilled from her lips—beyond words, just pure, primal response. She could hardly recognize herself—the thought that she was actually living out this dark, reckless desire, letting a stranger do this to her when she’d only dared imagine in furtive, late-night fantasies, sent her insides twisting with even more feverish longing. Her marriage had been a litany of routine; her ex would never have considered this. Now, she was bent, possessed, impaled on Ben’s impossibly rigid length, overwhelmed as he claimed her in a way she’d never conceived possible.

It felt like his cock might rip through her, might tear a path so deep it would never close. Suddenly, she pictured a ridiculous scenario—explaining herself to some skeptical doctor, exposed and ruined—but the thought flickered out as he slowed his rhythm, nearly tender, sliding out little by little before plunging back in. Gradually, almost mercifully, every new push stretched her tightest rim, softening her, teaching her trembling body to take him—and then to crave him. Her breaths came ragged, desperate, as dread blended with wild, impossible joy; she braced herself for each advance, sore but wanting, her mind thick with the ache of suspense.

Then Ben’s pace quickened, the strokes faster and deeper until she cried out, the room echoing with her barely human sounds. “Nooo!” erupted from her lips, a broken protest—yet inside, her whole body screamed for more, pleaded for every brutal, exquisite thrust. Still his hands seized her hips, rough and insistent, holding her tight for another round of merciless hammering. Stars exploded behind her eyelids, pain warping into pleasure so intense it felt like she might burst from wanting.

Centred between her thighs, she throbbed—her clit pulsating, desperate for friction, the heat in her sex driving her insane. She flailed for control, fighting the urge to reach down, to finish herself, too shattered to move, powerless to do anything but take what he gave her. All at once, Ben’s hands reached below; a thick finger pressed into her slick folds, stretching her pussy wide as he invaded her from behind, claiming every inch she could offer. His other hand found her aching clit, pinching and squeezing until she swore she would fly apart, the sensation so sharp she couldn’t breathe. He rubbed her, fast and filthy, stoking her need until she screamed—raw, animal, undone.

Her orgasm hit with a violence she’d never known, the force streaking up her spine, bursting in her fingertips, her body convulsing around him, wrung out and conquered. She barely registered the moment his cock shuddered inside, his climax jetting heat deep into her belly, filling her in places that should have been forbidden. The sticky warmth burned through her insides, so thick and strange it left her wide-eyed and shaking.

A strangled moan crawled up her throat. Spent, delirious, she tore herself away and slumped onto the rug, her skin feverish, fluttering with aftershocks. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught Ben stroking himself, still hungry even as his knees pressed into the floor, towering over her even now. His fist pumped urgently, and suddenly, a final gush of his thick cream shot from his reddened tip, splattering across her trembling thigh in a warm arc. The sight of his release—the milky spatter streaking her flushed skin—sent a shiver straight to her core. Then, with a guttural exhale, he toppled back, spent, as if he’d been knocked senseless by desire.

Eve sprawled on the cool sheets, her breath still ragged, eyes fixed on Ben’s cock swaying softly above his chest with each steady rise and fall. Gradually, it began to lose its rigid arrogance, languid and glistening in the aftermath. A deep, delicious ache radiated through her ass—a bruised, pulsing reminder of every savage thrust. Yet beneath the soreness, satisfaction simmered in her bones—full, sated, glowing in a way she had never known before.

Across the thin wall, the air was split by the creak of a mattress and the hushed, broken moans of a woman lost in pleasure. Eve stilled, jealous fascination prickling over her skin as the tempo of soft, rhythmic lovemaking unfolded—soothing, tender, the antithesis of her own raw surrender. No pounding fury or desperate stretching there, only the languid, melodic soundscape of a familiar couple dissolving sweetly into one another. She wondered, biting her lip, whether her own guttural cries—those feral, helpless screams—had carried over, winding their way into the other woman's purring pleasure. How much had Eve's animal ecstasy spurred them on?

Even muted by the wall, the woman’s cries twisted through Eve’s mind, delicate and wild. Then, seamlessly, a trembling whimper rolled into the night, relief and rapture tangled together, accompanied by a low masculine groan. Eve saw the lovers in her mind—a girl shuddering, thighs spread, surrendering to her boy’s gentle possession, wet and open, drowning in bliss. Instantly, need sparked anew in Eve, her skin prickling with heat, desire coiling tight and urgent.

Ben’s voice sliced through the heady spell. “Wow,” he murmured, his eyes glazed with wonder.

She turned, smiling knowingly across the rumpled distance.

“That was... incredible,” he breathed.

Eve smirked, her body still humming, “Yes, but I don’t know if I’ll be able to walk for a week.”

A contrite smile curved his lips. “Sorry, I never meant to—” he started.

She crawled to him, movements feline, the chorus of passion from next door echoing in her head. Grinning wickedly, she replied, “I’ll survive. But for now, I need something... less athletic.”

A teasing gleam flickered in his gaze. “What did you have in mind?”

“This.” Her tone was a purr.

Eve pushed herself upright, then straddled Ben’s broad chest, her knees planted firm on either side of his head. Looking down the length of his spent, tempting body, she felt desire ignite all over again. Ben’s breath came hot and quick, feathering her soaked sex. She slowly, mercilessly, lowered herself onto his mouth, and sighed as her tender, slick folds melted against his lips.

The sensation was electric. Ben’s tongue slid inside her, exploring the fluttering heat, every movement a decadent torture. Gone was the earlier frenzy—this was slow, deliberate, an exquisite savoring that shivered along her nerves. Eve leaned forward, drawn irresistibly to his cock, still damp and sticky, the fading evidence of their wild joining making her grip slide easily along its length. It was soft and pliant in her palm, almost vulnerable, yet somehow exhilarating—hers to coax back to life.

She massaged it, deliberate and slow, delighting as it thickened and swelled, pulsing stubbornly between her fingers. Ben’s legs shifted open and she let one hand wander, cupping his balls. The velvet sack felt warm and loose, the weight inside shifting beneath her teasing touch. She tugged gently, rolling and squeezing, watching his cock jolt and harden beneath her hand.

All the while, she rocked on his face, shuddering as his chin nudged her engorged clit, little jolts of pleasure coursing through her belly.

“That’s it,” she whispered, voice rich and breathless, twisting her fingers in his hair. “Fuck me with your tongue.”

Eve’s world contracted into dark, delicious sensation and forbidden sound. The walls barely muffled the renewed chorus of passion from next door—a woman's urgent panting, her moans drifting through plaster and brick, lighting a spark that burned low and steady in Eve's belly. She listened, fiercely attuned to every whimper and sigh. Her mind conjured her own private cinema: the girl's blonde hair splayed over a pillow, thighs parted wide, slick and needy as her lover buried himself deep. Was she arching her back, hips rolling in desperate invitation, or riding him, wild and glorious? The images flickered, vivid and raw, as if she could feel the heat of their skin against hers.

Eve matched every phantom thrust with the movement of her hand, her grip slick and sure around Ben’s thick cock, delighting in how his balls rolled and tensed against her palm. The sticky, obscene mixture of their mingled juices clung to her skin, making each squeeze all the more electric. Each wet squelch was a reminder of how beautifully ruined they both were.

She tuned out everything but sensation and sound—the girl’s distant moans, the wet, glorious mess in her fist, Ben’s tongue working deep inside her. His mouth pressed harder, his clever tongue slipping into her aching slit, forcing her to grind down, her pussy flowered open and shameless across his face. Her hands moved with increasing urgency along his cock, thumbing the sensitive ridge beneath his crown, stroking faster, harder, while across the wall, the tempo of pleasure built and built.

Ben’s whole body tensed beneath her, corded thighs trembling, his cock throbbing with need and anticipation. She squeezed his balls, desperate for every last drop, and his hips jerked, cock rearing up in her grip. Just as the girl next door let out a high, breathless cry—sweet, hot, shattering—Ben erupted, his cum spurting over Eve’s eager hands in thick, creamy waves. The sight and feel of it—the sheer animal power of his climax—dragged her over the edge with him.

Her own release hit like a lightning strike, vicious and beautiful. She convulsed, hips jerking, gasping as her body clenched and fluttered helplessly around Ben’s tongue. The knowledge that her ecstatic cry would join the symphony from next door only spurred her higher. Everything buzzed, her pussy still thrumming with aftershocks, making her navel curl tight. “Oh God,” she whimpered through ragged breaths, chest heaving, nerves alight with pleasure and exhaustion.

She couldn’t bear a second more—the need to escape all-consuming pleasure driving her to wrench herself off Ben’s mouth. She collapsed in a sated heap across the rug, limbs spread wide, flushed skin cooling in the night air. Idly, she traced cum-smeared fingers over her slick stomach, marveling at the sticky heat and the primal scent she’d coaxed from his body.

Ben’s voice, amused and soft, drifted over to her as she lay trembling in the afterglow. “They say women hit their sexual peak in their forties,” he said with a wry grin.

Eve managed a languid laugh, still catching her breath. “I’d say that’s accurate. And men peak at your age—though very few can hold themselves in check like you.”

He shot her a crooked little smile. “Guess it helps to start young.”

She rolled her head towards him. “It’s definitely paying dividends now.”

Turning her wrist, Eve lifted a messy hand, sticky with his cum, to her face. She inhaled the scent—pure musk, salty and wild—before darting out her tongue and savoring the taste. The viscous heat coated her mouth, slow and decadent, like the flavor of forbidden youth.

“Mmm. Delicious,” she purred, sending shivers down her own spine.

Later, she poured boiling water over coffee grounds, stirring the mugs while an easy calm settled between them. The last time she’d spent a night like this, she’d fled at dawn—clothes in a frantic ball, a furious mother shouting after her in the hall. But here, in this scruffy student house, there was only silence, safety, and the welcome certainty that, this time, no one would chase her out in the morning.

The boys were still crashed out, the house heavy with the languorous silence of morning. Eve drifted into the kitchen, only to come face to face with the very girl who had starred in her midnight daydreams. The pretty blonde was captivating up close—delicate, with a mischievous glint in her blue eyes, her hair tumble-mussed and lips kiss-bruised, last night’s mascara smudged deliciously. She wore nothing but her boyfriend’s faded button-down, which barely reached the tops of her thighs, revealing the elegant arch of her legs as she perched against the countertop, knees demurely crossed.

Smiling, Eve handed her a steaming mug, fingertips brushing the other woman’s cool skin. “So, what should I call you?” she asked, letting her gaze linger.

The girl’s answer was soft, almost teasing. “Amy. And you?”

“Eve.”

Amy’s eyes sparkled, the corner of her mouth quirking up. “You’re…”

Eve didn’t let her finish. “Older,” she said, her tone edged with dry amusement.

Amy’s lips parted. “Actually, I was going to say noisy.” A girlish giggle spilled out between them like a secret.

Eve laughed, deep and unabashed, feeling warmth bloom in her chest. “Guilty as charged. Ben was—well—let’s just say he’s got more stamina than I expected. And these damn walls are paper thin.”

A slow, sly grin crept over her lips as she leaned closer and lowered her voice. “But don’t worry—I definitely caught some of your soundtrack too.”

At that, Amy dropped her gaze, a whisper of pink rushing over her cheeks, her embarrassment achingly sweet. Eve softened, brushing a reassuring hand down the girl’s bare arm. “It’s fine, honestly. We all have our moments—besides, everyone fucks, right? Privacy is overrated.”

Her eyes couldn’t help but trail down Amy’s legs, remembering the sultry whimpers she’d heard. For a wild heartbeat, Eve’s mind conjured the image of Amy’s bare skin, those slim thighs parted, her pretty pussy glistening.

Amy offered a small nod, then lifted her mug, her lips curving into a grateful smile. “Thanks for the coffee. So, are you Ben’s new squeeze, or…?”

Eve caught the fleeting confusion flickering in Amy’s blue eyes, the curiosity about the gap between their ages. She cut to the truth, her tone clear. “No. It’s just a brief thing—one night only. You won’t see me around again.”

Disappointment passed over Amy’s face, quick and sharp as a gasp, her gaze falling as she retreated inside herself. “Shame… I like you. And, for the record, I’m very much not exclusive.”

Eve blinked, desire unfurling inside her. It was a proposition—a wicked invitation lurking behind an innocent smile—and it left her cheeks tingling with heat. She stared, lost somewhere between wanting and hesitation.

Amy shifted, sensuous and unhurried, her shirt riding up as she turned toward the hallway, revealing a teasing slice of pert, bare ass beneath the hem. “I’ve got to get dressed. Work in an hour. But you should try The Moe on Fridays—that’s where the real fun happens.” She shot Eve a knowing grin, appreciation simmering in her gaze.

Eve watched her go, heart thumping, arousal coiling low in her belly. The vision felt like a dare. Could she really give in, next time, to the craving that haunted her? Feel another girl’s body beneath her own, taste her, claim her?

“Morning,” Ben’s familiar voice shattered the reverie, his tall frame filling the kitchen as he searched bleary-eyed for a clean mug.

Eve smiled, dragging her attention back to him, her body still throbbing with echoes of last night’s rough passion. Her ass tingled with a delicious ache, the memory fresh and vivid. Ben was magnificent—a wild, eager lover. But as she sipped her coffee and let her mind wander, another curiosity brushed her thoughts. Maybe next time she’d choose someone shy and untested—a virgin boy to mold. Or maybe, just maybe, a girl with blue eyes and a dirty smile.

A wild swirl of uncertainty swept through Eve’s thoughts, every previous conviction dissolving into a haze of longing and doubt. If there was one truth she clung to amidst the chaotic storm inside her, it was this: her body craved youth—her desire, unmistakably drawn to the electric thrill of a younger lover, skin soft and eager beneath her touch.


The Mistress's Game: Lessons in Desire


Part 1

The air in my tiny bedroom buzzes with the tingle of anticipation. My overnight case is already brimming, artfully crammed with everything deliciously wicked we might need tonight. Every sensual delight, every nervous thrill—each one packed with trembling fingers and a racing heart.

Across the hall, Gina busies herself in her own ritual, the familiar scent of expensive hairspray drifting to mingle with the faint aroma of her Chanel. Each flick of her platinum hair is a performance; every brushstroke of makeup a tiny declaration of perfection. With Gina, nothing is accidental—her tastes are as precise as they are costly. There’s no room for less than perfection, no space for anything unbranded or mundane. Labels—Dolce, Gaultier—cling to her like a second, perfect skin, every detail selected for impact, envy, and allure.

I am her opposite—chaos and hurried decisions wrapped in vintage Megadeth shirts and battered Doc Martens scavenged from forgotten corners of charity shops. That's how it’s always been: Gina and I, side by side but restless polarities.

God, there was a time when that contrast gnawed at me with something darker than envy—almost hate. Not that surface irritation that comes from her gleaming, calculated presence, but a deeper ache I wouldn’t admit, even to myself. But last Friday, everything started to shift in ways I couldn’t have expected, and that stormy hunger morphed into something entirely new.

Since then, every detail of today has been planned with a feverish excitement, our nerves deliciously strung tight with what’s about to happen. There’s a wickedness to our plan, and poor Mike—well, in less than an hour, I suspect he’ll be deliciously blindsided. Until then, I have a little time to confess, to let you in on the story of how two women like Gina and me came crashing into this dangerous, beautiful place.

Settle in—get yourself a long, lazy drink and lose the clothes if you want. Seriously—loosen what’s tight, make yourself ready for whatever heat this little confession stirs. You might want free hands for what’s to come—I know I do. My body is already humming, slick and needy with anticipation. But then, truth be told, I’m rarely anything but deliciously damp, slick with want and far too willing to surrender to it. That’s just me.

Let me introduce myself: Bethany Alexandra Allegra Hamilton. But please—Beth is just right for now. And you? Are you ready for this?

Good. That’s what I wanted to hear.

As for me? Right at this moment, my spirits are sky-high. But at the beginning of summer, before Gina and I hatched this perfect little plan... let’s just say I felt a particular kind of misery. Like the Smiths sang—heaven knows, I was miserable then.

***

The long hot lull of summer stretched out before me, and my life had been scattered by chance and circumstance. The student flat I shared in Durham was gutted for renovation, which left me and my uni crew transient—adrift and homeless until the autumn. I didn’t have much choice about where to go.

The only real option? Exile in rural Somerset, tucked away with my mother. It’s not that the countryside is unbearable—charm is everywhere if you’re looking. But my mum is besotted with her new man—glowing, giddy, wrapped up in second-chance love. It’s sweet, but I wasn’t in the mood to watch two forty-five year olds rediscover their teenage passion all summer, third-wheeling their wild new romance.

Dad had shacked up with his latest conquest, Gina, in this picturesque, honey-bricked market town an hour from London—a fantasy straight from a glossy interiors magazine. Their relationship was just a few months old, but I’d already met her enough times to know that our chemistry was more vinegar than champagne. So when Gina, of all people, was the one to blithely invite me to stay for the summer, it nearly knocked me off my feet. Picture the dilemma: horny, restless, 21-year-old me, facing the prospect of sharing a roof with my perfectly manicured, intimidatingly sensual new stepmother-to-be. Not ideal—but beggars can’t be choosers.

They were up north for Dad’s conference when we met for lunch. A pub garden, sunlight dancing on our glasses, decent food. Dad casually mentioned my impending homelessness, and before I could protest, Gina flashed that irresistible, glossy smile and swept the whole problem onto her slender shoulders. “Oh, Andrew, we can’t have the poor girl without a roof over her head. There’s plenty of room for her at ours. She’ll be no trouble, I’m sure.” She oozed charm and determination—when Gina makes up her mind about something, resistance is futile.

Dad glanced at me—he knows my ‘please-don’t-do-this’ face all too well. He tried to protest, but Gina was undeterred. “Well that’s even better,” she purred, when he pointed out his coming lecture tour. “While you’re off gallivanting to Dubai and the Far East, Bethany and I can finally spend real time together.” Her voice was silk, underscored by steel. She didn’t leave a sliver of room for disagreement; the conversation ended with her decisive nod, as if she’d stamped her signature onto my summer.

I knew I was doomed the moment Dad didn’t intervene. So, crestfallen but out of options, I packed up and showed up at Gina’s house right as Dad was disappearing on his tour. From the start it was just me and her, shadows echoing against the high ceilings of her big, beautiful old house—far more space than either of us really needed.

Gina was everything I wasn’t, a walking, talking embodiment of careful curation. Even at forty-one, she was breathtaking—a willowy goddess with platinum hair styled within an inch of its life and breasts that belonged in a lingerie ad, not under a starched white shirt. Men melted around her, eager to bask in her approval, and she lapped up every admiring glance.

The first days passed easily enough—Gina welcoming, conversational, keeping up her perfect-hostess mask while I settled in. That illusion didn’t last. It was night, maybe the second or third, and I was padding to bed when I met her in the soft-lit landing. She blocked my way, eyes bright and lips tipped in a knowing smile.

She leaned in close, lowering her voice with a kind of conspiratorial intimacy. “Since you’re settled in, a few house rules, Bethany, darling. Just so we’re clear.” It was all sugar and silk on the surface, but underneath, the message was unmistakable: you’re under my roof now, and we’ll do things my way.

Just what every independent, rules-averse girl dreams of—living under the iron-fisted hospitality of a woman who makes ‘commanding’ look seductive.

“First and most importantly—no arguments on this one, darling—I know you fancy the odd cigarette, but absolutely not inside here, Bethany. Understood?” Her words floated out, clipped and cool, settling between us like an unyielding command.

Inside, my resistance tightened; of course it’s not alright, but what did that matter here? This was Gina’s kingdom. Any protest would fizzle and die, especially under her diamond-hard gaze.

“This house is strictly non-smoking,” she continued, her manicured finger raised in a gentle but unmistakable warning. My mouth snapped closed on whatever retort was forming. My mind flitted back to last week in the pub garden, when I’d casually lit up and caught that withering glare from her. It had been pure, undiluted disapproval—a look I’d already come to recognize all too well: the infamous Gina Stare. No doubt it would become a regular feature during my stay.

She seemed satisfied with my muted acquiescence—her eyes gleamed with triumph, a private victory. “Right, moving on. Help yourself to anything in the kitchen. There’s plenty of wine tucked away—red’s my favorite, so that’s mostly what you’ll find. Hundreds of bottles under the stairs. If one or two go missing, who’s to know? No cigarettes, but wine—I need it to keep my sanity, so you’re more than welcome to share the spoils.” Her lips curled into a knowing smile that made my pulse stumble. “Oh, and my office downstairs? Hands off—it’s off-limits, usually locked anyway.”

She rattled forward without pause, vivid and energetic, impossible to interrupt. I half wondered if she even remembered I was there at all.

And then her smile turned sly, dropping her next grenade. “Almost forgot—boyfriends.” She drew closer, her perfume teasing the air between us, then leaned in conspiratorially, her fingers pressed to her lips. Her gaze flicked to mine—a wicked glint dancing there. “Bring someone home if you fancy. Just… be quiet, yes? I know exactly what I was like at your age…” She let that confession hang in the air, her intentions deliciously ambiguous, eyes twinkling as the rest of the sentence threaded its way through my imagination, trailing heat behind it.

God, was I actually blushing? Squirming under her scrutiny, I tried to act nonchalant, but everything about her unsettled me—deliciously so.

“Thanks, I’ll… keep that in mind. Not seeing anyone right now, so…” My attempt at a casual brush-off wilted under her sudden, incredulous gasp.

“No one?” she repeated as if I’d admitted to a crime. In a blur, her hands were in my hair, the backs of her fingers trailing like silk over my cheek. The contact sent a shiver down my spine, tingling warmth chasing after.

She tipped my chin gently between both palms, searching my eyes with unnecessary intensity. Her dismay was almost theatrical. “Oh, poor Bethany. Tragic, honestly. A gorgeous little thing like you—with no boyfriend?” She tutted quietly, her gaze wandering along my body with frank appraisal. With a final wave of her head—equal parts disbelief and regret—she glided to her own door.

Right at the threshold, she looked over her shoulder, casting me a helplessly bemused look. “What a waste…” she murmured, as though her verdict was final.

I could scarcely breathe, let alone respond, so I simply managed a small, awkward smile before slipping away to my own room—still feeling the enigmatic warmth of her touch on my skin, startled by how much I’d liked it. Had she always been this magnetic? I hadn’t even remembered to ask about girls instead of boys—damn.

The next morning, eager for caffeine and perhaps a dose of normality, I found myself padding downstairs. As I passed the landing, Gina appeared—emerging from the bathroom fresh and glistening, a thick white towel wrapped sumptuously around her curves. My mind stuttered; she had her own en-suite, so why had she come out of the shared bathroom, hair tumbling in relaxed silver waves, bare shoulders shimmering with droplets?

She caught my eye and gifted me a lazy smile. “Morning, did you sleep well?”

“Mmm, yes, thank you. The guest room’s beautiful,” I managed, still distracted by the tantalizing hint of skin, bright against the towel.

“Good. If you need anything—anything at all—you know where to find me. Oops!”

A burst of laughter escaped her lips as the towel she’d wrapped around herself betrayed her entirely, unfurling in a soft, languid tumble to the floor. Startled, I stooped quickly, desperate to cover my heated flush, only for Gina to crouch down in perfect synchrony. There we were, both on our knees with opposite ends of the towel in hand, and my gaze snared helplessly by the perfect curve of her breasts—full, lush, bare, and not a hint of modesty to shield them. She was all soft radiance: fresh from the shower, her skin luminous under the morning light, drops of water still clinging to her, hair damp and sleek against her head for once, not spilling in her usual unruly waves. I took in the sight, stunned by how effortlessly sensual she looked, even stripped of adornment.

“Sorry, Bethany, how mortifying,” she said, laughter curling around the words, though her eyes lingered on mine with unmistakable intent. She took the towel from my hand, slow and deliberate, her lips curving knowingly. “Thank you, darling.” Her gaze didn’t flicker, holding me there, reading my every flicker of breath, watching for the way my eyes roamed unwittingly back to her exposed skin. I tried to look away—but I was captured, hopelessly entranced.

With the most casual flick, Gina tossed the towel over her shoulder rather than shielding herself, gifting me an unconcealed, intimate view of her breasts—the delicate pink peaks, the smooth dip below. Every inch was temptation. She shifted, making herself more comfortable, her legs parting slightly. For a fleeting moment, her eyes rolled in exasperation, glancing downward as though irritated by some small oversight.

“Oh, Gina, honestly. Missed a spot!” she teased herself. With practiced ease, she flicked the towel free and reached between her thighs, rubbing in brisk, confident strokes. That’s when I noticed her Brazilian—blonde, close-cropped, so artful it demanded closer inspection. Was it dyed or natural? Either way, I stared, helpless, riveted by her easy boldness. She dried herself with exaggerated purpose, laughter tumbling from her chest, shaking her head in self-mockery. “Would you believe it? Get to my age and I’m still hopeless at the basics.”

Her hand pressed in for one final, indulgent rub, shoulders flexing into the movement—a tiny, sensual grunt rolling from her mouth. I couldn’t help but notice how much she enjoyed it—how much I enjoyed watching. “Right. Much better! I’ll be down in a tick for coffee if you’re brewing.”

There was no way I could sit, poised and civil with her in the kitchen after that. I scrambled for an excuse. “Oh, no, actually. I was just heading out—thought I’d explore a bit, maybe grab a coffee in town instead.”

She blew me a kiss over her shoulder, strutting unhurried toward her room, her bare backside a wicked, peach-perfect invitation. “Suit yourself, love. Enjoy. I’ll manage.”

My heart was stammering as I fled the house, stumbling onto the street with a mixture of relief and wild frustration simmering beneath my skin.

As I wandered through the winding lanes of the market town, my thoughts unraveled to last night—her gentle caress, her unapologetic display this morning—and a hunger I’d kept under wraps surged through me, sudden and electrifying. Oh, God. I wanted her. I wanted to feel Gina’s hands and lips on my body; to taste her, claim her, lose myself in the raw honesty of wanting another woman. At that moment, I didn’t know if her desires matched mine. It almost didn’t matter—the longing coiled inside me, persistent and dangerous.

Girls or boys, it was all pleasure. And now, locked in this slow dance of possibility, I was certain: the next opportunity couldn’t come soon enough.

So, here it is: Ms. Gina Harcourt—my father’s painfully gorgeous new flame. I loathed her, and yet, beneath every ounce of indignation, lurked a hunger to bury my face between her immaculately slicked thighs, to lose hours devouring the forbidden sanctuary below her flawless blonde Brazilian. I fantasized about pressing my eager, needy body up against her—my pert little breasts yearning to rub along her spectacularly lush, ample curves. Gina radiated that particular, untouchable allure; the sort of woman you’d catch starring in one of those illicit, babysitter-themed late-night scenes—the sort I definitely don’t admit to revisiting, but anyone, well, curious, would know exactly where to find them.

And, in fact, I did. Those videos—they were a single, careless click away; I’d even made myself a secret little hideaway on my laptop’s bookmarks bar, under a coy tab labelled “R&R.” Innocent to the untrained eye. Absolute filth to me.

After a few days of constant proximity, the climate at home settled into this tender, prickly truce—an unspoken agreement to treat each other with polite distance, to minimize the possibility of a clash. I won’t deny it: I’d become a petulant, irritable brat. Sexually frustrated, nicotine-starved, and forced to muffle my moans with headphones whenever I dared seek out digital company. My box of vibrating toys was a source of relief and anxiety—wondering if the faint hums carried through flimsy walls, shattering my secrecy. The problem is, I crave slow, prolonged delight, so it was a minor miracle she hadn’t yet confronted me about the suspicious little buzz echoing from my room.

The tension elevated quickly—tiny explosions over spilled laundry, half-finished mugs, pointless little things, and the icy, silent treatments that followed. We were getting on as well as a cat and a vacuum cleaner; hardly the happy family she probably envisioned.

She spent her days cocooned in her home office or hustling through meetings downtown. Sometimes she’d slip away to London for business, and I seized those night-time reprieves with greedy joy—no forced politeness, just me sprawled out in bed, headphones blasting, finally able to let my fingers explore freely. A couple of stolen cigarettes by the window, sweet and smoky, before diving between my own thighs.

Otherwise, I threw myself into run after run around the park, pounding the ache out of my body with every sweaty step. Even tried a few afternoons at the local stables, missing Allie terribly; back up north, we'd sneak each other away in the hayloft and ease our rides with long, breathless releases. Here, though, it was just me, Poppy the horse, and the pleasant, matronly couple who ran the barn. My fantasies about rugged stable lads or strapping horse girls collapsed immediately—no one to distract me, to tempt me. Poppy, at least, was content with apples pilfered from Gina’s fruit bowl, and I was left with nothing but my own simmering need, riding me harder every day.

Since the shower episode, there had been nothing—a drought of heat and friction that seemed to throttle the pulse in my veins every time I glimpsed Gina’s silhouette gliding down the corridor. Yet, despite the cold truce that had settled between us, my mind kept circling back to that body of hers: the sculpted curve of her waist, her impossible tightness clad in soft, golden skin, and the arch of her back calling for my hands. Every evening, I’d find myself thinking about dragging my tongue just beneath her navel, about how it might feel to fill my hands with her exquisite flesh, to taste her sighs.

Thank god for rechargeable vibrators, or I’d be hawking family heirlooms just to keep myself in batteries. She occupied my imagination with unrelenting persistence, haunting every idle moment, sending fire rushing between my thighs with nothing more than the memory of her.

On the morning everything changed, I was slouched at the kitchen table, clutching a mug of coffee, listless and uncertain how to spend the empty expanse of the day. That’s when Gina strode in, the room swelling around her confidence, as if the air itself parted for her. She commanded the space, dressed impeccably in a razor-sharp leather skirt that clung to the ripe promise of her hips. Her blouse, white silk, all but burst over her breasts, the swell and curve visible with every assured movement. Over this, she wore a powder blue jacket with sharp, powerful shoulders—a Dynasty fantasy brought to exquisite, modern life. Even her boots—soft, buttery leather that hugged her calves to their perfect, knee-high finish—were pure seduction. And her hair: a glossy waterfall, freshly sculpted and radiant, glinting with the bite of her perfume.

Jesus, she looked devastating—a walking work of art made for sin.

And me? I sat there in a battered Metallica t-shirt and denim shorts, wild auburn hair in desperate need of shampoo, spilling untamed and unruly down my back, threatening to dunk itself in my coffee. I imagined her gaze stripping me bare, seeing not the post-adolescent rebel but the writhing, wanting creature I became in the dark, when my fingers mimicked what I wished hers would do.

She looked me over, not with words but with a slow, deliberate sweep of aristocratic disdain—her perfectly arched brow, the flicker of her lips—each gesture a reprimand more withering than anything spoken.

“Right, Bethany, I’m off to lunch with the girls. I doubt I’ll be home before late, so don’t bother waiting up.” Her voice oozed condescension and private victory, making it clear she relished these little escapes. Legendary girlie lunches, I thought, stretching from noon to dusk—stories rife with gossip and champagne-soaked laughter. At least her absence guaranteed I could have the house, and myself, to play with.

“Okay,” I replied, voice taut and flat. “Have fun.” Even as I said it, I fantasized about her choking on an oyster, just for a momentary sense of justice.

A slow, feline smile curled her lips. “Oh, I will, Bethany dear.” That damned “Bethany.” It was like a dare—a thumb pressed to a bruise, reminiscent of the way my mother would wield my full name when she meant business. Gina used it because she knew it irritated me, and that knowledge glittered in her eyes.

She turned toward the door, hips swaying in that skirt, ready to leave me stewing in my own frustrated juices. Then she paused, casting a look back over her shoulder, her expression all honeyed malice. “And do try to behave, darling. No smoking, remember?”

Why now? “No, Gina, dear,” I parroted, my voice dripping fake sugar, “I wouldn’t fucking dream of it.”

She stopped cold, bristling like I’d slapped her. Her voice sliced the air. “Don’t use that revolting language in my house, Bethany. You’re not at university anymore. I know you’ve snuck cigarettes. But since I’ve had to remind you—again—I’ll trust you. Just this once.”

Tension simmered between us, thick and sweet on my tongue. The rules were clear, but the urge to break them—to break her—thrummed beneath my skin.

As soon as the front door clicked shut behind Gina and the last trace of her intoxicating Chanel dissipated, an irrepressible thrill of freedom pulsed through me. The house, finally empty of her sharp glances and clipped words, felt deliciously open and mine—if only for the afternoon. Yet, even as her perfume faded, I caught myself replaying that voice of hers. There was this tantalizing contradiction: a honeyed cadence shaped by privilege, but if you listened closely enough, you could feel the steel underneath. Something less refined, more raw—her whole persona was smoke and mirrors, all polish to mask what simmered beneath.

I drained the dregs of my now-cold coffee, the mug heavy in my hand, and let a lazy smile curve my lips. My own private sanctuary beckoned. A rare window of privacy, unhurried and filled with promise, stretched before me. Why waste it?

On a sudden whim, I rescued a half-hidden bottle of wine from beneath the stairs, its label extravagant, practically shouting decadence. I nabbed the largest balloon glass I could find—if I was going to indulge, I would do it properly. God, if Gina expected me to abstain from both cigarettes and a little tipple, I’d have gone mad and stuck my head in the oven weeks ago. The wine looked lush, deep ruby, probably one of her ‘special occasion’ vintages. I poured until my glass was dark and full, the scent swirling up to mingle with the faint tang of the summer air.

It was just one of the few luxuries I enjoyed here. The room set aside for me was certainly a serious upgrade from the cramped, peeling digs at college. Sunlight pooled across the wooden floor, and having not just space but my own private bathroom felt almost decadent. The only catch was how impersonal it all seemed—most of my life was packed away in boxes for the summer, waiting to return to the chaos of student existence.

Well, nearly all. In the corner by my bed, my ancient comfort—Bruno—kept silent watch, slumped in the chair like some battered sentry. His plush was threadbare, one ear forever flopped. My heart pinched with fondness as I draped a pair of thick socks over his worn-out features, shielding him from what I intended to do. Bruno had guarded more of my secrets than any living soul, but this—this was just for me.

I cranked open the back window, letting a breeze tease a strand of hair across my cheek, and pulled my favourite seat directly into that wash of air. The wine stained my lips as I drank deep, warmth blossoming in my chest. My laptop purred to life, temptation itself—so many choices, so many delicious possibilities. But first, a forbidden pleasure: I reached into the depths of my ever-faithful tote and unearthed a slender pack of More 120s, the glossy brown paper a secret thrill against my skin. I never smoked much—hardly enough to count—but there was something about the ritual, especially when desire curled low in my belly. The first drag promised everything: anticipation and a wicked little reward.

Fine, maybe you’re right—I probably should be sucking those long, brown Mores like an addict considering how often I get that aching, restless urge. But I’m not completely without willpower, am I? I force myself to only indulge once or twice daily. Today though, well, there was a delicious thrill in quietly rebelling against Gina’s draconian little rules. I thought I’d be clever, too: smoke right by the window, slyly spritz the room with flowery spray, and fool the ever-watchful, hyper-sensitive snout of Ms. Harcourt, destroyer of vices. Clearly, I’d underestimated her.

Not that I was feeling brave enough to risk her ire just now. I tossed the wickedly tempting pack back into my bag, suppressing a petty urge to light up purely out of spite. Instead, I burrowed deeper and unearthed a sleek black vape pen—a relic my mother slipped into my hands when she discovered my sinful habit. She swore it broke her own cravings, and I’d just tossed it in with my other secrets, all but forgotten.

With the smallest twinge of guilt and a wicked little grin, I put the cool metal between my lips and inhaled. The vapor was rich, lush, enveloping my mouth and teasing my tongue with syrupy fruit. I exhaled languidly, mesmerized by the silky, swirling plumes curling in the golden slant of afternoon light, dancing like the afterglow of some decadent taboo. Somehow, this ritual—the slow inhale, the throaty exhale, the shiver of forbidden pleasure—felt illicit and deliciously sensual. I played with the vapor, forming thin, elegant tendrils, thick shimmering clouds, even managed a few suggestive rings that floated lazily before melting away.

God, I was already melting, wine warm on my tongue and that heady, solitary need stirring at my core. I took a very unladylike gulp from my oversized glass, sent another cloud drifting towards the opening window, and arranged my “comforts” within easy reach: sleek silicone, cool plastic, and a playlist of dirty, delectable girl-on-girl that set my imagination ablaze. Allie haunted my thoughts—her absence leaving a hunger that only grew sharper each time I touched myself.

The whole long, sultry afternoon unspooled between my thighs with no one to judge but the soft eyes of Bruno the bear, hidden and chaste for his own good. Time blurred and shimmered—another bottle open, fingers sticky, body deliciously loose and glowing. By the time Gina’s heels clicked on the foyer tiles—past nine, always immaculate—I was basking in a haze of pleasure. The massive flatscreen splashed the walls with pastel flesh as moans drifted in the background, while I sprawled in my chair, Skyping Allie as she lounged in some gorgeous Edinburgh flat.

I recounted every wicked moment, every self-indulgent moan, my body languid with spent heat while she spun out her own story—a graphic confession of slow-burn, Sapphic seduction in a smoky Rose Street bar. God, the things I would have given right then for a taste, just a droplet, of her sweet, intoxicating honey. Every climax seemed hollow in comparison, nothing but a pale echo of the fever I felt for her.

I was sprawled languidly across the settee, a lazy curl of pleasure still humming beneath my skin, when the door to the lounge creaked open behind me and Gina appeared, hovering uncertainly in the frame. There was something unmistakably different about her—a breathlessness in her words, an exuberance that seemed borrowed from a stranger. “Hey, Bethany, sorry I’m late, you know how it goes! God, what a day! How about you? Have you been up to anything fun?”

I didn’t bother to twist around, feigning the casual indifference I’d perfected over countless awkward evenings. “Oh, not too bad,” I lied, smoothing my hair as if everything about me was perfectly composed. “Just a bit of college work, some Skype calls with friends.” I felt the honeyed lull of wine in my veins, content enough to extend a fragile olive branch. I lifted the half-finished bottle, waving it vaguely over my shoulder in her direction, my arm the only part of me she could see. “Want to help me polish this off?”

She hesitated, her voice edged with the worn-out remnants of pleasure. “No, I think I’ve had my fill, honestly. Once we get started, there really is no stopping! I’m just going to head up, get some sleep. Early conference calls tomorrow.”

Not a hint of surprise in me. Only Gina could turn an innocent ‘girlie lunch’ into a marathon that lasted nearly ten hours. Bloody hell.

I bit my tongue, swallowing down the petulant thoughts that threatened to spill. “Right, fair enough. Good day then?”

Her smile was all gleaming teeth and effusive nostalgia. “Perfect, actually. Everyone was wonderful—possibly the best one we’ve had.”

“Well, that’s good to hear,” I replied thinly, the words slipping out false and hollow. I drained the last of my glass and made a show of turning off the TV, scooping up the wine and steadying myself with a hand as I stood, my limbs deliciously loose from booze and the memory of my own touch. “I’m off myself, just need to say goodnight to Allie.” I moved towards the door, and there she lingered—an inscrutable shadow blocking my path. Our bodies were suddenly too close in the cool spill of hallway light.

“Night, Bethany. Sleep well.” She shifted aside to let me pass, and the light, unkind in its honesty, revealed every secret she’d hoped to hide. All at once I saw it.

That flush, that dazzling afterglow—I’d witnessed it before, sprawling across my own features when my body was reeling from pleasure, on lips bruised by eager kisses, on tangled hair and hastily repaired makeup that just couldn’t hide the truth. Gina was radiant—her cheeks softly pink, her mouth still wet, and her mascara just a bit smudged. She shimmered with it, that unmistakable, beautiful aftermath of being well and thoroughly fucked. Desire clung to her, thick and undeniable, intermingling with expensive Chanel until it made my own pulse stir—fuck, it was intoxicating.

She took the stairs two at a time, and I trailed behind, a couple of steps back, enveloped in the haze of her scent and the certainty that the so-called lunch had involved far more than tiny sandwiches and sparkling wine. She’d had her fill, alright—satiated in all the ways that mattered. I recognized the look, the scent, the very air about her. And I couldn’t help the twist of jealousy, the ache that settled low in my belly. Because when I am lucky enough to find myself in that raw, breathless state, I never know when to call it quits either.

At the top of the stairs, my lips barely formed a sound—some croak of “goodnight” that spilled out before I stumbled into my room, limbs too heavy, head spinning. I threw myself on the bed, clutching poor Bruno to my chest—a relic from childhood, fur worn thin by the secret squeeze of lonely nights like this. Sometimes you need the familiar embrace of something that’s seen you at your worst, that never asks questions. The last dribble of wine vanished in seconds, burned down my throat, and did nothing to pull me from the ache of humiliation and suspicion gnawing inside me.

The morning found me rough around the edges, body leaden and nerves raw. I avoided her—ducked behind closed doors, hid behind half-open textbooks, made myself invisible. The next day was the same, tension settling over the house, every moment stretched taut with things unspoken, resentment thrumming under my skin. I kept thinking—this was meant to be my summer, a blur of laughter, fresh smoke curling from secret cigarettes, sticky bottles of wine and wild, heedless sex. Instead I was trapped here, chafing at the edges of some twisted domestic hell with my dad’s polished, perfect new woman. She seemed to think the house, and everyone in it, belonged to her the moment my father jetted off somewhere exotic. Anyone was hers for the taking, apparently. I was furious, pacing my cage, mind racing with what I might do—or say. I mean, tormenting my dad is practically a daughter’s birthright. But this? No. Some pampered, surgically perfected blonde with a body built for slow sin and a wardrobe that screamed old money and new lust—she wasn’t going to get away with it. Not while I was watching.

But how to catch her out? Poor Dad, oblivious, while Gina strutted about like she owned everything she saw. I needed evidence. Actual proof. That’s when curiosity tipped into recklessness—I waited until the sound of her voice drifted downstairs, that strident, confident tone, lost in endless conference calls, and I crept into her room. The place was decadent, twice the size of mine, sun spilling across thick carpet and crisp sheets, corners bursting with bottles and high-end lotions. Her en suite bathroom was as big as my entire college dorm, mirrors gleaming, counters scattered with designer makeup and expensive scents. There was exercise equipment, gleaming chrome and padded seats, all well used—no wonder her body looked like it did, tight and lovely and resilient with secret strength.

Then I noticed another door. I tried the handle: locked, with a number pad, cool and impassive to my touch. Now that was interesting. Maybe the secrets dwelled in there, behind some code I couldn’t guess, hidden from unwanted eyes. So I made do, rifling through the drawers—wave after wave of Gucci, Armani, silk and lace tangled together in luxurious disorder. Still, no answers, only more questions. Until I reached one specific drawer—the bedside table, predictably—and there it was. Her private arsenal, an unapologetic display of sex toys that put my own timid collection to shame: lengths and curves and glinting chrome, things that pulsed or flickered or promised delicious, staggered release. I almost laughed. “Dad, you’re right to be jealous—Gina can’t keep her hands off… an eight-inch dildo.”

No evidence of actual cheating, but God, the promise of it was everywhere. It only made my resolve harden. I’d return for a closer look, eventually.

Disappointed, unsatisfied, I left empty-handed—except for new, burning questions and torrid images I couldn’t erase. It seemed she was going to get away with whatever she’d done, at least for now. But everything was poised to change; I just didn’t know it yet. Three days after that so-called “girlie lunch,” I found myself slumped at the kitchen table again—coffee cooling at my elbow, lips aching for a cigarette, mind restless for a drink, a kiss, a fuck—anything at all to make me feel alive again, to distract from the crushing monotony of this sorry little summer that refused to end.

She glided into the kitchen with the sort of ease reserved for women who know exactly what effect they have on everyone in the room. Today, her sharply tailored jacket was a delicate peach, almost glowing against her golden skin. The familiar black leather pencil skirt hugged her perfectly and whispered as she moved, each step hinting at secrets barely concealed—my mind’s eye stripping it away, uncovering the devilishly neat wax that lay underneath. My pulse fluttered. God, Beth, don’t even go there. You can’t stand her, remember? So why the hell are you picturing peeling her out of that skirt and tasting every forbidden inch?

“Right, ladies’ day again,” she announced with a flirtatious smirk, tossing her phone onto the kitchen table like she owned the world—and probably did. She was up to her elbows in her handbag a moment later, that iconic Lulu Guinness thing, not the battered old rucksack that I hid my life in. “Ugh, where did I leave my glasses? I swear, these hotel menus are printed for hawks.” And with a flash of tanned thigh she darted back upstairs, legs scissoring, the blur of nylon making me breathless at the possibility of friction.

Well, that set the miserable course for my day: solitude punctuated by the slow, inevitable slide into another bottle of wine and the vague hope that I remembered to charge my vibrator. I was mid-fantasizing about some utterly debauched afternoon when a soft ‘ting’ jolted me back. Her phone screen lit up, temptation and danger pulsing in pixelated blue. My hand moved on its own. I read the message and my heart skittered wildly.

“Room 241. Can’t wait! M. Xxx ;o)”

My breath hitched. Fuck. I recoiled as if the phone had burned my skin, panic and curiosity waltzing together in my chest. I tried—wobbly hands and all—to shove the device back into position, praying she’d be too busy preening to notice the difference. Just in time, she sailed back in, singing something airy and dismissive before catching up her phone—her little traitor—and breezing out, hips swaying, perfume and secrets swirling in her wake.

My jaw hit the floor. Finally. Got you, you beautiful, two-faced witch. My brain was a hurricane. What hotel had she mentioned? Which “girlie luncheon” venue was playing host to her latest scandal? Had she actually said— Yes! The Belvedere. That stately, antiquated four-star monument on the approach into town. Adrenaline surged. Less than ten minutes away if I hurried; no time now for that solo session I’d imagined. Already stripping off my lazy t-shirt and battered shorts, I flung myself into the bottomless pit of my wardrobe. Was a ratty black dress still a ‘best dress’ if it was your only one? Who cared—today it would be my armor. Today I was hunting secrets.

I slipped on my dress, tugging the soft fabric down over my hips, and gave myself a once-over in the mirror. For a fleeting moment, my own reflection startled me—a woman transformed, utterly alien compared to the scruffy self I’d grown used to. My hands dove into my hair, untangling knots and smoothing stray wisps, my fingertips grazing my scalp, sending a tiny shiver along my skin. Well, considering the circumstances, I didn’t look half bad. The dress was hopelessly creased, an admission of my utter lack of domestic goddess skills, but with adrenaline igniting my veins, I didn’t give a damn about wrinkles. It would just have to do.

There was no way I was about to step across the threshold of a luxurious hotel draped in a faded Slipknot tee and my usual battered denim shorts. No, tonight I was undercover. I rummaged about and unearthed a pair of shoes—nothing designer, but serviceable—and snatched up my keys, stuffing them into my battered day bag, heart hammering with every little movement. Skipping my usual triple-check of the doors, I pushed out into the afternoon, barely five heartbeats behind Gina’s exit.

A ferocious pulse of determination overcame my innate directional ineptitude; today, for once, I would not end up lost. A frenzied six-minute rush later, breathless and flushed, I found myself at the formidable entrance of The Belvedere Hotel, gazing up at the grand facade, my confidence wavering under its intimidating gaze. With a quick swipe over my hips, I smoothed down the rebellious lines of my dress, inhaling deeply. Every nerve in my body thrummed with nervous anticipation. This wasn’t just a hotel visit—it was an investigation, an undercover mission. An illicit thrill curled through me, sharp as vodka.

I stepped into the lobby, marble gleaming beneath my feet—a place that wanted to swallow me whole and spit me out in ridicule. I kept my eyes averted from the judgmental gaze of reception, crossing swiftly towards the elevators with as much purpose as I could muster. My instincts told me room 241 would be on the second floor, and the battered brass doors of the lift yawned open as I pressed the button. Inside, the claustrophobic box trembled around me. My legs felt unsteady and my stomach tightened; nerves and desire collided in the most intoxicating way.

But then—I caught it. That achingly familiar trace of Chanel No. 5 lingering like a ghost in the heated air. It was subtle, but unmistakable, stirring a memory of evening skin and lingering embrace. Living with Gina meant even a single molecule of that scent could never slip past me unnoticed. Energy zipped through my body. Yes, I was in the right place.

Stepping out as the doors rattled apart, I glanced at the sign: rooms 230–242 to the left. The corridor felt interminable, every step echoing my trembling resolve. Passing doors—233, then 235—my feet hesitated. Reality came crashing in. What exactly did I hope to achieve here? Was I really about to storm up to room 241 and out her in a jealous rage? Or was there another way to catch her in the act—something clever and insidious, leaving her nowhere to hide without tipping my hand too soon? My pulse raced, my mind caught in a fierce, almost erotic tangle of desire for retribution and the addicting chase.

A wicked little memory ignited in my mind—one I’d kept tucked away for years, tight and private. Sally Tyler and I, when we’d been forced to share those cramped, chilly dorms at boarding school, had become quite the pair of nighttime mischief makers. After spending sultry, breathless evenings tangled up in each other—straining beneath worn duvets, stifling our moans in one another’s necks—we’d found another way to stoke our lust. We’d lie back, deliciously sated but greedy for more, pressing upturned glasses to the wall and eavesdropping shamelessly as the girls next door pleasured each other. Giggling, flushed, we’d hang on every gasped confession, every needy cry, our hands already wandering again as the soundtrack of their secret trysts filled our imaginations.

Later, we’d gotten downright inventive—taping our glasses to the chipped paint so our hands were free, able to slip beneath our nightshirts and make the walls echo with our own barely muted whimpers. But that adventure could fill another chapter entirely.

Back in the here and now, a plan snapped into focus. I spun on my heel, seriously flirting with the idea of slinking down to the bar to order a drink—just to commandeer a glass for my old trick. And then luck intervened. Across from the lift, I spotted a service trolley abandoned by a distracted maid, the blare of her vacuum cleaner perfectly masking my movements. My pulse quickened as I rifled through the supplies, fingers deft and desperate—yes, there it was: a pristine plastic water cup, its cellophane gleaming in the sterile corridor light. Not ideal, not as elegant as glass and crystal clear, but desperate times, desperate pleasures.

With my little prize stuffed into the depths of my trusted sling bag, I crept back toward my destination, heart thumping in time with my footfalls. Numbers slid past: 237… 238… 239… Each stopped me briefly, anticipation curling low in my stomach. Room 240, sitting on the bend before the sharp left turn and the fire door—a perfect, private alcove. Beyond, the corridor dead-ended in quiet finality, its solitude both a blessing and a temptation. Only two doors remained, facing each other, secretive and silent—ideal for what I had in mind.

A cheeky ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign lolled from the handle of 241. Typical Gina, shielding her secrets behind that predictable red badge.

My mind raced: if someone did emerge, they’d most likely be far too wrapped up in whatever delicious intrigue was unfolding within to pay any attention. Unless room service materialized, rolling a trolley toward me—my nerves jangled at the thought. What if I’d misjudged the timing and they were out to lunch? There was no time for hesitation now. The fire door was my fallback, a safety net just in case. I just had to act—fast.

I peeled the cup from its wrapper, hands trembling with excitement, adrenaline, sheer mischief. I pressed it carefully to the painted door, the flimsy plastic a conduit between my world and theirs. Licking my lips, I leaned in, heart thundering, and pressed my ear to the makeshift eavesdropping device. My breath caught in anticipation and I listened, every nerve ablaze with possibility.

Half an hour later, I staggered into the ladies’ room on the ground floor—dazed, trembling, utterly undone. My world had spun off its axis in those thirty clandestine minutes.

Shell-shocked, I huddled in the cramped toilet stall, elbows pressed to my knees, my palms covering my face in a desperate attempt to steady my scrambled mind. The scent of my own arousal still clung stubbornly to my skin, bittersweet evidence of how my trembling hand had tried—and spectacularly failed—to quell the cocktail of fury, desire, and frustration coursing through me. My sex still throbbed with the aftershocks I’d unleashed on myself, though the earlier fire in my bladder had, at last, faded away.

Eventually, I scraped together just enough dignity to stand up on shaky legs and emerge from my makeshift sanctuary. My cheeks were streaked with tears, my eyes swollen and raw, a glimmer of mascara trailing down like crooked ink. I looked at myself in the harsh fluorescent light and grimaced. The ache in my right ear was almost comical—tender and hot, as if someone had boxed it hard. I’d tried to swap ears partway through, but once the action started in earnest, I was a captive to the sounds vibrating through that cheap little cup. Nothing short of an earthquake could’ve pried me away from that door; I’d pressed so hard the rim had left a cruel indentation, and by the time I’d bolted for the loo, I felt like my bladder was on the verge of catastrophic surrender.

God, I needed a drink—something cold, something intoxicating, anything to take the edge off what I’d just overheard. Maybe the bar was a bad idea, though, just in case Gina and her mystery lover emerged, flush with post-orgasmic bravado and looking for another round of liquid courage. No, I needed to disappear.

The trek home was a blur—a feverish shuffle through streets that refused to let me vanish. I barely noticed the blare of horns or the blur of colour as I stumbled across intersections, distracted and trembling, lost in the echo of voices and flesh that had tormented me for thirty endless minutes.

Back at my place, I collapsed into the dim hush of my bedroom, snatching my vape pen with shaking fingers, not caring whether the acrid clouds hung heavy in the stagnant air. I filled a fat glass with blood-red wine—another illicit trophy scavenged from beneath the stairs—and swallowed, the heat spiraling through me.

I couldn’t stop replaying it all: every sound, every moan, every rustle and gasp seared into me like smoke. For a moment, I’d feared my makeshift eavesdropping tool would betray me. At first, only the dull, anonymous chorus of hotel life seeped through—the clicks and grumbles of distant elevators, the agonized clanking of ancient pipes, the endless backdrop of traffic humming from the street below.

And then—nothing. Stillness. I hovered, poised and anxious, about to give up hope, when a hollow crash vibrated sharply against the cup pressed to my ear. A door slamming shut inside the room. The bathroom, perhaps. The mundane reminder that my own need was building, caffeine regret twisting in my gut.

A glimmer of deep, masculine muttering rumbled through next, so low and primal it was little more than a pulse—barely discernible. Still, it was a sound that sent a shiver along my spine. Whoever he was—‘M,’ I was sure—it left me on edge, aching for more.

The unmistakable pop of a champagne cork punctuated the thick velvet of silence, fizzing with promise—and then came a brief lull, anticipation hanging in the air like a held breath, until the soft thud of a door swinging shut. Gina—undoubtedly Gina—had slipped away for her own private moment, the one I should have taken before leaving my flat, but hadn’t.

Then that sultry, brazen voice floated out, sharper and clearer now, cutting through the hush with wicked glee.

“There, much better. Oh—cheers, love!” Glasses chimed, delicate and flirtatious, a giddy prelude. “Oh, Mike, you’re already desperate for my attention, aren’t you?” she purred, her laugh edged with lust. “Let me see that gorgeous cock. Fuck, I need both hands for this monster—let me put my glass down…” Her voice curled around the word, sticky with desire. A deep, satisfied grunt rumbled through the wall in response, his pleasure almost palpable.

She continued, voice teasing, lips barely containing laughter. “Would you look at that—I still have inches to spare, even with both hands wrapped around you. Christ, what a lucky girl I am.” The scene was so crystal clear in my mind that a throbbing ache instantly bloomed between my thighs. Even from my side of the plasterboard, I felt Gina’s wicked thrill as she knelt before what must have been an impressively thick, eager cock, teasing the head with her tongue, her lips gliding wetly until every filthy, hungry sound echoed in my guts.

Sloppy, wet swallowing noises filled the room—accompanied by breathy moans, low and resonant, spiraling out from both of them. I could practically hear her smirk as she drawled, “Should I show you just how much I can take? Should I let your whole fat cock slip into my throat—deeper, all the way, until your heavy balls are pressed up tight under my chin?” She moaned, voice unashamed and raw. “Let me taste everything, Mike. Let me gag on your cock for you.”

The reality of her depravity made my skin flush—Gina, scandalous as ever, who’d once chided my mouth yet worshipped cock with hers like she’d been starved for it. I was trembling with the image—her lips stretched wide, mascara smudging as she buried her nose against his body, greedily choking herself on his length.

The next moments were a symphony of guttural, gagging gasps and rough, wanton slurping, each tortured exhale punctuated by needy little whimpers and desperate inhalations. I squeezed my thighs together, nearly whimpering with them, my imagination effortlessly supplying vivid Technicolor visuals—her lips pursed into a tight ring, spit gleaming as it stretched messily between her chin and his glistening shaft, Gina’s hand darting up to wipe away the thick drool before she dove back down, eyes shining wet with arousal.

She broke away with a gasp, ragged and spluttering, then collapsed into laughter, her breath wild and uneven. “Jesus, Mike. Look at you—slick with my spit. Fuck, it’s all over my mouth and chin—you look like you’ve already painted me with your load. If I still had tonsils, you’d be scraping them off on the way out!” Giddy, wicked, and breathless—her voice barely held together by desire.

Again and again, she took him deep, each time filthier and more desperate than the last, wet mess streaming down her chin, her fist gliding in tandem until I could almost taste the heat and want between them. Saliva strung from his cock to her lips, pooling at the base, her breathing ragged, and I pressed my eyes shut, visioning it all as Gina devoured every inch, eyes streaming, hungry for more, throat aching and open and ready for everything he gave her.

Shifting my stance, I pressed myself into the sturdy door frame, desperate for some leverage. My body hummed with restless tension—my entire weight had been leaning onto that door, and for a wild second I thought I’d come crashing straight in, completely exposed. The cool wood steadied me; still I pressed the cup harder to my ear, hungry for every decadent word as Gina’s voice danced through the air, wicked and teasing.

She was almost purring, her tone luscious with delight. “No, come on, haven’t I told you before? This isn’t my first time. But, God, it’s definitely the biggest. How many? Oh, I’ve lost count— men blur together, but I really thought that whole ‘big black cock’ thing was just some dirty myth… until yours practically lunged out at me.” There was a contented, velvety thrum of pleasure and approval from the other side—her moans, his low grunts, a symphony of bodies colliding in perfect sin. Every filthy admission she made twisted in my mind like a heated blade, each syllable feeding my jealousy and my arousal in equal measure.

Oh, for fuck’s sake. That smug bitch was moaning over not just any cock but a thick, glorious black one—something straight off my filthiest fantasies. How many nights had I spent sprawled out, thighs trembling, as I watched those bbc clips—my fingers frantic, picturing that deep, impossible fullness, hot and insistent up inside me? I’d dreamed of wrapping my fist around a monster like that, feeling it pulse in my hand and my mouth, stretching me wider, deeper than I thought possible. Fantasized about surrendering, letting the creamy heat spill across my tongue and slide down that dark, slick shaft, dripping shamelessly from my lips. I wanted to taste it, to share it, to swirl it losingly in a sticky, desperate snowball with Allie after—our favorite dirty secret still on the ‘fuck-it-bucket list’. We’d practiced, sure. We loved licking each other clean, reveling in the mess, but the ultimate, that dazzling, forbidden BBC experience, had always been just out of reach.

And now, Gina fucking Harcourt—her smug, undeserving face and her greedy mouth—she was the one living my forbidden dream, just inches away from me. Only a hotel door, a thin veneer of wood, separating me from the warm, throbbing core of my most depraved craving. Jealousy crawled over my skin, mingling with the furious pulse of need between my thighs. God, I was unravelling—my whole body was vibrating with want, my core so swollen and wet with longing it was torture. I shifted restlessly, my bladder a persistent ache beneath the desperate heat, but leaving wasn’t an option. I was hooked, lost, furious—barely able to distinguish whether I wanted to scream, cry, or fuck.

Unable to resist another second, I slipped a shaky hand beneath my dress, fingers seeking the feverish slickness of my panties. They were soaked through, my shameful hunger on full display for no one—fingers trembling as they skirted the throbbing pressure. I pressed a finger inside myself, biting down on a gasp, but the relentless urge to pee forced me to withdraw almost instantly, left hollow and shuddering, wild with frustration—aching for something, anything, to fill that aching emptiness.

If I’d allowed myself to get any more turned on, I honestly might have barreled right through that door, sending it flying off its hinges—only to land smack in the middle of their wanton little gathering. The mental image had me nearly snorting aloud, picturing Gina’s startled face as I crashed the scene, breezily waving and muttering, “Don’t mind me, just desperate for the restroom. Please, carry on.” The urge to giggle bubbled up in my chest, and I had to clamp my teeth down hard on my lower lip. God, it had been ages since I’d allowed myself anything even close to genuine laughter, and I knew that if I started now, I might actually lose control completely—wetting myself in the middle of this bloody hotel corridor.

And, as much as there’s something oddly delicious about squirming in your own little accident every once in a while, the polished halls of an anonymous hotel were definitely not the place for experimenting with my secret water play desires.

But then Gina’s voice yanked me back from my daydream. Her tone was commanding as she begged Mike to slide his gorgeous cock between her tits. Something about the way she demanded it made my breath catch and forced me upright, all nerves suddenly alert and hyper-attuned.

The next few moments rippled through my mind in vivid, cinematic detail. I pictured those lush, heavy breasts of hers cupping together, creating a soft, perfect tunnel that Mike’s thick length could slowly, deliciously push through—emerging from between the curves like some dark, glistening prize. I saw the purplish head, sleek and beaded with a fat drop of pre-cum, bobbing closer and closer to her lips and chin, the hungry little slit at the tip winking open with every squeeze of her flesh. Gina would lean in, tongue teasing, lapping up his taste before he slid right back into the velvet channel made just for him.

And yes, I know exactly how that feels—I have my own experience, though I doubt I could muster anything as plush and decadent as Gina’s spectacular cleavage. There is nothing quite like transforming your own body into a wet, heated playground.

The muffled symphony behind the door swelled—thrusts, moans, the pulse of pure desire—and suddenly I heard her again, her cries cut sharp and breathless.

“Ohhh fuck, yes, it’s so fucking big. Jesus, Mike, that’s it. Fill me up. Squeeze my tits while I ride you—come on, harder. Harder!”

Instantly, my imagination transformed their sounds into a fever dream: Gina astride him, her movements slow and languid as she rose, long strokes pulling his cock nearly out before she would sink back down, writhing and grinding, her body slick with pleasure, her ass flexing and pressing into his hips. The vision made my own body clench with need—God, I adore being on top, the feeling of power and abandon, my hands roaming, teasing and playing as I take exactly what I want.

I was desperate to slip my fingers back beneath my dress, to ease that aching tension throbbing between my thighs. The only thing stopping me was the threat of pissing all over myself in public.

Moans blended with the slap of skin, a raw, uninhibited soundtrack to my fantasy, until Mike’s bass-heavy voice rolled through the air again—too low to catch the words but loaded with promise. Whatever he’d just suggested, I knew it must have been utterly filthy.

“Yes, god yes, Mike—right now.” Gina’s voice quivered with desperate hunger, thick with craving that prickled along my skin. “Fuck my ass, baby. Give it to me, all of it, just like you filled my mouth.” Her words twisted through the air, licentious and hot, drilling straight to my core. I could hear the shiver of anticipation as she handed something over. “Here—use this. Make me nice and slick, get me ready for you, make it slide as deep as you can…”

The pause vibrated with tension. And then, her voice again, gasping—sharp, surprised, delighted. “Oh, fuck, that’s cold—but god, it’s perfect. Rub it in, Mike. Deeper. Yes, more. Lube me all up, right inside.” There was the unmistakable, trembling pleasure of being wide open, needy. “I had an enema this morning, all for you, got it sparkling clean so my gorgeous, thick Mike could take every inch.” Another brief lull, and then Gina broke through it with a keening moan that sent electricity snapping down my spine. “Ohhhhhh fuck, put that cock in my ass, you fucking gorgeous brute. I want to feel your balls slapping my cheeks as you rail me. All the way, Mike, don’t you dare hold back—oh god, yes, yes, yes, this burns so good—”

Helpless, I was captured by the wet, filthy soundtrack of Gina’s delight, picturing her bent over, Mike’s massive cock nudging insistently at her tightest entrance. The image of him pressing inside, stretching her, gripping her hips with those big hands—hands I could almost feel clawing at my own curves if I let myself go—I was melting, throbbing. I wanted it; I wanted his thickness to breach me, open me up, own every breath of me. I wanted to be split wide around him—his hands, his cock, everything demanding, giving, taking.

God, Gina, you dirty, beautiful bitch—you were a goddess to me and a sinner. Her voice, coarse with lust, stirred something so wicked inside, matching my filthiest needs and then laughing as she went further. She was living my fantasy, living out all the ways I ached to be used, to be ruined, and for all that resentment twisted inside me—for Dad, for getting there first—I hated her just as much as I wanted to worship her. Part of me wanted her, all her wild hunger and those perfect breasts in my hands, her gorgeous mouth begging me to fuck her or smothering me in desperate kisses. If she’d whispered my name—Bethany—raw and hungry, I’d have given her anything.

By then, Gina was so hoarse and breathless, her pleasure spilling into the air, and I was so close—God, I nearly lost myself completely, tingling and perilously wet on this hallway carpet. Through her dirty, unfiltered commentary, I could feel every obscene moment: Mike finishing his deep, raw thrusts in her most secret place, and then his mouth between her thighs, feasting, her obscene encouragements never once stopping. Their silence for a few minutes left me writhing, vision hazed with wanton images—were they tasting each other now? Shared moans, shared heat.

And then, finally, the air crackled with something new—his voice, dark and thrilling. Shivers erupted along my skin as his words rolled over me, low and urgent with that addictively wicked American drawl. “Gonna come, baby… Oh, fuck, Gina, here it comes—”

“Yes! All over me, Mike—paint me, baby, cover me now!” she sobbed, desperate and ecstatic, her abandon pushing me right up to my own dizzy edge.

His guttural cry tore through the air, raw and untamed, and I ached—truly ached—to watch that pulse of release splash wildly across Gina’s flushed cheeks and heaving breasts. Her voice trembled, thick with delight and wicked need, “Yes, Mike, oh yes… that’s so fucking good. Drench me, baby. Cover me with it.” Then, muffled, urgent sounds—her greedy mouth enveloping him again, wanting every last drop, cleaning him, worshipping the mess he’d made.

Mike sounded utterly besotted, entranced by her depravity. “God, look at you. My cum’s everywhere… You look so fucking gorgeous, honey. You’re incredible—fuck, the way you suck me, you blow my mind.”

Gina’s response was a languid, breathless sigh, laced with satisfaction and pride. “Oh, Mike… I love feeling you on my skin. Just look at my face—see what you’ve done, you naughty boy.” I heard the sharp, playful crack of palm against flesh and Gina’s delighted, throaty laughter—she was teasing his cock, scolding it for painting her like that. Another pause, then her voice a sultry, thrilled murmur, “Christ, I love how it slides off my chin down onto my tits. It’s fucking everywhere.” I shivered at the sounds—wet sucking, lingering slurps as she cleaned him, savoring the filth and taste.

Another act ticked off ‘Beth’s Fantasy List’, but lived out not by desperate Bethany Hamilton, but by her father’s deliciously unfaithful, insatiable lover—the now-officially-dead-to-me Gina Harcourt.

I caught my breath when Gina purred, “Take a picture, Mike… I need to remember this, need a souvenir.” Silence—the click and whir of a phone camera, then her voice, thick with mischief, “God, yes—it looks so hot. Now take one while I have your cock in my mouth…” I could picture it—her lips stretched tight around him, grinning wickedly for the camera. Christ, that shameless slut was taking selfies now.

My whole body quaked, despite the summer heat scorching outside. My knickers were soaked, a telltale patch spreading across my dress—everyone would see how desperate I was unless I hid it with folded hands on my lap. I checked my watch, stunned to see I’d been pressed against the door for nearly half an hour—never seeing a single moment, but living it so vividly each filthy detail was burned into my mind.

My ear throbbed from pressing in so hard, my shoulder numb and aching, but none of that mattered. All I could think about was pissing, jilling off, pouring a stiff drink, and then finishing myself off, again and again until all the torment was spent.

Forcing myself upright was agony—I winced, stretching out my limbs, my body complaining but my whole being sharp and alive with need. God, this craving was torture.

Casually, as if nothing had happened, I flipped the 'Do Not Disturb' sign to ‘Please Make Up The Room’ and slipped away down the brightly lit corridor.

At the fire door, the maid was just leaving another room. She caught my eye and nodded; I returned her greeting far chirpier than I felt, “Oh—hi, room 241’s ready for you now.” I stepped aside, little more than a perfunctory pause, dropping the mug back onto her trolley with a devilish flick.

“Thenk you, mees.” Her accent rolled the words, her arms bustling as she pushed past, oblivious to the wickedness that had just soaked the walls.

I can be such a spiteful little bitch when the mood takes me.

I bolted down the corridor, not daring to wait for the lift—my legs barely keeping up with the desperate buzz pulsing in my core. I took the stairs two at a time, breathless and fevered, bursting into the first-floor ladies’ loo at a near run. Thank God it was empty. I barely managed to slam the stall door and yank my dress up before my body betrayed me—sweet, burning relief finally rushing out, so intense it almost stole a moan from my lips. The ache in my belly untangled, and for a dizzy moment, the sensation was bliss, equal to the ache of releasing a climax I’d been holding forever.

Sitting there panting, thighs sticky and trembling, I surrendered to my lust. My fingers slid between my glistening folds, soaked and greedy from everything I’d heard and imagined. It was as if Mike himself had somehow snuck inside me, filling me up, taking me to that edge I’d been craving. I fucked myself furiously with two fingers, pressing hard and deep, my other hand rubbing my swollen clit like my sanity depended on it. My moans bounced off the tiles, mingling with my whimpers, shaky breaths quickening as wave after quivering wave of pleasure washed through me. The toilet seat dug into my thighs as I curled over, my body stuttering, heart pounding, giving myself over completely—one hand mashing my clit, the other pumping relentlessly. Anyone passing by would’ve thought some wanton creature was losing her mind inside that cubicle.

When it finally passed, the pleasure receding in slow, jangling sobs, I let myself just collapse, shaking and raw. Tears welled and tumbled, my chest heaving. I couldn’t name what I felt—anger, hurt, bitterness, maybe just the crash after mindless release. I let myself cry, aching for someone, for anything—wishing I had Bruno pressed against me, offering some comfort other than my own trembling hand.

Eventually I forced myself out into the street, face blotchy and body spent. My bag did little to cover the dark stain that spread on my dress—like a scarlet letter of filthy delight. Each step home was long, shuffling, haunted by the blast of car horns and impatient drivers—my pulse still racing, skin prickled and oversensitive, longing for another touch.

It took me an hour and a half—a vape pen and a couple of generous glasses of red wine—before I felt myself again. I lay naked on my bed, skin cool against the sheets, letting blue-grey smoke curl from my lips in lazy, perfect rings. Satisfaction pulsed low in my belly, sly and dangerous. My detective work was flawless—slick, wicked little victory. Gina had no idea what was coming for her. Not yet.

But vengeance could wait. There was so much time to plot, to savor, to tease myself with what ifs.

I dragged on my e-cig again, holding the vapor in my lungs for as long as I could, wishing it was something stronger—a wild edge against the emptiness. My fingers, restless, traced the ink that trailed beneath my right breast, wrapping around my waist like a lover’s secret caress. Maybe another night, I’d tell you all about that tattoo—how it stings and soothes, an intimate reminder etched onto my skin.

My hand meandered lower, glancing over the soft stubble between my legs. I needed to shave again—always chasing that perfect smoothness. As my fingers circled my clit, I could hear her voice in my mind: sultry, taunting, soaked in sin. “Want my tongue on that aching little cunt, Beth?” the phantom Gina teased, her words curling under my skin. “Wish it was you riding my Mike’s cock...admit it, you dirty bitch.”

A shiver rocked through me, my jealousy delicious and cruel as I surrendered to the wicked truth pulsing inside me.

Then, pulsing through my thoughts like a sultry whisper, another voice slithered in—a deep American drawl, rich and sinful, darker than midnight velvet. “Beth, sugar, just look at that thick mess glistening all over your pretty face. Oh, you know Gina’s craving it. Let it drip, baby, let it spill straight into her waiting mouth. Please, Beth. Be a good girl for us.”

The echo of those filthy words sent a shiver spiraling down my spine, making my thighs clench, skin prickling with wicked anticipation. I exhaled a slow stream of smoke, tracing the tendrils with my tongue before greedily lapping the slick taste of myself from my fingertips. The flavor—the memory—coiled deep in my belly, pulsing between my legs.

With a soft, wicked smile, I shifted, reaching for my laptop. My fingers trembled slightly—a mixture of anticipation and the afterglow crackling through my veins—while I fired up Chrome and let the familiar R&R tab flash alive before my eyes. Each little click sent fresh ripples through me; digital foreplay.

The homepage hung before me, a seductive array of thumbnail temptations, each more decadent than the last—raw, dirty windows into every depravity I craved. My lips parted, pulse fluttering in my throat as I hovered, soaking in every forbidden promise. Anything I wanted, laid out for me in glossy, pixelated sin.

Still naked, my body thrumming with reckless hunger, I steeled myself and tapped my weapon of choice. Slow. Deliberate. The gentle rhythm of my keystrokes matched the rise and fall of my breath, hot with longing.

"MILFs and big black cock."

I pressed enter, feeling that sweet, familiar thrill as the search yielded its haul—row upon row of explicit delights, hungry to be devoured.


Part 2

The glare of morning light stung my sleep-ravaged eyes, wrenching me into consciousness with a pounding ache in my skull and an even sharper throb between my legs. Every inch of me felt debauched, used, wrecked by the wine, the endless arguments and confessions, the smoke of that vape pen—all of it tangled into the raw ache in my throat and the persistent, sinful heat pulsing at my core. Thank god for the tiny en-suite Gina had bestowed on me, a sanctuary where I could gulp down ibuprofen with shaking hands, try to gather my scattered wits amidst the chaos of last night. I buried myself back into the sheets, swallowing relief that Allie—sweet, wild Allie—had, in her way, reeled me back from the brink.

Loneliness crept over my skin, bitter and familiar. I reached for my decrepit laptop, hunting again through the traces of our midnight Skype—her words still echoing in my thoughts. If only I could see her face, trace with my eyes the way her mischievous mouth curled when she teased me. But my antique machine, stubborn and blind, refused even that simple intimacy.

Bored and restless, I’d been half-watching strangers bare themselves and fuck across my screen, my mind drifting as my left hand lazily tried to coax desire from my spent, aching body. Nothing sparked. The thought of finding some pre-programmed release felt so hollow. Then suddenly, a flash—a tantalising bar of light at the top of the screen: Skype. Allie. My heart leapt, a surge of longing washing over me as I saw her words blossom across the monitor.

AllieMac96: Hey I'm bored wot U up 2, Hammy?

Just like her—my brilliant, irreverent Allie, my untameable, laughing Scottish beauty with her ever-messy, bottle-blonde hair. Which one of us was crazier? A close-run thing. She loved winding me up, always mangling her words just to make me bristle.

BethThePixie: Speak properly, Alison MacDonald, or I’m cutting you off.

Of course, I never would. The very idea almost made me smile. I needed her, craved her, hungered for her company, especially tonight.

AllieMac96: Then good evening BethThePixie. May I politely enquire as to what the fuck you are up to?

BethThePixie: That is better, AllieMac96. Yes, you may enquire.

AllieMac96: Oh ffs, girl, WHAT YOU UP TO?

BethThePixie: Surfing porn and rubbing myself. Half-heartedly. How effing sad is that? It's been a shit day Allie and I miss you.

Behind the words, something raw stung. I finished with a crying emoji, and the pain was real—a single hot tear slid down my cheek, and I swiped it away with the back of my hand, fighting back the wave that threatened to drown me.

AllieMac96: Poor BethThePixie (sad emoji) Can AllieMac96 help?

I couldn’t help a genuine, aching smile. I sent back the biggest, brightest grinning emoji we had, fingers trembling a little. This was our ritual, our secret salvation: LDCS, as we’d called it—long-distance cyber-sex. Sometimes just a room apart, sometimes an ocean, yet always exquisitely connected, one of us surrendering, submitting, the other guiding, commanding.

Tonight the reins belonged to Allie. She always seemed to know exactly when I needed her to take charge.

AllieMac96: Ok, you know the rules. Who is in control?

BethThePixie: AllieMac96 is in control.

AllieMac96: Who is going to do everything AllieMac96 tells her?

BethThePixie: BethThePixie is going to obey AllieMac96. Please tell her what she should do.

Even typed, it sent a shiver fluttering through me, anticipation sparking and twisting low in my stomach.

AllieMac96: Good girl. First, switch off that porn. I need your full attention. When you have done that, I want you to touch your pussy for me. Whichever hand is easiest. Up to you.

BethThePixie: Porn ditched. Using left, easier to type right handed.

Each word she typed seemed to send a command sparking straight to my core.

AllieMac96: That’s it, Beth. Slide your fingers in—use two—and do it slowly, darling. Twist them as you bury them deep, don’t rush, I want you to savor every delicious second. Keep them inside, keep them moving. Wiggle them—yes, like that. Imagine it’s my hand, my fingers, sliding and writhing right where you need me the most, making you crave the next sensation. When you can feel your slickness coating your skin, pull them out and taste yourself for me. Lick them clean, slowly, as if you were licking me.

Her instructions made my breath come in heavy bursts as I typed, my cheeks flushed and hot even though I was alone.

BethThePixie: God, Allie, wiggling them inside feels so good. Warm and slippery. I love my taste. Wish you could have it, wish I could offer it to you right now. My fingers are shining. What next? Please—can I put them back?

AllieMac96: Oh, I want to taste you too, hun. I’d lick you clean if I were there. You can put them inside again—but use three this time. I’m using three now, stretching myself just for you. Do it for me.

My body trembled as I followed her order, stretching my entrance, feeling the fullness with every movement.

BethThePixie: Three fingers inside now. I can feel every pulse. Can I twist them? Please.

AllieMac96: Yes, babe. Twist them deep inside. I want you to press hard against your G-spot—really feel it for me.

The ache between my thighs intensified; my mouth watered at the thought of her—hot, demanding, untouchable right now but owning me all the same.

BethThePixie: I need your pussy, Allie. I want to taste you, feel you, make you come.

AllieMac96: You want it, but you can’t have it, princess. Not tonight. Five hundred miles is too far. Unfair, I know.

BethThePixie: When you tease me like this, I’m not happy with you.

AllieMac96: Oh yes you are. Admit it, babe. You’d do anything I said. You love being my dirty obedient girl.

BethThePixie: My whole body is humming. Please, tell me more. Command me. Don’t stop.

For the next ten minutes, the world dropped away—there was only the blue light of the screen, the pulse of desire between my legs, and Allie’s words pushing me closer, harder, deeper. Now I had four fingers stretching me open, my thumb circling my clit, and my brain nearly blank with need. Allie’s instructions grew filthier, and I hung on every delay, craving the next thrill. Suddenly, a long, tantalizing silence.

BethThePixie: Where’d you go, Allie? (sad emoji)

Finally, she replied, casual and wicked.

AllieMac96: Sorry, babe. Had to raid the fridge.

BethThePixie: Seriously? You left me hanging? Why the fridge?

AllieMac96: Beer—and a cool, long, green treat. Something I want deep inside me. Got anything green and girthy in your fridge?

BethThePixie: Beer, yes. But the other thing… let me check. You want me to go get it?

AllieMac96: Absolutely. If nothing green, grab a bottle instead.

BethThePixie: (wait emoji)

I hesitated a moment, needy and aching, but I obeyed. My fingers slid out, sticky and slick, and I sucked them clean as I shot down to the kitchen. Gina’s fridge was massive—the kind you could lose yourself in. I dove to the bottom, grinning when I found exactly what I wanted—a cucumber, cool and hard. Stripping away the cling film, I rinsed it under full, icy water, enjoying the little shock that shot through my palm. Dried and ready, I bolted back upstairs, body already anticipating what Allie would make me do.

BethThePixie: (smile emoji) (thumbs up emoji)

AllieMac96: That’s my girl. Start by rubbing it on your pussy, nice and slow.

BethThePixie: It’s freezing against me.

AllieMac96: It should be, babe. It’s a cucumber, they’re supposed to be cold. Rub it until you can’t take the chill, then slide it in—slow and deep, at least four inches.

BethThePixie: Oh god… mmmmmmmmmmm… it feels insane. I can feel every little bump and ridge pressing inside me.

AllieMac96: Me too, mine’s buried deep, stretching me. Now turn it, so slowly, make yourself ache for more.

BethThePixie: I can feel it everywhere inside, it’s so thick. Can I take it even deeper, please? I need to be full.

AllieMac96: I want you to take as much as you can, no rushing. Tease yourself, inch by inch. No shortcuts—give me all of it, babe.

“Oh God, Allie, it’s so good,” I gasped, my words spilling out in a shaking whisper, desperate for her, desperate for more.

“How deep is it, babe?” she fired back, her question wrapped up in that tone that curled straight through me.

“It’s in so far—God, I’m stuffed full. Can’t go deeper. It’s pressed up inside me, nearly as much as I can take,” I typed, all the while feeling the searing stretch, impossibly full, every muscle inside me taut and burning.

“Try,” she prompted, her command hot, relentless, wicked.

I bit my lip, the ache from below sending a fierce shiver up my spine. I pressed the cool length deeper, so gently, so so slowly. My legs trembled. I winced, a soft cry slipping past my parted lips as the ridged skin worked itself another blessed inch deeper. The edge of discomfort—a delicious pain, a promise of surrender. I wanted to impress her, needed to please her, needed to be pushed.

“That’s it, beautiful. More. All of it,” Allie wrote, her words echoing in my brain, urging me to let go. I twisted the thick cylinder, my lips stretched tight around it, feeling the raw fullness, the way the little bumps teased my most sensitive nerves. I couldn’t help but squeeze down, needy and greedy, but I’d hit my limit—no more, no matter how I tried. And it felt wild, dangerous, and fucking wonderful.

“Can’t get it all—feels amazing. Are you close?” I asked her, my body radiating heat and urgency.

“Fuck yes, baby, I’m there already, you have no idea. How much is inside?”

She was relentless. “Don’t know. So deep I can barely think,” I replied, gasping as I struggled to stay with her, my mind fuzzy, lost in sensation.

“I did eleven point two inches last time,” Allie confessed, a teasing brag in her message.

I grinned despite myself. “Seriously? How did you figure that out?”

“Marked it. Measured against a tape—ended up covered in, well, you know…” Her emoji made me snort, absurd even through my haze.

The heat inside me only built. “Too busy for measuring,” I sent, “gonna need both hands... Don’t finish without me.”

I dropped the phone beside me, eyes roaming down to where the green beast jutted out, glistening, obscene. I watched, spellbound, as I pushed it just a fraction deeper, the pressure coiling through me. My pussy clung to it, lips glistening and stretched taut, a vivid contrast to the flushed skin of my thighs. I dragged my fingers along the seam where we met, trembling as a shock ran up my spine.

Twisting my wrist, I felt my cunt flutter and clench, impossibly close. Holding back, I traced a little mark with my nail, right at the edge where green vanished into flushed pink. A record—definitive proof for Allie.

Panting, I hauled the slick cucumber out a little, then gripped it hard in both fists, angling my hips and bearing down. I rocked furiously, fucking myself with hard, hungry thrusts, the ridges rubbing my inner walls, the chill hitting the molten heat inside me. My legs splayed wide, knees pressed into the mattress, hips bucking, face pressed into the covers. I could smell my own desire, taste it on the air.

God, I wished it was Allie’s fingers. Her tongue. I imagined burying my face in her soft, musky curls as she writhed beneath me, guiding me, pushing me on. My cries were muffled by the sheets but I hoped she could sense them—my need, my wild, hungry greed for her, for this, for the aching release thundering up through me.

My body convulsed, every muscle clenching around the thick length buried inside me, driving that intoxicating wave higher and higher. My cries were smothered by the bedspread as the climax tore through me, wild and unrestrained, pleasure soaking every nerve until I surrendered in trembling release. With Gina gone, there was no need to hide the raw cries that ripped from my throat—a desperate, delirious sob announcing my shattering orgasm as the world narrowed to heat and pulsing pleasure.

Collapsing back, I eased the cucumber out of my drenched cunt, watching in fascination as it glistened with my arousal, each ridge catching the dim light. It felt almost tender to lay my vibrant green companion at my side, my whole body buzzing, deliciously spent. I dragged my heavy gaze up to my laptop screen.

AllieMac96:???

BethThePixie: Sorry, just went completely under—no breath left in me.

AllieMac96: Where'd you go?

BethThePixie: Cucumber Heaven. I might have to become a vegetarian now.

AllieMac96: I knew I’d get you there somehow! Technically a fruit, though, not a veggie. So how deep did you go?

BethThePixie: What a Skype call—orgasms and education in one. Give me a second...

My thighs trembled as I pushed up from the bed, every step reminding me how thoroughly I'd been taken. I darted to the bathroom to rinse my slippery toy clean, not wanting to ruin Gina’s tape like Allie had hers. As cold water flowed over the battered fruit, I surveyed the deep finger marks patterned in its flesh, evidence of how desperately I'd clung on. Once dry, I hunted through Gina’s dresser and retrieved her sewing box. Laying the measuring tape next to my makeshift lover, I took a shaky breath, committed the number to memory, and quietly restored everything to its rightful place.

BethThePixie: 28 centimeters.

AllieMac96: Centimeters? Seriously, girl? What am I supposed to do with that?

BethThePixie: Only tape I could find was in metric—damn Gina.

AllieMac96: Hold on... Where's my converter app? Ha! That’s only 11.02 inches. I win! Lightweight.

BethThePixie: Congratulations on your victory, bucket cunt.

AllieMac96: (laugh emoji) (heart eyes emoji) (face palm emoji) Eat the cucumber, loser!

BethThePixie: Oh, no! (heart emoji) Missing you (crying emoji). Thanks for tonight—I needed this so much.

AllieMac96: Miss you more. Anytime, BethThePixie. Sleep well, babe. XXX

BethThePixie: Goodnight, Allie. You too. XXX

After she logged off, I pulled up a video—a sultry brunette coaxing sweet, breathless moans from a petite girl with wild blonde hair and a twinkle in her nose, not unlike Allie. I pressed the cucumber to my lips again, this time exploring my body with gentle, aching slowness as the girls writhed onscreen. Sleep drifted over me eventually, a lazy glow of satisfaction wrapped tightly around me, more serene than I ever expected.

Lazing naked atop my sheets, I scrolled back over Allie’s teasing texts, letting the afterglow heat settle deliciously between my thighs, even as a dull ache hinted at the wildness of last night. My body felt raw in that luscious, tender way—a reminder with every shift of my hips that I’d treated myself obscenely well. Still, a trip to the shower called, and I lingered under the steaming water until my skin prickled and my mind drifted. The pulsing between my legs deserved a little nurturing after what I’d put it through. I let the spray soothe my needful folds, and, biting my lip, glided the lady shaver over the stubble, giving my already-sensitized pussy the softest caress. God, why hadn’t I done this yesterday instead of torturing myself with my own fingertips? Every burn from the rough scrape left my fingers sore and made pleasure feel sharp, desperate.

Returning to my room, damp and glowy, my gaze snared on the cucumber peeking half-hidden under my bed, looking altogether too innocent after last night’s depravity. That wicked part of me—bold, shameless—considered slipping it back into the fridge and seeing how long it took Gina to notice. But sanity prevailed. Even washed, the musky scent still marked it, the memory of my climax lingering on its smooth skin. The angel on my shoulder insisted on discretion. I’d get rid of it in town, far from home, where evidence and embarrassment were less likely to collide.

I plucked it up, noticing the little indentation I’d marked—my silent dare to myself—and pressed its length against my sex in disbelief. How had I managed to take all of that? The thrill of conquest rippled through me again. With an unladylike grunt and some effort, I snapped my emerald paramour in two and sealed the pieces tight in one of Gina’s laundry bags, stashing my secret for a later, clandestine disposal. Then I scrubbed my hands in hot water, erasing the telltale earthy musk.

Once I felt human again—clean, smooth, still humming with memories—I searched out my blue floral dress, the one I’d carelessly tossed in the wash. Yesterday had shaped me into a wanton mess, and wearing a garment scented with last night’s juices, tempting as the forbidden might be, felt too risky. The cotton was still crumpled but softer, the hem indecently flirting with my thighs thanks to legs that always made every dress look daring. Standing before the mirror, I ran my hands down my hips, surprised at how the dress hugged my curves. I never wore this one, but today it lifted my mood. And if I was lucky, the right eyes would notice.

Coffee beckoned. I drifted down the stairs, hoping to avoid the minefield of Gina—the intoxicating, infuriating, all-seeing Gina. Maybe today I’d indulge myself: a strong coffee, a giddy wander through town, a flirtatious lunch with the possibility of someone beautiful catching my attention. Hell, my body was still trembling for it—a strong, knowing touch, male or female, I hardly cared. Fat chance, Beth, I scolded myself, but the fantasy lingered.

The kitchen was mercifully empty. No Gina. I started the coffee machine and thumbed through messages on my tablet. Allie, sweet mischief-maker, had sent me a video of a purring cat with the caption, “me last night.” I grinned, already aching for her again. Then, without warning, Gina’s office door slammed open and she strode out—glamorous, untouchable, her smile hiding yesterday’s bruises and all evidence of that punishing, monstrous lover. She took my breath away, as always. My stomach twisted; so much for escaping her gravitational pull.

“Good morning, Bethany.” Gina’s voice sliced through the kitchen, her pointed glance at her watch and the way she lingered over ‘morning’ making sure I caught the dig about my laziness. Half past eleven, barely brushing the edge of midday—give me a break. I bit back a retort, the urge to volley something sharp at her simmering inside me. But I had plenty of ammo of my own. I clung to it, sweet and dangerous.

She breezed over, eyes darting to the coffee pot, a smile all teeth and gloss. “Mmm, coffee on already? That’s my girl. Milk, no sugar. You know how I like it.” Her command was casual, but assertive, making the avoidance I’d planned instantly pointless. Bloody wonderful.

I could hardly force myself to look at her, much less offer civility, my hands shaking only slightly as I busied myself with ground beans and foaming milk. “Sure, coming up,” I managed, toneless and clipped, retreating into the necessary motions, hiding behind the steam of the machine.

She claimed her throne on the counter stool, gracefully perched on the opposite side of the vast kitchen table, sinking into a comfort that irritated me. Her phone lay innocently nearby, within touching distance of where she’d brazenly left it last night—just there, a tiny Pandora’s box stuffed with dirty secrets and filthy evidence. I longed to snatch it, swipe through the photo gallery, and shove her own smug slutty snapshots right back in her flawless face. Mike’s thick, dripping cum slathered across her lips and chin, her sex-drunk eyes, that hungry needy moan echoing in my mind: “Oh god, I love it when it slides down my chin and pools on my tits…”

I envied her—envied her depraved luck. She got what she craved from that invisible brute, basking in his pleasure, glowing in twisted, decadent aftermath. Bitch.

I set her coffee before her with a little too much force, wishing for once I had the nerves to do something truly wicked—spit in her cup, or better, spill it down her designer blouse. But my restraint held. Only just.

“Thank you, darling,” she purred, sugar-sweet, wrapping her hands around the mug as if we were best friends.

I grabbed my coffee, taking a deliberate, slow sip—black, scalding, pure. The rush of caffeine stiffened my resolve, but it also sparked another unbidden, vivid reel of Mike plundering her, her surrender, her cries, those obscene, beautiful images freefalling across my mind. I fought to keep my expression blank. Instead, we sat, tense and silent, sipping, eyes averted.

She finally broke the uneasy calm, eyeing my dress—a little blue thing, shorter than I remembered, barely respectable. “You look nice, you know, in that. Clean up nicely, lass.”

Caught off guard, I stared. A compliment from Gina—a rare comet blazing through her cool sky. “Oh, uh—thanks,” I stammered, still shocked. “Had it on yesterday, too, when I was out.”

She tilted her head, assessing. “That so? Where’d you go?”

Nowhere. Everywhere. “Nowhere special. Just had to handle a few things for Dad…” The words knotted up, my mouth twitching wickedly with everything I wanted to say. Like, Oh, you know, just called him to mention that his girlfriend was getting her tits and face doused in cum by a gorgeous black stallion after he wrecked her arse with that monstrous cock. After which she greedily shoved him in her mouth, screamed for more filthy come while she licked her own ass juices off him.

All of that raged unsaid, boiling quietly in my skull, swirling in the sticky silence between us while I just let my pathetic explanation dangle awkwardly, unable to give voice to the hurricane within.

“That’s very considerate of you,” she replied, her voice cool and unruffled, the epitome of well-composed deceit. “He hasn’t mentioned needing any help to me at all.” There was a faint flicker in her expression, so subtle it almost slipped my notice. “Seems he’s handling things quite nicely out there, don’t you think? We’re Skyping daily—still, God, Bethany, I can’t help missing him. Your dad’s such a wonderful man. I think he’s off to Singapore next.”

With every affectionate word, a bitter heat surged through me, my grip tightening on the mug. I wanted to wipe that gentle mask off her face, wanted to hurt her with the truth she lied so easily about. The urge to hurl my coffee at her was almost overwhelming. Biting it down, I went hunting for cracks in her perfect little act—surely after years of practicing her fabrications, she couldn’t be that flawless.

Assuming my sweetest tone, I shot her a smile I hadn't worn since puberty—awkward and false as rotting lemons. “So, how was lunch? You seem to be racking up the ‘ladies who lunch’ badge lately.”

Her answer was seamless, smooth as silk stocking sliding up a thigh. “Oh yes, Melanie’s starting a new salon—she’s asked for some advice while she drafts her business plan. Naturally, it comes with the benefit of plenty of complimentary lunches. I’ll be seeing her again Friday—deadline for her bank application is approaching.”

Complimentary, I thought bitterly, picturing the kind of ‘perks’ she’d really been indulging in. I mentally circled Friday afternoon, knowing I’d need a private flight then—just me and my own wanting hands, turning jealousy and rage into solitary pleasure.

I sharpened my blade, probing again. “Did you go anywhere new this time?”

A practiced pause, just long enough for calculation, before she served her pat answer. “That American diner that’s just opened on the High Street. Afterwards, we headed back to Mel’s flat—for cocktails and more planning.”

Business planning, was it? I almost laughed out loud. Who knew ‘business plan’ was code for ‘getting stuffed by a massive cock’?

Keeping my tone as innocent as possible, I slid one more sly question in. “Food any good?”

She flashed her teeth, deliberate and slow. “Surprisingly decent… portions were enormous, honestly—I couldn’t get through it all.”

The image she conjured—her smug smile, the lie glimmering behind it—made me want to scream. Oh yes, darling, you certainly took your fill. And I’ll bet you polished off every last drop, then went back begging for more. Mike’s buffet must be all-you-can-eat heaven for you.

She really was brilliant at this—years spent threading truth and fiction until even she couldn’t feel the difference. I drank coffee just to have something to do with my hands, some small pleasure as she spoon-fed me stories.

“Sounds incredible—I’ll have to try it next time I’m in town. Always had a thing for American food, ever since our trip to the West Coast.”

I let my voice slip into airy excitement, putting on the eager, naive act for emphasis. I leaned across the table, catching her gaze for the first time since she’d walked in, feigning infectious enthusiasm I could never possibly feel.

“Oh, do they serve those outrageously long hot dogs, the ones you get in America?” My voice was all sweet innocence laced with laughter, but I couldn’t resist letting my hands drift apart—spanning the space I was sure would be a tight fit for Mike’s thick, dark length. “You know, the ones that just go on and on, begging you to wrap your lips around every inch? I can’t get enough of them. The first time I tried one, it practically filled my mouth—I could barely breathe, I was so stuffed.” I gave her a knowing look, my lips curling with a satisfied purr. “If they offer those there, you’ll have to drag me kicking and screaming out of that place!”

Her composure faltered instantly. I’d found the chink in her stubborn armor at last, and I relished the way her voice wavered, stammering out broken sentences. “Oh—erm, I, uh—don’t really know. Honestly, I didn’t look at the... you know, the menu. Mel, um, she said the house burgers were amazing so we just went for those. Really filling. Big ones. Yeah, just... delicious. Maybe, um, you should check the website? Route 66, that’s—yes, Route 66 is what it’s called... menu will be online...”

Watching that impenetrable poise unravel in front of me was deliciously satisfying. She colored prettily, red blooming across her throat and cheeks as she fidgeted on the barstool, fingers twisting a lock of her hair in a desperate attempt to appear casual. She glanced at her watch far too theatrically, trying to conjure up an escape route. “Oh, God, is that the time? My taxi’ll be here in a second. Meetings—honestly, you know how it is! Lovely to see you, Bethany—let’s do it again soon, really get to know each other…”

But she was barely present as she babbled, nerves fluttering behind her eyes. I watched her scramble for her things, the usually calm, icy exterior cracked and broken apart. With barely a look back, she hurried through the door, giving a brisk wave and a mumbled, “Laters!” before the door swung closed behind her.

Outside, her taxi was waiting, and today, at least, her conservative suit was appropriate—more boardroom than bedroom, for once. Rumor had it she was some kind of sharp, highly paid business adviser, not that I gave a toss. Judging by the house, the posh wardrobe and that gleaming BMW she never drove, she was certainly doing well for herself—raking it in like there was no tomorrow.

Clutching my coffee, I lingered in the silence she’d left behind, savoring my victory. I let the memory of her flustered, fidgeting discomfort wrap around me like silk, the rare, wicked pleasure of watching her squirm beneath my loaded words sending a shiver down my spine. For once, I’d had her exactly where I wanted her—unsteady, unguarded, and unable to keep her composure. And damn, it felt good.

Strolling into the heart of town, I felt buoyant, the kind of lightness that lingers after a delicious victory of wit. I indulged in two cold pints of crisp cider, took my seat in the sun-drenched garden of a charming High Street pub, legs stretched out, letting the summer warmth linger along my thighs. I fantasized idly—what if today was the day some dark-eyed stranger or an alluring woman with secrets of her own joined me, turning this lazy afternoon into something electric?

But the world wasn’t feeling generous, at least not in the romance department. Instead, pleasure came in the most sinful form—a foot-long hot dog at Route 66, so decadent and utterly satisfying I nearly moaned aloud. It arrived, glistening and audacious, its tempting length daring me to take all of it, my lips stretching wider than ever. The sheer thought of swallowing that monster in one go sent a wicked shiver through me—delicious, daunting, and thrumming with secret, hungry possibilities.

Chapter 2 - BETH

After our little dance of innuendo, Gina and I barely crossed each other’s paths, and when we did, it was nothing deeper than the shallow ripples of “hi” and “how are you.” Small talk: the universe’s way of pressing reset. She mentioned, almost in passing, that someone would be coming around Friday morning to sort out her computer problem—the sort of detail that usually begged for some clever quip. But I just let it drift away, like steam off a hot mug, and soon it slipped from my mind.

Friday crashed in on a wave of rain, a thoroughly British summer day—soaked, gray, the air humming with drizzle. I toyed with heading to town, maybe wrapping myself in that new, flirty dress, but the weather made the choice for me. Instead, I tugged on my favourite red-and-black checked shirt, sawed-off shorts, and a soft, clingy boob tube, bare legs stretched out as I lounged with my laptop open, a brutal black metal playlist shredding my eardrums and vibrating deliciously between my thighs. Some half-hearted attempts at college work, a lazy traipse through Warcraft, and a slow build of anticipation that made the minutes crawl by.

All I had to do was wait for Gina to disappear, off to get her face filled by Mike—undoubtedly as filthy as it sounded. Soon, the house would be mine, and my newly shaven, utterly smooth pussy throbbed at the idea of a solo session in private sanctuary.

At a quarter to noon, I caught her moving down the garden path, right on schedule. She wore powder blue—subtle yet impossible not to notice—and that buttery leather skirt seemed to pour sunlight into every curve. Typical, I thought, the sun finally bothering to show its face now that I was staying in.

She lingered by the taxi, fingers dancing on her phone—arranging, I assumed, her rendezvous with the infamous Mike and his cock that deserved capital letters. As the last relentless bars of double bass and staccato guitars thundered from my headphones, I pressed them down hard, letting the crashing music flood my senses, ratcheting up the ache low in my belly.

Yes, perfect—perfect prelude for what I had planned. I snapped off the iPod and, with a wicked grin, handed the headphones to Bruno, my battered old teddy. He looked disproportionately pleased—he had always loathed my heavy playlists, the old snob—clearly a stuffed animal with progressive musical taste.

Screw it, I decided. Let Gina find out I was still smoking. With what I knew about her, I had an advantage now; my little secret trumped hers any day. Lighting a More, I inhaled deeply, letting the nicotine lace through my veins, awakening something sinful and raw. I exhaled slow, fingering the filter, then padded down the stairs, anticipation sharp and sweet on my tongue. Time to claim the first moist, red reward of the day.

Descending the stairs, cigarette burning low between my lips, I was instantly irritated—again, dammit—by the sight of her office door gaping wide open, betraying the fact that Gina’s tech guy was still lingering. Honestly, it looked like my sanctuary had been invaded, her chaotic desk a launchpad for every possible expedition except my own pleasure. All I could make out were the guy’s lanky legs drawn out from under the desk, entangled amidst endless cables and blinking gadgets; if she’d packed any more hardware into that room, NASA would be launching their next Mars mission from this bloody house.

My fingers twitched with frustration. Gina had slipped out to fuck Mike, not bothering to let me know I wasn’t alone here—another careless oversight to add to my long-growing list of little sweet revenges owed to her. Even so, there was no way some pimply IT loser—probably one of those tragically underfucked boys who still called their mothers every night—was going to ruin my afternoon. Her office was practically a forbidden paradise left unlocked for me, for once. I grinned, considering how those monstrous flat screens might serve a far more provocative use; the thought brought a wicked flush to my cheeks. At that size, streaming hardcore videos would feel practically immersive—maybe I'd even improvise my own special effects. Virtual reality wasn’t far off with a little imagination and something creamy from the fridge.

Humming with delicious rebellion, I drifted into the kitchen, scanning the row of bottles on her rack with greedy intent. I selected the bottle that looked haughtiest, hoping I’d picked some wildly expensive vintage—though truthfully, I couldn’t tell Bordeaux from boxed red if my life depended on it. It probably cost just a fiver from the bargain bin at Sainsbury’s, but that didn’t dampen my delight at depleting her stash.

Taking a last satisfied drag on my More, I flicked the smoldering stub out into the hedge via the open patio door—habitual defiance in every little gesture. The nicotine lit a slow, simmering heat in my veins. Why not have another? Upstairs again, my fingers dug into my bag, fishing out a fresh pack, when my phone vibrated—one missed message.

The text was classic Gina, careless and rushed, spelling destroyed by her lipstick-slicked thumbs and utter inability to see without her glasses: "Hi Beht, only me. sorry but compter enginner is running ltae can u make sure he gets his mony. In top left draw of my cmptr dsk. Thks G x."

So she had been texting me, not her oversexed lunch date. I tutted, fighting off a smile even as I rolled my eyes at the garbled message—a rare slip of gratitude as she tried to warn me. Laughing quietly, I thumbed out a reply, sharp and deliciously smug: "Ok no probs. Enjoy lunch. Don't eat too much ;o) B." No affectionate sign-off from me—‘X’ was her reward from someone else today. She’d be getting plenty of triple-X action soon enough.

Cigarette re-lit, nerves tingling as the smoke unfurled in my chest, I padded back downstairs and scooped up my wine glass, swirling the crimson liquid as if it might reveal Gina’s secrets. I couldn’t resist a longer glance at the computer tech—the angle shifted, giving me a better view. And what I saw in the shadows of her office—subtle flex of muscle under denim, a slender hand bracing on polished floorboards—sparked a sudden, unexpected curiosity low in my belly.

A ripple of surprise and excitement danced through me as I took in more of the man sprawled beneath the desk—gone was any vision of the awkward, pimpled computer geek I’d unfairly pictured. Instead, there was this sculpted arm, powerful and masculine, veins standing out along bronze skin coloured with a bold, intricate Maori tattoo curling possessively around his bicep. The man reached up to snatch a screwdriver from the desk, his muscles flexing, and a mane of glossy black hair—thick, just touching his broad shoulders—spilled across the carpet. Even with just a teasing glance, he radiated athletic power, a dusting of dark hair visible down his forearm and, oh, the suggestive promise of what lay further up.

My mind instantly ignites with wicked schemes. Well, if the universe wants to send me a real man while Gina’s off in ecstasy with her darling Mike, then who am I to refuse an invitation to mischief? Hope shimmered—if this gorgeous stranger was as spectacular out of his worn jeans as he looked crawling under a desk, my afternoon had just taken a very decadent turn.

I practically sashayed back to the kitchen, my pulse heady with anticipation. My wineglass found the countertop with a soft clink as I surveyed my own reflection. Just a few tweaks, I thought—if he could flaunt that sinuous ink along his bare arm, it was only fair I offered a glimpse of my own temptations. With deft fingers, I undid every button of my cherry-red checked shirt, letting it fall open and tying the hem in a tight knot just beneath the curve of my blue boob tube. The effect—bare midriff, smooth skin, and the swirl of my new tattoo freshly inked around my navel—was devastating. My most frayed, hip-hugging cut-offs begged for more, so I popped the top button, and mussed my hair into wild, voluminous waves. Suddenly I looked every inch the naughty vixen—Bethany Hamilton, shamelessly bold and more than ready for a little sensual experiment of my own.

Topping up my wine, I sauntered back down the hall, the distant thrum of excitement vibrating with each step. My heart thundered like bass inside my ribcage, arousal shimmering beneath the surface. Pausing a breath just before the office door, I smoothed my shirt for effect, then closed in, sliding up close—dangerously close—to where his muscled legs jutted out, so inviting beneath the desk.

Let the games begin.

The door swung open, and in an instant, I understood that the ‘G’ on my worksheet undoubtedly belonged to a woman—one who radiated a sort of rare, breathtaking confidence. My gaze lingered, soaking in her presence: late thirties, maybe flirting with forty, and looking every inch like she was carved from some decadent dream. I must have looked utterly gobsmacked, standing there slack-jawed, feasting my eyes on the vision gracing the threshold.

I scrambled to pull myself together and half-heartedly attempted to introduce myself, but she swept me into her world without missing a beat. “Oh, you’re the gorgeous saviour here to rescue both my business and my poor suffering computer? Come in, come in! I’m depending on you for my very livelihood, you know,” she purred, her voice a velvet caress—refined, honeyed by years of privilege but with a teasing hint of something more earthy lurking in her accent, a barely-tamed wildness.

She beckoned, and I followed, hopelessly ensnared from the moment she turned. I’d been caught between wanting to fixate on those sultry, movie-star features—porcelain skin, full lips, a tangled mane of blonde hair that brushed her shoulders—or simply surrendering to the magnetic pull of her spectacular body. Those perfect, high breasts beneath her second-skin lycra whispered an invitation; they were impossible to ignore, impossible not to worship with my eyes.

And then she strode ahead, all confidence and wicked promise, and my focus dropped to her extraordinary backside, delectable and unmistakably sculpted by hard work and discipline. Clad in new, impossibly tight black lycra, every swerve and curve of her body was flawless, statuesque. She looked like she belonged at the centre of desire, not just at the pinnacle of fitness, and I couldn’t help but wonder what sort of exertion kept her so ravishing. Freshly showered, she smelled clean and enticing, her hair still perfectly coiffed—a woman who commanded attention and got it at every turn.

Thrown off my game, all I could manage was, “Er, well, I’ll do my best to sort you out,” my efforts at suave professionalism collapsing around me.

She glanced back over her shoulder, a dazzling smile breaking over her face, warmer and more inviting than sunlight pouring through open blinds. My heart thudded faster. “I’m only teasing,” she sparkled. “It’s not a disaster—just a little irritation. But your company came with glowing recommendations, so I have high hopes.”

She led me to a door off the main hall, pausing with a flourish. “Here it is—my inner sanctum...” She pushed the door open, ushering me into a snug windowless office overflowing with high-powered technology. It was the kind of setup that demanded respect—and promised all kinds of wicked distraction.

“Wow, this is... impressive,” I muttered, and I wasn’t entirely sure if I was talking about the room or the woman. Truth was, both deserved the highest marks. Every ounce of me knew this was going to be far from an ordinary job.

“Yes, all this kit is an absolute must,” she purred, gliding her hand lovingly across the glossy surface of a monitor. “There’s always some high-stakes teleconference happening. I need every advantage I can get. Top of the line, every inch of it.” She let out a low chuckle, the sound rich as melted chocolate. “It cost a fortune, but it’s worth the price—most of the time, at least. Until one of these beauties decides to throw a tantrum and refuses to start.”

Her laughter lingered in the room before she faltered, as if suddenly remembering decorum. “How impolite of me. I haven’t even introduced myself properly.” Turning toward me, her cool-blue eyes met mine, disarmingly direct. “Gina Harcourt.”

She extended a slender hand—the press-perfect French manicure gleaming as it hovered between us. I took her hand with as much care and restraint as I could muster, the memory of broken knuckles on the rugby pitch in the back of my mind. Her skin was smooth, her touch both delicate and unexpectedly assertive.

“Sam,” I said, somehow managing to steady my voice. “Sam Atkins.” The name ‘G’ now resolved itself into the much more evocative Gina—a name that fit her like a midnight silk dress.

She gave a smile that could strip the clothes off a man’s soul. “Hi, Sam. Lovely to meet you, darling.” That single word—drawn out with a throaty Liverpool lilt—wrapped itself around me like warm breath. The way she purred that last syllable, letting it fade away on her tongue, made my mind flash with images I rapidly tried to banish.

Gina. She was intoxicatingly aware of her effect—every movement, every glance seemed calculated and deliciously unselfconscious at the same time.

Without missing a beat, she launched into a surprisingly articulate diagnosis of her technical woes, dissecting the symptoms and offering her own hypothesis about the computer’s demise. Her grasp impressed me—she wasn’t here to play the damsel, and there was something oddly arousing about a woman who could wield both her beauty and her intellect so deftly. No vague “funny noises” or helpless shrugs—she spoke with the confidence of someone who belonged in charge.

When she finished, a sly glint danced in her eyes and her lips curled up in another wicked smile. “Alright, Sam. I need to get myself ready for a video call, so I’ll just leave you to work your magic. If you need anything at all…” She leaned in ever so slightly, her perfume enveloping me—floral with an edge of woodsy spice. “Just shout. I’ll be upstairs.” She touched my arm, her fingers gentle but lingering, guiding me into a buttery-soft leather chair in front of the control center of her empire.

Her hand slipped affectionately to my shoulder and stayed a heartbeat too long, fingertips transmitting an effervescent thrill straight through my shirt. Her smile—intimate, knowing—flashed again. “Every faith in you!” she murmured, her lips so close I could feel her breath play along my skin. The heat between us was impossible not to notice.

She left in a swish of Lycra and poised confidence. Alone, I forced myself to focus, desperately channeling arousal into logic circuits and motherboards. I tried to banish all those illicit thoughts about sultry, assertive women with a penchant for leather chairs and French tips—this was only a temp post for the summer, after all, and workplace seductions were just office folklore for a guy like me. She was, after all, headed to a meeting. My feverish imagination tumbled inward, rogue, but I locked it away.

Sort of.

The work wasn’t going as smoothly as I’d hoped. A few circuit boards swapped, some cables re-seated—but glitches persisted, stubborn as Gina’s smile. Irritation bubbled at the edge of my patience. I was about to call for help, my mind rehearsing what I’d say, when her presence ghosted silently behind me, followed by that now-familiar touch—warm, electric—her palm returning to cup my shoulder.

She let her hand linger there, the pressure gentle but unmistakably intentional, her body shifting closer than necessary. Her lips brushed the shell of my ear as she whispered, her voice molten with suggestion, “How’s it going, Sam?”

Her breath drifted over my ear, making my skin prickle, electric and alive beneath the heat of her presence. So close—so dangerously close—I felt the unmistakable brush of one of her glorious breasts against my shoulder, a teasing pressure swathed in the smooth press of fabric. She’d changed while I was working, now wrapped in a shimmering, silver-grey blouse that clung just enough to hint at the curves beneath, each contour calling out to be touched. Her lycra leggings were gone, replaced with a short, figure-hugging black leather skirt that hugged her hips and made my mouth run dry. I tried—and failed—not to wonder what delicious secrets she’d hidden beneath that decadent leather: stockings, surely, with suspenders cinching her thighs, and, oh, those boots. Knee-high, patent black, glossy and utterly, shamelessly seductive. God, she looked like a walking fantasy—what kind of meeting could possibly require this brand of temptation?

I turned to address her, but the movement only brought my lower arm into contact with her skirt. The leather, heated by the thrill of her body, seemed to burn my skin, a slow, molten lure I could feel deep in my core. Sweat prickled along my neck as I stammered that things were progressing but might take another fifteen, maybe twenty minutes. But with her hand still anchored on my shoulder, the leather of her skirt trapping my arm, the satiny slide of her blouse, and the intoxicating, feminine scent swirling between us, concentration was almost impossible. Every instinct screamed to surrender, to taste, to lose myself in her touch. And then—the tantalizing scent of her perfume, so lush and musky, mixed with the sweetness of freshly washed hair. It was all I could do not to let my arousal betray me, the thick, insistent need swelling between my legs.

Twenty minutes? If she’d decided to take what she wanted, neither of us would have lasted anywhere near that long. I’d have gladly given myself over in twenty frantic seconds and begged for more. Fortunately, or perhaps mercilessly, she shifted back just enough to let the heat fade from my arm, freeing me, though my cock rebelled visibly against the denim restraint. But she didn’t retreat completely—her hand lingered, fingers drifting sensually down the curve of my upper arm, soft and deliberate, the bare skin beneath my t-shirt tingling at her touch. Her manicured nails danced over the lines of my tattoo, a slow exploration that sent a pulse straight through my veins.

“Very impressive muscles, Sam. Where do you get a body like that?” She leaned in closer, her words a breathy caress, lips almost grazing my lobe. “Not so sure about the ink, though…” Her flirtatious smile promised all kinds of sin.

I pushed the chair back for air, desperate for control, just to get a glimpse of her face. Her eyes—now rimmed with precise, smoky liner and a sweep of metallic gunmetal shadow—seemed to glow, drawing me in further, making my heart pound in my chest. The deep grey of her pupils sparkled against the white, enchanting and wild, daring me to get lost in them. All the while, her sensual mouth drew my gaze, lips inviting fantasy after filthy fantasy.

I fought to keep my voice even, though it emerged ragged, betraying the heat inside me. “Uh, thanks. Rugby—played for Old Newtonians.” I hesitated, a laugh and cough tumbling together, betraying my nerves as much as my desire. “Sorry about the tattoo. It’s not everyone’s style, I know.” My face was burning, skin flushed and exposed—her effect on me undeniable.

“Rugby—I pegged you for it the moment you walked in.” Her lips curved into an unmistakably knowing smile as her gaze lingered over me. “Dated a player once. I can spot the breed—the breadth of your shoulders gives you away. Back row, if I had to guess?” Her fingers darted up before I could answer, tucking my hair behind my ears one side at a time. She paused, scrutinizing my ears with a playful intensity that sent tingles dancing down my spine. “Hmm, no mangled edges. Pristine, really—do you wear a scrum cap, then?”

I couldn’t find my voice—just nodded, heat rising along my neck as she examined me with a practiced, teasing curiosity.

“Clever man. My ex’s ears were battered to hell, poor sod.” That wicked grin of hers reappeared, her palm giving my shoulder a slow, lingering press. God, she was relentless—tormenting me with innocent touches that felt loaded.

“Yeah, um,” I mumbled, desperate to compose myself, “the joys of the scrum, right? I look after mine. There are plenty of other ways to pick up battle scars without shredded ears.”

“Too right. Rugby’s not for shrinking violets,” she breathed, her tone dipping into something smoky and suggestive. She leaned in again—her scent enveloping me in a way that left my pulse thrumming—and continued in a low, confiding whisper, “You’ve got to be solid for it, hmm? Old Newt’s are a decent side too, from what I hear. Might have to swing by and watch you some time. See all you gorgeous men, muscled up, throwing yourselves about…”

I could barely process the image—her in the crowd, her eyes on me, watching every move—but before I could stammer a response, she transformed in an instant, pulling away and straightening her blouse with a professionalism as sharp as her allure. Her self-assurance only made the breathless ache inside me worse.

“Don’t fret about rushing, Sam. I should be off, but I trust you’ll—get everything sorted, won’t you?” She let the words hang between us, ripe for misinterpretation, her gaze loaded with playful insinuation.

If only you meant what I desperately hoped, Ms. Harcourt. My answer was little more than a promise, thick with longing. “Absolutely. I just need to run a few checks, make sure everything’s perfect before I wrap up. My next appointment’s not until three, so there’s plenty of time.”

“Just what I needed to hear.” She winked—her accent suddenly back in play, the Scouse lilting through as she added, “Right, I’ll get Beth to settle up with you. She’s upstairs—always is, that one…” She rolled her eyes to the ceiling, exasperated and yet undeniably amused by this unseen interloper.

A sudden sharpness edged her voice as she strode into the hallway, calling out, “Bethany?” The name echoed unanswered, frustration seeping into each syllable.

Confusion blended with the lingering haze of arousal—her presence making every nerve ending feel raw and exposed—as I realized there was someone else in the house. Yet, from the way Ms. Harcourt’s tone sharpened, and how her composure never fractured despite her blatant flirting, I sensed that authority here was unmistakably hers.

Gina swept back into the office with an energy that pulsed with irritation. Her lips pressed into a thin, frustrated line as she huffed, “Oh, I can’t be bothered to trek up those stairs. She wouldn’t respond even if I hammered on the door. That bloody girl, she’ll be the death of me yet. Probably blasting that wretched noise into her ears—sounds more like a demolition crew tearing through concrete than music.”

For a moment, she stopped, and in that pause she dragged in a deep, calming breath—one that made her chest, full and hypnotic, rise and fall in a slow, exquisite rhythm. My eyes were drawn, helpless, to the sway. The tension in her finally seemed to melt, replaced by a rueful smile as she confessed, “Sorry, Sam—I’m going on a bit, aren’t I? Bethany and I have been butting heads lately. Teenage girls, eh?”

Another sigh fluttered between her lips, her body answering with another tantalizing shiver, and then she composed herself again, transforming into businesslike Gina as quick as flicking a switch. “Right,” she declared with a satisfied nod, “I’ll get on my way, Sam. I’ll text Beth. She never misses a message—glued to her phone, that one, you know how girls are.” She flashed me a wicked little grin. “Just leave the workbook there, would you? One for the accountant—tax deductible, of course!”

I could barely manage a murmur of assent. My mind scrambled for words, but before I could gather them, she traced her fingertip, slow and deliberate, down my arm. A spark raced over my skin, setting my nerves alight with expectation, lingering even as she turned toward the door.

At the threshold, she pivoted, her parting smile warmer than the afternoon sun spilling through the window. “Bye Sam. Hope we cross paths again.” The sing-song lift of her voice lingered in the air, seductive and bright, until she vanished from view.

I raised my hand in a feeble attempt to wave back, but she was already gone. I forced myself to shake off the lingering heat of her absence—I had work to finish, after all, and if I let those images dangle behind my eyes, I’d never get the job done. Only a few tests to run, just a handful of wires to tidy before the job was complete. I ducked under the desk, squeezed into the familiar press of confined space—a world of whirring fans and tangled cables. The heat was stifling; sweat prickled at my brow, my body still half-wrapped in the afterglow of her touch.

Cursing quietly, I realized I’d left my screwdriver just out of reach. Stretching my arm out from under the desk, I groped blindly along the desktop, fingers skimming over scattered papers and tools until I finally found it. With the metal cool in my grasp, I settled back to the task, grounding myself in the methodical rhythm of fixing and fitting, though nothing could quite steady the pulse still thumping through my veins.

Nearly beer o’clock, Samuel, I told myself with a grin. And tonight, a bloody good story to share—a tale so electric the lads wouldn’t believe it.

But lying awkwardly flat on the floor, my half-masted erection throbbing with memory and discomfort, I was pulled back to reality fast—so fast my heart nearly leapt from my chest. Without warning, something crashed into my left thigh—a sharp, deliberate kick, hard enough for pain to blossom and muscle to tense. I was no stranger to rough knocks—a veteran of rugby scrums and sneaky boots—but this was a wholly different ambush.

With a jolt, I jerked up, smacking my head viciously against the underside of the computer casing. The metallic clang drowned out my hissed curse, my scalp stinging where the blow landed. Beneath all the noise, I heard it—a peel of laughter, light and unmistakably feminine, floating down from somewhere above me.

A second brutal kick charged straight into my calf, sharper this time, sending a jolt right through me. That had to be Beth. Gina’s infamous troublemaker, no doubt. So, she’d finally noticed my presence—no doubt yanked from her teenage daydreams of pop idols, and now on the warpath for daring to disturb her private world of One Direction and whatever teenage mischief she dreamt up.

Mustering what was left of my patience, I barked over the roar of the fan, “Oi, pack it in! I can’t bloody hear you down here—with this noise, just give me a sec. One more screw and I’ll be out of your hair!” My headache throbbed as I fumbled the last, stubborn screw into place, cursing the heat and the cramped space. My temples pulsed where I’d cracked my head, but I pushed through, desperate to finally get out from under this cursed desk.

Rolling back into the light, I found my path barred. Before me: a pair of bare, elegant feet, and legs that seemed to stretch up forever, toned and smooth. The nails were carefully lacquered obsidian, and an ankle on her left glimmered with a delicate silver chain. My gaze locked onto the right leg, hypnotized by a stunning little hummingbird tattoo drinking from a purple flower—tiny stars trailing up her skin. Christ, this work was an artist’s fantasy. Definitely not a kid—this was woman in every detail, no question.

A flutter of movement—a tattooed leg cocked back, threatening another jab. This time I trapped her ankle in my hand, feeling the tension in her muscles as she jerked free, huffing impatiently above me. At least her aim was thrown off. That was some small mercy.

I shuffled awkwardly, easing myself further away from the oppressive desk. My mouth felt suddenly parched as my eyes took in more—a ragged pair of denim shorts that barely qualified as clothing. They clung to her hips, frayed like a fisherman’s net, only the ragged edges marking where jeans used to be. The top button was open, leaving a teasing gap of smooth flesh exposed. My body heat spiked with embarrassment and hunger.

With the fan’s racket finally gone, her voice cut through the air—first sing-song, almost mocking, “Hell-loooo, Mister Compooter Man. Looook, I’m up heeere!” Then she snapped, all petulant, adolescent fury, the words spoken as if I were the slow-witted child: “On top of those legs you can’t stop staring at. For the second time—How. Long. Are. You. Going. To. Be?” Each word stretched out, dripping with condescension and heat, sending a pulse of challenge—and anticipation—straight through me.

I groaned as I maneuvered out from the claustrophobic confines beneath the desk, my knees sinking into the carpet with a gritty sigh. Freed from that stifling space, I found myself kneeling before her—Beth, unmistakably, and nothing like the adolescent brat I’d imagined. Now my gaze was level with the open fly of her battered cut-offs, the few strained threads barely holding together, exposing the warm expanse of her bare stomach. Across taut skin, more ink danced—a vibrant echo of the hummingbird and stars I’d seen at her ankle. There were delicate, curling letters inscribed over the gentle curve of her hip, words that beckoned my eyes to linger, to decipher their secret message. Before I could, sharp fingers coiled into my hair and yanked my head up, forcing my attention away from her tantalizing midriff.

"Ow—Jesus, do you ever greet people in a normal way?" I barked, my scalp tingling where she gripped. It was more violent than any rugby scrum I’d survived, and I half wanted to retaliate. But this wasn’t the pitch—this was something else, a charged territory with new, unpredictable rules.

She stood over me, long limbs and inked skin radiating heat and defiance, her hand still twisted in my hair. Only now did I really drink her in—a red and black checked shirt knotted above pert, compact breasts, the deep blue fabric of a tube top beneath that hugged every curve of her chest with blatant confidence. Her hair—so thick and so gloriously auburn—spilled forward over her shoulders, tumbling in waves that framed her breasts and caught the light. The scent of her—clean sweat, shampoo, and a smoky sharpness—wrapped itself around me, raw and dizzying.

I fought the urge to look lower and finally met her gaze, craning my neck as she let me go with a slow, deliberate unspooling of her fingers. She retrieved a generous glass of red wine from the desk beside her, brought it to her lips, and with her other hand flicked a smoldering brown cigarette to her mouth. She closed her eyes, exhaling a long, silvery ribbon of smoke that curled between us. She was breathtaking—her face small and mischievous, almost elfin, those dark eyes enormous and impossibly deep. When she smiled, her teeth flashed white and perfect, her laughter curled at the edges of her mouth. She tucked that fortunate tangle of auburn hair behind a dainty ear, the movement unconsciously erotic in its simplicity.

I knelt, utterly arrested by her—embarrassed, unbalanced, and impossibly aroused, the proximity of her body a silent dare. I considered standing, but she hovered too close, her presence both challenge and invitation. Whatever else happened, this moment would burn itself into my memory of Gina’s office—a scene I’d savor later, alone.

She wiggled her fingers in a surprisingly gentle hello, her voice shifting from girlish play to a lovely, smoky tone—smooth, confident, with the faintest edge of poshness but none of the cold restraint. There was warmth and mischief in her accent, a kind of velvet challenge.

"Hello, computer whiz," she purred, her lips quirking upward. "Here you are, found me at last. So, for the third time…" She leaned into each word, drawing it out with playful exasperation. "How. Long…"

I saw where she was headed and cut her off before she could finish, my nerves frayed and my knees aching. "Sorry, yeah—I heard you the first time. It just… wasn’t the most comfortable spot to conduct business, that’s all. Mind if I get up?"

She inhaled deeply from her cigarette, then turned her face and blew a casual stream of smoke to the side. Her eyes narrowed, lips curving into something like a dare, her whole body language intoxicating. "Am I stopping you?" she tossed back with a lazy shrug, her challenge unmistakable and wholly, wickedly enticing.

“Um, it’s just…” My hand fluttered nervously in the tiny, searing space that divided us. My heart hammered as though it might burst through my ribs, the air dense with her scent—smoke, wine, a hint of her skin. Her smooth, taut belly hovered dangerously close to my face, and after everything that had just happened with Gina, my body thrummed with an arousal I could barely contain. Electricity shimmered between us and I struggled to regain composure, but her sexual energy was overwhelming, intoxicating, and my own needs pressed uncomfortably inside my jeans. Was this a test? Was today some perverse fever dream? If this continued, I’d need a cold shower just to make it to my next appointment.

She rolled her eyes—God, even irritation looked seductively playful on her. “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she muttered, her voice edged with impatience. Another sip of wine glossed her lips a deep red, leaving a blush of colour where the glass met the desk. Her hand reached down for me, slender fingers commanding and confident.

I hesitated, hovering, my blood thrumming in anticipation and unease. She narrowed her eyes, her words dripping with mocking challenge. “Are you a fucking android or what? Do you process English, or is that beyond your abilities? If you want up—pull.”

Giving in—how could I not?—I reached up to her. Her grip was unexpectedly fierce, lithe fingers wrapping warmly around mine, and she drew me to my feet as if unbothered by my weight. Suddenly we were nose to nose, bodies nearly colliding, her height impressive, her presence utterly magnetic. I could taste her in the back of my throat—smoke, heady and sweet, mixed with the subtle floral scent of her hair. Every part of her was close, tempting, exposed.

Those deep brown eyes bored into mine, her mouth parted in an invitation I could barely resist. Each breath she took brushed tantalisingly against my lips, smoky and steaming. For an endless moment, time stretched and held us perilously close. Then, breaking the spell with an impish smile, she stepped back, surveying me with almost clinical amusement.

“Well, now the android’s managed a vertical position, I trust it can manage basic speech and perhaps even interpret simple questions?” She softened the taunt with a sugar-sweet smile, but her gaze was razor sharp. “Tell me, can it finally answer the query it’s heard at least a dozen times?”

She was mad, this one—deliciously mad. And breathtaking. “Sorry—thanks for the hand. Just a couple more checks, then paperwork. Five, maybe ten minutes?”

She arched a perfect brow, one corner of her mouth quirking in satisfaction. “Thank you, Android. See? Capable of clear speech after all. Might be faulty software. You seem much more… responsive upright. It’s very convincing, I’ll give you that.”

I looked away to collect myself, still acutely aware of her proximity. “It was noisy and tight under there. Wasn’t easy to hear you. But I sure as hell felt you,” I said, rubbing my thigh where she’d struck me. “Surprisingly solid for bare feet—might’ve dented the hardware.”

Her eyes darkened, lips curling as she glowered. “I hate being ignored.” She reclaimed her wine, sipping as if that alone explained her rough little reprimands—and perhaps, in her beautifully twisted way, it did.

“Care for one?” She gestured toward me with a flourish—one hand elegantly poised around her wine glass, the other flicking ash from a cigarette she’d clearly savored to the end. The motion set her whole torso in a fluid, mesmerizing rhythm. For a taut second her hair shimmered around her jaw, caramel strands catching the light, and her slim, pert breasts responded with the most delicious, subtle bounce—nothing flagrant, just a provocative suggestion wrapped in that fitted shirt, far more tempting because it wasn’t spilling out. Gina would’ve burst out of her buttons by now, but Beth’s restraint was far more tantalizing.

I found myself getting lost in her—her presence, her edges, the little quirks of her lips. I barely registered her question. “Sorry—want what?”

A fiery groan slipped from her, exasperated but oh so sultry. “Jesus, you actually are a bloody android. Must I spell it out? Do. You. Want. One?” Every word, exaggerated with a sweeping movement of her wrists—an invitation laced with attitude. “A cigarette, wine, either, both, or bloody neither?” Her lisp became more pronounced, slippery, her voice seductively unique and unexpectedly endearing.

She was pure mischief wrapped in slender hips and quick wit. No wonder Gina found her infuriating and irresistible in equal measure. I finally claimed the office chair and let the buffer of air cool my frazzled nerves, settling in at just enough distance that the tension simmered, not scorched. It was maddening: retreating from Beth brought me right back to where Gina had tormented me earlier. My head spun—the day felt stitched together by threads of sexual torment.

Trying to exhale the tension and cut the edge, I tossed a look at her glass, aiming for playful bravado. “I know it’s barely noon, but someone’s eager for Friday to start, hmm?”

She twisted to the side with a sharp toss of hair—a flash of attitude so sexy I could taste it. Her gaze was haughty, lips curled in a knowing smirk. “Sun’s over the yardarm, isn’t it?” Her words came out clipped, every syllable rich with challenge. She swallowed another mouthful of wine, eyes glinting, back arching just so.

A digital clock glowed on the wall, bright numbers pushing into midnight-black plastic. I pointed, a cheeky dare in my raised brow. 11:55. Not even noon.

“It’s not quite twelve, sunshine…”

She followed my line of sight and slapped her glass to the desk with theatrical drama. Her whole body bristled forward, heat radiating. “Oh, we’ve got a smart one, do we? Sorry, Mr. Know-It-All, but in the North Fucking Atlantic, the yardarm hits at eleven a.m.” Each word was punctuated by a defiant nod, hair dancing around her jaw, the curl of her mouth daring me to contradict her.

I couldn’t help it—a laugh tore out of me, unbidden and warm. She was phenomenal. “Alright, you win. I’ll defer to your expert mariner knowledge. But in case you missed it, this is England, not the North Fucking Atlantic.”

She pressed a finger against her lips, biting the tip in a teasing mimicry of a naughty child caught in the act, her tongue peeking out pink and mischievous. Her voice slipped into a soft, exaggerated lisp, every syllable sugar-dusted with playful mischief.

“Oops,” she whispered, innocence and wickedness intertwining in that single delicious note.

She captured her bottom lip between her teeth, pouting in a way that was almost indecent, her wide eyes flickering up at me through a messy curtain of hair. For half a heartbeat she let her head drop, feigning humility so sweetly I wanted to cradle her right there. But Beth wasn’t meant for meekness—her mischievous spark reignited almost instantly, transforming her once more.

She shot upright, tossing her hair, her cheeks flushed with adrenaline. “Well, somewhere in this fucking world, the sun’s over the fucking yardarm!” she cried, voice wild, shattering any illusion of restraint. Without hesitation she hurled back the last dregs of her wine, the sensual line of her pale throat working as she swallowed. She ground her spent cigarette into a coaster with a violence that sent ashes sprawling across Gina’s sleek desk. The glass slammed down so fiercely I half-expected it to explode, and the sharp clack reverberated through the office.

Then, with a guttural sound, she threw her head back and began to wail in mock outrage, voice ricocheting off walls, each word more unrestrained than the last. “Oh, what a wicked little Bethany, huh? Look at this mess—slugging wine before the bloody chimes of noon, puffing these squalid fucking cigarettes, even though she’s been warned, told over and over: ‘Don’t smoke in the house, Bethany! Don’t do this, don’t do that!’ All the while she just bloody does what she wants, shags whoever she wants! And now the computer geek is giving me shit! Naughty, filthy Bethany. But fuck it—she’s only twenty-one! FOR FUCK’S SAKE!”

Her tirade crescendoed, every syllable erupting from her, her small chest rising and falling in erratic pulses, eyes aflame, mouth feral. The rawness in her voice—it made something inside me ache. Suddenly, she froze—caught off guard by the power of her own storm. Her breath sawed through the thick air, and she stared, wild-eyed, at the world she'd just set ablaze.

Still panting, she extended her hand to me—palm spread, trembling and so inviting, as if she was desperate for forgiveness or maybe just touch. And then it was gone—her shoulders slumped, hair hiding the sorrow in her eyes, fingertips ceaselessly knotting together. Her voice, now barely a shiver, stumbled into the silence, words tumbling over each other in a desperate confession.

“Sorry. It’s just… there’s a lot. Rough patch lately. Totally unnecessary, that. All this shit is about me and her. It’s about Beth and Gina, not Beth and—” She let the last bit hang, looking at me with a plea for reassurance, for my acknowledgment of her presence, her vulnerability.

“Sam,” I filled in swiftly, hoping to anchor her before the storm could rise again.

She echoed softly, as if tasting my name. “Sam. Sam…” The syllables rolled gently over her tongue, turning into something more intimate with each repetition. Then, a whisper, almost lost, “Beth says sorry...” She shrank before me, eyes wet, voice breaking, tapping her own chest. “That’s me. That’s Beth. I’m sorry.”

For a moment, I only watched her—broken wide open, naked in her regret. The urge to go to her, to hold her, to press her trembling body against mine, was almost overwhelming. She looked so heartbreakingly gorgeous right then: defiant, shattered, perfect. But instead, I kept my distance, masking my desire behind banter. “Apology accepted, Beth-Who’s-Sorry. I just spent some quality time with your mum myself—I can imagine you two clash every now and then. Go on, then. I could do with a drink after all that. A glass of wine would be lovely.” My nerves craved the flush of alcohol now, something to steady my hands.

At my mention of her mother, she whipped around, her voice slicing through the room again. “My MUM?” Her eyes narrowed, lips drawn back in a snarl. “You mean my FUCKING MOTHER?”

Shit. Here we go again.

Beth’s sudden stillness caught me off guard, her energy quietly collapsing as she absently gathered her empty glass and the battered coaster from the turmoil on Gina’s desk. Her voice, stripped down and vulnerable, drifted toward me—barely more than a whisper. “She’s not my mum.” She turned away, her slender frame dissolving into the shadow of the hallway, the faintest, almost secretive “thank God” barely reaching my ears.

My whole body let loose, a massive sigh rolling out of me, unraveling the tension wound tight around my nerves. This entire hour had been an exquisitely strange mess; emotional whiplash laced with attraction and confusion. I dragged in a breath, focusing my mind enough to wrap up my technical checks, watching little blinking lights almost dissolve in the haze of everything Beth had stirred within me.

Minutes later, she reappeared—cheeks flushed, eyes glimmering, the faint, dark promise of red wine in each hand. One glass was so generously poured it looked indecent. She offered it to me, a cigarette dangling with sensual insolence from her lips, her fingers trembling ever so slightly as the glow caught the edge of her smile.

She lifted her glass, eyes locking onto mine, that familiar wickedness simmering just beneath the surface. I raised mine to meet her, and our crystal rims met in a delicate chime—so subtle, yet brimming with unspoken hope. “Cheers.” The word left us both simultaneously, echoing with a hint of reconciliation. Beth’s gaze lowered slightly as she added, “Sorry. Again. I shouldn’t have lost it with you.”

I smiled, letting her apology slide over me like silk. “Honestly, don’t worry about it. We all need to explode sometimes, get it out of our systems.” I tilted back the glass, savoring the first heady mouthful. Rich, daring, impossibly smooth. “Bloody hell, Beth, this is stunning. What are we drinking, anyway?”

She waggled her shoulders into a languid, teasing shrug, her lips curling into a mischievous pout. Then, without warning, she draped a thick French accent around her words—innocently mocking and devastatingly sexy. “Oh, eet ees… how you say… red. Someseeng Frainch, oui? Chateau de Poop, maybe?” As she exaggerated 'Poop', her mouth twitched with devilish delight, her lashes fluttering up at me, making my insides twist.

A laugh tumbled out of me, unable to resist her playfulness. “Expert palate, clearly. Maybe that’s Châteauneuf-du-Pape to those of us who can fake confidence in wine cellars?”

Beth’s lips curved into a secretive smile as she reverted to her regular voice. “Couldn’t really say. All I care is that it’s wet, intoxicating, and decisively not water. The other stuff’s just pretty packaging.” With a casual flick, she sent a tumble of dark hair away from her cheek—an unconscious gesture that made my heart pound wildly against my ribs. She danced back to the kitchen, her energy returning with full, tempting force. From inside, her voice came, throaty and sharp. “Yep, thought so! Shatto Nurf de Poop. Got it in one. Two thousand and four, even! Is that fancy?”

“Yeah, posh stuff,” I called over.

She swept back in, her confidence reborn—a little fist punching at the air, mouthing a huge, hilarious “YEAH” at me, giddy with her own little victory. She lingered in the doorway, her satisfaction radiating, almost magnetic. “Fucking nailed it.”

I echoed, a little confused, “Sorry?”

Beth arched a brow, all mock-innocence. “Just me and my eternal drama. Don’t mind.”

Then, deadpan, her gaze locked onto mine, lips barely twitching, “Two thousand and four, huh? You’d think that old it’d taste like absolute arse.”

Warm laughter spilled from her, spilling over me too—and for a moment everything felt lighter, looser between us. She winked, “Joking. Even I know the old stuff is the proper expensive juice. That’s why I pick it.”

She leaned languidly against the doorframe, her expression daring, “Right, if you’re almost finished… I’ll be in the kitchen.” With a flip of her hair and a quirk of those perfect lips, she vanished, leaving me wired, grinning, sunk deliciously somewhere between exasperated and enchanted.

But as I began to turn, her voice ghosted back to me—soft, trembling, as fragile as a secret lost in the hum of computers. “She’s my dad’s girlfriend…”

When I turned around, she was there—propped lazily against the doorframe, her posture radiating a vulnerability I hadn't seen before. A pregnant silence stretched between us, heavy and intimate. Her cigarette burned in her grasp, and she closed her eyes as she drew deeply, exhaling languidly, then swept a restless hand through that riot of thick, dark hair, as though hoping to smooth away whatever troubled her. Her name slipped out—“Gina. She’s my dad’s new girlfriend…”—delivered so softly, so reluctantly, that I barely caught it, the admission drifting between us like smoke. She gazed toward some invisible horizon, lips pressed together as if holding back another secret, then shook her head—decisive—and swept away towards the kitchen once more, leaving me alone with nothing but my questions and the taste of her confession thick on my tongue.

I tidied up in a daze, the task taking only a few minutes, then left the paperwork exactly where she’d told me to. Gina. So that’s her—Beth’s father’s lover. Jesus. The world is always stranger than you expect. I almost laughed to myself: this job had been a wild detour, an encounter with two forces of nature inhabiting that house on Sycamore Avenue. My mates at the office absolutely had to hear about this—though I doubted they’d believe just how thoroughly a pair of women could shake a man up. After this, all I could think of was a slow afternoon, something mindless, and then—god, yes—Beer o’Clock. Maybe by then the ache in my crotch would die down and my pulse would finally decide to quit its frantic dance. That girl, that hour, this whole damn house had left me restless and desperate for relief.

I finished the deep red wine, Beth’s “Poop,” the taste lingering sweet and rough on my lips, and carried the glass through to the kitchen. On my way out, I absently blotted the burgundy stain from the desk. Beth had enough to deal with—no need to leave her a mess or an extra disaster to notice on her own. My thoughts tangled, reckless—should I ask for her number? But the question curled up inside me, cowardly, afraid of unleashing yet another wild spark in this stormy afternoon.

She sat on a stool at the kitchen table, her pale legs crossed, a half-empty glass of dark red gently cradled between her fingers. The room felt suspended in time—clock hands ticking somewhere faintly, each second thick with meaning. She didn’t look up as I leaned against the door, my voice oddly hushed. “All done.”

“Righty-ho then,” Beth said at last, her eyes still locked on the swirling crimson in her glass, turning it slowly, watching the wine cling and slide in viscous, seductive trails. Her long tattooed leg swung idly, hair hooked around one finger, the picture of distracted elegance. “They say,” she began, voice gone languid, breathy—almost a whisper—“the better the wine, the more it stains the glass.” Her fingertip traced one rivulet, following it like she was mapping a secret path on her own body.

God, I could have spent forever just gazing at her, mesmerized by every curve and gesture.

But then she suddenly let the moment snap, her reverie broken, setting the glass down with a soft click. “Hmmm—interesting…”

Her gaze caught mine, those deep brown eyes flickering with something electric—hungry, mischievous, absolutely arresting. “Mr. Compooter Man—Sam,” she murmured, her voice dipping into a husky register, “before you slip away, would you mind taking a look at something for me?”

My heart kicked up its pace, anticipation stirring restlessly in my veins. “Of course. I’ve got all the time in the world.” My attempt at sounding casual faltered—I couldn’t tell if she was about to tease, confide, or seduce.

She rose from the stool, a slow, languid movement that seemed to stretch the air between us tight. Her fingers raked through her tumble of hair, sending dark strands spilling over her shoulders. She exhaled, chest heaving, every breath deliberate, charged. When she reached me, she stopped just close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, her scent—smoke, wine, and arousal—curling around us. She bit that plump lower lip again, almost nervously, eyes cast down.

In a voice laced with sly promise, she leaned closer. “It’s one of my… interfaces. Feels like it’s overheating,” she whispered, her words threading down my spine.

My own breathing caught as she seized my left hand and guided it firmly, insistently, between her legs, pressing my palm hard against the apex of her jeans. Her hair brushed my cheek as she leaned nearer, her lips almost grazing my ear. The heat of her body was startling, pulsing right through the faded denim, lush and insistent. Her petite breasts, tantalizing and uncontained, pressed into my chest—her heart thudding a wild, frantic song against me.

She kept my hand there, making me feel all of her trembling desperation, the undeniable slickness of her heat through rough denim. Then, deliciously slowly, she slid my palm higher, over the sinewy flatness of her belly, skin burning beneath the fabric.

Her eyes fluttered as she breathed out, “What do you think?” each word barely audible, freighted with need.

“Definitely running hot,” I managed, voice strained and thick.

A wicked little smile curved her lips. “That’s what I thought.” Her hands slipped away from mine, nimble and sure. Without the slightest hint of shame, she slid her fingers inside her jeans, hand disappearing between her thighs. Her eyes closed, head tilting back, and a trembling sigh escaped her lips—pure, unfiltered pleasure.

When she withdrew her hand, her fingers glimmered with evidence of her desire, slick and shining under the kitchen light. She paused, turning her hand this way and that with almost clinical fascination, like she had with the wine—intently, appreciating every aspect of herself.

Then, with breathtaking nonchalance, she pressed her middle finger to her lips and tasted, her eyelids fluttering as she savored herself. She inhaled her scent deeply, and a shudder ran through her, as if her own arousal overwhelmed her senses.

Her gaze found mine, molten and burning, as she reached out and offered her glistening, slender finger. I parted my lips and she slid it in—my tongue curling around her, her taste salty and raw and intoxicating. Closing my eyes, I drew the flavor from her in long, greedy pulls, before bringing her hand to my nose, inhaling her earthy, exquisite musk.

“Absolutely exquisite,” I murmured, dazed, voice ragged with desire. “Better than any vintage.” The need vibrating between us was almost more than I could handle—every sense flooded, my body thrumming with want.

Her mouth curled into a wicked smile as she leaned into me, her breath warm on my neck. Without hesitation, her slim fingers slipped into mine, guiding my hand back down inside her snug denim jeans. The heat radiating from her center was unrelenting, and when my fingers found her bare, silky skin, I could feel how impeccably smooth and inviting she was. My pulse thundered in my ears, anticipation burning inside me. She was impossibly warm, wet, and trembling, that unmistakable slickness under my fingertips making me almost dizzy.

She turned her face, lips grazing my cheek, her exhales deliciously shaky, the scent of her arousal mixing with the faded fragrance of her perfume. Her grip tightened on my hand, pressing me further so I made contact—her tender, expectant folds parting for my touch. She caught my lower lip between her teeth, nipping gently and savoring the connection. She gasped softly as my finger sunk inside her, velvet and heat enveloping me, her muscles fluttering with need. Instinctively, my other hand tangled through her lush hair, fisting it, grounding myself to her, unwilling to let her escape.

Desperation flashed in those deep brown eyes as she looked up at me, her voice trembling and needy, “It really is so hot and messy. Do you think it’s dangerous?”

The heat between us had my voice thick and rough, “Absolutely. But I’ve got the skills to repair it.” I let my lips catch hers again, my words a low promise against her mouth, “I’ll need a full strip-down—every component checked, every inch overhauled. It could take all night.”

She blinked up at me, pupils wide and dark with want, body arching closer, breasts pressing into my chest. Without warning, her hands gripped my shirt, yanking me forward so her hungry lips captured mine, tongue bold and seeking. She nipped and licked, tracing the edge of my jaw, tasting my skin, her soft lips dragging over the coarse stubble, her breathing wild.

I was rock hard and pressing against her bare belly, my need burning through the thin barrier of my clothes. Every thrust of her hips stoked my hunger, her belly slick and warm as she ground herself against me, her hand sliding down to squeeze and stroke my arousal through my jeans. Her gaze never wavered from mine, eyes dark and hypnotic, drawing me further into her spell.

When I finally moved her towards the kitchen table, she yielded eagerly, sitting on the very edge, legs parted in invitation. Her throat worked as she gasped, whispering with reckless need, “Sam, put your hand back in. Please.”

Her plea was irresistible. My hand dipped beneath the waistband of her shorts, my finger curling deep inside her, feeling her body clench around me as she moved urgently against my touch. Her own hands darted to her breasts, squeezing them through the tight fabric of her crop top, her fingers pinching at the sensitive peaks, nipples beaded and begging for attention. The outline of metal rings stood out beneath the fabric, drawing my focus.

I slipped my hand up over her skin, following the dark line of her tattoo, pressing my palm over her fluttering heart. Then my free hand covered one of hers, squeezing gently, feeling her respond with restless energy. She pulled her hand away, giving me full access. I pinched her piercing through the cloth, twisting it carefully, and she rewarded me with an exquisite, high-pitched whimper—a sound that went straight to my core.

“The other one,” she whispered against my ear, her breath tickling me, laden with need. “She gets jealous.” Her words were a sultry tease, threading hot anticipation through my body. I reached for her other breast, cupping the fullness through the cling of her top, rolling the nipple-ring between my fingers as she gasped wetly against my mouth. We crashed together—mouths hungry, kisses open, lips and tongues battling for more.

Beth’s hand slid downward, her fingers guiding mine away from her soaked heat. They glistened from her arousal, nectar slick, and she pressed them to both our mouths. The fragrance of her sex—salty, wild, almost oceanic—invaded my senses. She licked my finger and then sucked it between her lips, savoring her own taste, eyes locked with mine, deep and dark with want.

I was vaguely aware of her other hand gliding over the length of my hard-on, feeling its entirety through my jeans. Then her fingers found the head, squeezing just enough to make me grit my teeth and groan. The thick ache pulsed under her touch.

“I need you inside me, Sam,” Beth murmured, her voice trembling and rough, aching with desire. There was a delicious edge of urgency; I could feel the tremor of anticipation radiating off her. “I want to taste you, feel you, do this to you…” She seized my tongue, sucking hard, swirling her own around it, devouring me as her grip kneaded my erection, pushing me perilously close to losing control.

Her hips pressed into me, every movement loaded with promise. “I can’t wait to see that wild, gorgeous head of yours right here,” she whispered fiercely, almost pleading.

Her words stole what little restraint I had left. I moved her onto the table, my hands skimming up the curve of her waist as I tried to shuck her shorts down. She caught my hands, breathing harsh against my mouth.

“No, not here,” she insisted, a feverish smile lighting up her face. “I know the perfect place—but we have to hurry. It could all explode any second.”

She was fire and chaos, unexpected and utterly irresistible. I let her pull me to my feet, her body flush and irresistible against mine. “Beth, you are the most beautiful fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” I breathed, everything about her drawing me deeper under her spell. “Just lead the way…”

She grabbed my hand in hers, fingers entwining, and yanked me along behind her, urgency in every step. We thundered up the stairs, heartbeats frantic with need.

At the door of her bedroom she flung herself away from me, a flash of bare legs and wild hair, landing breathless and laughing in the center of the bed. Then she attacked her denims—yanking, tearing, writhing out of their grip with raw impatience. She kicked high in the air, making little determined noises, her skin a patchwork of grace and need. Watching her, I was spellbound—wanting nothing more than to fall upon her and worship every inch.

At the edge of the bed crouched an ancient, slumped teddy—its fur worn thin, features crooked. The poor thing wore battered red headphones and two mismatched buttons for eyes, gazing on with eerie confusion. Beth lingered just a second, draping her discarded denims neatly over the bear’s strange face, then leaned in and kissed the top of its battered head.

She whispered something, soft—too quiet for me to catch, though I thought I heard her murmur, “Sorry, Bruno.”

She turned to face me, her eyes burning into mine with a fierce, unbroken hunger. Beth’s thighs parted, smooth and inviting, claiming the bed as her own altar. Never once breaking our connection, she arched her hips, hands sliding down her sides with deliberate precision. With a slow, sinful stretch of her fingers, she hooked them into the waistband of those barely-there panties and began to peel them away. Rising on her toes, her breath trembled and hitched, then, with a breathless whimper, she dragged the little scrap of fabric past her hips and down her legs, then sent it flying with a careless flick into some unseen corner of the shadows.

I could only stare, enraptured, my pulse thrumming as she lifted her right arm, those sun-lit fingers slicing the air, index raised like some delicious promise. Beth bit down on her lower lip, teasing herself and me, lowering her hand agonizingly slow, painting invisible lines between us—stopping just before contact, her finger suspended, a whisper from that glistening, flushed heat between her legs. The sight of her wet, trembling, utterly open for me made my whole body ache with want. I would give anything to bury myself in her right now.

Her lips shaped a question, low and trembling, the ache in every syllable. “Do you really know how to defuse this thing?” Her voice barely more than a dare.

I was already lost. “Oh, Beth. Trust me…I know exactly what to do.”

She gave a shattered, needy laugh, her voice raw. “Then please…do it, Mr. Compooter Man, before I fucking explode.”

With no more words, I dipped between her thighs, my tongue finding her center in a perfect, reckless sweep. Beth’s body jolted, a scream bursting free of her throat as she clamped those long, honeyed legs around my head, her fingers clutching fierce in my hair. She was pouring wetness, and her bare mound gave way to plush, slippery folds I wanted to drown in forever. Her clit, hard and swollen, throbbed for me, and I toyed it with my tongue—tasting, sucking, making her writhe helpless on the sheets.

Every breath from her was a cry, a gasp, a plea. Her grip tightened in my hair, the pain sharp, delicious. I thought she’d drag me deeper, force me to devour her until she shattered, but instead, she tugged—dragging my gasping mouth away from her pulsing core. Dizzy, breathless, I let her pull me upward.

She kept her hand tangled in my hair, but now her other hand caressed her skin just above her navel, tracing the dark, vivid lines of a tattoo. Her voice was a hoarse, urgent rasp. “Read it,” she nearly moaned.

Beth’s body, wild and trembling beneath me, held secrets etched into flesh—an extraordinary painting: a radiant hummingbird soaring above her belly button, joined by stars, wildflowers, moonlit butterflies, all arching in a sweeping galaxy across her stomach, tickling the rise of her ribs, disappearing beneath her blue tube top. It was sensual and mysterious—I wanted hours to gaze at every detail, to follow the trail with my lips, to learn every secret written on her skin.

And there, curling beneath the dancing birds and blooms, was a line of script, beautiful, intimate, private.

She pressed my head closer, breath hot against my ear, whispering—“Please. Read it.”

My voice nearly failed me, heart thundering as if it would break free. Every inch of her was wonder, perfection, agony.

“Read it, Sam… Out loud. Please…” Her request trembled on a razor edge of anticipation, the most beautiful plea I’d ever heard.

I traced the delicate script curving along her skin, letting every word seep into me until I could hardly breathe. Her eyes met mine, impossibly wide, dark and brimming with a desperate hunger that made my breath catch. With my chest tight and my heart thundering, I finally gave in and read the words aloud, surrendering to the heady magic branded into her flesh—adding her name, just to make it ours.

“Beth—” I whispered, my voice low and thick with yearning, “I’ll take you so high you’ll never want to come down.”

Her lips parted, a ragged gasp trembling in the air between us, her whole body shuddering with exquisite need. “Oh, Sam,” she moaned, the plea shivering out of her in a velvet rush, “yes… please, take me there…”


Part 3

Chapter 1 – BETH

That unforgettable afternoon is etched into my body as much as my memory, every reckless moment replaying while I lie spent in Gina’s vast, decadent bed. It’s nearly midnight, and she’s sleeping—her breaths even and utterly content, limbs curled against soft sheets—while I stare at the ceiling, heart pounding with incredulous energy. In just a handful of weeks, Gina and I had moved from open warfare to something far more dangerous. Tonight, between the four tangled arms and overlapping sighs, that old hostility had unraveled into something wild and electrifying. Now we’re two again, but nothing will ever be as it was.

It all began earlier—mundane, almost comic. I’d been standing over a pair of legs sticking out from under Gina’s desk, eyeing the body attached, warmth spreading through me at the prospect of something, anything, more thrilling than my solitary frustration. When you haven’t been touched in ages, everything pulses with possibility.

My mood—pure ‘Beth-the-Cunt,’ sharp and snarling; Gina always drew that out of me—hovered at boiling. But the “computer engineer” wasn’t some geeky boy; my gaze wandered over taut calves and broad thighs, all muscle, and my body responded before my brain had a say. Perhaps I should have been embarrassed by how much I longed for a stranger’s hands on me. Instead, I let my wickedness take over.

I kicked him. Hard. Precision wickedness. Yet, instead of scaring him off, my laughter spilled out, raw and shockingly unrestrained, as he jerked upright so fast his head nearly met the desk. There I was—some shameless, desperate girl, cracking up at the chaos I’d caused, utterly irrepressible. He recovered quickly—beautifully, really—his hand snapping around my ankle, seizing me with the first tangible sensation I’d felt in way too long. His grip was fierce, fingers warm where they pressed against the delicate curve of my ankle, and the distinct heat of his palm sent a wicked jolt spiraling right through my core.

He crawled from beneath the desk, unfolding himself to kneel at my feet. And then I saw him in full—black hair artfully messy, stubbled jaw begging to be traced, a gorgeous tangle of tattoos and muscle. Those eyes—icy blue, sharp and predatory—raked over me. He smirked, confident and distinctly male, athletic perfection made flesh.

A rugby player, he would tell us later—so I wasn’t entirely off guessing at his broad shoulders and delicious strength. My body responded instinctively. He was sex, danger, and salvation all rolled into one impossibly fit stranger. And in that instant, all I wanted was for every inch of him to wreck me.

He knelt there, so close I could feel his warm breath teasing my skin just above the waistband of my unbuttoned denim shorts. My bare belly rose and fell mere inches from his distracted, hesitant gaze. Sam’s eyes darted from my exposed thighs up to my navel—his temptation obvious, his uncertainty almost endearing. Poor thing, he was caught off guard, held captive by my silent invitation, still reeling from the relentless flirting Gina had subjected him to earlier.

Little did I know, he’d already survived her infamous brand of seductive torment, and now here I was, unleashing my own fierce energy straight onto him—twice as wicked, twice as confusing, every ounce of my pent-up frustration with Gina misfiring directly at Sam. It was hardly his fault, yet my sharp tongue lashed out at the first opportunity, ignited by an offhand comment he’d made about my early tipple. He’d meant it as a joke, a peace offering to cut the awkward air, but it only fanned the flames burning inside me.

I lost it—completely. Words poured out of me: fierce, wild, half-remembered by the time I’d stopped, leaving the poor man blinking through the shrapnel of my anger. But the aftermath left me shaky, achingly aware of how much I needed to be touched, forgiven, maybe even cherished. I’ve never been fond of apologies—never—it’s easier to distance myself with “Beth says sorry,” as if the real Beth is somewhere else altogether. But this time, hiding wouldn’t do; I looked him in the eye and let my walls fall away, whispering a genuine apology.

Secretly, what I wanted was for Sam to grab me, to silence my insecurities with his strength, to carry me somewhere safe and private and claim every aching inch of me with those big, capable hands. I yearned to show him just how wanton, generous, and insatiable I could be if only someone would dare to take me.

He almost walked away—almost—but then I made my move, bold and deliberate, inviting him not just into my space but into my need. Thankfully, he understood. His next appointment was postponed…for me.

In his embrace, in the overheated hush of the kitchen, something inside me melted. He was solid and comforting, his arms enveloping me in a hug that promised everything I’d been missing. His broad hand slipped lower, purposeful and achingly gentle, stroking between my thighs as he pressed against me. The thick, insistent hardness pushing into my bare skin told me he wanted me just as badly. The sensation—oh, the delicious pressure of it—made me ache for more.

The sensation of his touch overwhelmed me, every nerve ending alive with desperate hunger—his fingers sinking deep inside me, the hard ridge of his cock pressing demandingly into my bare stomach. The realization that I hadn’t ruined it, that I was actually going to have him—this striking, athletic man, all muscle and heat—washed through me in a dizzying flood of relief and giddy anticipation. His broad palms covered my breasts, dwarfing them utterly, those clever fingers tugging and teasing at my sensitive nipples—his little tugs on my nipple rings sent electric shocks darting straight to my core, leaving me writhing and gasping for more.

We couldn’t keep our hands off each other, a frenzy of need clouding every thought. He almost took me right there on the kitchen table, and God, I wanted him to, but somehow I forced myself to hang on, pulling back a fraction—just enough for us to stumble breathlessly toward the bedroom. I had this wild cartoon image in my mind, me bolting up the stairs, arm flung behind me, dragging Sam along in my wake—his gorgeous mane of hair flying behind him, our nerves strung tight in anticipation.

My shorts wouldn’t come off fast enough—I fumbled, yanking at the stubborn denim and fussing clumsily over Bruno, the plush toy I always seemed to find a way to involve. I was absurdly grateful I’d already put headphones on him, sparing sweet Bruno from the symphony of moans about to fill my room.

Some men might have rolled their eyes or lost patience at the sight of a stuffed bear getting tucked gently aside, but not Sam. He just grinned, eyes dark with hunger, nodding approvingly—earning my affection a thousand times over.

Then his mouth was on me, and it felt like every fantasy I’d ever dared to dream exploding between my thighs. His tongue was scorching hot against my slick folds, his breath fanning fire over the quivering skin of my inner thighs. I cried out—and the lewd, helpless noise only made him press closer, my legs clamping tightly over his strong back, locking him in place. For the first time in what felt like forever, another person was touching me there, and it was exquisite—delirious, addictive.

But there was something I needed before I lost myself in the rush. He was the first man to touch me since I’d finished my tattoo—my private masterpiece, another secret—but more than the sensation, I needed to hear the words Alice had whispered to me, inscribed forever on my skin. I met Sam’s gaze, voice trembling as I asked him to read it.

He did—gazing up, eyes molten and full of promise, his voice deep, reverent: “Beth—I’ll take you so high you’ll never want to come down.”

Shivers broke open inside me at the sound of my name wrapped up in his vow. And God, he lived up to every word.

After he read it, I ground myself against his face, desperate, almost feral, stripping my top away as his mouth dove back between my thighs. I could feel him doing the same, awkward and urgent, shoving his jeans down, both of us squirming and writhing, desperate to be naked, his lips locked to my drenched pussy. I never wanted any of it to stop.

I couldn’t bear the tension any longer; disentangling myself from Sam’s hungry mouth, I gently pushed him away, my skin already tingling from his relentless touch. I shifted to my knees on the mattress, the crumpled sheets under me a reminder of how frantic things had become. Ner­vous excitement buzzed between us as I fixed my gaze on him, beckoning silently. He followed, mirroring my posture, so close I could feel the heat radiating from his body yet separated by a teasing distance, electricity dancing in the air.

Maintaining eye contact, I let my fingers linger on the knot of my shirt, slowly undoing the fabric until it slithered away from my body. I peeled it off in one fluid motion, the cool air bristling over my skin, leaving me in nothing but my snug little boob tube. Sam reached out, the rough pads of his fingers grazing along my upper left arm, caressing the intricate lines of my third and final tattoo—an endless Celtic knot wrapped around my slender bicep. His touch lingered, reverent and possessive.

“Well,” he murmured, voice thick and low, “you never cease to amaze me... just gorgeous, Beth.”

A rush of thrill fluttered through me. “I thought I had one last secret, but you already uncovered it downstairs,” I shot back, teasing, while pulling my top up over my head and stretching my arms above me. The gesture was both surrender and invitation. He grinned, stepping in close, hands lifting to help me slide the tube away and toss it carelessly among the reckless sprawl of clothing. I hoped it hadn’t sailed out the window, but then again, I hardly cared. For a heartbeat, I knelt exposed—bare-skinned, small breasts peaked and trembling, my lower tattoo revealed at last, snaking just beneath my right breast. Alice’s handiwork adorned me still, the delicate silver captive bead rings twinkling in the soft light, nestled temptingly through my taut nipples.

Sam’s palms engulfed the curves of my breasts again, warm and commanding, sending a shiver down my spine. I could feel the weight of his gaze as he studied my piercings with reverent curiosity. He swept his thumbs over my nipples, the metal cool against his skin, before he leaned in and his tongue began to dance, circling the pale silk of my aureolae, one and then the other. The contrast—my creamy skin, my blushing nipples, the flash of silver—made my breath catch. He teased, nipped, and coaxed, each kiss sending a jolt of pleasure deeper, his touch alternating between gentle flicks and deliberate, sensual pulls on my rings.

God, I loved the way my nipples responded—how swollen and needy they got when I was turned on, tightening and rising aching for more. Alice had dared me into those piercings, and even through the stinging memory of that first puncture, I was endlessly grateful—she’d made my most sensitive spots even more exquisitely responsive, and I wanted Sam to worship them.

He let out a husky laugh, words muffled against my flesh. “Tell me, Beth... how do you even get past airport scanners when you’re this sexy and dangerous?” He claimed one nipple with his mouth, lips locking around my ring, sucking and tugging gently. The sensation rushed through me—my whole body thrumming, every nerve poised delicately on the edge. My nipple stretched tight and sweet, making me moan, a raw, desperate sound.

Breathless, I tugged at the hem of his t-shirt, impatient for my own taste of him—craving the sight and scent and feel of his bare skin. He understood instantly, tearing the fabric away and revealing the broad, powerful chest I’d been fantasizing about, dusted with dark, wiry hair that begged to be touched.

He gathered my hair in his fist, guiding my mouth to him. I let my lips trail over his chest, tasting salt and heat and need. His nipples hardened for me, and I alternately licked and nibbled, emboldened by his raspy breaths—until I let my teeth close a little too firmly, making him give a startled yelp.

“Sorry!” I gasped, grinning wolfishly. Desire pulsed hot and urgent inside me. “Oh, Sam—please... don’t tease me any longer. I need you.”

Still kneeling, bodies trembling with want, I pressed him back onto the tangled sheets and my hands found the waistband of his jeans. My fingers worked clumsily, urgency making my movements less graceful as I slid the button free, lowered his zipper, and nudged those confining jeans down over his hips. He rocked up, helping me—those strong muscles flexing beneath my touch—so together we managed to wriggle him free. At some point his shoes had disappeared, and with a shared, heated determination, we peeled away his socks and sent them tumbling onto the growing pile of our carelessly abandoned clothing.

When his hands reached for his boxer shorts, I straddled his thighs and caught his wrist, smirking as I wagged a finger in mock admonishment. “No, Sam. Let me. This is absolutely a woman’s job.” My voice was low and teasing, thick with promise.

My palm drifted over his obvious arousal, outlined bold and unyielding by the smooth black cotton of his shorts. He was hard—aching for me, for us—and my fingers traced the distinct shape of his head with shameless curiosity before sliding down to cup him, my thumb rolling over the sensitive skin while my mouth pressed a trail of hot, moist kisses along the fabric. My nose nuzzled his length, inhaling that delicious, masculine scent that was uniquely his, and slowly, almost ceremoniously, I peeled his shorts down. His cock sprang free, thick and beautifully eager, unapologetically wanting.

The first touch of my hand was slow, reverent—a delicate dance as I explored every pulsing vein and every inch of smooth, velvety skin. I ran my fingertips lightly along the sensitive ridge of his shaft, then circled just beneath the swollen tip, my teasing making him twist and moan beneath my ministrations. He may not match Mike in sheer size, but none of that mattered—what mattered was this intoxicating sense of connection, this living, pulsing heat right against my palm, attached to him, alive for me.

I tilted his cock up, holding it steady, our eyes locked in a secret, wicked communion. My lips curled into a playful smirk as I drew my tongue slowly over them, giving him a preview, a silent promise of what was coming. Then, mouth open, I hovered just above his glistening tip, letting him feel my fevered breath, hot and electric, pulsing down onto his swollen flesh. I held him there, suspended in that delicious anticipation for a heartbeat longer, then pressed my lips around him, drawing the smooth head of his cock into the wet heat of my mouth. My tongue followed, rubbing underneath, guiding, coaxing, setting his nerves alight with every slow movement.

Sam’s hand slipped into my hair, gentle and almost reverent, his fingers weaving softly through the strands. Not guiding, not pushing—just wanting to touch, to be a part of it. “Oh, god. Oh, Beth,” he groaned, his voice breaking and vulnerable.

I took him deeper, drawing him further between my lips, my tongue swirling and teasing, savoring the taste, the weight, the glorious friction. Each time I slid up, pressing my lips and tongue to the sensitive underside and circling around the crown, I could feel him tremble, his breathing ragged, each moan thrilling me right to my core.

The taste of his pre-cum tingled on my tongue, making my own body ache and throb with need. I slid one hand down between my legs, fingers finding the slick heat there, unable to resist stroking myself in rhythm to the heady cadence of his pleasure. I was on fire—every nerve alive, every inch of me desperate.

“Oh fuck, Beth, this is unreal—after everything tonight, I don’t know how much longer I can hold back—” His words tumbled out, raw and desperate, ratcheting our lust to a fever pitch.

There are nights when you crave drawing out every decadent moment, stretching the delicious thrill until your senses blur with anticipation. But tonight, that smoldering patience was gone; Sam’s confession flickered in the air, and desire overtook every careful thought. My body was starved, nerves frayed with the need to let go. I straddled him, finding my breath turning ragged with expectation, palms settling firmly on his chest as I grasped his cock, holding him firmly upright. That first brush of his hot tip against my slick, needy entrance sent trembling waves straight through me—a lightning bolt of want.

Slowly, I pressed myself down, his length splitting me open, inch by torturous inch. The sensation was intoxicating, turning pleasure into a raw, soaring ache. My head fell back, tangled hair brushing across my shoulders as I cupped my breasts, pinching my sensitive piercings between my fingers. The pleasure sang through me, sharp and exquisite, drawing a broken, guttural sob that ripped from somewhere deep and primal.

Sam’s hands found my ass, kneading, pulling our bodies closer, our cores locked in a hungry stalemate. Heat radiated from where he filled me, my hips grinding in tight, desperate circles that drove us both wild. I barely moved along his shaft, refusing to break this torturous tension, one hand sliding between my thighs to stroke my throbbing clit. Wet, indecent sounds filled the room, echoing the dance of our bodies. I scooped the shimmer of my juices onto my fingers, offering them to Sam’s open, waiting mouth—his lips locked around them, tongue savouring me. I rose off his cock, feeling the ache of separation, before sinking back down, the pleasure almost unbearably sharp. This time, the taste was for myself. I sucked my own fingers, moaning contentedly, tasting the dizzying cocktail of us.

With my hair falling in curtains across his chest, I leaned in, desperate to speak, but words failed me—all I could mouth was, “Wanna go for it?” My voice was ragged, broken by need.

His response was raw, urgent. “Fuck, yes, Beth. Do we need—” Breathless.

“Don’t stop. No, just do it—now!”

Flattening myself against him, pressing my breasts to his skin, I gripped his cock tight inside me with my inner muscles, thighs iron-strong around his waist. With a single fluid motion, I rolled us over, bodies entangled, never losing that deep, desperate connection. He instantly caught on, shifting with me so he pressed over, bracing himself as he surged within.

“Go,” I whispered fiercely, all reason gone. “Just fucking—God—”

Whatever came next was lost—Sam pulled back, nearly leaving me empty, and slammed back inside with animal urgency. The next moments blurred, bodies slick and surging together, all rhythm and heat. We crashed together, mouths hungry, breath shattering between us. There was no friction anymore—just a wet, mindless drive to the edge. Each of his thrusts forced helpless “ooh, ooh”—gasps from deep inside me, the sound of surrender.

His body tensed, head thrown back, eyes wild and shimmering with release. “Sorry—” he tried to mouth, but the apology dissolved into a strangled cry as I felt him pulse inside me, the thick warmth of his climax filling me, cock throbbing as he shot again and again. I clamped around him, desperate to draw out every shudder, using my walls to milk him, hips leaping up to meet each desperate stroke.

Then, fire swept through me, white-hot and endless. I arched, came hard, shuddering around him, and the world vanished.

It was nothing like an explosion—there were no stars bursting behind my eyes, no seismic shift in the universe. My climax came as a glorious, sweeping release, dissolving the stress and ache wound through me over the past week, flooding me instead with peace and affirmation so deep it felt bigger than just pleasure. It lingered—a beautiful, quiet euphoria—leaving my soul humming softly with satisfaction that went far beyond mere physical ecstasy.

I clung to Sam, needy for his mouth, pressing myself against his lips like a desperate addict, tasting his breath, my tears leaving salty rivulets on my cheeks. His big hands slipped beneath my hair, warm and gentle, framing my face as he kissed away each drop, slowing the frantic pace of our bodies with every breath. Both of us panted, bodies spent, tangled together; he hovered above me, careful not to crush me with his weight as we sank down into the mattress, coming down gently, still tethered by the slick heat between my thighs.

With a quiet grunt, he shifted us onto our sides, never breaking our connection. The heat of him inside me was soothing. My fingertips traced his mouth, feeling his lips part, and I mouthed, unable to speak, "Bomb diffused… thank you." I saw the flash of tenderness in his eyes as he wrapped me in his arms so tightly I could barely breathe. Wrapped in his embrace, my body melted into his.

Finally, he relaxed, palms skimming over my cheeks. "You’re… I just… words don’t even begin," he mumbled, brushing knuckles lightly along my jaw. I kissed his thick fingers, nuzzling into his touch, grinning up at him as my body basked in the afterglow, still shimmering and alive.

We lay there for what felt like a lifetime, pressed together, the air heavy with sex and quiet contentment—a small, secret world carved from a mad, restless summer. He played idly with my hair, sending tingles along my scalp, while I traced lazy lines across his chest, sometimes flicking his nipple until he shivered or leaning up to claim another unhurried, liquid kiss.

Eventually, I stretched and slipped free, slow and decadent like a pampered cat waking in sunlight. He gave a groan, still greedy for my touch. "Don’t go yet, Beth," he pleaded, half-laughing, reaching out to draw me back.

I giggled, biting my lip, and pointed down between my legs with a sheepish little pout. "Sorry, need to… you know," I murmured. I could feel his cum leaking from me, a delicious, messy ache I needed to tend to.

"Quickly, then!" he grinned, eyes following me as I padded to the bathroom. After cleaning up, I came out, arms up-stretched, spinning playfully and laughing, utterly giddy and unguarded. I twirled, letting out a breathless peal of joy, feeling light as air, still glowing from the inside out.

"Beth, god, do that again—you look incredible," he said, awe and longing written all over his face.

I crawled back across the bed, my smile wicked. "What, do you want me to suck your beautiful cock, drag my lips and tongue all over you till you’re moaning for mercy?" I teased, my voice low and filthy.

He groaned, desire flickering again in his eyes, then gestured helplessly at his limp cock, glistening at the tip with our mingled wetness, spent for now. "Yes, please—but look at him, Beth," he said, feigning disappointment.

I laughed, pouncing playfully. "Oh that’s nothing I can’t fix," I whispered, flicking my gaze downward.

He flung himself away with comic drama, hands covering himself, eyes exaggeratedly wide as he grinned. "No! Don’t—have mercy! You and that other woman, you’re trying to make me your sex slave. Admit it, was this all just a wild plan cooked up by the crazy elf and your wicked self?"

I knelt up on the bed, laughter spilling out like warm honey, the sheets tumbling around my bare thighs. “Oh, you think it’s a grand scheme, do you? Well, you’re partly right—she might be a sad MILF, but there’s no mad elf here.” As I glided closer, my knees shuffling the duvet between us, I trailed my fingers teasingly along the lines of ink on my hip. “I am mad, yes—but not elf mad… more like a mad…” I grinned, letting the words dangle, the tension like the curve of my bare spine.

Slowly, I twisted to flaunt my tattoo, my skin tingling as his gaze zeroed in. “See right there? That naughty little pixie in the middle. That’s me.” My voice dropped, all husky mischief. “Alice, the amazing woman who did it—she always said I was her mad, wild pixie lover.”

His large, rough hands coasted over my skin, his thumb tracing that impish figure—a shivery rush chased through me at his gentle attention. “My God, Beth, that tattoo is stunning,” he murmured, almost reverently. Then his brow furrowed, curiosity shining in his eyes. “Wait a minute—did you say her mad little pixie… lover? You two have… you know…?” He sketched a vague gesture, his hand pantomiming two girls tangled together. I bit my lip, playing shy, but teasingly blatant.

“Oh, obviously!” I purred, lifting my chin, mischief in my smirk. “There’s only one way I can get through the hours of the needle: I get deliciously stoned, then once she’s finished marking me, she fucks all the pain away. Honestly, it’s the best reward setup I can think of.” The memory of her touch, her mouth, danced through me and I shivered with delight. “My ankle hurt like hell—must be all that bone—but as soon as I was done sobbing like a lost kitten, well, let’s just say my bravery was handsomely rewarded.” I flashed him a wicked grin, lost for a second in that decadent afternoon.

He stared, eyes wide, totally disarmed. “Bloody hell… So… you… you’re… bisexual, then?”

I let the question linger, bringing a finger to my lips and circling it slowly, playfully coy. “I never divided the world so neatly. I just see myself as delightfully, ravenously sexual.” My eyelids dropped as I considered, savoring the word. “But yes… I suppose that makes me bi. Must be in the pixie blood; all magical creatures are that way—pixies, elves, fairies, dryads… and don’t even get me started on nymphs! We’re all just insatiable and unapologetically wanton.” The laughter threatened to bubble out again, melting any post-coital tension between us.

Sam’s grin split his sunburned face, warmth in every line. Those deep chuckles filled the room—God, it felt so good to laugh and tease instead of ache. “Funny, Tolkien never mentioned any of that naughty magic!”

I winked, rolling my eyes, tilting my head as if sharing some ancient secret. “Oh, but it’s there in every line, darling. The old man just couldn’t admit it—he wrote all the lust and longing in code. Galadriel? Trust me, she’s a proper wildcat in the sheets.” I gave an exaggeratedly serious nod, making him snort again.

That flash of silliness set me tingling, alive and hungry once more. “Speaking of magic—pixies like me need sex and wine in equal doses or we wither! I’m heading downstairs for another bottle of Chateau de Poop. And when I’m back, I plan to devour every last inch of you.” I waggled my brows in scandalous promise. “Thirsty?”

He flashed his most wicked smile. “Absolutely thirsty for you. Wine… perhaps not, not when I’ve got that job at three. Turning up tipsy and ripping wires out of fine machines—wouldn’t end well, would it?”

I crawled towards him, voice low and deliciously slow. “Well, you tore into my delicate machinery just fine. You defused my little bomb with expert hands… And tell me, when you’re at work later, will you be able to keep a straight face knowing you’re still drunk—cunt-drunk—from me?” I grinned, basking in the shift of power between us.

He laughed, lunging playfully, his hand sliding between my soft thighs, and pressed his palm against the trembling heat of me. “Oh, sweetheart, that’s an intoxicant I’d gladly overdose on…”

I darted away from Sam, laughter bubbling from my lips, a delicious rush of exhilaration coursing through me—a sensation I hadn’t felt in what seemed like forever. Heart throbbing, I sprinted down the stairs, determined and breathless, intent on rescuing the last of the wine. Reaching the kitchen, I realized with a teasing groan that barely a quarter of the bottle remained. How the hell had we gone through so much? He’d barely sipped his one glass—god, had I really been that thirsty for numbness, for pleasure, for everything but the ordinary? The meagre reward in my hand, I decided the glasses weren’t worth the bother and left them strewn carelessly on the table.

As I ascended, bottle in hand, anticipation thrummed beneath my skin—I was ravenous for round two and the promise of him on my lips and tongue. I stepped into the bedroom and found him stretched languorously on his side, propped leisurely on an elbow. He’d slipped off earlier to the bathroom and returned, fresh and clean—an act that made my heart warm. Thoughtful men were always the most dangerous.

Without a word, I settled in beside him, feeling the heat radiate from his skin. I unscrewed the bottle and took a long, greedy swallow, never breaking eye contact, a spark already flickering between us. But curiosity snagged me—something had been simmering beneath the surface, unspoken.

“If you don’t mind me asking—what’s really going on with you and Gina?” I teased gently, testing the waters, voice low and coaxing.

He tensed at first, the line of his jaw sharpening, and I sensed he was ready to brush me off. But then he seemed to decide otherwise, his shoulders relaxing, the truth brimming behind dark lashes. “Alright, you ought to know,” he breathed, voice almost fragile. “But if you want the dirt, I’ll need one of these first.”

I grinned and reached for the battered pack of cigarettes on the bedside table, offering it to him, my fingers brushing purposefully over his. “You sure? I won’t complain if you don’t blow it in my face,” I murmured, playful, wanting to keep the mood languid and open.

He apologized, the cigarette perched between his lips as he fumbled for the lighter, then drew in a drag, the smoke curling lazily to the ceiling. And then the story began to spill out, darker than I’d expected—every sordid twist of Gina and Mike’s exploits, every tangled emotion, laid bare in the soft glow of morning-after light. There were moments when our laughter broke through, surprising and a little desperate, as we untangled the knots of jealousy, betrayal, and absurdity, making light of what had nearly broken me.

But in the telling, I discovered something sharp hiding within the story—Gina, always catlike, had made a move on Sam earlier, catching him off guard. It didn’t surprise me, not really. With his knockout smile and infuriating gentleness, Sam was the kind of man that drew aching, hungry gazes wherever he went. If Gina hadn’t tried to taste him, it would have been a minor miracle.

As my confession wound down, leaving my nerves prickling and spent, I stubbed out half a forgotten cigarette and moved across the room, flicking ash out the window. The morning air stirred goosebumps over my bare skin as I stood at the bed’s foot and glanced back at Sam. “I have to tell Dad, but god, Sam… how am I supposed to even begin?”

But Sam wasn’t listening. His expression had frozen—eyes wide, horror anchoring him to the mattress. He was staring somewhere beyond me, heart visibly pounding beneath his ribs.

A chill skittered across my skin. Slowly, I turned.

Gina stood in the doorway, the sunlight glistening in her hair, anger and something wilder sparking in her eyes.

Chapter 2 – GINA

Sunlight bathed the world in gold, and I knew I should’ve walked—the Belvedere Hotel wasn’t far. But let’s be honest, there was no way in hell I was strutting even half a block in what I’d chosen to wear. The taxi idled at the curb: Matt, a familiar face behind the wheel, who’d grown immune to every sartorial mood of mine—formal one day, pure hedonism the next. Today, it was my tightest black leather skirt, a second skin molded to curves that ached for an appreciative touch, and brand-new patent stiletto boots that gleamed wickedly in the early light. Not a chance I could get farther than the front gate on those razor-sharp heels—these boots were made for seduction, not sensible morning strolls.

Texting has never been my forte—even on a calm day, my clumsy fingers seemed to fumble and bungle every message. Today was worse; I struggled to tap out a note to Bethany, letting her know that Sam—my delectable computer engineer—was still lingering in my office. As I peered at the jumbled message, squinting without my reading glasses, I convinced myself it was passable, then pressed send with a sigh.

"Morning, Miss Gina. The Belvedere again, am I right?" Matt, ever the reliable cabbie, waited for me with the driver's door open, radiating patience and that easy confidence I’d come to appreciate.

He had that warm, gravelly humour, born of decades navigating London’s tangled streets before escaping to this sleepy town. Matt had seen it all, but even if he guessed the kind of mischief I was up to, I knew my secrets were safe with him—he had discretion written into his very bones.

Slipping onto the cool leather seat, my skirt riding up my thighs, I tossed him a guilty smile. "I’m hopeless with texts, sorry! Yes, the Belvedere, please." My voice was smooth, composed, the perfect mask. "I’m meeting an old friend for lunch."

He chuckled, pulling away from the pavement with a practiced, gentle surge. "Nothing like meeting up with old mates. I still miss some of the old geezers from the East End, but the world keeps turning, right?"

"Absolutely, Matt," I murmured, feigning nostalgia while the truth pricked beneath my skin. White lies came easy after all these years; this one barely registered on my conscience. Michael Robert Anderson, my so-called ‘old friend,’ was anything but—a deliciously new, torrid addiction. We’d only collided a handful of weeks ago, but the chemistry between us had rapidly fermented, electric and irresistible, pulsing through every nerve. Today’s ‘lunch date’ was a wicked tease: food first, pleasure later. Mike was flying back to the States soon, and every moment with him was like sipping the last drops of a forbidden liqueur.

I settled in for the quick ride, feeling anticipation coil deep in my belly, hot and humming. But as Matt weaved through traffic, my mind flickered back to earlier that morning. In another universe, I’d still be in my office—on my knees—servicing Sam while he fiddled with wires and hard drives. The memory sharpened, a pulse between my legs. Sam, with his broad chest and that bashful smile, was scrumptious in the way only athletes could be; I’d barely needed to say a word before I saw the telltale strain beneath his trousers, a clear sign my relentless flirting had left him practically trembling.

I stifled a grin and pressed my thighs together, already aching for the afternoon ahead. When I got this way—heady with lust, shameless with anticipation—there was no stopping me. Poor Sam. Lucky Mike.

If Bethany hadn’t been barricaded away in her room upstairs, drowning in that screeching cacophony she called music, I absolutely would have treated the delightful Samuel to the wonders of my mouth—my signature, decadent attention—before demanding he return the favor right there, an act we’d both remember every time I passed that office. Instead, she was up there, deaf to the world, and poor Sam was left tenting his trousers, visibly aching for relief that I, shamefully, had teased but not delivered. I did feel a fleeting pang of guilt for winding him up so cruelly… but honestly, remorse is such a shallow visitor in my mind.

Perhaps he'd find solace with Bethany—God knows she could use someone’s hands on her besides her own and that battery-operated army she keeps. A gorgeous girl like her should never be left panting and unsatisfied, tethered to pulsing silicone and humming plastic in some darkened room. She drove me absolutely mad, and yet I’d promised Andrew I’d look after her all summer. A refreshing change, I told myself, oblivious then to how prickly and difficult she could be. Had I known what a moody little wildcat she’d become, I certainly wouldn’t have extended the invitation so freely.

Now it was too late. She and I circled each other like wary animals, all sharp glances and tension. Still, there were moments—a rare, golden flash of her smile, those dark coffee eyes warming just for me—and sometimes I could feel my resolve waver, curiosity sparking low in my belly. Early in her stay, I let her catch me completely naked, gauging her reaction with a hunger I barely masked. The confusion and shy blush on her cheeks were intoxicating, enough to make me imagine possibilities. One night, temptation gripped me so fiercely I found myself outside her door, entranced by the low intimate hum and the gentle, sweet sighs drifting through the wood. I wrapped a hand around the doorknob, a heartbeat away from entering, but something—maybe guilt, maybe wisdom—held me back. Moments later, I was pressed against my own cold wall, mimicking her secret pleasure, desperate and alone.

Ultimately, I chose restraint. She clearly had a wall built around her, and though desire is as natural to me as breathing, I’d never force that boundary. So I waited, counting down the days until Andrew’s return would send her north again—if anything happened between us, it would be because she wanted it too. Unforced.

Matt’s cab glided to a stop so gently it barely registered, dragging me out of my reverie. “All set, Miss G. Hope you have a dazzling day. Shall I fetch you later?”

“No need, Matt. You’re a gem, thank you.” I pressed a crisp five-pound note into his palm—no charge could have matched the private thrill of my anticipation. Then, in one practiced move, I slid out of the car, heels high and proud, careful not to scar his paintwork or my dignity in the process.

“Cheers, Miss G! If only all my fares were as delightful as you!” Matt grinned, tipping an imaginary cap.

I leaned through the open window, letting laughter drip from my lips like honey. “No worries, Matt. Tell Mrs. M I’m thinking of her!” My gesture was playful, that easy banter that glossed over flirtation. Matt really was the perfect driver—always the utmost gentleman. I could tell him I was running off to seduce the Pope and David Beckham in a four-poster bed and he’d just beam that lopsided grin and say, “Whatever you fancy, Miss G—enjoy your afternoon!” Oh, sweet unsuspecting Matt, if only you knew how decadent my plans were.

Gina doesn’t spend her birthday week meditating or smoothing on anti-wrinkle cream. No, this is a week for celebration—my celebration. Desire simmers just beneath my skin, delicious and expected. Mike, with his easy charm and that seductive London drawl, had promised me today. A long, leisurely lunch. Time together—unhurried, ripe with suggestion. Champagne, laughter, maybe my hand on his thigh, feeling the tension tighten between us, promising more. Then after the meal…the prospect of our bodies tangled in the sheets, the anticipation building in that terrifying old lift with its jerking stops that always sent me giggling into his arms. But the promise I truly craved: the moment his hungry mouth would have me gasping, and then, oh God, that glorious stretch and fullness when I took him deep—Mick’s thick black cock, the one that had me shameless and greedy every damned time.

I slipped into the hotel’s elegant little bar, heels clicking on polished floors. Afternoon sunlight spilled through the giant bay window, giving everything a warm, forgiving glow. It was early still, the hush of anticipation hanging in the air. I chose my favourite spot—sunk into a buttery leather armchair facing the reception so I could watch the world come and go. A young waiter—Gerard—drifted over, all promise in his crisp, white shirt and black bow tie. His French-accented greeting sent a secret shiver down my spine. There was something terribly sexy about him: the way his eyes lingered, the suggestion that if I invited him home he’d know exactly what to do with me. The girls and I often traded confessions about him. Unguarded, filthy little fantasies.

I ordered my usual, voice low and suggestive: vodka and tonic, big glass, heavy on the ice. Each sip cooled the living heat inside me, but not for long. I checked my watch. Twelve-oh-five. Where was Mike? By now, the familiar excitement should be licking at my nerves—his train was supposed to arrive at five to, and the station was just down the road. My lips curled in a pout, fingers restless around my glass.

I had just started to pull up the railway website—maybe there’d been a delay—when my phone buzzed sharply against my thigh. Mike’s name flashed on screen, a jolt of hope that quickly stained to disappointment as I read his message.

‘Gina, so sorry, babe—still stuck in London. Couldn’t escape the meeting to warn you earlier. Absolute chaos here, a total SNAFU. Won’t make it today. I’ll make it up to you—promise. Double sorry, love. XXX M.’

The words stabbed at me, the ache sharp and sudden. Fury and humiliation tangled in my throat—today was supposed to be special. My birthday week, all the delicious anticipation—I was ready to be adored, to be worshipped, to fuck until I couldn’t think. Instead, I was left clutching a sweating cocktail and a phone I suddenly wanted to hurl through the nearest window.

Gina turns eighteen this week. Eighteen and wild and needy—and Mike vanished in a swirl of London chaos. I might have the experience and hunger of a forty-one year old, but today, I’d planned to celebrate that reckless, wicked side of me. I could have almost wept: no passionate party, no decadent celebration. Just a bitter drink and a sharper sting of disappointment. Happy birthday to me, Gina. Cheers, Mike.

I fumbled desperately at the screen, my fingers betraying my mood as they jabbed at letters, half-blind with hurt. Some garbled reply made it through, though I doubted Mike would even comprehend it—hell, I barely could. What I wanted to say, what I wanted to scream, was drowning in the pitiful disappointment burning in my chest. The afternoon I’d imagined—bubbly champagne sliding down my throat, indulgent food, and every forbidden pleasure I let myself crave—swiftly crumbled to ash in the space of a single message.

Happy fucking birthday to me, Gina.

My mood must have been written across my face. Before I could slip further into my misery, Gerard reappeared, the crisp lines of his white shirt and that damned bow tie sincere as ever. His eyes searched my own, gentle and inquisitive. “Excuse me, Madame. Is everything well?” His accent wrapped itself around my nerves, teasing them deliciously for a heartbeat. God, if only he knew the needs he stoked inside me—the wicked little desires fighting to surface. If the world could grant wishes, I’d have him, gorgeous and attentive, pressed between my thighs in room 241 for as long as it took to forget this fucking day. Maybe longer.

Instead, I forced a brittle smile and gestured to my glass, unable to match the heat swirling beneath my skin with words. “Another, please, Gerard. I’m... fine. Really. Thank you for asking.”

He offered a bow—“Certainly, Madame. Pas de problème.”—and glided away, leaving me wishing desperately I could rewrite this afternoon.

I murmured a silent, bitter toast to myself as my drink arrived, the ice sweat trailing down the glass, cool but unable to soothe the ache of my disappointment. The bar’s background chatter faded into a meaningless blur; my gaze was elsewhere, drawn back in time, far from the Belvedere’s polished floors and civility.

In my head, I was back in Birkenhead, not as a birthday girl—hardly a girl at all—but as the hungry, hard-edged waif I’d once been. I could taste the bite of Mersey wind on my tongue, see a blonde thing shivering on a street corner, hair whipping like streamers, body defiant—youth and curves the only protection she had. Even now, I could feel the cheap thrill, the fear laced with adrenaline, as men approached, smelling of desire and desperation.

A new customer—a regular type, rough around the edges, a web of ink on his neck—sauntered up, his voice thick and nasal. “How much, our kid?” The words were as cold as the night air.

The girl—me—stubbed out her cigarette, defiance flickering beneath the bravado. “Depends whatcha want.”

He eyed my chest with crude appreciation. “How 'bout I stick it between them jugs? Fuckin’ hell, never seen tits like yours.”

Not again. I’d played this game too many times. Summoning courage I barely felt, I spat a number into the wind. “Forty.”

He sneered, jerking his thumb toward another girl under the lamplight—a trembling, silent Romanian, no match for my assets. “She’ll do it for twenty.”

Without flinching, I pressed my breasts together, made a show of their size, shameless and sharp-edged. “Does she have these?”

His eyes lingered lecherously, but he wasn’t done negotiating. “Thirty quid. Final offer. And I get to shoot me load on ‘em.” His greasy finger jabbed hard at my flesh, and I bit back a shiver, pain and power dancing in my veins. I pointed across the road, leading him toward a crumbling building—another night, another memory etched into skin that’s never quite grown numb.

Snapped back to the present by the clink of fresh ice, I shivered anew. The memory was a ghost’s caress down my spine—raw, cold, and impossible to shake. Three drinks in, Gerard’s sly knowing smile was the only warmth I had, but it was the kind that stung.

That filthy bastard with the spider web inked on his neck would be the last man to lay a brutal hand on me. Once the ugly bruises faded from my skin and my swollen, split mouth was finally healed enough to take on my trade’s most popular request again, I decided I was done scraping by on the freezing streets. It wasn’t exactly a leap into respectability, but applying to a local escort agency had to be a step up from back-alley bargains and alleyway hell.

Word was, the bastard with the tattoo—my last client from the streets—was still languishing in a hospital bed, his body riddled with stab wounds, half an ear torn away, the police chalking it up to some gangland brawl. If only they knew, the little worm would never admit he’d been sliced and bloodied by a slip of a twenty-year-old, barely seven stone, and undaunted by the likes of him. That was it for me—my body demanded a new way, one with a little more warmth, a little more power. My soul desperately wanted change.

I never truly believed I’d be accepted by the agency, but maybe my nerves lent me a delicious desperation in my ‘interview’ with Jytte—the commanding ex-pro in her forties who ran the business—and her young, smooth-skinned husband Ronnie. It was a test, a heady, lascivious audition that left me breathless and a little dizzy, body thrumming with something like hope for the first time in years.

When our wild, charged session reached its messy conclusion, Jytte leaned back against disheveled sheets, her bare thigh pressed to mine. She plucked two cigarettes from a battered pack, lighting them with a practiced flick, and pressed one between my lips with a knowing smile. Her accent rolled somewhere between Stockholm and Liverpool, intoxicating and sharp. “You don’t look like much, kid—just a pair of tits on legs, but I like your fire. You’re hungry, you work hard, and you put on a damn good act—almost convincing me you enjoy it, whether you do or not. Ronnie likes you, too, so that’s enough for me. Once those bruises wear off—” her fingers skimmed my cheek, tracing the last of the fading purple, “—you’ll be gold. You won’t have to deal with that street filth anymore, not on my watch. Welcome, darling, to the family.” With a teasing glint, her thumb brushed my still-tender lip as she welcomed me into her world.

Jytte turned out to be more than just a boss—she was an enigmatic mentor, unflinching and wise. Even now, years later, long after she’d slipped into well-earned retirement, I’d occasionally find a message from her, checking in. And, of course, Ronnie had predictably swapped her for a fresher model—his appetite never satisfied by just one.

My world changed—gone were the sleepless nights shivering against unforgiving brick walls. Now it was hotel rooms that smelled of crisp sheets and sex, or one of Jytte’s spare bedrooms dressed up for the job. Even a battered mattress was a kingdom compared to the concrete and filth outside. With a modicum of safety and comfort, something inside me began to thaw—I could slow down, breathe between the waves of lust, and discover the heady pleasure of drawing out the experience. No longer desperate to be finished and free, I started learning what it meant to seduce, to tease, to savor every tense, hungry second.

Jytte schooled me in her way—little tricks, secret touches, ways to own the room and make the men beg for more. My skills grew; so did my confidence, and with it, my desirability and my earnings. My body filled out, curves accentuated by new self-assurance, breasts no longer my only calling card. I threw myself into the work—hard, relentless, and passionate—until, at last, I was in high demand and making more money than I’d ever dared to dream.

Back then, Jasmine—my partner in crime and favorite accomplice in more ways than one—made her own bold move down south. We’d always been dynamite together, seducing men and spinning fantasies as effortlessly as silk unwinding in the dark, electric hours of the night. When she landed a coveted spot with a luxury agency in London, her fortunes soared—and her late-night call to me glittered with promise.

One breathless phone conversation—that sultry purr of hers coaxing me out of my old life—and months later, with Jytte’s warm, knowing approval, I found myself pressed into the red-padded seat of a north-to-southbound train. All I owned fit inside a battered suitcase. My heart pounded, thrumming with nerves and anticipation, and I traced my future like a lover’s spine: uncertain, but filled with trembling hope.

I made two choices on that journey, both life-altering. The first was to join Jasmine's agency, purposely stepping into her world, a gilded stage where beautiful men and women played pleasure like an artform. The second—I shed Sandra Higginbottom, the rough-edged girl from Birkenhead with the sharp tongue and muddied accent, leaving her behind with the city’s grey drizzle. I needed to become someone new, someone who commanded rooms, who had the poise to make London my playground.

So I became Georgina Harcourt, a name that tasted expensive, cool, and utterly liberated. The city beckoned—a pearl-studded oyster, ready for me to savor every sinful bite.

In just over three years, I reinvented myself. While my nights and weekends pulsed with secret rendezvous and champagne-fizzed escapades, my days were spent devouring textbooks. I snatched up a business degree from the Open University, edged my way into consulting, building my reputation in sharp heels and tailored silk. My accent softened, refined by posh boardrooms and whispered flattery, until only the faintest trace of Liverpool occasionally curled beneath my vowels. But I cherished that, a sly wink to my past and a private rebellion.

Somewhere along the way, I’d proved the doubters wrong. All those faceless men who insisted I’d never amount to anything above a bedpost—now, they could eat their words as I relished both my professional triumphs and late-night exploits, which only grew more exhilarating as my confidence soared.

The roles I played merged seamlessly. By daylight, I shaped businesses; after dusk, I molded fantasies. I’ve tasted the strange and sublime, led lovers through twisted, opulent worlds none of them would forget. Wealth came steadily, but so did freedom. What I had now—comfort, independence, desire on my own terms—would have felt like a fairytale in my old life.

Three years back, I bade farewell to the city heat and set up shop here, where my consulting business flourished and my role at the agency evolved from star to co-owner. I still indulge in the work, more for pleasure than profit; after all, the team must know their boss can still set the pace. My two last visits to London left me purring, my appetite satisfied and my ego deliciously stroked.

Eighteen years… The weight, the thrill, of those words danced on my tongue. I sipped languidly at my drink, eyes gliding along the plush, evening-lit bar at the Belvedere. I wondered, with a spark of hope, if tonight would yield another dark, dangerous surprise—a night as explosive as the one I’d shared with Mike, not so long ago. My skin prickled with anticipation. All these years, and the chase still excited me.

It had all begun innocently enough—a typical midday tryst with my girls, a day dedicated to leisurely indulgence. The three of us were lost in laughter, gossip tumbling between mouthfuls of decadent food, the wine flowing as easily as the confessions. I felt that languorous pleasure rise, the kind that came from good company and shared secrets, until Jen’s voice cut through our chatter, low and breathy.

“Will you look at that—” her whisper vibrated, hungry, “—pure perfection, over by the window.” Her gaze had fastened on a striking African American man, his presence commanding and deliciously magnetic as he dined with a distinguished older gentleman. Mel and I lifted our heads, as if choreographed, and at that precise moment, his eyes found mine: dark, mysterious, full of promise.

I felt a jolt—hot, sudden—ripple through my body, my hand unconsciously slipping between my thighs beneath the drape of the linen napkin. God, I nearly gasped. Desperate, I hoped none of my friends noticed my hands' secret betrayal as I was pulled into that electric, unyielding gaze. We stared, the air stretching impossibly taut between us, neither of us willing to surrender. Eventually, his companion spoke, breaking the spell, but the feeling—hot and urgent—still throbbed inside me.

Mel leaned in, eyes wide and sinful. “Fuck me!”

Jen’s voice, half-sigh, half-dream, answered with a plaintive moan. “No—me… please. But he’s giving Gina that look again,” she added, playful frustration dancing on her lips. “Of course—the infamous Harcourt stare-down.”

I shrugged with a wicked grin. “Darling, it’s a gift. You’ve got it, or you haven’t.”

Mel pouted, her finger sliding circles around the rim of her glass. “Well, some of us are married, Gina. Even if lightning struck, we’d have to turn down such temptation. Loyalty, you know.”

“Balls to loyalty,” Jen shot back, her cheeks flushed. “I’d climb him like a tree. I’d throw Denzel Washington aside and fuck him right here if I had the chance.” Her voice shimmered with devilish delight.

A laugh tumbled out of me, and our flirting was interrupted only by the arrival of our desserts, sweet distractions from the delicious ache still curling in my belly. When I finally dared another glance, their table was bare—gone. Disappointment crashed over me, raw and unexpected.

“Bugger, bum, damn!” Jen groaned, dramatic, though there was an unmistakable note of want in her voice. “He’d have bent me over the hood of that Mercedes outside, taken me hard from behind, with a crowd cheering and me singing the Star Spangled Banner, not a stitch on.”

Mel and I dissolved into fits of laughter. Jen and Mel loved to paint their risqué fantasies in vibrant strokes, but fidelity always held the upper hand—they sated themselves with my wild stories, craving every illicit detail of my escapades.

We lingered over the last traces of wine, languid and brimming with mischief. As we gathered our bags and stood to leave, I let my gaze wander and felt a familiar flutter deep inside—there, in the bar’s golden light, were the two men. The elder shook hands and disappeared into the lobby. The American lingered, alone now, amber drink cradled in his hand, his eyes beckoning—locking on to mine with bone-melting intent. He gestured, bold and unmistakable, to the seat across from him.

Jen grinned and nudged me, her voice a sultry encouragement. “Go get him, tiger. Next week, you’d best deliver every filthy detail.”

Oh, how they got their wish—the tale I spun at our next lunch was dirtier than they’d ever dared dream.

But today, no such possibility appeared. I let the remnants of my vodka swirl, cool and clear, the ice chiming against crystal. Gerard raised his brows in silent question across the room, asking if I wanted another. I tipped my head in a gentle refusal, lips curving in a secret, satisfied smile.

Returning home felt like a forced retreat to my private temple of decadence, the secret haven for my collection of forbidden delights. My own little arsenal of pleasure—far broader, far filthier than anything sweet Bethany could muster. A frustrated sigh escaped me, heat blooming low in my belly as I crossed the threshold, the anticipation of what should have been still tingling along my skin.

The cab ride flickered past, a blur of city lights and unfulfilled hopes. As soon as I stepped into the hallway, disappointment tangled with annoyance. The lingering scent in the air—sharp, unmistakable. Smoke. That infuriating little vixen. Bethany, the eternal rebel. Swearing she’d never taint my sanctuary with her cigarettes, and yet the evidence curled in my nostrils, teasing temptation and old addiction. My jaw clenched, almost tasting nicotine on my tongue. Nearly a decade smoke-free and she still had the power to shake my resolve. God, the things I wanted to do to her for this transgression.

Bethany Hamilton, you’re in for it, I promised silently, my lips twisting into a predatory grin. There would be a reckoning and my hands itched to deliver it.

As I stalked through the house, the mundane details snagged my attention—the office door ajar, Sam’s worksheet abandoned on my desk, the battered satchel slumped beside the chair. Reality crashed in: I hadn’t even noticed Sam’s car still outside, hadn’t pieced the clues together in my vodka-hazed daze. I slid into the kitchen, heart thumping, where the undeniable proof awaited—two empty wine glasses, stained with the memory of their mouths, the ghost of laughter and lips.

Oh, Bethany. What a wicked, wanton girl. I could almost see her, flushed with Sam’s touch. Jealousy twisted sharp and hot, mingled with a rush of arousal at the thought of her getting the kind of ravishing she so obviously craved. I cursed Mike—cowardly, oblivious Mike—and silently damned myself for not ravishing Sam when I had the chance.

Moving softly up the staircase, dodging the traitorous fifth step that always shrieked for attention, I felt every nerve humming with anticipation. The door to Bethany’s room hung slightly open. Loud voices spilled out, raw and unguarded. The aftermath, I guessed. Muscles tensed, I was ready to slip away, disappear into the sanctuary of my own room—the one with its mirrored secrets and forbidden locks. But a sliver of conversation snagged me—my name, uttered between muffled laughs and intimate confessions. As if an owl, hearing a mouse beneath deep snow, some primal part of me tuned in, picked it out through the distance.

Pressing close to the door, hidden, my breath caught shallow and wanting. I strained to listen, the forbidden thrill coiling inside me. And then I heard Sam’s voice, candid and rich with masculine pride.

“The way she came on to me—talk about a cocktail of tease and torment. She knew exactly what she was doing—hand sliding onto my shoulder, scratching those nails down my arm. Jesus, with that tight leather skirt, she might as well have branded her heat on my cock. I was sure, absolutely sure, I'd have her bent over my desk before she vanished off to her meeting.”

Heat licked through me, equal parts jealous longing and torrid curiosity. My body thrummed with possibility, and in that breathless moment, I wanted nothing more than to claim my own satisfaction, to be the story whispered about behind forbidden doors.

Bethany’s voice, honeyed with mischief, cut through the half-closed door. “Meeting, my gorgeous behind. If she hadn’t run off to get herself properly fucked by Lover Boy and really laid it on for you—would you have gone for it?”

A surge of icy dread coiled through me. Lover Boy? How in the hell—?

Sam chuckled, his laugh low and wicked. “Of course I would! Hey, easy—don’t hit me!” He groaned, mock protesting. “Come on, you just admitted it yourself. She’s bloody hot.”

Bethany’s laughter rang out, teasing and unrestrained. “God, Sam, you’re hopeless. She’s over forty for Christ’s sake!” Her wicked amusement stung and thrilled me all at once.

Sam fired back, laying the sarcasm on thick. “Oh, so you can drool over her all you want, but I can’t? What, are you allowed to want her but not me—double standards, much? Ow! Stop slapping me, you minx!”

Their laughter tangled, easy and alive, a playful duet that prickled my ego. I stood there, utterly thrown—bemused, eavesdropping on desire and secrets that should never have met my ears. If Bethany knew about me and Mike, it would explain those dark, stormy flashes in her eyes lately. And the other shock—my God, she wanted me too? The revelation licked a shiver up my spine.

Weirdness was piling up, Gina. But you’ve handled messier heartbreak, sharper betrayals.

Still—how the hell did she find out?

Oblivious to my presence—an unseen phantom in the hallway—Sam kept talking, his voice low and earnest. “Doesn’t matter anyway, does it? The moment never came, chance passed me by, and I ended up with a damn fine replacement.”

Bethany laughed so hard she sounded breathless. “Replacement? You cheeky bastard—a replacement?” Another playful slap, soft skin on skin. “So I’m off the bench now, am I?” She dropped her voice theatrically, mimicking the booming macho announcer from some American stadium. “Stepping onto the pitch, number 21, Bethany Hamilton! Subbing in for the ancient Georgina Harcourt—forty-one, legs for days and a tongue sharp as acid. Let’s see if our perky young starlet can take everything the man’s got—if he doesn’t blow his load the second she wraps her little fingers around his—”

Their giggles crashed together, raucous and shamelessly young. Even I felt my lip twitch, the corners of my mouth fighting a smile. Bethany’s laughter—God, I hadn’t heard her so light in weeks. The devil in me almost wanted to join in.

When they finally caught their breath, Beth’s voice softened, affection and relief mixing in her words. “God, Sam, thank you. I needed that laugh. What a bloody mess everything’s become!”

“Anytime,” he murmured warmly. “Now, darling, before we get back to much dirtier business—tell me, how the hell did you figure it out?”

"Her phone betrayed her. When she left the room to fetch her glasses, he sent her a message with the hotel room number and I—like a cat on the scent—caught a glimpse of it. That was it. Curiosity swallowed me whole; I followed. God, Sam, it was like being dumped in the middle of an erotic hurricane. Awful and intoxicating all at once. You should’ve heard them. Their moans chased down my spine—I thought I’d crack either from mortification or pure lust. He sounded enormous, Sam, like Lexington fucking Steele, and Gina was desperate for it, reckless, wild. She begged him to take pictures—can you believe it? She wasn’t even shy, just hungry. Raw, unfiltered sex. Like a real-life porn soundtrack seeping through the walls—no visuals, but I didn’t need any."

My whole world spun. She’d witnessed it—every moment I thought was private, fevered, mine. Of course. My phone. That damned message. My own flesh and blood had listened, judged, and now she was telling Sam—God, why hadn’t I smashed the wretched thing when Mike’s texts arrived? I wanted to claw at my own skin.

Bethany rose from the tangled sheets, voice closing the gap between us, her words sharp and trembling. "I have to tell Dad, Sam. Christ, what the fuck do I do? How?"

Andrew. In all this mess, now he was tangled in the web too. That was it—no more hiding, no more trembling in the hallway like a ghost in my own home. It was time for me—Gina—to reclaim the room, the truth, the damn narrative.

But I shook with anxiety. Decades of messes, betrayals, secret passions, but I hadn’t felt this vulnerable since I was barely out of my teens. Even so, I squared my shoulders and pushed the door wide open.

Bethany stood naked, spine rigid, facing Sam with her lovely back to me—her posture caught between bravado and shock. She smoked, the cherry tip pulsing between her fingers. Sam scrambled under the covers, horror etched across his face, the sheets clinging to new sweat.

Bethany turned to me, face drawn pale in disbelief, frozen in place. For a heartbeat, the world hung suspended.

In the most composed, icy voice I possessed, I spoke, "Bethany, your father already knows. There’s an arrangement—between us. That’s why we’re together. I asked Mike for those pictures, for him. He enjoyed them. Every last one."

Her mouth dropped open, speechless. The air crackled with humiliation and something else—something almost electric.

Chapter 3 – BETH

"Gina!" I gasped, voice barely a whisper, every inch of my body exposed and suddenly, terribly aware of it.

She arched a brow, drawing the moment out like a performance. "Well, very observant, Bethany. You do know how to remember a face. Yes, Gina. That’s me. And I seem to be home a little earlier than expected, ruined lunch and all, to find… this." She swept her arm with theatrical flourish, as if unveiling a forbidden masterpiece. "Good afternoon, Bethany. Good afternoon, Samuel." She nodded, slow, deliberate—a queen in front of her subjects. "Did you both enjoy your little tryst?"

Sam made some strangled noise, his expression a twisted blend of fear and embarrassment, clutching the sheets as if they could hide the truth.

Gina’s lips curled in a faint smile, cold and measured. "Oh, Bethany," she breathed, disappointment layered in every syllable. "I offered you shelter, my trust, and look how you chose to repay me."

I wanted to sink into the floor—naked, exposed, judged. Even with the height advantage, she seemed to dwarf me. My hand flew to my sex in desperate cover, my arms folding awkwardly across my chest. My mouth hung open in helpless shock, heart thudding drumming reckless panic through every vein.

Her lips pulled into a disappointed line as she plucked the cigarette from my trembling fingers. “How many fucking times have I told you not to light up in this house?” There was a cool, calculating sadness in her gaze, and she drew the smoke toward her face, considering me—naked, exposed, vulnerable before her. Then, with deliberate unhurriedness, she slid her palm beneath my chin, fingers light as a whisper, lifting my gaping jaw and closing my mouth with a gentle snap so my teeth clicked together. The tiniest smile played at the corners of her lips.

“Bethany, darling, close that pretty mouth of yours. You’ll be swallowing flies soon,” she murmured, her voice silken, amusement barely masking authority. She crossed to the window, long legs swaying, the cigarette poised between elegant fingers. For a heartbeat she paused, eyeing the red tip as though weighing its significance—a symbol of defiance, of sin—then flicked it away into the humid summer air.

Turning back to me, eyes sharp now, she barked, “No smoking. Not in my house. How many times must I drive that home?”

My blood boiled over, humiliation and indignation blurring together. “Are you fucking kidding?” I spat out, voice rising. “I walk in on you screwing around on Dad, you barge in here, and all you care about is a cigarette? You’re pissed at me for blowing off some steam—for getting fucked properly, finally, with someone who actually gives me a goddamn orgasm in this boring-ass summer—and you lecture me about a fucking smoke?”

Her eyes glinted with mischief, unbothered, almost smug. “Sweetheart, I wasn’t yelling at you for fucking Samuel, now, was I? Did you hear me, Sam?” Her gaze flicked over to him, a sly smirk on her lips. “I believe what I said was…‘I trust you had a lovely fuck.’ Polite, wasn’t it?” She gave a little shrug, the tiniest arch of one brow, as if she’d just laid down evidence in court—case closed.

My brain spun, the absurdity of it all threatening to make me laugh hysterically. I shook my head, glancing around the room—my own naked body burning with embarrassment, Sam cringing beneath the rumpled sheets like he wanted to vanish, his modesty barely shielded by a stuffed animal and my discarded shorts. Gina—bloody Gina—stood there radiating smug power like some unholy, glamorous villainess.

“So all this drama isn’t about the sex? Just the smoking?” I waved my hand around, every muscle taut with disbelief.

Gina’s eyes danced. “Bethany, you’re a grown woman—I couldn’t care less if you want to haul half the local rugby team back here for a gang bang, honestly. I laid out my rules about boys when you moved in, love.”

I snapped back without thinking. “With all your fucking rules—I can’t keep track. So, what, the whole rugby squad’s fair game? What about the subs—benchwarmers included?”

Her voice was silk over steel. “Bring the bloody lot, if you fancy a crowd. Line ’em up out the bloody door for all I care. Reserves, coaching staff, the damn mascot—just don’t smoke in my house.”

From behind me, I heard sheets rustle as Sam made a desperate attempt to gather his nerves and pants. “Um, I… I should probably go. Actually got a shift tonight…”

Gina’s reaction was instantaneous, a flash of dominance. She strode across the room and pressed him down to the mattress, palm spread wide, her touch brooking no argument. “You’re not going anywhere, Sam. Plant your arse right back on that bed.”

He collapsed back down with a resigned thump.

She leveled a look at him, half-smirking, half-threatening. “Christ, Sam—you give away the ball as easily as that on the pitch, do you?”

I swallowed, trying to insert myself back in control. “Look, G—”

Her eyes narrowed, voice low and deadly. “Don’t you dare. Shut. The. Fuck. Up. You get your gorgeous arse back on that bed too.” She jabbed a finger at the rumpled space beside Sam, daring me to defy her.

I scuttled backward, the sharp edge of the mattress biting into the soft backs of my knees. My balance faltered spectacularly—I toppled onto the bed, hair whipping wild and loose around my face. Heat surged up my cheeks as I instinctively curled my body, folding my arms tight across my naked breasts as if that thin barrier could somehow summon control.

All I could think about was that peculiar sisterhood from Dune—Bene Gesserit, wicked and powerful, their voices woven with impossible authority. Gina embodied that now. One sharp command, sultry and hard-edged, and my body obeyed before my thoughts had caught up. Her voice owned me—tight, dark, and unyielding—and resistance had already dissolved, washed away like sand in a sudden flood.

She peeled off her jacket in a precise, almost ritual motion—folding it with care before draping it deliberately over the chair. Each movement felt weighted with meaning as she slipped free the top button of her blouse, showing a scandalous triangle of skin. “Since what our American cousins call a ‘shit-storm’ just detonated in my life…” Her fingers did quotation marks in the air, sassy and exasperated. “…I find myself with an afternoon thoroughly fucked—pardon the pun. But—” Another button, her pale skin beckoning, “—I still have exactly what I need to salvage my day." She relished each word, savoring her dominance as she undid yet another button—slow, tantalizing, fully aware of our fevered stares.

Sam jerked upright, hands scrambling to shield his now unimpressive cock, his eyes darting desperately. “Really, I should go. I’m due at work in, like, an hour.”

Gina’s eyes glinted with wicked amusement as she flicked her gaze to her watch, then back up, pinning Sam effortlessly. "You said three o’clock, didn't you? That gives us more than enough time for my little event.” Her smirk was dangerous; she could almost taste his nerves. “Details are still percolating… but I have a framework—and frankly, it’ll be disappointing if it doesn’t get utterly filthy. Now, this room's too cramped. My bedroom. Both of you. Move."

She jerked her head toward the doorway as her fingers wandered to another button, baring more creamy flesh.

The command left no room for defiance—another flash of that hypnotic control. Sam and I shot to our feet, both of us clumsy, clutching anything we could to preserve some shred of dignity. I managed to mutter, “Could be fun,” mostly to myself, my heart pounding with illicit excitement.

She fixed me in her sights, her finger slicing the air. “Two minutes. If I walk in and you aren’t kneeling with those gorgeous lips wrapped around his cock,”—she flicked a heated glance at Sam’s limp, vulnerable shaft—“you’ll be out on your arse. Clear?”

Sam stared, thunderstruck, mesmerized by the sheer force of her seduction. My mind reeled—Gina had seized power, shattering my sense of victory. I was spinning, giddy from the knowledge about Dad—did Gina know he was a cheater? Suddenly, my trump card from Belvedere felt worthless, and she was once again the unquestioned queen. I couldn’t allow her that. I refused to be bested, not by her—not now, not ever.

Something fierce twisted inside me. I was going to take back a little control, tilt the game in my favor—no, in our favor. The balance had to shift.

With deliberate confidence, I curled my fingers possessively around Sam’s cock, feeling it twitch reluctantly in my grasp, the pulse vivid and alive beneath my palm. His eyes, bright with conflicted emotion, met mine—gone was the brazen man from earlier, replaced now by someone nearly undone, vulnerable and delightfully off-balance in the charged air between us.

“Come along, Sam,” I murmured, slow and wicked, yanking him after me with a gentle but unmistakable insistence. “Wouldn’t want to keep the lady of the house waiting, would we?” I threw a sly, defiant glance in Gina’s direction, my chin tilted, mouth curling into a challenge. “Let’s move, darling. She’s dying to watch us screw ourselves silly—the insatiable minx,” I added, letting the spice of arrogance crackle in my tone.

Making our way toward the door, our bodies practically brushing against Gina's as we squeezed past. I paused, close enough to taste the anticipation sparking in her shimmering gaze. Breaking contact with Sam for a heartbeat, I leaned in, so that my lips grazed the delicate shell of her ear. Her scent—rich, luxurious perfume tangled with the faintest trace of forbidden sweat—washed over me, intoxicating and heady.

My hand slid, bold and unrepentant, down the length of her alluring leather mini. My fingers claimed one toned cheek, loving the give of flesh beneath slick, cool hide. I pressed into her, letting the soft burn of her body rub against my bare skin, a shiver of electrical heat running straight through my core. Holding her hand, I guided it to the smoothness between my thighs—my skin velvety, bare, pulsing with need—and pressed her palm tight against the aching heat nestled there. We were locked together for a sensual, electric moment—my other hand wandering over that same secret spot on her own body, caressing her through the supple leather. Sam was right: she radiated sheer, relentless hunger.

A small, uncontrollable shiver coursed through her frame as I lifted a finger to her lips, hushing her, searching her gaze for any flicker of resistance. “Here’s what I think, Georgina,” I purred against her mouth, my voice molten and insistent. “Drop the damn power games. Let’s get in there and fuck each other senseless.”

I reclaimed Sam, fingers threading through his, and pulled him after me with renewed purpose.

As we left, I heard Gina mumble to herself, amusement laced with longing: “They do say that make-up sex is the best sort…”

Time seemed suspended as I closed the door to my bedroom behind us, releasing Sam from my grasp. Wordlessly, he followed me into Gina's opulent lair. The earlier banter and bravado were gone—he moved like a man swept into a fantasy, his limbs oddly mechanical, his eyes wide and haunted.

God, how different he seemed from the almost robotic man I’d teased downstairs what felt like ages ago. With purposeful intent, I pressed myself against his sculpted form, the firm, hot plane of his body recalling every raw promise from earlier. My arms curled around his neck, drawing him down until our faces hovered a breath apart.

“You up for this?” I asked softly, searching his face for courage or doubt.

He hesitated, voice trembling, equal parts awe and terror. “If I’d known what was waiting for me, I’d have fought my way through anything to get here—kicked dogs, knocked over prams. But now... I’m not so sure.”

I silenced him with a deep, anchoring kiss, pouring all of my hungry reassurance into every hungry press of lips and tongue. He hesitated, at first—the eager, cocksure lover from before buried beneath uncertainty. “Just trust me. Let go.”

His breath caught. “Never done anything like this. Have you?”

I grinned, heat thrumming low within me. “Not exactly these particulars. But, yes—more than one partner, more than once.” My own confession sizzled between us, bold and unashamed.

“Oh, Beth, I’m completely lost. What’s it really like?” Sam’s voice was barely a whisper—hesitation and raw anticipation tangled together.

But before I could reply, Gina’s sultry declaration cut through the thick air. “You’ll know for yourself any second now, Samuel, darling. It is absolutely, sinfully incredible.” Every syllable was a slow, deliberate caress.

We turned to face her—she framed in the doorway, a living, breathing temptation: nothing on but those wickedly sheer black stockings, the straps of her suspenders drawing the eye up the exquisite length of her thighs. Her confidence radiated like wildfire, and for a moment, Sam just stared, his jaw slack, fixated on the barely covered V at her hips.

“Knew it,” he mumbled, under his breath, almost as if he was talking to his own stunned cock.

I shot him a sideways look, amused and oddly proud of Gina’s effect, but his attention was irretrievably snared by her curves.

She crooked a finger at us, her gaze piercing, and then swept her hand in a decisive arc from me to Sam, ending with a pointed glance at the vast stretch of bed behind me. “Didn’t I say...?”

The bed itself felt enormous as I crawled to its heart, dragging Sam after me. The sheets were cool beneath my knees, a silky shore as boundless as an island—yet despite the space, uncertainty hung between us. We settled, a deliberate distance apart, both mesmerized by the voyeur at the threshold.

Gina’s dramatic little cough broke our trance. She flicked her eyes meaningfully from me to Sam once more. Point made.

“Sam, I really don’t fancy hunting for a new flatmate tonight,” I whispered, half-joking but with an undercurrent of hunger that made my voice quiver. “So…”

I took initiative, curling my hand around Sam’s unenthusiastic length, working nimbly, my grip teasing, my fingers almost dancing. Knowing Gina was watching every intimate move—her gaze searing over my shoulder—sent a sharp tremor of arousal through me. The thrill of her lustful scrutiny made everything bolder, more electric. It turned me on so much harder than it seemed to affect poor, frazzled Sam; his cock remained stubbornly limp despite my efforts, even as I dropped my lips to him again, coaxing him with my tongue, desperate for some sign of life.

That’s when Gina’s heat, all smooth skin and perfumed energy, pressed close beside me. Her bare arm brushed mine, a delicious shock, her inhale so close I could nearly taste it on my cheek. “Watch and learn, young Bethany…” Her tone held a promise—naughty, knowing, unbearably sexy.

Before I could protest, she lowered herself and swept Sam’s semi into her mouth in one practiced, fluid motion. Her lips parted to take him—deep, deeper still, until the thick ridge of his glans nudged the very back of her throat. There was no flinch, no hesitation. She absorbed him with a grace that bordered on obscene, hair spilling around us like a blackout curtain. On her slow, slick ascent, she hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, her beautiful face transformed into the living picture of pure, hungry desire. I watched him melt beneath her mouth, pleasure and disbelief flooding his features.

“Come on, help me out here, girl,” she urged, her voice full, throaty, her hand stroking the base of his cock, demanding my participation.

I needed no more encouragement. I joined her, our lips and tongues working in perfect tandem along his length, feeling him swell and stir between us until, at last, Sam stretched tighter, harder—utterly under our spell, his jaw slack with astonishment and lust.

Gina slipped off the bed then, stretching languidly like a gorgeous feline, every curve and muscle rippling. “Mmm, looks like we’ve finally got Sam’s attention back where we want it. Now, if you don’t mind, darling children—your turn is up. Bethany, you and I are going to begin again, from the top. Right now. I promised when you moved in we’d get to know each other, and trust me—I meant that in every glorious, unspoken way. And with time still on our side—well, let’s make every wicked second count.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her—Gina—this enigmatic woman I’d spent weeks resenting, aching to confront. There was a storm waiting to break between us, unfinished business simmering beneath the surface. But tonight, the air pulsed with reckless hunger, and the things we needed to say could wait. I was desperate for surrender—craving to lose myself beneath Georgina Harcourt’s touch, and beneath Sam’s relentless, delicious strength.

I slipped from the bed, my naked body flushed and expectant. I raked my hands through my hair, feeling strands slip free and tumble over my shoulders. Standing tall, summoning a false sense of poise, I faced her. There was a trembling pulse beneath my cool, almost ceremonial greeting as I extended my arm. “Good afternoon, I’m Bethany Hamilton. Delighted to finally make your acquaintance.”

She gripped my hand with gentle assurance, her eyes alight with promise. “Georgina Harcourt—call me Gina, please.” Her lips curved in a knowing smile that sent a jolt of desire down my spine, straight to the pulse between my thighs.

“Gina, then.” I fought to keep my tone casual as I inclined my chin toward the supine figure sprawled in the center of that vast, inviting bed. “And this,” I announced with an indulgent smile, “is my brand-new friend—Sam.” I let the names linger in the air, a shared secret unspoken. “Sam, this is Gina.”

Warmth flickered between us, anticipation vibrating in the hush. “Well then,” I murmured, my voice thick with want, “time for proper introductions.” I reached for Gina’s hand and drew her to the bed, my skin humming at the contact. Moving with a confidence I barely recognized, I curled my fingers round Sam’s cock, feeling the heat and promise of him. I guided Gina astride him, watching as she lowered herself with aching, deliberate slowness onto his length. My hand stayed at the base of his shaft, feeling every nuance of his arousal; Gina’s slick, swollen heat pressed down, and wetness coated my knuckles. The sensation sent lightning thrumming through my belly—alive, reckless, craving more.

I shifted behind her, molding my bare chest to her back. My nipples, sensitive and adorned with tiny silver rings, scratched erotically over her smooth skin, my breasts flattening against her; I ached for more of her. I slipped both hands round her waist, sliding upward to cup her lush breasts—full and eager for my touch. I kneaded and caressed, my palms devouring her softness, delighting in how much larger she was than me, how lush and generous her curves felt under my hands. She arched, gasping lightly, and twisted to meet my mouth with her tongue, the kiss filthy and deep. I devoured her, my hands restless and greedy, rolling, teasing, memorizing every inch while the slick, wanting heat below us built.

Gina’s hips rolled in slow, decadent circles atop Sam, her hands braced on his chest as she traced a long, jagged scar. “You see, Sam?” she breathed, her voice a sultry purr, “I always said rugby was dangerous.”

Sam let out a rich, genuine laugh, a rumble from deep inside. “No heroics, I’m afraid—just a spectacular bike crash as a kid,” he teased. His hands came up, joining mine on Gina’s breasts—his palms broad and firm, kneading with delicious pressure, contrasting with the whisper-light, teasing touches of my own. I watched our hands entwined over her skin—his large, grounding; mine small and fluttering, both equally hungry.

Something fierce ignited within me, a sharp edge of my leftover fury for Gina mixing with this wild surge of desire. The way Sam was devouring her had me hungry for more, a restless energy twisting through my body, tingling right under my skin. I needed more—more touch, more heat, more of us tangled together. I turned to Sam, a mischievous spark in my eyes. “I bet you’d love us both at once, wouldn’t you, Sam?” My voice was throaty, teasing, daring him.

Without another word, I shifted off Gina and swung my leg over, positioning myself so Sam’s mouth was right where I needed it most. The moment his hot breath hit me, I gasped, my thighs trembling around his head, melting into sensation. Facing Gina, we were so close, just inches separating our lips, her tongue flicking out unconsciously as her own pleasure peaked. Her hands had drifted up, fingers wandering over her own full breasts, but I wanted her—wanted to claim her for myself.

“Let me,” I whispered, sliding her hands aside and cupping her luscious breasts in my palms. For weeks I’d fantasized about this, since that glimpse of her dripping from the shower, skin flushed, hair slicked to her back. Finally, finally, I had her. She reached for me, our naked bodies pressing together, my nipple rings grazing her big, sensitive nipples—a delicious spark that made my body hum even harder, especially with Sam’s wet tongue torturing me below.

I dipped my head and licked along her nipple, sucking it deep, my little teeth grazing the tender peak, careful but hungry for a reaction. She arched, moaning, while her hips moved in rhythm, riding Sam in a slow, burning grind. Below, his tongue was merciless on my swollen clit, weaving torture and pleasure into a tight thread that wound tighter and tighter. The three of us were a perfect circuit—bodies and mouths and hands everywhere, the rising tension near unbearable.

“About time you took the hint,” Gina gasped, her words ripped out between panting breaths. Her fingers scored down my back, sharp fingernails dragging up fire, feeding my own urge to push her further. I loved the way she fought back, the not-so-subtle threat of retribution lingering between us, sharpening the edge of every touch. I made my teeth a little rougher at her breast, just teasing at pain, letting her feel exactly the mess she’d made inside me.

My voice came out ragged. “Don’t tell me that shower scene was innocent. You never use the hall bathroom, Gina.” Below us Sam was working his tongue on me faster, my thighs clamping his face, my words coming in hot, shallow gasps. Gina’s eyes fell on Sam and a wicked smile curved her lips. “Swapsies?” she murmured, barely above a whisper.

We changed places in a hurried tangle of limbs and laughter, and I wasted no time, wrapping my fingers around Sam’s thick cock, guiding it into my wet heat. But not before indulging myself, taking him deep into my mouth for a long, greedy suck—tasting Gina and salt and lust. He was trembling when I finally lowered myself onto him, and I set a faster, wilder pace than before, grinding down hard, eyes locked on Gina’s. For these precious minutes, I wanted to burn with them both.

“Well, at least we finally arrive where we both wanted to be,” I whispered, twisting her nipples again with deliberate force. Gina's gasp tore from her lips—a guttural sound drenched in both pleasure and pain. Her eyes narrowed and a flash of defiance crossed her face as she shielded her breasts with her palms, retreating for a heartbeat.

But I was ferocious with need, reckless with want—I surged forward, my fingers darting out, and for a split second she tensed, as if bracing for a slap. Instead, I seized her by the hair, just as intently as I’d tormented those aching nipples, and jerked her to me. Our mouths crashed together, the kiss growling and ravenous, as though I meant to devour her, pour every flicker of lust right down her throat. Gina’s mouth parted, hungry, tongue twisting into mine, sucking the breath from my lungs. We clung, hands everywhere—roaming, clutching, scraping, desperate to touch and mark and claim.

She tore away, dragging her teeth over my bare shoulder, scraping, leaving fiery trails that had me writhing. I half-wondered if she’d split the skin—but I didn’t care. I was caught somewhere beyond reason, something wild and animalistic, grinding down on Sam’s cock with abandon, my hair sticking to our sweat-slicked bodies. Strands of it tangled across both our faces, getting snared between our mouths as we fought to kiss, bite, taste.

But I needed more. I reached for Gina’s sex, my hand darting between her legs, fingers slipping into that soak of heat, and Sam’s cock pistoned deeper inside me while my fingers found her clit and pinched. Her cry ricocheted through me—pure, raw, unmasked. In a blur, she caught a fistful of my hair, jerked my head sharply back until I gasped, sharp pain lancing deliciously down my spine.

My palm slid against her flushed cheek. Our faces gleamed with sex, each hungry for the next escalation. I grabbed her hair, twisted until we were nose-to-nose, our breath mingling in frantic little huffs. “Yeah. We finally fucking got here, Gina. Took us long enough.” My voice was rough, euphoric, vibrating through my sore, peaked nipples.

Suddenly, her fingers closed around my breasts, pinching viciously at my rings. I shrieked, the pain spilling over into bliss—a sweet explosion tearing through my nerves. “I want more of that. Just like that,” I whispered, my voice gravelly with need.

She smirked, her stare dark and simmering. My nipples throbbed with exquisite ache. “Careful what you wish for, Bethany. Sometimes the ride’s just getting started. And you’re nowhere near ready to get off.”

I cocked my chin defiantly, lips brushing hers, so close I could taste her. “Try me. Give me everything.”

For a moment, I almost laughed at my own wild abandon—the sudden shift from predator to supplicant, baring myself, letting her see the softest parts. I gave her a playful smirk and pointed to my battered nipples. “Go on. Again—but easy. They’re just little things, remember.”

Her gaze never wavered as she toyed with the rings, the faintest pressure making me tremble. She feigned another hard tug, grinning as I tensed, only to ease off, a wicked promise glimmering in her eyes. “Not now,” she murmured, cruelly soft. “But just you wait...”

Instead, Gina leaned in, her hot mouth enveloping my nipples, her tongue flicking, circling, teasing the sensitive metal. I arched my back, breath hitching as her lips tugged and played, savoring the unfamiliar texture. “They feel so foreign to me,” she murmured, voice vibrating through my skin, “but oh, they look incredible. I wish I had the guts. But if I ever got mine pierced, I swear they’d end up as huge as those rings they put in a bull’s nose! And if a needle ever came near me I’d practically shoot across the ceiling—like a deflated balloon.” She let out a silly raspberry and twirled her finger in the air to show her mock flight.

Laughter bubbled out of me, sudden and bright, shattering the wild, ravenous haze from moments before. My belly trembled, my whole body wracked by giggles.

Gina’s eyes lit up, her lips moist and glistening. “God, Bethany, you’re breathtaking when you laugh. I wish you’d do it more often.”

I shot her a playful glare, trying to school my features into a scowl but failing. “There hasn’t been much to laugh about—until you,” I admitted, my face lighting, desire still simmering beneath my grin. “But maybe things are finally changing.” My thighs quivered, pleasure tightening everywhere as Sam’s cock plunged deeper, driving me mad with every relentless thrust. The smacking sound of skin against skin echoed as Gina’s fingers ruthlessly danced over my clit, making me gasp and grind.

I reached for my nipple rings, twisting them gently between shaky fingers. “Brave is definitely not what I felt,” I breathed, every word trembling to the rhythm of my bouncing body.

Gina grazed her nails over my chest. “Mmm, they feel brilliant—so, was it worth all the pain?”

Screwing my eyes shut, my voice stuttered out in pants, each syllable measured to the tempo of Sam’s deep strokes. “Didn’t feel a thing—afterwards. But God, I was terrified before. I’m hopeless with needles. It took half a bottle of vodka and a joint fat as a Cuban to get me in the chair. Even then, I stuffed a towel over my head so I wouldn’t see what they were doing.”

She shivered against me, half-laughing, half-awed. “That’s more courage than I’ve got. I’d have scarpered the second I saw the needle.” Her eyes glittered with wicked intent as she glanced between us, heat rising again. “Alright, time for a change. I want you to watch this gorgeous man fuck your new friend. Up close.”

I groaned in protest but obeyed, sliding from Sam’s lap, my cunt still heavy with arousal as I watched Gina take charge. She eased Sam onto his side, arranging herself in front of him, backing into his body until he could bury himself from behind, his thick shaft gliding into her slick, swollen folds as she moaned out.

That left me free to slip between their entwined limbs, my face inches from Sam’s cock as it disappeared into Gina’s perfect, flushed sex. Each time he slid out, his length was coated with milky cream, glistening with our shared desire. I couldn’t resist—I leaned in, letting my tongue flick along his shaft, tasting her intoxicating juices, feeling their bodies tense in unison at the new jolt of sensation.

Their gasps mingled and my heart pounded; this was my favourite place—in the heart of the action, the raw lens of the threesome, tasting and witnessing every gorgeous, intimate detail.

Being this close—devouring every sight, every moan and gasp—set a fire flickering through me that made my skin feel feverish. Gina’s glistening sex opened and closed around Sam, ruby folds slick and swollen; I watched the changing sheen of their arousal coating his shaft. It was a symphony for the senses—the humid heat of their bodies, each wet, sinful sound, the carnal musk swirling around us, thick enough to taste on the air and on my tongue. My left hand slid between my own thighs, fingers gliding over my needy flesh, while my right began to circle Gina’s clit with slow, adoring pressure, my tongue flicking out, greedy and eager, until I could feel the tease of Sam’s cock along the tip. Those mixed flavours—her essence, his—made me shudder and press closer, dragging the head of his cock along her clit as my thumb circled, drawing a ragged gasp from deep in Gina’s chest.

Her hand threaded into my hair, the pads of her fingers gentle this time, contrasting the firm, steady grip that settled on my shoulder—Sam’s hand, larger and urgent. I glanced up, just as Gina’s head tilted to stare at him, both of them lost and beautiful in the rawness of this shared pleasure—Sam’s jaw slack, eyes squeezed shut one breath then fluttering open, clouded with lust and disbelief. He managed a hoarse whisper, tugging up a grin: “I don’t believe this.”

Gina’s answer was a luminous, wicked smile as she reached to cradle his face, her mouth barely moving as she promised, “Believe, Sam. You’re incredible.”

With heat pulsing between my legs, I drew Gina’s clit into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue as her hand joined mine to tease her own trembling flesh. On Sam’s thrust down, she slipped him free and offered his throbbing cock to my lips with a little triumphant flourish.

“Mmm, thank you, darling,” I purred, all velvet and heat. “Don’t mind if I do.” I swirled the head of Sam’s cock across Gina’s clit, making her body jerk, before sliding my lips over him, sucking his velvety tip and savoring the mingled, intoxicating taste of their combined desire.

Sam trembled, breaths hitching as he tried valiantly to delay the inevitable. I could sense how close he was—how much he’d given us, how much more he still had to surrender. I wanted it, wanted his surrender tangled with mine and Gina’s.

He shuddered, hands digging into Gina, a desperate edge to his voice. “I—oh God, I’m going to—”

Gina wasted no time, sliding off him and kissing me fiercely. We knelt on either side of his glistening shaft, nuzzling up, our mouths meeting in a lush, slippery kiss that trapped his swollen tip between our lips. My hand gripped his base—familiar and reverent—while Gina leaned down, her mouth gliding over his length, her tongue bumping teasingly against my fingers, her free hand tenderly cupping his aching balls. Three times, four, her lips slid down, her mouth sealing heat and pressure, Sam’s tortured groans swelling in the space around us; I felt him teeter, felt that wild rush cresting, knowing the culmination was about to crash over us all.

As Gina’s luscious mouth slid down once again, her lips brushed against my fingers and Sam’s moan shattered the quiet, his voice echoing his ecstasy as he came hard into Gina’s waiting mouth. I watched, breathless, as she kept her lips tightly wrapped around him, holding him hostage in her warmth, only pulling back ever so slowly. She opened her mouth just enough for his spend to overflow, thick and hot, dribbling out and painting his shaft, coating my fingers in the sweet, slippery mess.

My hand glided up the length of Sam’s cock, luxuriating in the wet, decadent slickness of cum coating my skin. Without hesitation, I slipped my fingers between my lips, savoring the mingled taste before offering them to Gina. Her eyes lit up with heat as she sucked my fingers greedily, cleaning me thoroughly, making a glorious, sticky mess as Sam’s release spilled from her lips and mingled on our tongues. Suddenly, she tightened her grip in my hair, dragging me down to the bed, my head aligned right beneath hers. She paused just long enough to lock eyes with me before parting her lips and letting a shimmering strand drip down, landing perfectly on my waiting tongue. I greedily accepted every droplet, letting the earthy, decadent taste saturate my mouth.

She tugged me back up and our mouths collided, heated and slick, passing Sam’s cum between us, kissing hungrily, our tongues dancing, sucking and slurping and losing ourselves completely in raw sensation. Time blurred as we devoured each other, lost in the taste, the scents, and that overwhelming, thrilling surrender.

Gina sprawled back, claiming her turn, her skin flushed and glowing. I bent over her and slowly traced a glistening trail across her cheek, my tongue tasting every trace of Sam left on her, savoring those salty, intoxicating streaks. I let another thick drop slip from my mouth into hers, a lazy, deliberate tease, only to follow it with my tongue, and together we drew out the taste, kissing for what felt like forever, licking away every last vestige.

Sam watched us, eyes wide with awe, his hand tangled in Gina’s hair, another wrapped softly in mine, as if anchoring himself to the scene. Eventually, we broke apart and Gina, her grin wide and wicked, took Sam’s cock back between her lips, slowly, lovingly sucking him, drawing out one final deep moan before she invited me in for one last taste, her tongue dancing along his shaft, offering me a final, collaborative lick.

Gina wiped herself on the crumpled sheets, turning to Sam with a lazy, satisfied smile. “Young man, you have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that. Maybe next time, those machines of mine will ‘mysteriously’ break down again.” She gestured downstairs, a twinkle in her eye. “I have a feeling you’ll be making quite a few more house calls in the next weeks. But for the moment, you’d best get cleaned up—leave us girls to finish the fun.”

Sam staggered towards the bathroom, legs still trembling, and looked back, eyes dazed. “I… I think I’ll need the rest of my life to process that,” he muttered, slack-jawed as he disappeared behind the door.

Gina turned to me, her voice low, her eyes gleaming. “I like you, Bethany. That animal, wild side in you—don’t you dare hold back. I want to see all of it. I want to feel all of it.”

I edged even closer, just a breath away, barely resisting the urge to touch her shining skin, still dizzy with the rush. “I like you too, Gina. I want you to break me apart, to make me cry out. I want us to tear down every wall — to fuck away every drop of anger, every grim secret and hard memory.”

“Oh, don’t you worry, sweetheart,” Gina purred, her lips curled in a promise that sent a delicious chill down my spine. “I’ll take you to those shadowy places you crave—if you’re brave enough for the journey. But not yet. First things first: lose that smear of Sam’s cum from your cheek, then make sure our eager lad leaves with a proper farewell and his well-earned reward.”

Side by side, we tidied each other, fingers sliding over sticky skin, sharing a conspiratorial smile at the decadence we’d just performed. By the time Sam reemerged from the bathroom, his cheeks flushed and hair mused, we were mostly restored to order—at least on the outside.

Gina sauntered over and pressed a tender, teasing kiss to his cheek, letting her fingertips linger just a moment longer than necessary. “Sam, thank you. About my little tease earlier…I trust that what we did—what we all did—made up for it?” Her sultry gaze flicked to me, making me grin.

Whatever nerves Sam had left had melted into boyish confidence. He slipped an arm around her and drew her into a warm, leisurely kiss—a final, grateful caress before returning to the ordinary world. “You absolutely did. Both of you. Thank you for making this a day I’ll never forget. I managed to keep up—eventually!” He wiped a bead of sweat from his temple with a sheepish laugh. “Supposed to play rugby tomorrow. I don’t think I’ll have anything left in the tank. They’ll just bulldoze right over me.”

“You’ll survive, Sam,” Gina said softly, tracing his jaw with her fingertips. “Just go slow and play safe.” Her mischievous hand delivered a solid smack to his bottom that made him yelp and us giggle.

“Come along, android!” I chirped, not ready to let the energy fade, catching Sam’s hand in mine. I led him into my room, the clothes he’d so carelessly flung scattered like artifacts of our wild exploration. As he dressed, I slipped on my favorite checked shirt, feeling his gaze dance over my bare legs, and tossed my shorts onto the bed, grinning at the memory of how Bruno—the ever-loyal plush dog—had played his part.

“What an afternoon, huh?” My voice was bright, trying to mask the ache still thrumming inside me, unsatisfied and greedy for more. I cupped Sam’s face, turning his head towards me, searching his eyes for some reflection of my own hunger.

He exhaled a slow, shaky breath, laughing at himself. “I’ll be honest, Bethany. I need a second to wrap my head around all this. My next service call better be a lot less…eventful! Most days are pure monotony.” He threw his arms wide and mimed a whopper yawn, before gathering me into a strong, steady hug. “Thank you, my wicked little elf…or should I say pixie? Glad I could diffuse your particular kind of bomb.”

Resting my cheek on his chest, I let my hand slip low, playful. “Thank you, big strong android. You’ve definitely got some premium hardware installed.” I pressed my palm against the bulge stirring beneath his clothes and laughed low, still desperate for release. “If you don’t get out of here, I might have to smother Bruno again for some privacy!”

Leading him downstairs, I heard Gina’s imperious voice cut through the air from above. “And don’t forget the wine!”

“Yes, ma’am!” I called up, still electric with anticipation.

Sam hesitated at the door, cocking an eyebrow with a wistful grin. “Wish I could stick around for what comes next.”

“Sorry, darling. Girls only. You’ve got a real job to get back to. Besides, things may get…a little rough between us. Bad blood, you know? I can’t promise I’ll play nice—though I can promise I’ll love every second.” My tone was sweet, but the promise of reckless intensity sizzled between the words.

“Give her hell for me!” Sam grinned, already halfway to the door.

“I do plan to,” I called after him, a dark thrill tightening in my belly. I wanted all of Gina’s fire—and I wanted to burn with her. Pulling open Gina’s bedside drawer, my fingers brushed over a thick, crinkling envelope. Smiling wickedly at Sam, I tapped it on his shoulder. “Think you’ve earned your tip?”

He looked at me, incredulous, his cheeks still tinged with the memory of our sweat and pleasure. “After what just happened…feels like I ought to be paying you.”

With a sly, wicked twist to my lips, I snatched the envelope out of Sam’s hand. “So you want to pay for more, hmm?” My eyes sparkled with devilish mischief as I weighed it in my palm. “Mmm, tempting... But that would make me a call girl, and we can’t have anyone mistaking me for someone so... impure. I do strive for wholesome decadence, after all.” My chuckle was soft, a low current of arousal humming beneath. I pressed the envelope back into his grasp, letting his fingers brush tantalizingly against mine.

He drew me close, the heat of his body melting against me as his arms folded around my waist. “A call pixie, then? Beth, tell me—no, let me... may I...?”

I pressed my finger gently to his lips, shushing his uncertainty while holding his gaze. “Are you certain that’s what you want, Sam? You’ve seen what I’m capable of.” My words dropped like warm honey, lingering, inviting.

He didn’t hesitate, a pulse of pure longing in his eyes. “I want to know all of you.” His sincerity swept through me, unexpected and delicious.

Lowering my head, I rested it on his broad shoulder—grateful for the comfort, kindling something even deeper inside me. I liked it there, where his scent still clung and the day’s hunger still breathed. “You’ve already seen her, Sam—all of me.” I let my hand trace into the air, gesturing toward the kitchen, down the hall, up the stairs, everywhere we’d just been. “Messy, hungry... restless. I never quite know who I’m going to wake up as either, so don’t complain if there are surprises.”

He grinned, stroking a rogue lock of hair from my cheek. “I liked all of your edges. Risks make it worthwhile.”

We were both gambling, our hearts wickedly exposed. I nodded, lips curving slyly. “In that case, my laptop’s begging for your touch. Might just need a little... maintenance.”

He arched a brow, feigning innocence. “Oh? What’s wrong?”

I shrugged, rolling my hips against him in an unspoken promise. “You’ll think of something, won’t you?”

His lips brushed my nose, soft and electric, before he gathered his things and moved to the door. “If I linger, we’d never leave the bed today. My number’s on Gina’s sheet—call me whenever you need a service, Pixie.”

“Beth-the-Pixie will remember that.” My heart fluttered. I watched him, burning this moment into my memory.

Just as he opened the door, I called after him—a little confession sighing from my mouth. “Sam—this isn’t... it won’t be exclusive.”

He paused, turning. A slow, rueful smile spread across his lips. “I know. But what we have is enough for now.” His voice was gentle, thick with unspent hunger.

His departure left a throb of longing in the air. “Bye, Sam,” I managed, my words breathless, trembling. Fingers fluttered a silent goodbye, and I stood for a long heartbeat in the hush that followed, staring at the worn patch of floor—naked, exposed, alive.

Needing distraction, I wandered to the kitchen, rifled through the racks and selected a deep, voluptuous bottle of Merlot for comfort—and, of course, two deliciously generous glasses for Gina and me. I hollered up the stairs, “Where do you keep your fizzy stash?”

My arms loaded, I stumbled and wobbled up the stairs—every clink of glass and slosh of wine promising wickedness to come. A tray balanced precariously, the promise of Merlot and Moët bubbling beside the two balloon glasses, the chilled champagne flutes—tonight, indulgence was the only plan.

Gina was sprawled across the bed, goddess-like, one hand tangled in her wild mane, the other languidly exploring herself—setting her own pulse and mine thrumming. Splayed out beside her was a lewd, glorious menagerie: a hulking double-ended dildo—flushed and glistening beneath the light—a twisted, prickly cactus of silicone delights, fat vibrators, and a glinting plug whose wicked purpose I’d only discover later. Cuffs gleamed like a dare; a ball gag and restraints promised chaos.

We lost ourselves for hours, devouring each other, bruising and tender in equal measure. The games grew wild, messy, spilling far past tangled limbs. Bodies battered and adored; our laughter echoing sweat and salt and need. We fought—hard, loving, deliciously rough.

And in the flames of that decadent afternoon and spiraling night, Bethany Hamilton surrendered—utterly blissful, gloriously undone.


Part 4

Chapter 1 – Saturday (Friday Night Reawakened) 

Sunlight, sharp and golden, poured through unfamiliar windows, chasing me from heavy dreams into the ambiguously sensual ache of waking. For a moment, I blinked—confused, disoriented. The warmth on my skin wasn’t right; my bedroom faced north, shrouded in gentle gloom. It was only when my gaze landed on the wide, chaotic stretch of bed sheets that the night before came flooding back, vivid and breathtaking. A slow, knowing smile curved my lips as anticipation coiled low in my belly. I stretched, reaching out instinctively for Gina, but her side was cool, the indentations of her body still haunting the sheets. Alone. 

I groaned, half in complaint and half in amusement, rolling over to check the alarm clock’s unforgiving digital glare—11:25. Bloody hell. I could out-sleep a coma, but even that felt excessive.

As I shifted, awareness of my own body surfaced in delicious little pulses and throbs—the evidence of everything Gina and I had explored only hours ago. My skin tingled, trailing lines of pleasure-ache along my shoulders and back where she’d so eagerly marked me. Mirror in hand, I marveled at the swirl of light scratches—her wildness painted across me. My hair, hopelessly tangled, spoke of her possessive hands twisting, tugging, of surrender and gasping delight. Even now, my nipples begged for relief, swollen and smarting—crimson reminders of her teeth and fingers. Lower down, the insistent ache when I moved made me shudder; deep inner bruises, sugared with the memory of being filled, stretched, surrendered. My wrists and ankles wore faint red tattoos, the shadows of leather and struggle. All of it, together, a symphony of ruin and ecstasy. 

I grinned, wicked and content. Worth every sting. 

I padded to the bathroom, standing beneath hot spray while the water licked over every mark. Afterward, towel-clad, I shrugged on a t-shirt, nerves tingling with the fresh sensation of soft cotton grazing abused skin. Gina, I needed—something—coffee, distraction, her, anything. The house was silent when I wandered down, rooms empty; her office, door closed. She never worked weekends. Puzzled, desire humming quietly beneath the skin, I started up the coffee machine. 

Then I saw it—a scrap of paper on the kitchen table, scrawled in her unmistakable hand. 

Hi Bethany, 

Sorry, I completely forgot to mention it in all last night’s ‘events’—but I have to be in London today, staying over. Some conference. I couldn’t stomach waking you; you looked too beautiful, too spent. Hope you’re not feeling as battered as I am. God, what a night. Back tomorrow afternoon. I’d love to talk, get it all out—if that’s what you want. Maybe I’ll show you just how gentle I can be next time ;o) 

So glad we found our way back. 

G. x 

I carried my coffee back upstairs, clutching the mug in one hand, needing the harsh comfort of nicotine. My room still carried the echo of last night’s scent, cigarettes and sex. I lit one, telling myself this was the last—my final rebellion beneath her roof. With a slow exhale, I thumbed out a message: 

Glad we made up too. Feel like I’ve spent hours on the rugby field, flat on my back. My nipples want to speak to your supervisor. Travel safe, can’t wait for tomorrow. By the way, you forgot to untie me ;o) – B x 

Only seconds later, the phone buzzed in my palm. 

LoL – Poor Bethany, tomorrow you’re at my mercy. And this time there’s no wine… or sex ;o) x

My fingers grazed over the tender, throbbing ache between my legs and I winced, a dull soreness radiating from every place Gina had claimed me last night. For once, the mere suggestion of sex seemed almost comical—my body was satisfyingly wrecked, my desire spent, if only temporarily.

I slipped the headphones off Bruno, my playlist of hard metal—the usual thunderous storm that got me moving—felt too savage for the fragile state of both my body and mind. I searched for something softer, a caress of gentle synth and down-tempo beats, something that might cradle my senses and soothe the chaos still fizzing in my nerves. The first smokey notes drifted out as I lit my cigarette and wrapped my hands around the warmth of my coffee mug. Gradually, the outside world faded, memories of last night swelling up, vivid and overwhelming.

It had all begun so innocently, after Sam had slipped away and I’d carried the wine up, slightly drunk on anticipation as much as alcohol. Gina and I settled in with a cold bottle of champagne, our glasses clinking in a promise of reconciliation, honeyed laughter between us as we toasted to new beginnings. It was a slow, delicate dance at first—exploring each other again with gentle touches, rediscovering forgotten places, letting our hands slip under clothes and our mouths wander wherever they wished. The atmosphere between us was relaxed, intimate, a slow rekindling of passion and curiosity—until Gina’s eyes glittered with something rougher.

After another glass, everything shifted. She kissed me, urgently, her tongue insistent against mine, and before my fogged mind could catch her intent, she pressed me down into the mattress, her thigh wedging itself between my legs, grinding hard against my needy, swollen flesh. Her lips bruised mine, roaming from my jaw to my neck, while her hands were everywhere—mapping, gripping, possessive. It was as if she was determined to burn off every ounce of frustration between us in the space of a single night, and suddenly, I wasn’t just allowing it. I was part of the fire.

She caught my wrist—her fingers strong around my arm—and leaned over me, retrieving something from the bedpost. I felt the click before I understood: a band, smooth, supple leather wrapped my wrist with undeniable finality, locking closed around my skin. She worked efficiently, capturing my other wrist in another restraint, each action deliberate, controlled. My heart hammered. Before I could fully process it, she was producing a ball gag—smooth and implacable, her eyes glittering with mischief and intent.

Quick as a flash, she pressed it to my lips, demanding entrance. I hesitated for a sliver of a second, but the deliciously dangerous promise in her gaze rooted me to the spot. I surrendered, opening for her, feeling the ball press between my teeth, stretching my jaw and muffling my moans as she buckled it tight, carelessly catching my hair beneath the strap. She noticed—of course she did—and with a smirk, tugged my hair free, letting it spill loose around my shoulders, as if to say, I’ll take care of everything. My pulse fluttered with anticipation. I was utterly helpless, naked and exposed, and God, it was intoxicating.

She slid me further down the bed, elongating my body. The process, slow and methodical, left me breathless; she bound my ankles in turn, locking each one to the sturdy posts with soft, padded leather, the restraint simultaneously gentle and inescapable. When she stepped back to admire her work, I realized I was star-fished, splayed across her bed as though offered up, with only the gleam of leather and the faint tug of the gag for company. Warmth spread through my veins at the delicious pressure of helplessness, the lewd eroticism of it saturating the air around me. The ball forced my tongue down, thick and rubbery, and biting into it sent shimmering jolts straight down my spine. I was grateful for it—I’d need something to grip, to ground me.

Not a single word left Gina’s lips—her intentions spoken in touch alone, more intimate than any whispered command. She turned to her bedside table and withdrew a collar of smooth black leather, fastening it snugly at my throat, its metal rings cool and heavy against my skin. With a decisive click, she attached a silver chain and used it to pull my head up, positioning a pillow underneath with a little shove, then slipping another pillow beneath my hips, forcing them up, exposed and yielding. She knelt, poised and proud, surveying her handiwork—and I had never felt more vulnerable, more desired, or more utterly hers.

Completely satisfied she’d rendered me utterly powerless, Gina jerked the chain, pulling my head up so our eyes met. Her lips curled into a wicked smile. “Sorry, darling—time for the official safety briefing.” Her voice dripped with deliberate mockery as she drew closer, breath brushing my cheek. “If the lady suddenly discovers she’s a hopeless little wimp and needs a safe word—well, tough luck. Not much use when that filthy thing’s stuffed in your mouth, is there? If it’s all too much, you grunt for me. Three times. Maybe I’ll listen—if you’ve been my well-behaved girl.” She leaned in, nipped just below my ear, and let my head flop back onto the pillow.

I shook my head defiantly, glaring up at her as my heart pounded. Not a chance, Gina. My body betrayed me—hips arching a little, heat pooling between my legs as I watched her survey me. I gave a sharp nod, as blatant as I dared, hoping my soaked ache was obvious and impossible to ignore: Stop teasing. Do it.

Christ, she didn’t need telling twice. Gina’s approach was deceptively tender at first—a slow, languid sweep of her tongue that glided between my folds, savoring every drop of wetness as if she owned it. Shivers cascaded through me, pleasure rippling outward, and I let out a muffled moan around the invasive ball gag. Her tongue flicked, stroked, then withdrew. She raised her head and grinned, licking her lips devilishly. “Mmm, so sweet, but you’ve just committed a second crime—smoked in my house and now you’ve soaked my pristine sheets with your filth.” Her sarcasm ignited a fresh rush of arousal. I writhed helplessly in her grasp.

From beside me, she picked up a firm, short dildo—sleek, about the size of my thumb and tapered—holding it so close I could see every detail. I trembled in anticipation, muscles clenched, expecting her to press it inside my throbbing, needy pussy. Instead she paused, letting it hover for my inspection. “Recognize this, darling?”

I shook my head, curiosity straining my every muscle.

With dramatic patience, she rolled her eyes. “Bethany Hamilton… your education is sorely lacking.” She began a deliberate, slow descent, trailing the toy down the center of my bare skin—all the way past my quivering pussy to my rear, where I felt her finger seeking entrance. The sensation shot through me, sharp and strange, forcing me to bite down on the ball. She circled, teasing, before gradually easing her finger inside my tightest entrance—my ass clenching instinctively, both anxious and hungry for more.

Gina smirked, her voice low. “Like that, babe?”

I nodded frantically, unable to form words, only desperate sounds.

She withdrew, eyeing me as my body trembled. “Let’s see how you handle more.” The tip of the phallus pressed against my sensitive back passage. Instinctively, my body tensed, a small tremor of resistance rippling through me. She withdrew, opening a tube of thick, slippery gel, squeezing it generously over the toy, working it in so it glistened for me to see—all slow, all deliberate. I watched, pulse racing. The anticipation nearly unraveled me.

Then she pressed the cool, slick tip against my tight entrance, circling, and slowly pushed forward. I felt the stretch, the unfamiliar ache, and her insistent pressure as she pushed deeper—inch by inch until the toy breached me completely. I gasped around the gag, struggling to catch my breath, the fullness making my whole body clench and shudder. There was pain, but it was edged with a dark, growing thrill that set my nerves alight. I squeezed down, adjusting, and the toy pulsed delightfully inside me.

Fuck, I wanted more.

She draped herself provocatively across my restrained body, her weight pressing me into the mattress, setting every nerve in my body ablaze with anticipation. I couldn’t see what she was reaching for, every sense sharpened to fever pitch, and then—oh God—as a burst of pulsing, liquid electricity flickered over my clit, I shuddered violently beneath her. Something vibrated, relentless but maddeningly careful, and she traced it mercilessly over my slick folds, up my trembling inner thighs, over the throbbing nub of my clit—never, not once, pushing inside. She held me there, suspended on the edge, my hips thrusting up involuntarily seeking more, my wrists straining against the unforgiving restraints. I whimpered, bucked, pleaded with every inch of my body, but her only answer was a devilish grin as she watched the desperate hunger building in my eyes. When my arousal started to spill out of me, shameless and slick, she paused only to dip down and drag her tongue through it, collecting every drop as if it belonged to her.

Abruptly, she slipped away, her touch gone. My heart pounded furiously in my chest as I tried to find some measure of composure, the anticipation only intensifying as I wondered what delicious torment was coming next. When she reappeared, it was with wicked intent—a long, glistening double-ended dildo gripped in her hand, the sight of it promising dark, exquisite pleasure. With practiced grace, she slid one end deep into her body, slow and deliberate, sliding it back out slick and glistening with her arousal. Holding it beneath my nose, she made sure I felt the raw, animal heat of her scent flooding my senses, and the need to taste her—God, the need—made me nearly choke on my own impatience, saliva thick and hot in my mouth. All I could do was moan into the ball gag as she teasingly dragged the toy over my parted lips, letting me feel the forbidden warmth without tasting.

She plunged it back inside herself, her movements unhurried and deeply erotic, then arched the other end towards me, curving it wickedly so it looked like some thick, beautiful cock I needed inside me more than air. It was jet black, intimidating and stunning, and I was almost feral now, grunting unintelligible demands through the gag. The ache, the frustration, made me wild. She held it in her fist, stroking, pumping, letting her own pleasure taunt me, her voice low and mocking and impossibly sexy, “You want this, Bethany, don’t you?” Each word a lash against my restraint. “How much do you want it, Bethany, my filthy little slut? Just how badly do you want me to fuck you senseless?”

My answer was primal—raw screams muffled to broken howls, my throat aching as I thrust my hips and met her merciless gaze: I want. I need. “Fuck me, bitch,” I tried to say, but the gag reduced it to three desperate, guttural cries. Her eyes glittered with wicked amusement, her lips curving into a cruelly playful sneer.

“Oh, Bethany, was that our safe word? Are you tapping out already? How is my precious little whore handling it? I’m barely getting started, and you’re ready to quit?” She acted like she was about to withdraw the glistening dildo from her aching pussy.

I thrashed, shaking my head wildly, pouring all of myself into pleading, a silent, urgent “No, please, anything—give it to me!” My whole body vibrated with wild, hopeless lust, my eyes wide, glazed over, heart slamming against my ribcage.

She relished it. “Oh, sorry, love, didn’t quite catch that…” The tip of the toy hovered right where I needed it most, my hungry cunt clenching at empty air. She watched me shudder, yanked tight on my restraints as if I might tear the whole bed apart.

Then, with exquisite inevitability, she knelt between my trembling thighs, fixing me with a look that promised ruin. And with a vicious, hungry thrust, she rammed the thick, gorgeous dildo into my soaked pussy. “You want... THIS?” A guttural grunt matched the force of her entry—a dark, beautiful question, answered by my helpless, wordless scream of pure, desperate bliss.

Every muscle in my body ached to clutch her close, to wind my legs around her, to lose myself in her skin, but I was utterly exposed—arms and legs stretched wide, secured and unable to do anything but writhe and take what she gave me. My screams were muffled by the gag, desperation pouring out with every guttural wail as she drove the thick, unforgiving shaft deep into my soaked cunt. Ecstasy threatened to unravel me, each fierce thrust setting off sparks that ricocheted against the delicious fullness of the plug buried in my ass—two invasions, perfectly orchestrated, tormenting and exhilarating all at once.

With every punishing motion, her greedy hands seized my breasts, fingers rough and relentless, grinding the metal of my nipple rings insistently into my sensitive skin. Palming each breast, she gave a wicked, sultry laugh. “I told you I’d play with these, little slut. And now, I’m making good on my promise. Ready for me?”

My only reply was a glare of raw, wanton hunger. She tightened her grip, teasing first and then squeezing, her thumb and forefinger capturing my nipples and pulling, stretching them out with delicious cruelty until my breath hitched and my screams turned ragged, smothered by the gag but resounding inside my skull. My nipples burned with sensation, the sharp ache blooming outward as she tugged—first slow, coaxing, then rougher, until I thought the rings would tear right through my flesh. I whimpered, a trembling mix of agony and desperate delight, amazed at just how far she could pull me, how much my body could take for her pleasure.

And when I thought I would break—when I was certain something would snap—she let my tortured skin go. I exhaled raggedly, only for her to begin again, unrelenting, pushing me further, watching with malicious glee as I bucked helplessly for her. She played my body like an instrument, escalating the torment and exquisite release until all sense of time vanished.

At the sharp peak of my desperation, she suddenly withdrew. My body trembled, shocked by the unbearable emptiness. My pussy wept, aching to be filled again, to be used. Without warning, she yanked my head upright by the chain attached to my collar, snapping my attention to her predatory gaze. Her grip was merciless. Edge sharp with anticipation, she tore the gag from my lips in a violent flourish, tossing it aside, leaving me gasping, savoring the taste of fresh air on my tongue.

I barely managed a hoarse, “Just you fucking wai—” before she slammed the dildo past my lips, silencing me instantly. For a second, I fantasized about biting down—if this had been real, flesh and blood, I might have drawn blood. It was so wide it threatened to split my jaw, my mouth stuffed and stretched, my pussy still pulsing with emptiness around the plug. Her taste—mixed with my own arousal—was smeared across the silicone, intoxicating and musky. She used my mouth ruthlessly, shoving the toy in and out with cruel force, one fist fistful of my hair twisted tight, pulling viciously against my scalp.

“You like this, filthy girl?” Her voice was low and dangerous, lips close by my ear as she pumped the thick toy between my lips. “Imagine it’s Mike—his cock splitting open that sweet, innocent mouth of yours. Think this is big? He’d shove that monster right down your throat, fill you until you’re choking on him.” She punctuated her words with another brutal thrust, burying the dildo deep until I gagged, tears streaking down my cheeks. The pain was sharp, but she read it in my shudder, in the desperate squeeze of my muscles around the plug, and yanked the toy away from my lips—only to slam it hard between my legs again, filling my cunt with relentless force.

Her talons scraped along my back and shoulders, red-hot lines tracing every inch of exposed skin, electrifying every nerve ending. I trembled on the edge of release, driving myself frantically against every sensation, needing, begging, teetering—but she wasn’t about to let me tumble over just yet.

She withdrew from deep inside me with a delicious, maddening slowness, the sensation raw and heady. Without warning, she yanked her end of the dildo away, only to slam the opposite end hard back into my desperate, soaked heat. My breath caught as she twisted around, straddling my face with a wicked smile gleaming in her eyes.

“Eat, bitch,” she purred, lowering herself onto my waiting mouth. Instinct took over as I lapped hungrily at her, tongue delving into her slickness, sucking and tasting her as she ground slow, filthy circles against my tongue. She sprawled over me, her body a living prison of sensual torment, her fingers finding my aching clit and tracing merciless, pulsing circles around it before plunging the dildo in and out of me again. My whimpers vibrated against her, each thrust rocking my senses and robbing me of coherent thought.

Without a warning, she snatched the toy out. A guttural moan of loss broke from my lips, but then her clever, determined fingers sank into me, three of them sliding inside with delicious ease, thick and insistent. The stretch sent shudders through my core, and her palm pressed firmly, letting my wetness pour down to her hand, every digit moving wickedly, stoking the tension that coiled inside me.

All the while, she rode my tongue, hips bearing down with desperate need, her taste flooding my mouth, mixing with my own arousal spilling everywhere. I wanted her, wanted to flip us over and take her, but she held me trapped—helpless and aching for release.

Then, suddenly, her hand slipped out, leaving me clenching around emptiness. I gasped and she melted against me, tangling her fingers in my hair and claiming my lips with a bruising, filthy kiss. Her mouth tasted of us—the tang of her arousal, the salt of my sweat.

“You’ve been such a good girl, Bethany,” she murmured, voice thick with promise.

Her hand found my nipple, pinching cruelly until I yelped, half pleasure, half pain. The other nipple earned the same ruthless attention, sending another jolt through me, making me shudder in her arms.

“And when people are good to me,” she whispered, her tongue tracing my jaw, her warm breath ghosting over my ear, “I’m very, very good to them…”

She slid lower, eyes glittering with intent, her lips trailing heat down my body until she hovered at my throbbing, desperate center. “The pain’s over, love. Here’s your reward—watch closely.”

Raising her hand, she curled her four fingers in, her thumb tucked beneath, and my heart stuttered with feverish anticipation. She pressed the tips to my slick entrance, teasing, slicking my arousal over her knuckles. Then, without warning, her entire hand glided into me. There was no hesitation, just an overwhelming fullness as her wrist slipped between my thighs and her arm disappeared deep into my body. I stared in awe and shock, seeing nothing but her pale skin vanishing into my center, the sight obscene, violating, and so impossibly erotic that it nearly undid me.

Her eyes met mine, dangerous and soft. “It’s time you were truly rewarded, Bethany.”

For endless minutes, I writhed and thrashed against the unyielding restraints, her fingers fanning and curling, her palm stretching and claiming me with a rhythm that dragged me higher and higher. Sometimes barely moving, stroking me deep inside with sultry patience, then suddenly thrusting hard, almost punishing—and all the while the hard phallus still filled my other passage, stretching me, making me dizzy with sensation.

Her expert mouth found my clit, sucking and licking as I soared, every nerve ending burning and begging for more. Release smashed over me again and again, brutal, breathtaking, inescapable—the convulsions held deep in my muscles, denied their escape by the straps that immobilized me, until pleasure blurred into agony and back again.

Eventually, she withdrew, fingers and palm sliding from me in a slow, obscene exit, her hand glistening with my juices. She caught my mouth in another long, slippery kiss, making me taste myself from her skin, the flavor of my surrender shared between us.

I tried to speak, but she pressed a commanding finger to my lips. “Not yet, Bethany. Now it’s your turn—let’s see if you can shock this filthy, jaded bitch. Come on, little girl, make me beg for you.”

Honestly, I had no idea what the hell I was supposed to do next. But winging it seemed to have served me well so far, so why not keep pushing the limits—if I couldn’t shock her, maybe I could at least coax a surprised gasp. Memories of what she’d just done to me flooded my mind, arousing and emboldening me. I decided to start by giving as good as I’d gotten.

She loosened the straps around my wrists and ankles, freeing my cramped limbs. I arched and stretched, relishing the ache as sensation tingled back into my body. She disappeared into the bathroom, and a wicked idea flickered. When she returned, toweling off her hands, she found me kneeling wide on the bed, handcuffs dangling from one wrist, the slick butt plug in my other hand. I tossed it over to her, my voice commanding: “Clean that and get your arse back here. Now.”

The sound of running water drifted through the door, and moments later she reappeared, plug gleaming between her fingers. I seized it, pointing imperiously to the bed. “Lie down. Hands over your stomach.”

Her transition from dominant to submissive was effortless—her body language shifted, her eyes suddenly softer, trusting. She stretched out for me, naked and expectant. I snapped the cuffs around her wrists, my excitement surging at how smoothly the metal locked into place. I unfastened the leather collar from my own throat and buckled it snugly around hers, running my fingers beneath her hair to secure it. Slowly, deliberately, I slid the gag into her mouth, admiring the helpless want shimmering in her gaze.

“Three grunts, right? That’s your signal if you need anything to stop. Now you’re mine,” I whispered huskily, lips brushing her temple. “Tonight, I get to do whatever the hell I want.”

She nodded, compliant and already breathless.

There’d be no gentle easing in for her—she didn’t need it. I seized the spiky, cactus-looking toy and drove it into her with a ferocious, hungry thrust, delighting when the smaller arm pressed perfectly against her throbbing clit. Her eyes flew open in shock, her body writhing beautifully beneath my touch. My confidence sharpened. I reached for the double-ended dildo—my body still raw and sensitive, but greedy for more—and slid it into myself, groaning as the stretch stoked a new burn.

One hand on the chain of her collar, I ordered, “Kneel forward.” Unable to resist, I delivered three hard slaps to her arse, watching the flesh redden beneath my palm, sending her hands sprawling—metal cuffs glinting—out before her. I spread her cheeks, admiring the view, then rammed the plug into her arse. She gasped against the gag, muffled and desperate, as I twisted it inside her, using my other hand to keep the spiked toy thrumming inside her cunt. The combination—my cruelty and her helpless reaction—made me wild. The sight of her squirming for me, for the pleasure only I could give, was almost intoxicating.

With a swift flourish, I pulled the plug out again. “Not nearly big enough for you. Christ, your greedy arse is like the bloody Mersey Tunnel,” I taunted, holding it under her nose so she could inhale the slick aroma of her own desire before tossing it aside with a grin.

Leaning in close, I spread her open once more, bent low over her exposed entrance. Gathering a generous mouthful of spit, I let it fall slowly onto her waiting hole, smoothing it in with my fingers—first one, then two, working the slickness deeper as she moaned low and needy into the mattress. I spat again, letting the wetness trail down her cleft, teasing and prepping her gleaming skin. “Ready, you filthy bitch?” I growled, voice dark and thick with anticipation.

She shook her head, her eyes insistent, then flicked her gaze to the slick tube of lube she’d favoured earlier for that delicious invasion. My pulse hammered—nearly forgot in my rush to claim her. With a slow, measured hand, I coated the dildo—thick, slippery, impossibly obscene—and drizzled more of the cool, viscous liquid over her exposed, trembling entrance. The anticipation in her shuddered breath gave me silent permission. Her eyes, wide and hungry, met mine; she nodded, surrendering fully to me.

I pressed the swollen tip against her tight rim and pushed—slow at first, then inexorable, possessing. She gave the most exquisite groan, the kind that sent wet heat pooling low in my belly. I’d heard her before, taking it deep from Mike, so I knew this woman could yield and revel in being filled, stretched, and claimed.

Heat coursed through me as I leaned in, grasping her generous breasts, squeezing and kneading them as though I were sculpting pleasure itself with my hands. Her skin was fever-hot beneath my palms, nipples stiffening as I worked her.

And then I gave her every inch—driving it home, relentless, greedy to take all of her. Gina Harcourt became my glorious, writhing toy for long, wild minutes. Lashes fluttered, ball-gag muffling her cries; her body arched and bucked as I pinched, slapped, and worshipped her breasts. I filled every greedy, clenching hole she offered, marking her immaculate hair with streaks of slick filth as we tangled, sweat-slick and urgent, on the bed.

Every sensation, every sound—her stifled screams, the helpless thrash of cuffed hands against tangled sheets—fueled my own hunger. She soared, leaping to her peak, screaming her climax into rubber, and as pleasure shattered through her, I dug my teeth into her shoulder—possessive, savage—as a memory she would carry for days. Perfect little crescent moons in her flesh, a secret badge.

As the aftershocks trembled through us, I freed her, stripped away cuffs, collar, and gag, the paraphernalia tumbling carelessly to the floor. Our breathing slowed, a tangled harmony. Before she could speak, I silenced her with a single lifted finger—Not yet.

I poured two generous glasses of Moët, the bubbles alive with anticipation. Pressing one chilled flute into her trembling hand, I curled beside her—bodies sated, still throbbing—then clinked glass to glass. “To anger management.”

She grinned, eyes glittering with mischief and new affection, and toasted again: “To a new friendship.”

I met her gaze—softer now, full of possibility—and nodded. “Absolutely.” I brushed a stray strand of her ruined hair from her face and kissed her, long and lingering, tasting salt and sweat and triumph.

She collapsed back with a satisfied, feral little hum. The memory of her bliss-soaked face lingered, etched onto my mind as we toasted our unspoken understanding. The rest of the night blurred into heat and sensation—moans blending into gasps, limbs tangled, the air thick with forbidden discovery. She taught me how to fist her, sliding my whole hand inside, nerves on fire, marveling at the raw, intimate power of it. We lost ourselves over and over, voices breaking with pleasure, bodies wrung out until there was nothing left to give.

At dawn, sprawled across sheets sticky and spent, I lay smiling—already counting hours until tomorrow, already aching for the next time we’d break each other open again.

Chapter Two – Sunday

The air felt changed. For once, I truly belonged in this house. I belonged in my own skin. After a slow stretch, I slipped into my running gear—every muscle deliciously sore, a pleasant reminder of last night’s excesses. Picking up my battered packet of cigarettes from the bedside table, I tossed them into the litter bin at the park’s edge as I jogged past. Not a grand gesture, not a declaration—just a small step. But after last night, stepping forward felt dangerously, deliciously possible.

I pushed myself harder than I had in weeks, running until my lungs burned and my muscles trembled with the kind of delicious fatigue that promised more than just fitness—it promised nights filled with dangerous pleasure. Each stride was a reminder: a stronger body means sharper urges, better control and wilder abandon when I finally let go. I was so fired up by the time I circled home that I mentally vowed to try out for the Uni hockey team once the term started again. All that pent-up energy needed somewhere to go, and after the past couple of days, I knew now—sex was so much better when I felt strong and unapologetically alive.

The hot spray of my shower felt like absolution, rinsing off last night’s sweat and new secrets while I lingered, caressing sore spots and replaying flashes of Gina’s hands on me. I wrapped myself in a towel, heart still pounding, when I spotted a black cab gliding up the drive below. Through the window: Gina. Her auburn hair untamed, her body gliding—sleek and powerful—down the path with a small overnight bag. The sight of her, unapologetic and radiant in the fragile morning sun, sent a pulse straight between my thighs.

I wanted her—God, I wanted to race into her arms, press my lips to her throat and taste the day off her skin. But this morning was hers, not mine. She’d promised me truths, and whatever trembled between us deserved room to breathe. So instead, I wandered off to find Allie and—over giggles and mock horror—spilled all about Gina’s astonishing capacity for submission and my accidental audition as bondage queen. Allie’s arched brow and throaty laughter made me blush; her envy was almost tangible in the air. She called me every filthy tease in the book, vowing I’d pay for that little confession soon enough.

The sounds of Gina echoed through the house; the familiar clatter of confidence as she moved downstairs, then the sharp pop of a cork and clink of glass. The anticipation shimmered on my skin as I drifted down, warm from the shower, already missing her touch. She emerged from her office, holding a generous pour of wine—wearing impossibly tight black sportswear that hugged every luscious curve and made my fingers ache to trace the seams.

“Hi, babes—sorry about yesterday morning. You were curled up like some sweet forbidden dream; I couldn’t wake you.” Her words were playful, but her eyes were heavy, haunted. She swirled her glass. “Nice bottle of Chablis chilling if you want…” She melted into the living room and I followed, my pulse in my mouth.

I poured my own glass and curled onto the far end of the overstuffed leather sofa. She lifted her hand, drumming her manicured nails against her buttery thighs—an invitation. Unable to resist, I swung my legs onto her lap, the sleekness of her Lycra warming my soles. “Conference okay?” I teased softly.

Her lips pressed into a line, and she swallowed slowly, her gaze drifting to some hidden place across the room. “Bethany, it... it wasn’t a conference.” She met my eyes, vulnerable and raw. “I said I had things to tell you, and—” she paused, swirling the wine, her knuckles white, “it’s not something easy.” The weight in her words was unmistakable, so I simply reached for her hand and waited.

She didn’t meet my gaze. Instead, her fingertips started to circle my ankle, tracing the whorls of my tattoo with a whispery touch. Something almost reverent. I shivered as her nail dragged against bare skin—this simple intimacy unexpectedly erotic.

“You don’t like them, do you?” My voice was a murmur.

She shook her head, the tiniest curve of her lips betraying honesty. “They’re beautiful designs, I’ll give you that. But no, luv, not for me. It’s not about you—it’s something old, something that goes way, way back.” She stopped touching me, her face turned toward the window, voice dropping low. “When I was somewhere else…” She paused; I watched her swallow. “When I was someone else…”

One glimmering tear streaked down her cheek, tracing a path over her flawless skin and pooling beneath her trembling chin. Eyes still closed, breath trembling, her finger absently retraced my tattoo, lost somewhere within herself. “Just another complicated little piece in the jigsaw puzzle that is Georgina Amelia Harcourt,” she whispered, each word heavy with the ache of unhealed wounds and the hope, maybe, of being pieced together at last.

I could feel the air between us shift, electric and uncertain. There was some quietly thrilling tension, the kind that prickles your skin and makes everything seem possible—or dangerous. Gina was somewhere else, lost inside herself, and for once in my life, the old tricks wouldn’t do. But then, refusing to let gravity pull her down, I slipped my foot free from her fingertips and played the mischief, gently brushing her nose with my toe. It was soft, teasing—a dare wrapped in a touch. I caught her smile, just a flicker, and I pressed on, my voice soft but insistent. “We did say we’d talk, remember? And you might not know it, but I’m actually an excellent listener. Feels like maybe you need one tonight?”

Her eyes snapped open, the moment broken, or maybe rescued. Almost relieved, she pulled my foot back into her hands and pressed gentle kisses to each of my toes, lips lingering just long enough to send a little shiver racing under my skin. It was such a helplessly tender act—I was melting from the inside out, every nerve ending awake. “Heaven help me for doing this,” she murmured quietly, her breath warm against my skin. “But yes. Tonight, you need to be Bethany the good listener. Some of this... you’re not going to like. You get to decide how you feel about me.” She paused, eyes searching mine. “Go fetch the rest of the wine. Hell, bring another bottle—we’re going to need it.”

I gave her a look of mock solmenity, then headed for the kitchen, feeling responsibilities and anticipation tangle inside me. As I reached the door, her voice wavered behind me. “Bethany, d’you still have any of those cigarettes? Please say you do.”

I almost laughed, thinking how odd a request after the last few days. “Nope—ditched them this morning on my run. See? I’m listening to your sage advice!”

She gave me a crooked little smile, looking bruised but grateful. “Probably for the best. Sometimes though... God, tonight it just feels right. But never mind.”

“Hold on a sec,” I called—already on a mission. Upstairs, I dug for the vape pen I’d hidden for emergencies, and hurried back with it in one hand and an armful of wine in the other: the last of the chilled Chablis, two bottles of bold red stolen from her rack, something for every mood. Dropping them onto the table, I planted myself in front of her and inhaled deeply, filling my lungs before letting a thick cloud curl out between my lips. I offered the pen to her. “Here. Try this instead, it’s all kinds of nice.”

She took it, studying it for a heartbeat before cautiously tasting the vapor. Her lips parted, eyes a little dreamy. “Mmm, actually—God, yes. That is nice. Thank you.”

When she tried to give it back, I shook my head, gentle but firm. “No, that’s yours for tonight. Wine for me, comfort for you.” I lifted my hands, wriggled my fingers by my ears, making her laugh. “Bethany is all ears, darling.”

She grinned around another puff, the clouds masking just how raw her expression was. Then, dropping her voice into the thickest, sexiest Liverpool accent I’d ever heard, she said, “Alright then, love. Listen up, coz this is one fuck’n story.”

She looked at me, eyes shining with pain and daring, and finally began to tell it all—keeping her word, baring every fracture, every jagged corner of her soul.

I bit my tongue, intent on letting her confession flow uninterrupted, but it wasn’t easy. Every twist and turn of her narrative drew me in deeper, compelling me to reach for her, to murmur a gentle question or an awed exclamation—something to show I was entirely hers in this moment, enthralled, empathetic, fiercely attentive. Her words worked through me, seeping into my skin, and the more she revealed, the more I felt my admiration blooming for this astonishing, resilient woman who’d dragged herself out from hell’s gutter and constructed an empire—her own salvation, wrought with relentless tenacity. I was humbled by her candour. Judgement didn’t exist between us; I’d forfeited that right long ago.

Her distaste for tattoos made sudden, painful sense now. He—her tormentor, that sadistic waste of breath who’d brutalized her until there was almost nothing left—wore a spider web inked across his throat. The memory of it, etched into her like a brand. I felt her loathing like a live wire, vibrating beneath the surface. He’d gotten his comeuppance in the most poetic of ways: a coward’s punishment dealt by a terrified slip of a girl with more fire than she’d ever realized. His mutilated ear, a permanent badge of disgrace, a reminder of lost power. Sandra’s bruises, though they faded, left their own brand—just not one visible to the world’s indiscriminate gaze.

She bared it all to me. I learned that she still visited her former life sometimes, discreetly, maintaining a controlling stake in a prestigious London agency since the opportunity had presented itself—a retirement, a purchase, a calculated reclamation of her own past. She confessed to the occasional night spent at opulent parties, details swirling nebulously but promising the sort of delicious decadence I knew I’d savour if ever I was invited. Her tone was conspiratorial, tinged with sin and tantalising secrets. “Next time,” she promised, her lips curling into that wicked, knowing smile. My body reacted—anticipation fizzed just beneath my skin.

We drifted together through the labyrinth of her memories—Gina’s approaching birthday, the sadness in her voice as she admitted she didn’t know the exact day, her regret tender but unbowed. Every time our glasses clinked, every lazy exhale of sweet, smoky vapour, we delved further into drunken honesty. A third bottle joined the empty ranks, and by then my mind circled her story in a hazy, delicious whirl. I was spellbound; time evaporated. Night could have slid into dawn, and I wouldn’t have noticed, content to be lost in her confession, lured by the soft lilt of her accent and the pain behind her steel.

I ached inside for lost, battered Sandra Higginbottom, for the brutalized girl aching for escape, and I longed to reach out, cradle her, soothe her ghosts. But above it all, my reverence for Georgina Harcourt burned strong and true. Sandra’s courage had forged Gina’s triumph. I saw that clearly now. Judgement wasn’t mine to give—the world’s caprice could have swept me into the same searing fire.

She never divulged how or why it began, and I sensed those were wounds she’d chosen not to lay bare yet, secrets stitched close beneath her skin. I respected her for it, trusted that her revelations were already a gift—a rare, precious intimacy she reserved for only the closest few. Her confidantes: Jen, Melanie, who honoured and adored her. Jen, with her insatiable curiosity and her own secret depravity, devoured Gina’s wildest escapades with hungry delight. Dad vaguely understood fragments, but he loved her for who she became, not who she’d been. As for me, I simply felt grateful—trusted, needed, and entirely swept away by the woman before me.

Gina poured the last dregs of wine into our waiting glasses, her lips curling around the vape pen for a final drag that stubbornly refused to yield anything. There was a looseness to her words now, a playful inaccuracy that told me the alcohol had knocked the edge off her usual polish. “Shit, Beth—looks like we’re running on fumes.” With a lazy grin, she handed the pen back to me.

I twirled it between my fingers, nostalgic for its little jolts of comfort, before letting practicality win. My eyes roamed the room until I spotted the wastebasket in the corner. I aimed, then sent the vape sailing with a flick of my wrist—a perfect, silent arc landing dead center. Most of the time I tried to forget my sporting past, but sometimes it made itself known in little victories like this.

Her last words still echoed inside me, tangled and warm. Even as alcohol numbed my edges, I caught the significance. “Did you just call me Beth?” My voice was incredulous, blurring the lines between surprise and affection.

She reached down to stroke my leg, that limb that had all but claimed her lap, and her accent slipped deliciously back to its Liverpool roots. “Fuckin’ hell, kid, I must really be takin’ a shine to ya.” Her voice held the smoky slur of honest tipsiness, vulnerability almost erotic.

I snorted, making a poor attempt at her accent but leaning in to close the distance, wrapping my arms around her. “You’re not so bad either, our Gee.” My laughter was thick with happiness—and the gratitude blooming in my chest was all consuming. “Thank you, Gina. You didn’t have to share any of it with me. I hope you know how much that means.”

Her hand slipped into my hair, tracing gentle, reassuring patterns against my scalp. “No, thank you. People talk about confession, but sometimes it just feels good to let something break open inside you. I hope you know how much it means—how much I mean it—when I say I value that you’re still here, that you haven’t run away from me.”

Her words lingered, weaving a bittersweet ache through my gut. I wasn’t sure if I deserved her trust, so all I could do was speak my truth. “Sometimes I think jealousy and hate are almost the same. I used to mix them up in my head—maybe it was all envy, all along.”

“Don’t ever be jealous of me, Beth.” Her voice was soft, but there was steel underneath.

“I was. But I’m not anymore. Not tonight. I’m just so fucking glad I could help a gorgeous, wild eighteen-year-old mark her birthday week.” With that, I lifted my glass and nudged it against hers, our eyes meeting with an intensity that made my toes curl. “Happy birthday, Gina.”

She looked at me—really looked at me—and her gratitude shimmered in the gentle curve of her smile. “Thank you, Bethany. There’s nowhere else I’d have wanted to be tonight. Not with anyone but you.”

I giggled, teasing her for the change in names. “Back to Bethany now? At this rate, two Beths in six weeks feels like a jackpot.”

Suddenly she tugged me down, pressing her mouth to mine with exquisite tenderness, her lips parting over my own. Her kiss was slow, searching, her tongue gentle, coaxing. It was so achingly intimate, so perfectly timed that I nearly dissolved, heat pulsing recklessly between my legs.

And then, cheeky Sandra resurfaced for a wicked beat, her eyes twinkling. “Oi, Hamilton. I’ll fuckin’ call ya whatever I fuckin’ well please!”

Chapter 3 – Monday Morning

If you can imagine an air crash wrapped in a hangover, that was my morning. My bones ached, my skin prickled, and I couldn’t decide whether my head or my stomach was more resentful. I’d barely tumbled into bed with Gina—just the briefest, desperate cuddle before everything went dark. It hadn’t been sleep; it was something closer to a blackout.

The shower was a half-hearted affair, water not quite hot enough and my limbs too heavy with exhaustion. I dragged myself downstairs, haunted by the taste of last night’s wine, and found Gina perched at the kitchen table, clutching a massive mug of black coffee as if the caffeine might seep through her skin and resurrect her. Her head hung low over the cup, her hair tousled and wild, and it was almost impossible to tell if she was inhaling or drinking.

She gave me a half-hearted wave, barely able to muster more. “You want one?”

I wiped the dampness gathering along my brow, disoriented by the unfamiliar ache pulsing inside my skull. This was a far cry from the delicious soreness I usually woke up with, the lingering sparks of pleasure low and secret. This was altogether higher, heavier—a hazy bruise pulsing between my temples. “Does it help?” My voice came out uncertain, like I was afraid to break the fragile morning silence.

Gina’s eyes, normally so clear and vibrant, had lost their brilliance. She struggled to focus on me and failed adorably, gesturing weakly at the mug clutched in her hand. “This is my third bloody cup and it’s absolutely, unequivocally fucking useless. Someone slipped rat poison into my head.” With that, her forehead sank against the table, her dark hair cascading around her like a pale shroud. “I’m calling it. I’m having the day off, Beth.”

She lifted her head just as I offered, carefully, “I have an antidote... but I doubt you’ll be in favour.”

“Anything, Beth. Anything,” she groaned, sincerity raw in her voice.

“You’re sure?”

She tried to glare but couldn’t manage much beyond pitiful. “Beth, I am fucking dying here. If it’ll stop this, I’ll try anything once.”

I raised my brow, teasing, “Sure?”

Her sudden bark echoed through my aching head. “BETH!” The sound even seemed to hurt her as much as it stung me.

With a small groan, Gina peeled herself from the battered kitchen table and wandered toward me, still clutching her mug. Her nightshirt—of all things, decorated with pudgy Paddington Bears—hung off her frame. Even now, a little broken and soft around the edges, she was irresistible. My heart thudded unsteadily.

She pressed herself into me, burrowing her tousled head against my shoulder, her plea muffled but desperately intimate. “Please, sweetheart. Just make it stop...”

I skimmed her nose with my finger, letting myself fall deeper into that fragile tenderness. “I didn’t judge you last night, darling—so don’t you go judging me now.”

I took a generous swallow from her mug—hot and black, almost punishing—but she was right; it didn’t help. I handed it back and padded upstairs, digging through my bag with trembling fingers. Somewhere, in a secret pocket, was my salvation—a small plastic bag, the last wicked little rescue I’d held in reserve for just such a moment. I found it, cradled it, and then padded back downstairs with anticipation simmering along my nerves. It felt like forever since I’d given in to this sort of mischief.

I lit it, drew in deep and slow, feeling the smoke curl down inside me—earthy, just a touch stale—and let the wave of pleasure sluice the pain from my head. Coming back down, the world already felt softer.

Gina was sitting, waiting, watching me with hungry eyes. I took another pull and held it out. “Been hiding in my bag for ages—probably a little on the dry side, but some things are worth waiting for.”

“Perfect timing.” She took it from my hand, her fingertips brushing my palm. She drew in a measured, practiced breath, winced at the harshness, but let it fill her lungs. The coughing pulled at her shoulders—then she quirked a sleepy, wicked grin. “I haven’t touched weed in over fifteen years.”

It was rough, yes, but decadent all the same—the heady, lazy warmth uncoiling bit by bit inside us. I could feel the ache float away, dissolving like morning mist in summer sunlight. Gina handed it back, her voice grateful, eyes sparkling a touch brighter. “Beth, that’s magic. I can feel myself coming alive again.”

I took another hit, the burn rough in my throat. “Me too,” I coughed, laughter bubbling up. I started to pass it back, but she shook her head, grinning.

“No, darling. Once is enough for nostalgia’s sake. Leave it to the professionals. I’ll savor the afterglow while it lasts.”

I hovered the half-smoked joint between my fingers, considering it with a wry lift of my brow. It still had plenty left—another little illicit salvation. “Where should I dump this? I don’t think it counts as compost.”

Gina’s lips curled into a deliciously wicked grin. “Toss it in the garden. The old dears around here wouldn’t know skunk from sage. Now, come on—you, me, and a very necessary shower. Let’s see if you’re brave enough to face the sanctified realm of Amberdown all clean and perky.”

I started to protest, “I just took one—” but she cut me off with practiced authority. “Not like this, darling. Up you go. No arguments. Upstairs. Now.”

Obeying, I padded up the narrow staircase, heart thumping with a wild mixture of anticipation and disbelief. Only days ago, Gina had been the bane of my existence—I’d never imagined how fast we could tumble into something so electrifying. She lingered in the doorway of her room, mischief twinkling across her drowsy, hungover features, holding out a coaxing hand. “Come on, Bethany. You’re not leaving me to brave that steamy jungle alone. I want your hands on my back, and…” Her palm wandered, sliding silkily over my mound, the pad of her thumb stroking downward, teasing. “…I’ll be sure to find something that truly needs a thorough scrubbing.”

Heat ricocheted through me, centering low in my belly. The shower was nothing short of decadent—a rainfall of hot jets from every impossible angle, massaging, drenching, making my skin tingle. Gina, unhurried and exquisitely attentive, poured satin ribbons of her exclusive gel into her palms and began lathering every inch of me. Her touch was seamless: gentle, searching, then suddenly bold. She glided her hands over my slickened skin, fingers pressing and spreading, mapping my hips, my waist, the underswell of my breasts until I quivered for more.

When it was my turn to worship, I took my time with her. I slid my hands across Gina’s sumptuous curves, letting her gel-slicked breasts fill my palms, delighting in their weight and the way her nipples, thick and tight, strained into my touch. My thumbs circled slowly, teasing her until she arched invitingly, breath hitching with each lingering caress.

After, Gina reached for a steel rose-shaped shower head affixed to the wall. She twisted a knob, water spraying in a familiar stream, then adjusted it until it tightened to a promising, determined jet. There was a playful glint in her eyes as she held it up. “Trust me, Bethany. This is the only civilized way to greet the day. And today, my gorgeous guest gets the full royal treatment.”

She pressed me to the furthest end of the steamy enclosure, guiding me with gentle, commanding hands. “Palms on the wall. Wider. That’s it—good girl.” The tiles were cool against my hands, warm against my back. She eased my thighs apart until my legs trembled, every muscle tensing deliciously in anticipation. I was splayed, exposed, and already shivering with want—not from cold, but from the exquisitely vulnerable ache of being both on display and in her control.

I locked my fingers on the slick wall as Gina held me where she wanted, legs spread, chest heaving. Everything in me felt raw and open and fiercely alive, the promise of pleasure poised over me, ready to fall.

Gina lifted the shower head, angling it just so, and before I could even prepare, a shock of scalding-hot water slammed directly onto my most intimate spot. I shrieked, the sound echoing around the shower, half laughter, half surprise, as pleasure flared through me like fire on tinder. "Bull's-eye!" Gina crowed in delight, her voice teasing and triumphant as she expertly guided the fierce jet between my thighs.

My back was plastered to the slick, cold tiles, hands stretched wide, palms flat for desperate stability. I could barely keep myself upright—every nerve thrummed, every muscle tense, as the water danced mercilessly over my pussy, her touch wickedly precise. Heat pulsed over my clit, along my inner thighs, tracing the delicate swirl of ink tattooed on my skin, upward over my trembling breasts. I was completely open to her, pinned and exposed, small whimpers and ragged breaths tearing from my lips as Gina wielded pleasure like a painter with a brush.

My mouth hung open, eyelids screwed tight shut against the rush of sensation. I was faintly aware of the urge to drop my hands, to help her, to join her games with my own touch, but my arms trembled with the effort to stay upright—I knew moving would send me tumbling to the floor, undone by a single slip.

Gina’s gaze was locked on mine, so close, so attentive, every flicker of her eyes reading me, understanding exactly when to pause or push harder. As she focused the surging water onto my throbbing clit, the world shrank, the noise of the shower roaring down to a single, crystalline point. Tension built agonisingly inside me, the pressure rising, threatening to break me open.

And then she turned up the pressure—God, she knew me so well—and I shattered. My whole body shook, wild and unrestrained, as orgasm tore through me. The force was volcanic, too powerful even for a scream; all that emerged was an animal sound, feral and urgent, echoing in the steamy air. My fingers scrabbled helplessly against the tiles, nails trying to claw purchase, toes curled so hard against the floor I half-expected the ceramic to give way. There was nothing but water, water everywhere: pounding my soaked, aching sex, streaming over my bare skin, pouring onto my nipples, cascading between my thighs. I was drowning and flying all at once, bliss bursting under my skin.

Finally, my knees surrendered—I slid helplessly downward, the wall slow and slick under my back, until my bottom landed with a soft, wet slap on the tiled floor. I stayed there, stretched out, limbs boneless and trembling, my tangled hair fanning out in a messy, sodden halo, sticking to the wall behind me like the mark of some wild, ecstatic storm.

I was gasping, chest tight and heaving, fingers aching where I’d gripped the tiles so fiercely. My ears rang with the aftershocks of orgasm—and somewhere, just above the thunder in my blood, I caught the sound of a woman’s voice, gentle and sweet, filtering through the haze. It was Gina, and for a long moment her words were little more than white noise, a wash of comfort in a world that had narrowed to heat and shivering delight. I tuned into her, focusing on that warm, soothing cadence, letting her voice lead me back from the edge.

“Hello, is there any sign of life in there?” Gina's voice teased, dancing across my dulled senses as if it were coming from underwater. My body, limp and liquid, was pressed to the cool wall – boneless, boneless, nothing left except a puddle pooling around me, my mind fizzing with aftershocks. Somewhere deep inside, I managed to reply, my own words thick and slurred, every syllable like melted chocolate against my tongue, honey-warm and dreamy. “No lives detected, I’m afraid. Bethany Hamilton just transcended. Gone. Melted. I’ve ascended – call me cosmic jellyfish, call me whatever the hell you want, but this girl’s no longer in this dimension.”

Gina’s laughter rippled through the hissing air, a sound that vibrated straight to my still-quivering core. “Wow, angel, I expected you to like my magic with the shower, but I never guessed you’d go full aquatic—someone’s turned right into a gorgeous little pool of happy goo! There’s still a person hiding in that puddle, right?”

I managed to force my eyes open, my gaze trailing up the length of her toned, dripping legs to meet the mischievous glint in her blue eyes. My lips curled into a crooked, dazed grin as I limply wiggled my fingers, waving from my puddle. “Greetings, Earthling. I’m Beffny, proud citizen of Zog, where all inhabitants are deliciously wobbly. My natural state is puddled on tile, floating in happiness. Who are you, mysterious wall-shaker?”

Only moments before, I’d wanted nothing more than to throttle her—how gloriously things can change. She gave me a playful, regal half-bow, her hair dripping golden water onto her shoulders. “It’s a pleasure, Beffny of Zog. I’m Gina, the generous alien overlord who rendered you into a blissed-out, adorable mess. Did my planet’s traditions suit you?”

I licked my lips slowly, gathering my ragged breath, the corners of my mouth turning up. “Zoggians are eager to assimilate earthly pleasures. For the sake of interplanetary research, may we repeat the experiment? You know, just to verify the results?”

She grinned down at me, utterly in control, dripping head to toe. “Oh, sweet space-girl, you’d best restrain your curiosity. I’ve got a strict limit—one trip per day, or I’ll grow gills before you know it.” Reaching for my hand, she hoisted me gently from my puddle, steadying my jelly-legs as my hair peeled slowly from the wet tiles, her warm fingers tucking it behind my ears in soft, caring movements that made my heart flutter.

I collapsed gratefully against her, clinging to her slick, wet skin, our bodies slipping together, my lips finding hers in a long, slow, grateful kiss—just lingering there, my trembling breath mingling with hers. When we finally broke apart, I managed a husky, croaked whisper, still dizzy with delight: “Two words, baby—fucking amazing.”

Gina laughed, a delicious, sultry sound, still gripping the shower head. “Well, that’s the nicest feedback I’ve gotten from a floored jelly-zog-girl all week. And, if I remember correctly, your species is all about equal opportunity.” Her eyes sparkled with expectation as she handed the shower head to me, wet hair clinging to her shoulders, lips parted. “So, make me a writhing, whimpering puddle too—or get your alien arse back home to Zog.”

With a wicked grin, I snatched the shower head and gave her a shove, my palm leaving hot pink traces above the glorious swell of her breasts. “You want it, Earth babe? Against the wall. Now.”

She tried to take over—bossy, hungry—but I was a fast learner, my own confidence blossoming deliciously. In less than five minutes, the crazed alien girl from planet Zog had the voluptuous Earth goddess melting, moaning, grateful for every inch of soundproofing in her house. And I, at last, was the one wielding the magic.

We lingered over each other, drawing out the afterglow as we dried skin against skin. Every patch of moisture vanished beneath a caress, each soft towel pass followed by the warm, insistent press of a kiss. And when my hands swept over Gina’s breasts, I couldn't resist—my lips found her nipples, teasing and sucking until she was slick and wanting all over again. “Oh dear, damp again,” I grinned wickedly. “Guess we’ll have to start from scratch.”

It was a delicious eternity before we finally drifted out of the steam-filled haven, our bodies humming and languid. I was heading for my room, still flushed and barely dry, when I felt Gina’s grip—soft fingers, firm intent—close around my shoulder. Her voice was velvet and command, low in my ear. “Not so fast, lady. I’m nowhere near finished with you.”

She slipped into the bathroom and came back wielding a massive, plush towel, almost ceremonial in her hands. “Spread this in the middle of the bed. On your stomach, love. Now.”

Something about the way she ordered me—so casual yet undisputed—sent a pulse of heat all the way through me. I moved as if hypnotized, draping the towel carefully over the mattress, smoothing every line, stealing glances to be sure I pleased her. When she nodded, I shivered, anticipation coiling inside me, and clambered onto the bed, face sinking into the towel, my body exposed and eager.

I heard a cupboard creak, the soft clink of glass. Oils and lotions filled the air with subtle perfume, making every nerve ending tingle in expectation. And then her hands, oh God, those hands—warm, sure, and wickedly skilled—glided over my back, tracing every muscle, every dip and curve. Her touch alternated between delicious torture and tender reverence, and she took her time exploring me with slow strokes and whispered promises.

By the time I shattered again beneath her fingers, my cries were hoarse, raw with pleasure. I clung to the towel as her expert hands pushed me over the edge once more, wringing out every gasp until I could barely breathe, let alone speak.

Somehow, I managed to roll onto my back, my body boneless and content. I found her lips, kissed her with everything left in me. My voice was thick with gratitude and wonder. “God, Gina—thank you. That was mind-blowing. Seriously, you’ve missed your calling. Even if you’d never made me come so hard, I’d still beg for your hands.”

She smirked, that glint in her eye—dangerous and irresistible. “Darling, you haven’t even seen a sliver of my repertoire,” she purred. “Just a sample of my softer side, after last night. Now, as a thank you, go make me a proper coffee. I’ll need twenty minutes. And since this is my day off, you and I are hitting town. You desperately need clothes that do you justice. And if I see those trashy shorts again, they’re bonfire fodder, understand?”

I couldn’t really argue. Those ridiculous shorts were hanging together by sheer will and threadbare memories. Still, saying goodbye would hurt. I found them waiting for me on the bed, a bittersweet farewell looming. Bruno, blinking at me from across the room, looked the picture of canine innocence and ease. “Hey, Bru,” I sighed, shaking the shorts at him. “Bet your life’s a breeze compared to mine—or any day on planet Zog, anyway.”

I scooped up my beloved, battered old bear, Bruno, his familiar fuzziness bringing a comforting nostalgia. Gently slipping the oversized headphones off his scruffy brown ears, I tipped him headfirst. “You’re my guardian today, sweetheart,” I whispered, grinning wickedly as I shimmied my tattered shorts up over his lumpy plush thighs and generous stuffed behind. Fighting a giggle, I wriggled them into place, working the stretched fabric up until they clung tightly, however pathetically, around his patchwork middle. Lord, neither Bruno nor those shorts could decide who’d taken more punishment over the years. I pressed a playful kiss to his stitched black nose, nestled his headphones back where they belonged, and set him carefully atop the dresser—faithful protector of my dignity.

I dashed into my clothes, impatient fingers hooking my bra and slipping into fresh panties. No languorous twenty-minute ritual for me—just a simple blue dress tossed over my still-warm skin, the kind that skimmed my curves and hinted at the treats underneath. My hair was wild and damp, but I let it fall loose, feeling deliciously undone. As I padded downstairs and set the coffee machine humming, Gina’s intoxicating touch still hummed beneath my skin—a tingling leftover from her relentless morning attack. My thoughts drifted to the crazed, heady last few days. Two shattering orgasms before breakfast, the sticky hangover vanquished, lingerie clinging to sensitized skin—hell, it was shaping up to be a very good day.

As the coffee pods hissed and filled the kitchen with their dark, bitter perfume, Sam drifted into my thoughts. Poor, sweet Sam—the accidental adventurer. He’d come to fix a busted PC, only to find himself neck-deep in a maelstrom: Gina’s calculated seduction, my own reckless defiance, the frantic, charged tryst that followed… and then, of course, Gina’s return—demanding more, always more. I pictured him even now, sprinting across the rolling green of the South Downs, desperate for escape, if he had any self-preservation left. But secretly, I hoped not. In the chaos, something real had sparked between us—a pulse of meaning beneath the madness. God, I hoped our story wasn’t finished yet.

Gina swept in just then. Jeans hugged her hips, a loose, rust-tinted silk top caressing her skin—effortless and regal, drawing the eye without asking. Something subtle had shifted in her, though. The icy, dominant edge was gone; we regarded each other now as equals. I’d proven myself—endured her wicked trials, the bruising teases, the ball gag, restraints, the searing delight of her butt plug. I’d received and returned every sinful challenge, and more.

I handed her a fresh, steaming mug, refilled my own, and settled opposite her at the table. She exhaled—a soft, world-weary sigh—and took a slow sip.

“Life’s messy, Bethany, don’t you think?” Her eyes searched mine, vulnerable and sharp all at once.

I nodded, nerves fluttering. “It is. And there’s still so much we need to talk about… you and me, what’s happening here, all of it.” I skirted around the subject of Dad—it hung in the air, unspoken but understood.

She watched me steadily. “I know. And we will. Just—give it a little time. These last few days have been a hurricane, haven’t they? I’ve told you everything. Nothing held back, I swear. Your father and I, we’re together, yes—but we made a pact: we don’t fence each other in. We share, separately, never together.” She paused, eyes flickering, voice faltering just a fraction. “I would love to share, to do it all together. But that’s not what he wants.”

Her words lingered, but I caught a hesitation behind them—a shadow, a silent question, as if something more trembled just beneath the surface, waiting for the right moment to rupture free.

She continued, her voice laced with an uneasy tension that simmered beneath her playful exterior. “All these nights alone while he’s away… this, it isn’t exactly what I bargained for.” There was a tremor in her words, a shadow she didn’t want to acknowledge. “And you and I… well, we’ve made things messier than I ever imagined. Our little agreement—seeing other people—it wasn’t meant to look like this.”

Curiosity fluttered within me, but instinct warned me not to pry too deeply into her uncertainty. “It’s a lot to wrap my head around, Gina. Everything’s so intense – I’m still reeling from it all.” I closed the small distance between us and folded her into my arms, inhaling the warm, sensual trace of her perfume. “We’ve got a couple of weeks left before he’s home and before I’m off to uni again. Let’s not waste a second – let's just be greedy and indulgent with every moment until then.”

Gina returned my embrace, resting her chin on my shoulder, her mind seemingly tangled in places I couldn’t quite reach. “Yeah. We’ll see, won’t we? God, I thought I’d encountered my share of wild, tangled drama—but this… this is a whole new level.”

My lips curled into a mischievous grin. “Oh, please. This is practically routine for me—sharing beds with my father’s lovers, stealing decadent nights with forbidden women, eavesdropping on lustful noises through flimsy hotel walls... getting bound to headboards by wickedly skilled hands.” My cheeks flushed at the memory—the vivid image of Gina plunging into me with the butt plug secured, my body helpless, utterly surrendered to her will. I gave myself a playful smack on each cheek and let out a breathless, dreamy laugh. “Fuck, Gina, you do bring out the hedonist in me. Sorry, lost myself for a second—what were you saying?”

She smiled, fingers drifting into my hair, gentle and reverent. “I used to think you’d be my pupil in all this. Seems I’ve underestimated just how quickly you learn.”

I leaned closer, growing bold, slipping my hand up the silken inside of her sleeve, exploring the delicate skin, hungry for tiny secrets. “Oh, I catch on quickly… but I bet there are still wicked surprises hiding up here.” Then, more teasing, I slid my hand down along her ribs, toward the waistband of her jeans, feeling the heat pulse beneath the denim. “And I know for a fact there’s at least one secret lurking behind that locked door in your room…”

She arched a brow. “So you’ve noticed.”

“Gina, darling—a big locked door with a keypad? That thing is practically an invitation for curiosity. It’s like you’re daring me.”

She laughed softly, voice dark velvet. “Maybe it does look suspicious. But, Bethany, I’m not entirely convinced you’re ready for what’s inside—not yet.” Her fingers squeezed my shoulders, her lips brushed the shell of my ear, and a jolt of anticipation made my skin tingle. “But you’re a quick study. I don’t think I’ll be able to resist you for long…”

She pulled away, setting her empty cup beside the sink before straightening and pausing to look me over. “Stand up straight, girl—let me see you properly.”

Heat prickled across my skin as I instinctively primped the hem of my dress, feeling like a deliciously naughty schoolgirl about to be scolded. I stretched my arms out theatrically and twirled in a circle for her benefit, knowing I probably looked ridiculous but loving her attention anyway.

She gave me her trademark arch look. “You’ll pass—for now. Come here. My pet project needs to look downright respectable this afternoon.”

An hour and a half had slipped by, and here I was—lounging contentedly in the White Lion’s sun-drenched beer garden, feeling brand new in freshly acquired loot: three flirty dresses, tailored safari shorts that hugged my legs just so, and a summery blue tank top that barely skimmed my curves. My old blue dress, veteran of countless indiscretions, had been resigned to exile in a crinkled paper bag, probably destined for the bin. Poor Bruno would finally be spared yet another episode of tragic humiliation—I couldn’t keep tormenting him with tatty threads.

Gina and I glowed under the afternoon light; she nursed a pint of dark, velvety bitter and I sipped my cider, cool and tart. It was almost dizzying—seeing such a sharp, elegant woman forgo her usual sophistication for something so earthy. I gaped at her over my glass, genuinely floored. “I thought you’d go for a crisp Sauvignon, not pub-best with the regular mortals,” I teased, watching the corners of her lips quirk.

Her eyes twinkled, that amused older-woman glint that always made my chest tighten. “Bethany, never judge from appearances—there’s so much in this world to put your tongue to and savour.” Her words lingered, thick as honey, leaving me a little flushed.

“Well, thank you,” I said, tracing stars on the condensation of my glass. “You really didn’t have to spoil me, but—God, I adore these shorts! I nearly feel like Lara Croft in this top. Just give me a backpack and a sexy little accent—danger, adventure, and all that.”

She shook her head with a slow, indulgent smile, making me flush hotter. Surely she’d know who Lara Croft was? For a flicker of a second, doubt entered her gaze. Oh God, maybe she was secretly ancient—had I referenced something too young for her? I launched into explanation, words tumbling over themselves: “Lara Croft, you know—the Tomb Raider? Video games, tight tank tops, Angelina Jolie in all the movies—don’t tell me you haven’t heard of her?”

Gina’s small shake of the head dissolved into a low, sultry snicker. “Winding you up, darling. If I’d bagged a quid for every furnace-fueled bastard who asked if I’d don those shorts and strangle myself with fake pistols… Well, let’s say Lara Croft’s been done to death.” She leaned in closer, the weight of her breasts pressing beneath her top. “Though honestly, you’d be darling as Lara. But you’d need a handful more than those precious little poached eggs you’ve got there, love.”

Her open stare and shameless gesture at her full chest made heat pulse between my thighs. I snorted, cheeks on fire, conceding with a grin that yeah, my assets weren’t quite the stuff of pixelated fantasy icons.

Gina straightened, draining the last of her pint in a single, assertive swallow. “Alright, question is… lunch—where to?”

My heart fluttered at being included, my best puppy-eyed face coming on. “So, does this mean I get to join the fabled Girly Lunch Club?”

She stubbed my hope with a quick, throaty laugh. “No bloody chance! You need a little more seasoning to sit with the proper old filth. You, my dear, are merely a sweet, scandalous little minx having lunch with your father’s grown-up, terribly inappropriate girlfriend.” Something shuttered in her face—her tone shaded with a hint of regret. Dad, always the shadow between us.

I pouted, giving her the best sulky-lip I could muster. “Guess I’ll just have to deal with the crushing exclusion. I’d never keep up anyway—you’d spit me out before starters. But what about Route 66, the Americ—?”

She cut me off with a wicked glare and a decisive chop of her hand through the air. “Not a bloody chance! Fuck off with your Route 66!” Her voice cut through the quiet, earning a few startled glances around the hedge-lined garden. I collapsed into giggles, chest bouncing in my new tight top, the summer afternoon alive with possibility and hidden, unfinished desires.

“You well and truly had me cornered with that one—there’s no way I could ever show my face in there again, you minx.” Gina shot me a glare that melted quickly into an amused smile, her eyes glittering with both exasperation and a grudging admiration. “Honestly, the more I think about it, the more I have to admit it was bloody genius. Hilarious, too. I don’t know how you kept a straight face, I would have cracked up on the spot.”

The memory bloomed warm and wicked through my mind: that deliciously tense morning, savoring the secret that Gina had been up to far more with Mike than she let on. She’d sworn she was lunching at Route 66, and I—I couldn’t resist. With my best innocent act, I’d asked whether the place still served those famous foot-long hot dogs, raving about how I’d once very nearly choked on one in America. Watching her flounder, cheeks blazing and lips stammering — it was the rare occasion Gina Harcourt had been completely, utterly disarmed.

The hilarity bubbled up between us, uncontrollable and untamed. I clutched my stomach, tears of laughter pricking my eyes, and Gina’s deep laughter harmonized with mine. We grew wild with it, the sound of us twisting heads from curious pub-goers, but neither of us cared. We were drunk on the moment, giddy and uncaring and scandalous.

I tried in vain to compose myself, giving her a mock-apologetic look. “Oh God, Gina, forgive me. Sometimes I just can’t help myself. All those hours being dramatic on a school stage finally pay off; there aren’t many situations that faze me these days—apart from possibly discovering my Dad’s girlfriend tangled up in a gigantic, catastrophic, mind-blowingly enormous lie about which irresistibly gorgeous black men she’s been screwing.”

I adopted a thoughtful air for effect, fingers steepled. “Not that it happens, you know, more than maybe every few weeks…”

Gina’s eyes gleamed as she wiped away tears with the back of her hand. “You’re outrageous, Beth. Bloody hilarious. I probably did have that coming,” she admitted, her tone warm and just this side of rueful.

“Oh, you did. Paid in full, I reckon.” I gave her my most disapproving frown, lips pursed. “Now, enough bellyaching over my criminal genius. If Route 66 is now on the blacklist, we seriously need a new lunch plan.”

“Pizza,” she declared without hesitation, raising her glass with a flourish. “Motion carried!” I grinned, downed the last of my cider, and together we strode out, leaving a hush of tranquillity to fall back over the beer garden like a drawn curtain.

Our pizzas arrived, gleaming and hot, mood blissfully light. Gina swapped to a sultrier red wine, sipping with practiced elegance, while I nursed an Italian beer, its coolness ticking my lips. Anyone glancing our way might have mistaken us for an ordinary mother and daughter, lazily lunching under the hush of afternoon. But the tone at our table darkened, intimate, as our voices dropped to conspiratorial whispers, closer and more charged than before.

Gina leaned in, voice suddenly sober, all playfulness evaporated. “Bethany, I need a big favour from you…” The abruptly serious edge caught me off guard, arousal and curiosity thrumming low in my belly.

“Go on,” I coaxed, watching her closely, senses tuned to her every movement.

She hesitated, twirling her glass, then spoke. “I’m seeing Mike again next week. It’s… the last time before he flies back to Boston. He won’t be home until at least the end of the year… so for now, that’s it—no more Michael.”

I tilled my eyes, lips curling, unable to resist teasing her just a little. “Oh, poor Gina! Months without your fix of bbc… tragic. However will the magnificent Harcourt survive such unspeakable deprivation?”

“Oh, go on and laugh while you can, darling. I’ll survive, trust me—I’ll end up just like a certain lonely little vixen I know, tangled in sheets and desperately clutching at her favorite neon-pink toy night after night…” Her lips curled into a sly, almost predatory smirk, making my skin tingle beneath the table.

“Touché,” I shot back through a sheepish little grin, my cheeks flushed with a secret ache.

“Exactly.” She let the word hang for a tantalizing moment, swirling her wine, eyes glinting with challenge and promise. “And since it’ll be my last rendezvous with Mike for quite some time, I might as well make it unforgettable. He’s got a handful of filthy ideas he’s desperate to explore—every single one lines up perfectly with my darkest cravings. Do you recall those luscious handcuffs and that wicked gag from last time…?”

“As if my mind lets me forget,” I sighed, letting the memory unfurl—a delicious tingle radiating through my body, my eyes going heavy with want. “Oh, you have to tell me everything. All of it.” The anticipation prickled at my skin.

“Mmm. I can assure you, those little toys left their mark on both of us,” Gina murmured. Her gaze flickered away, lost in the memory for a heart-stopping beat. Then she leaned in, voice barely a whisper but soaked in mischief. “I’ve decided—it’s time to turn the tables. Handcuffs. Ball gag. I’ll take charge. All the props are coming out to play with him. The thing is, as unforgettable as Friday night was with you and Sam—God, it was spectacular—Mike really let me down. Properly. Hurt me, disappointed me, left me reeling for days.”

She paused, pinched the stem of her wineglass, and sent the liquid swirling. “So now, I’ve cooked up a delicious little scheme to teach that bastard a lesson he won’t forget.”

My brows shot up in alarm and delight. “Wait—what? Isn’t that a bit much? I mean… he didn’t exactly—”

She sliced through my protest with a knowing smile. “Oh relax, Bethany. It’s all for pleasure—just a bit of payback, make him writhe and sweat before… well, you know what comes next. Actually, you were there, so you know precisely what happened, don’t you?”

I threw on the best show of embarrassment I could muster, fiddling absently with my earlobe—the one that, not so long ago, had been pressed shamelessly to Gina’s bedroom door. Every moan, gasp, and filthy confession from her and Mike had poured into me like silk, burning my core.

Gina’s gaze sharpened, her fingers drumming a rhythm on the linen. “And now that I know exactly how you know, I have a sneaking suspicion.” Her eyes narrowed, probing. “Something tells me that little post-coital surprise from the chambermaid wasn’t quite so accidental. Perhaps engineered by a self-proclaimed ‘innocent’ minx sitting here before me, hmm?”

I choked, dissolving into helpless laughter, hands clasped over my burning face as tears pricked my eyes. The thrill of triumph rushed through me. “Oh my God… it actually worked!” My words tumbled out between snorts and gulps for air. “I wish I could have seen his face—fuck, that’s priceless!”

She cocked an eyebrow, feigning sternness over her wineglass. “Is that amusing, Miss Bethany?”

Catching my breath, cheeks still wet, I peeled the napkin away from my flushed skin and gave her my best mock-serious face. For half a second, I pretended to hesitate—then, unable to hold it in, I screamed, “YES!” My voice echoed across the nearly empty restaurant, and I crumpled again, surrendering to a storm of wild, wicked laughter.

Gina’s expression grew wickedly severe, her tone dropping low and sultry. “I hope you’re enjoying yourself, because I assure you, Bethany…”

Gina lost all pretense of composure, bursting into uninhibited laughter, her whole body shaking as she tried to regain control. “...So do I! Honestly, Bethany, it was absolutely fucking priceless. Picture this—I'm sliding my lips back down over him, taking him in deep, just as I’d planned, when the door swings open. In comes this poor, unsuspecting chambermaid, humming her little tune, duster in hand, all innocence and smiles. And there I am, utterly smeared and glistening with him—cheeks flushed, lips shiny from everything we'd been doing—mouthful of cock and shamelessly messy, just caught in the most deliciously indecent act. The look on her face! I don’t know who was more horrified—me, dripping and grinning, or poor Mike, cock still twitching in my hand, trying desperately to find somewhere to hide his embarrassment. The girl just gasped, wide-eyed, mortified as she fled, squealing ‘Sorreeee!’ at the top of her voice. I swear, Mike nearly died right there—if you think Sam’s embarrassment the other day was something…”

I was enraptured, propped on my elbows, my hands cupping my chin, basking in every scandalous detail. My smile stretched impossibly wide as I hung on her every word, delicious humiliation and mischief fizzing through me. “God, that’s brilliant! I was so furious with you at the time, it just… it just felt right to get even! But did it—did it ruin everything between you two afterwards?” My voice trembled, equal parts guilt and wicked delight.

She gave me a sly, knowing look, still flushed from the telling and the memory itself. “Lucky for you—it didn’t. He recovered, eventually, and let’s just say we found several very inventive ways to make the most of the rest of our afternoon.” There was a wicked glimmer in her eyes.

Relief washed over me—I couldn’t help but laugh, feeling a perverse sort of pride. “Well, I’m glad—now! Back then I really hoped it’d throw a spanner in your works—fuck things up, just a little.”

Gina’s lips curved into a dangerous, sultry smile. “Well, it didn’t, so consider yourself spared… for now. Although, Bethany—what happened, it’s inspired me. It’s given me the perfect idea for a little payback. So, as I was saying—handcuffs. Ball gag. You know, a few delicious little props to keep Michael truly at my mercy. And the blindfold—did I mention that? I want him stretched out, utterly helpless, every sense heightened, waiting—maybe dreading—my next move. And just when he thinks he knows what’s coming… wouldn’t it be perfect for us to have another unexpected visitor? Someone far, far naughtier than a flustered chambermaid?”

My pulse skipped, thrumming with electric possibility, my heart ratcheting up as the scenario bloomed in my vivid imagination. Gina’s words were spinning something irresistible. My lips parted in anticipation, and I realized my mouth was dry with want. This was heading somewhere dangerous, somewhere I desperately hoped it would go.

She paused for a deliciously long moment, meeting my gaze with smoldering challenge, fingers lingering at her jaw, tracing her lips in slow, hypnotic circles, just to tease me. “So, Bethany… next time I fuck and tease and worship my gorgeous Mike—take all of him, taste every inch of that beautiful, thick cock of his…” She trailed off deliberately, her eyes devouring mine, waiting, playing, wanting me to beg.

Unbearable tension tightened between my thighs as my imagination filled in every missing detail. I grabbed my beer, swallowing a desperate gulp, arousal and anxiety warring in my chest. Still she waited, stretching out the torment. Finally, I couldn’t bear it a second longer. “And?” I blurted, my voice so loud that diners turned to stare—faced with raw, uncontainable longing.

Gina’s voice softened, becoming low and intimate, heavy as velvet smoke, her breath ghosting across my anticipation. She leaned in, so close I could feel the warmth of her skin, every word spilling into my body. “Bethany… next time I fuck Mike, instead of you sneaking outside the door with your ear pressed against the wood—what if you joined us? What if you were right there, in the room… with me?”

Every part of me vibrated with a giddy, overwhelming energy—my hands trembling over my lips, eyes stretched hopelessly wide as I tried to suppress the furious tremor in my legs. I drummed my feet against the floor, an erratic, childish percussion I couldn’t control, almost convinced if I dared to peek beneath the linen-draped table I’d find reckless, liquid evidence of just how aroused, how electrified I was in this moment. The entire restaurant had been unable to look away from us all afternoon—the sultry, ageless blonde with her wicked smile, and me, the delicate, pixie-faced girl beside her, utterly enraptured. They could never guess that just seconds before, Gina had invited me—her boyfriend’s own daughter—into an intimate, daring, delicious tangle between her and Mike, into a lush, forbidden fantasy soon to unfold.

My fists pressed hard to my mouth, cheeks ballooning with the pressure, I gave myself over to a series of pure, raw animal noises—little squeals and hapless yelps that betrayed just how dizzy with excitement I was. Gina gave the oncoming waitress a subtle flick of her hand, dismissing her before she got close, determined that nothing—certainly not lunch—would dilute the exquisite tension shimmering between us.

A surreal, euphoric haze washed over me, almost as if I’d been rinsed clean and new again in her otherworldly shower—a current buzzing under my skin, alive and persistent. Somewhere, her voice drifted through the haze, as though she were trying to reach me from galaxies away. “Bethany… Are you even on this planet?”

Behind my trembling hands, I hissed, barely able to contain my laughter, “Go fuck yourself, Earth.” My feet pounded even harder—thrilled and delirious. “This is a monumental day for Planet Zog, don’t ruin it for me…”

Sometimes, these wild flashes just take over. It’s not calculated, not planned—just some impulsive internal switch flipped, sending ripples of emotion through me before I can manage to contain them. Someone at school once claimed I was mixing my moods like a DJ, but that implied control. I just become chaos—alive, unpredictable, and wild.

But beneath the tumult, something sharper twisted—desperate clarity. Gina wouldn’t have said it unless she truly meant it, but I hungered for certainty. I muffled the storm inside me, drew in a deep, deliberate breath, and straightened in my seat, jolting myself into composure. I puffed out my cheeks, fingers raking nervously through my hair in some attempt to assemble myself. With shaking hands, I reached for my beer and spun the bottle on the table, watching foam churn and settle in the dancing amber light. I brought it to my lips, draining the final inch, then wiped my mouth with the back of my hand—a feral little gesture. Laying the empty bottle sideways before me, I set it spinning, eyes glued to its lazy, hypnotic twirl.

Refusing to meet Gina’s gaze, I watched the bottle turn, my fingertip idly tracing its whirling progress, and, voice deliberately slow, low, and weighted, I finally began to speak…

“Georgina Harcourt, if you’re toying with me—if every deliciously sinful word that’s fallen from your lips is just some cruel joke, I swear, I’ll march right out of here, stalk straight up the High Street to Johnson’s hardware store and buy their heftiest sledgehammer and the wickedest, gleaming knife I can find. I’ll drag you back to Sycamore Avenue by that luxurious blonde mane of yours, pin you down on your stupidly oversized waterbed, and I will pound that fucking butt plug so deep into your gorgeous, smug arse that the only way you’ll ever retrieve it is with a desperate, helpless cough. Then I’ll slash your precious waterbed wide open… watch you squirm and flounder in the mess, while I dance around your drowning body, chain-smoking and swatting that lovely head of yours with your favorite double-ended dildo—over and over, until you beg for mercy.”

A low, delighted snicker slipped from the other side of the table. Gina was biting her lip, fighting a grin, her eyes sparkling with mischief and something more dangerous beneath.

The empty bottle before me was long still. Slowly, deliberately, I lifted my gaze to hers, my voice shifting to a gentle, silvery hum. “But, Georgina Harcourt, if—by some exquisite twist of fate—every scandalous promise is real, and you and Mike truly want me, tangled up in your next filthy little adventure… then, darling, I swear I’ll sing your praises—loud, pure, and ecstatic—from every mountain peak I can climb.”

Gina’s smile widened, her head cocking ever so slightly as if weighing the fates. “Well, Bethany, with such vividly wicked alternatives on the table… I seriously hope you’ve got one hell of a singing voice, sweetheart.”

“Gina Harcourt, get on your feet—now.” My tone was urgent, trembling with joy.

Puzzled, she rose, dragging her chair back. “Why?”

“Because I need all of you for this,” I breathed, then surged across the table—chairs scraping, cutlery clattering—throwing my arms around her, squeezing us both breathless. The world vanished as I clung to her, alive with euphoria. “Oh God, Gina, you magnificent, impossible woman! How could I ever have despised you? Just wait until I tell Allie—she’ll be raving with envy. This is unreal. Tell me, tell me, when is it going to happen?”

She laughed, steadying herself against my frantic embrace. “Bethany, calm the hell down—it’s this Friday. And honestly, though, at the end of it all, he’s just another man with a cock. Nothing you haven’t seen before.”

I finally released her, staggering back a step, shaking my head. “Just another? No—come on…” I widened my hands, framing the empty air between them, looking at her with amused desperation. “That can’t be right… can it?”

She shook her head, lips pinched, a wry little smile tugging the corners.

My hands drifted closer, narrowing the gap, my eyes pleading with hers, an endless noisy string of half-suppressed squeaks tumbling from my lips, wordless but desperate for her to just say yes.

Gina’s tone sharpened with a wicked sense of intrigue. “Oh, that’s a secret I’ll savour, darling. You’ll just have to wait until next Friday to discover for yourself, won’t you? Now, enough teasing. If we’re going to do this properly, you’ll need the right attire. And I know exactly where to go.”

Chapter 5 – Monday Evening

Our next adventure took us behind the bustling High Street, to an enclave of understated decadence: Jen’s boutique, famed among those who craved exquisite lingerie and whispered secrets. Jen, another glorious minx from Gina’s lunch circle, greeted us with a conspiratorial grin, already complicit in whatever sin Gina had planned for me. Gina called ahead, ensuring not even closing time would dare keep us from our mission.

Jen was a delight—bubbly, affectionate, and thoroughly invested in transforming me. Almost too invested, I thought, as each new suggestion from Gina and Jen became a fresh opportunity to play dress-up. Satin, lace—garters that clung to my thighs with a wicked promise—all laid out for inspection and approval. A private runway show just for them, and not my usual style at all. Normally I’m a messy riot of spotty undies—or frankly, nothing at all. Yet somehow I endured it, my inner rebel suspiciously silent, perhaps seduced by the finery swirling around me.

They wrapped me in scandalously gorgeous things. Silk so soft it felt like it ought to be illegal, bras that defied gravity and reason, panties that caressed every curve. My reflection in the dressing room mirror was unrecognizable: not Bethany of mismatched knickers and battered boots, but someone smouldering—a woman from another, wilder, more decadent universe.

Jen worked wicked magic with her brushes, turning my eyes into pools of icy silver shadow, smoke curling around my lashes. My eyes have always been my trump card, and she painted them with such skill that when I gazed at my own reflection, I was stunned. Somehow, these hands that had known only quick mascara and bitten nails had conjured a look so dangerous, so devastating, I almost didn’t believe she was me. I stood there lingering in front of the tall mirror, mouth parted in awe.

A satin choker rested against my throat—deliciously restrictive, a constant reminder of what might come. The lacy black push-up bra was a dark spell, conjuring a stolen cleavage from my modest chest. I slid my fingertip into that newly revealed valley, delighting in the tension, the slow, burning resistance, tracing downward along the inked secret on my skin, over the suggestive sweep of my new suspenders. The feel of silk against bare thigh was electric—arousing, unfamiliar.

With a gentle shake, my memories of death metal tees and steel-capped boots flickered and faded. Looking into the mirror, I wondered who this sophisticated, devastating creature was. Whoever she was, I wanted to know her secrets. I bit my lower lip, heat pooling between my thighs, a wicked afterthought on the tip of my tongue: Oh Sam, if you could see me now, you’d never let me go.

Once we’d finished in the fitting room, Gina wouldn’t let me leave as I was—she insisted I slip into one of her earlier prizes, a breathtakingly chic red gabardine dress cinched tight around my waist by a sleek black leather belt. The contrast it created against the sheer, dark stockings hugging my thighs and the smoldering silver around my eyes made my knees weak. I caught my reflection: bold, mysterious, with a raw, lush sensual power I barely recognized as my own. Gone was the scruffy girl of last term; in her place stood someone utterly transformed and dangerously alluring.

Jen led us from the mirrored fantasy of her fitting room into the intimacy of her cozy little flat tucked just behind, leaving us perched on a plush velvet sofa as she vanished briefly to lock up the shop. The air pulsed with expectation. When Jen returned, arms full of glasses and a chilled bottle, she poured us generous gin and tonics, the clink of ice threading through a sudden hush. The three of us, glamorous and utterly feminine, lounged together. I couldn’t help but recall the chaos of my old college room—the cheap ciders, the lazy evenings sprawled in battered chairs, hands sticky with secrets, laughter swirling around endless shared bottles. This was worlds apart. I found myself thrilling at the distance.

Jen was exquisite, more delicate and feline than I’d realized, her frame compact, posture supremely graceful. Her short black hair caressed the soft line of her neck, her heart-shaped face glowing softly under lamplight. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief, and when she spoke her voice was low and deliberate, with a sultry resonance that sent shivers along my skin—the kind of voice that lingered, warm and golden, like honey slipping over your tongue. “Come now, fill me in. Why is this goddess-in-the-making being draped in my very best?” she purred, teasing Gina as she stretched beside me on the sofa.

Gina, grinning with wicked intent, launched into details of her scandalous surprise for Mike. Watching Jen listen was like watching a child’s anticipation on Christmas Eve—her excitement visibly bloomed with every revelation. When Gina finished weaving her naughty plot, Jen’s gaze fixed on me, glimmering with delight. “Oh, Bethany, you don’t know how lucky you are. I can hardly wait for the next lunch—I expect every sinful detail. And to think—if I hadn’t nudged you both together, perhaps it’d be me instead, tangled up with all this mischief.” She feigned heartbreak, pressing her hand dramatically to her chest, making us all burst out laughing.

While Jen got up and replenished our glasses, she winked at me over her shoulder. “You’ll make the most tempting chambermaid, Bethany… Gina, I’ll need photographic evidence. Not mid-act, darling, but I must see her draped in my lingerie. Honestly, sweetheart, you are devastating. No wonder this wicked woman’s claimed you.” Her tone was thick with playful envy.

Gina put on a mock pout. “Less of the ‘old,’ please! Tart, yes, but I’m three months younger than you, Jennifer Caldwell. At least I’m not the one who keeps burning through batteries, desperate for my filthiest stories.”

Jen only chuckled, languid and almost purring. “Your exploits are endless, darling. Sometimes it’s hard to choose the right fantasy—or the right toy, for that matter! When it comes to your Mike tales, something big and black always sets the scene. But when you finally spill every detail about your delicious little Bethany, deciding will be impossible.”

Gina shot her a look, curiosity piqued. “I never imagined you’d get off on my girl-on-girl adventures, Jen. Not a single impressive cock in sight. Where’s the thrill for you in that, hm?”

“Oh, there’s more than enough to tempt, Gina, darling… Just look at her. God, if I were wired that way, if I could just let go…” Jen’s voice trailed off, her cheeks blooming with the flush of honesty she clearly wasn’t used to showing. Her eyes flicked over me, hungry and bashful at once, as she bit her lip, momentarily caught between what she wanted and what she dared admit.

The words seemed to tumble helplessly from my mouth before I could bite them back. “Shame you’re not, actually… because I am. And trust me, I absolutely would.” The room hushed for a moment, the air thickening with revelation—my own, carelessly offered, utterly true.

Gina was grinning at me, her eyes gleaming like she’d just watched a glass of perfectly chilled Champagne overflow in the sun. “Not Jen, though. Miss Faithful over here,” she nodded towards her friend, the teasing sharp but affectionate. “Sweet, snow-white Jennifer. So virtuous. So reserved. Only Alexander gets the privilege of seeing what’s under her perfectly tailored exterior. She spends her days caressing the silks and lace that mold to so many lovely women, and she never, ever succumbs.”

Jen’s reaction was immediate, indignant: “Who never gets tempted?” she exploded, voice rough with something raw and unshed. “Of course I fucking do.” Her cheeks flushed deeper, and she seemed genuinely shocked by her outburst. “It happens, Gina! At least eighteen bloody times a week. Why do you think I avoid wearing the really indulgent stuff myself?” She swept her hand towards my stockings, her gaze lingering there almost hungrily. “If I did, I’d be an absolute wreck, unable to keep my hands to myself… especially around girls like that.” There was no mistaking the heat in her eyes.

Gina stared, wide-eyed, processing this sudden cascade of confession. “Jen… bloody hell. I had no idea. How long have you—?”

Jen cut her off, exasperated. “Oh for God’s sake, years. So many years, Gina. It’s an ache that’s always there, pressing in every single day. Being surrounded by all that temptation—lust laced into every seam—I can’t help entertaining fantasies. And yours aren’t the only ones, by the way.”

Gina reached out, her tone softening, “You should have told us, Jen…”

A tiny, sad smile flickered across Jen’s lips. “No, not you, Gina. I’ve always known you’re a little… adaptable. But you’re my friend. I couldn’t, not with you.”

Listening to them, desire and curiosity soared in me, sparking new, dangerous possibilities. I couldn’t help myself. “What about earlier?” I asked Jen, voice honeyed and just a touch mischievous. “When you dressed me… did I tempt you, Jen?”

It was like I’d uncorked something inside her. She stared at me, eyes wide, then gave a strangled, high laugh. “Oh God, where is this even going?” she muttered, squeezing her eyes shut tightly, wringing her hands as if she could squeeze unwanted images from her mind. “Christ, I can’t… I shouldn’t… but I’m going to say it. Fuck it all.” Her voice trembled with the effort, but when she opened her eyes, a wicked determination shone through.

“Yes.” The word was sharp, almost gasped—then she said it again, louder, shuddering with the confession. “Yes!” She looked from Gina to me as if admitting a secret she’d buried too long. “There. I said it. I’m sorry, but yes—I wanted you, Bethany. Dressing you—touching you—yes, I was aroused. More than I should be. I never act on it,” she continued, breathless, “I always keep it locked away. But I fantasize about so many women who walk through my door and undress for me. I’m just too much of a coward to ever do anything.”

Her hands twisted nervously in her lap, her gaze restless, searching both mine and Gina’s for condemnation—perhaps hoping for something else.

Gina arched an eyebrow, her curiosity blooming into something darker, more playful. “Jen, you’re absolutely full of surprises. I never would have guessed.” She looked between her friend and me, lips curling into the hint of a dare. “You say you’d never cross that line—but what if someone else did? What if Bethany chose to do something about it? Would you, Beth? Would you take that risk?”

My pulse thundered in my ears, desire swirling dangerously with nerves. Was this really happening, or was it some elaborately orchestrated tease? But no, Jen’s transparency was woven through her every movement—this trembling uncertainty, the honest blush at her throat—she was no actress. I steadied myself, lifting my glass and letting the gin cool the heat surging within me. My gaze lingered on Jen, my words delivered slow and deliberate, each laced with promise. “I meant it, Gina. I would cherish the chance… but only if Jen truly wants this.” My voice dipped, intimate. “You have such a gentle touch, Jen.” My eyes swept down her body, lingering, leaving no doubt of my longing. “I want to feel those hands on me—somewhere far more sensitive. I think you’d be exquisite. If it’s your first time with another woman, let me show you how tender it can be. I’ll be as careful as you need… Not like some people I could name.” I raised a brow at Gina, relishing her delighted, scandalized grin.

Jen’s whole body seemed to hum with anticipation, her mouth parted in awe—her disbelief and desire written plainly across her face. For a second, she seemed to battle with herself, swaying gently on her chair, and then she drained most of her gin in one bold swallow. Her gaze flickered from Gina to me—fear, excitement, hope. At last, her decision crystallized. “Oh God,” she murmured, her voice thick, “this may be my only chance. For what I’m about to do…”

I rose with unhurried confidence, crossing the space between us, heart hammering in my chest. Reaching out, I cupped her trembling hand in mine—her skin hot, slick with nerves. She stood, breath unsteady, fingers slipping from mine as if the contact both unsettled and electrified her. I bent, pressing my lips softly to her brow in a gesture warm but charged, my voice a sultry invitation. “Jen, this lingerie isn’t quite sitting right. Maybe you could help me… somewhere more private?”

Her words faltered, terror and hope colliding in her throat. “Yes,” she exhaled—shaky, breathless—“of course, Bethany. I’ll help…” She turned slightly, voice pitched in uncertainty. “Gina—will you stay out here?”

Gina shot us a wicked smile and rose, her excitement radiating. “Darling Caldwell, after years of hearing your fantasies, it’s only fair I witness this one firsthand. Watching my ravishing new friend take you through your first Sapphic adventure sounds like the best seat in the house.” She delved into her bag and triumphantly brandished a sleek silver vibrator, grinning. “Can’t imagine leaving home without this little friend.”

Jen shot her a warning glare, voice fierce even in her trembling. “One word—one bloody sound out of you—and all bets are off. I need to forget you’re there.”

Gina chuckled and mimed zipping her lips, her eyes wide with anticipation.

I raised a brow, teasing. “If you manage to stay silent, Gina dear, it’ll be a bloody miracle.”

Jen’s hand found mine again, this time with desperate determination. She tugged gently, guiding me toward the fitting room, her voice pleading and raw. “Come on, Bethany. Don’t let me lose my nerve…”


Part 5

Chapter 1 – Take My Hand...

The morning of our grand adventure unfurled beneath a veil of steam and anticipation. Gina’s so-called 'magic shower' worked its spell on us, turning what might have been ordinary ablutions into a slow dance of desire, all slick skin and lingering glances. Today, the magic was even more potent—a heady blend of longing and mischief humming just under the surface. The fact that we were putting my little innovation to the test for the first time together added a dangerous charge to the air. Gina—resplendent and utterly uninhibited—grinned her approval, urging me to enjoy the creation as much as she did.

Previously, I’d tried to navigate that slippery paradise on my own, one hand braced on the cool tiles while the other coaxed pleasure from the relentless jet of water. But balancing pleasure and stability isn’t nearly as easy as Gina made it look—she glided through the process, masterful in her technique, while I managed only an awkward tumble and a flushed finish sprawled inelegantly on the shower floor. That particular interlude, bruised as it was, inspired my latest addition: an adjustable plastic stool bought after a late-night scroll through Amazon. The details were pragmatic but delicious—a seat that spun up or down to just the right height, perfectly angled for the water to caress every swelling contour, while its slick plastic surface washed clean of every naughty trace. It had become our new secret, waiting in the corner to be called into service, offering decompression for trembling legs and leaving our hands free for full exploration. Pride filled me every time I remembered what I’d contributed to our decadent routine.

Eventually, we found ourselves cooled but still humming with promise, lingering over coffee in the kitchen. Our heads swam with details and longing, pouring over our plans for what felt like the hundredth time. Every glance at the clock was an agony—the hands didn’t budge nearly fast enough for our craving. Seven long hours still separated us from the electric possibility of five o’clock, when Mike would land at the Belvedere after his trip to London. Gina, ever the orchestrator, had checked his itinerary numerous times, her hunger for the evening almost eclipsing my own. She’d booked us—discreet and daring—into the room opposite his, giving us a private sanctuary just steps from our unsuspecting target. We’d need those walls between us and the rest of the world; nothing about what we planned to wear would pass unnoticed in the gleaming lobby of a four-star hotel.

We both laughed at the thought—imagine striding into that marbled foyer clad in black lace and little else. We’d be ejected in an instant.

Gina's eyes narrowed over her mug, steam rising to kiss her cheek. “Did you get in touch with Sam?”

The question twisted in my stomach. My hand trembled just a little. It had taken more nerve than I wanted to admit. Revisiting those nerve-wracking minutes before I finally called him, I broke down our short yet tumultuous history into distinct acts—a play of hard kicks, harsh words, and spilled wine. Our two hours and ten minutes together had been anything but simple—five vivid, messy chapters marked by lust, regret, and anticipation.

1. Beth unleashes on Sam, punctuating her rage with feet and fury (twenty tempestuous minutes from first blow to wine splashed across the kitchen floor)…

2. In the next unforgettable chapter of my ill-advised tryst with Sam, it was me on my knees—figuratively and literally—pleading with him, aching for him, my need so raw I could taste it. That desperate craving lasted forty-five delirious minutes, escalating from my first shameless plea to the moment I slipped away for a hurried, sticky clean-up, breathing hard and legs trembling.

3. In that glittering, giddy aftermath, wedged between our tangled limbs and spilled wine, I made an earnest, giggling attempt to convince him I was, in fact, a pixie—trouble and temptation condensed in feminine form. That feverish exchange lasted only five minutes, but it shimmered with the silly, breathless intimacy that sometimes follows wildly carnal release.

4. Once the ruse faded, wine loosened my tongue and I poured out my troubles into his steady, startled hands. Fifteen minutes of me unraveling, baring my soul, while he listened, stroke after gentle stroke, right up to the moment Gina breezed in and lit the match for chaos once more.

5. When Gina joined us, everything blurred into that electric, reckless forty-five minute spiral, a sacred mess of limbs, mouths, and slick, relentless pleasure—I lost track of whose hands were where, whose gasps belonged to whom, until we reached that last shimmering crescendo. The three of us, untangled, sticky with sweat and each other’s desire, saying a hasty, sated goodbye to Sam as dawn crept through the curtains. (These timings are a deliciously rough estimate, but accuracy in lust was never my strong suit.)

Hardly what you’d call a stable foundation for forever—a storybook beginning this was not. I started the whole strange night by kicking him, for God’s sake, and it ended with Gina and me sharing the taste of him, swapping his salty essence between our greedy mouths. He claimed, afterward, he was eager to see me again, but I couldn’t have blamed him if he’d bolted at sunrise, leaving his shirt and dignity behind.

“Yes, I finally did it,” I murmured, tracing the rim of my coffee mug, thinking of Sam. “I spent ages working myself up to it. In the end, I wanted to see him again. We agreed—just one drink out, maybe food. No sex, just conversation.” My voice tried for casual, but my mind replayed scenes I should have forgotten.

Gina hooted. “Yeah, right. One pint and you’ll be panting, shedding knickers, going at it all night like sex-deprived bunnies on industrial-strength Viagra.”

A blush climbed my cheeks. “Not this time. I mean it. It was so...strange before. We’re meeting somewhere neutral, talking, you know, seeing if there’s anything deeper.” I shot her a stern look. “No, not in your sense, you filthy girl, just—actual talking.”

She tipped her head back in dramatic despair. “Such a waste of potential filth, Beth.”

Chatting about Sam opened another door, one we’d both tried to pretend didn’t exist. “And speaking of awkward encounters... how’s Jen?” My stomach tightened—the vision of Gina’s vivacious friend, the one who’d sold us lacy indecency for tonight, the very same who’d only days ago melted, moaning beneath my tongue while Gina watched and smirked.

Gina rested her mug on the table, fingers tracing the rim in thought. “Honestly, I wasn’t sure if she’d ever speak to me again. She went dead quiet after.” She paused, grinning. “But I met her for a drink yesterday—she couldn’t stop raving about you, about how incredible you made her feel. She sang your praises until closing time. Not that Jen’s ever lost for words, but you—well, you seemed to have done something magical.”

Groaning, I covered my face. “God, Gina, am I on some manic mission to ruin people? Sam—now Jen. I’m Bethany, Destroyer of Blissful Innocents. Maybe I should charge by the hour.”

Gina laughed, rich and wicked. “Don’t be daft. Jen’s floating on cloud nine. She adored every last second, and trust me, I adored watching you work. You loved taking her apart piece by piece. End of story, darling.”

I still couldn't shake the uncertainty twisting beneath my ribs. Jen was utterly enchanting, and the memory of our Monday encounter haunted me all week—equal parts delicious guilt and wild, helpless elation. “I hope she truly did enjoy it… I know I did.” There was no way she could have faked that trembling openness—the way she melted under my touch, so eager, so desperate, drenched with want. “Do you think she’ll want to take it any further, or was it just a one-time revelation?”

Gina’s sly little smile told me more than her words as she leaned in, conspiratorial, her voice softening to a wicked whisper. “Let’s just say… when she asked if I thought any of her clients might be inclined to something more… adventurous, she seemed very keen once I named a few. Let me see, Steph Miller—oh, she’d dive right in. Mandy Collins—could be tempted. And Josie Napier-Jones, darling… well, that one’s already a seasoned player.” She lowered her eyes, the glint of mischief unmistakable, and drew her face nearer to mine, her finger tapping knowingly at her nose. “With Josie, I speak from experience. We’ve made each other purr for years.”

She straightened up with a wicked little laugh, as if she’d just delivered state secrets, her eyes sparkling. “You’d enjoy Josie. She’s wild—untamed, messy, relentless. When she comes, it’s like a thunderstorm—no holding back. Leave her to me, Bethany…I’ll arrange something delicious. A triangle with you, me, Josie? Irresistible, don’t you think?”

The idea shimmered through me like a thrill of silk against bare skin. “Perfect. Make it happen, you temptress.” I was grinning now, the shadows of guilt melting in the morning sunlight. “So Jen’s alright—really? I’ll take your word for it. But… what about the ever-gorgeous Melanie? Any hope of a little temptation there?”

Melanie: Gina’s glamorous lunchtime partner-in-crime, a few years younger than our core group, magnetic in her own right. The rumors, all courtesy of Gina, painted Mel as a reformed wild cat who owned an upmarket salon in the town, a place Gina frequented so often she might as well have been on the payroll. I’d first suspected their girly lunches were just a cover for Gina’s other little affairs, but after all, Mel really was upgrading her salon—and there Gina was, offering her ‘unbiased’ advice.

Gina was quiet, reflective for a beat. “Mel’s definitely… touched a few girls in her past. Bit of a thrill-seeker at school and college, much like you—curious, adventurous, out of control in her twenties: coke, clubbing, all that madness.” She twitched her nose, her eyes narrowing knowingly. “She’s cleaned up now, though, and seems genuinely happy with Shaun. She’s never once let slip anything incriminating since the wedding, but you know how it is… Jen rang her yesterday, breathless with excitement, wanting to tell her all about you and me. Mel was beside herself—delighted, apparently. Gives her twice the filth to giggle over when we have lunch.”

“It would be delicious if the three of you could compare your exploits,” I sighed, not bothering to hide the hunger in my voice. The truth slipped out more brazenly than I meant. “When I pass Mel’s salon, I can’t help but think—if fate ever threw us together, I wouldn’t even try to resist.” The thought set off a shiver deep inside me. That messy mane of frosted blonde hair—something wild and unconstrained—made me wonder what Allie’s prettiness would become if she ever surrendered her inhibitions, if her hair and attitude both gave in to pure, natural mischief.

Gina grinned, wicked and knowing, her eyes lighting up. “Oh, I'd pay serious money to see you both tangled up together,” she replied, her tone loaded with promise. “Mel’s whispered things that would have even you blushing, trust me. I’ll make sure to plant the seed—drop a few not-so-subtle hints her way. If there’s even a flicker of curiosity, you’ll be the very first to hear about it. But truthfully? Josie’s a far safer bet—don’t get too fixated on Mel unless you like frustration.”

She slid her chair back, rising with feline elegance, all long limbs and mischief. I kept my silence, choosing instead to treat her to a deliberately silly grin—chin perched on my palms, eyes turned upward, my thoughts shamelessly far away.

Gina rolled her eyes in mock disapproval, though the corner of her mouth twitched with affection. “Enough of this depravity—hardly the conversation for respectable ladies like us! I’m off—time for a dose of exercise in the gym. Care to join? Just know it’ll end with another steamy shower, one way or another…”

“I think I’ll hit the park and chase away these nervous jitters with a run instead,” I replied, letting her know I needed the burn of exertion. “No promises about not redecorating the flowerbeds with my breakfast—too much coffee.” I trailed after her up the stairs and added, teasing, “And for the record, I’ll be showering solo, like any remotely decent person. Besides, you insisted there’s a hard rule—strictly one Gina’s Magical Water-fuck per customer per day.”

She laughed, the sound rich and a little dangerous, pausing at the landing. “That’s my cue, then. See you later, Beth, darling. Go easy—your gorgeous little throat better be ready when things get wild tonight.”

Her words sent a fresh rush of anticipation through me, the vivid memory of Mike’s thick cock pushing me toward the dizzy edge. My body thrummed with need as I changed and laced up my trainers, venturing out into the bright, private freedom of the park. Gina’s earlier attentions had settled some of my craving, but letting my mind dwell on the possibilities—the decadent things Jen and I had done, Gina’s hungry eyes on us—brought it screaming back. Every step echoed with scenes from that unexpected, gentle, utterly uninhibited tryst. I could replay it with perfect clarity, my body reliving every gasp and illicit brush. Sometimes I think I was born for this, the way my memory catches everything—every word, every sigh, every desperate touch.

As my feet pounded the familiar path of the park’s first sweeping curve, my mind drifted irresistibly to the memory of Jen—a memory that shimmered with nervous energy and forbidden longing. Her face flooded my thoughts, capturing that exquisite moment when fear and desire collided behind her stormy eyes, the tremble of old insecurities wrestling desperately with a hunger she could no longer ignore. I saw her resolve crystallize then, shattering the chains of restraint—finally surrendering to the secret craving she’d held so tightly within her for years. I’d watched, breathless, as her inner turmoil gave way to bold determination: tonight, she would no longer hide from herself.

Once her choice was made, I found a playful way to nudge us forward: a request to re-measure me in the privacy of her fitting room—a gesture that might seem innocent, but the heat between us made every touch, every glance, ripe with electricity. Gina, savouring her voyeuristic thrill, had announced she’d be our silent audience. Jen fixed her with a sharp, potent stare that seemed to slice right through the air: if Gina so much as uttered a word, the game ended—no exceptions. Wordlessly, Gina sealed her lips in a mock-zip, giving us the unspoken blessing that we were truly alone.

The air was thickened with anticipation, but tension still clung to Jen’s movements—her shoulders squared with a stubborn, almost professional poise as she invited me in. Her words were edged with urgency as she raised her gaze, eyes luminous: “Come, Bethany. Before I lose my nerve.” She reached for my hand and led me into her sanctuary, the walls lined with displays of silk, lace, and whispered secrets.

She stood before me and orchestrated the practiced ritual—measuring tape taut around me, each careful touch too purposeful, too clinical, betraying her anxiety. I could sense the battle raging within her, while my own nerves pricked beneath my skin, matching her uncertainty with my own vulnerable anticipation. I yearned for her façade to melt—to coax out the woman beneath the measured hands, eager and trembling.

I caught her fidgeting, and gently covered her shoulders with my palms, grounding us in that fleeting contact. “Jen…” My voice was barely above a whisper, coaxing her to let go. “Remember how you said you felt so sexy, so alive, in your own creations? Why not—” I nodded toward the sumptuous lingerie framing us on every side, daring her to step into her own fantasy.

Closing the small distance between us, I brushed my lips across hers—a kiss soft and tentative, tasting the shine of her barely-there gloss, the lingering juniper bite of our earlier gin. I found myself savoring her flavor, her proximity, and she froze for a heartbeat; then her eyes, dark with want, flickered wider still, surprise and suspense tangled in her hurried breaths.

I tried again—drawing her further in—my tongue teasing at her open mouth, gentle and inviting rather than possessive, letting her taste the promise without pushing too far. One hand wove into the short, damp silk of her hair, fingers exploring the delicate nape of her neck. Her response was deliciously hesitant: her fingers ventured lightly around my waist, cool and unsure until our third kiss deepened, hunger sparking between us. I pressed myself lightly against her, letting her feel the urgent contours of my body—desperate and real—separated by just a whisper of fabric. Relief and hope surged through me as I felt her move in time with me, her shyness dissolving under the touch of my coaxing lips, her body trembling with nervous anticipation, surrendering at last to the inevitable fire building between us.

Our bodies pressed together, her head nestled perfectly at the slope of my shoulder. I ran my fingers slowly through her hair, luxuriating in the way the silky strands yielded beneath my touch. My gaze flickered to Gina—still golden, ever watchful—who’d dragged a chair from the waiting area and positioned herself as a silent sentinel in the doorway. Her eyes met mine, unreadable and intent, and with the subtlest of gestures—a pair of deliberate nods, slow blinks—she silently applauded the tentative steps Jen and I had taken.

Jen’s hands slid up to rest tenderly on my shoulders, her touch shaky but earnest. There was a tremor in her lips as she let out a trembling sigh, breath ghosting over my neck, sending prickling shivers all the way down my spine. “Well... that was... nice.” Her voice was shaky but hopeful, and before I could answer, she tugged me gently downward into another kiss—richer, deeper, her tongue tangling with mine, tasting and savoring. I heard her barely-audible gasp as we parted, watched her chest rise and fall. “Yes... very nice.” Her voice was whisper-fine, threaded with delicious anticipation. “Very nice indeed. Thank you, Bethany.” Those last words were so soft they seemed to dissolve on her lips.

For a heartbeat, I wondered if she might break away, but instead she drew in a shaky, almost desperate breath and pressed on, voice trembling with a need she could barely conceal. “Yes, thank you, darling. What a lovely idea. My own lingerie...” She tried bravely to compose herself, hands fluttering anxiously in the space between us, her face flushed as fear and desire tumbled over each other in her expression.

Suddenly, she dropped her head and let out a low, frustrated moan. “Oh—fuck it, Caldwell, get hold of yourself, you ridiculous woman. You’re forty-one, not a teenager chasing Robin bloody Saunders.” She shot me a wry, apologetic look, her eyes glinting with emotion. “Sorry, love, that probably sounded mad, but it helped. He was my first, you know. The first man to take me to bed... and you, well, you’re about to be my first girl. The first woman to truly touch me.” Her words trembled, her entire body giving a vulnerable shudder. With balled fists pressed against her forehead, she cursed herself again. “Good God, pull yourself together. It’s just another body. Just another experience. You’re not a blushing schoolgirl, not anymore.”

She straightened—slow, deliberate—breathing deep and steady, exhaling in long streams that shivered through the charged air between us. Once, twice, three times she drew in air, releasing it by degrees, tension dissolving with every sigh until finally she looked up at me, radiant, transformed. All her nerves, her anxiety, seemed to melt away with that breath, leaving behind only anticipation.

A grin danced across her lips and she shot me a wicked, dazzling smile. “Thank fuck for yoga, right?” she quipped, her confidence blossoming. “Now—lingerie. The one thing I truly do best.” Her eyes sparkled devilishly. “I have something perfect in mind. Give me a moment, I’ll just nip downstairs.” She paused at the top of the staircase, turning back, her smile luminous, feline. “Don’t run off, Bethany, will you, darling? I have a feeling tonight is going to be... unforgettable.”

I glanced over at Gina, my arms thrown wide in helpless disbelief as I silently mouthed—what the actual fuck?

Perched delicately, Gina looked every bit the bemused observer—her legs elegantly crossed, hands demure in her lap, as if awaiting her own turn at the centre of attention. That sly, knowing smile curled across her lips and she murmured, the words dripping with teasing mischief, “Your dilemma, sweetheart, not mine.”

Frantic with anticipation and nerves, I leaned closer, my voice a thread, though inwardly I was practically shouting. “Gina, I’m begging you. Please help me!”

Her laughter trembled in the air, low and wicked, yet still careful for Jen not to overhear from below. “Darling, I never thought I’d witness this—sweet Bethany unraveled and radiant. You kissed her and I… I could have wept, it was exquisite. Trust me, Jen’s fine. Truly. You’ve done it, you’re in—she’s yours now.”

She stood and crooked her finger, beckoning me with that air of authority I couldn’t ignore. “Come here—lose the dress.” With a practiced flick, she motioned for me to turn. I obeyed, the anticipation winding tighter as she deftly unzipped me. I stepped free of the fabric, naked save for my garters and stockings. She draped my dress over the chair and, as she passed, her fingers glided up the exposed skin between the garter’s edge and the tops of my thighs—a slow, deliberate touch that sent delicious sparks racing through me, though every nerve screamed for another woman’s hand instead.

I gave Gina a playful slap and scowled, unable to keep the edge from my voice. “Today’s not your turn, Harcourt. Not just yet anyway.”

Retreating to the centre of the room, I stole a glance back at her and whispered, “She’s almost otherworldly, like something fragile and precious. Gina, I’m terrified—what if she really does get cold feet?”

Jen’s voice drifted from behind, all velvet and honey. “Bethany darling, I may look delicate, but I assure you, I’m not so easily shattered. My husband’s a giant of a man—six foot two and, trust me, he’s tried his damnedest over the years but I’m still standing. You don’t need to treat me like spun sugar. I rather enjoy a little rough play when the mood takes me. And these heels keep my toes plenty warm, thank you ever so much.”

I whirled to find her poised dramatically at the top of the spiral staircase, her very presence a fierce assault on my senses. From the hips down she mirrored me—seductive suspenders cinched over flawless thighs, but hers were wrapped in tantalizing fishnets that begged to be touched. Crimson and black stilettos graced her feet, impossibly high and wickedly elegant. How she’d ascended the steps in them, I couldn’t fathom; she wore them with a born confidence.

But it was her torso that robbed me of breath—sheathed in a shimmering, curve-hugging scarlet bustier that hoisted and framed her perfect, pert breasts just so. She’d added more gloss, her lips now lush and temptingly pink, catching the light as she smiled. Her eyes—God, her eyes—smoky and silver, glimmered with the same magic she’d used on me earlier.

A gasp escaped before I could contain it; from the doorway, Gina’s breathless whisper surged with awe. “Fucking hell, Jen!”

I exhaled on a stunned nod, my heart pounding. “Fucking hell, Jen. Mrs Caldwell— you are breathtaking.”

Gina’s agreement curled softly through the air behind me, reverent and hungry. “I’ll say…”

I glided toward her, the shimmering air between us heavy with promise, and slipped my arms around her trembling frame. Our lips reunited in a fierce, hungry kiss that sent a jolt of longing through me—a delicious electricity sparked where her soft palm caressed the naked expanse of my back, echoing Gina’s touch moments earlier but altogether more urgent. Her tongue pushed past my parted lips, bold and seeking, and I could taste her longing in every heated stroke. Small, capable hands slid over my hips, fingertips grazing, then clutching the roundness of my ass as she claimed me, her nails skimming along my skin in sensual, teasing patterns. The delicate scrape made me shudder, every nerve singing.

I disentangled slightly, breathless, capturing one of her adventurous hands in mine. “Jennifer,” I murmured, voice thick with anticipation, “how about we find somewhere… less public? That sofa of yours looks positively indecent.”

Her lips curved in that wicked, knowing smile. “Excellent suggestion, Bethany darling. Even better, there’s a day bed just beyond—plenty of room for mischief.” With a sultry glance she led me toward the adjoining room, only to pause as she caught sight of Gina watching, rapt and unashamed.

“Excuse me, would our fascinated audience mind shifting its fat fucking arse out from that doorway?” she shot, smirking. “There’s a sweet, eager girl and a depraved old wannabe lesbian trying to make something memorable happen here—and you, darling, are blocking the view.”

She laced her fingers in mine, raising our entwined hands like we were debutantes sweeping into a glittering ballroom. I put on my most demure face, chin high, savoring the moment. As we passed Gina, I broke character just long enough to dart out my tongue at her, my eyes wide and mischievous. Gina barely managed to stifle her laughter as Jen and I glided into her private sanctuary.

Jen released me to grab her nearly empty glass from a nearby table, tossing back the last drops of gin and tonic with a tantalizing shiver. Not finished, she swiped Gina’s abandoned drink and downed that too. “Liquid courage,” she quipped, her voice husky, before reaching for my hand once more and guiding me deeper into her intimate sanctum.

She lowered herself onto the far side of the sofa-bed, patting the empty cushion beside her—an unmistakable invitation. As I slipped into place, I heard Gina’s chair scrape across the floor as she positioned herself squarely in the doorway, watching, a voyeur’s gleam in her eyes. The prospect of putting on a show ignited something wild in me.

With gentle, deliberate movements, I coaxed Jen into relaxation, my touch feather-light over her skin. I pressed slow, melting kisses along her jaw, her throat, then down to the swell of her breasts and flat of her abdomen, never lingering long enough, always circling, fanning the anticipation. Each time my lips or fingers traced the edge of her thigh, she shivered, responding in kind—her own tongue darted out to tease along my lips and neck, her heated breath raising goosebumps over every inch of me.

When at last my hand wandered between her thighs, she opened for me without hesitation. I eased my fingers beneath the edge of her delicate lace, exploring her softness, slipping into the inviting thickness of her trimmed curls. The heat of her, the slick velvet, made my pulse pound as her hips arched to greet me, lost to anything but the mounting pleasure we created together.

I was caught off guard when she suddenly pulled back, her voice a mere whisper, trembling with anticipation. "Please, Bethany, go inside," she urged, almost a plea. Her body tensed deliciously against mine as I slid inside her, careful and tender, savoring the way her walls welcomed me. She mirrored my motion, her petite fingers gliding slick along my heat before one slipped deep within, coaxing an involuntary shudder from us both. This time, her voice was like silk, nearly inaudible, but laced with desire. "Will you... will you kiss me there?"

I kissed along her thighs, lingering, letting my mouth tease the delicate skin, inhaling her scent, feeling her anticipation coil between us. When my tongue finally found her, she cried out—a raw, joyful sound that vibrated through me. "Oh God, that’s divine," she gasped, her face transformed by pleasure, radiant and open. I glanced up, caught her gaze, and let her see my wicked smile before diving back in, more eager, hungrier for her every sigh.

Craving her involvement, I slipped my hand into hers, guiding her to stroke herself, urging her fingers to circle her clit as my tongue pressed and swirled lower. My mouth danced over her, tasting, feasting, until I couldn't bear to hold back any longer. I pulled away, breathless, and looked up. "Would you like to taste me too?" The question was low, an invitation as much as a challenge.

She hesitated, biting her lip, anxious shadows flickering in her eyes. "Bethany, I—I’m not sure I know how. This... it's new for me."

I kissed her then, slow and reassuring, my fingers brushing over her cheeks. "Of course you do, love. Just do the things you loved feeling—let your mouth explore, follow your curiosity." The trust between us, trembling and untested, felt exhilarating.

With exquisite delicacy, she lowered herself and began, her tongue light and curious, barely fluttering over me, yet each touch sent lightning through my veins. "I told you you'd be incredible, Jen. No one has ever felt as gentle as you do," I murmured between ragged breaths.

She glanced up, nerves painting her cheeks in pretty pink. "Am I doing alright?"

I threaded my fingers through her hair, guiding and encouraging. "Jen, there's an angel’s touch between my legs. It’s better than alright—it's breathtaking." I allowed my gaze to flicker toward the doorway, half-expecting Gina to lose herself watching us. But instead, she sat there, arms folded, face soft with a secret smile, her chin propped on her hand. She winked, a silent message of approval, and then mouthed, "Her moment," before quietly slipping out, leaving us to the building tension that was now ours alone.

My own pleasure was twisting tight inside; I pressed Jen's fingers to my clit, using my own to guide her deeper, our hands slipping in a wet, trembling rhythm. When my orgasm finally broke over me, it was soft as candlelight, warming me from the inside out, and a stuttering moan spilled from my lips. Yet I needed her climax too, needed to see her unravel. I moved down her body once more, my tongue bolder, more insistent now, greedier for her cries. She began to writhe beneath me, squeezing her nipples, hips rolling in urgent invitation, pulling me closer, pressing my mouth hard against her as her climax crested. She let go, moaning, her body grinding down against my lips and fingers, surrendering to release.

We lay there, tangled and spent, hearts thundering in the hush. I held her close, stroking circles on her back as her breathing slowed, the aftermath settling like a warm velvety haze. She purred—a tiny, satisfied sound—and brushed her fingertips across my cheek. "Thank you, darling girl. That was... beyond words. I hope you felt it, too." She looked toward the empty door, grinning. "Seems our audience lost interest after all."

“I savored every single, delicious moment, just as much as you did. You were utterly exquisite,” I murmured, smiling as I traced gentle patterns along the inside of Jen’s thigh. “I think Gina just wanted you to bask in it, to let you simply be in that beautiful afterglow. Besides,” I added with a teasing wink, “what fun would lunchtime stories be if she’d witnessed every scandalous detail herself?”

Jen burst out laughing, her cheeks flushed a glowing pink. “Oh, darling, I think I need another gin and tonic—a bloody enormous one. Feels like I’ve just lost my virginity all over again!”

The vivid memory of our late afternoon together shimmered inside me, a secret warmth that lingered as I set out on my run, soft and intoxicating. That heat from her body, those moans still echoing in my mind, propelled me through the steep, rolling hills of the park. I’d mapped out a loop—about a mile each time—and pushed myself harder with every lap, surprising myself with a small thrill of pride as I finally finished the fifth circuit, sweat slicking my skin. Forty minutes, five miles; I wasn’t a gold medalist, but my legs definitely felt like jelly. The sun bore down mercilessly, so hot I could practically feel heated air radiating off my flushed skin, my running shorts clinging to me, every breath a reminder of the night before.

As I trudged up the drive, still high on endorphins and yesterday’s pleasure, a courier approached from the other side, his eyes darting to Gina—resplendent and pink-cheeked in her sports kit, damp hair tossed over one shoulder. She was framed in the doorway, a mysterious parcel cradled in her arms.

The poor courier, doused in the glow of the irrepressible Ms. H, completely lost his bearings. He nearly tripped over his own feet as I closed in, my sweaty tank top riding up, bare legs on display. He jerked his head up, unable to hide his surprise at the vision of two flushed women—one young and wild, the other older, luminous and commanding—lost in their own bubble of private laughter.

Gina choked on a giggle as I reached the steps. “He just walked straight into that fucking lamppost!” she cackled, eyes glinting. I turned just in time to see him sheepishly rubbing his forehead as he stumbled into his van, still sneaking another glance back at us. We exchanged a little wave, our secret shared even with strangers.

“Secret admirers queuing up again?” I teased, nodding to the parcel in her hand.

Gina’s lips curled mischievously. “You tell me, lovely—it’s addressed to you.” She held it out, soft and weightless, nearly two feet long—my curiosity instantly inflamed.

“Ooh, a surprise! I adore surprises—come on!” I yelped, practically skipping to the kitchen, excitement humming like electricity over my skin. On the table, I tore open the wrapping with hungry fingers, discovering a smaller package inside—and a card, handwritten in the most elegant, swooping script I’d ever seen. My lips parted in anticipation as I unfolded it, my pulse quickening with a strange, hopeful longing. As I read, my chest ached, and I had to blink hard to keep the rising tears in check.

Dear Bethany

My dearest Bethany,

Please forgive my delay—I’ve spent all week searching for the right words, yet nothing seems to capture what I truly need to say. I just have to thank you, from the depths of my heart, for sharing that unforgettable Monday with me. I’ll never forget your tenderness, your warmth, or the exquisite beauty that radiated from you as you guided me through a moment that could have been so fraught, but instead was filled with such extraordinary gentleness. You transformed something I once feared into the sweetest of awakenings. Just remembering the first gentle, teasing flicker of your tongue makes my whole body ache with longing. The way your eyes watched me, so full of desire and mischief—it’s seared into my memory, and I don’t think I’ll ever lose that flutter in my belly.

I honestly can’t say if I’ll ever find myself brave enough to step into that secret garden again. I want to, desperately. But even if life never brings me back to such a place, what you gave me will always glow inside me. The thought of you—my enchanting, wild girl who stole my innocence away—will always make me smile. You should know that Gina’s been putting ideas in my head, too; she’s suggested a couple of names, and I’ve managed to arrange for one to come next week. I only pray I can summon the courage for a little ‘gin and tonic’ adventure upstairs. Cross your fingers, darling, and send me luck! And meanwhile, I needed you to have a keepsake—a piece of that luscious afternoon—something you can wear proudly tonight, just for yourself, and maybe for that devilish Mike, too. Go on and leave him reeling. I want you to tell Harcourt every wicked detail, promise me that! With any luck, I’ll soon have stories of my own to share with you.

With love, overflowing thanks and gratitude always,

Jen xxx

Dabbing embarrassingly at my eyes, I tried to swallow the hot, sweet ache burning in my chest. If this beautiful confession had arrived when things were awkward between Gina and me, I’d probably have just dissolved—again. My hands shook as I tore into the smaller parcel, breath catching, and there, nestled within layers of whisper-soft tissue, glimmered a devil-red lace bustier—the very same style Jen had worn when she bloomed beneath my touch, that first trembling time. Another secret note peeped out, teasing and warm.

‘Wear it for me, darling Bethany. It should fit you perfectly. Let it bring you good fortune tonight. In my dreams, I’ll be pressed up against your door at five, listening for every delicious sound! J x’

My bedside drawer holds my little treasure chest—strands of Allie’s hair, Alice’s hummingbird tattoo sketch, fragile slips of childhood, and darker, needier trinkets that are all irreplaceable. That perfect, trembling letter was destined for its sacred place among them.

I lifted the sin-red bustier towards the light, the delicate lace catching the golden sun, remembering how utterly divine Jen had looked spread out in her own, breathless and undone. It must have cost her dearly, and I was instantly overwhelmed, tears sliding freely as I flung my arms around Gina, burying sobs into her shoulder.

Her hands slipped into my hair, gentle and soothing. “Oh, sweetheart. I knew she’d come around. I told you, didn’t I?” She kept me close, her body not quite as sheltering as Sam’s—but still, still a comfort I drank in hungrily.

I managed to wave my gift in all its scarlet glory and stammered through grateful tears, “Did you know?”

Her fingertips trailed across my cheek, feathery and tender. "Honestly, I had no idea," she murmured, voice warm with fondness. "But that's so perfectly, irresistibly Jen. She’s one in a million."

I drew back, nodding, still sniffling—a blend of laughter and tears tangled in my throat. I tried to smile, rubbing my eyes and nose along my sleeve like some lost little girl. A glistening trail of snot and tears stained the grey of Gina’s sports top, betrayal written boldly in liquid. I pointed at the mess, sheepish and sheepishly amused. "Oh—God, sorry about that," I mumbled, cheeks burning.

She stopped my fidgeting, slid her palm over mine, then pressed her plush lips lightly to the tip of my nose—damp and salty, still tremoring. Her mouth lingered, soft and intimate. "Let it be," she whispered, her smile flickering. "It was overdue for the wash anyway. Same as these..."

She hooked her fingers playfully into my waistband, then with a practiced, hungry tug, my running shorts tumbled down to the tile floor. Suddenly we were both stripped bare, completely exposed in the kitchen, the cool air crackling across our skin. In the space of half a breath, all that separated us from want was the gleam of the crimson bustier curled in my trembling grasp.

Gina’s gaze smoldered as she dragged a finger through the sticky line of dampness along my chest, tracing the contours, collecting the heat and salt left by nerves and tears. "You, my messy girl," she drawled, "are distinctly in need of a good, thorough shower." Her eyes sparkled with mischief. "Are you still insisting on being oh-so-independent? The lone wolf—like any 'civilised human being'?"

With one final sniff and a wicked little grin, I pressed my finger to my lips. "Civilised?" I said, the last of my crying dissolving in shaky laughter. "Right now, I feel anything but." Blood thrummed in my ears, excitement rising once more—and I shot her a challenge. My grin widened, inviting trouble. "Let's see if you can beat me there this time, gorgeous. Race you!"

I bolted for the stairs, my heart pounding with wild, delicious anticipation, the bustier clutched tight—ready to begin whatever adventure the evening promised.

****

I can barely contain myself. My overnight bag is stuffed—overflowing with delights, mischief and desires, carefully chosen for every wicked pleasure that might touch us tonight.

The anticipation is almost unbearable, vibrating through my skin. And Gina—oh, Gina!—is still in her bedroom across the hall, perfecting every last detail. I picture her, head tipped back, misting just enough of that expensive spray to tease her platinum hair into effortless, glimmering waves. She fusses over her immaculate make-up, tracing those perfect lips with a deft hand and a whisper of Chanel. Always, always, everything about Gina is curated and exquisite. Only the finest: Gaultier skimming her curves, Dolce & Gabbana caressing her flawless figure. Designer luxury, artfully draped; the scent of money clings to her like a second skin.

Me? I live in glorious chaos, throwing on whatever feels right as the mood strikes me. Most days it’s a battered Megadeth tee and old, scarred Doc Martens rescued from some back-alley charity shop. We’re opposites. That’s always been obvious. Part of me used to seethe with envy—resenting her perfection, hating how she made elegance seem so easy. But that was before. Before last Friday shattered the neat compartments I'd kept us in and let something reckless—and so very, very hungry—spill out.

Since then our hours and thoughts have circled this very afternoon, mapping every detail, fueling a feverish excitement that leaves us both trembling and eager, our secrets shimmering beneath the surface.

Strange, recounting all this now, how easily things can tilt and change. So much has already happened—so much more is coming, my sweet voyeur. But I know I shouldn't tease you forever. It’s time to tie a knot in Mike’s story and lay him properly to rest.

A cry slices down the hallway, raw and impatient. “You ready in there, Miss?”

I can’t resist tossing it back, voice honey-thick with mischief: “Waiting for you, as always. Done patching yourself up? Or did you leave a few cracks and holes for me to fill?”

She appeared, framed in the doorway, the very portrait of controlled seduction—her powder blue jacket tailored to perfection, a shimmer of pale silk slipping from beneath, the leather skirt clinging to every curve with wicked promise. Gina—always meticulous, always exquisite. For Mike these were her chosen armor; soon she’d slip into the kind of ‘appropriate’ attire only a private hotel room deserved. Until then, this look was her shield should we accidentally cross paths with him, all effortless glamour masking the deliciously filthy intentions beneath.

She arched a single, perfectly manicured finger at me, that signature Gina expression—a blend of stern schoolmistress and a lover who enjoyed reminding me who truly held the reins. “Bethany, one sharp remark from you and I might just rethink letting you join me. Tempt me further, and you’ll be locked out.”

I slipped into my best Southern belle, the accent like velvet draped over mischief. “Why, Miss Harcourt, ain’t you just the vision of dazzling beauty this afternoon? Are you planning to steal hearts somewhere special today, or merely ravage them?”

Her gaze sparkled—a warning and a tease as she sliced her hand through the air with a delicious promise of consequences. “That’s better. But you’re still on thin ice.” Her lips curled in a razor-edged half-smile. “One more word and I’ll cut you off—literally.” Nervous laughter fizzed in my stomach, anticipation sizzling across my skin.

Before I could dare another flirtation, a car horn shattered the tension—a summons, sharp and impatient.

Gina's whole face shifted, lighting up with girlish glee, cheekbones flushed and eyes flashing naughtiness. “Well, look at that—our carriage awaits, Bethany! Taxi for Harcourt and Hamilton—God, listen to us, we sound like some crusty old law partnership instead of the perverts we are. Or at least, one of us is filthy…and the other one’s just plain depraved!” Her laughter was wild and infectious; we tumbled down the stairs, our overnight bag thudding along, adrenaline making us giddy as schoolgirls sneaking out after curfew.

Outside, she exchanged a familiar smile with the driver; his wink and thick Cockney blessing—“Hope you two have a lovely afternoon, ladies”—made me blush hotter, and I suspected his generous tip wasn’t just for good service but for discretion.

Our secret plan required subtlety—me, up the back staircase with the overnight bag, hearts pounding in my throat, while Gina checked in, charm dialed up to a scandalous degree. Two women booking a double room in daylight—well, that would set tongues wagging. So I took the stairs, not ready to brave the rickety lift with its deathtrap metal and the thrill of risk hissing along every step.

When I held the door for her at the top, her hand trembled in mine. “Christ, Bethany, that lift feels ready to swallow us whole. My heart’s still thumping.” The gate snapped shut, metal teeth clattering, and she shivered, her composure slipping enough to let me glimpse the hunger churning beneath her skin.

With a sly grin, I gestured down the corridor, my voice a conspiratorial purr. “This way, madam.”

She rolled her eyes, her tone layered with mock disapproval and anticipation. “Yes, thank you, Bethany. Believe it or not, I can find my way to room 241. Tell me, how did you track it down, detective?” Her smirk dared me.

Oh, Gina, don’t tease unless you’re ready for what comes next.

I leaned in, lowering my voice to a smoky whisper. “Well, there was the heady cloud of Chanel Number Five—a trail so thick it could guide the blind, snatching me by the nose and dragging me straight to you.” I exaggerated a sniff, leading with my chin like bloodhound on the scent. “And if that intoxicating perfume hadn’t given it away, someone left a rather… sticky, glistening hint.” I pointed farther along the hallway, voice husky with laughter and thrill. “There—see the shimmering snail-trail in the carpet? Someone’s desperation practically left a puddle.” My eyes lingered meaningfully, letting the wicked implication hang between us, thick as desire.

Gina swatted my arm, her laughter peeling through the quiet corridor, but I was thoroughly in the mood to entertain. "Fortunately, my overpriced education wasn't just for show," I teased, dropping my voice into dramatic, theatrical narration, "because while you were learning the ins and outs at Her Majesty’s pleasure, madam, I was being painstakingly taught the finer points of arithmetic. For instance, when I saw this—" I gestured extravagantly at the door beside us, "—room 236, I didn’t just stand there looking pretty. No, I summoned all my mathematical prowess and added one. And after a brief crisis of confidence, I did it again. Before I knew it—there it was: 241. Einstein would have wept. It was a damn journey, let me tell you—took years off my life, all that adding. By the time I arrived, I practically barged in on you and your secret tryst."

We reached the door of 242 and Gina, eyeing me with that signature mix of exasperation and fondness, swiped us in with the keycard. She all but dragged me inside, and shut the door behind us with a little too much force—a sign, I knew, that I’d tested the limits of her patience, but hadn’t quite crossed the line.

She leveled a withering look at me, those sharp brown eyes sparking. "Clever little thing, aren’t you? Lucky for you I need the laughs. Otherwise, I’d have chucked you back down to the lobby faster than you can finish an equation."

Grinning, I snapped to attention, throwing on my best sullen schoolgirl pout. "Miss Harcourt, Bethany solemnly swears she’ll behave. Please, please, don’t send her packing." My voice dropped away as I watched Gina stow the overnight case atop the bed, her hands trembling ever so slightly. I moved in, slipped my arms around her, lowering my voice as nerves surged through me. "Sorry... you know how I get. My insides are doing somersaults. Honestly, if you don’t pad the loo, I might end up shitting diamonds. This is it, Gina. We’re actually doing this—"

She clung to me, our bodies pressed together, breathlessly close. Both of us were trembling—excitement rolling off us in heated waves.

Her lips brushed my ear, that low Liverpool cadence slipping in, intimate and teasing. "We bloody well are. Ready to kick off this little game, love? Are you in or are you out?"

My heart beat double-time. I’d already decided my chambermaid persona would be none other than Ivana—the gorgeous Ukrainian girl I’d met back at uni. She always teased me for mimicking her smoky, accented voice, swearing it sent shivers down her spine.

Slipping into character, I rolled my shoulders and purred, "Yes, veery much up for it. You tell Ivana when to come and she will be... how you say—deliciously naughty maid. Mike, he will not know what hit him. Maybe Ivana leave some for lovely Gina, yes?" My hand sliced the air, miming an absolutely filthy, explosive climax—cum arching through the room.

Gina shoved me, grinning wickedly. "If Ivana doesn’t leave anything for lovely cum-bucket Gina, she’ll find herself sailing out that window, straight onto the pavement."

I made a great show of rattling the locked frame. "Tough luck, gorgeous. Window’s not budging. We’re trapped here, just the way I like it."

She began unloading the bag, spreading each item across the bed, her movements brisk and purposeful. The anticipation shimmered between us, infusing the air with an electric thrill. “I’ll bloody find that key if it kills me. Let’s get moving—we’ve got a mission, lady.” Her low, determined tone made my skin tingle.

“Absolutely, boss,” I replied, dropping the accent for my usual self, flashing her a grin as if to steady my quivering hands. The playful façade faded as I focused on what came next.

The next hour unfolded in a whirlwind of silk and nerves. We fumbled with our costumes, straightening skirts, slipping into stockings, lips teased with color, hair arranged and rearranged. I pinned down the maid’s apron over my hips, tugging the fabric snug, every brush of Gina’s fingers on my skin shooting little shocks of excitement across my belly. Each glance in the mirror, each whispered rehearsal line, just ramped up my anticipation.

We’d choreographed the first act—half an hour, maybe a little longer—just enough to set the scene. After that, once ‘Ivana’ did her magic, we’d slip into improvisation and let lust take over. Gina’s phone buzzed; she read Mike’s message aloud. No cancellations, no missed connections—his train on time, his appetite for what was to come just as keen as ours. Only he had no idea what surprises awaited him. My pulse thudded with a mixture of nerves and hunger.

The clock’s hands crept towards five. Every tick heightened the ache in my chest and between my thighs—a tense, aching anticipation that made me want to revert to irreverent Mad Beth Mode just to burn off the energy. But I bit it back for Gina’s sake, hands clenched in my lap as we waited in silence. Eventually, we heard measured footsteps from the corridor. A door opposite ours opened, closed, and Gina exhaled, relief and excitement flickering across her face. With a wicked glint in her eye, she gave me a conspiratorial thumbs up. Showtime.

She left it a heartbeat, then stood, catlike. Disappeared into the bathroom and reemerged holding a hotel tumbler, brow quirked, mouth curling with mischief. “Fancy a little reconnaissance?” she teased, gesturing toward the hall door.

I stared at her, incredulous. “You want to eavesdrop, dressed like that? If the real chambermaid comes around, we’re fucked. You’ve lost it.”

She just smirked, light dancing in her eyes. “Reckon I must be picking up your bad habits! Besides, if it’s the same maid as last time, she’ll just roll her eyes.” Her brazen confidence was irresistible.

I relented, taking the glass and covering the rim with a napkin—no clinks, no risk of discovery. I demonstrated against the inside of our door as she watched, absorbing every sly trick.

Giggling breathlessly, we eased the door open, hearts pounding in unison. Gina slinked across the corridor, hips swaying shamelessly in those indecently tight boots. She pressed the glass to Mike’s door, her entire body taut with intent. For a breathless moment, I was transported—remembering the sweet agony of anticipation, the delicious lure of listening in, all those raw, throbbing needs just below the surface.

She glanced back over her shoulder, winked, and mouthed, “I hear him!” fingers miming a phone to her ear. That impish smile, the flush in her cheeks—God, I wanted her then and there.

After a minute, she padded back, breathless. “Oh, Bethany, I see the appeal. He’s talking on the phone—voice low, just a growl, I can feel it through the door.” Hungry curiosity flickered in her eyes as she turned to me. “Let’s try it with our own room. Say something for me.”

“Better on the bathroom door—just to be cautious.” My throat felt dry, desire sharpening every sense.

She nodded, retreating to the bathroom, glass in hand. Once the door slid shut, I heard the faint thud as the tumbler met the wood. My voice dropped and I pitched it higher, playful and teasing, tweaking the sultry note to match hers. The secret thrill of being overheard—and overhearing—was enough to send a rush of heat spiraling through me.

Slipping seamlessly into Gina’s fractured accent, I pinched my nose and let her tart Liverpool lilt curl over my tongue. “Oh fookin’ hell, Mike, just shag us, lad. Fookin’ fuck us like the filthy mutt I am, yeah? Fuck me like a—”

But the rest of my crooked plea vanished as the real Gina burst out of the bathroom, her raised brow a wicked reprimand, eyes gleaming with wicked amusement. “Right then, where’s that blasted window key? You, love—your performance is over.” My fingers were still pressed theatrically to my nose, mid-caricature.

Summoning every ounce of exaggerated disappointment, I slouched, shoulders slumping theatrically as I shuffled toward the door. “Oh woe is me. All that careful planning and for what? Ruined.” I threw a mock-tragic look over my shoulder, lips pouting, eyes rolling in exaggerated melodrama. “Guess I’ll just wander the streets like this, heartbroken and abandoned.”

Gina folded her arms, eyes sparkling with laughter. “Fine, one more chance. Wouldn’t want you getting picked up for soliciting, would I?” She held up the glass like a precious trophy. “God, that was brilliant—heard it all, clear as day! No wonder you got the Full Monty last week. You filthy little genius.”

“Better than any bug, isn’t it? We had our best gossip in school like that. Heard all sorts—so many secrets and sins slipping through those walls.” I winked, grinning at the memory.

Gina stole a glance at her watch, mischief glinting in her gaze. “Speaking of sins—Bethany, Ivana, are you girls ready? It’s nearly curtain up.”

I straightened, masking my nerves with ceremonial formality. “I’ll be at your service when duty calls, Gina.” I dipped my head, assuming all the gravitas the moment allowed. Then, stepping to the side, I transformed again—one hand slipped behind my back as I arched, thrusting my breasts out, innocence lost and found in the curve of my borrowed smile. “Ivana is ready. So, so ready.” My fingers twirled the red ribbons in my pigtails, my accent thick with want. “Say word, Ivana come, show what very good girl she is.”

Gina laughed, softening, her body humming with anticipation. “Good girl. But wait—I’ll beep you in.” She checked the hall a final time, peeking out boldly, then shut the door and offered me one last conspiratorial thumbs up.

Electricity jingled down my spine. I bounced in place like a girl on the edge of opening her birthday gift, anticipation burning through every nerve. Gina teetered back in her sky-high boots, eagerness fighting with her balance as she reached for me, wrapping me in a quick, fierce hug. My cheek pressed into the luxuriously soft leather of her corset, the spicy scent of her perfume and the warmth of her skin firing need low in my belly. She was a walking promise of everything forbidden.

“Good luck, gorgeous. See you soon.”

“You, too. Knock ’em dead.” Our gazes lingered, hunger and nerves winding between us in delicious tension.

Gina grabbed her glimmering little bag—a trickster’s charm-pouch full of possibilities—and held it up, her excitement palpable and contagious. I bit down on my lower lip, mouth dry, heart skittering. I glanced at my own bag of private wonders.

Then she was gone, the door clicking closed, sealing me in silence. Alone now, fifteen minutes left before Ivana could be unleashed again—fifteen minutes to let anticipation build, each second thick with possibility and trembling need.

Chapter 3 — Say Your Prayers, Little One

With the soft click of the door closing, an almost tangible silence bloomed around me, so profound it made my skin prickle. The echoes of Gina’s energy faded into the spartan hush of room 242 and suddenly I felt stranded in the thick, suspenseful air, nerves fizzing with anticipation and uncertainty. Her presence always grounded me—now, it was just me, alone with my reflection and the riot of emotions thrumming beneath my skin.

I drifted toward the full-length mirror, drawn helplessly to the vision there—a girl on the verge of something wicked, eyes wide and painted, brimming with hunger and secret promise. Those eyes glittered back, lips parted, as if waiting for a lover’s touch or a whispered confession. Self-consciously, I extended my hand, flesh pressed cool and flat to the glass, fingertips trembling. "Hello, Beth," I murmured, tracing the outline of my reflection’s cheek, voice sultry, low. "Who are you tonight, really?" The girl behind the glass looked like trouble, deliriously made up and desperately eager.

The clothes clinging to my body accentuated everything I craved to show off. Jen’s suspenders gripped my thighs too tight, the stockings smooth and sheer against my tingling skin—delicious tension between restraint and abandon. Gina’s glossy, black leather boots commanded my legs, cruelly tall, arching me precariously, the intricate cross-lacings biting into my calves. They were too small, toes pinched and aching, but the discomfort was headily erotic—a whisper of vulnerability, a reminder that this, whatever this was, had its risks. I’d only need to endure the boots for Phase One, a small mercy, but the thought of being undressed—re-dressed—already had heat blooming between my thighs.

Tugged over my body, the maid’s outfit barely deserved the name, scandalously brief and teasing, calculated to expose—my bare skin in the gap between suspenders and stockings achingly visible, tantalizing. Mike would have no trouble at all discovering my nakedness, the absence of panties unmistakable with every subtle shift or bend. My pulse quickened with the thought. Jen’s bustier, glossy and sculpted, hung seductively on the wardrobe: my next transformation lying in wait.

I fixed the frilly little maid’s cap atop my head, clicking it into place and letting my fingers dance through my pigtails—freshly done, a playful echo from forgotten schooldays, twisted with anticipation. The red ribbons Gina had chosen looked wickedly innocent peeking through the flaxen strands, a jarring contrast to the overt eroticism swathing the rest of my body. The effect set my skin on edge, a perfect, trembling balance of naïveté and deviance.

Time dragged mercilessly. Glancing at my watch, I realized hardly any of my allotted fifteen minutes had passed, restlessness gnawing at me. I’d go mad at this rate, pacing in circles, winding myself ever tighter. My eyes dropped to the battered old pager clipped to my thin belt—Gina’s clever toy, our lifeline, the pivot on which our whole intoxicating charade would hinge. I checked it, again. I ran my hands over my other props, absently reassuring myself they were ready, heart stuttering with raw, unspent energy.

The feather duster—silly, soft, utterly essential—rested within reach, a badge of my new, willing servitude. The anticipation, frustration, and secret joy of all our planning radiated through my skin, setting every nerve alive with the promise of the next phase, the next touch, the next command. Alone for now, I watched my own desire gleam back at me from the mirror, breath catching, body wound tight as a bowstring and ready for anything.

No maid worth her salt would be caught dead without her feather duster, and mine was a prize, hard-won after Mr. Johnson’s prolonged, red-faced search in the little room behind his hardware counter on the High Street. He’d finally emerged, victorious yet oddly flustered, pressing it into my hands like it was far more scandalous than any household tool. I doubted dear Mr. Johnson would ever imagine what dark delights his duster might touch tonight, though I had a shiver of certainty that Mrs. Johnson would have her own wicked ideas.

Time crawled, syrupy and slow. My pulse thudded at my throat as I edged it along. Desperate for steadiness, I tried Jen’s trusted yoga breathing—inhale, exhale, calm the mind, cleanse the body. Instead, my chest heaved and I found myself dizzy and gasping, nerves spiking higher. I needed something to settle me, or at least distract my senses. I snapped open the mini-bar, promising myself just a taste—Jen had sworn by gin and tonics for a jangled heart. The tiny gin bottle twisted open in my hand, the aroma stinging my nose with medicinal sharpness. The liquid burned my tongue, even worse than it smelled. Tonic was my only salvation; I swigged it straight out of the chilled bottle, then poured the last of the gin over it and down my throat in a single, courageous swallow.

Heat ignited in my belly, an electric shock thrumming through my limbs. I braved it again, tipping the miniature until it was bone dry. My insides fizzed and bubbled, restlessness morphing into raw, shaky energy. Why stop? I reached for the vodka, repeating the ritual—tonic, vodka, swallow, shudder. A little unladylike burp escaped me, the sharpness biting at the back of my throat. I wrinkled my nose, unsure whether the concoction was soothing my nerves or spiraling me toward a new edge.

But at least my trembling focus had shifted; only six agonizing minutes remained. I lingered by the sink, brushing my teeth in frantic circles, determined to banish every trace of gin and vodka from my breath. I peered close into the mirror, anxiety making me obsessive over imaginary flaws, searching between my teeth for any sign of betrayal.

Still twitchy, I thumbed out a quick message to Jen—a thank you for the impossibly sexy gift, a whispered prayer for good luck, a plea for her solidarity in my madness.

Now only a minute left. I stepped before the mirror again, attempting a last round of checks—the precise set of my cap, the cheeky fall of my pigtails, the sinful invitation of my stockings. My breath caught. My heart rioted.

Suddenly, the pager at my waist erupted, shrill and urgent, yanking me from my reverie. I jolted so violently I nearly leapt straight out Gina’s threatened window, my heart slamming against my ribs in absolute shock. A helpless, panicked cry tore free as I clutched at my chest, sure the next breath would never come. If I’d been anxious before, this was utter freefall—the drink from moments ago searing into live flame, burning through my belly until I felt molten.

Hands trembling, I punched the pager’s button, silencing the alert with a shudder. My fingers scrabbled for my shoulder bag, a final desperate check for my precious card key—room 242, my little feather duster, my passport to tonight’s wicked adventure.

God, these boots were pure torture, biting into my feet with every step—a delicious torment that promised blisters along with a host of other aches in places far more intimate than my toes. I guessed my feet would be the least of my concerns by tomorrow morning. Determined to calm my racing mind, I ran through Ivana’s opening lines for the hundredth time, silently willing that Gina hadn’t forgotten to leave the door unlocked.

Suddenly, I realized I was already stalking down the corridor—I’d been so jittery, I’d all but floated out of the room without registering it. Instinctively, my hand went to my bag and fished out the key card, my heart hammering at the thought of being locked out at such a crucial—wanton—moment. If the damn thing failed, there was no way I’d be able to slink down to reception and explain, not dressed as I was, not with my nerves raw as exposed wire. When I slid the card and the panel’s light flashed green, accompanied by the soft, suggestive snick of the mechanism unlatching, a shaky breath escaped me—something between relief and carnal anticipation.

Slipping to the door of 241, I shuddered, memories from last time prickling along my skin like an electric current. This time I’d taken every precaution—no distractions, no dashing to the loo halfway through seduction. The entire floor seemed suspended in expectant silence; the absence of music was almost disappointing, as though my entry deserved a dramatic, throbbing soundtrack—a crescendo of lust and nerves.

I squeezed my eyes shut, jaw clenched so tight I could’ve shattered glass. My hand closed around the handle—trembling, eager, terrified. I probably looked like a bomb disposal expert in a porno, ready to trigger something explosive.

The door creaked open—invitation and challenge all at once. My lungs ached as I dragged in the deepest breath yet, my chest rising with all the frantic energy I was fighting to contain.

Curtains up, darling: time for Ivana Schevchenko to step onto this wicked, wicked stage.

The plush carpet threatened to sabotage me immediately, my heels punching into it with abandon, daring me to collapse in a heap of tangled limbs and mortified laughter. My brain conjured visions of a sultry, feline entrance, hips undulating, duster spinning, every inch of me gleaming with confidence. The reality—wobbling along, arm extended for balance, the feather duster dangerously close to becoming a white flag—was anything but polished.

My eyes fixed forward, but the bed loomed at the edge of my vision—an inviting sprawl of muscle and heat, Mike’s broad, brown torso stretched taut in elegant surrender. Draped across him, Gina’s quick, hungry silhouette was unmistakable, her head bobbing with practiced, greedy delight; the low, guttural sounds spilling from Mike’s lips left no doubt she was driving him somewhere exquisite. Just the anticipation of joining them made my skin flush hot.

Ignoring the tremble in my hands, I sped for the bathroom, dropping my little treasure bag onto the glassy surface of the television table as I swept past. I flicked my feather duster at every innocent object in my path, pretending to be insouciant, humming a fractured, dirty riff of ‘Enter Sandman’—though in that fevered, giddy moment, I’d have believed any fantasy. I was slipping into my own Neverland, hungry for every wild and wicked sensation that waited on the other side of the door.

The moment the bathroom door swung open, a deep, rumbling groan filled the air—impatience and frustration thick in that sound. Mike’s baritone, as unwavering and dark as melted chocolate, thundered out: “Oh, for Christ’s sake, not AGAIN! What’s with this fucking hotel? Gina, sweetheart, get rid of her!” His irritation was nearly tangible, vibrating through the close, charged air of the room. I caught Gina’s muffled reply but couldn’t quite pick out the words, only the change in her tone—a mixture of mischief and command.

Peeking my head around the doorway, duster raised in cheerful defiance, I summoned Ivana’s accent and let her lines roll out, coy and oh-so-innocent. “Is ok—I make up room for you. Don’t notice me, I not see anything! You keep going, yes?” Slipping back into the bathroom, I let out a silent sigh of relief. The act had found its rhythm; the role of voyeur and participant in this delicious performance settled over me. The brief glimpse of Mike—his powerful, dark body exposed and waiting, ex-Quarterback written over every flexed muscle—had left a heated pulse between my thighs. The urge to watch, to touch, to taste, was swelling in me. My mind reeled at my mistake—he wasn’t rugby or soccer, but a tight end. God, he looked like he could split me in two.

Gina’s voice floated in—sweetly stern, seductive in her authority. “Pardon me, young lady. Would you mind joining us out here for a second?”

My heart hammered. The maid uniform, stretched obscenely tight, barely covered me; every movement exposed more than it hid. One last, hurried glance in the mirror—smudged eyeliner, flushed cheeks, the glint of my own mischief in my eyes. Deep breath, Beth. That evil spark flared; I nearly laughed aloud. Dear fucking God, I have my porn name now. Naughty America: Hotel Threesome, starring Mikey A, Gina H, and the one and only Deep Breath Beth. The devil in me stretched out—hungry, bold.

I sauntered back out, duster flicking dust and nerves from invisible surfaces. “Is problem, madam?” My accent purred.

Gina was sprawled over Mike, her body taut and sinuous as she shielded him—his face finally exposed, all sharp cheekbones, shaved head, and a dark goatee framing thick, bitten lips. Power radiated from his frame, wrists bound tight by thick Velcro cuffs. I knew those cuffs all too well—the helpless shiver of being locked down, of surrendering every ounce of control. I almost moaned at the memory.

My feet stopped. My eyes widened for effect—Ivana, startled and mock-appalled. “Oh, I see now! Is big problem! You two, you like very much the boom-boom, I see that. Such lucky lady—you with strong, beautiful, big man, eh? I see him around the hotel, all the women looking. So fucking hot. But I not disturb you—sorry, sorry! Please, have extra fun, yes?” I started to turn, relishing the tension curling through my stomach, that electric dance along my skin.

Gina’s voice went sharp, a laugh hidden under her words. “Hold on, young lady. What’s your name?”

“Ivana, ma’am. I’m from Ukraine,” I announced, straightening my shoulders, my chest straining the limits of the uniform—in my mind, a tribute to every bold, wild-hearted girl hustling her way through life.

Gina’s eyes raked me up and down, full of open appreciation—and a glimmer of warning. “Are you, Ivana? You’re a very pretty girl.”

“Thank you, madam. You are very pretty, too…” My mouth ran away with me, a wicked little twist, “… for your age, of course.”

Gina’s glare seared right through me, her lips pursed. The message was clear: mess with me, and I’ll rip those nipple rings clean off next time—make you beg and cry. Before she could rip into me more, Mike barked out, raw and strained, “Ivana, just leave, would you? Jesus, Gina, this is insane!”

Gina’s tone cut through the air, edged with authority and mischief. “Mike, enough. Ivana, darling, come here,” she purred, her accent laced with a devilish heat. “You’re only doing your job, so why don’t you keep it up—just tidy around us while Mike and I… fucky-fuck.” Her voice trembled deliciously on the forbidden words, and for a moment I could see her teetering between laughter and desire.

I grinned, slipping seamlessly into the playful role. “No problem, lady. I finish my job, you finish yours, yes? We both get busy.” I sent her a conspiratorial wink, then threw a glance Mike’s way, soaking in his muscular, restrained form. “What about you, big man? You look like you get job done… more than once, I bet.”

Gina’s lips curled upwards, approval flashing in her eyes. “Thank you, Ivana, that’s exceptionally sweet of you.” She turned, trailing her manicured fingers over Mike’s body with lazy possessiveness. “Isn’t she lovely, my sulky boy? Now, where were we?”

I flicked my feather duster around the edges of the room, my eyes never straying far from the tangle of bare limbs and glinting restraints on the bed. Mike’s glare could’ve melted steel. “Hell no, Gina! Get her the hell out of here. Seriously, this hotel’s a fucking disaster. If you don’t tell her to leave, I swear to god—”

I spun on my heel, leveling my duster at him like a scepter, the performance swelling beneath my skin. “You have such filthy American mouth, mister. Very rude! Tell me, ma’am”—I shot Gina an exaggeratedly innocent look—“why you tie him up? Has he been bad? Does he need to learn a lesson?” My accent thickened, making the words roll naughty and slow.

Gina sighed, deep and theatrical, as if the weight of his wickedness pressed on her heart. “Ah, Ivana… yes, he’s been absolutely terrible. A disappointment, really. We were meant to do this last week, remember, Michael?” Her finger trailed down his chest. “But he was busy—so busy—he left me all alone. Let me down. That’s why he’s paying now. So yes, Ivana, he’s been very, very bad.”

Mike started to protest, but Gina’s hand clamped over his words. “Shut up, Michael.”

I prowled closer, clicking my tongue, hips swaying, holding the duster like a wand of judgment. Fighting the temptation to linger at the sight of his tensed muscles, I tapped his broad chest, feeling the warmth and tension beneath the skin. “You leave this gorgeous lady wanting? Prefer boring work to her wild pleasure? You don’t deserve her, not at all.” I shot Gina a knowing glare, adding another sharp flick of the duster across his chest for emphasis. “He no deserve you, ma’am. He’s bad, bad man.”

Mike’s frustration boiled over, his voice sharp and desperate. “For fuck’s sake, Ivana, get out! Leave, or I’ll have you fired! We don’t want room service—just please, honey, make her go.”

Gina recoiled like he’d struck her, indignant. “Michael! Do you hear yourself? That’s unacceptable.”

My moment arrived, and I threw myself into the melodrama, burying my face in my hands, shoulders shaking with false sobs. “I only try to earn a living,” I wailed, throwing just enough authentic ache into my voice to turn it from farce into something a little sweeter, a little sadder, deliciously pitiable. “Ivana works so hard, does her best, and now she gets punished. I’ll be sacked—I know it. Manager hates poor Ivana. What will I do?” My mock tears flowed with gusto, the room thick with amusement and mounting arousal.

Gina moved swiftly, chastising him. “Look what you’ve done, Michael! You made her cry. You really are awful. Shush now—no more from you.” Her gaze lingered on me, half playful, half aching for punishment, and the atmosphere snapped tight as a drawn whip.

As Gina's words hung in the air, I reached into my little stash, my fingertips caressing the smooth, familiar leather. Lifting my gaze, I let a slow, naughty smile curl across my lips as I sauntered back to her, the object dangling from my grasp. “You know,” I murmured, my accent thick, teasing, “thees is my special trick for men who talk too much. Works... every time.” I slipped the ball-gag into her waiting hand with a flourish.

Gina’s eyes sparkled—so wicked, so amused. “Ivana, you are too much,” she purred, her admiration a sensual caress. “How wonderfully prepared you are. I could get used to having you around.” With practiced ease and a glimmer of anticipation in her eyes, she stalked over to Mike. He barked and cursed, struggling against the restraints, his muscles tensing, but Gina was already sliding the gag between his lips, deft and sensual, her confidence absolute. In moments, the only sounds he could offer were desperate, heated grunts—his protest silenced, raw and helpless.

“That’s so much better, don’t you think?” Gina said with a sigh of satisfaction, brushing a stray lock of hair from her cheek. She turned on the bed, tapping the mattress invitingly. “Come here, Ivana. Sit with me. Tell me—what brings such a clever, naughty little thing into my world?” Her tone was relaxed, conspiratorial, charged with a secret delight.

Obeying her, I crossed the room and perched beside her, our thighs barely separated by a whisper of space. We exchanged pleasantries—idle words about my work, her travels, how the city hummed at night. Mike fumed in his bondage, writhing futilely, his frustration deliciously visible. His eyes burned holes through us, but his voice was just animal sounds—so powerless, so deliciously subdued.

At the predetermined cue in our playful banter, I shifted the conversation, letting my curiosity bloom, my voice honeyed and full of mischief. “So... you and Mister Beeg Guy—how ees the... ah, fucky-fuck? You have... fun?” My gaze flickered between them, eyes wide with pretend innocence.

Gina tilted her head, lips quirking. She leaned closer, her breath a whisper against my cheek. “He’s fun when his mouth’s otherwise occupied, Ivana. Some things—” she shot a pointed look at the gag “—are more enjoyable when you accept a little discipline.”

I giggled, glancing at the rumpled sheet that tented over Mike’s hips. “And... ees he, ah, how you say, living up to the rumors? You know—what they say about the big ones.” My hands formed a generous, teasing gesture in the air, innocence barely hiding my anticipation.

With wicked delight, Gina pointed at the sheet. “Why don’t you check for yourself?”

I feigned shock, my hand fluttering to my lips, twisting a pigtail around my finger like a bashful, curious girl at her first sleepover. My heart was drumming madly, lust and nerves mixing dangerously. “Ooh... may I?” I beamed, unable to conceal my excitement.

Gina’s voice dropped, intimate and electric. “Go on, my sweet. Just a little look—no harm in that.” She grinned at Mike, whose wild eyes begged and threatened and pleaded all at once. Then she turned that wicked smile on me—a private invitation, a shared wickedness.

With a squeal I couldn’t hold back, I clapped my hands, eyes shining. Slowly, so slowly, I drew the sheet back by inches, savoring every second, every shift in his breath. I crooned nonsense, acting the irrepressibly curious maid, but every fiber in me was on fire. The moment his cock came into view—thick, heavy, lying languid and proud, balls tight and full—I had to suppress a gasp. Even soft, he was a glorious spectacle, and my mouth watered as I forced myself to stifle my admiration, reminding myself of the game.

Disappointment painted my expression as I glanced down at Mike, writhing and bucking beneath the sheets, frustration pouring off him in waves. With a bored sigh, I swatted his soft cock with my feather duster, feigning utter disinterest. “Hmph, my boyfriend—he’s so much bigger than thees,” I declared, stretching my fingers as wide as they’d go, taunting him with an exaggerated gesture. The moment felt maddening; my fingers curled around him without warning, lifting his thick shaft and waving it dismissively, smacking it down on his trembling stomach as though it was something I’d found in the bargain bin. “What’s the use of something like this for a woman, when it’s all so... lifeless?” I added scornfully, giving it one more sharp slap, the anticipation prickling between my thighs. God, just holding him—half-hard and heavy in my grip—made my mouth water, my tongue ache to taste him, desperate for him to pulse and swell on my lips. But for now, I had to keep playing my role, and so I threw him one last look of supposed disgust. “Tchah!” I scoffed, flicking my wrist in disdain and turning my attention to Gina.

Rising with a wicked smile, I slipped onto Gina’s waiting lap, straddling her, letting my skirt ride temptingly high. “You, Gina, are delicious,” I purred, twining my fingers through her silky hair and brushing my lips softly over hers. “Maybe we leave our naughty Meek all trussed up for a while—let me show a very lovely lady just how talented Ukrainian girls are when it comes to devouring pussy…” My lips barely grazed hers, my eyes shining with mischief and anticipation.

A sultry laugh curled from Gina’s lips as her hands gripped my waist. “Mmm, I absolutely want that, Ivana. But only if you promise to help me take care of that…” Her gaze flicked hungrily back toward Mike’s cock, still limp but twitching at the attention. Behind his ball-gag, his green eyes grew wide, and he made a strangled noise—desperation, envy, frustration and lust tangled together in one muffled, hopeless plea.

I drew back for a moment, pretending to consider. “Room service like that, well, I usually expect a... little something extra.” My thumb and two fingers rubbed together in a classic gesture, teasing just how transactional I’d become. “You know, for the time.”

Gina arched an eyebrow, her tongue flicking over her lip as she played along, pretending confusion for a second before catching on. “Of course. You have to make up for those pitiful wages.” She turned, grabbing Mike’s wallet from the dresser. “Fair’s fair, Mike!” His eyes nearly popped, his gagged protests muffled and urgent.

With a casual flick of her wrist, Gina tossed a few bills onto the bed, her palm settling over a neat stack of crisp twenties. She counted out five, laying them across my thigh, her touch lingering. “Is this enough, darling Ivana?”

Shrugging as if the amount barely registered, I tucked the notes into my stocking, the thin paper cool and scratchy against my bare thigh. “Will do—for now,” I drawled, wetting my lips, already impatient for more. As Gina slid Mike’s remaining bills back into his wallet, I couldn’t help myself—I reached out, wiggling my fingers playfully. “Don’t worry—I take dollars too… even rubles, credit cards, Amazon vouchers—whatever you have.” Gina’s eyes sparkled with laughter as she pressed the wad of bills into my hand, the absurdity fueling my arousal as I stuffed them down next to the sterling, whispering to myself about Diners cards and renminbi before breaking into a smile.

“Now, where were we?” I purred, grabbing her by the waist and toppling us back onto the bed. I pulled Gina into a hungry, lingering kiss while Mike watched helplessly, every minute with his cock ignored just amplifying the ache. We were lost in each other, Gina’s hands exploring, my thighs tightening around her, the two of us gloriously tangled as, for the next ten minutes, we forgot the world and taught each other all the pleasures that lie between Anglo and Ukrainian lips.

We teased him mercilessly, utterly unrepentant, our bodies entwined and moving feverishly while he watched, helpless and hungry, barely daring to breathe through his gag. Our hands roamed, fingers digging into flesh, stroking each other’s aching desire as our moans became a cruel symphony for his ears alone. The air between us was electric, thick with need, the intimate sounds of wet mouths and fevered skin promising everything. Gina’s palm gripped my arse, kneading it as she slid against me—her silent instruction to move on, though the wicked glint in her eyes begged me to keep torturing him a little longer.

Curiosity pulled my gaze between Gina’s thighs, where her tongue left wet, lingering kisses just inches from his face. I saw his cock now, impossibly hard, stiff with pure longing, and I almost laughed with delight. He had no choice, not with this show unfolding right before him, every gasp and whimper a delicious torture. I nudged Gina’s shoulder; her flushed face rose to meet mine, lips slick with arousal.

“I theenk he ready now, madam. About time,” I teased, grinning, as I locked eyes with him. “Americans—always so slow to learn.” Gina’s body began to unfurl, gliding down towards his massive cock, her movements deliberate and teasing. My heart hammered with want as I pressed in, our faces so close I could feel the heat radiating from him.

“How big, do you know?” I asked, voice dripping with mischief. “Did you ever measure before?”

Gina shook her head, a wicked smirk curling her lips. “No, Ivana, but I should. Wouldn’t it be delicious to tell my friends?” She trailed her tongue along his shaft, and envy stabbed through me—soon, Beth, soon you’ll have him all to yourself.

I gave her a knowing wink. “You say Ivana is resourceful. You are right!” With a mischievous flourish, I scampered over to my bag, retrieving Gina’s tape measure—the same one I’d once used on some very impressive vegetables. She pressed it to the base as I unrolled it, both of us gasping as the numbers climbed higher and higher. Cucumber measurements flashed through my mind, but this was no vegetable. “Over ten inches,” I crowed, lips pursed in approval. “That will do just fine for Ivana… and for the lovely English lady.”

Gina lifted his length, presenting it to me like a decadent treat, and I finally surrendered to the craving that coursed through me. My mouth closed around the heavy, velvet-smooth head, rolling my tongue in slow, savoring circles. The heat of him stunned me—a living, throbbing pulse that filled my mouth, stretching my lips, making me ache. I drew him deeper, the thickness spreading my jaw, Gina stroking at the base as her fingers brushed my own. I tried to close my fist around his girth and failed—the space between finger and thumb left gaping, his cock too thick to contain, too glorious to resist.

Each movement pulled a greedy moan from deep inside me; my pussy throbbed in impatient response as I tasted him, letting need coil through me—sharp and sweet and endless. The anticipation was exquisite torment; I burned to impale myself on him, to ride until my body shattered with release, but I knew we weren’t finished toying with our helpless audience. We teased and licked, tongues tangling, wrapping him in pleasure, leaving us all trembling and breathless, our bodies begging for more. The night was far from over—soon, it would be Bethany’s turn. And as I worked my lips down his shaft, hungry and desperate, I thought: let him sweat. Let us starve a bit longer. When release came, it would consume us all.

We’d reached the final shimmering notes of Ivana’s performance, her farewell act before slipping into the shadows. Gina, with a wicked glint in her eye, turned to me and asked in that sultry whisper, “Would you like a little ride?” The question hovered between us, heavy with temptation. I paused, letting anticipation throb through me. “All right,” I breathed, letting the accent linger, “why not? The money’s good enough, and I’m so very ready…”

My pulse drummed beneath my skin as I realized this was the most daring part of our plan. Gina gently guided Mike’s impressive erection upright for me—so thick, so gloriously hard I could feel its heat before I even touched it. I climbed over him, knees spreading wide to straddle his taut thighs, my trembling hands holding his shaft steady as I eased my soaked folds down just enough to feel the sumptuous pressure of his swollen head parting me. He felt exquisite, impossibly broad, the slick velvet crown of his cock nudging at my entrance, holding me in suspension. My entire body tensed with the burning need to sink down, to swallow every inch, but I forced myself to stay right on the edge—hovering, trembling, lost in the delicious agony of frustration.

My heart hammered against my ribs. The anticipation was near unbearable; my cunt throbbed with longing, drenched and open, the ache for release tightening my belly. Mike’s dark eyes burned into mine, oblivious to Gina’s frantic tapping at her phone. The world spun out, shrinking to just this—his cock teasing my desperate sex, my greedy desire clawing at the last of my restraint.

I shot Gina a desperate look, my lips forming a silent, pleading, “Hurry up!” She met my eyes, mouthed back, “Sorry Beth… got it!”—and at her words, as if summoned by pure force of will, my pager buzzed against my hip. The cruel jolt of reality crashed in, and I wrenched myself away from Mike’s exquisite heat with a shuddering gasp, my body rebelling at the loss. It was a feat of pure, shattering discipline—every nerve in my body screamed to finish, to let go, but I somehow managed to stumble to my feet.

I closed my eyes, drawing in a ragged breath, willing myself to get back into character for Ivana’s final words. Glancing at the pager, I gave a theatrical shrug, lips curling in a half-sad, half-playful pout. “Oh no, my manager! Ivana is in trouble again—late, always late for making up rooms. Such a naughty girl. I suppose I’ll have to charm my way out of another warning... Why not? Another blowjob to keep the boss happy, hmm?” I sighed dramatically. “Again!” Lifting my skirt, I patted where Gina’s generous payment was tucked snug against the lace of my stocking, savoring the memory. “Lovely to meet you, Meek the Deek. And you, beautiful lady, thank you for your generosity.” I grinned, giving a little curtsy, and, slipping fully into Ivana’s cheeky role, added, “So, as you English say, toodle-pip!”

Scooping up my feather duster, I gave it a teasing flick—a saucy flourish above my head as I sashayed out, singing, “We’re Off to Never-Never Land,” my voice trailing seductively down the corridor. The door closed with a soft click behind me.

As I retreated, I caught Gina’s voice, soft and conspiratorial: “Mmm, that’s a shame—such a delightful girl…”

Chapter 5 — We’re Off to Never-Never Land

Panic crashed into me, adrenaline and residual desire tangling together and setting me aflame. The only instinct stronger than my need to return to Mike’s lap and impale myself on his gorgeous cock was the pressing urge to free myself from those hideous boots. Every step was a battle, the cruel pinch of patent leather biting into my calves as I limped down the corridor back to 242. At last, I collapsed onto the lone hotel bed, heart thundering in my chest.

Stripping away Ivana’s persona was a ritual—one that would take nearly ten minutes, even with Gina’s rehearsed choreography. Kicking the boots off was a cathartic struggle; I muttered curses under my breath, breath quickening as the pain faded, replaced by a rush of relief. I wriggled my toes, flexed my ankles. The stiletto heels Gina had loaned me were tight—a delicious reminder of where I’d been—but infinitely more comfortable after the punishing confines of the boots. Their delicate ankle straps encircled me, accentuating the bare sweep above, a touch of restrained elegance.

I savored the sensation of my clothes clinging to every curve, the heat between my thighs blooming and fading, the ghost of Mike’s cock still pressing insistently at my memory. Something had changed in me; the press of fabric against heated skin, the erotic afterglow of my near-miss—each sensation felt amplified, more alive. And Bethany, eager and hungry, was waiting for her turn.

Shrugging off the maid’s costume was quick work—my trembling fingers barely registering the silky fabric sliding away from my body as the urgent, molten ache between my legs grew impossibly persistent. Each second counted; I could feel my impatience pulsing in every limb. My hair came next, and with every careful twist untangling those pigtails, I felt myself edging back a little closer to who I was… or maybe to someone new entirely. With a breathless whim, I tied one of those innocent red ribbons just above my left ear—cheeky, captivating, oddly empowering. I could almost hear Allie’s delighted gasp if she could see me right now.

My phone chimed—Gina again, mercilessly efficient: ‘Tell Ivana she was a champ. Nailed it! He’s ready for Ph.2. Hurry back!’ Adrenaline shot through me. I grinned, firing back a silent pep talk: I’m hurrying, Gina, I swear!

Another notification. Jen this time—jealous, teasing, sharp as always: ‘Hands off. He’s mine. I saw him first! Good luck!’ I laughed without answering, time pressing, anticipation flooding me as I slipped out of the old and into something entirely more wicked. The bustier came next—my fingers, even impatient, made easy work of those hooks and seams, sliding the soft fabric over my skin, hugging me in all the right places in a way that sent a delicious shiver up my spine. I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror—fuck, where’s my choker? He liked them. I dove onto the bed, rummaging, found the strand of velvet, and fastened it snugly around my neck. The effect was instantaneous. Head high, lips parted, eyes dark—God, I liked it too.

I pressed my palm to my reflection. “Wish me luck, Bethany… or whoever the hell you are.” My gaze lingered, hungry, a little lost—a little more ready.

Eight minutes. I hadn’t realized I could burn through time like that.

My return to room 241 was nothing like before. Gone was the awkward rush—my steps in Gina’s strappy heels were sure, hips swaying, every movement calculated, owning this new skin. Mike was waiting—helpless, hooded, silenced, splayed across the bed—his anticipation written in every muscle. Gina caught my eye and beamed, sweeping me up in her enthusiasm. “Brilliant,” she hissed, arms flung around me. “Ivana was incredible! God, babe, you’re a natural. Now—come on, let’s take it all the way.”

My throat was dry, my pulse a hammer. I nodded, wanting—needing—this more than anything, my body trembling with feverish intent. After an endless buildup, I slid my hand along Mike’s hard length, marveling as I straddled him—the thrill crackling through me like lightning. This time, I allowed gravity to win, savoring every silky stretch as I lowered myself, inch by greedy inch, onto that insanely thick cock. My breath caught, my teeth slicing into my lower lip to stifle the gasp of desperate pleasure as my cunt clenched down, finally, fully stuffed. His head tossed beneath the blindfold, mind flooded by sensation and mystery. Gina leaned in, her voice in his ear—a delicious visual. I relished the way he twitched, every raw, unrestrained moan vibrating against the gag as I squeezed down, deeper, taking all of him, feeling myself split open and reformed, alive in a way I never had been before.

Ten inches—every last bit—I took him deep inside, all the way until I was stuffed impossibly full, my body quivering around his firm length, savoring the decadent stretch and the way it made my inner muscles pulse with greedy pleasure. My heart pounded, a wild staccato in my chest. The thought lingered—just wait until you feel this at the other end—a shiver of delicious anticipation shot straight through me.

Gina’s eyes sparkled with mischievous delight as she shot me a thumbs-up, her mouth curling into a wicked smile. “Good girl,” she mouthed, and her silent praise only fed my confidence. She drifted even closer to Mike, lips grazing the shell of his ear, her presence sending fresh embers of desire surging through the room.

Her voice, smoky and teasing, wrapped softly around his confusion as she played with his senses. “Mike,” she purred, “if I’m right here with you, whispering in your ear, then who’s the one riding your delicious cock?” Her words hung in the air, thick with implication. “No, not Gina—and Ivana is gone. So, who could it possibly be?” The game was in full swing.

I wished I could see his eyes struggling behind that blindfold, his head twitching, desperate for answers, helplessly lost in sensation and suspense.

I kept grinding on him, rolling my hips, drawing every ounce of pleasure from him, while Gina weaved her sultry narrative. “Remember that awful girl I told you about, the one staying with me—Bethany?” She was playing her role perfectly, pushing old buttons, and I glared at her, mouthing a silent threat, twisting my hands like I might punish her teasing breasts later. She signaled—one finger on each hand—playful retaliation. One-all. Our scores settled for the moment.

Gina leaned closer, conspiratorially. “You see, Mike, I found out that young Bethany is far from horrible. She’s utterly irresistible, and lately, we’ve gotten up to all sorts of naughtiness together. She’s so wicked, she’s stolen my heart—and if you’re very, very good, I might just introduce her to you properly.” Her voice was honeyed heat.

She placed her fingers on the gag at his mouth. “I’m going to take this out now, but you mustn’t utter a word—unless I say so. Do you understand?” Her authority sent a tremor through him. He nodded, breathless.

She slipped the gag free and he flexed his jaw, swallowing, licking his lips—obvious relief in his deep, gutteral breaths. I knew how raw, how exposed he’d feel—I’d worn that gag myself, felt the hunger and frustration that it brought.

“Now, Michael,” Gina commanded, her tone soft but firm, “say sorry for being so mean to poor Ivana.”

His voice was rough, almost reverent as he turned—sightless—to her. “I’m sorry, Ivana. I don’t know what came over me. I truly apologize.”

“Good boy,” she purred, brushing her fingers down his arm. “Well done, Mick.”

Leaning in, pumping him slow and deep, I whispered in my best exotic purr, “Ivana say thank you. Apology accept.” The confusion in his body language only fanned my need—he had no idea what was real, who I was, but he was utterly at my mercy.

With Gina’s eyes urging me on, I dipped closer and kissed him thoroughly—his lips warm, plush, yielding under mine, promising so much more. For a moment, I imagined his mouth tracing elsewhere, tasting me with that hungry need.

I dipped my lips to his ear, breath ghosting hotly over his skin. “Hello, Mike,” I whispered, voice low and honey-thick. “I’m Bethany. I’ve heard so much about you...” Intimate, familiar, dangerous—I let the moment hang, grinding faster, feeling him rock and tense beneath me, his body helplessly responding to my every move. The connection between us intensified, flesh and adrenaline fusing into a single smoky need.

Gina’s hands moved to his blindfold, lifting away the darkness at last. “Say hello to Bethany, Mike,” she murmured.

He blinked, squinting against the sudden light, his mouth falling open, shock and lust mingling gloriously on his face. “Oh my...” His gaze flicked between Gina and me, realization dawning. “What the fuck is going on here? Were you... her?” He jerked his chin at the door, still so beautifully dazed.

I smiled, utterly in control, relishing every second as understanding spread across his face.

“That’s right—I am Ivana too.”

For the third time, I drew close, my lips teasing his ear with a voice that dripped wicked promise. “Ivana is one of Bethany’s closest friends. She sends her love, you know. Pity she couldn’t join us—she had quite the appreciation for your... impressive cock.” My accent was thick and playful, the words tumbling out with a sensual rasp, every syllable laden with tease.

Grinding down hard on him, I let a guttural moan escape as I arched my back, my fingers pulling roughly at my breasts through the fabric, toying with the piercings beneath. My breath came ragged and hot, matching the relentless rhythm of my hips as I fucked him with growing abandon. “But Bethany…” I gasped, riding him faster, my words trembling with lust, “Bethany loves this so much more.”

With a fierce, desperate need, I tossed my head, hair trailing over my shoulders, and shouted towards Gina, my words full of rough longing, “Gina, for God’s sake, untie this gorgeous man! Let him have me—let him do whatever he wants. I want him wild.”

Mike’s groan was low and hungry, the words tumbling out as he caught my gaze. “Ah, an English Rose. Bethany, is it? The pleasure’s all mine.” Gina had freed one of his hands, and he offered it to me—a broad, powerful palm swallowing mine, yet achingly gentle, as if he knew just how fragile I could be.

I laughed, the sound a sultry challenge. “Now this is an introduction I can get behind—well, beneath, on top, however you’d like it, sir.” My voice lowered, delicious with threat and thrill. “But a warning first: this English Rose comes with thorns. I’ll leave scratches you’ll never want to heal.” I dragged my nails across his sculpted chest, leaving faint red trails, making him shudder beneath me.

At last, released from his restraints, Mike’s strong hands grabbed my hips, fingers digging into the sleek satin clinging to me, his touch hungry, reverent, desperate. “I honestly don’t know what madness I’ve wandered into—but you know what? I’m not asking questions. I’ll just enjoy every damn second.”

I cut him off with a fierce, needy kiss, devouring his mouth. When I broke away, my voice was thick with desire. “Less talking, more fucking, Mike.”

And God, did he deliver. I rode him with abandon, the pleasure deep and overwhelming, the stretch of him exquisite, until Gina’s voice cut through, wicked and commanding. “You haven’t done doggy with him yet, Beth? Well, now’s the perfect time. Trust me—let yourself feel it.”

I loved the way she took charge, her confidence a dark, thrilling aphrodisiac. We shifted, tangled together under her direction, until my ass was high in the air, Mike pressing in from behind. If I’d thought he filled me before, now every powerful thrust sent me reeling, the sensation nearly unbearable in its intensity. Gina moved in front of me, spreading her thighs over my shoulders, her feet encased in delicate stockings that Mike took hold of, his hands huge and capable. I buried my face into Gina, reveling in the heat, the exquisite taste of her slick, needy folds.

Mike was relentless, but every motion was considerate, his size less overwhelming for the tenderness behind each movement. His hands slid up, caressing the curves of my hips, ghosting over my bustier before cupping my breasts, fingers kneading the flesh just right. My lips left Gina for a moment, and I twisted around, breathless and grinning up at him as I panted, “Hope you don’t mind the games, Mike.”

He grinned back, eyes wild, desire glittering deep within them. “Not one bit. I’ll admit, Ivana had her charms—” I pretended a pout, and he softened, brushing a teasing thumb over my hip. “But I’ve got to be honest, Bethany. I want you much more.”

Gina’s grip tightened in my hair, drawing me relentlessly down to her sweetness, her frustrated sigh sending a shudder through me. “Enough with the talking, Bethany,” she ordered, her voice rough with desire. My scalp tingled deliciously beneath her fingers, granting her absolute control as she pushed me deeper, my lips and tongue now a slave to her need. The taste of her, slick and intoxicating, filled my mouth, every swirl and flick matched to the slow, powerful rocking of Mike behind me. His steady rhythm sent waves of heat through my body, each push coaxing my hips forward so I pressed harder into Gina’s soft, trembling flesh.

I drowned in the slick music of our bodies—my lips parting, tongue teasing, savoring every gasp she offered. Gina’s filthy encouragement poured over us both, the language of our secret nights spilling free: her voice a delicious, dirty melody egging me on, urging Mike to plunder my aching sex with more hunger, telling me to suck harder, lick deeper. Her raw need danced between us, setting my pulse alight, and I realized I was living the fantasy that once haunted my dreams, when I only listened at cold doors and envied the abandon I heard.

His thrusts grew more urgent, a delicious ache building inside me, my skin tingling with sweet soreness where he stretched me so beautifully. Desire for more, for something wilder, climbed through me, and I broke away just long enough to gasp, “Swap with me, Gina. I want to watch.” My voice was ragged, but she understood instantly, giving me a breathless smile as we rearranged ourselves.

Mike’s hands found Gina’s hips as he plunged into her next, stretching her open, her moan uncontrolled. She knelt over me, drenching my mouth with her heat, and her tongue and lips soothed where his cock had left me trembling, every gentle stroke chasing away the sting and replacing it with exquisite pleasure. Now it was my turn to give commands, to talk dirty, to watch Mike’s thick shaft disappear deep inside her. The sight of him breaching her made me slick and desperate again, and memories of eavesdropping flashed behind my eyes—I was finally inside the story I’d only imagined.

Locking eyes with him, an electric thrill rushed through me. “Show her what you did to me, Mike. Put it in her arse—her ass,” I teased, my accent curling the word and making them both laugh.

He flashed a wicked grin. “Christ, Bethany. Teaching me English, are you?” Rolling onto his back, he beckoned Gina with a rough tenderness. She snagged the lube with a practiced hand, suiting up his thick cock with a condom. She was hungry for it—slippery wet fingers slicking both herself and his length, her breath ragged with anticipation. I watched in awe as she straddled him, mouth parted in ecstasy as inch after thick inch entered her, the sight shattering any idea of what I thought was possible. She took every bit of him, burying that magnificent cock deep inside ass and writhing above him, the pleasure etched raw on her face.

I crawled up to Mike’s mouth, his lips immediately devouring me, sucking and caressing with a roughness that made my head spin. His goatee scratched deliciously at my inner thighs, his mouth claiming me in ways only a man could. I collapsed into Gina’s arms, our bodies entwined—my hands kneading her beautiful breasts, our lips brushing together, sharing desperate kisses as Mike’s tongue worked a fever in me. So different from when we once took turns on Sam, back when we were angry—now there was only blazing heat and tenderness, tenderness that made my heart ache as much as my body.

Gina’s eyes sought mine, glimmering with awe and affection so deep it shook me. The emotion inside me spilled over, my breath catching as I gasped, “God, Gina, thank you. This is everything…”

She laughed softly, her weight rolling on my shoulders as she nodded to what Mike was doing to her. “You need to try this yourself someday.”

I shook my head in breathless surrender, my hair flying, thighs trembling from Mike’s tongue. “No bloody way—I’ll need training wheels after that beast. I’m close, Gina, so fucking close…”

With devoted precision, Gina slid herself off him, her fingers deftly removing the condom before she carelessly discarded it to the floor. Without missing a beat, she tugged me purposefully to the very edge of the mattress, anticipation making my pulse hammer in my throat. Mike moved behind, his powerful frame slotting between my parted thighs, his hands guiding my legs up over his broad, unyielding shoulders. I felt every nerve ignite as he pressed, achingly slow, into me once more—each inch stretching me deliciously open, inch by blissful inch. Gina nestled between us, her tongue warm and greedy against my swollen clit, sucking and flicking as Mike’s so-called “bloody monster” filled me to the hilt. The onslaught of sensation was almost unbearable—too much, too exquisite.

The orgasm slammed into me, raw and unstoppable, and in desperation I grabbed the ball gag, shoving it into my mouth to muffle the involuntary scream that threatened to tear the room apart. My fingers tangled in Gina’s hair, holding her to me with frantic need, hips arching frantically off the bed, lost in the dizzying pleasure of throbbing release. Mike’s grip tightened on my hips, his strength making me feel both powerless and cherished as my body shivered violently around him. He slowed only slightly as my spasms tapered off, coaxing every last shudder from me before he gently eased out, leaving me panting, boneless, awash in pleasure.

I could have lain there forever, suffused with liquid ecstasy, but hunger for the spectacle of Gina’s undoing rose urgently in me. We swapped seamlessly—her eagerness palpable—and Mike began to ravage her with a furious, relentless rhythm that almost frightened me to witness. Their cries tangled deliciously while I slid between her thighs, my tongue eager and insistent on her slick, needy clit, just a breath away from that impossibly thick shaft as it plunged in and out. Gina’s fingers seized my hair, yanking me up until our mouths met in a fever-hot kiss. Her cries—part sob, part animalistic moan—reverberated around us, shameless and wild as she shattered, undulating against Mike’s furious thrusts.

Mike broke, too, growling and gasping as the pulse of his orgasm claimed him. I watched, mesmerized, as he pumped deeply into her and his thick release spilled inside her, visible when he pulled back, slick and glistening on his length. Unspoken, Gina and I fell on his cock together, taking greedy, decadent turns—licking, sucking, cleaning every trace from his skin.

Spent and languid, Mike reclined, hands gentle on Gina’s breasts, tracing idle circles around her taut nipples. She pushed me down between her thighs, strong and insistent, and I obeyed, mouth latching onto her sodden pussy. The taste was intoxicating—a filthy, erotic mingling of his seed and her sweetness saturating my tongue. I scooped up a mouthful and, with a teasing grin, dribbled it over the plush swell of her breast, watching her tremble as I did it again, this time letting it trickle onto her other breast, her fingers rubbing the mess in, skin shining, nipples taut and inviting.

For our last act, I collected a third slippery mouthful and presented it to her in a slow, decadent kiss, our tongues fencing, trading it back and forth in a languid, dizzying snowball. My fingers stayed buried in her slick heat as we kissed and kissed, and time seemed to stop entirely.

When finally we reached the bottom of our mutual craving, I collapsed at their sides, gloriously spent, sated, and tangled in the warmth of their bodies, a laugh trembling on my lips.

A sultry hum vibrated from deep inside me, an aftershock of satisfaction rippling through every muscle. I glanced across at Mick, a mischievous, lazy smile curving my lips, and with a playful flutter of my fingers, I purred in a thick, teasing accent, “Ivana say zenks you, Meek.” I sagged with pleasure, sinking deeper into my chair. Then, shifting to my own voice, breathless with giddy exhaustion, I let the words tumble out, “But Bethany says—thank you, Mick and Gina. That was fucking incredible.”

He met my gaze, warmth and amusement pooling in his eyes, a rough thumb stroking along my cheek. “That’s a word for it, alright,” he murmured, wonder still lacing his voice. “You two… you’re unreal.” His gaze sharpened on Gina, a mix of affection and command. “But seriously—like I told this gorgeous troublemaker earlier, I’m not complaining—no, far from it—but will one of you delectable women tell me what the hell is going on tonight?”

Chapter 6 — Enter, Night

The city lights painted the curtains with gold and indigo as I lounged in an armchair by the window, champagne in hand, legs curled up in decadent contentment. My heart still fluttered with the echoes of what we’d shared. Mick and Gina sprawled across the rumpled bed, lazy and sated, their bodies shining in the low light. I nibbled on perfect slivers of cheese and sweet fruit from one of the trays Mick had quietly ordered while Gina and I disappeared to freshen up, the taste mingling with the champagne’s cool, intoxicating sparkle on my tongue.

The food was meant to be a civilised dinner downstairs, but we’d so thoroughly hijacked his night that a private feast was now our only option. Mick looked like he was still trying to process the evening, unable to stop beaming. He peppered us with questions, making us relive our coup in delicious detail, and we shared flashes of memory, illuminating how the plot had unfurled. Gina’s laugh was lazy and full. “Ultimately, it really was—‘Screenplay by Bethany Hamilton, based on a delectable concept from Gina Harcourt.’ Hand her a fantasy, and she’ll transform it into something vivid and irresistible.”

Mick’s chest rose as he let out a deep, satisfied sigh. “I should be thanking you both. You have no idea—this has always been a secret wish. First time I’ve ever had two incredible women at once!” His voice rumbled, eyes sparkling with boyish delight. “Or—and this might be greedy—does it count as three?”

Gina shot upright, eyebrows arched in disbelief. “You’re serious? I never would’ve guessed!”

He nodded, a rueful grin spreading from ear to ear. “Dead serious. Fourteen years married—never a chance, not even close. After the divorce, never found the opportunity again.” There was a wistful edge I felt but couldn’t name, a shadow moving beneath all that confidence.

I kept my secrets to myself, though a silent wonder simmered inside me—how could a man like this have ever been left behind? Instead, I stretched languidly and teased, “Sorry, Mick. Same actress, two roles. No bonus threesome points tonight.”

The droll remark threw open the door for Gina’s next move. “Well,” she purred, shifting closer, her eyes alive with hunger and promise, “what do you say we change that record? If you’re still counting, there’s always time to make it two…”

With Gina's trademark mischief, we dove back into pleasure. She tried again to coax me into taking Mick deep, determined to tutor me in the art of swallowing him whole. I was daunted, deliciously so, by his sheer size—my mouth stretched wide, lips wet and hungry, but there was still plenty of him I could wrap my fingers around. Watching Gina, fearless and skilled, slide every inch past her lips until nothing was left, I could only marvel, awe-struck and flushed. Her throat fluttered, almost effortlessly, and I joined her as we licked and cleaned him together, sharing the slick, messy intimacy of it. No matter how boldly I tried, my gag reflex rebelled after just a few tries, and when swallowing became its own sweet torment, I surrendered with a little laugh, glancing up at him through my lashes—my mouth tingling, jaw deliciously sore, and my hunger undiminished.

Watching Mick press himself between Gina’s lush, generous breasts, I found myself utterly mesmerized. Her creamy skin enveloped that magnificently thick cock, the dark length gliding between her soft mounds—a slow, decadent friction that made both of them gasp. The sight made me ache, made me throb. My hand slid down to cup his heavy balls, feeling them tighten with each stroke, and I leaned in, taking the swollen tip into my greedy mouth each time it slipped free from her tunnel of flesh. He moaned deeply, Gina’s laughter sliding around us like silk.

We tried the same with my breasts, eager and giggling, but though Mick’s cock pulsed against my skin, the effect was more tender than triumphant—as if my body knew its own delicious limits. Still, feeling his heat so close, watching him shudder as I licked the slick head peeking through, sent a spark right to my core.

And later, ecstasy claimed me. Mick teased me mercilessly, tracing the crown of his cock around my trembling folds, brushing soft curses and praises against my ear as Gina pressed a slick finger into my tight backside. The forbidden sensation was almost too much; I shattered on a wave of cunt-clenching bliss, crying out as he finally sank inside, stretching me wide and making my toes curl.

Nerveless, I crawled away from them, my body still shuddering from aftershocks. I watched, breathless, as Gina mounted him again, her hips working in a perfect, greedy rhythm. She rode him without mercy—like she owned him—her head thrown back, tits bouncing as she drove down onto him over and over, each movement sending raw, animal sounds through the room. I lay there in awe at her hunger, at what she could take, my pussy still fluttering in the aftermath.

When at last she collapsed beside me, she drew me forward by the hand. Kneeling in front of him, I felt a trembling anticipation—the air seemed to buzz. This wasn’t a slow, lazy ending. Gina grasped his slick shaft and pumped with hard, greedy strokes, urging him faster, and his moans deepened to a guttural roar. Suddenly, his release burst forth, hot and shocking, painting my cheek and lips in thick, pearly stripes. Cum splattered across my skin and tangled in my hair, blinding one eye, and I couldn’t help but laugh—delirious, filthy, happy—thinking of Ivana’s “cum-bucket” jokes. The next jet landed on Gina’s chin, dribbling down to her glistening breasts. She leaned in, cleaning my eye with her gentle tongue, and I repaid her with a hungry lick across her messy chin, savoring the salt and heat.

We washed each other slowly, intimately—tongues and fingers and damp towels—every moment drawn out with lazy affection. My pussy throbbed, lips swollen and spent, and my throat ached sweetly from efforts both ambitious and unpracticed. But nothing could chase away my bliss. The only shadow was the anticipation of explaining it all to Allie. Guilt and excitement tangled deliciously in my gut.

The night stretched sweetly on. I let them have their quiet goodbyes, promising Mick I’d always try to make room if he visited again, or that I had a Scottish friend happy to step in for Gina if it came to it—a mischievous offer rewarded by the wicked sting of Gina’s stiletto pressing into my calf.

I barely registered Gina slipping into bed later, content and glowing from a final round I’d only heard in muffled sounds and breathless giggles. By morning, she was gone from our room, suitcase in hand, off to another London party. I could barely manage to walk straight; she’d handled three wild, hungry sessions to my one and still had energy to spare. Where she found that strength, I couldn’t fathom—even in my sore, deliciously ravaged state, I could only marvel at her appetite.

As dawn crept softly through the curtains, hazy and golden, I heard the door across the hall close with a gentle click—Mick, departing for the airport, the aftertaste of the night lingered on my skin. He’d extended a standing invitation to visit him in Boston, and for a second, I toyed with the delicious idea of squeezing adventure into an innocent excuse like “marine biology research.” Maybe I could coax Dad into believing my course required a little hands-on whale watching.

Gina meanwhile was a flurry of purposeful motion, flitting about the room as she readied herself for the day. Her energy seemed nonstop, a tantalizing echo of last night’s feverish abandon. I stayed curled under the covers, wrapped in the sweet ache of satisfaction, the scent of sex and her perfume haunting the tangled sheets beneath me. I wasn’t ready to move yet, not until absolutely necessary. I wanted to bottle this lazy, blissful morning and carry it back to ordinary life. How could I ever really thank her for this night? Maybe later, wandering through the city, I’d find a perfect gift—a memento worthy of her.

She paused at the door, glancing over her shoulder, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Eleven o’clock checkout—don’t forget. Leave the key cards downstairs, drop them in the box. And don’t you dare sleep past it!” Her voice rang playfully across the room.

I let myself yawn and arch into a deep, languorous stretch, the shifting sheets teasing over my bare thighs. Eight a.m. Plenty of time to lounge, to savor the memory before reality crept back in. Panic flickered in me, sudden and sharp. “Gina! Did you remember to pack my clothes?”

She swung around, exasperation and humor warring on her painted lips. “God, why didn’t I think of that?” Pouting for effect, she then burst into laughter, gesturing to a neatly folded pile draped seductively over the padded chair in the corner. “All yours, darling. And look—fresh knickers, even though you hardly kept them on yesterday!” Her teasing lilt sent a thrill through me, wicked and warm. “Now, be on your best behavior while I’m gone. And if you can’t lure any lovely guests to come back and play, well… you know where my toy cabinet is.”

Grinning, I rose just far enough to let the sheets slip and offer her a cheeky view—soft curves, bare skin, a bold invitation. I pressed my lips to my fingers, blowing her a kiss, and traced a heart in the air, sending every grateful, giddy feeling straight to her. She crossed the space with feline grace, drew me up by my outstretched finger, and pressed her warm lips to my skin. Deliberately, her fingertip traced a heart onto my palm—a secret promise, soft and thrilling. Without another word, she was gone, leaving me naked, glowing, and utterly adored.


Part 6

Chapter 1 – BETH – Friends Reunited

The sun blazed high over Amberdown, casting the town in a honeyed glow that shimmered off shop windows as I meandered leisurely through the throng of market-goers and tourists. I let the gentle heat settle on my skin, a decadent distraction from the mundane quiet of Sycamore Avenue. Gina was off living her double life today—some extravagant, wicked gathering in Knightsbridge with a girl from her Agency. From the messages she sent—tinged with mischief and dollar signs—I knew she was about to plunge into an evening brimming with indulgence and delicious trouble.

Lucky girls.

With my purse slung over my arm and sweat prickling along my collarbone, I decided I deserved something cold and slightly wicked. The shops had eaten away the better part of my morning and I was floating on the afterglow of browsing and soft summer exhaustion. So instead of ambling straight home, I let my feet carry me to my favourite haunt—the White Lion, where lazy afternoons stretched and secrets drifted on the breeze. I slipped into my usual spot beneath the umbrella in the garden, ordered a pint of icy cider, and set my tablet alight with possibilities on the pub’s Wi-Fi.

After a while, muscle memory took over. My hand sifted through my handbag before I even realized what I needed. The craving for a cigarette—a relic from those heady, reckless nights—caught me off guard. Of course, I remembered: I’d tossed that last pack in a fit of resolve shortly after Gina caught Sam and me in flagrante delicto. Instead, my fingers found my vape pen, rescued from Gina’s dustbin after one of our deeper, darker confessions. I’d rewarded my resolve with a fresh cartridge, just for moments like this.

I didn’t need it, not really—not for the nicotine, anyway. I craved the hush it brought, the simple hush of the world receding, lips wrapped around a warm haze as my body eased into languor. I took a slow drag, feeling the cool sweetness settle on my tongue as my mind wandered.

A voice, soft as cashmere and edged in a velvet tease, grazed the shell of my ear, slicing neatly through my reverie.

“Well, Hamilton, looks like you’ve finally kicked those filthy death-sticks to the kerb.”

Even after a thousand years, I’d never mistake that voice. Even in a crowd, it would have pierced through, beckoning me by name.

Spinning in my chair, delight lit my face in a dazzling grin I felt in my toes. “Williamson, you absolute devil! What the hell brings you here?”

Sienna Williamson. My own source of schoolgirl torment—a full two years my senior, hockey captain, heartbreak incarnate. She’d haunted our halls, leaving palpitations and fantasies in her wake, and though I’d been younger, I was right there amongst the girls with flushed cheeks and trembling hands whenever she walked by.

Especially me.

She barked a laugh, arms flung open—invitation and challenge in one. “Still blunt as ever, Hamilton. I was going to manage a little more grace myself, but here we are.”

The vape slipped from my grasp as I surged to my feet, needing the warmth of her—one more intoxicating, forbidden thing. Even after all these years, she’d only changed where it mattered most: she was even more dazzling, her allure sharpened with time.

We tumbled through the ritual. Hugs pressed too tight, laughter slicing through old nerves, an insistent electric current dancing between us as we rattled off the usual “how long has it been?” and “God, it’s good to see you.” When the delighted chaos finally ebbed and the garden stilled around us, I gestured to my little oasis in the afternoon sun, heart still kicking inside my chest.

“Come, join me. Let me tempt you with a drink, and we’ll squander the day catching up on the years,” I invited, patting the spare chair, hope bubbling inside me.

She hesitated, her lips curved in a regretful smile. “God, Beth, I absolutely would—but I’m due at the gym in five minutes. I was in there with a friend, grabbing a quick Coke before class, glanced out, and saw you. I thought I was hallucinating!” The delight in her voice was so real, so raw, it sent a shiver down my spine. But disappointment flickered in me all the same.

“Ah, what a tease.” I made a face, trying not to pout. “We have to do this properly. I’ll be around for a while—crashing at Dad’s girlfriend’s, basically, so I’m free whenever. Seriously, name a time.”

Sienna’s almond eyes crinkled, considering. “Perfect! I’m in town for good now—my boyfriend’s away for the week, so it’s just me. Totally free. Actually, why don’t we do tonight?” Her tone softened, threading anticipation through her words. “Fancy grabbing dinner?”

My answer tumbled out, breathless. “I’d love that. There’s this new American joint just across the way—it’s meant to be lush.”

Sienna glanced at the clock above the bar, urgency tingeing her voice. “Awesome. I’ll swing by, book us a table before I go torture myself at the gym. Half seven?”

A bubble of excitement burst inside me. “Let’s not wait. Make it six thirty—I want hours, not minutes, with you.”

She beamed, a wicked glimmer in her gaze. “Six thirty it is. God, Beth, this is unreal. I can’t wait.” She hugged me again—her arms unexpectedly tight, warm and steady—then dashed off, ponytail swishing, leaving a trace of her perfume and old, hungry memories swirling in her wake.

Left alone, I slipped inside to order another cider, nerves prickling beneath my calm. I perched back in my garden sanctuary and sipped, heart hammering, the possibility of the night stretching before me, wild and unknown.

Sienna. The very name pulsed in my veins. She was the kind of beautiful that made you ache, exotic and striking, her mother’s Asian roots whispered in every angle of her face—those sculpted cheekbones, those bottomless dark eyes that could melt or cut, and her hair, black and gleaming, tumbling past her shoulders like silk. Our past together was tangled, unspoken, unfinished. Was she still drawn to girls, I wondered? To me?

Tonight, I intended to find out.

I decided to trade my trademark worn-in band tee for something sharper: a scarlet dress Gina had picked out for me, its black belt making my waist look tiny, its hem daring, suggestive. And beneath it, the decadent suspenders and stockings—lingerie chosen with wicked intent.

Perhaps they’d prove useful before the night was over.

As I made my way into town again, the twilight teasing against my bare legs, my mind buzzed. Would there still be that slow-burn, that magnetic tension between us? Or had time dulled the desire I remembered? Stepping into the flow of the evening, I could only hope it would ignite all over again.

Any anxiety that had flickered through me earlier melted away the moment I spotted Sienna, radiant as ever, waving me over from the bar. She stood there aglow, utterly captivating—honestly, she could have been wrapped in a bedsheet straight from Hogwarts and she would still light up the room. But this evening, her allure was enhanced by a crisp Broderie Anglaise blouse hugging her figure, paired with a sleek, knee-length black skirt. Dark, sheer tights traced the length of her long legs, drawing the occasional appreciative glance from men and women alike. Her lustrous hair—normally a wild, glossy spill—was now elegantly gathered, giving her a sophisticated air I barely remembered from our schooldays. Those black-rimmed glasses, settling perfectly on her delicate features, made her look both deliciously studious and dangerously enticing. As I stepped into her glow, my choice of the red dress felt inspired; next to her I felt emboldened—alive with anticipation.

Her gaze swept over me deliberately, lips curling into a knowing smile. “Well, look at you, Hammy Hamilton. Where’s our resident Grunge-Girl hiding tonight?”

“She’s waiting in the wings,” I grinned, threading a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “It’s far too much fun wearing so many faces.” There was a push-pull in the air between us—a familiar tension, charged with old intimacy and something sharper, grown up now and infused with possibility.

We wasted no time sinking into the delicious nostalgia. Sienna sipped a brightly jeweled cocktail, licking a trace off her lip, while I cradled a pint of bitter, hoppy American brew. Conversation ebbed and flowed, laughter bubbling between us as easily as it had all those years ago.

After a while, Sienna groaned theatrically, hands tracing her flat stomach. “That gym class has left me so ravenous I could eat a scabby horse! Everyone swears by this place—have you tried it yet?”

A wicked smile tugged at my lips as I recalled my last visit—though tonight, after my recent attempt to practice deep-throating Gina’s new friend Mike, even the memory of that foot-long hot dog made my throat ache. “I was here a few weeks ago. Their food is seriously filthy—just the way I like it.”

“We might need to compare notes.” Her eyes sparkled as she led us to a table. We ordered cocktails and a tower of sticky, decadent food, surrendering to another round of stories as the drinks arrived.

When Sienna leaned in and grinned, a wave of anticipation swept through me. “Alright, Beth. Out with it. How does a wild thing like you wind up in a place like this?”

I drew in a deep breath, steadying myself, then launched into the tale—a heat curling through my body as I recounted those tumultuous weeks: moving in with Dad’s sultry girlfriend Gina, accidentally walking in on her apparently cheating with a gorgeous American, seducing Sam the irresistible computer tech, then Gina’s explosive entrance—and the ways we’d all tangled together afterward.

Fork poised over the last sticky rib, I looked up and met Sienna’s gaze. “Let’s just say… making up with Gina has been a hell of an education.”

Her laughter was pure music, rich and dark. “You’re a magnet for mayhem, girl.”

I smirked, swirling my drink between my palms, my thoughts drifting to Gina’s hungry mouth and the late-night sighs tangled in my sheets. “It’s never dull, I’ll give you that.”

Sienna’s eyes lingered on me, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “Oh, I’d have paid good money to see Gina walk in on you and Sam. Honestly, you lucky minx—threesomes are wasted on the young!” Her gaze burned into mine, hungry and wistful, as if remembering her own wicked adventures.

“I’ll wager you’re not as deprived as you claim, Sienna. With you, ‘a while’ is probably a scandalous week and a half.” My laugh bubbles out, wicked amusement dancing in my eyes. “But speaking of scandal, why don’t you tell me what you’ve been up to, Sienna Williamson? How did you end up back in Hicksville, Sussex—and what sinful adventures have you hidden away these last four years?”

She grins at me, that mischievous twinkle sparkling behind the lenses of her dark-framed glasses, and leans closer as if we’re conspirators in some delicious secret. “Beth, darling, if you want the truth, you’ll need to brace yourself—and maybe order something unapologetically sweet and decadent. And another round of drinks. My story’s not best told on an empty stomach.”

Our fingers linger on the glossy cocktail menu, eyes meeting, the anticipation electric—a slow tease of what’s about to spill out between us. “But, before I let you in, you should know something. I only realised it after that gym session earlier tonight.” Her gaze softens, sincerity mingling with an intensity that makes my pulse flutter. “I have you to thank for all this—you’re the reason I’m here, Beth. So tonight, dinner’s on me. Honestly, it might sound ridiculous, but I’ve never felt so grounded, so happy, in my life.” She beams, and the energy between us shivers, hinting at old secrets and unexplored desires.

Chapter 2 – SIENNA – The Eighth Time…

If I’m honest, I never wanted to drag myself to the Albermarle School class reunion. The thought of trekking out to that faded old country hotel near the school made my skin crawl, especially when I realised I’d replied too late—every single room already booked, damning me to a night of designated-driver sobriety and a lonely drive home through winding, moonlit country lanes.

I almost bailed out. I was a heartbeat away from locking my flat and sinking into oblivion with a bottle of red and a trashy movie.

But thank God I didn’t. Because that night changed everything for me—the electrifying possibility of reinvention, of desires you think are buried but never truly die.

As I navigated the tangled English backroads, the headlights weaving pools of silver on the hedgerows, old memories rushed up to taunt me. Our wild escapades at Albermarle: dizzy, drunken hockey tours, moonlit confessions tangled with Saarah; and, kept secret and sharp as a blade, that dangerous liaison with Rick.

Rick Redmond—Mr. Redmond to everyone else—was an ache carved permanently onto my soul. Seven encounters, each one like a forbidden flame licking over my skin, scorching me inside out. Some people say ‘school days are the best days of your life’ but, darling, those seven nights with Rick—they’ll haunt me, thrill me, until my dying breath.

Smoking never held much allure for me. But there was a rush to the way some of the hockey girls would surreptitiously sneak off after practice, cradling their slim brown cigarettes between elegant fingers. As head girl and captain, I ought to have intervened, been a paragon of virtue. But even then, I was doing far naughtier things than sneaking a smoke. One girl, in particular, captivated my secret gaze—Bethany Hamilton. She exuded a dark, youthful elegance as smoke curled from her lips, and I could never help wondering what would have happened if we’d been the same age—just two free spirits, uninhibited and hungry for trouble.

It was Bethany who drew me into the grown-up world of smoking—and who indirectly set the whole delicious mess in motion. That first time—the way my trembling, inexperienced fingers fumbled for her lighter—was also the first time I got caught, red-handed, cigarette halfway to my lips, by our obscenely handsome gym teacher, Mr. Richard Redmond. Rick.

It was reckless, senseless youth that led me to the brink—an eighteen-year-old girl on her knees before her teacher, desperate to save herself from the threat of expulsion.

But it didn’t stop that night. The madness spiralled, hour after illicit hour in Rick’s office. Thursday evenings became an intimate sanctuary of risk and surrender—passionate, dangerous, utterly addictive. One slip away from disaster—for him, for me—but for those seven reckless, taboo encounters, we both tasted pure freedom.

Only much later did I comprehend the depths of risk we’d tumbled into—how precariously we’d tiptoed along the edge of disaster, utterly consumed by reckless lust. In the end, my punishment for smoking might have been nothing more than a stern talking-to, a slap on the wrist at most. But what we ended up doing together? That sordid, glorious dance late at night in his office? If anyone had discovered us—God, it’s unbearable to even imagine. The forbidden, fevered secret we shared could have ruined us both. But luck—or some wicked twist of fate—kept our secret safe.

Life swept on. I made it to university as expected, passing my final school exams with distinction. Rick had ended that last term whisking his athletics team away to some tournament in France; just like that, our volatile fling was over. It vanished into the thick, humid air of my memory—smoldering embers cooling in the dark. Our paths never crossed again.

Oxford was intoxication itself. The years flashed by—a blur of sensual riot and academic conquest in one of the world’s most enchanting cities. I lost myself to the late-night parties, luminous laughter, and unforgettable, animal sex—every fleeting touch, every hungry kiss, every bedsheet tangled around my waist beneath a stranger’s hands. But I wasn’t reckless; I studied hard even as pleasure ruled me, eventually graduating with first-class honors, my name stitched into the ranks of the accomplished.

Afterwards, London called to me and I eagerly answered, snatching up a decent position in the city. The daily commute was tiresome—too early, too crowded—but the thrill of independence and the city’s insatiable pulse kept me from complaining. I’d slowed down since university, but London was a playground for a woman like me; opportunities for sensual exploration cropped up with tantalizing regularity, and I was hungry to taste every one.

News of Rick drifted my way once or twice—apparently, he’d left Albermarle not too long after me, finding work at another school south of London. Our seven erotic rendezvous had become my own private cinema reel, looping through my mind on lonely nights, begging to be replayed.

Pulling into the hotel car park, I told myself I wouldn’t linger. The prospect of a long, solitary drive home through dark country lanes was more than enough to keep my drink soft and my goodbyes swift.

The reunion was a nightmare—just as petty and insular as I’d dreaded, the typical cliques glued together in tight knots, gossiping over cheap sparkling wine as though we were still teenagers in uniform. Most of them were unchanged, stuck in old patterns, their lives as small as the town we’d escaped. The only person I truly wanted to see, my old roomie Saarah, was stuck in Germany with her new job, leaving me stranded among dull chatter and brittle laughter. I worked my way through the crowd, played my part, smiled on cue. A few of the teachers greeted me with warmth—it was oddly refreshing to face them now as equals, aware of all that I had accomplished.

After more than an hour of forced pleasantries and conversations that left me hollow, I decided to have one last drink before braving the drive. I headed to the bar for a Coke—a jolt of sugar to stave off the inevitable fatigue. As I lifted the glass to my lips, savoring the sting of carbonation, a familiar voice slid like velvet behind me.

“Miss Williamson—how curious, I seem to always find you on the verge of trouble, don’t I?”

A low, electric current ripped through me. I froze, eyes squeezed shut. Oh, no. Not now. Not after all these years—please, not this.

In that fractured instant, every illicit night in Rick Redmond’s office ignited behind my eyelids—a dizzying reel of stolen kisses, urgent hands, whispered threats and promised pleasures. My heart thundered, wild with anticipation and memory. I took another drink, wishing with every fiber that it was something far stronger.

I slowly turned to face him, pulse thrumming in my throat, disbelief twisting through my veins. My hand trembled as I extended the glass towards him—a pitiful, embarrassing giveaway. “It’s just Coke. Honestly, sir. I’m driving, remember?”

His fingers brushed mine as he took it, and that fleeting contact sent a shiver racing up my arm, igniting memories I’d tried too hard to tame. He held the glass beneath his nose, his mouth quirked. His hair was tousled and a shade longer, as if he’d surrendered to a bit of wildness since we last tangled, and those sinfully blue eyes—God, they still sparkled in the low bar light. He handed back my drink and nodded—his gaze drinking me in with the same ferocity as before, leaving my mind reeling.

For a moment, we stood, wreathed in silence that teetered on the edge of something dangerous. Words failed—what the hell was there to say that could ever touch what was pulsing between us?

What I wanted—what my body ached for—was to push him up against the nearest wall, rip open his shirt, and claim him, reckless and uncaring about the dozens of irrelevant faces lurking nearby. Just for a taste. Just to prove we’d never been extinguished.

My voice emerged shaky, betraying my nerves. “Hi, sir… Mr. R—Rick.” His name trembled over my tongue, unfamiliar and intimate all at once. “I— I didn’t think you’d really be here.”

He smiled—an almost shy flicker that crumbled something inside me—and suddenly he didn’t seem quite as unshakeable as I’d always painted him. “Hello, Sienna. It’s…really good to see you. Old Chalmers rounded up a few of us ex-teachers, thought it might liven things up.” He hesitated, glancing down, uncertainty written across his strong jaw. “I nearly didn’t come.”

A tiny laugh escaped me, colored with relief. “Me either.” The confession hung there, unadorned.

He shifted closer, voice rumbling. “I’m glad you did.”

I matched his honesty, quietly. “Me too.”

He licked his lips. “Sienna—”

“No,” I breathed, lifting my hand, the weight of all we couldn’t say pressing on us. Too many ears, too much at stake here in this overbright hotel bar with people who didn’t belong in our old, forbidden world. “Let’s find somewhere a bit more private. I need air, away from… all of this.”

He gave a curt nod, a silent agreement, and gestured for me to take the lead. Heart racing, I wove through corridors—every step a reminder of the strange, electric charge between us. I settled into a dim booth in the corner of the public bar, clutching my Coke with hands that would not quite steady. He fetched a pint and settled opposite, and for a while we simply traded pleasantries—my Oxford stories, his teaching tales from Sussex. But underneath, the tension bristled between us, heavy and unyielding. Every innocent question was edged with old hunger.

He was dancing around the truth, but my heart banged against my ribs, insisting that I be braver than I’d ever been.

I leaned in, capturing his gaze, my breath shuddering out as vulnerability made me bold. “Rick… those nights in your office…” My words trailed off, thick with longing and ghosts. “They’re etched into me. I’ll never forget them—never. It was mad, and so damn risky, but even now, I know every stolen second was worth it. For me, it was always worth it.” I swallowed, steadying myself. “No one knows. I swear. And—whatever it could have cost us… I still cherish it. Every reckless, beautiful minute.”

His eyes delved into mine, his voice low, reverent—a confession unfurling just for me. “Sienna, you have to know… no one’s come close. Not before. Not since. Those seven nights…” A wistful shake of his head punctuated the memory, his mouth curving in a rueful half-smile. Desire flickered across his features before he continued, “I was outrageously lucky—in more ways than I dared count. I thank the stars we had those nights, and I’m even more grateful we never got caught. Thank you for keeping it just between us. I haven’t breathed a word either.”

I couldn’t disguise my shock; I’d always assumed I’d been reduced to a passing intrigue, a secret locked in his past. Yet every detail, every illicit encounter, was etched into him, just as it haunted me. We sat awash in the weight of unspoken passion, neither able to find footing amid the shared hush. He finished his beer in one deep swallow, his eyes an unguarded question as they flicked to my glass.

I shook my head, feigning calm. “No more for me—have to drive back tonight. This was just to mark the end before I head home.”

His disappointment rang clear in the brief tightening of his jaw. “Yeah, of course…” He lifted his empty glass, hesitating a moment. “You mind if I keep going? I’ve got a room here tonight…” The way he said “I” instead of “we” made my pulse pound. A silent plea curled itself around my heart–surely he wasn’t bringing someone? The thought sent panic and forbidden hope racing through me.

Desire made me bold. “Rick!” I called, just as he reached the bar, and he turned, heat and surprise mingling on his face.

“Order me a gin and tonic. Large. Please.”

A sly, wicked smile played at his lips. “I thought you—” he mimed steering, teasing me.

“I was. Changed my mind.” I leaned in, lowering my voice so only he could hear. “Turns out there’s a room free after all. Sometimes you just get lucky… twice.”

Something electric snapped in the air. He slammed his glass on the bar a bit too hard, urgency crackling between us as he strode back. “Sienna,” he breathed, barely disguising the tremble in his hands as he reached for mine, “honestly, the only reason I came tonight was because I knew you’d be here.” His palm found mine, hot and trembling. His gaze darted to the exit, wild and hungry.

I held him captive with my smile. “Get the drinks, Rick. Please. Four years—what’s a few more minutes?” I let the anticipation trickle between us, sweet and sharp. “This time, we don’t have to rush anything…”

The drinks kept coming, the world around us blurring into laughter, electric glances, accidental brushes of hands and knees beneath the table. By midnight—well past midnight—we finally slipped away, fingers entwined, nerves and longing galloping ahead of us into the lift.

All pretense popped, the inflatable blue elephant—Albermarle—ceasing to exist; no secrets or boundaries left between us. With nothing shackling our desire or our words, we talked for hours, rediscovering each other as equals. No past rules, no forbidden territories. Just Sienna and Rick, stripped bare of expectation, and infinitely more dangerous for it.

When morning filtered through the curtains, for a heartbeat I couldn’t work out where I was. Then Rick’s face came into focus, golden hair tousled against the pillow. Elation soared heady through me—every dream, every reckless memory, utterly worth it. I watched him for a stolen, blissful moment, my mind a beautiful riot of what-ifs and never-agains. In that instant, I made a resolution that glowed in my blood.

I was slipping from the tangled sheets, poised to tiptoe to the bathroom, when he surfaced from sleep, one sky-bright eye opening lazily. His gaze softened. “God, I hoped I hadn’t imagined all of this.”

I grinned, biting my lip. “You’re still dreaming, gorgeous. There’s no waking up from last night…”

He let out a dramatic groan, drawing the sound from so deep inside it vibrated between us, “Noooo, don’t tell me that was only a dream…” His voice was thick with longing and mischief, reminding me of a night not so long ago, a memory that still sent little aftershocks through my body.

After finishing in the bathroom, I padded barefoot back to the bed—still wrapped in the comfortable haze of morning-after delirium. Rick propped himself up, watching me return, his eyes dark and greedy, drinking me in as though he were starving. I couldn’t help it, the way I slipped easily into his arms, melting into his bare chest; his heat, his scent, everything about him felt so right, so dangerously familiar.

“Did you manage any sleep?” he asked, pulling me close, his hand settling over my breast, the pad of his thumb tracing slow, feather-light circles that made my nipples tighten almost instantly.

I let out an exaggerated groan, “Hardly. I was wide awake until three, thanks to the bloody racket coming from next door. I swear, I thought that couple would go at it forever.” My words sounded playful, but underneath there was a teasing edge—I wanted him to know he hadn’t been the only one aroused all night.

A wicked grin touched his lips as his hand drifted lower, palm hungry. “I was hoping they’d never stop. Honestly. Only three in the morning? Lightweights, both of them.” There was a sly promise in his touch, as if he wanted to show me how much more stamina he had.

I caught his wandering hand and planted it safely on top of the covers, smirking at his half-protest. “Slow down, tiger. I need caffeine and consciousness first. Trust me, I’m infinitely more rewarding when my eyes are open…” I trailed off, my smile wicked, my message unmistakable. His disappointment lasted all of three seconds—matched only by the anticipation rekindling between us.

But before the sheets tangled any further, I needed clarity—a bold truth pressing at my lips. I fixed him with a serious look, masked with playfulness. “So, Rick… anyone in the current orbit of the illustrious Mr. Redmond? Someone I should know about?”

His answer came with a world-weary exhale. “Not really. There was a brief something with a teacher from Newton’s, but… you know how it is, some stories aren’t meant for sequels. She moved on.”

I raised an eyebrow and grinned, teasing, “Oh, moving on to teachers now, I see. How very sophisticated.”

He gave a scandalized gasp. “Very cheeky, Sienna. Let the record show you were well of age—and very, very enthusiastic, if my memory is correct.” His hand slipped down to give my bare bottom a playful slap, making me squeal, before we tangled in a slow, delicious kiss, breath mingling, hearts pounding—like no time had passed at all.

“Is that really it?” I murmured, breaking the kiss, breathless. “Only one indiscretion in four years? That’s hard to believe.”

He smirked, tipping my chin up. “Trust you to push all my buttons. There’s been a bit more than that. A handful of uncomplicated flings, the occasional friends with benefits. Some tour affairs—you know the drill. We’ve both played that game.”

I shrugged, matching his honesty. “It’s a decent arrangement. Worked just fine for me, too.”

He hesitated, an unspoken emotion flickering through his gaze. “But you? Anyone worth mentioning, or is Sienna Williamson still the most complicated love story in all of London?”

I braced myself, the truth heavy on my tongue. I couldn’t guess how he’d react—I was already breathless with the need to say it. But old habits die hard, so I wore a mask of humor to soften the plunge. “Let’s see… I left a trail of devastated lovers—men, women—scattered across Oxford, you know, corpses with empty souls in my wake.” The corners of his mouth tugged upward as he shook with laughter, the sound vibrating against my chest. “London is both a playground and hunting ground, full of helpless, willing victims.”

While I spun that story, my hand drifted beneath the sheets, seeking the heat between his legs. His cock was already swelling, eager, almost desperate for my touch—a silent, urgent yes to everything we were.

But then, I let my laughter slow. “But actually, yes… I did meet someone. Someone real. Someone who meant something.”

And I watched as the shift crossed his face—bright and open one moment, then stunned, as if I’d snatched the light away, his expression darkening with sudden, scary intensity.

My hand kept its lazy, teasing rhythm along the thick length of him as I whispered, breath feathering over his lips, “Rick, I wish there were a softer way to say this.” Instantly I could feel his whole body tauten beneath me, tension mounting, his arousal straining in my palm as if bracing for the final, familiar blow. But I pressed on, voice steady and sure. “I met someone recently. And for the first time, it all just—clicked.”

Slowly, deliberately, I slid from his hold, letting our lingering warmth hang between us. With a wicked smile curving my lips, I swung my leg over his torso, my thigh grazing his stomach, and settled astride his hips. His erection twitched hungrily against my damp skin, the heat and hardness throbbing along the slick crease of my folds. The pressure sent a shiver up my spine, anticipation swooping through my belly. I shifted, lining myself up, and as I lowered onto him, he slid into me smoothly, every inch sinking deeper with the effortless ease of wet velvet yielding to steel. Desire lit every nerve ending as I claimed him, enveloping him, skin to skin, nothing between us.

Bending forward, I cradled his jaw between my hands, locking his gaze with mine. My hips started a slow, rolling rhythm that made every sensation bloom through me—tight, wet, sweet friction. “You want to know the truth, Rick?” I murmured, finding his mouth with mine, hips urging him deeper. “Last night, when I heard your voice behind me, it was like the air exploded—everything stopped. You have no idea how much I love you. Not just want you, not just miss you—I love you so fucking much it hurts.” My breath trembled and I held him, rolling and grinding, needing to drive the words into his heart. “I’m done letting you go. Never again, Richard Redmond.”

What followed was twenty minutes—or maybe it was lifetimes—of rapture and unbridled pleasure, our bodies tangled, gasping, laughing, desperate and delirious for every touch, every thrust, every shudder. We clung to each other, sweat-slicked and greedy, neither of us wanting to let go, as wave after wave rolled through us, leaving us bliss-stricken and breathless.

Time collapsed into a blur, but at some point we must have dozed, contentedly fused together, because the shrill wail of the phone startled us both upright. Laughing, still tangled in sheets and each other, we searched frantically for reality. Rick glanced at his watch, panic flickering in his eyes. “Bloody hell—it’s eleven. Check-out.”

My hand found the receiver first. I tried to compose myself, pulling on whatever voice I had left. “Hello?” After a brief fluster of conversation, I pressed my hand to the receiver and shot Rick a grin. “Need to be anywhere today, darling?”

His brow furrowed. “No... why?”

I hushed him with a raised finger and returned to my sweetest tone, arranging our future with the receptionist—another night, dinner at eight, no problem at all. When I hung up, I turned to him with outstretched arms, triumphant. “See? Like a wise old teacher told me once—no such thing as problems, only solutions.”

After that, weekends became ours. Driving down to Amberdown, I lost myself in Rick’s arms again and again. His apartment—far better than that dreadful old sofa at his office—became the setting for everything we once feared and now claimed without apology. What mattered was that the biggest worry between us had vanished. Now, there were only these moments, and each other.

Within months, my belongings had slowly migrated to Rick’s until I found myself more at home in his space than my own. So, we took the plunge—packed up our lives and signed a lease on something roomier, somewhere built for both of us. The commute stretched me a little farther each morning, but it never mattered. Some joys are worth wandering for, worth savoring one slow kiss at a time.

Chapter 3—BETH—Itchy Tuppences

Our desserts were demolished ages ago, coffee cups cleared and forgotten beside a bill nobody had bothered to move. The drinks before us, nearly gone, spilled amber light across the linen. Conversation hung in the cozy hush of the place, but Sienna’s face glowed, lit from within and from the slow dance of candles between us.

"And here I thought my summer drama was wild," I teased, chasing the last melt of ice around my glass. "Sienna, your story blows mine out of the water. You've genuinely astonished me. I’m just—so happy for you!"

A sly, irresistible grin took over her delicate features. Her entire body thrummed with delight. She glanced around, leaned in conspiratorially, and beckoned me forward with just a crook of her finger.

"You really haven’t noticed, have you?" Her voice was silken mischief.

"What? Noticed what—?"

She lifted her right hand and slowly—almost hypnotically—waved it in front of my nose. There, catching the firelight, something brilliant flared against her delicate skin. My world paused.

"Oh, fuck me, Sienna. NO! This is unreal. You are joking!" My heart banged hard, torn between envy and the wildest joy. "You minx. Here we all were, moons ago, drooling hopelessly over Rick bloody Redmond and you—sneaky slut—actually got your claws into him, tumbled that gorgeous man, and netted him for keeps!" My laughter exploded, low and wicked, as I slapped the tabletop in gleeful surrender. "Oh you bitch—I can’t believe it. My dreams, crushed! Sienna, honestly, you’re my absolute hero. God, I’m so bloody jealous!"

She giggled, shoulders shaking, face alight with that radiant, just-loved look. "It’s been a tornado, honestly. Morphing into this... proper grown-up thing. He’s off dragging unruly teenagers around Cornwall on their cricket tour, and I finally took some days off—needed to settle things. Bend the world to my liking, you know?”

"Only the Sienna way would do," I smirked, imagining her spinning her magic. "It all sounds blissful, but—" I lowered my voice, leaning closer, caught between scandal and excitement. "Doesn’t the age gap ever rattle you?"

She snorted, eyes glittering, and shot back, "Says the temptress tangled up with a forty-one-year-old cougar!"

My cheeks actually flamed, a flush spreading up my neck. "That’s just sex! Yours is full-on forever, darling. There’s a difference!"

She gave me a look of pure mischief. "And how old do you think he is, hmm?"

I shrugged, laughter bubbling beneath my words. "God, I’ve no idea. Weren’t all teachers ancient at school? I dunno, forty?"

Her gaze softened, almost dreamy. "When we started, he was twenty-seven. Barely tipped into his thirties now—and trust me, he’s hotter than ever." Her voice dropped to a silkier murmur. "You’re the first I’ve ever told, Beth. About... all of it. Back then."

I exhaled, shaking my head with a blend of awe and mischief. "So basically, Sienna—the schoolgirl with a teacher’s secret—just confessed her wicked beginnings to the girl currently sneaking around with her dad’s girlfriend. Bloody hell, love, I think this means we’ll have to duel at dawn!"

We tumbled through the next ten minutes in a haze of giggles and wicked little jabs, teasing each other with half-remembered jokes and slipping effortlessly back into the naughty energy of our schoolgirl days. Somewhere amid the laughter, a comfortable hush settled in and Sienna singled me out, pointing directly at me from across the table, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“See, it’s all your fault—the chain reaction started with those bloody cigarettes you got me hooked on. You lit the fuse, I took the fall, and…” She lifted her palms upward, surrendering to the wild twist of fate. “Just look at the delicious mess you’ve landed me in!”

“Oh yes, what a disaster!” I shot back with a grin, savoring the irony. “You really ought to be grateful to my dear Mum—she was the real culprit. I only ever pinched her smokes.”

She hoisted the last swallow of her drink in an unsteady salute, and I mirrored her, glasses clinking. “To the radiant Samantha Hamilton, purveyor of nicotine and mischief, and her insatiable, disgraceful daughter Bethany—may their influence continue to corrupt innocent girls for generations.”

We threw back the dregs of our drinks, dissolving into giddy hysteria until my stomach ached and tears streaked my mascara. The world spun more than just a little as I gasped for breath, raising my empty glass in surrender. “Si, we’re parched. This night isn’t over. Come on—more drinks are crying out for us.”

Sienna took charge and settled the bill as we struggled to our feet, our arms winding naturally together, the closeness both grounding and electric. Heads turned as we wove out into the night, barely suppressing our laughter, daring the stares to challenge us.

Under the streetlight’s amber halo, we made our way across to the White Lion—the same place we’d stumbled upon that very evening, the memory still fresh and fizzy in my blood. Tuesday had whittled down the crowd to a few diehards, and we drifted arm in arm toward the bar, the warmth of her skin pressed against mine in the most deliciously familiar way. My heart fluttered: now she was engaged—was Sienna still available to me in those secret, thrilling ways?

“What’ll it be?” I asked, pitching my voice lower, my eyes lingering on her lips. “This round’s on me, since you nabbed the tab at dinner.” Deep down, I had a craving that had nothing to do with alcohol.

“Red wine. Something bold,” she replied, her gaze lingering on my mouth. “There’s a table by the wall—let me claim it before the vultures swoop.”

“Well, how about Chateauneuf-du-Pape?” I flashed her a knowing smirk as I slid up to the bar, memories swirling—Sam and I, tangled with laughter and sticky sheets and jokes about ‘Chateau de Poop’. The thought made me bite my lip.

“You temptress,” she purred. “You do know how to treat a woman right.”

We curled into our new nook, glasses raised yet again. With each sip, the red wine unfurled through my veins like velvet. Our tradition ran deeper than alcohol; we fell into a chant, taking alternate lines from the cheeky old Burns poem that once marked every post-hockey win. My mother, half-Scot and wild at heart, had taught me those words—together Sienna and I recited, “Here’s tae us! Wha’s Like Us? Gey Few, And they’re ‘aa deid!” It was our secret claim to victory, our anthem of survival.

We drifted into conversation, the buzz of alcohol and old stories weaving around us. But something gnawed at me—a raw, needy itch I couldn’t ignore. With typical Hamilton recklessness, I plunged in, heart thumping. “So, Si,” I said, my tone deliberately casual, “now you’re engaged and all that… does this mean—well—are you still…?”

“Fucking everything that breathes, darling? Oh, the scandal! I’m appalled that you’d even think it,” she purred, laughter flickering in her eyes. “But of course I am, sweetheart. Really, Beth—does a leopard change her spots? Is water wet? Do bears relieve themselves deep in the forest?” She feigned deep offense, but her wicked grin made me flush.

“God, you shameless cow,” I teased, shaking my head with a grin. “How in hell did you talk him round to that? Or has he ever actually agreed?”

Sienna let her fingers toy with her glass, swirling the rich red wine almost absently. “Let’s just say we both appreciate a generous definition of commitment. When we met, he was still shagging his way through London, and I was hardly denying myself. We might have tumbled headlong into love, but we never pretended to be saints. We both get a little restless, so we came to an understanding. It works. We’re both happier for it.” She paused, her eyes sly. “I once swore I’d give him a threesome with Saarah, my old flatmate. But she turned out to be more sensible than me—it only took me five years to make good on that promise.” Her lips curled into a naughty smile. “Not with Saarah, unfortunately. But it was delicious all the same.”

“So you haven’t lost your taste for girls, then?” My voice trembled on the edge of a dare, heart drumming against my ribs.

She drew her glass to her lips and sipped slowly, her gaze never leaving mine—deep, smoldering charcoal that threatened to pull me under. “Only the beautiful ones, Bethany,” she murmured, voice low and thick with promise.

Desire sizzled through me. I met her eyes, then let my lashes flutter downward, fingers combing self-consciously through my tangled hair—suddenly aware of every stray curl, every inch of exposed skin. The gestures felt heightened under her scrutiny, unbearably intimate. Searching for composure, I straightened my posture and smoothed my dress, reaching into my bag for a compact mirror. My hands trembled, just a little, as I fussed with my brows and dabbed at my nose with a perfumed handkerchief, each movement a playfully exaggerated performance for her benefit. The anticipation thrummed between us, deliciously electric.

I snapped the mirror shut and glanced up, pulse shooting madly as I caught her watching me—chin propped upon her hand, eyes heavy with amusement and intent, drinking in the show. I mustered my courage and tilted my head, brushing a finger against my cheek in an innocent mockery of vanity.

“Sienna… some people have told me… that I’m actually…” My voice shrank to a shy murmur as I lowered my gaze, “...pretty.”

Her response was so achingly slow my skin prickled. She gazed at me, unreadable, head tilted in feigned disappointment. “No, Beth. You’re not pretty.” Her lips pressed into a tender, lingering frown.

A playful, overdone pout blossomed on my mouth as I lowered my head, feigning despair. “Oh. Well. Never mind, then. Guess Beth should just go home—so sad, so very, very sad.”

“The truth, Bethany Hamilton, is that you are fucking gorgeous.” Her tone left no room for denial; it was velvet-wrapped steel, and it left my skin tingling. “You always have been. You always will be.”

Inside, elation erupted—a wild, exultant scream leaping and spinning behind my cool façade. I kept my composure, relishing the game as it unfurled between us. Slipping effortlessly into the petulant whine of a spoiled schoolgirl—a role I’d perfected long ago—I pouted, voice trembling with feigned indignation. “Well, I’m glad you finally noticed, Sienna Williamson. Because now, there’s no getting out of it. Unless you come back to Sycamore Avenue with me this instant, unless we spend the rest of the night pressed together, sliding and grinding, making our tuppences sing until sunrise, I shall never, ever speak to you again. And I mean every fucking syllable. Have. You. Bloody. Got. That?” Each word was punctuated by my fingertip smacking the wood of the table, drawing out the delicious tension.

Sienna’s laughter burst loose, those gorgeous shoulders shaking so hard she seemed about to crumble. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes dancing with mischief behind elegant glasses, shimmering with tears of hilarity. I felt the fever of anticipation flood my body, trembling with nerves and laughter—my arousal barely contained beneath the giddy surface. “Beth, honestly, you are utterly incorrigible. I completely fucking get it!” she managed, breathless, her lips curving in a wicked grin. Then she leaned close, lowering her voice to a husky secret that set my skin alight. “And the best part is,” she breathed, “I’ve been aching all evening—my tuppence is tingling for you.”

Chapter 4 – SIENNA – Desire Requited

I’d drowned myself in pleasure—so much wine and laughing that my head spun—and all I could think of now was Beth, the heat of her, the intoxicating way she looked at me and drew me in, needing to be even closer, skin to skin, until nothing else mattered. The craving was relentless, delicious in its urgency—I just wanted to lose myself in the slick friction of her thighs and the soft wildness of her kisses, to let our need eclipse the night.

Beth’s seduction was clumsy, comedic, and irresistibly sexy, making me love her all the more. She didn’t need to try so hard—she’d already had me, completely, from our first moment, eight hours and a thousand aches ago. Watching her now, desperate and bold in her schemes, I was helpless.

She was a marvel, always was. Even at school, she’d broken every mould, refusing to be boxed in by authority, talent spilling out—acting with ease, flowing between accents and moods, her energy an electric charge that shaped the air around her. I’d seen her hold entire hockey teams captive with manic characters and wild improvisations, leaving us all gasping, doubled over with laughter, this skinny tempest with a tongue sharper than anyone’s.

Just seeing her again, silhouetted in the pub garden, lost in thought as she toyed with her vape pen, had stolen my breath—reminding me of how it felt to find Rick years ago: that tumbling rush, that recognition vibrating deep in my chest. But Beth and I had no tangled history, no old wounds—only this growing ache, this hunger I’d buried for years that had finally, gloriously, broken free tonight.

We’d spun our stories with the kind of reckless joy that comes from sweet, heavy anticipation—laughing, drinking too much, knowing exactly how the night would end, and wanting nothing else.

There we were—tucked into one of those worn wooden tables at the White Lion, the air thick with centuries of secrets and spilled ale, and Bethany Hamilton was talking about rubbing our tuppences together as if it was the most natural, delicious thing in the world. Her words sparkled in the low light, sending a surge of heat through my core. And there I was: Sienna Williamson, a little older, a bit rougher around the edges, wicked as sin, openly devouring her with my gaze and silently chanting, I want you. Here. Now. God, just the thought of what might happen in the next hour had me aching with anticipation, straining not to grin like a schoolgirl with her hands up a skirt for the first time.

It was clear, ridiculous, and intoxicating—we both hungered for the same forbidden feast, but our paths wound there with different flavors of longing: hers sweet, giddy, mine tarnished with years and lust, dangerous and raw.

The wine sat mostly ignored, two crimson stains in our glasses, like lipstick after a stolen kiss. Suddenly, Beth sprang up, making for the bar and calling after the barman, demanding the cork for our wine. God only knows what the crusty regulars thought—a pair of tipsy, far-too-pretty ex-boarding schoolgirls, giggling, pouring leftover wine back into a bottle with the meticulous glee of girls hiding secrets from nuns. Beth, as always, pressed her tongue between her teeth in concentration. That one little quirk—so vulnerable, so unwittingly sensual—made my pulse skitter, sent a rush of tenderness and lust through me.

Hands deft, never spilling so much as a crimson droplet, she finished her task. Then she snatched my glass, turning those wicked eyes on me with a huffish impatience. “Honestly, Sienna, why are you still standing there gawping? Everything’s sorted—go get us a fucking taxi!” She flapped her hand toward the door, bossy and beautiful.

A laugh tumbled up my throat, bright with nerves and arousal. “A fucking taxi? I’ve lived here for months and haven’t seen one of those magical beasts yet! But I’ll make it happen for you. Where to, O Mistress?”

She rolled her eyes, voice dropping an octave, weighty with need. “Sycamore Avenue, darling—now, go!” That urgency—the rough edge on her voice—made my skin prickle.

Heart pounding, I staggered out onto the old High Street, the night air slapping my cheeks, spinning with drunken delight. A taxi stand, just past the garish neon of Route 66. I rapped on a window, desperate, shaking with the weight of what was about to happen. “Sycamore Avenue, please. Wait for my friend—she’s got the full address.”

The cabbie, blithe and ever-so-English, winked. “No trouble, love. Drive there all the time!”

A moment later, Beth lurched out of the pub, clutching our wine bottle like it was the Olympic torch, cheeks flushed, eyes shining with wicked promises. She tumbled into the cab beside me, breathless, told him the house number—and from the second that cab door thudded shut, our fingers fidgeted, knees brushing, breath thick with anticipation. Every stolen glance was a caress, every shared grin a promise of the night unfolding before us.

I barely realized we’d arrived, drunken energy thrumming through my veins. I wrenched a tenner from my purse and pressed it into the driver’s palm, my fingers trembling. “Keep the change,” I murmured, not caring if I sounded wanton or desperate—because I was. Every cell was on fire for her.

He gave us a crinkled, knowing smile, eyes crinkling at the corners. “Have yourselves a wonderful night, ladies!” As if he knew—God, maybe he did—what sins we were about to commit.

As soon as we crossed the threshold, Beth seized my wrist and yanked me into the narrow hallway, leaving the door swinging wide behind us. The half-empty wine bottle thudded onto the floor, instantly forgotten. In one fluid, desperate motion, she pressed me flush against the cool wall, her hands slipping beneath the hem of my shirt, fingertips hungry and feverish. Her lips crashed into mine, fierce and wild. I gasped against her mouth, heart thundering in my chest as each button of my shirt was deftly popped open, baring my skin inch by trembling inch. Our tongues tangled, hot and slick—she tasted of dark wine and bitter coffee—and her hips rolled against mine, our centers rubbing together with delicious urgency.

Somewhere between breathless moans, Beth’s hands skated higher, shoving my bra above my breasts. The sudden rush of air across my bare nipples made me shiver, but her deft fingers quickly found them, pinching and flicking until I was arching into her touch, craving more, needing everything. Our kissing was frantic—hungry teeth, playful licks, sucking lips—both lost in the kiss, desperate to devour and be devoured.

My free hand reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, tugging it down until the fabric slipped apart, exposing the smooth skin of her lower back. I hooked one of my legs around her hip, digging my heel into the curve of her arse, pulling her closer still, until every inch of us was pressed together—breath, body, heartbeat—utterly entangled.

In the midst of this heated chaos, my wandering hand explored up under her dress, fingers grazing the damp silk of her panties. She hissed softly, arching against me, then trailed one of her own hands down to return the favor, her fingers slipping under my skirt, cupping me through my underwear. The need was dizzying; my mind reeled, my body burning.

Suddenly, the unmistakable tap of glass echoed beneath us—a hard shape nudging my foot. Shit. Had we really kicked over the wine bottle?

I broke away, breathless and distracted, panic clawing its way through my lust-fogged mind at the thought of spilled red wine on the pale, expensive-looking carpet. “Beth, the bottle—” I managed, chest heaving.

She barely missed a beat, her mouth quirked in a wicked grin as she misinterpreted my urgent tone. “Mmm, love that idea, but maybe we should finish it first, hmm?”

“No, Beth. The actual fucking bottle—it’s tipped over!”

That did the trick. At my frantic urgency, she finally stepped back to assess the situation. We looked down, throats tight with anticipation—relief flooding us both as we saw the cork had held and not a drop had escaped. Beth stooped to snatch it up, her dress pooled scandalously around her waist, one strap dangling off her shoulder, eyes shining with adrenaline.

She straightened and gave me an exaggerated once-over—my blouse gaping, bra askew, skirt pushed up around my hips—her laugh deliciously wicked. “Christ, look at the state of you, you filthy old tart!” she jeered, slipping seamlessly into playful disdain. I nearly collapsed with laughter and desire, every nerve ending humming, heart pounding in wild, reckless delight.

With a wicked flash in her eye, Beth bit onto the cork and tugged it free with her teeth, a wicked glint in her gaze. She prowled toward me, pressing the cool, rigid neck of the bottle deliberately against the heat radiating from my soaked panties. The glass was hard and unyielding, the sensation both shocking and electric as she massaged it purposefully where I was wettest, making sure the mouth of the bottle grew slick with my arousal. Then, her lips parted, and she slowly drew the same bottle to her mouth, sucking on the neck in a way that was shamelessly obscene, her lashes fluttering closed in pleasure.

Beth took a generous mouthful of wine, her lips stained and glistening, before she closed the scant gap between us once more. She pressed the bottle firmly against me again—my core pulsed in response—then covered my mouth with hers, pouring the cool wine into me. I accepted it willingly, and when some escaped the corner of my mouth and slid down my chin, Beth’s tongue was waiting to catch it, lapping eagerly at the red trail as the bottle’s neck ground against my need.

She pressed the bottle to my lips, letting me drink; beneath the heady aroma of wine, I caught the intimate tang of my own scent clinging to the glass. The tip of my tongue traced a languorous circle around the bottle’s rim before Beth tilted it and let the rich liquid flood my mouth. We took turns feeding each other—the ritual slow, sensual, intoxicating with more than just alcohol—open mouths trading wine, warmth, and spit.

A crimson streak marred her cheek when Beth wiped her mouth, the sight feral and beautiful. My blood surged at the thought of tasting every inch of her. Her voice was lazy, sultry, as she nodded at the smeared wall behind me: “That doesn’t look comfortable, and Gina will have an aneurysm if you ruin her wallpaper. How about we see how you fare fucking me on a water bed fit for royalty?”

I bit back a grin. “Just don’t blame me if you spring a leak. I’m a disaster in deep water.”

She snorted—a deep, delighted sound—eyes glittering. “God, finally.”

“Finally, what?”

“This—finding one thing you’re absolutely awful at.”

I tipped my chin, sheering heat in my smile. “Then let me show you just how talented I am in other departments.”

Beth’s finger curled in silent invitation as she backed toward the stairs, hips swaying, mischief dancing in her eyes. “Show me, then. Let’s go.” Suddenly she spun and sprinted up the stairs, breathless laughter echoing above me. “Second door on the right! Don’t keep me waiting!”

I climbed the staircase at my own teasing pace, stripping as I went—shirt first, letting it billow to the floor, then skirt, then panties yanked off with a wicked thrill. I wriggled free from my bra, tossing it on the growing heap, and finally slid my glasses atop the pile. Dressed now in nothing but thigh-high black hold-ups, I let down my hair, feeling it tumble wild and soft over my bare shoulders.

When I stalked into the room, Beth was already kneeling in the middle of an enormous bed, one arm crossed theatrically over her breasts as if she could conjure modesty. The other hand, shameless and hungry, was buried between her legs, fingers moving with raw, hungry pressure. Under the low light, the ink of unexpected tattoos curved across her skin, a clandestine history mapping her body, and the sight of them—of her—made my breath catch.

Her mouth was open, a silent moan frozen there. Lust all but shimmered off her skin, her dark eyes devouring me. I sauntered closer, voice dropping to a silken purr. “Shall I give you a hand with that, Bethany?”

Beth’s gaze locked on mine, dark and insistent, her breath unsteady with desire as she slowly withdrew her hand. Her fingers, shimmering with her own arousal, hovered between us for a heartbeat before she reclined against the cool sheets, legs parted just enough to show me exactly what she wanted. Her skin flushed deliciously, anticipation radiating off her in waves.

“Bethany,” I murmured, my voice low and teasing as I edged closer, my hair tumbling over one shoulder. The need between my thighs was building, throbbing with every lingering look she gave me. “If I were to lean down and taste you, to kiss you right where you’re aching, would you ever tell a soul?”

She shook her head, wild-eyed and trembling, lips parting on the promise, “No, never... I swear.”

Chapter 5 – BETH – Here’s Tae Us...

A delicious, hungry trembling ran down my spine as she closed the distance, all dark hair and long legs wrapped in black, the sheer fabric emphasizing the sinuous lines of her thighs. Her jet-black curls, neatly tamed, demanded my attention even as my breath quickened.

Her mouth was exquisite—warm, silken, almost reverent as she began to worship me. That tongue danced, tracing tender circles and teasing me with light, fluttering strokes. Her lips closed around my clit, sending shivers sparking through my body, her fingers slipping inside me with growing confidence and command. First one, then another, stretching me, filling me, coaxing moans from my lips as I clung to her dark hair and whispered her name over and over again. The heady scent of arousal surrounded us, and I could hardly believe Sienna Williamson was between my thighs, making me forget the world with every flick of her tongue.

The sensation built, layer by decadent layer, until I couldn’t hold back any longer. My need to taste her, to claim her with my own mouth, became utterly consuming. My voice shook as I forced out the words: “Mmm, I could lie here lost in you all night, but that wouldn’t be fair, would it? On your back, sweetheart.”

She kissed me, her lips sticky with me, her tongue playful. I drew in her flavor, savoring the intoxicating proof of her desire as we twisted together, bodies tangling in the soft, oversized bed. The wicked friction of her tights grazing my back heightened my need until I could barely breathe. Sienna’s long legs slid over my shoulders, wrapping me in her heat, and I eagerly parted her thighs to reveal that perfect, sleek mound.

She tasted heady—dark, intoxicating, familiar and forbidden all at once. I tried to start slow, gentle, letting my tongue languidly explore the soft edges of her, but she was greedy for more, fingers fisting in my hair, hips rolling as she urged me harder, rougher. With each pleading gasp and encouraging swear, I gave her what she needed—my tongue relentless, my lips latching hungrily around her clit.

She moaned openly, surrendering herself to the pressure of my fingers plunging deeper. Two, then three, stretching her as Gina had taught me. My hands shook with excitement—so tiny in comparison to the expanse of her, but determined. With a breath I slipped in a fourth finger—not entirely sure if I could manage, but driven by the memory of Gina and the daring glint in Sienna’s eye.

Sienna’s body arched for me, her voice strangled as I withdrew to tuck my thumb into my palm, fingers tight together—the Silent Duck, just as Gina had named it between our giggles and gasps.

With careful, aching slowness, I pressed forward again—four fingers and my folded thumb. There was resistance, a delicious tightness, and she grunted, her back arching in sweet discomfort, mirroring my own first time. Then, suddenly, I slipped inside, filling her completely, claiming every wild tremor of her body for myself.

“Fuck, Beth, that’s... oh, God, yes.” Her words tangled into a breathless moan as I pressed deeper, the stoutness of my wrist now stretching her, the soft slick folds yielding around me. The sight was pure filth—her body stretched tight, flush with desire, lips swollen around the base of my hand. My fingers flared open inside her heat, drawing out an intoxicating gasp from deep in her chest. “Jesus Christ, how many...?” Her voice was wild, helpless, her head thrown back in tangled black silk.

I lifted my gaze, lips wet, and pressed a little farther, feeling my wrist nudging at her entrance, so perfectly obscene. “Take a look, Sienna.” My own need was chronic, pulsing, but I wanted her to see—to know exactly what I was doing to her.

She raised herself on an elbow, her eyes wild as she looked between us. “Fucking hell, Hamilton, where did your hand disappear to?” Panic, exhilaration, pleasure—it all swirled in her gaze. She clenched herself around me, her body so responsive, so ferociously alive.

I started to ease out, worry flickering over my features, but she shook her head fiercely. “Don’t you even think about stopping.” Her voice was ragged, deeper, as she rode the edge. “Oh my god, Beth, your hand—fuck, it’s filthy and I love it. I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life.” Her hips twisted, forcing me deeper, waves of pleasure nearly shaking her apart. Her control snapped—she took my wrist, moving her hips to establish a punishing rhythm.

My mouth descended on her clit, tongue pressing hard, matching her desperate tempo. My free hand plunged between my own thighs, fingers working in time to her movements, overwhelmed by the heady taste of her skin, her wanton cries filling the room. Her moans became wild, her grip near painful—then, with a choked yelp, she jerked free, guiding her own fingers inside just as the flood burst forth, a hot gush splashing over my mouth, her hand, slicking both our bodies.

“Oh, fuck, I—Jesus, Beth, I squirted. Sorry, God, I don’t do that, not usually…” But I couldn’t answer, too busy lapping her up, hungry for every delicious drop, tongue teasing around her entrance, savoring the salt, the musk, the uncontrolled mess of it all. I stayed between her legs until her muscles fluttered, her breaths softening, her thighs finally relaxing.

She tugged me upward and I crushed her mouth under mine, letting the last of her honey mingle between our tongues. Her fingers dove into my wetness, impossibly deep, and I sobbed into her mouth, desperate and wordless.

“Not as small as yours, babe, but I’ll fit whatever I can.” Her rough promise sent a shock of heat through me and I opened for her, wild for more. My lips fused to hers as she plunged her fingers inside, rapid, relentless—electricity spiking beneath my skin as the orgasm detonated. Pleasure tore through me, shuddering, endless, muffled by her kiss as I screamed against her mouth.

As I trembled in the aftermath, she eased out of me, her fingers still slick, my taste shining on her skin. I slid into her arms, gathering her hand to my lips, licking her fingers one at a time, tangled in her hair and the haze of our desire.

Her mouth found mine, urgent and hungry, stealing my breath with her enthusiasm. “Beth, my god… It was like with Rick—waiting was worth every fucking second. No one’s ever made me feel anything remotely close to that. I honestly thought it was impossible,” she gasped, voice tremulous with wonder and disbelief.

I grinned, tracing the edge of her jaw with my thumb. “Guess having small hands finally paid off, hmm?”

She laughed, low and sultry. “It didn’t feel small, Beth. It felt enormous. Perfectly filthy—and exquisitely perfect.” Her eyes searched mine, wide and shining. “Did you get off on that as much as I did?”

A rush of heat pulsed through me and I let my smile turn wicked. “Hmm, let’s see…” I toyed with a strand of her hair, loving her tangled, post-orgasmic wildness. “Epic, earth-shattering sex with the most stunning woman I’ve ever wanted—all those years lusting after you, and now I’m the first to take you like that? Watching you lose control, watching you squirt all over my hand, and then you making me fall apart just as hard, screaming into your kiss…” I let my voice trail off, eyes glinting with mischief. “Yeah. I suppose it was… alright.” Some small, teasing part of me wanted to see if she’d rise to the bait—if she’d punish me for understatement.

And she did, with a swift, cheeky slap to my ass, her eyes wild. “You cheeky bitch, Hamilton! If that was only ‘alright’… what exactly would it take to make it ‘mind-blowing’?”

Curling up beside her, I pressed my lips to her soft lower lip, teasing it with gentle sucks, nuzzling my nose along hers. “Well, we never did rub our tuppences together…” My whisper set anticipation crackling between us.

She glanced at the window, where the blackness pressed thick and silent. “Night’s not over yet… Is the sun even thinking about rising?”

I ground my body into hers, the bare, sensitive skin of my neatly shaven mound slipping against her untamed dark curls, grinding slow and deliberate until her breath caught beneath me. Our mouths crashed together again, kisses deepening until neither of us had air left to give.

Slipping from under the covers, I crawled over her nakedness—taking my time, dragging the tips of my fingers over her legs as I crossed the endless expanse of Gina’s bed. I reached inside the bedside cabinet, groping in the dark until my hand closed around the treasures I needed.

First, I set the half-full bottle of wine on the mattress and passed it to Sienna with a smirk. “That’s for immediate pleasure.”

But it was what came next that made her eyes go even wider: a massive double-ended pink dildo, thick and glossy, glistening in the low light as I laid it with a playful thud between us. “And as for this…” My voice dipped, laden with promise, “We’ll save that treat for later.”

Sienna grinned crookedly, her fingers wrapping possessively around the bottle. She drew a deep gulp, daring me with her gaze. “Here’s tae us,” she toasted, lips shiny and wet.

I snatched the bottle from her and drank, matching her challenge, the wine sweet and heady on my tongue. “Who’s like us, Sienna?” I purred back, all heat and energy, knowing neither of us would be sleeping tonight. The darkness outside pressed in, but in this bed, the hours had only just begun.


Part 7

Chapter One – Introduction

When I first agreed to let my boyfriend’s beguiling daughter spend the summer under my roof while he vanished on some grand academic adventure across distant continents, my motives were almost innocent. I wanted only a chance to bridge the distance between us, to peel back the layers of mystery around her. Never—never in my wildest, darkest imaginings—could I have guessed how fate would twist that choice, or how she would burrow so deep beneath my skin.

Bethany Hamilton. Her name alone sends shivers along my spine even now. It was nearly a year ago, in the blooming hush of a hotel garden up north, when I truly saw her for the first time. Bethany—twenty, barely out of girlhood, her sullen expression framed by gleaming hair, her lips pressed into a pout that dared the world to come closer. She looked at me like I was just another boring adult, her silence thick with secrets she’d never share. But god, I couldn’t ignore the way her beauty struck me—effortless and vivid, a living temptation. My mind careened dangerously, longing to cast Andrew aside and whisk her upstairs, to let my fingers—and tongue—reveal every hidden wonder of her flesh.

Getting Bethany to fall, to shudder and cry out beneath my hand as pleasure fractured her voice, didn’t happen all at once. It took patience. Patience and the luck to find the right moment, the right heat. But that night—her need blooming wild around my fist, her guttural scream echoing through the apartment as orgasm overtook her—changed everything. It followed a summer of escalating, delicate games: the decadent three-way with Sam, Bethany’s wicked, gentle seduction of my oldest friend, and an evening spent toying with Mick—my bold American who’d learned quickly how to submit to our teasing. Each memory still leaves me wet with anticipation.

Bethany is a mystery I still ache to solve—sweet and demure on the surface, shy in ways that pull out my protectiveness, but beneath it all, bold, seductive, with a filthy streak shockingly wide. She loved to shock me; to undo me with her innocent questions and her irreverent tongue. The contradiction made her irresistible. I’d known wildness before; I’d once prowled the shadowy streets of Liverpool’s riverside, searching for strangers to fill my nights. Yet nothing compared to the heady rush Bethany gave me—the laughter, the connection, the filthiness pulsing beneath her halo.

A week after our wild entanglement with Mick, I was soaking in a deep, foaming bath in the Fulham apartment—the agency’s little jewel, a decadent escape that saw more pleasure than rest. When I’d grown weary of the work, I’d tried to let the younger women handle the business of seduction. But once I’d remembered the fever it stirred inside me, how alive it made me feel, I dove back in with a hunger only a forty-one-year-old hedonist could understand.

I let the scented steam curl around my body, every nerve tingling with anticipation. Jenna would arrive soon—my delicious accomplice for the night, promised to me and my plans. After her, there’d be meetings thick with tension: Angela, my business partner and perhaps the only person who understood the tangled desires that ruled me. I recalled the sharp thrill of stepping off the Liverpool train years ago—a bundle of nerves, lust, and ambition, clueless as to how much pleasure and power the city would pour into my veins. Now, finally in control, I was ready for whatever wickedness the week would bring.

That intoxicating night with Mick played on repeat in my mind—seductive images pressing at my consciousness, drawing me back again and again with wicked delight. I could still picture Mick’s raw surprise, his taut body surrendered, helpless under taut bindings, his vision blacked out by the silky blindfold while Bethany stepped into her role as Ivana, the teasing, merciless chambermaid. The electric thrill that charged the air between us as we orchestrated every teasing torment—it was impossible to forget, especially with Bethany’s composure on full display. She straddled Mick’s impressive cock, the swollen tip barely brushing her glistening folds, and yet she denied herself, hanging suspended in desperate tension as I, hands shaking, fumbled my phone and finally punched in the numbers to trigger her release. The way her gaze flicked up at me—pleading, wild—made my heart pound with dark satisfaction.

I could replay every second: when Bethany re-entered, casting off her masquerade to reveal her true self—gorgeous, trembling with anticipation—and at last surrendered, sinking slowly, achingly, onto the immense, jet-black length of Mick’s cock. Time seemed to break apart. Her lush lips parted in a silent gasp as inch after lush inch vanished inside her, her wide, stunned eyes seeking mine for affirmation, for praise—caught on the edge of disbelief and ecstasy. It was as if we both needed proof of the impossible: she was taking him, letting him fill her entirely, her body lush and beautiful as it accommodated him to the hilt. The sweet gasp she gave at the bottom made my own sex clench with envy and awe. I, who have welcomed men into every secret place, had to admit: Mick was a challenge, and Bethany’s willingness filled me with pride... and a searing, possessive heat.

Her playful ambition faltered only when she tried to take Mick fully into her delicate mouth; watching her lips stretch and struggle, her brow furrow in adorable frustration, left me aching with admiration and a pang of tenderness as she looked toward me—eyes brimming with disappointment, admitting reluctant defeat. That look was almost too much, her hunger unsatisfied, her spirit undimmed.

But what seared itself into my fantasies—what left the deepest, naughtiest imprint—was what happened once Mick had filled me, rocking us both into spasms of release, my body melting as he spilled deep inside me. Instinctively, I pressed Bethany down, guiding her lower in the hope she’d understand. Oh, she understood. I felt her eager, velvety kiss against my messy, sated pussy—the hot press of her mouth as she drew out a generous mouthful of our combined pleasure. There was something shameless—deliciously wicked—about the way she held my gaze as she let his sticky seed drip gently onto my left breast, painting my skin with glistening streaks of wantonness. Without a word, she slid down again for a second taste, lavishing my other breast with the same decadent, creamy coating, until both nipples stood up, aching and proud.

For her final mouthful, Bethany knelt above me, her dark eyes flickering with mischief, and parted her lips. The last shimmering strand of cum dangled from her stretched tongue, suspended between us for an endless second before she nipped it off, letting it fall onto my waiting tongue. It slipped down my throat—salty, rich, forbidden. The taste of her, of him, of us—all mingling. We devoured the sticky remnants from each other’s cheeks, our hands sticky, our faces glazed in sensual chaos, kissing desperately, feverishly—while Mick, eyes drinking us in, lay spent and awestruck at the spectacle sprawled beside him.

After our second round of cleaning up—a task made all the more delicious by lingering hands and sly glances—we let ourselves collapse in a lazy, tangled heap amid crumpled sheets and the faint fizz of the last of the champagne. Mick pulled us both into his orbit, his powerful arms cradling Bethany and me on either side. The warmth of his body pressed against mine, the heavy thrum of his heart felt beneath my cheek, sent a longing ache spiraling through me. God, I was greedy for more, famished for it—but Bethany was clearly spent, her delicate eyelids fluttering shut and a soft, sated smile curving her lips. No wonder Sam always called her his little pixie; despite her statuesque height, she seemed so slender—half ethereal—when stretched out beside Mick’s colossal body, her fragility accentuated by his solid strength.

Eventually, Bethany shifted, rolling across Mick’s chest with that loose-limbed grace that comes from complete and utter satisfaction. Draping an arm over him, she sighed—a delicious, honeyed whisper born from exhaustion and utter contentment. “I’m going to leave you two to say goodbye,” she murmured, her words drifting between us like a benediction. She pressed a languorous kiss to the swollen head of Mick’s cock, redolent with adoration and a trace of mischief, before planting a slow kiss on Mick’s lips and then one on mine. Her departure from the bed was a show in itself: unsteady on wobbly legs, trembling from exhaustion or desire—perhaps both—she gathered her abandoned stilettos and rooted for the room key amid the chaos of scarves, perfume, and wet wipes spilled from the goody bag at her feet.

At the door, she turned—her eyes glimmering with a sweet, liquid fondness—and offered her signature farewell: that playful, coquettish flutter of her fingers, innocent and utterly adorable. The contrast was almost surreal; to see her looking as devastatingly cute as she’d just been so wickedly wanton felt like whiplash. I caught myself smiling, marveling that minutes earlier her mouth had been the source of such exquisite depravity.

Her eyes grew glassy, words teetering on her lips, searching for form. Bethany—usually never silenced—now looked vulnerable in a way that made my heart twist. Still, she managed a breathy, tremulous, “Thank you…” The air between us hummed as she blew a kiss—a lonesome, fleeting caress—before disappearing into the hazy half-light of the hallway.

Mick inhaled deeply, breaking the quiet with a low, awestruck growl. “That…was something else.”

I reached for the Velcro cuffs we’d used on him—my wrists tingling in anticipation as I buckled them around myself and presented my arms over my head, fastening them boldly to the headboard rails. My eyes locked on to his warm brown gaze, imploring with a challenge as fierce as any craving. “Oh, it was. And now, if you don’t mind, Mr. Anderson, I’d like you to give me everything you’ve got. Make me forget my own name.”

He did. God, did he.

The morning after, Bethany lingered in our room, sunlight framing her as she gazed at me through the faint veil of last night’s pleasure. Before I left, she traced a heart over her own, slow and deliberate—her silent tenderness, ineffable and vulnerable. My stomach squeezed. I touched her finger, drawing a heart gently in her palm. Anything more, and I’d have lost all sense of time, missed my train, and spent another delirious day in tangled sheets instead of returning to London.

Grinning at the memory, I stepped from the bath, towel caressing heated, freshly cleaned skin. The night promised to be wild—Jenna would arrive soon—but for now, I resisted the urge to slip my fingers lower, wanting to keep myself raw and ready for the night ahead. Something thrilling simmered beneath my skin. I’d promised Bethany an introduction to one of my oldest confidantes. Josie was finally back from Thailand, brimming with wild stories and old secrets. Tonight, the promise would become pleasure, and I could hardly wait.

Swaddled in a towel-soft robe, I settled languidly onto the sofa—the very one still echoing with the sultry secrets of last Tuesday. My thoughts wandered to that evening’s decadent affair: a luscious trophy wife, hungry for an audience, whose husband sat in opulent silence, eyes molten with lust. He watched every carnal detail as I devoured his wife, her pleasure cascading around us while he stroked himself at the periphery. Only at the furious end did he join us, his climax painting her flawless, augmented breasts and pouty lips while I guided him, precise as always. Running my fingers along the buttery tan leather, I searched for evidence of our exploits, but found nothing. I prided myself on leaving ecstasy, not stains.

Still tingling from memory, I reached for my phone and dialed Josie. Her line clicked open, and that liquid, unhurried purr—half woman, half wildcat—spilled through the receiver. She’d always sounded like her beloved felines. “Georgina Harcourt, it’s bloody glorious out, I’m about to lounge naked in the garden before ruining a gorgeous young thing tonight. This had better be worth interrupting my pre-fuck sun worship.”

Her voice triggered a wave of affection, stirring up fifteen years of playful barbs and savage honesty. “Still an oversharer, Josie. Careful with that alabaster skin, redheads crisp in the sun.”

She giggled, sultry and warm. “Darling, I survived two weeks in Thailand. This tepid English sunlight’s practically foreplay. Spit it out, quick—I’m on a tight schedule.”

I grinned, letting the banter flow between us like silk scarves. “Tight schedule’s about the only thing that’s tight on you these days. We both know what gravity’s done to your tits and cunt. Isn’t your second chin due an SPF touch-up?”

She bellowed with laughter, the sound reckless and wicked. “You cow! My stitches are popping and I think I’ve just pissed myself. So what’s this all about before I disown you?”

I let anticipation curl in my voice. “You, me, and Bethany Hamilton. It’s time.”

That wiped away every trace of sarcasm, replaced by electrified hunger. “Gina! Christ, why didn’t you say so sooner? Forget the sun—I want details. Now.”

I could almost see her, hair blazing, those predatory green eyes narrowing with excitement, fingers raking through her mane. Josie and I had always shared everything: stories, secrets, lovers. She’d followed every wicked development in my ongoing adventure with Bethany. And now they’d finally collide—two brilliant, filthy, gloriously unrestrained spirits waiting to combust right before my eager eyes.

I let Josie know that Bethany was on her own this weekend. Last week, she’d enjoyed an unexpectedly torrid reunion with an old flame – all while I’d been busy indulging in decadent fun with the busty trophy wife. But for now, Bethany was left to her own exquisite devices, likely pleasuring herself with those clever fingers for the next couple of days. I kept urging her to reach out to Sam, but she kept hesitating—clearly infatuated and wrestling with nerves. After our shamelessly wild threesome, she was afraid Sam wouldn’t want to see her again, even though his interest had burned hot long after we’d collapsed in an entangled, sweaty mess.

I heard Josie’s frustrated sigh. Her current lover was away, and she’d scheduled a rendezvous with an old flame for tonight. “Bugger, if only I’d had a heads-up. Do you think she’d be game for a meet tomorrow? Izzy doesn’t get back until Monday.”

“There’s only one way to know,” I teased, letting the silence sizzle for a moment. There was something I wanted—no, needed—Josie to do for me. For weeks I’d caught Bethany’s mischievous gaze eyeing that locked door in my bedroom, relentless in her curiosity. I kept telling her that she wasn’t quite ready, that she had to earn what lay hidden up there. But after the escapade with Mick, I sensed she was finally prepared. Still, the secrets behind that door belonged as much to Josie as they did to me. I wanted Josie to be the one to reveal it, to initiate Bethany into everything decadent waiting within the Panic Room—the loft we’d claimed and filled with exquisite, wicked treasures. Josie reveled in those kinks; the loft was her stage, her pleasure palace, far more than mine.

Josie’s excitement was palpable, sultry and electric. As I read Bethany’s number out, I could almost see Josie’s lips curl into a hungry smile. “Oh, darling, do you really think she’s up for one of my little amusements?”

Josie’s ‘little amusements’ were enough to put the fear of God into some. But Bethany wouldn’t shy away. She’d be running straight at Josie, wild with anticipation and begging to play. Josie could conjure filth and decadence that made most people blush. Bethany would beg for more. I told her as much, and Josie promptly cut me off with her signature flair. That was Josie—impatient, dominant, already moving on to her next source of pleasure.

I shot Bethany a quick text, warning her of the imminent call and urging her to answer.

Barely minutes later, Josie rang me back, her voice breathless, thick with anticipation. “Sorted—lunch tomorrow. Oh, Gina, you won’t believe what I’ve got in store!”

She began outlining her wanton plans, her voice alive with delicious mischief. Even I was left a little stunned by her creativity—Bethany was going to be in absolute heaven. As Josie painted her wicked picture, my phone buzzed again—a message from the woman at the center of our plotting.

I disconnected with Josie, feeling a satisfied shiver run through me. Bethany was about to have an unforgettable day. Her text made me laugh out loud: mischievous, cheeky, and entirely her. I shot back a promise—Josie would blow her mind, and this was no joke. This was the beginning of something filthy and truly fabulous.

My phone rang again, startling me with its insistence—a shrill reminder that my emotions hadn't yet settled. For a brief, bewildering moment, I wondered whether someone was playing a cruel joke at my expense. But the reality was sharper, far too tangible. Ten minutes later, I found myself entwined in another conversation with Josie.

Chapter Two – Rejection

“That fucking bastard.”

“Yes, darling. That’s the third time you’ve said it,” I replied, barely able to stifle a wry, brittle smile.

“Fucking bastard—four. I’m counting.” Josie smoldered, her outrage sparking through the phone, fierce and primal. For the past couple of minutes, she had unleashed herself in an unbroken torrent, venting ever since I’d shared my latest bit of delicious scandal. “If I could turn back time, I’d never have palmed him off on you.” Her breath came ragged, anger and frustration tangling in her words. She paused, then sighed, her tone softening for a heartbeat. “No—strike that. If I hadn’t, you never would’ve met Bethany.”

That was the truth: Bethany Hamilton would never have collided with my world if Josie Napier-Jones hadn’t tossed her flawed ex-lover, Andrew Hamilton, right over my fence and into my tangled personal garden. Andrew Hamilton—a name I could barely force through gritted teeth now—the man with the distracted eyes, and the daughter who now haunted my shadows, set my skin alight with forbidden thrills.

Andrew Hamilton, father to Bethany—the breathtaking complication who had become much more than an illicit secret. The man who had just, quite insultingly, dumped me by phone from across the globe, marooned in a hotel room in sultry, distant Kuala Lumpur. His words reeked of rehearsed regret, a coward’s monologue delivered via tinny signals over an international line.

I’d felt the warning signs creeping in for weeks—a withdrawal measured in skipped Skype calls, the desolate silence growing between us, the suspicion that his carefully chosen absences meant only one thing. It wasn’t my first heartbreak rodeo; my instincts had been flashing red for some time. So when his tired, apologetic confession finally tumbled out, I barely listened to the rest. He rambled on, trying to explain, to justify, but I’d already heard everything I needed: his personal assistant was now much more personal than I’d ever intended. We’d agreed to keep things open, boundaries gracefully blurred, but somewhere on his journey that arrangement had morphed into something exclusive—and I was left in the past tense.

I let Josie rage, her voice offering a strange comfort as I wandered through the messy corners of my mind. She thrived on these ferocious defences, and it gave me the space to examine myself honestly. His absence had set me free, if I was being truthful—a hard reset on pleasures I’d been ignoring, desires I’d been folding away. I had quietly revived my old, wicked ways; given a taste of my own wildness again, I realised how utterly unsuitable I was for the vanilla stability Andrew wanted. Even as he tried, with his pitiable justifications, to soften the blow, relief bloomed in my chest, decadent and sweet.

Bethany, of course, had always been perched on the edge of all this—dangerously alluring, deliciously wrong, a tangle of complications I could never truly resist. There was nothing immoral between us; we were both adults, both ravenous for what the other offered. But the spectre of Andrew’s disapproval, the unspoken threat of his presence, had always loomed above, threatening to disrupt everything. Now, that tension was unspooling, the awkwardness fading before it ever had a chance to manifest. It was freedom, in its messiest, most decadent form.

Still, there was one final mess to handle: telling Bethany. I owed her at least that shred of courtesy—no cowardly phone calls, no shrunken, distant confessions. I’d see her in Amberdown later in the week, let her taste the truth on my lips, the way it deserved. I would not repeat her father’s mistakes.

Josie, as always, swept in to rescue me, her voice deliciously thick with mischief and conviction. “Darling, this is all my bloody fault—I dragged you into this chaotic mess, so let me be the one to break the news to her tomorrow. With any luck, it won’t spell disaster for our little escapades,” she purred, slipping seamlessly into that sultry persona I’d watched reduce entire boardrooms of men to trembling masses of longing and regret. “But if it does, you and I can stand shoulder-to-shoulder at arrivals, ready to greet him with a special welcome home—we’ll each rip off one of his balls. Fucking bastard.” There was a wicked pause—her breath heavy with satisfaction. “That’s five, by the way.”

Honestly, I’d lost count. “I think you’re underestimating yourself, darling; you’re at seven by my reckoning,” I bantered, the tension rippling away from my body. “Thank you, Josie. Truly. I suspect Bethany’s going to feel nothing but relief once the truth settles in. She hasn’t said much, but I can see the frayed edges of worry every time her father crosses her mind.”

Josie’s mood softened, a husky, honeyed tenderness threading through her words. “But are you alright, sweetheart? Honestly? Not just putting on that brave, dazzling front for me?”

I let my guard drop for her—only for her. “You know what rejection’s like, Jose. It’s always a nasty bite—even when it comes from someone as toxic as Andrew. But, truly, I’m fine. The more I replay it all, the lighter I feel. And anyway, I’ve got the most perfect distraction lined up tonight to make me forget all about him.”

Which meant nothing stopped me from slipping away with Mick to Boston next week—a new horizon blooming ahead.

“Promise you’ll be gentle with her tomorrow,” I murmured, my voice low. “Find the right moment, please, and take it slow. Let her breathe, Josie—and then, when she’s ready, you have my full blessing to completely unravel her. I want to hear her pleasure echo down the line. No mercy. She needs the release.”

Josie’s laugh was dark velvet, promising wicked indulgence. “You don’t have to worry, darling. I’ll make sure the earth moves for Bethany—drain every last drop of her confusion right out. If she manages to walk straight, or even speak without a hoarse stammer when Monday dawns, I’ll simply have to try harder.” There was a suggestive lilt in her tone, malicious but loving.

“Promise me you won’t be rough,” I warned, catching the thread of something deeper in her voice.

She smiled—a secret I could almost taste. “You know me, love. Pain isn’t my thing; it’s the anticipation, the tease, the exquisite torture of the mind. I won’t hurt her—cross my heart.”

I was about to say my goodbyes when she let her tone drop to a soft, velvet caress. “Well… not too much, anyway.”

The call ended, and suddenly the room felt lighter, my body humming with nervous excitement. I slipped onto Skype, catching Mick before he vanished to Fenway Park, the easy American drawl soothing something raw inside me. Fifteen minutes later, Boston was booked; a week of freedom, luxury, and the unknown with nothing to hold me back.

Usually, I’d never touch a drink the night before a job, but tonight the rules didn’t matter. Jenna wouldn’t arrive for over an hour. I poured a generous glass of Chablis, its icy clarity swirling in the crystal just for me, and raised it in a private, irreverent toast to no one.

“Here’s to you, Andrew Hamilton,” I whispered, the rim pressed to my lips. I took a deep, greedy mouthful, feeling the wine pour over my tongue, cold and sharp, setting off a shudder that was half triumph, half savage glee.

I let the empty room catch my wicked, helpless grin. “You fucking bastard.”

Everything seemed to be slipping deliciously into place, like silk sheets tumbling over flushed skin. The dreary shadows of the past few weeks—grey, lifeless, uninspired—had vanished, swept away by a dizzying current of unexpected encounters, fortuitous twists, and so many moments of decadence which still tingled along my thighs. Yet, there lingered one last piece I craved to resolve, an itch I couldn’t ignore. I planned to raise it tomorrow, just as Angela and I curled together in that gentle morning aftermath. Which upcoming soirée would make the most decadent impression—the kind of night that perfectly suited Bethany Hamilton’s debut?

Chapter Three – Catharsis

Bonnie and Frank’s gatherings were more than just parties—think orchestrations of pleasure, crafted for those ravenous for more than ordinary delight. For years now, their penthouse revels had become unmissable entries on my calendar, and memories from each rendezvous glimmered in decadent, fevered detail. If invitations went out and we’d simply shouted, “Who’s in?” I could only imagine the rush—hands, lips, mouths volunteering, eager to taste the forbidden.

There was always a balancing act to decide who to invite, never wanting to be greedy myself, though the temptation was excruciating. Our beginnings with Bonnie and Frank had been professional: enticing their international clients when business brought them to London, warming beds and hearts with the discreet charm only we could offer. Over time, though, their exclusive invitations kept coming, escalation inevitable as desire. Work became pleasure, and pleasure—in every sense—became the work.

The very best of those parties? Dizzying. The worst? Still left my lips bitten, my skin electrified, my senses humming. Bonnie and Frank knew exactly how to unfasten the boundaries between pleasure and abandon. My own curiosity about their wealth and profession had faded—none of the whiff of criminal peril, just an intoxicating edge and the glorious promise of more. I could never resist Bonnie’s sly, ongoing offers to whisk us all to Miami for something even wilder. One day, I promised myself.

Tonight, the scene pulsed with life. I’d surrendered myself to every angle, every hungry pair of hands and questing mouths for more than an hour—each encounter another rising note in the night’s crescendo. One especially charming young man had coaxed from me a release so pure and sharp I’d needed to slip away, cheeks flushed, to fix my ruined lipstick and cool my feverish skin.

Now, standing with a fresh drink in hand, I scanned the room, greedy for more. Laughter mingled with the muted thump of bodies, and sighs of pleasure drifted like perfume. Bonnie’s penthouse soared above the Thames, floor-to-ceiling glass casting the city’s glitter across tangled limbs and bared skin, but I was far less interested in the view outside. My gaze hungered for the scenes unraveling just below—hips rolling, mouths desperately searching, strangers and lovers melting into each other until names and backgrounds dissolved in the haze.

There were faces I’d come to crave, and half a dozen newcomers who promised memorable first times before the night was through. My pulse thrummed at the possibilities. I smiled, wet my lips, and took another slow, decadent sip, feeling tension build anew deep inside me. The evening was only just beginning—how could I ever have settled for less?

Bonnie was on all fours, her silken midnight hair cascading over her face in a wild, decadent curtain as her lips slid over the cock of a man barely out of his twenties. There was something quietly regal about her—her striking features echoing an almost exotic allure, like an enigmatic goddess with raven-dark eyes and a nose that could have been carved by an artist obsessed with grace. She looked the picture of sultry abandon, her body a perfect invitation to debauchery.

A little further into the living room’s glittering haze, Jenna was moving with delicious abandon. Her lithe, pale back arched into a perfect bow as she rode Frank’s thick length, every toss of her honeyed mane splashing temptation about her shoulders. I watched the pulse in her neck flutter as she moved, riding him relentlessly, hips grinding down. In a sinuous, unhurried gesture, she beckoned to someone out of my line of sight—and before long, she was deliciously filled at both ends, her lips wrapping hungrily around another cock, her eager moans muffled but desperate.

The stem of my wineglass was cool in my hand, but the scene before me was pure heat. I let my fingers drift, seemingly of their own volition, between my thighs. My skin tingled with every low moan and gasping sigh that rippled across the room. Pleasure, both my own and that of the writhing bodies around me, wove a dizzying cocoon. Watching them was like being in the centre of a living, hedonistic masterpiece, impossible to look away from.

Movement caught my eye—a stranger positioned himself behind Bonnie, and with an easy, practiced thrust sank into her, his hands gripping her hips, merging them into a new, filthy choreography. Jenna’s little trio shifted, bodies tangling, mouths and hands everywhere.

On a nearby sofa, a young woman arched beneath her partner’s driving hips, the angle of her back and the half-wild glitter in her eyes making me catch my breath. Her head tossed with every thrust and for an instant, her face rearranged itself in my mind’s eye. Bethany. I wanted her there, wanted her smiling recklessly as she rode a lover beneath the crystal light—a fever dream from which I never wished to wake.

I was jolted back to reality by a firm, masculine hand finding mine, his fingers swirling across my mound with unspoken promise. Warm breath grazed my ear, and a deep American voice asked, low and teasing, “Mind if I lend a hand?”

I finished my wine, meeting his gaze—he was handsome in that unkempt, rugged way, beard framing a mouth that looked both generous and dangerous. Mid-thirties, brimming with self-assurance. Saying nothing, I entwined my fingers with his and guided him to the writhing tableau where my Bethany-shadow moaned beneath her lover’s steady rhythm.

I knelt in front of her, the tension in the air coiling tight as my new companion slipped inside me. I hadn’t realized how wild this want had made me, but every inch of me came alive around him. The girl’s expression was electric—cheeks flushed, eyes wide with mingled hunger and rapture. Her body rocked in time with her partner’s unyielding strokes, and together our faces drew closer, almost touching. The scent of her arousal was thick in the air, her soft animal sounds vibrating between us.

Her lips parted as she grinned, eyes glittering mischief; a flick of her tongue tracing her upper lip as she purred for more while strong hands traveled up her trembling belly, cupping her perfect, upturned breasts—tugging those taut nipples until she whimpered with delight.

Meanwhile, the hands at my own chest were deliciously rough, kneading and tugging, driving me higher. Every thrust from behind sent sparks tearing through me, his balls slapping firmly against my ass, relentless and claiming, urging me toward a pleasure as raw as it was exquisite.

The girl's slender fingers wove into the hair at my nape, her touch electrifying as she drew me closer, closing the distance between our parting lips until her tongue darted out, seeking an entrance. I welcomed her, capturing her searching tongue between my own lips, sucking it in, savouring the way it flexed and twisted insistently. Our breath mingled, hot and desperate, both of us panting as our bodies undulated to the relentless rhythm of the lovers behind us. Her mouth was luscious, the taste of her sweet as fruit, her ardent breaths warning me as she unraveled, her chest heaving, the tremors of her climax building.

When her orgasm hit, she clung to me with a hunger that threatened to consume. Her moans and earsplitting cries vibrated between our crushed mouths, her release surging in wild spasms as her lover drove her through every wave. Even as her climax began to ebb, her lips refused to part from mine, then gradually loosened as her body slackened, breaths calming, cheeks flushed and glowing in the golden flicker of candlelight. Disheveled strands stuck to her temples, tangled by sweat and our hungry kisses; I reached up to gently brush them away, but before I could taste her again, our intimate bubble was deliciously intruded upon by the bold press of a thick, generous cock right between us.

She curled her glossy, red-stained lips around the head of it, playful and decadent, teasing him with little nips that made his chest rise in shallow, eager breaths. Even as her orgasm still shimmered through her, she was already coaxing pleasure from him, and I, swept up in her insatiable energy, reached below to cradle and massage his heavy balls, fingers gliding up his rigid shaft. When my hand met her lips, she welcomed my touch, swallowing his length deeper as her eyes, still glassy with bliss, caught mine.

She guided him free and presented his gleaming cock to me, an invitation I accepted eagerly. My lips closed over his tip, thick and velvety, and I sank down on him, taking him so deep that I could feel the head nudging the tight heat at the back of my throat. His guttural moan vibrated through him, and I relished the way his muscles tensed, how her eyes widened in shared delight at the way I swallowed him whole. Even as I pulled back, feeling the echo of past lovers that made this act so intoxicating, she reclaimed him, showing off her own impressive talent—a languid, skillful glide of mouth and tongue along his sensitive length that would put Bethany herself to shame.

We both worked him, mouths meeting, lips gliding along opposite sides of his cock, our tongues teasing, tasting each other and him, the anticipation mounting as his hips thrust and his fingers twisted in our hair. His handsome body tensed, every sinew defined in the muted glow, and with a shudder and a drawn-out groan, he erupted. Cum burst into her open mouth, hot and thick, and as she let him slip from her lips, I took him again, milking every last drop while he bucked softly, his cock throbbing against my tongue.

When I finally swallowed, the girl parted her lips, letting the sticky, white spill drip and bubble over her chin, and we caught each other in another slow, filthy kiss—his taste shared and savored, slipping tongues, playful, bathing in the decadent mess of him between us. We lingered in that shameless communion, aware of hungry eyes on us, the heat of their watching feeding our exhibitionism.

Bonnie was beside us now, that mysterious smile playing at the corners of her mouth, her fingers lazily circling her glistening black mound, eyes locked on mine in anticipation. She knew what I would do next. So did I. My pulse throbbed. This was the moment I lived for—the centrepiece of my carnal performance.

Bonnie firmly guided my partner to the soft rug, her commanding energy undeniable. I lowered myself onto him, savoring the thick stretch as I eased him in, deep, until my hips pressed flush against his. I began to ride him with a slow, deliberate motion, the heat between my thighs pulsing in time with every grind. The girl melted away from us, draping herself over a nearby sofa, her lips curled in a sated, wicked smile. I watched her, breath catching. She languidly swept her hand across her chin and cheeks, gathering up the last shimmering traces of cum, and licked each fingertip with languorous delight—each one a sensual, teasing show. Those bright, pixie-like eyes met mine, dark with arousal, before she let her hand trail lower, sliding between her legs. She began to stroke herself, fingers glistening as her pleasure built again.

A sudden chill, slick and thrilling, swept over my ass. I tensed in anticipation, feeling Bonnie’s deft finger circling, pressing lube deep inside me, working it in slow, insistent circles that made me shudder with need. The teasing finger slid out, only to be replaced by something far larger and relentless. I glanced back and found Frank, his eyes smoldering as he knelt behind me. I offered a breathless nod, and the swollen head of his cock pressed at my tight entrance, then breached me, inch by exquisite inch.

My body clenched, caught between the two men, deliciously filled. I paused, trembling, arousal radiating through me at the decadence of it all—two cocks, invading, stretching, igniting me from both ends. I started to rock, slow at first, backward and forward, feeling both shafts moving inside me in a torturously smoking rhythm. They responded instantly, matching my tempo, Frank pulling out teasingly before sliding deep, making my nerves sing.

I glanced at the girl sprawled on the sofa—such a vision, almost Bethany reborn, her gaze hungry, lips parted, eyes fever-bright with want. She sucked on her finger, eyes locked to mine, then slipped it to her swollen pussy lips, coating it in her own scent, then held it out for me. I licked her finger with exaggerated slowness, tasting her, earthy and intoxicating, craving so much more. I would have dropped to my knees and devoured her if Bonnie hadn’t chosen that moment for something wicked.

"Room for one more, I think." Bonnie’s voice, bold with that sexy New Jersey snap, pulled my attention as another thick, eager cock was coaxed toward my lips. My mouth parted, hungry, greedy, and I took him in, warm and heavy on my tongue. A ripple of applause trembled through the little audience—suddenly, every inch of me was claimed, used. The joke, the laughter, the wicked pride—I could hear teasing voices from the sofa, muffled by wet, frantic sounds.

"No fucking way. That’s just plain greedy." It was her—the girl on the couch, finally speaking, her tone delicate and wonderstruck, unmarred by any accent, just astounded at the sight of me being taken in every possible way.

Her skin glided against mine as she slipped onto the floor beside me, the heat of her presence molten and electric. Together, we took the thick length between us, sharing him greedily, my hips grinding with relentless purpose—gorged, stuffed deliciously full. I was adrift on the wild sea of sensation, pressed in amidst the tangle of bodies, surrendering myself to the carnal chaos enveloping us. Flashes of my first foray into this beautiful madness shivered through me—the trepidation in my chest, how small I’d felt caught in a knot of eager flesh, too many hands mapping my trembling skin, so many cocks vying for my surrender. Pressure and pleasure had fused into something dizzying, and I’d drowned in their desperate symphony, bracing myself as torrents of release spilled onto my youthful face, thick and hot from every direction, my ass slick and stinging, pussy and mouth tender from their urgent onslaughts. I’d wanted to scream, to howl—not in pain but celebration. I’d wiped their climax from my lashes, raked it through my hair like a decadent badge, and all I’d craved was more. Even the dull ache that lingered for days became something to treasure.

Now, hands swept possessively over my breasts, tugged my hips, tangled in my hair, each caress heightening the white-hot edginess simmering at my core. Around us, the air pulsed with moans, the slap of skin, choked cries. Jenna’s precise, aristocratic voice cut through the din, demanding, coaxing, driving her lover into a furious rhythm—her wild, ecstatic cries rising above it all, and oh how I ached to see her face twisted in rapture.

The man between us tensed—close, so close. I looked forward to sharing his finish with the younger woman, both of us hungry for the sticky prize, but suddenly Bonnie muscled in—her intentions unmistakable. She shoved us aside, dropped her head, and took him deep, relentless, her throat working, chasing his release. The younger girl shot me a wounded look, lips trembling in an overdramatic pout, the little “Awwww” she made so adorable that I couldn’t help but giggle. Bonnie gagged, the man groaned, shuddered, and emptied himself, pumping his climax greedily down her throat.

Left with nothing, the girl planted her hands on her hips and frowned. “Bonnie Rodriguez, that was supposed to be mine!”

Bonnie smirked, sliding the now-limp cock from her lips, collecting the final drops with a lazy swirl of her tongue, her eyes sharp with playful menace. “Caitlin, darling, you’re the apprentice. You handle the heavy lifting—I get the reward.”

She swiped her mouth as though to erase even the memory of what she’d just claimed. “But there’s another for you,” she teased, nodding towards the man buried inside me, just as Frank withdrew, shivering, and discarded his condom. Bonnie whisked me away, pressing me down next to Caitlin, who wasted no time, straddling my still-solid companion, taking him deeply. I let myself drape back on the cushions, thighs sticky and sated, as Frank thrust back into my aching channel. His big hands pawed at my breasts, greedy, reverent. He gasped his pleasure, voice rough and marveling, “Christ, Gina—Bonnie’s tits might have cost a fortune, but you were born with a pair that make any man believe in fate…”

Frank’s beard split into an irreverent grin just as Bonnie brought her palm down with a brisk slap on his ass. “Oh, Frankie, shame about your limp cock—if only they sold prosthetics for that,” she teased, bold as ever. “Now hush and give this gorgeous woman something to cry out about. I want to feel her moaning right into my cunt as she falls apart.”

With a confident straddle, she lowered herself onto me, facing her husband, stealing every inch of my breath. The world shrank to the heat between her thighs as the lights faded around us, and I pressed my mouth to her slick, aching wetness, tasting her arousal as Frank’s hungry hands roamed my flesh. His cock drove into me with delicious insistence, each thrust carving out my nerves, pushing me closer to the edge. Bonnie’s fingers snaked down, circling my clit with relentless purpose, her touch expert, coaxing me ever nearer to surrender. I whimpered against her—urgent, wordless—my pleas muffled by the velvet heat of her pussy, but my hands communicated what my mouth could not. I delivered a sharp slap to Frank’s ass, urging him to pound me harder. He got the message instantly. With a guttural groan, he hitched my legs high onto his broad shoulders and started to take me, truly take me, pounding deep, shaking me apart.

Bonnie’s wish was granted in a cacophony of pleasure: my moans vibrated into her as her fingers worked their ruthless rhythm, making me grind up helplessly, biting back screams into the flood of her juices. The pleasure crested wild and high—my body tensed and shattered, hips jerking, chest heaving. Frank’s cock slid free at the last convulsion, spurting hot, sticky release across my belly in thick ropes. Bonnie’s climax struck just as suddenly, her hips grinding into my face as she spilled into my mouth, the taste of her crashing over my tongue.

Spent, she collapsed off me, giggling breathless and boneless, and crawled to kneel beside Caitlin. Milky cum dripped from Bonnie’s chin, and Caitlin—still impaled on her chosen lover, bouncing wildly—leaned in eagerly, lapping every drop, her enthusiasm nearly as intoxicating as the taste.

Across the flickering shadows, I caught sight of Jenna slowly unfolding from a nest of crushed cushions. She tossed her head, golden hair tumbling over her back, releasing a content, lingering sigh as she wiped herself down with a towel. Our gazes met. She mimed a star-struck “Wow,” dragging her hand slowly over her blessed-out face. I couldn’t help but grin, sketching a playful cross and a bold number two in the air—double the wow, if not more. Her smile widened, and she winked. “See you,” she mouthed silently, plucking her scattered clothes from their hiding places. Of course, the final, absurdly awkward ritual of these evenings: the hunt for every discarded scrap of clothing.

Meanwhile, Caitlin reached another shuddering climax—her cheeks flushed, eyes squeezed tightly shut in ecstasy, pert breasts bouncing deliciously with each thrust. Little whimpers escaped her lips as she came, throat bare, hair a flurry of movement. She clung to her breasts, pulling wantonly at her nipples, back arched, mouth parted in a cry of joyous surrender. When she slid off the thoroughly used cock, Bonnie swept in again, claiming her customary right, expertly coaxing the last tremors of pleasure as Caitlin finally got her long-awaited share, a greedy little smile of triumph plastered on her lips.

I slipped free from beneath Frank’s weight, my body still humming from the aftershocks, and padded gingerly across the chaos of scattered clothes and half-drained glasses. My mind flickered through the room, mentally ticking off each item of my hastily discarded ensemble—first the dress, then the shoes, and finally, my lacy black panties, awkwardly wedged beneath a velvet cushion by the far wall, distant casualties from an earlier tryst with a wickedly eager young man on the balcony. The memory drew a sly smile to my lips—his breathless moans, my hand expertly wrapped around his length, the heat of his body pressed up behind me as I milked a midnight confession from him, watching his release arc out into the sultry air high above the river. God only knows where those pearly ribbons landed—hopefully not on any unsuspecting passersby wandering the dark walks beneath.

Seeking refuge, I slipped into the bathroom and caught my reflection in the full-length mirror. The sight stopped me, breathless. My hair—a wild, tangled mane—framed my face, lips swollen with kisses and skin marked in a tapestry of crimson fingerprints, reminders of every greedy hand and mouth. The insistent ache between my thighs, the lingering slickness, the delicious soreness in my flesh—Bethany always called them souvenirs of a night well-played. Grinning to myself, I smoothed down my hair as best as I could, slipped on my clothes, and prayed my efforts would mask at least some evidence of my debauchery from the taxi driver later. But part of me relished wearing the aftermath, a secret badge under soft cotton.

When I wandered back into the living room, the fever hadn’t completely broken—one last couple was lost in their own oblivion, the rhythmic slapping of skin and the sharp gasp of a woman’s pleasure drifting through the thinning haze. When her leg rose, I caught a flash of a familiar stiletto—Bonnie, of course, draining the very last drop from the night.

I made for my bag, intent on escape, when a hesitant, almost nervous voice halted me—“Gina, right? Do you have a sec?” I turned to find Caitlin hovering, skin still flushed, a dress draped over one arm, shoes dangling from delicate fingers, her exhilaration replaced now with a shy anticipation. She nodded toward the balcony, and curiosity sang through my veins. I murmured agreement, pausing in the cool night air seven stories above the city’s velvet-lit sweep. The river glimmered beneath, and each breath carried away a little more of the night’s intoxication.

I tensed slightly as quiet footsteps approached, expecting Caitlin, but caught the scent of Bonnie first, all warmth and irreverence wrapped in an innocent white bathrobe. “Just tying up the final round, Gina darling. What would we do without you and Jenna? Cait will handle the payment, won’t you, sweetheart?” Bonnie’s laugh was low, throaty, saturated with satisfied fatigue as she draped an arm around Caitlin, gently ushering her forward until she was pressed just before me, luminous and tentative.

“There’s something our lovely Caitlin wants to ask you, baby,” Bonnie purred, her fingers tracing idle circles down Caitlin’s bare arm, the air between us suddenly crackling with possibility.

Caitlin’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, her gaze darting away as she fidgeted with the hem of her dress. “God, Bonnie… I—I’m not sure how to… just—” Her voice trailed off, tangled in nerves.

Bonnie, never one for patience, let out a theatrical sigh, her lips curling in a teasing smile. “Speechless, Cait? Now that’s a bloody first. Alright, I’ll rescue you—for a price, mind. You seriously owe me after this.” Caitlin could only nod, silent and shy, her eyes wide and uncertain as she shot Bonnie a grateful glance.

Bonnie’s gaze flicked to me, her eyes sharp with mischievous intent. “Right, Gina, let me make the introductions formal. This irresistible little imp is Caitlin Price—just turned twenty-five, keeps our madness in check as the PA on this side of the pond. Though you’d never guess, listening to that delightfully rough accent—”

“Oi! I’m not some bloody Cockney. Guildford’s miles from London, thank you very much!” Caitlin protested, her nose wrinkling adorably.

Bonnie grinned wickedly. “You keep telling yourself that, love. To me, you’re all Cockneys and Limeys, and we’re all trashy Yanks. Simple.”

Caitlin rolled her eyes, a hint of a smirk tugging at her lips. I watched them, amused—savoring the sense of female camaraderie, the charged undercurrent pulsing between us. Where was this leading? My heart hammered with delicious curiosity.

“Back to the point, if I may,” Bonnie pressed on. “This girl’s smart as hell—a real degree, too, not some dodgy paper mill. She stops Frank and me going nuts in this country, sorts our shit out, and she pays your bloody invoices on time without fail. Trouble is, she gets antsy. All these empty months when we’re stateside, she’s stuck, bored stiff. Aren’t you, kitten?”

Caitlin nodded, lowering her lashes, her nervousness practically radiating from her. I could see she longed for distraction, for excitement—perhaps for exactly what I could offer. There was a luminous vulnerability in her, mixed with last night’s wild confidence that made my mouth water.

Without waiting for further awkwardness, I let a sly little smile curl my lips. “When do you want to start, Caitlin?”

She blinked, surprised, meeting my eyes. Bonnie’s excitement was obvious, a predator’s smile overtaking her face. “See? Audition, interview—call it what you will. From what I’ve witnessed tonight, darling, you more than qualify. Consider this round two.”

Stretching with a lazy yawn, Bonnie let her fingers drift along Caitlin’s shoulder, leaning close to murmur low and wicked, “Mission accomplished. You’ll be fine, love. Gina won’t bite—unless you beg for it. But oh, she gives one hell of a suck.”

With that, Bonnie vanished, melting into the shadows of the suite, her laughter lingering. I was left alone with Caitlin, who now seemed smaller, and impossibly enticing in her bashfulness. She still clutched her shoes by their fragile straps, lips parted, breath coming quick—a little O of anticipation and trepidation.

I allowed myself a slow, deliberate look, taking her in from tousled auburn hair to her trembling, bare feet. She was exquisite. She’d lost none of her spark tonight, settling into our world as if she’d always belonged. I knew desire when I saw it—and hunger, too.

“You live here, then?” I asked, my voice warm.

She gave a shaky nod. “Yeah. I—Bonnie and Frank, they look after me…I love it here.” She hesitated, a single vulnerability flickering in her gaze. “Do you really mean it?”

Stepping into her space, I reached for her hand—the soft arch of her foot balanced on tiptoe, her shoes dangling helplessly between us. I squeezed her trembling fingers, voice pitched low for just us two. “I do if you do, Caitlin. In fact…I’d rather love to start negotiations here and now.”

Her slender fingers slid between mine, leading me back into the living room—now deserted, the traces of last night’s revelry strewn across the furniture and floor. She paused for a moment, surveying the chaos, an arched eyebrow and a cheeky, irresistible grin curving her lips. “Well, I’ve seen far worse. I suppose the mess can wait until sunrise.” With a mischievous flick of her wrist, she tugged me insistently, urging me forward, her energy buzzing alive in the stillness.

We stopped before her bedroom door. She tilted her head, studying me with a mixture of disbelief and humor lighting up her eyes. “Can you imagine it? That wicked cow actually stole my cum-shot.” The words danced from her mouth, humor laced with just a hint of outrage—a cocktail that made my pulse flutter.

Unable to resist, I reached out and traced her lower lip with the tip of my finger, savoring the way she parted her lips in anticipation. “At least she landed you a job, darling. Just picture all the cum-shots waiting for you now. You’ll lose count before long.” My words were low and teasing, designed to stoke the fire smoldering between us.

She flashed a wicked smile, conceding. “Touché.” With that, she opened the door, drawing me into her private sanctuary. Her eyes smoldered as she moved closer, voice dropping to a sultry purr: “Hope you can handle a tough interview…”

***

By the time I returned to my own apartment, the hands of the clock had long swept past noon, yet I still felt the electrifying remnants of last night’s escapades humming beneath my skin. Another wild, decadent victory for Bonnie and Frank, and anticipation fizzed warmly at the thought of their next soiree. But something else excited me now—Angela needed a full debrief, not just about Bethany, but about the enticing addition of Caitlin. That night shimmered in my memory, vivid and unsuppressed.

In Caitlin’s flat, I washed away the evidence of passion. The sharp scent of shower gel mixed with the memory of skin, sweat, desire. I smirked at my own reflection, running fingers through damp hair, checking for telltale traces—I wanted to look polished, but still felt deliciously used.

The sun was bold above the city, an invitation to wander. I let the day wrap around me as I walked the familiar three miles home along the river, letting my thoughts drift and coagulate.

Once inside, I slipped off my clothes, letting a silken dressing gown fold around my still-sensitive body. There remained a half-glass of Chablis from last night—a reminder of laughter, lips, and heat. It was the perfect companion as I curled on my sofa, legs drawn up, toes curling against the cushion.

My laptop hummed to life, the screen glowing expectantly. With practiced ease, I entered my private world—THF.xlsx, The Harcourt Files—thick with years of my erotic history. Each worksheet was a testament to desire, pleasure, and conquest—twenty-seven years cataloguing every tryst, memory, and secret indulgence, all locked behind a password known only to me. Josie’s joke echoed in my head: from chiseling statistics on stone to inputting into Office 97. She always said my need to keep score was positively ancient—prehistoric, even.

Almost ten thousand days, nearly each one marked by some encounter or climax, each number growing, the figures weaving together the tapestry of who I truly was. Tonight had added generously to the totals: four new men, one exquisite woman. New columns for orgasms shared and received, for mouths and bodies claimed, and for those decadent, messy facials I’d come to savour.

Sometimes, looking at those towering numbers, I shivered—not from fear, but awe. The memory faded a little over time, some blurred at the edges, but my ledger was at least ninety-eight percent accurate. And tonight, all those numbers glowed a little brighter.

Perhaps it bordered on the obsessive, but once I’d begun, the need to chronicle it all had simply become a compulsion. It was Traci Johnson who had sparked my fixation, that unabashedly competitive little vixen. Mere months after my timid initiation, I’d bragged to her—smug, eager—that I’d already notched five lovers. She met my boast with an arch of her perfect brow and confessed she’d surpassed twenty. Twenty! The nerve. Something primal and eager to compete shifted inside me then, and I began keeping meticulous tallies in the fraying pages of an old diary. Counting each seduction. Each victory. Long before spreadsheets and encrypted files, it was ink-stained hands, breathless recountings after nights tangled in unfamiliar sheets, the rush of confession in secret blue lines.

Years later, after I could finally afford a decent computer, I rescued those battered diaries from the brink of disintegration. For weeks I sat up late, poring over each entry—transferring, reliving, tallying every misdeed, every stolen moan, every name and number—with a dedication that bordered on reverence. I added columns for totals, and when I first saw the figures staring back at me, I felt giddy and faintly stunned. Open-mouthed, heart racing. See that, Traci Johnson? Catch me if you can.

I coded my escapades, too. Last night’s was fresh and vivid, shaded in green—the color reserved for the special ones, those ripe and succulent encounters that left me smiling long after. The red entries? They haunted the earlier years, a grim palette from my days working Liverpool and Birkenhead. Memories of cold wind, rough hands, neon flickering on wet pavement. Most of those nights blur together now—keen hunger, gentle strangers, cruel ones too.

A few were black. I remembered every detail of the darkest one—the date, like a bruise, burned into my memory. I didn’t have to look at the comment to know the violence I’d scrawled into that diary: Bastard hit me. Cut him, hurt him bad. LAST FUCKING TIME!! The ink had nearly torn the page, my outrage etched over and over, leaving ruins of crimson scratches for a dozen pages underneath. The rage had been raw, almost feral—each word pressed with a force that was as much an apology to myself as it was a promise of vengeance.

There’d been silence after. My body bruised, my pride battered—but he limped away scarred, missing half an ear. My next entry would come later, its line a vivid shade of green—my triumphant audition for Jytte, the keen-eyed matron who saw more in me than just a girl clawing her way out of the gutter. The one who gave me permission to seize my pleasure, and pointed me up, instead of down.

Scrolling forward, my finger paused on a recent night: Bethany & Sam. New conquests, new delirious pleasures noted in tidy columns. One for each—the tingle of fresh exploration, the slick anticipation of facials received, the wickedly high tally of shared orgasms (thank Bethany for that—her stamina, her insatiable mouth). The comment? “Bethany at last! Rescued a bad day. She was as good as I dared hope. Better. I think we have a special one here.”

God, just reading it made me ache for her again.

I finished the last golden trickle of my Chablis and, not in the mood to uncork a fresh bottle, poured myself a lush gin and tonic, the glass sweating in my hand. My finger hovered, almost ritualistically, over the familiar movie file on my laptop—the icon a quiet but wicked invitation. How many nights had I pressed play, lulled by the erotic comfort of repetition? If it had existed on a fragile VHS tape, the reel would long ago have surrendered, celluloid thinned and translucent from my obsession.

I know this film flawlessly—every breath, every stilted line of dialogue caught and catalogued in my memory. Five words uttered by the girl, their cadence etched on my soul, her voice trembling with naive hunger, the grunted encouragement and rough direction rasped by her indifferent male partner. I know which moment her hand, shaky but determined, tucks a curtain of glossy blonde hair behind her ear, the silent plea in her eyes glancing past the camera to that stern woman giving brisk, impatient signals off-screen. Her lips, plumped and parted, press bravely, trying to please, even as whatever cocktail they'd dosed her with left her floating behind smudged glass, every sensation delayed, dulled. I could draw you a diagram of every stroke, every accidental brush of skin—the choreography of one girl’s nervous, half-drugged performance. The money shot lands high on her cheek—always her right—I trace it absently on my own face as if, somehow, I might conjure what she felt.

My breath slowed—deep, involuntary—when the thin, bouncy-breasted blonde appeared on screen behind the rather nondescript man, her fingers sliding with slow, trembling anticipation over the denim ridge of his jeans. I mouthed her debut—her first ever offering to celluloid obscenity—each word leaking from my lips before they appeared, a ghostly echo: “That’s a nice cock—wanna see what I can do with it?” Between that hungry challenge and her closing whimper, “I want you to come on my face,” she moaned twice, choked out a desperate, “oh yeah,” and at the peak, raw and straining, “Harder, fucking harder.”

Gina Harcourt—my own flawed, shaky cinematic legacy.

Supposedly, three other films haunted the internet, but I’d never unearthed them. I’d stumbled upon this one by fluke, memory flickering just out of reach until her—my—face filled the screen, years melting away in a haze of recognition and shame spun into arousal. Seven minutes and twelve seconds I’d claimed—once I’d timed it, obsessively, from my unsteady, red-eyed entry at fourteen thirty-three to the vacant, post-climax stare at twenty-one forty-five. Not even a full fifteen minutes of fame—Warhol, eat your heart out. I’d searched a thousand queries, every dark, twisting corner of cyberspace, every crumbled memory from those drug-misted days. This was all that remained of “Georgie’s” adult career, survivor’s scrap, anonymous title but, yes, my hard-won credit blinking at the end.

I always paused it at the same frame: the girl calmly licking semen from her lips, the ghost of a lost, satisfied smile trembling as she looks straight at the lens—smiling at me, always—before the moment vanished into the dark of the next nameless scene.

Eighteen years had slipped away, their weight both featherlight and heavy on my skin. Back then—I’d been in London only a few wild, hungry months when opportunity slinked in, draped in possibility and shadow. I’d believed, so naively, it would unlock fame and fortune—turn me into something glittering and unforgettable. But the dull ache of reality set in quick: the day job brought in more, and left fewer bruises on my soul. Still, I wouldn’t rewrite it. Even now, I savored the memory with a wicked smile—especially because Josie, with her artfully arched poses in the pages of gloss, had always burned with jealousy I could never quite extinguish, despite her own richer earnings from modeling. She never managed to break through in film the way I did, brief as it was.

There are more films out there—my lost pieces, my secret pantheon. One: just me, sinful and alone, encouraging faceless strangers to stroke themselves silly, eyes half-lidded with feigned innocence, Liverpool drawl purring filth while smoke curled from my lips and my fingers worked shamelessly between my thighs. Another: a slow, worshipful blowjob, the kind that leaves jaw and knuckles aching and ends with a hot, sticky reward spilling across my tongue, the taste lingering as the camera lingers on my parted lips. The third: a decadent, untamed foursome—good bodies, eager mouths, hands everywhere, the final moment a beautiful, messy cum-swapping tangle. God, I’d pay dearly—more than I’d ever earned—just to see that gathering again.

Maybe, one day, I’d surrender all my secrets to Bethany. She had a sorceress’s talent with computers—if I ever decided to let her in, she might just conjure those buried clips into my life once more. For now, I’d kept this hidden—this chapter, this slippery slope into exactly how I’d made my first money between satin sheets, the secrets between silk and skin. She knew almost everything; maybe tonight, it was time she learned the final truth.

Drink in hand, I padded into the bedroom, trailing the scent of gin, my bathrobe finding a home on the bedside chair. From the soft-close drawer, I retrieved my reliable black vibrator and the magic wand—two trusted lovers, unjealous and insatiable. With a sigh, I let my eyes fall shut, conjuring Mick’s familiar weight, his cock thick and pulsing inside me, lifting the dildo until it was almost too much. The magic wand hummed at my clit, and for a moment I could almost taste Bethany—the way she’d moan softly between my thighs, tongue teasing, bringing me near unraveling. My body trembled; pleasure came in gentle, rolling waves—sweet but never quite enough.

As my gaze swept the opulent London apartment, filled now with the scent of anticipation and remnants of gin, a wave of memory crashed over me. I’d come so far. My mind flickered to the old spreadsheet, early lines typed in trembling, electric excitement just after my eighteenth birthday—Column B: ‘Myfanwy’s Flat’. A world away from the luxurious hideaway I owned now. The comments: ‘First paid gig. I’m a pro!’ I’d scrawled it in green ink, handwriting jittery from nerves and triumph. On my computer, Comic Sans in garish green had tried to capture the endless possibility, the green light to every illicit dream I’d ever nurtured.

Barely out of school, I’d somehow managed to land myself a job in some dingy office—the sort of place where ambition goes to die, and dreams are stifled by fluorescent lights and soul-crushing monotony. My academic record was laughable, so in truth, I was lucky even to have this pathetic position. The irony wasn’t lost on me: I wasn’t paid for my brains, not really. My reputation, the one that had shadowed me since the girls’ loos in sixth form, followed me relentlessly—from whispered innuendo in break rooms to the lingering gazes in the warehouse. Everyone knew I was talented with my mouth, a rumour that traveled far faster than my half-hearted attempts at actual work. A few secret, breathless encounters behind supply shelves had only made things worse. One of the managers—smug, married, and long past attractive—quickly decided Tuesday nights in his locked office were his exclusive privilege. The sex was perfunctory, joyless, and I only endured it because I needed the job; each session left me colder, more detached, sick of the way he used me, and worse, the way I let myself be used.

On a humid Friday, as dusk pressed heavily against the city’s smudged windows, one of the admin girls threw a party. I slipped into something tight, more out of habit than hope, and let myself be carried by a thin current of desire for something different, something thrilling. Cheap vodka and sticky alcopops blurred the edges of my evening. The air was an intoxicating haze of cigarettes and whatever pills someone had pressed into my palm. The night’s promise soon curdled. One of the office blokes—grubby fingers, leering smile, his breath sour with gin—decided to corner me, his hand already chasing the curve of my hip. “Go on, show us your tits, love—bet you’re a right mouthful, aren’t you?” he slurred, his words as vulgar as his grip. Revulsion surged through me, fierce and hot. My hand found the nearest glass—orange alcopop, sticky-sweet—and flung it straight into his face. The echoing crack of my slap was even sweeter, leaving a flush of satisfaction on his skin and a warning in my eyes.

I stormed outside, adrenaline fizzing, suddenly very alone on the quiet street. The night air pressed warm and close. I wanted desperately to go home but had no money for a taxi. All my bravado evaporated, leaving only confusion and the faint desperation of lost youth. Lighting a cigarette with shaking fingers, I promised myself if I could just find the river, follow its inky trail, I’d make it home eventually.

The city’s arteries led me easily enough to the water, its dark ribbon reflecting the sodium glow of the lamps above. I wandered, head fuzzy, heart racing, when suddenly a figure appeared from the shadows. My heart tripped; I froze, breath caught. The light revealed her—a girl, four or five years older, her cropped jet-black hair framing a pale, freckled face. The dye was obvious, almost defiant. Her halter top exposed her shoulders, the cut-off shorts clung to her hips, and a pair of suede boots hugged her legs up to the knee. There was something electric about the way she held herself—confident, watchful, dangerous.

A quick glance further up the deserted street sent a dark little thrill through me. More women—some whispering to passing cars, others scanning the night with practiced detachment—clustered around the glow of each lamp. The realization flickered, sharp and cold: I had stumbled into the city’s red-light district, utterly out of place and far more turned on than I would ever admit.

“Oops, sorry! Didn’t mean to scare the life out of you. Got a cigarette, sweetheart?” Her voice danced at the edge of her words, soft and almost melodic, with an accent that caressed rather than cut—a lilt that wrapped itself around my already frayed nerves and tugged, gentle but insistent. I was too caught between fear and intoxication to register that her singsong tones came straight from the valleys of Wales.

My pulse pounded in my ears, adrenaline mingling dangerously with whatever was left of my high. I fumbled in my bag, hands unsteady, and found the crumpled packet. When I handed her a cigarette with trembling fingers, she gave a slow, feline smile and took it, sparking her lighter with an ease born of countless repetitions. She inhaled deeply, her cheeks hollowing, smoke curling from her nostrils, then drifting upwards, dancing in the halo cast by the harsh streetlight.

“Cheers, luv. I needed that,” she sighed, a shudder of relief in her voice. Her breath twisted into smoky ribbons above us. “Bloody hell, I thought that last bloke would never piss off.” She narrowed her eyes at me through the smoke, appraising, mischief glittering in her gaze. I stood there, tongue-tied and dazed, struggling to assemble a coherent thought, let alone a reply. “I don’t reckon I’ve seen you down here before. New, are you?”

A strange awareness fluttered over my skin—my black pencil skirt, the cling of my leopard-print silk blouse, the ankle boots—no wonder she assumed I was one of them. With my curves on brazen display, long blonde hair tumbling down my back, I must have blended right in. I wanted to feel insulted, but instead a reckless thrill flickered through me—a kind of twisted pride.

I finally managed to get some words past my lips. “No—No, I’m not... not working, just trying to get home. Went to a party, it was utter shite. Bailed early and, well...” I gestured vaguely down the shadowy stretch of asphalt. “I sort of got myself lost.”

She just grinned, lips curving with a knowing ease. “Happens to the best of us, love.” She gave me a teasing nod and leaned in conspiratorially. “Though, with a body like yours, you could make a killing if you fancied hanging around.”

I froze, caught in her heat and the tension of suggestion, heart thudding at the backhanded compliment. She finished her cigarette, grinding it expertly beneath her booted heel, then flicked her gaze toward my bag again. “Any chance...?” The question hung between us, electric.

Wordlessly, I pulled out another pair, passing one to her. Our fingertips touched—hers icy even in the thick, muggy air. For an instant it felt as if the ground had shifted beneath us.

She flashed a sly smile, holding out her small, pale hand. “Candice,” she purred. “Well, that’s what they call me around here. Myfanwy’s my real name—bit of a mouthful for business.” Her laughter was low and delicious, underscored by the kind of secret pain only shared in the dead of night.

“Sandra,” I offered, my hand swallowed by hers, my skin tingling from the contact. I meant it when I smiled; she seemed unexpectedly genuine, warm for all her tough street-edge, eyes bright and curious beneath the rough makeup.

I let my gaze linger on her face. Strong features softened by vulnerability—a lush mouth, a dusting of freckles struggling to pierce through her efforts at foundation. I traced my eyes over her bare arms; unmarked, unmarred, I realized she wasn’t here to feed a habit. She was simply... surviving. And something within me responded—with empathy, with intrigue, with a growing, undeniable sense of anticipation.

She caught the direction of my gaze and broke into a husky laugh, shaking her head, her glossy hair swinging softly over her cheekbones. “Don’t worry—my veins are as pristine as they come. I don’t touch any of that crap. I just use these streets three nights a week, funding my Art College habit. Believe me, it pays a hell of a lot better than slinging drinks, and sometimes... well, sometimes, it’s a lot more exciting.” Her lips pulled into a sly smile as she tilted her head up the road, her voice dropping to a velvet purr. “Anyway, you should probably move along before someone mistakes you for fresh meat. Thanks for the smokes, though.”

I opened my mouth, a retort on the tip of my tongue, when a gruff voice laced with that unmistakable Glaswegian lilt rolled over us from behind, rough and playful. “Evening, Candy. Who’s your pal, then?”

My spine prickled with thrill and caution as we turned to face two men—both looked fresh off a construction site: solid, everyday blokes, the kind whose hands spoke of real work, but whose eyes flicked over us with playful curiosity. No threat, just hungry, ordinary interest. Candice’s face lit up like we were old friends at a pub. “Hiya Joe, hi Greg. How’s it going, lads?” She slid her gaze to me, her brows drawn up, hesitation in her smile. “Listen, boys, she’s not—”

But something dangerous and electric snapped loose inside me. Maybe it was the lingering haze of chemicals humming in my bloodstream, or maybe their plainness made me reckless—a magnet for trouble. I’d spent years tumbling into strange beds—my boss’s hands still branded on my skin, my mouth so familiar with him every Friday it almost felt like routine. Why hold back now? This street throbbed with hunger, and so did I.

With a breath, I flicked away my cigarette, let my hips sway as I faced them, my hair glinting beneath the streetlights. I smirked, bold and shameless, letting desire pulse through me. “Sandy—call me Sandy.” My tone was sultry, warm, my hand sliding around Candice’s waist. I pivoted, flashing a wild grin at the men. “Candy and Sandy, just catching up after ages. So tell me, gentlemen, what’s on your minds tonight?”

Their faces split in wolfish grins, broad and eager. Greg cocked an eyebrow, nudging his mate. “Candy and Sandy—that’s something, isn’t it Joe?”

Joe’s eyes wandered boldly over us, hungry yet almost tender. His smile widened. “Aye, right enough. Has a nice ring, don’t it? So, the usual tonight, Candy?”

Candice just nodded, too stunned to speak. Greg gestured up the road, where another working girl leaned into the street’s flickering light. “Beats Ingrid, eh?” As he smirked, I watched Ingrid close a quick deal with a passing punter, relief edging through me—I hadn’t stolen her business.

I caught Candice staring at me, her eyes wide, mouth forming a perfect O of disbelief. Then she rallied, a hint of mischief glimmering behind her shock. “Right, boys. The usual then. Meet you in five.” With a squeeze to my arm, she whisked me down the street, my heels clicking on the gritty pavement.

I shot the lads a farewell toss of my hair and a little wave, the rush of the moment swelling warmly between my thighs.

As soon as we were out of earshot, Candice hissed, half-laughing, half-nervous, “Bloody hell, you scared the life out of me! Thought you’d bolt the second you saw them. Are you honestly sure about this? I can get one of the other girls—”

But my body thrummed with anticipation, my lips already parting with a cocky retort. “Candice, love, I’m no stranger to a filthy shag, and honestly my job is utter crap. I’m in. Those two seem like they know their way around a woman—could be a damn sight more satisfying than my usual. Who knows,” I purred, licking my lips, “maybe I’ll actually get off for once.”

Candice’s laughter was low and sensual, a teasing sound that curled warmly in my belly. “Bloody hell, Sandy, you’re mad, but so am I. I’m up for it if you are. Trust me—those two, they’re decent lads. Glasgow boys, here for work, want something sweet before heading home. Just don’t expect they’ll be polite enough to let you finish first!” For a heartbeat, her playfulness faded, replaced by the gravity of experience. “Listen—once we’re inside, there’s no backing out. My reputation’s on the line bringing in someone new...”

A nervous rush prickled under my skin, but quitting now wasn’t an option. I steeled myself, keeping my chin high. “Candice, come on—I’m already on my knees for my prick of a boss most Tuesdays. That’s the only thing keeping me in that hellhole. I can manage a night with a friendly Scot.”

She shot me a disbelieving look and shook her head in disbelief, eyes narrowed with a smirk. “Jesus, Sandy. I must be out of my mind, but all right, you can have a try. But remember—my place, my rules. I want twenty percent, simple as that. Greg’s yours—he’s the softer touch anyhow. And don’t let him talk you out of condoms. He’ll grumble, maybe try to slide you extra, but don’t give in.”

Money and details—I hadn’t even thought that far ahead. My pulse buzzed with equal parts fear and anticipation as I asked, “How long are we talking, usually?”

She rolled her eyes, lips twitching. “They’re not marathon men, trust me. Probably done before you know it. Anyway, this is my last of the night. You can crash here after if you don’t fancy braving the streets at this hour.” She searched my face, uncertainty flickering in her eyes, then sighed. “God, let’s hope this isn’t a bloody disaster…”

By now we stood outside her grimy building, streetlights flickering behind us. She guided me through the doorway, up narrow stairs, their steps creaking underfoot. Inside, the building was battered—not filthy, but worn, the air thick with the tempting spice of curry. “Family from Mumbai lives downstairs,” she whispered, her voice soft, intimate. The smell made my stomach growl, a strange comfort amidst adrenaline.

Her flat was cramped, barely bigger than a bedsit, the single bed jammed up against faded wallpaper. She led me into the little room, her hand resting on my shoulder. “Good luck. Be your wicked self.” Her eyes lingered on me, then she slipped back out, shutting the door quietly. I heard her voice murmur through the intercom, summoning them.

Alone, I sat for a moment, smoothing my skirt, heart hammering. “You’ve been through worse, Sandra,” I whispered, gathering courage.

Barely half a minute later, the door swung open. Greg filled the frame, tall and solid, grinning at me like we shared a secret already. “So you’re Sandy, then?” His accent left a rough edge on my name, oddly thrilling. “Don’t look so rattled, lass. I’ll take good care of you. Candice tells me you’re new, but don’t worry—she knows her stuff. You’ll be just fine with us,” he promised, stepping closer, that smile promising so much more. “And especially with me.”

Greg hadn’t exactly taken his time with me, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. He fucked me rougher than I’d expected, his hands greedy, almost desperate, and I just let him have me—within the boundaries I set, of course. It wasn’t my first time in a situation like this; I knew how to keep him happy without letting him push me too far. Predictably, his fascination with my breasts took center stage, his eyes dark with lust as he pressed my tits around his cock, his movements frenzied. I let him use me like that, feeling his desperate hunger through every slick thrust before he finally came, gasping and grateful. Relief washed through me as it ended. The entire act was businesslike, raw and transactional, but that was how I liked it—clean and uncomplicated. Greg seemed utterly satisfied, breathless as he pulled away, his gratitude almost endearing. He admitted he hoped we’d do this again, and that Joe—his friend—would probably want a turn. Then he was gone, his steps echoing loudly in the old stairwell, leaving me alone with the evidence of our encounter: an envelope waiting by the tiny table.

I caught my breath, slipping back into my clothes, the sensation of Greg’s touch already fading as if my body wanted to forget. I collected the envelope, curiosity twisting through me as I fingered the seam, feeling the weight of my reward. I stepped out, the hallway narrow and unfamiliar, my pulse still elevated but steadier now.

A voice drifted in from down the corridor, teasing and light: "You alright? Sounded like you had a good one." At least my performance had been convincing. I’d faked the right moans, made him believe I loved every second—something I’d have to perfect, since I was sure there’d be plenty more men like Greg before this was over.

I found Candice sprawled on the edge of her bed in the bigger, warmer room, smoke curling lazily from the joint in her hand. She grinned, eyes half-lidded, and passed it to me. I took a lingering draw, the taste sharp and comforting as it burned my throat. "Yeah, I’m fine," I murmured, casing myself with a quick inspection—smeared makeup, tangled hair, the telltale flush of quick sex still on my cheeks. "Looks like I made it through in one piece." The joint lingered between my fingers before I handed it back, feeling looser already.

I moved to offer her the envelope, but Candice just waved me off. "No, that’s all you, love. Christ, what a night. Some strange bird wanders into my territory, nicks a fag off me, and ends up banging one of my regulars. Did a bloody good job, too—Greg said so himself. Honestly, you earned every penny." Her green eyes searched my face, curious and a little proud. "How’re you really feeling?"

I let myself collapse beside her, leaning into the warmth of her body. "I don’t really know. Still feels a bit—unreal, I suppose." I brushed the hair from my eyes, remembering with a crooked smile how it always ended up in knots after a shag. "Greg was… fine. Not too rough, just intense. I’m alright. I think I can do this again. Actually fucking want to, believe it or not." I dangled the envelope at her, a playful challenge. "Sure you don’t want your share?"

She shook her head, mouth curling into a sly smile as she started rolling another joint. "That’s on me, babe—tonight’s a freebie. Next time, I take my cut." She nodded towards a battered fridge humming from the corner. "There’s some wine chilling in there. It tastes like piss, but let’s toast your first proper night. You’ve earned it."

I reached for the bottle, my fingers trembling with anticipation, and quirked my eyebrow at her. “Where are the glasses?” I asked, but Myf’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she sparked up the joint, the scent curling through the air. She grinned, so raw and real. “What d’you need glasses for? The bottle’s glass, babe.” She tugged it from my hand, took a bold swig, and grimaced deliciously as the rough wine burned its way down. With a playful groan, she handed it to me, her lips still wet and glistening. I pressed the rim to my mouth, the leftover warmth from her kiss lingering as the acidic warmth slid straight to my stomach—a jolt against my hunger and nerves. From below, the savory aroma of something greasy wafted up, making my mouth water.

She must have caught the longing in my eyes because she grabbed the phone and dialed with deft fingers, her voice low and quick as she ordered. Her sigh was heavy, smoky as the dope curling between us. “Alright, wine and weed—check. Now, pizza, and we make it a fucking celebration.” Her gaze softened as she appraised me, hunger lingering behind her amusement. “You’re a wild card, Sandy—half gone earlier, but I like that spark. I want to know what you’re really made of. In daylight, with the haze gone, I’ll decide if you’re cut out for this. Trust me—there’s more to this life than what went down tonight.” She gave me a conspiratorial wink. “And since we’re off the clock, you can call me Myf.” It rolled off her tongue, Welsh and sultry. “Myfanwy Morgan for my sins. Out there I’m Candice, but here…” The corners of her mouth curled ruefully. “Just Myf.”

I dragged hard on the joint, let the smoke swirl inside me before following it with a generous gulp of wine. The second hit went down smoother, loosening my chest. Leaning over, I offered my hand, the pulse in my wrist fluttering against her palm. She squeezed it. “Sandra Higginbottom,” I managed, my cheeks warm from both chemical and girl. “To the city, I’m Sandy. At home, just ‘Oi, you’—if they bother at all.”

Her laughter tumbled out, infectious, and soon I was giggling too, our shared high ebbing between us in shimmers. Suddenly, everything felt weightless—giddy and good. The world narrowed to this messy, wonderful little room with its haze of smoke and hint of hope.

The harsh buzz of the door startled us. Myf padded down and returned with a steaming pizza box, the cardboard damp with heat. We sprawled on her bed, tore at slices, licking tomato and cheese from our fingers, washed down with bitter wine and drifting clouds of cannabis. The conversation unspooled—sin, secrets, futures we dared not say aloud, and careless laughter as dawn slipped beneath the curtains.

Greg had been right—there was something easy between us, a raw connection that just made sense. We became inseparable, our bond forged over those wild, hungry hours and deepened over the years—long after she left this life behind, settling into the Welsh countryside, raising sheep and crafts and children. Those early nights, she taught me everything—how to survive, how to choose pleasure over pain, how to own every shadow inside me. She’d confided her story one blurry evening: ditching a dull job, fleeing to Art College, running out of cash until a friend pointed her down this path. For nine months, she’d survived. Not quite love, but not hell either—when the sex was good, it was glorious, she said with that wicked grin. “Just like real life, yeah? Might as well get paid for what I’d do anyway.”

In the beginning, I eased my way in—just a job or two each week, testing the waters, feeling the rush of cash slipping into my hand for much less effort than slogging away in that lifeless, fluorescent-lit office. The realization dawned quicker than I expected; it wouldn’t take much more to surpass my old wage, and, with that wicked glint in my eye, six weeks later I tossed caution to the wind and plunged in full time. I never was one for half-measures. My brief, unremarkable stint at Knowles & Sons—a Singapore of stale coffee and tedious routines—ended not with a whimper but with an unapologetic, full-throated bang.

It was a Tuesday, like clockwork, the day always coiling in my belly like a slow-burning fuse. I perched at my desk, awaiting the call, anticipation and dread mingling in a thick, intoxicating haze. At first, the clandestine rendezvous behind his office door had thrilled me—the forbidden taste, the reckless pulse between my thighs as I played out those attentive fantasies: the eager secretary giving the boss what he really wanted. Even if he repulsed me, even if his cologne stung my nose and his greasy smile made my skin crawl. At least it kept me employed. But with every encounter, with every perfunctory groan and grunted order, it had soured. My body was now a commodity he wasn’t willing to pay for—and I was done letting him take for free what others were lining up to buy. Still I waited, perversely eager, perversely powerful.

Dead-on five-thirty, the shrill ring cut the silence. I composed myself, licked my lips, and did my best to sound glossy and professional. “Warehouse and Dispatch, Sandra speaking. How may I help you?”

His voice, nasal and familiar, crawled into my ear. “Ah, Miss Higginbottom. Lovely. My office. Now, there’s a dear.”

He fed me the same patter as always: complaints about tardiness, nitpicking over numbers, thinly veiled threats delivered with a smirk. Tonight, though, I decided I’d end it on my terms—a final performance, my own brand of curtain call.

I dropped to my knees in front of him, surrendering to none of it, and gave him head like my lips had something to prove. I swirled and teased, feeling the coarse hair at his thighs tremble, knowing every whimper was a sound of his undoing. I’d never let him finish in my mouth, always wiping his sticky release away with a wad of crumpled paper towels before shoving him back to his seat. But tonight—tonight my mischief was dialed up and I let him believe I just might let him go wild all over me.

“Sorry, Mr. Kelly," I cooed, glancing up through smoky lashes. "I’ll make the ending extra happy for you. Does that sound alright?"

His mouth twisted into that loathsome, hopeful grin. He wanted me to spell it out, make it vulgar, electric. “Not sure I follow, Sandra. Your attitude’s an issue—maybe it’s your accuracy this time, hm?”

Abruptly, my mouth left him wet and throbbing. I met his hungry gaze, my voice sweetly filthy. “Forgive me, Mr. Kelly. What I meant is, I’d love you to cover my dirty little face and tits with your beautiful fucking load. Would you enjoy that?”

His face split into the widest, ugliest smile I’d ever seen, eyes beady with anticipation. “Oh yes, Sandra, that would be… just about perfect.”

Triumphant, I slid my mouth back down, grinning around him, letting his fantasy wind tighter while he babbled about wanting to see me dripping, how he’d dreamed of this for months. As he began to tense, his breathing ragged, I rose suddenly, hands cupping his balls with a gentle, decisive squeeze—claiming the final act for myself.

I pressed my face close to his, my smile wide and wild, savoring the moment. "Oh, forgive me, Mr. Kelly, you bloated old bastard," I purred, my hand tightening mischievously around his balls, making him yelp in delicious panic. "Seems I got it wrong again—classic Sandra, right? That impeccable attention to detail you keep going on about. All that filthy talk about you spilling yourself all over me? Not a bloody chance, you pathetic tosser. What I really meant, darling, is I'd much rather rip your useless balls off and ram them straight down your smug, greedy throat." I gave his tender flesh a savage jerk, forcing another strangled noise from him, his face twisting with exquisite pain. "Oops," I mocked, arching a brow, "that must be my delightfully wicked attitude slipping through." Another wrench, even harsher, tore a guttural groan from his sweating, porky face—pain and disbelief plastered across it.

I leaned in, voice dripping with sarcasm. "Oh, and by the way? My timekeeping’s so atrocious, I suddenly remembered I’ve got someplace better to be. Next time I let someone cover me, it’ll be someone actually worth my mouth, you miserable little shit." My hand grazed his dwindling erection with a contemptuous flick and I strode to the door without a backward glance. Hollering over my shoulder, I caught him slumping breathless against his desk, his cheeks bright crimson, sweat rolling down his temples, eyes glossy with humiliation and agony. "Couple more things, Arthur," I called out sweetly, my tone as sugary as sin. "One—shove your godawful job where your tongue can’t reach it. Two—if you’re still desperate, you’ll have to handle yourself, assuming your balls haven’t just migrated north." With a wicked grin, I hitched my skirt up high, flaunting the barely-covered curve of my arse at him in one last, glorious taunt. "Memorise it, darling. It’s the last you’ll ever see."

But I wasn’t through yet—not even close. Spinning on my heel, I stalked back to him, watched him cower away clutching his battered manhood, shrinking from my approach. With slow, deliberate pleasure, I peeled off my sodden knickers and balled them tight before cramming them into his gaping, protesting mouth. “There you go, Kelly—something to remember me by.” I trailed my finger lightly under his sweaty chin, a final teasing touch, before turning and sauntering out the door.

My chest thrummed with giddy triumph as I slung my bag over one shoulder, the silent office echoing my departure. The resounding crack of the door behind me was pure satisfaction—a full stop at the end of my servitude.

When I saw Myf later, I spilled every dirty, riotous detail, delighting in her wide-eyed disbelief. We toasted my liberation with cheap wine that tasted like victory, pizza on our lips and laughter bubbling. Pleasure softened into a new, thrilling intimacy when, for the first time, we shed more than just inhibitions—touching, tasting, learning one another in the soft glow of midnight. But that decadent confession can wait.

Back in Fulham, with desire sated and mind racing, I let my arsenal of eager toys scatter on the carpet, exhaustion curling in my bones. Setting my alarm, I nursed my drink until my eyelids fluttered closed, the empty glass slipping slowly from my slackening fingers.

Chapter Five – Persuasion

The piercing drone of my alarm dragged me from the heavy, seductive fog of sleep. Blinking blearily, I checked the clock—no need to rush. Angela’s place in Hampstead awaited me, not till seven, and anticipation curled within me; Phillipe, her irresistibly French partner, promised culinary delights that always left me hungry for more than just his food.

I drifted through my apartment, teasing myself with little tasks, lingering over nothing much at all. It’s almost an art, how good at procrastination I can be. My mind wandered dangerously close to Josie and Bethany—wondering, imagining, perhaps even hoping that their encounter might spiral deliciously out of control—when my phone vibrated and shattered my daydream.

My eyes fell to the message, and my gut tightened at her blunt words: 

G, what the fuck? Why do I find out from a stranger about you and Dad? B

Panic ricocheted inside me—Josie must have spilled and it hadn’t gone smoothly. Not wasting a second, I hit dial and held my breath, silently rehearsing my apology, determined to face Bethany with honesty—she deserved nothing less. Her fire meant she could sniff out bullshit instantly, and the last thing I needed was more drama. The conversation was awkward at first—her disbelief a bit sharp—but, eventually, I felt her softening, both of us exhaling, a weight lifting between us. When we ended the call, I sensed the calm after a storm.

Still, I needed to make sure Josie wasn’t falling apart, so I rang her next. An edge of nerves threaded her voice, which always unnerved me; she was usually unflappable. But Josie, being Josie, didn’t leave me in limbo for long—a new message pinged.

She's sitting down to lunch, I'm in the little girl's room powdering my nose—literally. She's fine with it. I will be once Charlie kicks in... wait... Mmm, yes that's better. Now for the fun part. She's adorable and is complying with all my nasty instructions so far – you're not getting her back. J x

I grinned devilishly, my fingers flying across the keypad with a retaliation of my own. 

Back in one piece or else. And if you get her on that powder of yours, I’ll fill your flabby old cunt with bathroom sealant G x

Seconds later, her answer came—pure Josie sass. 

So that's why those tits of yours are so big and wobbly. Always wondered. Now eff off and leave me in peace. I'm about to ravish an angel :o) J x

God, how I wanted to join them—sink into their lust, taste Bethany right beside her, our bodies slick and tangled.

But tonight, temptation was plated and poured by Phillipe at Angela’s townhouse. Dinner was exquisite, each bite as intimate and thrilling as a lover’s kiss. Phillipe—handsome, ever-attentive to Angela—moved with that effortless Gallic confidence. There were moments I caught myself picturing the three of us—his hands on her, on me, the brush of lips, the exquisite tension—but Angela and I, after more than fifteen years, had never crossed that line. Professional always, partners in business, never in pleasure, though the unspoken curiosity hovered between us sometimes, thick as the scent of French wine.

She’d given up ‘the shop floor’ long ago, always said she preferred working her own way, alone, with men only. I wondered if she ever missed the heat of a client’s hands, if she imagined what it would feel like to give in, just once, to something a bit more forbidden.

I had often wondered what it must have been like to watch her work her magic. I could picture her now, almost six feet of taut, fluid muscle, moving with that predatory grace. Her long black hair—glossy, thick, a dark river—whipping about as she unleashed herself, every movement supple and commanding. My mind wandered shamelessly: Mick, hard and helpless, slipping past those plush, inviting lips, swallowed whole by her generous mouth and unyielding appetite. Age had not dulled Angela's allure; still impossibly slim, poised, a blade wrapped in elegance, and at nearly fifty-two she radiated a feminine confidence that could have easily passed for thirty-five. Phillipe’s age, really—a detail that never failed to make me smile.

We lounged together on her sun-drenched terrace, the gentle tinkle of crystal glasses between us, a bottle of icy champagne half gone as we lingered in the afterglow of Phillipe’s decadent meal. Angela struck a match, the sharp hiss punctuating our laughter, and raised the slender cheroot to her lips. She inhaled deeply, exhaled with perfect control, a silvery plume winding upward and dancing on the evening breeze.

Business talk came easily, smoothly gilding girlish gossip, each sip of champagne loosening us further. We were two accomplished women, each exquisitely aware that heads would still turn, whether we perched at a chic bar in Knightsbridge or a brasserie in Montmartre. Our agency thrived, the hand-picked team of beautiful, clever people sharing an open and honest ethos that made our world feel rare, even as it pulsed with danger and allure. Some—like Jenna and Adam—came for thrills or the money, juggling secret lives after hours. Others belonged to us entirely, dedicating themselves to the exquisite pleasure of their work. The fact that they stayed, year after year, was the purest applause Angela and I ever needed.

Yet all the calm confidence in the world couldn’t keep my nerves at bay as the conversation inched toward Bethany. Bethany was a risk—a wild card I wanted desperately to play, but I couldn’t be certain Angela would share my enthusiasm. Caitlin was another matter; Angela’s eyes had lit up at the party tales, hungry for the girl’s fierce creativity and raw sensual instinct. But Bethany lingered in a different part of my ambitions, a place where desire tangled with uncertainty.

Angela leaned in, fixing me with that feline stare, her expensive sunglasses doing nothing to soften the sharp curiosity in her gaze. Every word she spoke—precise, measured—delivered in that delicious Dutch accent, the subtle sibilance curling around her sentences, making ordinary words feel seductively exotic.

"So," she began, letting the sound hang smoky and slow in the twilight air, "this wild little creature you want to add to our roster—young Bethany."

She paused, tapping her cheroot over a flower bed, midnight ash tumbling onto blushing petals. She drew another drag, head cocking with feline interest, eyes narrowing over the rim of her sunglasses.

"Why?"

Angela was always brutally direct; it was one of the things I craved about her energy with a kind of hunger.

I matched her gaze, let my lips curve into a satisfied, slightly wicked smile. "Three reasons," I began, my voice low and sure. "First—she’d adore every forbidden, decadent moment of it. Second—she wouldn't just be good; she’d be fucking phenomenal, Angela. And third—"

Angela’s lips curved down in that familiar, disapproving pout, her tone slicing through the sultry Hampstead air. “Gina, darling, must you be crude?” That razor-edged elegance—she detested a single coarse word escaping beyond the bedroom’s dark velvet shadows. Adam, of course, had regaled me with tales from his own audition, wicked little stories about her tastes—how she craved filth and explicitness when bodies tangled and sheets were damp with longing. He’d joked about learning dirty words in four different tongues, his voice low and conspiratorial; Angela was fluent in five, which meant he hadn’t heard her truly let loose yet.

She didn’t linger in her admonition though, pouring more champagne into our tall, sweating glasses, her stare penetrating, the raw weight of a silent command pulsing between us. She flicked her wrist, gesturing for my answer, the cheroot poised like a wand waiting to grant—or deny—a spell. “Three?” she prompted, voice a silken dare.

I tilted my chin, a slow, coy smile tugging at my lips, feeling the tingle of anticipation press in on the edges of my composure. Glancing at my watch, I let the moment stretch, savoring the power-play between us. “My third reason,” I murmured, my voice smooth and intimate, “is probably unfolding for us right now, while we sit here enjoying ourselves. If Bethany’s brave enough to handle whatever Josie’s dishing out, she’ll be able to take on anything our crew throws at her. And more.”

Angela’s gaze sharpened—her eyes an icy, dazzling blue behind her shades—her cheroot jabbing the air in a motion full of promise and skepticism. “If,” she said pointedly, the single syllable sizzling.

“I have absolutely zero doubts,” I replied, warmth and certainty burning in my chest. Memories of Bethany’s wicked spark, how effortlessly she fell into pleasure, sent a subtle ache pulsing between my thighs. “You haven’t seen her in action yet, Angie. She’s born for this.”

Angela’s brow arched, her mouth quirking with challenge. “Let’s say I agree—do we pay her the standard rate?”

A little jolt fluttered inside me. I hadn’t actually considered that angle. Would Bethany leap at earning, or would she bristle at the thought of being compensated? My mind spun, calculating, as the London dusk deepened around us. I’d always been nimble—a master at adapting fast, creating a solution even as the need arose.

“I’m certain she’ll pass Josie’s little exam—probably with flying colors. Josie’s got no reason to… mislead me,” I caught myself, stopping just shy of anything that would earn Angela’s sharp-edged glare again. “If she says Bethany’s ready, then so am I.”

Angela nodded, a slow, thoughtful agreement. “I trust Josie, too. No one’s more adventurous, or honest.” That alluring lilt in her accent—the gentle slippages—made even transactional discussions feel irresistible. She shrugged like the matter was nothing at all, smoke curling from her lips like a lover’s secret.

I pressed on, eager, voice hushed with every hope I held for Bethany. “Why don’t we just collect our usual fee for the session, and let her decide what to do with her cut? If she’s not interested in the money, she can funnel it straight towards her precious animal charities.” My chest tightened with the surge of emotion, the need to give something precious and secret and thrilling. “This isn’t about launching a new career for her. I just want to give her an experience—something priceless. I got that gift far too late. If she waits as long as I did, she might miss the magic altogether. I want her to have her own little slice of the impossible—a memory to send her off to college, fat with gratitude and pleasure. The only present that feels worthy of all… all she’s given me.”

I stumbled—my voice trembling, betraying the love that threatened to spill completely free. I drew a sharp breath, searching Angela’s face, hoping she understood. “She’s more than just a curiosity to me, Angie. I hated what she stirred up in me—until I realized what an extraordinary, bright soul she truly is. This is my thank you. My own decadent, unforgettable gift for an unforgettable summer.”

Emulating Bethany’s infamous charm, I dipped my head, dropping my voice lower, letting a teasing lilt slip into my tone. If only I had Bethany's flair for mischief, but even now, it took everything in me just to keep my old accent at bay. "If you don't want to go ahead, that's fine by me, darling. I’ll just take her out for pizza and afterward, I’ll make her beg for breath with my thighs for a solid hour instead."

Angela lounged back, languidly twisting her champagne flute between deft fingers, her lips quirking in that secretive, wicked little smile she wore so well. "An hour? Darling, really, is that all you’ve got in you these days? Clearly the years are creeping in. And pizza? That’s a travesty, not a seduction. I’ll have a chef at Phillipe’s prepare something worthy—and I expect you to make it last." She glanced at the fading stub of her cheroot, its embers nearly burning her elegant fingers. "Not that either option will be necessary. Provided our filthy little redhead delivers the right answer."

I felt my entire face bloom with delight. "Thank you, Angie. This… it means everything to me, truly."

She leaned in, crushing her cheroot out with one deliberate twist, her eyes glinting with mischief and challenge. "So, shall we toss her straight into the ocean and see if she swims or sinks?"

With a slow, deliberate gesture, I lifted my glass, my heart pounding beneath my ribs. "She’ll float, trust me. The deeper the water, the better she likes it."

Angela touched her glass to mine, the delicate crystal clink echoing between us, binding our shared, delicious secret. Inside, I was in chaos—a riot of gratitude, nerves, anticipation. Screaming at the universe for giving me this moment.

Thank you, Andrew Hamilton.

You magnificent, infuriating bastard.

Epilogue

Gina—she’s pure fire. What a day, honestly! Can’t wait to spill all the filthy details. I’ve texted her the code for the Panic Room, just in case. And would you believe, of everything I tempted her with, she only refused one—so you’ll have to keep your nasty bathroom sealant for your absolutely obscene tits (not that I’d ever be the tiniest bit envious of them, obviously). No, seriously—she was unbelievable. Let’s do lunch soon, my treat. Josie xx


Part 8

Chapter One – The Games People Play

The memory of Sienna lingered, its heat simmering in my veins even days after our escapade. Every time my mind drifted back to the intoxicating things we'd done together, a slow, honeyed warmth unfurled within me, making my skin tingle. She and Rick were away soon—Greece was calling them once Rick returned from chasing leather all over village greens. I caught myself hoping Sienna and I would have another stolen evening before college summoned me back.

That afternoon found me sprawled lazily in Gina’s modest garden, cradling a chilled bottle of cider between my fingers, letting its coolness seep into my palm. Sunlight spilled everywhere, heating the brick walls and washing my bare thighs in gold. The day stretched ahead, heavy with promise and boredom. I’d flirted with the idea of a sweaty run, pushing my body until my lungs burned, but the heat pressed down on me, persuasive and intimate, so instead I resigned myself to the safer pleasures—a half-hearted attempt at college work, followed by feverish, solitary release with my favorite collection of hard, explicit lesbian scenes. How easily the day could dissolve into sticky pleasure.

Gina, unstoppable as ever, was off navigating London’s delicious chaos, wrapped up in one of her so-called “assignments”—her word carried secrets I ached to taste myself. She’d return with stories, tantalizing glimpses into a world I desperately craved an invitation to—a world of champagne, bodies, tangled sheets, laughter in the dark. She mentioned secret meetings with her business partner, a mysterious co-owner of their agency, and would be gone a few days yet. I brimmed with envy; every wild snippet she shared ignited something electric under my skin. It was torturous, wanting in, desperate to be noticed, praying that next time, she’d draw me into the fray.

I didn’t yet know how close I was to the adventure I yearned for—Gina had designs on me, orchestrated plans that would make my skin burn and my heart pound. I was hopeless at waiting. I needed things now—impatient, hungry, always on the edge of surrender.

The garden—the smallest I’d ever seen behind a house this grand—was pure Gina: minimalist, low-maintenance, designed solely for pleasure, not chores. So I allowed myself to melt into the moment, basking in sunshine for a blissful quarter hour, the rays coaxing a gentle sweat along my collarbones. The garden was alive with little serenades—above my room’s window, Mr. Blackbird spilled his joy across the lazy afternoon. In those first unfamiliar weeks, his bright melodies had mocked my loneliness, but lately, I found myself humming along, my own happiness finally blossoming.

Then, above the bird’s song, a shrill trill—so faint at first, I nearly doubted it—caught my attention. My phone was ringing, abandoned and forgotten upstairs. Who would be calling? It couldn’t be Allie—we only ever Skyped, sharing secrets across the glow of a laptop. Dad was oceans away, chasing business in sprawling Asian cities, while Mum was honeymooning, busy with her new husband and Portugal’s endless beaches. A flicker of worry—probably some stranger, broken English and all, nagging about my “internet usage habits.”

By the time I reached my room, the ringing died away, leaving only a cold silence. Slightly breathless, I stared at the screen, half-hoping for a voicemail dripping with intrigue—but there was nothing except a single message. Gina’s name danced on my phone.

Only me. Expect a call soon, very important. TAKE IT! G x

My pulse quickened, my skin prickling in anticipation—something was about to change, and I was ready, body and soul, for whatever Gina had planned.

The local landline flashed across my phone—a rarity these days. Out of the handful of people I actually knew nearby, none would warrant a cryptic heads-up from Gina. My curiosity piqued, I pressed redial, gathering myself for whatever unknown was about to unfold.

After several agonizing rings, someone finally picked up. What greeted me was electric—a breathless, feminine voice, unmistakably startled. “Hang on—Shadow, for fuck’s sake, get out!” She called, her tone thick, rich as a poured red wine. My skin tingled in anticipation. There was a brief, clattering silence, like animal paws scrambling on tile, then she returned, voice brimming with a wicked amusement. “God, sorry about that. Bloody cats are the curse of my existence. Anyway… going by the number on my screen, I’m guessing this is Bethany Hamilton?”

Her accent flooded my mind, slow and luxurious, like toffee sticking to heated skin. Jen’s voice had always dripped like golden syrup, slick and decadent, but this… this was molten chocolate—thick, deep, clinging. Yes, I knew that feeling intimately.

“Uh, yes—it’s Bethany. Or just Beth is fine…” I stammered, heat creeping up my neck.

She swept in, a rush of words tumbling like silk sheets. “Bethany! Love that you called back, sweetheart. Forgive the chaos, I’d just slipped into the garden and, honestly, these cats act as if I’ve returned from a month in bloody Thailand every single time I walk in. Gina tipped me off that you’d be at a loose end tomorrow and, well, so am I. I thought—why not invite you out? Lunch, maybe. You game?”

The audacity of it, Gina matchmaking from afar, sent a delightful thrill through me. What kind of delicious mischief was she orchestrating?

“Er—sorry if this sounds rude,” I began, unable to contain my confusion, “but who exactly am I speaking to? Gina warned me you’d call but, well… I had no idea who to expect. And just for the record, I’m not after life insurance, and I haven’t singlehandedly slowed the entire internet.”

She laughed—a bright, girlish peal that danced through the phone, making my thighs clench together. “Well played, darling. Gina said you had a cheeky side. That woman loves her little puzzles, doesn’t she? So—let me unravel the mystery. You’re speaking to Josie. Josie Napier-Jones. Old friend of Gina’s, recently certified cat wrangler. Gina’s very eager for us to meet—even more so than we probably realize.”

Her name detonated in my memory, the innuendo flashing with it: “Bangs like a shit-house door in a gale.” Gina’s candid assessment echoed in my head, sending a secret shiver down my spine.

I drew in a shaky breath, my lips twitching in a nervous half-grin. “Oh—Josie Napier-Jones! Right. Gina mentioned you. She said we might… share certain appetites.”

Josie’s voice purred through the phone, sparkling with a heady sort of exhilaration. “Oh, you do remember! Clever girl—ten points, darling, and a gold star just for you. Things in common?” Her words tumbled out, playful, teasing, brimming with thinly veiled promise. “Let’s hope, sweetheart, let’s really hope. Oh for the love of—Shadow, will you please stop? You’re getting bloody sun lotion everywhere.” I could hear the chaos, soft thuds and the throaty laughter that made my skin prickle. “Sorry, this cat is madder than March—stark naked, slathered in Ambre Solaire, and suddenly there’s a furry little maniac sprawled in my lap. Honestly, I’ll need to rinse myself down, and the bloody cat, if I want to leave the house tonight.” She paused—just long enough for a wicked grin to curl in her tone. “Although I suppose that means I’ve got two pussies to make sparkly clean, if you catch my drift. Now, tell me, are you up for lunch? Blind date style? A bit of mischief in the middle of the day?”

I tried desperately to sound casual, to hide the thrum beneath my skin, the way her voice made me ache in places I thought I’d forgotten. “Um, yes, that sounds… lovely. Any time you fancy. Did you already have somewhere special in mind?”

“Perfect!” she chirped, breathless and bright. “How’s half-past one? Maybe start with a drink—easier to get the nerves down that way. Have you ever been to the Cricketers Arms?”

I hesitated for a half-second, trying to recall. It could’ve been in the next town—or on another planet. “Oh yes, I know it. Gorgeous place, can’t wait.” Please let it not be a dive, I prayed, please don’t let me be walking out to the middle of a field.

“You’re a treasure—meet me out in the garden. Only place to smoke these filthy things. One thirty! That’ll give me time to stay in bed a little longer, bake my skin golden, take the most decadent shower, and get myself delicious for you. I’ll book us in for two thirty—just you, me, and a chance to get properly acquainted before lunch. Sound enticing?” Her chuckle was pure silk.

“Looking forward to it,” I managed, my mouth strangely dry. “How will I spot you?”

“Oh, you’ll know me, babe. Won’t be hard.” And suddenly she was gone, leaving my eager question floating into silence.

For just a moment I lingered, phone pressed to my cheek, breath shallow and my body humming. The last few weeks had been a flood of wild new experiences, but this—this delicious uncertainty, this mysterious Josie sunbathing in all her nude, sun-kissed glory, confessing to cleaning her cat—and herself. I shivered at the thought: her low, sinful laugh twisting around me, her mouth teasing my skin. That voice—I wanted to make her gasp, to feel her arch beneath me, to own every wicked sound she made.

No, she couldn’t be one of those terrifying women with icy stares and sharp tongues. Gina wouldn’t do that to me… would she? I fired off a text, almost giggling: Lunch with JN-J tomorrow! She sounds naughty as hell—do I thank you or throttle you for this? Spill everything—will I survive? B x

But all those anxieties faded when I realized I hadn’t the faintest clue where the Cricketers Arms was. My usual haunt was the White Lion, and this town might as well have had secret corners mapped out in another language. I moved back outside, sunlight warming my skin as I let my mind wander. I pictured her, languid and radiant, legs stretched out on a towel, hair tousled, smiling as if I’d already pleased her beyond words. Light me a cigarette, darling, she would purr, her voice making my knees melt. Come closer—be a good girl for me.

Instead of leaving it to chance, I curled up on my sofa—legs tucked beneath me, heart beating a little faster—and reached for my tablet, fingers oddly eager as they skimmed across the screen. The Cricketers Arms, nestled on a sleepy curve of the River Amber, winked up at me from a Google search. Riverside Garden, the description promised. Real ale. Craft ciders. It sounded decadent, relaxed, and perfectly suited for an illicit midday rendezvous, so utterly my sort of haunt that I couldn’t quite believe I’d never stumbled upon it before. A touch of excitement thrummed through me—I was already imagining the cool green of the grass, the tangle of sunlight on bare skin, the promise of secrets shared over chilled glasses.

Gina breezed back in just as I was still letting the fantasy roll languidly through my mind. A message buzzed onto my phone—a grinning, wicked tease from her. “Told U I’d sort it! U’ll be fine she only eats men alive. My b00bs are safe – you’ll love her. Try Facebook – she’s on there – JNJ77. Have fun! G x”

I grinned, my nerves dancing, and fired a reply—though my fingers were definitely shaking. Then I did what any self-respecting, slightly desperate woman would do: a little social media stalking. If I was going to combust at first sight, I wanted some warning.

I typed in the username, hit search—and Josie Napier-Jones’s world unfolded for me in glossy, tantalising slices. Her page practically dripped with glamour and riotous living: crowded parties, arms wound around laughing women and men, champagne flutes, dazzling cakes more sculpture than food. She ran a bakery, I read—bespoke creations, devilishly detailed—one of those jewel-like places I’d admired in passing, never realising the owner was such a head-turner.

No status about a partner, just her birth year—1977—so she hovered near forty. Her profile photo slammed the air out of me: Josie astride a glossy black horse, head held high, clothed in full hunt livery. Arrogance radiated from her, those red curls flaring brilliantly beneath her helmet. She was striking in a way that made my mouth dry, all crimson lips parted just enough, gaze level and dauntingly direct. A supple riding crop rested against her gleaming black boot; I felt a shiver run straight through the core of me. God, she looked every inch the domme—confident, untouchable, and yet inviting in such a dangerous way. Her eyes—a downright predatory shade of green—seemed to pierce right through my screen.

A flush crept up my chest as I stared. I flicked deeper into her photos, caught glimpses of softer moments—a laughing pose in some garden, flour streaked across her forearm, lipstick deliciously smudged. My favourite, though—the one that set my skin tingling—was a glossy image of her in a low-cut jet-black evening dress. Red opera gloves up to her elbows, an impossibly long cigarette holder poised with decadent elegance between painted lips, her sculpted bob framing her feline features. She looked so utterly commanding, a siren from some forbidden golden age, that I couldn’t help but press my thighs together, aching for a touch—any touch—that might steal the sting of this dark electric want.

The peculiar tingle between my legs spread, persistent, distracting. I bit my lip, imagined Josie’s hands where mine now were, that haughty mouth pressed hot against my throat, and wondered—God, would that fiery red head match all over? Would I have the thrill of finding out, skin to skin, nothing between us but sweat and audacity? If I was lucky, I’d get to unearth her every secret, strip back every elegant layer, and know—truly know—what that lush, terrible confidence tasted like.

‘How will I find Josie in a crowded pub garden?’ I thought, trembling with wicked anticipation, lips curving in a hungry grin. Like this—oh, so easily.

Just weeks ago, I wouldn’t have given a second thought to what I pulled from my spartan closet—would’ve slipped on jeans and a tee without any fuss, content in my anonymity. But that was before The Girl in the Mirror: the seductive, confident woman Gina had teased out of me when we prepped for our last delicious escapade together, surrounded by lush silks and creamy perfumes in that crimson-lit corner of Jen’s boutique, then again at the hotel, hearts and bodies racing. My awareness now clung to me like silk on bare skin. I hadn’t quite found that mysterious girl’s essence yet, but maybe—with Gina’s wicked encouragement, or Sam’s fierce desire for my truth, or Josie’s shadowy promise—I might just find her. And with each little transformation, I wondered: would my old university crowd even recognise the woman I was becoming? Hell, would I even recognise myself when I looked them in the eyes?

The memory of Sam’s words—how he ached to help me uncover the real me—tightened something inside. It left me trembling, vulnerable, almost exposed. If the truth of me was hidden even from myself, what hope did anyone else have?

Now, instead of my old thrift-store habit, I felt bold. I reached for the outfit that made me feel like a notorious temptress on a secret mission: khaki, body-hugging safari shorts that revealed the length of my thighs, a pale blue t-shirt that clung to my curves, hinting at what lay beneath with every subtle movement. I ached for mystery, playfulness, that unspoken promise of trouble, so I sneaked into Gina’s room and liberated a pair of large, smoky sunglasses. Her closet surrendered a wide-brimmed straw hat—with one glance in the mirror, I imagined myself as a siren out for dangerous adventure.

I smirked, adjusting the hat with a slow, sensuous tilt, watching the enigmatic woman in the glass. That’s when the front bell startled me, echoing through my chest. Unusual for a lazy Sunday morning. Barefoot, tingling with an odd sense of anticipation, I hurried down, expecting another mundane interruption—a missionary with pamphlets, maybe a Boy Scout full of earnest smiles. Instead, on the sunlit stoop, a sullen courier slumped, cradling a compact, plastic-wrapped parcel.

His eyes barely flickered toward me—Lara Croft herself couldn’t have pierced that haze of urban boredom. “B Hamilton?” he grunted, indifferent.

My pulse fluttered. Again? Twice in one week. I gave my best impish smile, pushing a lock of hair behind my ear. “That’s me. I am B.” I took the weighty bundle from his large, impassive hands, my signature scrawled on his pad—BAAH—but it looked more like something a trembling kitten might claw onto glass.

There was something strangely intimate about the little package. It was for me, and only me. I felt the shape, firm, round, with a subtle heft my palm ached to explore. The intrigue deepened—a dash of anticipation teasing at my nerves. I carried it, along with a glass of orange juice, out into the sunlight-drenched garden. My fingers trembled as I peeled back the slick black vinyl, breath quickening.

Inside, a red draw-string pouch nestled, midnight promises and mischief tied into its weight. The bag concealed something spherical, satisfyingly solid and mysterious in my hand. Jagged black scrawl warned: DO NOT OPEN YET! A thrill shot through me—a command, a challenge, a leash I could either obey or break. Next, a folded letter beckoned, stark white against the deep red, accompanied by two sealed envelopes, crimson and emerald.

Adventure and temptation swirled together, bright as gin. This wasn’t just a parcel—it was the first ripple in a wild, untold story meant just for me.

The crimson velvet of the drawstring bag pressed against my palm, its sensuous hint of mystery teasing me into delicious anticipation. My pulse thrummed as I traced its contours, wondering just what kind of temptation Josie had orchestrated for me. With trembling hands, I peeled open the crisp, folded note, its glossy white edges contrasting sharply against my sun-warmed skin. Josie hadn’t bothered with pleasantries, her words bold and immediate, rendered in an elaborate, swirling script that felt dangerously intimate, as if she’d reached out and written her challenge straight onto my skin.

A little bird tells me the delectable Bethany relishes a game, she’d typed—her voice in my mind as clear, commanding, and wicked as if she stood beside me. Josie adores games, too. But this wasn’t an invitation—it was an ultimatum, as seductive as it was merciless. The bag stays closed unless you’re ready to submit to play.

She laid out my two options, mercilessly. Scrawled on the reverse of a blood-red envelope was a phone number. For the bold at heart, Josie instructed a simple, loaded text: ‘Bethany likes to play games.’ Or, for the timid—or perhaps, the too sensible—a polite refusal with a sting of cheek: 'No thanks, kinky bitch, lunch will be fine.' She wouldn’t judge, she assured, but disappointment would linger. She confessed she could outplay Gina with ease—Gina, rendered a whimpering kitten, in comparison to Josie’s prowling, dangerous feline.

And she signed off: Josephine Philomena Napier-Jones BA (Hons) Oxon x. Philomena. She admitted to it, wore the extra syllables like velvet and lace. Shivers raced down my spine, guiltless and electric. My summer was evolving into something intoxicating, and I trembled, goosebumps flaring across my bare thighs beneath the shadow of my hat.

Heart pounding, hands maddeningly unsteady, I reached for my phone, the nerves in my fingertips suddenly strange and clumsy—nerves and lust making balloons of my nimble digits. I typed, erased, typed again, each mistake intensifying my thrill and frustration. If this key was actual Tippex, I’d paint the screen with correction, frantic and eager for perfection.

But finally, the message left me: Bethany doesn’t just like games. She fucking adores them. And as for kinky bitches—I crave them. If you dare keep step, give me your signal. Oh, and you’ll call me Bethany until you’ve truly earned Beth. X.

Send. The moment the message vanished, I felt stripped bare—a charged exhilaration prickling my skin, an ache for her Next Move. I dashed upstairs, grabbed my cigarettes; returning to the garden, the morning’s light felt sharper, every sense heightened. A trembling inhale of sweet tobacco, a circle of smoke drifting skyward, and I waited—impossibly aware of the steady thump at my core, the slick anticipation my body couldn’t hide.

Life around me seemed both distant and intimately woven into this moment: the fanfare of birds, the soft cough of cars somewhere along Sycamore Avenue, the distant thrum of a mower—mundane noises rendered erotic because of my waiting. A helicopter passed overhead, its lazy arc in the pale sky stirring my mind into wild fantasy—Josie, fearless and untamed, parachuting naked onto my lawn, hair wild, laughter echoing as she demanded to be taken, hard and greedy, right there in the tangled grass…

Time kinked and stretched; eternity was measured in nicotine and fluttering breath until at last, my phone trilled, a message blooming across the screen. I pressed recall, my heart stuttering in my chest.

Good girl, Bethany. That’s the answer I craved. By tonight, you’ll be Beth—and far more. Open the scarlet envelope and await your orders. You’ve surrendered to my game. Tell me you understand.

Her dominance pulsed from every word, promised punishments and pleasures I wasn’t sure I could bear, yet already ached for. Every nerve in my body bristled with ‘yes.’

My fingers trembled, the pulse beating in my wrist as visible as a confession. Still, I pressed the message into my phone, each word a sweet surrender: I understand. This is your game now. Command me. I’m yours—your willing plaything, for as long as you wish.

Of course, a private smile ghosted across my lips. The moment I want to claim control back, Josie, believe me, I will.

The bag called to me, promise pulsing from its mysterious depths. I snatched up the envelopes, tearing into the red one with breathless anticipation. The card I found inside was direct—wickedly so.

I want you dressed, no knickers—the barrier between you and me peeled away. Gina tells me you have beautiful dresses I’m sure would tempt anyone. Choose one, but nothing underneath. I need easy passage to your gorgeous, tempting little pussy. You’ll find a surprise in the bag: Venus balls—some say Ben Wa. You know where they go, I trust. Message me only after they’re snug inside. But, darling, if you’re in public—at the market, out walking, hold off until you’re home and ready to surrender.

A soft laugh escaped me as the vision she spun flickered through my mind. I reached into the bag and drew out the slick, linked balls: ruby-red, glossy, joined by an onyx-black cord, with another cord and a teasing tag trailing from the base. They fit perfectly in my palm, weights within shifting with each tilt, sending threads of anticipation zinging through me. I’d heard tales of their delights—but this would be my first intimate encounter. Josie was pushing me, and I was eager to follow.

If Josie can enjoy the garden in her skin, why shouldn’t I? The day was hushed and perfect, with no one to witness me but the sun and sky. My clothes fell away—a small heap by my chair. I spread myself out in the golden light, naked and brimming with delicious expectation. I pressed the cool balls to my opening, gasping softly as I slid them inside, the cord falling between my thighs as a wicked reminder. Instantly, my muscles tightened, the tiny internal weights rocking languidly with the slightest move. Each squeeze sent a delicious, molten wave curling low in my belly. Standing gingerly, I shivered at the thought that they might tumble free—but they nestled inside, hot and secret.

Let her wait, I thought playfully. My body hummed as I settled into the chair, the balls rolling and shifting as I adjusted—filling me with a subtle, constant pleasure that matched the sun’s heat on my bare skin. The breeze slipped between my parted legs, and I melted into the sensation—naked, wanting, utterly alive. Maybe I’d make a habit of sunbathing like this, surrendering to the elements and to my own hunger. But it wouldn’t do to burn, and the sun was getting fierce.

Regretfully, I padded upstairs, the balls shifting with every step, teasing me with their movement. I reached for one of those pretty, airy summer dresses Gina had insisted I buy, and tossed my panties aside—they were already slick, proof of my surrender. My bra quickly followed, pointless for today’s minimalist purpose. One last glance in the mirror confirmed my secret was safe—nothing to give me away, nothing but the thrill burning beneath my skin.

Back downstairs, every stride stoked the low ache of arousal, the balls massaging me with silent insistence. With a devilish glint, I composed a message to Josie, knowing she’d appreciate my daring.

I was hoping for snooker balls… but I suppose these will keep me nicely occupied.

Startled, my phone vibrated in my palm, displaying the same number that had sent those deliciously commanding texts. Lips parted, my pulse leapt, but before I could utter hello, a torrent of orders poured over me—Josie, utterly in control. “Not one word. You’re such a bad girl, aren’t you? I can tell. We’re going to get on famously. Now, do whatever relaxes that wicked little mind of yours—have a cigarette, or whatever takes your fancy, but most importantly, let yourself enjoy my present. I’m delighted you chose to play, darling. Trust me, you’ll be desperate to hear me call you Beth by the end of the day. Let me know when you reach the Cricketers. Don’t go inside. Wait for my call—further instructions will follow. And don’t be late, sweetness. I can’t stand tardiness.” Her voice was gone as quickly as it had arrived, leaving a crackling line and my heart absolutely thundering.

God, just the sound of her—authoritative, decadent—had my body pulsing and wet, like the old days with Allie and our endless, luxurious cyber-flirtations. The heat building between my thighs was achingly familiar and entirely new, and I found myself grinning hungrily, hoping Josie and I could swirl in this intoxicating game for hours.

Practical as ever, I tapped her name into my contacts—JN-J. The thought of it glowing on my screen felt dangerously addictive. I wanted her there, permanent, a constant temptation I could never quite resist.

Driven by a blend of curiosity and my own insatiable nosiness, I slit open the green envelope, fingertips tingling with anticipation. The card inside was playful and crude—a cartoonish female face, tongue out, blue tears slipping down her cheeks. Boo, hiss. Lunch it is then. Your loss. It made me laugh out loud, the irreverent confidence matching Josie’s every word.

If any of my old university crowd had witnessed Bethany Hamilton sashaying through Amberdown, wrapped in a dress, oversized sunglasses and straw hat, they’d have gawked as though they’d overdosed on hallucinogenics. But I reveled in my transformed reflection—bold, whimsical, a little wicked. I could almost feel Josie’s approval as I moved, the hidden balls inside me swirling and shifting, their gentle secrets turning me slick and hot, each rolling motion sparking fresh, wanton energy.

They filled me perfectly, substantial and insistent, no risk of losing them in some mortifying accident. I felt full, feminine, humming with anticipation, every step a delicious reminder that I was hers for the day. My nipples tingled against soft cotton as I slid into the current of Amberdown’s High Street, the crowd oblivious to my quiet decadence.

Passing the window of the White Lion, I caught my breath—a flash of recognition. Sam, leaning into the bar, a pint of dark froth in his hand, laughter on his lips. I froze, peering through the glare, heartbeat staccato. He was surrounded by a crew of men—no women. I exhaled, relieved, glad that sunglasses and hat hid my guilt. My stomach twisted, a strange ache. How unfair—here I was, tiptoeing toward a sensual unknown with a commanding redhead, nerves and arousal dancing through my veins—yet still, I bristled with jealousy at the thought of Sam sharing a joke with another woman. My duplicity was almost cruel, but it only made the heat between my legs more intense, a secret thrill running through every step I took.

With each step toward the Cricketer’s Arms, a low hum of nervous anticipation thrummed through me, sharper and more delicious than anything I’d known before. The old pub was imposing, perched by the river—its brickwork softened by climbing ivy, beckoning with a promise of mischief, and perhaps, surrender. I arrived ahead of schedule—always determined, never one to linger in uncertainty. Unpunctuality was a sin I wouldn’t tolerate, and the thought of pleasing Josie made me all the more eager to be early.

Defying her playful command, curiosity and my own need for composure tugged me inside and straight toward the ladies’ room. Alone, I took a moment to breathe, to settle the jittery fire simmering deep in my core. Sliding my hand beneath the line of my dress, I coaxed the Venus balls back into just the right position. They were slick and heated, coated in my impatient desire, making me more aware of how much I needed and wanted this—her.

It was almost time. I switched my ringer to silent, anticipation coiling through me as I texted Josie, letting my readiness buzz into the ether between us. When my phone vibrated, I nearly trembled with need—knowing I wouldn’t speak, only listen. Her soft, smoky hush slid into my ear, quieter but more wicked for its secrecy. What she asked of me sent a wild shiver down my spine. If the patio full of unsuspecting drinkers could have heard her explicit, commanding words, there’d have been a scandal. Instead, it was just for me, and I was utterly, wickedly ready to obey.

She’d already anticipated my favourite drink—cider, cooling and crisp—waiting for me before the river’s gentle churn. She was sitting at a secluded table at the farthest end, touched by dappled light and out of casual view. Just as she’d told me, I gathered myself and slipped from the womb-like safety of the cubicle. I paused at the garden door, my sunglasses a shield, my nerves feather-light but surging with arousal. A vivid gleam of red hair, impossible to miss, caught the sun—her hand lifted, summoning me over. I moved toward her at an unhurried, provocative pace, every inch of me charged with the secret knowledge of my own juices still clinging to my lips.

She stood as I approached, holding her arms open—enticing, unconcerned about prying eyes. A fitted leather jacket hugged her glorious frame, and I caught the teasing flash of glossy leggings hugging every curve. Her lips were painted a scandalous scarlet, gleaming in the light; wide sunglasses shielded those infamous green eyes, eyes I’d dreamed of seeing up close ever since they’d haunted me from her Facebook profile.

Without hesitation, she closed the space between us, her body radiating heat, her presence intoxicating. In a single, brazen movement, she pressed those lush lips to mine, claiming my mouth, letting the world fade into bright insignificance. The kiss was slow, deliberate—hungry, teasing, letting her tongue taste the unmistakable tang of my arousal still glistening on my skin. I half-hid behind the brim of my hat, the thrill of being so wickedly exposed while still hidden making me dizzy.

Families and friends basked in the sunshine around us, oblivious to the simple, outrageous truth: Josie Napier-Jones was tasting me—my arousal, my surrender, my filthy excitement—right here, the very first time our lips met.

She slowly pulled away, her touch lingering like a whispered promise, and with a graceful sweep of her hand, invited me to sit opposite her. Every movement seemed charged, deliberate. I could feel the weight of her expectations pressing against me—I’d been strictly instructed not to speak until given permission. The tension was delicious, heightening my senses as I lifted the cold cider to my lips and let the crisp liquid swirl languidly over my tongue, washing away any lingering taste of myself. The half pint felt more like a tease than refreshment—a mere sip, nowhere near enough to steady buzzing nerves.

Her gaze lingered on me, brazen and unapologetic, as though she were savoring the sight, cataloguing every facet. I was grateful for the shelter of my sunglasses, which offered scant protection from the way she examined me, but I willingly met those emerald eyes—green, mysterious, intense—even as I caught glimpses of lazy waterfowl gliding behind her in the sun-dappled river. I studied her in turn, letting my eyes trace the luxuriant length of red hair tumbling in gentle, polished curls over her shoulders, the effect effortlessly sultry with a glamor that defied her photos. Nestled in the gleaming waves of crimson was a single black velvet rose, making such an exquisite contrast I had to stifle an appreciative sigh.

She removed her own sunglasses and tucked an elegant stem between plush lips, her tongue none-too-innocently flicking out to savor along the edge, igniting wicked possibilities with nothing but that small, sultry gesture. Her eyes were suddenly, piercingly upon mine—every bit as hypnotic up close as I’d dreamed, those dazzling green irises holding me captive, naked beneath her scrutiny.

As the moment stretched, I became acutely aware of my breathing—heavy, uneven—and the curious flutter of disquiet that filled my chest. She poured chilled mineral water into her glass, swirling it before taking a sip, unconsciously mimicking my earlier action, as if to erase all traces of the intimacy we’d just shared. There was something deeply erotic about that, about knowing my taste still lingered on her mouth. She pulled a slim pack of Marlboro Lights from her bag, offering it out with a small, glimmering smile. I declined, a barely perceptible shake of the head; I had my vices, but cigarettes weren’t one. Unruffled, she lit up herself, exhaling a slow, opulent breath, the smoky fragrance curling between us and adding to the charged atmosphere.

I tipped my glass back again, draining more of the sweet, cool cider, desperate to smother some of the restless heat pooling low in my belly. At last, her voice purred across the table—a velvet caress that made me shiver.

“You are, without question, everything Gina promised me you’d be. Absolutely exquisite.” Her words dripped with lazy arousal, her lips quirking as she regarded me. “Thank you for obeying my little instructions. There’s something utterly intoxicating about making contact with someone new in such… intimate ways. You taste divine, Bethany. I hope that isn’t the last time today. Now, do take off those sunglasses, sweet girl. Gina insists your eyes are heavenly, and I want to see them for myself.” Her slender finger gestured knowingly at my hat. “Wearing one of her hats, I see. That’ll thrill her—she adores the idea of her lovers sharing her things. That hat could tell quite the story, hm?”

Fingers trembling just a little, I slid the sunglasses from my face and fixed my eyes on hers, daring her to look as deeply as she wished. My fingertips drummed a seductive rhythm on top of my glass, a subtle challenge: I could play this game as long as she wanted. For a moment, the ordinary clatter and laughter from the garden behind us faded into nothing, replaced by the lightning pulse of two women circling ever closer—waiting, wanting, ready for one of us to make the next provocative move.

She let the pause stretch between us—a silent tease, her green gaze glinting knowingly. “You truly do. Such beautiful eyes.” Her lips parted around a wicked smile, her voice caressing the words. “That introduction was even better than I’d dared hope. A delicious prelude to what you’re capable of, hmm?” She leaned in, her breath a sultry whisper at the edge of my ear, “In every sense of the word—literally.” A single finger traced the outline of her lips, slow and deliberate, as though she could still taste me there. “I think we could set our little game aside for now, darling. Just for a moment or two.” Her posture shifted; she straightened, softening the command in her voice, inviting me into more casual terrain. “Now tell me—how’s your weekend going, sweet thing?” At last, the silence between us tumbled down; I could speak again.

But I wasn’t quite ready to surrender my side of the power. Without breaking her gaze, I reached for her pack of cigarettes and the lighter, holding them just a beat longer than necessary. I struck the flame, guiding it to the end of the cigarette—my tongue curling in silent protest as the unfamiliar taste filled my mouth. I took my time, letting the tension sizzle between us while my hand wiped at my lips. If she thought I’d melt under her attention, she’d have to wait. I exhaled a slow, deliberate spiral of smoke in her direction, my stare cool and appraising, letting her know I wasn’t so easily devoured.

I weighed her question, a devil-may-care glint playing at my eyes. “It’s been… let’s say, memorable.” I knocked back the remnants of my cider. “Whether it stays that way”—I shrugged, flicking my gaze to her half-finished drink—“well, I suppose that’s up to you. Want another?” I tipped my glass to hers, offering the smallest of provocations.

Her lips curled in a secretive smile, eyes sparkling like she’d just hit the jackpot. “Mmm. I think it’s Pimms o’clock.” The way her tongue curled around those words sent a fresh thrill through me.

With a playful nod, I stood, heading for the bar—telling myself never, ever again would I submit to the assault of a Marlboro. My loyalty belonged to my own slim Mores. I flicked the still-warm cigarette into the sand-filled tray by the door, feeling her stare on my skin as I disappeared inside.

When I returned, the atmosphere had changed—charged and alive with promise. Josie had slipped out of her leather jacket, revealing a simple yellow cotton tee that clung to her skin, its bright softness stark against the wild, tousled red of her hair and the lush crimson of her lips. My eyes couldn’t help but drift south, aching for the full view of the curve-hugging leggings she’d teased in her photos.

I claimed my seat, raising my fresh cider in her direction. “So… here we are at last. It’s a pleasure, Josie.” My tone was light, but the meaning behind it simmered. “Are your new acquaintances always treated to such mysterious beginnings?”

She let out a bright peal of laughter—the same silvery sound that had sent shivers down the phone line before. “Not always, no. But I do adore a little mischief, and most people find me… a touch too much. Happily, Gina promised you’d be able to rise to the occasion. So far, you’ve exceeded my expectations.” Her head dipped, chin tilting towards the sensitive spot of my lap. “You did slip those in, I trust?”

A sly pressure reminded me of the balls nestled discreetly inside me, so subtle I’d almost forgotten—until she mentioned them. I gave her a coy, knowing smile. “Absolutely. Your gift is exquisite. As for your dress code… every instruction followed, to the letter.”

“Oh, to be young again,” Josie sighed theatrically, her lips curving into a wicked little smirk. “With a deliciously tight pussy—so much easier to keep those toys nestled inside. Mine, well, after years of glorious torment, my cunt’s more suited to hosting those bloody snooker balls you were teasing about, rather than the dainty little gems you’re wearing now.”

Her candor was infectious, and suddenly laughter spilled from both of us, dissolving the leftover tension. It was as if we’d flipped a switch—no longer two strangers entrenched in a game of wills, but two women relaxing into the gentle lull of Sunday flirtation, our earlier lascivious edge set aside for the moment.

She asked about my time at university, and I shared small, easy details, sipping my cider. In return, Josie divulged stories about her cake business, her voice warm and proud as she described its sweet success. The air grew scented with the tang of Pimms and drifting smoke, and there was a quiet thrill in simply sitting across from another woman who understood the language of shared secrets.

Time stretched, the afternoon melting around us, and I was blushing from more than just the cider—though with each sip, my head swam a little lighter. Our two-thirty lunch was forgotten as conversation pressed on, tumbling over laughter and confessions; three o’clock found me tipsy, delight jolting through every nerve, and my hunger shifting from food to curiosity about Josie’s other, more private revelations.

As inevitably as if pulled by gravity, the topic turned to Gina. I seized the chance to air a question that lingered in the pit of my stomach, more out of intrigue than worry. “You and she clearly talk about me a lot,” I said, my gaze fixed on the rim of my cider glass. “Odd, isn’t it? That she barely ever mentioned you before—just sort of tossed your name out there the other day.”

Josie’s tone gentled, the playful “darlings” and “sweeties” of earlier replaced by something honest, almost vulnerable. “Gina and I—we go back such a long way. She tells me everything, absolutely no secrets between us. I suppose you know about her rather colorful past? Well, I was there alongside her for most of it—and more besides, these days. I promise, when the time comes, I’ll fill you in. But yes, darling, she’s certainly talked about you. Not just while you’ve been living with her, either. She confessed to me ages ago—first time she laid eyes on you and Andrew, she was desperate to have you. Couldn’t get you out of her head, actually. So when things… shifted for you both, well, as her closest confidante, I heard every sordid, delicious detail.”

I wasn’t remotely shocked; Gina’s insistent, seductive energy hadn’t exactly been subtle, especially that first morning in her shower. “I get it,” I said softly. “With the upheaval I brought, she needed someone she could vent to. Sorry that job fell to you. It’s just strange—she’s told me all sorts of stories about Jen and Mel, even little things. Hardly a word about you, just that we’d hit it off.”

At this, Josie groaned and put her fingers up to her ears, her eyes screwed shut as if bracing herself. “God, I know exactly what’s coming,” she teased, and her voice was threaded with resigned amusement. “I bet whatever she shared about me involved some mortifying story about a lavatory door and a gale-force wind. It always does.”

My fingers fluttered to my lips, the bubbling laughter almost slipping free. “‘Bangs like a shithouse door in a hurricane,’ isn't that what she said?” The words tasted deliciously wicked, and the memory of Gina’s irreverent humor sent a shiver down my spine.

The laughter spilled between us, bright and warm, until I arrested it with a sudden conspiratorial stare. I leaned in, my gaze sharp and teasing as I jabbed my finger at her across our scattered glasses. “That better be the honest truth, Josie...” My voice dropped, low and deliciously dangerous.

She ducked behind her hand, a soft blush painting her cheeks as she peered at me through parted fingers; the veneer of debauched confidence slipping to reveal something bashful, almost girlish beneath. “Oh Bethany, I’m afraid it’s all true. Every scandalous detail. I have no shame in admitting it.”

I flopped back into my seat, performing a theatrical wipe across my brow, the gesture playful, a secret between us. “That’s a relief. I’d hate to think I’d been brought into this den of iniquity under false pretenses. So why so little mention of you, Josie, if you and Gina go way back? You’re hardly a wallflower.”

She gave me a lazy, knowing glance, her lips quirking. “Are you asking if I was one of those prim little lunch brigade types? Hardly my crowd, darling. Gina and I found each other in London a lifetime ago. Those other girls—they’re sweet, but a little too vanilla for my appetite. Gina and I—well, we cut our teeth on midnight parties, lost weekends, secrets whispered behind locked doors.” She took a long sip of her drink, eyes lingering on me, intimate and charged. “Blade Runner, remember? ‘I’ve seen things you people wouldn’t believe.’ That’s us, Bethany. Except we didn’t just see them—we did them. Did them until we burned.”

Those wicked green eyes lingered on me, their gaze heavy, dragging my mind deliciously back to things I ached to hear. She let the pause bloom between us, seductive and full of promise. “But after everything Gina’s told me, you belong among us. The things you’ve done—darling, they’re exhilarating. Once you two got past that adorable drama, Gina always planned for us to meet. I just wanted to turn up the heat, see what I could awaken in you. Maybe I’m getting more depraved as the years go by.” She lifted her glass, the clink sharp and celebratory against my cider. “To us—our decadent little circle. I’m grateful for whatever storms brought you both back together. Gina rang me yesterday, breathless about her party, and said you’d be at loose ends today.” She gestured, a slow circuit between us, languid and full of meaning. “And so, here we are.”

I raised my glass in answer, feeling the buzz of cider coil through my veins, my head full of heat and sparkling disbelief. “It’s madness, Josie. My whole summer has been a delirious freefall. One moment I was drowning in darkness, the next — soaring, untouchable. I feel like I haven’t touched down since.”

Her smile softened, drawing me deeper into her orbit. For a heartbeat her gaze sharpened, pinning me quietly. “It’s like finding your tribe, isn’t it? Like walking into a room at Uni and realizing you finally belong. You might have taken your time, but now you’ve found your people in dull little Amberdown. You’re one of us.”

Then a gravity tugged at her, the mood shifting with a whispered promise of something serious. “Speaking of yesterday, when Gina called, can I ask you something? Promise, I won’t kill our vibe — I still have shameless plans for you, darling — but if you’ll indulge me a few minutes, there’s a bigger picture you need to understand.”

An uneasy flicker curled through me, but my bravado held out. I tipped my glass and swallowed deep, the rush sweet and bold on my tongue. “I’ve been battered by drama since I arrived, Josie. I can take whatever you’ve got left to throw at me.”

Josie’s laughter was low and sultry, curling around us like a secret. “No joke, darling—promise. I think you’ll actually want to hear this. It might make a few things click.” She struck a match, the little flare reflecting in her mischievous green eyes, and slipped another cigarette between her lips before offering the pack my way. I hesitated, then decided against it, reaching into my bag for my vape instead. The familiar rush soothed me, and I exhaled a soft cloud, clinging to sanity and routine in the midst of all this.

“Sensible woman,” Josie purred, her scarlet-tipped fingers caressing her own Marlboro. Her gaze was dangerously direct as she continued, “So, Gina tells me you’ve been a bit preoccupied—what with her being, let’s see, how do I put this without you losing your mind? Your father’s most recent lover?”

Groaning, I yanked the brim of my hat down so low it nearly covered my blotchy cheeks, burying my face in my hands. “Oh bloody hell, please, anything but that! I swear I’ll do anything—just don’t make me talk about it, Josie.” My voice shook with a strange mix of anxiety and hysterical amusement, barely above a whisper but enough to draw glances from a few curious patrons.

Josie merely inhaled her cigarette and kept going, unfazed by my distress. “Listen, Bethany, you won’t have to worry about it much longer. Would you just let me explain?” Her words dangled, thick with promise and secrets.

My heart gave a jolt, uncertainty thrumming beneath my skin. Reluctantly, I straightened my hat, dragged fiercely on my vape, and gulped the last of my drink, giving her an all-right-get-on-with-it nod.

Then it poured out of her, breathless and honest. “Your dad—well, the Gina thing? It’s over. He’s decided it’s not quite working out with her. Not surprising—his attention span is famously short. I’d know, considering I had a very brief interlude with him myself, before Gina ever came into the picture. Anyway, he told her yesterday he’s seeing his PA, a girl called Justine, while he’s off on his business tour. Gina’s not even fazed, if anything she’s relieved. She’s away until Wednesday, so, as her best mate, she asked me to be the bearer of news—since fate brought us together today.”

My mind spun, every nerve ending twanging. A single minute with Josie and she’d packed a whole year’s worth of drama into the space between drinks. I needed a moment—to breathe, to process, to exist beyond this torrential downpour of revelations. I took a shuddering drag on my vape, emptying my glass with shaking hands. Rising from my seat, the hem of my dress hitched up my thigh, and for a feverish second—the absence of panties made my skin tingle. My mind reeled at the thought: who’d gotten a glimpse of what lay beneath? The risk, the exposure, sent an involuntary thrill flickering through me, making everything suddenly, recklessly alive.

“Josie, I just—hold on. I need a drink. Something stronger, I think.” The words tumbled out as I tore the hat from my head, tossing it onto the table, sunglasses landing on top with a nervous clatter. My glass was empty and my need for escape pulsed hot beneath my skin. I barely waited for Josie’s answer—she shook her head with that knowing look, cigarette poised between painted lips—and then I was moving, nearly sprinting along the garden path, the secret ache of my Venus balls thrilling inside me with every stride, a delicious reminder that exquisite pleasure waited somewhere beyond this sticky drama.

For a heady, wicked moment I wanted to walk out, abandon the tangle of broken relationships and hunched shoulders and simply drown in skin and heat and reckless abandon. Instead, I braced myself at the bar, voice steady as I ordered: “Vodka and tonic, please. And a cider, for outside.” My hands trembled as I found a quiet, shadowed corner, thighs pressed together to savor secret friction, and texted Gina in a sharp burst of furious longing and confusion.

G, what the actual fuck? Since when do I find out about you and Dad from someone who isn’t you? B

The phone burned in my palm as I knocked back half the vodka, heat flooding in my chest. Relief struck when Gina’s name lit up my screen and her calm, clear voice swept through the static in my head, soothing the ache with that inimitable self-possession.

“I’m so sorry, Beth. Really. I only found out yesterday—barely an hour before the party. I knew something was up for ages, but I kept hoping I was imagining it, you know? When he told me… God, I just thought, ‘What the hell?’ Josie offered to break it to you in person since I’m away, and I figured a cold phone call wouldn’t cut it.”

As Gina unpacked the whole sordid saga, I slid deeper into the velvet quiet of the corner, my body taut and straining between relief and anticipation. It was over. The secret tension that knotted us together—my father’s latest fixation, her restraint—had snapped, clean and final. For the first time in weeks, I felt something crack open inside me: uncoiling freedom, liquid and warm, as if all our unspoken cravings could finally spill over without shame or guilt.

Now it made sense: the vague evasions, the dwindling calls, the quick end to their midnight Skype sessions—he’d already checked out, drawn to Justine’s cool, professional hunger on his tour. Typical Dad, always ducking out, breaking news through the shield of a phone rather than risk a difficult gaze. For Gina, the truth was a rush of liberation, light on her tongue, driving her deeper into her own delights. In the afterglow she’d called Josie, tying up the circle I hadn’t known I was spinning in, letting me see the mechanics behind every awkward conversation, every sidelong look.

I sipped the rest of my vodka, feeling the deliciously illicit pressure inside me and the bittersweet promise of what the rest of the day might bring. For the first time, there was nothing stopping us—no tangled obligations, no shadows hanging over our hands when they strayed where they shouldn’t. I wanted to taste what freedom really meant.

Oh, Christ, I really was my father’s daughter, wasn’t I? Was desire and restlessness stitched into my DNA so deeply I’d never wriggle free? Maybe my mother’s gentle softness quietly diluted the wandering craving in me. Sure, I skipped about, sampling this and that, but I treasured the people I belonged to. My loyalty ran deep, even if my hungers sometimes fizzed beneath the surface.

I tipped the last cool tumble of vodka into my mouth and felt the sharp burn slide down my throat. With my cider in hand and my emotions just barely contained, I headed back out towards the sunlight and the garden’s chatter, my pulse thrumming with new relief. The nerves I’d harbored about what might unravel at summer’s end began to loosen, dissolving like sugar in gin—finally, none of it mattered anymore.

Halfway across the pub floor, I halted—stunned. A laugh burst free from my lips before I could help it. That unmistakable, bright clatter rang out overhead: the xylophone’s metallic chime, eerily familiar, echoing out of the speakers. That song—our song from university days, the one we murdered repeatedly at rehearsals, pining to squeeze into sweaty gigs but never quite fitting. Now, here it was, swirling around me in this unlikely place, both a comfort and a cosmic joke.

Picture this: center of the Cricketer’s Arms, a pint of cider cold against my palm, those treacherously delightful Venus balls snug inside, my body humming with every step. Just a green dress, barely brushing my thighs, nothing beneath but my heated skin, and shoes that made me feel wicked and exposed. I’d just learned my forty-one-year-old lover wasn’t tangled up with my father anymore. Who the hell’s life was this?

And as if the universe wanted to score my confusion, Radiohead’s No Alarms and No Surprises played over the sound system. Thom Yorke’s plaintive voice slid around me, singing, “A heart that’s full up like a landfill.” I had to smirk—cheers, Thom. Could any lyric possibly spell out my tangled heart better? I wasn’t sure how much more fullness or chaos I could contain.

So I sashayed out to the wild green, sunglasses dancing in my hand, pressing the cider to my lips as I softly harmonized along, Thom and me in our private duet. My absence must have stretched longer than I realized.

Josie was wrapping up a call, her face slightly slackened by shock. “That was Gina. Oh, sweet thing, I just wanted to help. Are you alright, darling?”

I reached out for her, steady and soft, a smile curling on my lips. “I’m good, Josie. Really. Thank you for being brave enough to tell me—all’s well now, no more secrets.” Slipping my arm around her waist, I nuzzled closer as we strode towards the promise of food and fresh starts. “Come on, sweetie, I’m absolutely ravenous.”

They tucked us into a little booth meant for two—a wise move, considering what the meal soon stirred between us. The restaurant hummed quietly, most patrons tucking themselves away outside to bask in the golden spill of summer. I swapped to Coke, already tipsy enough to feel the world tilt; I’d be lost if I kept up the pace.

Josie nursed her mineral water, but there was a mischievous glint in her eyes—a signal I knew well. As we slid into our seats, she leaned over, whispering, “Off to powder my nose!” and slipped away. When she returned, her cheeks bore a sultry pink flush and a secret. Under the table, her hand pressed something discreetly into my palm—a tiny vial, snowy white and glinting wickedly. With only the flicker of her gaze towards the toilets, I knew precisely what she meant. I quietly slid it back into her hand—unspoken, electric, and promising.

Her eyebrow arched in that wicked, knowing way. “Hmm, Gina said you and her were….” She mimed taking a long, languorous drag on a joint, eyes sparkling as she watched me.

I nodded at the vial she was tucking discreetly back into the depths of her bag. “That powder? I’ve only ever tried it twice, and honestly, I don't trust myself even a little bit with it. My personality is too drawn to trouble, to things that burn too hot. I can’t play with fire, Josie, not with that. University is hard enough as it is.”

Memories flared—Allie and I one night, daring each other, wild hearts racing. Then Alice at that tattoo session, her mischievous smile as she pressed it into my hand. Our oath was mutual. Never again. We shared the same kind of recklessness, the same magnetic pull to excess. I might be impulsive, frequently teetering over the edge, but somewhere within me, a kernel of reason remains.

Josie’s sapphire gaze softened with understanding. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have assumed. Good for you, though. Gina’s been off it for years herself—she’s got little patience for it now.”

I let out a throaty laugh. “Given the hell she gave me about smoking? Oh, I believe it.”

With a salacious grin, Josie’s eyes clouded briefly with nostalgia. “God, back in the day, Gina and I—once we snorted the stuff off a Viscount’s cock. She could inhale as much as any of the boys. But I slowed down, and she quit when she gave up cigarettes. She tried ditching wine too, but that was one vice too many. We both had to rein ourselves in or who knows where we’d have ended up.”

My mind was still playing with images of Josie and Gina, wild and decadent, when the waitress slipped over, pen poised, ready for our orders. Josie requested ribs—insisting, with a sly look, on two finger bowls. I hadn’t even glanced at the menu, so I went with a classic burger, my go-to in unfamiliar territory. As the waitress drifted away, I became hyperaware, adrenaline curling through my veins—a familiar tease inside me.

Suddenly, I felt a sly, insistent pressure at the hem of my skirt. The unspoken challenge was on again—electric and unyielding.

A delicate, perfectly pedicured foot glided along the inside of my thigh, slow and purposeful. Josie watched me through hooded eyes, her hand propped under her chin, the barest hint of a smile curling her lips. I let my hand fall under the table, stroking her dainty foot, marveling at how perfectly her touch fit me. Her sheer tights teased my skin, making me ache. I guided her foot further, coaxing the padded curve of her big toe to graze over my pussy lips, slick and hot with anticipation. The pressure was exquisite.

Josie’s eyes darted round, checking for curious glances. Confident that we hadn’t been discovered, she cupped her own pert breast, squeezing it firmly through her dress—a silent, wicked invitation. The shared indecency sent a thrill through me.

Never breaking eye contact, I mirrored her, palm pressing into my breast, the fabric yielding under my touch. Josie’s toes pressed harder, the smaller ones sliding along my clit in the most deliciously forbidden way. The subtle, steady rhythm of the balls inside me pushed me closer—the sensation right on the edge of unbearable.

I glanced down discreetly, reassured by the tablecloth, our secret safe yet so public. Looking up, Josie’s lips formed the wanton words I ached to hear: “I want to fuck you.” My heart ricocheted in my chest. I grabbed her foot, drawing it even deeper between my thighs, hungry for every inch of contact, and felt her toe nudge the tiny pleasure toys teasing me mercilessly.

My core tightened, anticipation mounting. This was wicked, reckless—utterly irresistible.

The waitress glided over, carefully setting down the fragrant ribs, utterly unaware of the delicious secret happening under her nose. If only she knew: to her left sat a striking redhead with her big toe skillfully nestled inside the slick heat between my thighs. The girl serving us was sweet, probably just past twenty, all softness and shyness; far too tender, I thought, to even imagine the twisted hunger playing out right beneath her hands.

My stomach growled, the scent of sticky sauce teasing me. I reached for a rib, longing for something mundane and satisfying, but Josie pressed her foot deeper, her movement abrupt and sharper this time—her toenail scraping, just enough pain to bite back a gasp. My breath hitched, startled. A swift smack landed on my wrist, halting its path.

With a wicked smirk Josie leaned in, her voice a hush of heat, “The game’s resumed, Bethany. Did I say you could eat?”

I shook my head, grateful we’d broken free of heavy conversation and drifted fully into this game of secrets. As if rewarding me, Josie slowly withdrew her deliciously tormenting toe, sliding it up and down my glistening, swollen lips, coaxing soft shudders from deep in my core. I clung to the table’s edge, fingers aching, pulsing.

Her eyes glimmered with command. “Aren’t you going to give me my aperitif, Bethany?”

My fingers trembled as I gestured to the plate, unable to hide my need. “Help yourself.”

She arched an eyebrow, seduction dripping from every syllable. “That’s just the starter. I want my special little amuse bouche first. And you do too.” Her hand vanished under the tablecloth. Her breath came short and fluttery, a sexy catch in her throat. Lower still, she worked her hidden magic—her mouth parted, eyelashes fluttering, a fleeting, helpless moan escaping as I heard that unmistakable click of beads colliding.

Realization dawned as she drew her hand toward me, palm full—her Venus balls, brilliant blue, glistening with her musky slickness, heavier and fuller than mine. She’d told the truth. She dangled them by the cord, offering them to me like a delicious midnight dare.

I risked a glance around: no one even glanced our way, the big family table too tangled in their drama to suspect the depravity unraveling here. I lifted the first ball to my lips. Her scent was arousing, animal and raw. The taste that met my tongue was intoxicating—salty, intimate, utterly, unmistakably Josie. My tongue swirled over the smooth surface, slow and purposeful, cleaning one, then the other, savoring her as if I were the one feasting. She watched me from across the table, her eyes burning, fixed solely on my mouth.

Satisfied, I returned her treasure, sliding them towards her as she slipped them back inside herself, her leggings pulled taut over her hips, eyes fluttering in bliss. My own desire throbbed, slick and insistent, so I let my hand wander beneath my skirt, seeking the cord that nestled between my folds. With a practiced tug, I felt the exquisite, wet pop as my own set came free, leaving my thighs slick and trembling.

Brave now, I swept the balls up and slid them across the polished wood towards Josie. Now it was her turn to watch as I presented my own offering, grinning through breathless anticipation. “I’ve heard ’96 was a good year…”

"Mmm, there's a certain vibrant immaturity here, a touch of wildness that's impossibly enticing," Josie murmured, her voice rich with mischief as she swirled my glistening Venus Balls between her fingers—her eyes alight with wicked delight. "Hints of oysters, an undercurrent of briny sea air mingling with something lush and primitive… A suggestion of the freshest catch straight off wet marble. Château Cunt-de-Beth '96 could prove exquisite once properly matured," she teased, her tongue lingering far too long over my name.

I had to bite my lip to keep from grinning—her irreverence made my blood quicken. "Pleased you approve," I answered, sending the words with a sultry smile, as she licked away the last trace of my secret essence on the toy. When she handed them back—polished clean with her mouth—I accepted the offering like something precious and slid them back inside me, careful and slow, feeling the faint after-tremor of her lips against my skin. The simple act of reinserting them, knowing her mouth had been there seconds before, made everything suddenly slick and tense between my thighs.

We washed our fingers together, the warm water from the bowls swirling aromatic traces of us away, and set to the demolished ribs with hunger that felt just as primal. Meat, sauce, bones—everything tasted richer, dirtier, because we had that kind of secret simmering just below the surface while the world bustled around us, blind.

The waitress returned, balancing our burgers, but Josie leaned in dangerously close, her eyes deliciously bright. "Gina told me you ride," she murmured, nodding meaningfully toward my lap. I flushed, my grin turning conspiratorial—thinking of those balls rolling and trembling within me as I bounced in the saddle. Josie clearly pictured the same depravity; the heat between us flared.

"We ought to do that together," I said, dipping my gaze into hers. And God, her answering smile could have scorched the tablecloth.

"We absolutely will, Bethany," Josie promised, voice thick as honey, fingers playing with her hair in that way that made everything seem like a dare. "And we'll ride real horses too. My darling Sasha is solid as a rock—she'll make a wonderful partner for you."

The games paused while we devoured our main courses—our appetites for food nearly as overwhelming as the tension humming beneath the table. Eager for another taste of her, and emboldened by her mention of galloping pleasures, I steered the conversation to her riding photos I’d seen on Facebook—the way she straddled the horse with such practiced ease, the cigarette holder tilted just so, turning her into a vision straight out of a black-and-white fantasy. She came alive with stories—a hint of humility colored with pride—as she recounted her early days: lingerie shoots and elegant salons, long gloves and teasing stares, the cool slide of latex, the way leather hugged her curves. Her voice lowered as she recounted how it began—tiny jobs for a catering company, which led to freelance modeling, and how soon that led her into the world of glamour and soft-core erotic work. She spoke of holding herself for the camera, sometimes paired with another beautiful girl.

Her words deepened, thick with memory, as she recalled one evening after a sultry photo shoot—sipping drinks with a model friend who divided her time between flashbulbs and London escort agency parties. That night, Georgina Harcourt swept in, elegant and wild, and the connection between them was instant—electrifying. A blur of laughter, reckless stories, and cocaine, awakening something in Josie that defied the ordinary.

From then on, Gina pulled her into the hidden world of decadent parties—sometimes booking her with the agency, always treasuring her distinct, fearless edge. Before long, Josie relocated to Amberdown, drawn by the promise of secrecy and freedom. Gina followed, swept up by the town’s possibilities, and together their adventures only deepened.

As our plates were cleared and the lingering flavors of lunch teased my tongue, Josie leaned in, voice low and promising more that would have to wait, her eyes glinting with mischief. With a sly smile, she ordered strawberries for dessert—and insisted I join her, the corners of her mouth curving as if privy to a bawdy joke I was only just about to be let in on. Another round in our delicious seduction, I guessed. The anticipation hovered between us like sultry perfume.

Certain of what she had planned, my pulse thrummed insistently in my throat as I ordered a steaming Americano, my hands trembling just so beneath the tablecloth. The wicked sensation of her big toe—slick, insistent—pressing deeply inside my hungry sex made it nearly impossible to concentrate. I longed to stroke her in return, to wrap my toes around her clit and make her squirm, but my shoes—thick, corked heels buckled tight around my ankles—and her body-clinging leggings rendered me helpless. I could have cursed her for not giving me precise instructions—how was I to participate? Instead, I sat there at her mercy, wet and wanting, aching for every move.

Soon the waitress arrived with our glossy, plump strawberries and my dark, steaming coffee, eyes darting between us as if she could sense something illicit crackling in the air. We immediately requested the bill, eager to avoid any more interruptions—nothing but urgent looks and knowing smiles exchanged as we slid the fruit between our lips, fingers sticky with juice, eyes locked. Our desire, masked only by the thinning veil of propriety, emboldened us with every shared mouthful. The thrill of nearly being caught, of perhaps being watched, only added to the prickling intensity of it all.

Josie adamantly insisted on paying for lunch, her voice edged with promise. “All I want is for you to show me you’ve earned it... later.” Her words pooled hot between my thighs.

God, did I ever earn that lunch?

When we finally finished, she pressed a dainty strand of beads into my palm—a subtle, wicked smile tugging at her lips—her gaze a silent command. She nodded toward the ladies room. “I’ll be in the garden, just one last cigarette, then...” She punctuated the unfinished thought with a look so loaded with longing and mischief that it made my heart hitch. Gina herself couldn't have delivered it better.

I obeyed, slipping away with the beads clutched in my hand, anticipation rendering me shaky as I locked myself into a stall, gathering my skirt up around my hips before guiding each glossy bead inside me—one by one—letting the coolness, the fullness, electrify me. Little tassels dangled front and back now, tickling with every shift, my body already alight with need for her touch.

By the time I returned, she was on the phone—a final, tingling shiver at my back passage where the beads nestled, the tassels between my thighs whispering against my skin. “Ten minutes, great. See you then.” She ended the call and turned her attention to me, her tone smooth as velvet. “Taxi will be here soon.”

I sank down beside her, tortured by the delicious pressure inside me, trying to maintain a casual conversation while wanting nothing more than her hands on my body. She smoked lazily, the burn of her cigarette mirrored in the ache inside me, teasing me with every exhale, every arch of her brow, every flick of ash. Her phone finally chimed—our ride was waiting.

The taxi arrived. As we climbed into the back, she bent toward the driver. “Sycamore Drive… no, Avenue?” Something unspoken passed between us. I hesitated, my confusion plain. Weren’t we going to hers? I searched her face, reading her intentions like braille with my pulse hammering in my throat.

I confirmed the address, adding the house number for the driver, but turned back to her with a helpless shrug, silently shrugging—‘What the fuck?’

She stared out the window, ice calm, lips barely moving, her voice a whisper meant for only me. “You’ll understand soon. The game is still on.”

Chapter Four – Pleasure and Pain

My knees pressed into the expanse of Gina’s bed, plush and vast beneath me, making balance a test in itself. Every muscle in my thighs ached deliciously as I wrestled to stay straight, my hands clasped together with a Velcro restraint—soft but unyielding. Around my throat, supple leather cradled my pulse, the familiar collar a whisper against my skin—Gina’s favorite, unmistakably, and now Josie’s tool for tonight. Naked, utterly exposed, I’d shed the last scraps of clothing, surrendering completely to this moment.

A chrome chain—cool, unyielding—snaked from the collar, climbing upward and glinting in the evening light. Josie had fastened it to a silver ring set into the headboard above me, keeping me upright and straining. The length was calculated so I was forced to extend my neck, spine pulled taut; just enough pressure so that submission thrummed through my veins, but with the sly comfort of safety. If I faltered, if I toppled, there would be no real danger. Even with my wrists bound, slipping the collar free was child’s play—if I wanted to.

But I didn’t want to. That was the point. The helpless thrill of being restrained, body and will, sent a feverish pulse through me that no freedom could match.

A tremor shivered through me—a hot, electric memory of Josie’s slow, ruthless fingers, those love beads she’d teased from my bottom one by one after we slipped inside, laughter still echoing from the cab. She’d guided me upstairs, so in control, refusing all hesitance. The rules now were unspoken and absolute—I wasn’t allowed to speak. Her glance had told me: the playfulness was finished. This was the real game, and I was desperate for her cruelty.

She’d begun with feather-light kisses that left me shaking, peeling me out of my dress like she was unwrapping something precious. Her hands were everywhere—expert, deliberate—shoving me to the mattress’s edge before spreading my legs wide. “Hold them up for me,” she murmured, her breath ragged with hunger. I obeyed instantly, gripping under my thighs, rolling my hips back and baring everything to her as the cool air prickled my skin.

Her strip tease was poetry—each gesture slow, deliberate. She tugged her yellow top over her head, skin flushed and freckled as sunlight. Then her glossy black leggings slithered off, leaving only a set of sheer, intricate lingerie—black lace that accented her curves and wicked intentions. They looked expensive, luxurious—Caldwell, maybe—certainly something chosen to torment me.

Her hands smoothed over her own body, stroking her small, pert breasts, a sly smile curving her mouth as she squeezed them. Against her creamy skin, the faint lines of her tan glowed golden, proof of afternoons spent sunbathing in bold defiance of her fair complexion. Her hair—flaming, unapologetic—formed a wild halo, and as she peeled away her bra and panties, I feasted on every detail. Her breasts were slightly fuller than my own, tipped with piercings—neat little bars gleaming. And lower, her navel flashed with a pearl, another secret jewel winking from her sex—her lips adorned with a glistening stud, bolder than anything I’d dared.

I admired her, wanting to taste every inch. Her pubic hair was a perfect copper triangle, matching the tumble of curls that framed her face—a redhead from head to toe, and no question about it. Jealousy and longing tangled in my stomach; my own body art felt suddenly tame by comparison—three tattoos, rings through my nipples, but no more, never again.

She squeezed her breasts, watching me squirm, pride and wickedness burning in her gaze. I wanted nothing more than to wrap my lips around that pearl between her thighs, to lick her until she lost control, screaming my name as she shattered. The anticipation burned hotter than fire, and I ached to please her, hopelessly captive and hungry for her next command.

Josie’s fingers curled delicately around my ankle, her nails grazing my skin as she traced the vibrant ink of my little hummingbird, flying forever beneath my hipbone. “Exquisite,” she murmured, the heat in her eyes matched only by the soft press of her lips to my tattoo. The brush of her kiss sent tingles darting up my core, making me shiver, helpless in her grasp.

Releasing me with deliberate care, she turned away, lifting that wild red hair to expose the elegant curve at the nape of her neck. There, just beneath the tumble of copper curls, a finely inked butterfly spread its wings across her pale flesh—fragile, yet bold. A Painted Lady. The symbolism was deliciously perfect for her.

She let the fiery locks fall, turning her gaze on me. “Do you like it?” she purred.

I could barely breathe, desire coiling tighter with every impossible second. “It’s beautiful,” I gasped, honesty trembling in my voice. I wanted her—the butterfly, her lips, her everything. “I want to kiss it too.” My legs trembled from the effort of keeping them raised, slick from need, clenching hard around the fullness inside me—I was desperate for her touch, for anything.

She granted my unspoken plea, but not as I’d expected. Instead, with devilish patience, Josie knelt between my open thighs, her green eyes wicked. Without warning, she slipped the cord of the love beads between her teeth, tugging with a slow, pretty cruelty. Each bead eased from my body with a sweet, sharp pop, and I bit my lip to smother a cry, my back arching despite the collar’s tug. Her eyes never left mine, savoring every tremor, every gasp.

When the last bead spilled from me, she parted her lips, letting the string tumble sensually to the sheets, her mouth glistening with my arousal. But she wasn’t finished—her hunger was riotous. Josie seized the second string, the one attached to the deep pulsing Venus balls, trapping it between her white teeth. She wrenched her head back and the spheres surged free all at once. I barely heard my own sharp moan—just the needy slap of her hair and the delicious release as the balls left me, leaving my empty, aching cunt clenching for more.

With relentless need in her eyes, she tossed the Venus balls aside, grasped my legs more firmly, and forced me further apart, baring me completely. She loosed a low, raw cry—something primal and possessive—before burying her face between my thighs. Her mouth met my soaking sex with ravenous abandon, her tongue pushing deep, nose nudging my clit, lips and teeth playing me with unmatched, greedy precision. I sobbed, legs falling to her shoulders as she ate me with hungry moans, her breath blowing cool one moment and searing the next.

Josie’s lips suctioned my swollen folds, tugging them through and letting go so they snapped back, each time leaving my aching pussy slicker, pinker, hungrier. Her face was soaked with my lust, her hair tickling my thighs; I reached for her instinctively—my hands plunging into the soft red tumble of her curls—needing to clutch her to me, to hold her there forever.

Abruptly, she stopped, those wicked green eyes narrowing up at me, lips glistening with my wetness. “Did I say you could touch me?” she barked, that edge of dominance shivering through me.

Shame and wild need hit me in tandem. I tore my hands from her hair, resting them weakly on the bed. “No, Miss Napier-Jones. Beth apologizes.” My voice was pleading, desperate for her to continue.

Josie arched a fiery brow. “Is that good, Bethany? The way my tongue tastes you? Tell me, one word.”

It was impossible to think, let alone speak. My body burned. My release hovered just out of reach. “More!” I blurted, not caring how I sounded.

She shook her head, a mock pout on her lips, but her eyes sparkled with promise and cruel delight. “Not good enough. Now wait. Kneel in the centre—hands front, head high.” Her command was a whipcrack across my nerves. Obedience never tasted so sweet, nor restraint so excruciating.

Josie emerged from the bathroom, her face freshly damp, a towel gripped in her elegant hands as she regarded me with that sly, devastating smile. I knelt where she’d commanded—obedience thrumming through every nerve—my thighs spread, hands extended, breath trembling as I fought the ache for release. She glided closer, her gaze dropping deliberately to the slick, pulsing ache between my thighs, denying me the delicious undoing I craved. The air was thick with the remnants of her mouth and fingers—the wicked tension of being edged and left hungry, greedy, desperate for her touch again. My need was a physical ache, an ache that made me shiver with every heartbeat.

“That flavor lingers,” she murmured huskily, lips wet, eyes burning with amusement and hunger. “Better than I’d fantasized when I first tasted you. Later—” Her fingertip swept the air with a promise, making my body quake in anticipation. I whimpered, hating and loving the cruel tease of being left on that perfect, razor’s edge.

Then, in eerie silence, expert and unyielding, she secured cold chains around my wrists and ankles, fixing me in place, a plaything at the center of Gina’s sprawling bed. I glanced down, mortified but thrilled by the telltale wetness darkening the sheets beneath me—a shameless, glistening confession to my arousal as I knelt, alone and trembling, waiting for whatever torment Josie would bring next.

Without so much as a word, she strode to the mysterious keypad built discreetly into the wall and tapped a secret code. A heavy click echoed through the room; she gave me a wicked little wave and disappeared behind the forbidden doorway, leaving me caged in anticipation, my whole body straining for her return. The minutes crawled like hours—fifteen, I later counted—my thighs burning, calves tingling unpleasantly as the numbness spread and hunger twisted in my belly. My neck ached from holding my head high, but my mind kept spinning back, feverish and wild, to everything that had led us here.

And then, the door slid open with a soft hiss, and there she was.

Josie leaned languidly against the frame, transformed into something decadently lethal. Her curves were poured into a second skin of midnight latex, so sheer it glimmered beneath the dim light, gleaming with each slow, deliberate movement. Fire-red gloves hugged her arms and stopped at her elbows, taut and glossy—a brutal contrast against the obsidian cat suit. Those infamous boots swallowed her legs, patent leather stretched tight, laced so high they nearly grazed her thighs, and those heels—towering, audacious—made her legs endless, her dominance cold and inescapable. Only the barest, teasing glimpse of flesh showed, a strip of creamy thigh bracketed between boot and latex, daring my gaze lower.

The crop in her hand was a promise and a threat—a thick rubber handle anchored by a spill of leather tassels that she swept casually over her chest and down her hips, deliberately letting them slither across her own body. The quiet sizzle of sensuality in the air became a hum, primal and electric.

"Stand. Now." Her voice snapped, low and sharp, the tip of the crop slicing through the air like a conductor’s baton as she flicked her wrist, compelling me wordlessly. I obeyed on trembling legs, barely able to rise. Pain lanced through my calves as circulation returned—my shock and agony briefly eclipsing the ferocious, winding pressure between my hips. The collar bit into my throat, heavy and unyielding, a reminder that I was tangled in her game, her captive entirely.

Josie strode closer, her boots commanding the floor with each step, and this time, she didn’t need to threaten. “Unhook yourself,” she ordered quietly, authority threaded with silk and steel. “Stand down.” I fumbled with shaking hands, desperate to please her, desperate for whatever would come next.

Balancing on the waterbed was an exquisite ordeal in itself—the shifting, fluid surface beneath my feet turned every tiny movement into a slow-motion dance. It took all my concentration to steady myself, my muscles aching from the unfamiliar restraints. Raising my hands, still bound together, I gripped the cool metal ring dangling from the ceiling above. Strange—I’d never noticed it before, not even during my most fevered moments with Gina. With trembling hands, I managed to unhook the chain, letting it slip from my wrists in a slow, clinking descent before I stepped down from the bed’s soft, seductive waves and positioned myself at the side, head bowed demurely, the flush of anticipation warming my cheeks. It felt both ceremonial and deliciously vulnerable.

She closed the distance between us with slow, deliberate steps, her heels clicking with authority. Without a word, she fastened the chain to the ring on my hand restraints, securing me with almost tender precision. Her lips quirked into an approving smile.

“Good girl. No need to look terrified—this is all for the theatre of it.” With playful intent, she flicked that supple little whip across the curve of my backside. It was a kiss more than a threat, a promise curled in leather. “Behave, and you’ll find this can be very enjoyable—for both of us. I have no doubt you’ll be exquisite at obeying tonight.”

She tilted my chin up with her gloved fingers, the leather’s smoothness a decadent caress against my heated skin. The scent of it mingled with the faint sweetness of her perfume, intoxicating in its proximity. Her thumb stroked my cheek, and those impossibly green eyes met mine, erotic fire smoldering in their depths—darker, almost shining with hunger. Maybe she’d dipped into that secret vial again while out of sight, her gaze impossibly intense. She drew me into a kiss—slow, languid, exploratory—her lips igniting every nerve ending, her tongue languishing just behind her teeth, teasing me with hope and denial. I melted into the sensation, waiting for a sharper bite, craving it, but she kept the pace torturously gentle.

Her hand cradled my jaw, her words melting into my lips. “Sweet, precious Bethany. You’re about to discover the missing piece. You’ve been searching so hard, trying to piece together a puzzle you couldn’t even see. Gina wasn’t certain you were ready for all of this—but after what happened with Mike, she finally decided you could handle my particular brand of cruelty.”

She stepped away, graceful as a dancer, and swept her arm in a dramatic gesture towards that enigmatic, forbidden door—Gina’s secret passage.

Her smile curled, sugar-sweet but edged with steel as she cocked her head. “Bethany, let me officially invite you to what Gina and I so wickedly christened ‘The Panic Room.’”

Raising the whip, she let it linger in the air above her head, her voice suddenly sharp—electric with thrilling menace. “Now haul that gorgeous arse up those fucking stairs. If you dawdle, I won’t hesitate to decorate it with my mark.”

Chapter Five – The Panic Room

If I thought I was powerless with Gina’s shackles around my wrists and ankles, what I felt now surpassed that—need, fierce hunger, anticipation that throbbed between my legs. But underneath it all, a quiver of uncertainty; not pure fear, but its seductive cousin—trepidation.

We reached the top of the stairs, and another door barred our way. She halted me with a commanding touch to my shoulder. Without a word, she slid a blindfold over my eyes—a soft, teasing fabric, reminiscent of those so innocently given out on planes, but here suffused with promise. She laced her fingers around my arm and, helpless, I let her guide me through the doorway and into the unknown.

The blindfold vanished from my eyes, but the darkness was so complete it felt as if my senses had been heightened by the very absence of light. I was sitting—no, cradled—in a chair that seemed designed for surrender. Supple leather embraced every curve of my body, caressing my bare skin with sinful luxury. My head sank back into a pillow, the scent of rich leather thick in the air, mingling with the raw, musky anticipation pulsing between my thighs.

My arms were outstretched—unable to resist, unable to hide—pinned wide at my sides, each restrained with thick, sensual straps. Soft leather hugged my wrists, just tight enough to thrill, then again above my elbows, anchoring me completely. My legs, spread shamelessly open, were wrapped in matching restraints: one binding each trembling ankle, another high across my thighs, brazen in their intimacy. Bands at my neck and waist heightened the delicious vulnerability, each one a silent promise—there would be no escape, except into pleasure.

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t pretend. I was exposed, utterly at her mercy, and the rush of arousal nearly rendered me dizzy. Every part of my body tingled—doe-eyed and helpless, and aching for her touch.

A blush of light swelled, painting the lines of Josie in the darkness before me—a queen in her throne, poised and exquisite, her silhouette unmistakable. She raised a cigarette holder to lips in an impossibly elegant gesture, exuding that teasing, untouchable glamour I remembered from her portrait. The cherry glowed crimson as she inhaled, lips slightly parted, eyes glinting cool amusement. I felt the chair shift beneath me, the padded seat angling—lifting my torso upright so my breasts were bared for her gaze, yet keeping my lower half fixed, anchored, needy.

Through a haze of smoke, Josie’s soft, taunting voice curled toward me. “Just so you know, Bethany, Gina’s ban does not reach this sanctuary. What kind of mistress,” she purred, exhaling a slow ribbon above my skin, “would be caught without her signature flourish?” She waved the holder lazily, every movement practiced, devastatingly confident.

The lights brightened, revealing a world built around restrained yearning and decadent discipline. Straps, beams, and mysterious implements stood in silent witness all around me, their shapes casting perfectly wicked shadows. I shivered at the sight—my body splayed, helpless, every heartbeat echoing in my ears. Between Josie and I, something bulky loomed, indistinct—a secret yet to be revealed.

Josie’s next words sent my pulse racing—stories of covert planning, of afternoons spun with whispered fantasies and hard work. “The final piece in our puzzle, darling,” she crooned, her voice wrapping around me as if it, too, were a binding. “This room is our masterpiece. Gina and I toiled, building our collection in secret, dreaming, perfecting. Her loft became a temple, a place for the kind of worship few are privileged to experience.” She smiled, dark and knowing. “This is for us—and now, for you. Only a chosen handful have tasted its delights.”

The overhead lights glowed brighter still; Josie took a slow, deliberate draw, lips wrapped around the holder as she basked in the moment. She advanced, her heels clicking on the hardwood—a cat closing in on her captive prey. She pressed her gloved palm to my bound knee, the buttery leather electricity against my oversensitized flesh. My skin burned at her touch, and I couldn’t help it—my body arched as far as the restraints would allow, a whimper trembling on my lips, craving her, desperate for anything she’d give—or take.

Her words slipped through the shadows, smooth and practiced, laced with wicked delight. “You know, when Gina first drew me into her deliciously decadent circles—those parties she used to throw, years ago—I discovered I wasn’t just good at this…” She swept her elegant cigarette holder through the air, velvet-gloved hand catching the light, “…I absolutely craved it. It’s as if I was made for this—fashioned for the exquisite art of pleasure and restraint.”

She paused, her lips curling around her next confession, delivering it straight to my thudding heart. “I won’t bore you with every delicious detail, darling—suffice to say, Gina and I are now partners in indulgence. Believe me, there is a hunger simmering just beneath the sleepy veneer of this town. Secret appetites, suppressed needs. All they require is the gentlest prod, the barest whisper, and the cravings rush to the surface.” Josie’s eyes glinted with knowing mischief. “No advertisements. Just whispers and invitations, passed from mouth to eager mouth. It’s perfect here: isolated, fortified by a thick cocoon of steel and silence. Gina’s father was… an issue, yes, a bump we had to smooth,” she drawled, her voice turning wicked, “but now the path is clear. Very soon, pleasure and pain will have their playground.”

Josie prowled closer until her leather-clad thighs brushed my bound knee. She pulled hard on the cigarette, the cherry tip burning as if it mirrored her intentions. Then, locking her gaze to mine, she exhaled a stream of silvery smoke directly at me—a slow, sinuous serpent of heat and haze. The scented fog wrapped around my face, my lashes fluttering as my eyes prickled. I refused her the satisfaction of a cough; instead, I drew the smoke into my lungs, savoring its burn, and sent it swirling back toward her—my silent defiance, my sparks against the chains.

She closed the minimal distance between us, her lips grazing mine, cigarette dangling from her fingers. Hungry, trembling, I ran my tongue along the line of her lower lip, tasting leather and burnt sugar. Josie pulled away, a satisfied tremor in her laughter. “And so concludes our little prelude, darling Bethany,” she purred, straightening, her scarlet-gloved hand waving dismissively. “Here at the Panic Room, we trust tonight will linger long in your memory.” She swept elegantly back to her stool, the flicker of her red hair and teasing, backward glance promising a thousand dark possibilities. She taunted, “Now, my dear—scream if you want to go faster.”

With that, Josie reached for a gleaming something perched beside her—the anticipation grinding knots behind my navel. She strutted back toward me, her laughter bubbly and sharp as champagne over ice. “But let’s not rush—the real fun is in the waiting, in how badly I’m going to drive you wild before I even think about letting you have what you want. And Bethany, what I want is to hear you beg for more.”

Her lips pressed impossibly close to my ear, her breath all promise and peril. “You see, your lovely rings,”—her gloved fingers nudged the cool metal in my nipples, sending a sizzle straight through my core—“those are a marvelous shortcut. Otherwise I’d have to wrangle with those fiddly clamps.” She smirked, delighting in my involuntary shiver as she applied just enough pressure—first left, then right—to make my breath catch, each tiny tug an exquisite torment, a delicious agony that hummed all the way down to my toes.

My gaze followed the delicate glint of silver as short, seductive chains dangled from each nipple ring, the cool metal swaying and dragging deliciously across the sensitive curves of my breasts. Josie had hooked them with practiced ease, each touch calculated and teasing. The slight pull, the gentle, rhythmic tug, sent shivers through the tender points of flesh. For the moment, the sensation was more intriguing than painful—just the right edge of daring anticipation. Not knowing how long it would stay so beautifully tolerable only heightened my awareness, every beat of my heart echoing in time with that subtle weight.

Josie dipped away for a moment, eyes glinting, and then returned with something else—slender, magnetic weights she clasped onto the ends of the chains. I pressed my lips together, suppressing a gasp as the tension increased, my nipples drawn down playfully, stretching and swelling with newfound sensitivity. Instead of pain, a molten pleasure rolled through me, the stretch making every nerve hum and tingle. My breath caught when I saw how my breasts yielded to the extra weight—further south, taut and obedient under her control. This was maddeningly exquisite torture.

From the shadows, she produced an elegant hourglass, setting it with a flourish onto a low table beside my chair, the grains of sand slipping inexorably, marking out my sweet torment. A cold, delicious thrill swept through me as she knelt between my thighs, out of my vision, and pressed something firm and unyielding against the slick, eager lips of my pussy. My hips arched of their own accord, desperate for her to drive it deep, needing her to fill me properly. All I got was an inch, maddeningly shallow—then it slipped back, only to nudge inside again, slow and teasing. The relief was unbearable, the edge of satisfaction almost cruel. Josie tilted the hourglass with an ominous look and leaned close to whisper, her lips brushing my ear: “Ten minutes, Bethany. When the last grain falls, you’ll be pleading with me to let this machine really fuck you.”

The click of fresh weights clipped onto my already-laden chains sent another flush of arousal through my body. My nipples throbbed, heavier still, achingly sensitive—each movement sent a delicious ache radiating through my chest. I refused to utter a sound, not giving her the satisfaction she craved, though the urge to beg pulsed through me. Instead, I surrendered to sensation, glorying in the unfamiliar, the erotic.

Josie perched on her stool, eyes hungry, devouring every twitch of my body. The tension in the air was tangible—thicker, even, than the nights waiting for Gina’s whispered invitation into Mike’s room. Then, distractions were plentiful; now, every second was weighted with silky suspense. The lusty ache in my nipples, the infuriating, tantalising brush of the machine as it barely penetrated me—she was determined to stretch my patience to its breaking point.

I tried to push my hips forward, desperate for more—only for a husky, mocking laugh to drift across the room. “Resistance is futile, darling.” God, the things I would do to Josie Napier-Jones when I wasn’t restrained like this. Every second of helpless yearning made my resolve sharper, my fantasies darker.

Silent, I held her gaze and drank in every blissful torment she set upon me. I loved it—this exquisite powerlessness, the unrelenting pull on my nipples and the relentless, teasing patience of the fucking machine, just as she intended. I knew—when the time to finally break arrived—my release would come like a storm, wild and unstoppable. So, I closed my eyes and let myself revel in every wicked second Josie had in store for me.

Suddenly, a massive screen erupted with light above my left shoulder, bathing the room in an eerie, cinematic glow. My own image filled the space—my face on display, eyes blown wide and lips parted in a breathless O. I looked so vulnerable, so utterly exposed, an electric charge of fear and excitement crackling through me. I tried desperately to don a mask of composure, to keep my impassive shield up, but a second screen flared to life, this one to my right—merciless, inescapable. On it, a luscious, flesh-toned dildo moved with torturous slowness through the slick, bare folds of a shaved pussy. Back and forth, only an inch deeper, then just as slowly out again—a relentless tease.

My pussy. Hungry, pleading, aching for more, for everything.

Josie’s voice spilled out—silk-wrapped, wicked. “Mmm, such a photogenic beauty. That sweet, needy pussy. Your gorgeous face,” she purred, delighting in my shame, “but what will happen when I add just a little more weight?” The question sizzled, and I tensed, anticipation coiling inside me.

She sauntered closer, trailing a cloud of cigarette smoke; the haze drifted toward my face, coaxing my chest to heave—a calculated effort to make the dangling weights jostle and swing, to send fresh shocks through my nipples. I glared, defiantly blowing the smoke back at her, but my reward was another click—one more heavy weight added. I could feel my breasts strain, nipples dragged inexorably by gravity, the pulse of desire beating between my thighs almost unbearable. The hourglass's slender stream of sand told me we weren't even halfway, and already the desperation had set my body on fire.

But I gave myself over. The bite of those weights was luscious agony—there was no fighting anymore, only surrender. My mind, wild with memory and need, conjured Jen’s warm, eager tongue exploring me, Mick’s thick cock stretching my lips, Sam’s skilful hands stroking my skin, Gina’s impatient fingers buried knuckle-deep. Lust twisted through me, thrilling and dangerous.

Eyes squeezed shut, I surrendered to the feel of Josie’s gloved hands grazing my bare stomach, teasing the sensitive flesh at the tops of my thighs. Her touch surprised—gentle, knowing, a world away from the bruising games Gina and I sometimes played. The brush of buttery leather awakened something feral inside me.

Then her hands drifted upward, caressing my breasts, and at last, relief spilled through me as she deftly removed the weights. My nipples peaked, aching, freed at last—and then her lips closed around one, hot and insistent. She sucked hard, and white fire exploded through my body. The jolt was too much—I cried out, shattering my silence, unable to control the wild pleasure that ripped through me. The machine’s rhythm deepened inside me, persistent and demanding, sending a new wave of sensation to crash across my nerves.

Reality sharpened—Josie loomed over me, wearing a gleam of triumph. “Lovely, darling. Had you begged me, those weights would have stayed, and it would’ve crawled so slow, you’d be mad with longing.” Her voice was low and dazzling. “But now, our relentless friend will give you two more luscious inches. Mercy, for once.” She winked, then flipped the hourglass, the glittering sand beginning its descent once more.

She smoothed her gloved fingers back over my breasts and I swallowed a moan, my resolve nearly breaking. Then her mouth was on me—licking, tasting my clit with exquisite flicks of her tongue, her kisses tender yet purposefully tantalizing. Lips, tongue, gloves—everywhere at once, driving me mad. I writhed in my bonds, straining for more, as the machine pressed deeper inside me, its pace torturous, her words washing over me. She whispered breathless promises of devastation, of the orgasm to end all orgasms, of how my face would look shattering apart for her.

She kept me trembling on the razor’s edge, her whispers both torment and promise, while inside I screamed—silent, desperate, waiting for that final, exquisite release.

At last, the sands slipped through the hourglass for a second time, each falling grain echoing the trembling anticipation inside me. Anxiety and excitement entwined as Josie flicked a switch on her panel; immediately, the insistent, throbbing sensation between my thighs intensified. I stole a glance at the screen to my right, mesmerized by the sight of the dildo advancing deeper inside my slick, quivering folds—now gliding several inches further, making me sigh with need. I clenched around it with delicious greed as it stretched and retreated, coaxing new waves of pleasure to ripple through my core, teasing me deliciously with every slow thrust.

Without warning, my chair shifted beneath me, tilting, pulling me upright, heightening my vulnerability and granting me a front-row view of my own body stretched open, trembling. The machine’s movements, so maddeningly slow, became a sensual torture. I ached for more—for harder, for deeper. Before I could moan my ache, Josie leaned over, her latex-clad curves glistening, and opened a hidden panel in the wall. She slid out a device I’d seen only in fantasies and forbidden clips: a black semicircle, crowned with an imposing dildo.

Recognition flooded me—a Sybian. The kind of toy I’d placed embarrassingly high on my Fuck-It-Bucket-List, imagining the overwhelming pleasure of surrendering to its power.

Josie, gleaming in her tight latex, wasted no time. With practiced grace, she straddled her wild steed, unfastened a flap in her suit, and settled herself over the thick, demanding shaft. A blush of raw excitement flared across her cheeks as her thighs cinched the sumptuous curve of the device, her hips poised, hungry for movement. I watched, transfixed and full of longing, every nerve alive with anticipation. My own machine—relentless, patient—still teased me with too-soft, taunting thrusts, refusing to give me what I truly craved.

She caught my gaze through hooded, wicked eyes. “You recognize this, don’t you?” she purred, lifting the remote with a glint of mischief. I nod, my breath stolen by envy and desire. “Smart girl. This beast has a nasty streak, but Gina and I… well, we’re addicted.” With a throaty laugh, she pressed the button. “See you on the other side!”

All at once, her world exploded on the screen beside mine—the left display now beaming with the cinema of her savage pleasure. I could watch her face close up, mouth open, brow furrowed with ecstasy; see her bucking, grinding, her voice climbing in desperate, wordless peaks, so real it was almost cruel. The two feeds together—her rapture, my own helpless need—split my focus, amplifying my agony. I yanked at the restraints, hungry for more from my relentless machine, wishing I could reach out and claim the kind of release Josie was riding toward with reckless abandon.

Helpless, I tried to will myself into my own screen, to drown out the incendiary images of Josie in her throes. But the sweetness inside me was sharp and urgent, a relentless ache that had begun back when she’d tasted me in Gina’s room and had been smoldering ever since. Each futile thrust sent the heat spiraling higher.

And still, I watched her, unable to look away. She could have been the star of every secret porno I’d ever devoured—her spine arched in ecstasy, head thrown back, hands clutching her heaving breasts, lips parted but soundless with the force of her pleasure. The Sybian’s primal hum and the mechanical pulse between my legs were the soundtrack of our shared longing; two women, breathless, desperate, their desire echoing off the walls—both suspended, both starving, tantalizingly out of reach of satisfaction.

My vision blurred with need as I watched the screen, heat coiling inside me, when suddenly Josie’s fingers traced over my wrist—indescribably gentle—and released my left hand. An involuntary gasp escaped me, sweet relief spiraling through my arm as the second soft restraint unbuckled and I was finally free. She pressed something cool and weighty into my palm—a remote with a prominent knob, a few mysterious switches. Momentarily, my gaze flitted to her. Josie—utterly reckless—was riding her machine harder and wilder, her latex-clad thighs clutching with desperate abandon. Mesmerized, I fumbled to release my other hand, awkward but desperate; finally, with shaking fingers, both hands wrapped around the control and I anxiously twisted the largest knob.

A guttural groan ripped from me as the pleasure suddenly receded. Panic.

Josie glanced up at me, sweat glistening on her forehead, her lips a sensual, sneering pout. “Wrong way, fuckwit!”

Lust and frustration collided inside me. With frenzied need, I turned the dial back, forcing it hard until it clicked, and stars burst behind my eyes as the machine hammered deep inside, the dildo slamming home with exquisite force. Relief and bliss rushed through me. I locked eyes with Josie as she seized her own controller, mirroring my recklessness, cranking her Sybian to the edge of oblivion.

Josie’s cries filled the attic—raw, vulnerable, greedily incoherent. Clawing at the latex covering her, yanking brutally at her own breast, her head thrashing, hair wild and free, she fingered her own swollen clit with abandon. The air became electric with her moans. My own orgasm was building, searing, inexorable—the pace of the machine refusing to relent. Her voice, thick with need, laced drunkenly with permission: “Come with me, Bethany. Oh, fucking hell, come with Josie—oh FUCK!” Her body pitched forward, eyes frenzied, and suddenly her hand seized my remote, flicking an unfamiliar switch.

A low, animal sound tore from me as the dildo inside me came alive—deep, fast, unending vibrations flooding my core. Josie lost herself entirely—head thrown forward, breath ragged, riding her machine as if it were the source of all pleasure and pain, screams lifting her higher. I prayed the room was truly impenetrable, that no faint echo could escape to the world below.

I was on the cusp—trembling, writhing against invisible bonds, desperate to move, to thrash, to lose myself in the storm. Josie’s eyes were clenched shut, mouth stretched wide in silent ecstasy. I needed her. My voice tore through the riot of noise. “Look at me. Look at me—fuck—don’t look away!”

She did—her eyes locked onto mine, pure and raw, and in that instant, our pleasure detonated. Simultaneous and overwhelming, ragged cries and strangled moans mingled in the heat-soaked air, the sensations flooding over us again and again, relentless and impossible to count, as the machine drove deeper, selfish and merciless.

Eventually, her control slackened and she dropped her machine to a whisper, collapsing forward, gasping and boneless, the Sybian humming lazily beneath her, slick with her release. I, panting, fought to regain my senses, easing my tormentor at last, just as Josie, animalistic, prowled toward me. She pried the remote from my hand, flicked the shitty thing off, leaned in, and slowly, wickedly pulled the dildo from my soaked pussy—her tongue immediately curling around its length, tasting me.

Then, without warning, she was upon me again—mouth, fingers, tongue—searing and insistent, relentless and wild, finishing what her tongue had started below. Under Josie Napier-Jones’s dazzling, ravenous assault, I shattered all over again, trembling in the unyielding arms of her desire.

I never wanted her to stop—not ever.

Chapter Six – Whatever You Do To Me, I Get To Do To You

I prided myself on being sharp, difficult to fool, a woman not easily caught off guard. And yet, after the pleasure storm Josie and I just conjured—taken and shaken by relentless, mechanical ecstasy—she outmaneuvered me with shocking ease. Her deviousness slipped in smooth and unexpected, a sneak-attack sucker punch that left me writhing helplessly in the aftermath. Getting payback? Oh, that delicious fantasy would sustain me—but first, I had to figure out how the hell to escape my latest little bondage conundrum.

We’d managed, legs loose and wobbly, to stumble down the stairs, landing in Gina’s bedroom like conquered victors, our bodies spent but still thrumming with the shockwaves of climax. Sprawled out across her bed—arms and legs thrown wide, hair tangled, skin flushed and glistening—I closed my eyes and let out a slow, sated sigh. I half expected Josie’s naked heat to crash down over me, to press me into the mattress and claim me all over again. Instead, something cool and unyielding slid around my left wrist. There was a tug, a metallic click—a sound I now associated with delicious trouble.

Josie loomed above me, a vision of ruin: her hair in wild disarray, those glossy latex thighs marked with the slick, streaky evidence of our pleasure, her fingers gloved and glistening with her own sticky wetness. Her lips curled into a wicked, triumphant grin. “Oh, Bethany, you’re just too fucking trusting.” Without warning, she jerked my head back, pressed a ball gag between my lips—the bitter-sweetness of deception settling over me—and buckled it behind my head. Her eyes glittered as she stalked out of the room, disappeared back upstairs toward the Panic Room, leaving me handcuffed to the bed, tethered by one stubborn wrist.

One hand restrained, silenced by the ball gag, my body ignited with a slow-burning anticipation. Of course, I could have fumbled off the gag if I’d really wanted to, but where’s the fun in ending the suspense too soon? Every second was a tantalizing reminder of what might come next. My skin tingled, erotic expectation pulsing through my veins. I lay there, heart thudding, imagining her return.

I didn’t have to wait long. Ten minutes later, Josie sauntered back into the bedroom, supremely naked—her latex armor peeled away, her skin flushed and alive. “Sorry it took so long, love,” she called, stretching deliciously in the doorway. “Sexy as hell, but those latex suits are a right bastard to get out of.” She strode over to the bed, eyes roaming my splayed vulnerability, then glanced around. “Now, where did I leave my stuff? Downstairs, I think. Right—lovely day, and all that, Beth.” She grinned mischievously, teasing, “See what I did there, sweetie? Just clipped off the ‘any.’ I think after all that, I’ve more than earned it.” She tipped her head, cocky and sure. “You did beautifully up there, darling. The door’s open, so when you’re ready, go tidy up—take your time. And next time, you may kneel and kiss my butterfly. You’ve fucking earned it.”

She tossed something onto the bed—cold metal catching in the sunlight, a promise of hope or defeat. “If you can manage to escape, of course. Don’t stress if you can’t; Gina’s changed her plans—she won’t be back until after two tomorrow. Not too long to wait if you can’t reach the key...” Josie paused, mischief glinting in her eyes, then bolted downstairs.

Moments later, she returned clothed—her hair still bearing the wildness of our earlier storm—carrying two hefty water bottles, one brimming full, one bone dry. She set them down beside me with a sly smile. “One for thirst, one for emergencies—use your imagination. Bye now, sweet girl.” Her laughter sparkled through the doorway as she disappeared, leaving me bound to the bed, breathless with longing and delicious anticipation.

My screams were muffled by the ball-gag, a muffled cacophony of curses and desperate names hissed into rubber, each one burning with fury. Josie, insufferable and outrageous, sauntered away from the bed with her hands clapped over her ears, taunting me with a sing-song voice: “La la la, can’t hear you!” Echoes of her flat, off-key rendition drifted back—"It’s such a perfect day. I’m glad I spent it with you. Oh, such a perfect day... I’ll just keep you hanging on, keep you hanging on!” Each word stoked my frustration, pressing cruel fingers to my helpless need. The front door groaned open, then slammed shut, her prolonged “Byeeeeee!” bouncing off the silent walls. I nearly sobbed as the finality hit me, the absence in the house sudden and sharp.

With trembling determination, I pried the gag off using my unchained hand, the strap slick and tight, bitter with the taste of my own want. My thoughts spat venom—there was so much I’d do to that teasing, delicious bitch if I ever got free. A litany of revenge and carnal retribution filled my mind, unless, of course, Josie left me here to perish of thirst or hunger, utterly exposed and abandoned. What if Gina never came back? What if I was just a discarded plaything?

Anxiety snaked up my spine, cold and tight. The so-called Panic Room wasn’t some mythic place—it was this room, this bed, my trembling body caught in anticipation and dread. Still cuffed, tethered like a pet, I eyed the key she’d flung just out of reach. I tried everything: twisted, stretched, contorted, even attempted to lasso the damned thing with the gag strap, but it landed far short, clattering uselessly to the hardwood floor. The bedframe refused to yield, the metal unmovable, mocking my efforts. Desperation made me arch my back, kick against the sheets in frustrated futility—the darkness gathering at the corners of the room seemed to laugh too.

My body betrayed me—liquid pressure mounting, my insides tight as I realized just how urgently I needed to pee. The bottles Josie left tormented me from the bedside. I thought of the humiliation of missing, the cold wetness of failure soaking into Gina’s bed, and how Josie had positioned me just so, utterly vulnerable. Rage heated me, pooling in my core, mingling with a sick, lingering excitement. I pounded the covers with my free fist, my knuckles stinging, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes.

Minutes ticked by, slow torture. Finally, in the near-total darkness, I groped for the lamp and clicked it on, bathing the room in hesitant amber. That’s when I heard it—the softest, unmistakable noise behind me. My heart stuttered, my entire body tensing as I twisted around, breath caught in my throat.

And there she stood. Josie, naked, catching her breath as she braced herself on her knees in the doorway, howling with laughter at the sight of me—disheveled, chained, eyes blazing with helpless fury.

She was gasping, barely able to speak. “Oh god, did you really think... Beth, you’re too fucking adorable. Absolutely gullible—deliciously so. It’s your own fault, darling. You gave Gina the idea after that wild morning with Mike! You actually asked if she’d packed your clothes in her bag. The image of you, trapped naked in some random hotel room, was too good not to share. So we agreed—I’d finish the game properly, in style.”

I glared back at her, every ounce of fury and anticipation sharpening beneath my skin, my jaw clenched. Josie sauntered over, performing a dramatic little show, grabbing her throat, collapsing to her knees with exaggerated coughs. “Oh, Beth—the look you’re giving me could kill, almost as deadly as Harcourt’s glare. Maybe there’s a Dom waiting to break free inside you after all.” She stood, grinning too widely, eyes devouring.

She sobered, just a touch, though her laughter still twitched at her lips. “Sorry, darling, but you have to admit... you play the perfect victim. So damn tempting.”

I said nothing—not a single word, my gaze locked on hers, the heat of my revenge brewing. I promised myself, next time, Josie Napier-Jones would have no idea what hit her.

Her fingers traced the contour of my cheek, her lips curling into a dangerously alluring smile. “Well then, Beth. Ready for more?” she murmured, teasing the metal clasp that kept me captive. “Sweet, naïve thing. Did no one tell you these cuffs are all for show?” With a wicked glint in her eyes, she slid her thumb over a discreet button, and the handcuff snapped open with a soft click.

Now free, I bided my time, muscles coiled, heart pounding with vengeance and anticipation. Josie, oblivious, swung herself astride me. That’s when I surged upward, gripping her shoulders with a force born of frustration and pent-up need. She yelped, tumbling backward in a wild tangle of soft red hair and pale limbs.

I was on her in an instant, my hand curling under her arm as I manhandled her off the mattress, adrenaline burning through my veins. She landed sprawling on the cold tiles of Gina’s shower room, breathless and stunned. I planted my foot firmly on her bare stomach, every inch of me trembling with wicked satisfaction. She gazed up at me, lips parted, breathtaken and mute for once, those blue eyes wide as pools.

Heat thrummed between my legs as I parted my slick folds right above her. “Move, Josie. I’m going to burst.” My heel dug in just a little harder, my threat hanging in the humid air. She lay there, willful and unmoving, as the seconds ticked by.

Her mouth curled into that infuriating, gorgeous sneer. “Empty talk, sweetheart. If our places were switched, you’d be dripping in my piss before you could beg.” She brushed my foot aside with a cocky sweep and, to my surprise, dropped to her knees in front of me. Her fingers gathered her wild hair, pulling it back. Her voice was throaty, electric, trembling with challenge. “Do it then, Hamilton. Make it count. Not the hair.”

I lingered, arousal and apprehension intertwining until she broke the tension with a growl. “Jesus, Beth—fucking do it!”

And then I finally let go. Hot, urgent release streamed from me, arching in a golden jet over her clavicle, splashing across her flushed breasts. She gasped, eyes glittering, hands sliding over her own skin to spread my piss across her nipples and stomach with feverish abandon. Her tongue flicked out, pleading with me to go higher, and I obliged, angling my hips until the stream hit her throat, then up—over her ecstatic, open mouth. I watched my release glisten over her face, her lips stretched in delight as wet warmth dripped down her chin and body, pooling on the shimmering tile below. Josie shuddered with near-feral pleasure, and I could feel the power humming through me, thick and reckless, as I owned her completely in that moment.

My breath caught, my pulse thrumming in a stunned, delicious confusion. The sensations still trembled inside me—I couldn’t believe just how right it had felt. Josie darted after me, letting the last teasing trail of her wetness spill onto my tight nipple. It stung sharp, electric, making my breasts ache in a way that sent shivers straight to my core.

Without a word, she gripped my shoulders, urging me to kneel. I obeyed, all my nerves alight, hungry. When her first hot gush sprayed over my chest, searing across my breasts and those raw, aching buds, I gasped, but it wasn’t pain—it was molten heat and forbidden delight. I tilted my head back as she reached for my hair, gathering it firmly, lifting it up so nothing would hide my face from her.

And then the warmth landed on my chin, my cheeks—sliding, seeping, caressing my skin in ways that left me breathless. For a wild second, I surrendered, opening my mouth, letting the hot gold rush over my tongue. Instead of swallowing, I held it there, relishing the salty rush, craving the wrongness and the power of it. My heart hammered as I spat a playful mouthful back to trickle onto her soft, glistening tits.

She pulled me to her with unexpected tenderness, our bodies crushing together, my raw nipples scraping her skin in another jagged shock of pleasure. Her arms locked tight around me, her lips against my ear. “Sorry if that’s too much for you,” she murmured, voice thick with mischief. “I just… God, it turns me on.”

My confusion lingered, but so did the heat simmering beneath my skin. “I wasn’t going to go through with it, honestly. But hell… that was intense,” I whispered, half-confession, half-lust.

Her laugh was wicked, honey-soft. “Next time, I want you as soaked as I am—hair to toes. No limits.”

I shook my head, uncertain, my thoughts a tangled mess of desire and disbelief. “I’d try again, just… never anything else. Not, you know… that.”

She wrinkled her nose, playful disgust crossing her face. “God, Beth. Give me some credit. I’m not that much of a pervert.”

We collapsed into tumbling laughter, our naked bodies pinballing across the chilled tile and tangled sheets. Light flashed as I grabbed Gina’s shower wand, angled it at Josie, and let the icy spray hiss across her skin, making her yelp, protesting and giggling, her arms flailing in mock outrage.

Later, sprawled back on Gina’s bed, we pressed softly together, trailing tender kisses along each other’s bodies. My tongue found its way between her thighs—gentle now, reverent—loving the tremor I felt in her as she opened for me. Josie reached, her hand fumbling towards Gina’s toy stash, but I pushed her flat, tracing my finger across her flushed lips.

“No more toys,” I whispered. “I want you just like this. Nothing between us but skin.”

She murmured, low and throaty, “I think I’m really starting to fall for you, Beth.”

When I finally drifted to sleep, the silence was deep. The bedside clock blinked 1:30 a.m. Josie had vanished. Blinking, I stretched, rolling woozy from the intensity of the night. The bathroom’s harsh light stung my eyes as I found the mouthwash, swirling minty fire around my tongue—just in case.

Downstairs, seeking something cool to wash away the taste, I discovered Gina’s kitchen whiteboard. Normally bare, this time it held an irrepressible sketch: a cheeky redhead, Josie to the life, beaming up mischievously in thick black felt pen. My lips curled in a smile as I read her raucous scrawl: Josie is happy. Welcome to the Panic Room—2764 x.

Back in Gina’s secret room, I locked the door and surrendered to sleep, the dark enfolding me like a lover’s arms.

Morning. I woke to the chirp and clatter of another courier at Gina’s door. Eleven o’clock, sun pouring in warm and soft, teasing across my bare thighs—just me in Gina’s borrowed nightshirt, daring the world to surprise me. Today, everything felt charged with promise.

The package had my name scrawled across it once more, stirring the most delicious flutter in my chest as I tore into it, barely containing my anticipation. Nestled inside was a photograph—Josie’s vampiric bewitchment captured forever. Her lips curled around a long black cigarette holder, a faint, sensual ghost of smoke caressing the glossy air. Her gown, wickedly disheveled, had slipped off one smooth shoulder, unapologetically baring the dusky crown of her areola. The image was breathtaking—a masterpiece of temptation: only her hair a lush, fiery tumble, her lips a vivid slash, the mischievous glint in her eyes, and the plump nipple exposed, were in tantalizing color, while everything else faded to a seductive monochrome.

A card, scribbled in Josie’s bold, playful hand, was tucked inside. Beth, darling. Unforgettable day. This is my fave, hope you like it. Call me soon, Sasha wants to meet you! Josie xxx The words made me flush, igniting a heat that throbbed deep within me. I couldn’t peel my hungry gaze from the photograph, tracing each detail as though Josie herself were in my arms again.

Clutching the gift, heart hammering, I drifted upstairs, still in a haze, wrapped in nothing but Gina’s oversized nightshirt. I crept into Gina’s room, my secret burning between my thighs, and punched in those precious numbers—2764. The Panic Room beckoned, its secrets humming patiently behind the panel door. The Sybian awaited just where Josie left it, a silent promise throbbing in the dimness.

Without hesitation, with a rush of wicked pleasure, I let the nightshirt slide from my shoulders, pooling at my feet like a silken sigh. This den of decadent sin deserved nothing so innocent as cartoon bears. My breath stuttered as I positioned Josie’s picture against the base of the chair—the very throne that had witnessed my wild surrender the night before. My finger trembled over the Sybian’s cool controller.

Tentative at first, I explored every button, each gentle flick sending a new shiver up my spine, teasing my sensitised flesh. The anticipation curled through me, as intoxicating as Josie’s laughter. Ten delirious, electrifying minutes later, I was sprawled across the mat, limbs liquid, awash in a sticky, satisfied sheen. My hair was a tangled, damp halo—evidence of my own storm. Each inhale was ragged, desperate, as though I’d just washed ashore after a relentless tide. I dragged my fingers through my hair, lazily drawing patterns in the slippery sweat across the rubber mat.

I pressed trembling lips to Josie’s picture, breathless, worshipful, never once letting it leave my sight till I finally crashed in a graceless tangle, utterly spent. Surveying the chaos—the imprint of last night’s hunger mingling with this morning’s solitary debauchery—I felt a wicked satisfaction at the new layer of mess I’d made. But I had ages before Gina returned. Time enough to indulge every wicked curiosity this room had to offer.

And now, the code to the secret door was mine. The possibilities were endless.


Part 9

Chapter One – Play It Again, Sam

I lingered at Gina’s upstairs window, watching Sam retreat, his figure gradually swallowed up by the gentle curve of Sycamore Avenue. The afterglow of the morning’s passion still sang achingly through my limbs, and I sank onto Gina’s bed, soft sheets sighing beneath me, a small, wicked smile curling on my lips as I whipped out my phone.

Coast clear. Thanks! B x

The minute I hit send, anticipation buzzed, and only a heartbeat later, Gina pinged back, sharper than ever.

Trust you to spend all morning tangling the sheets after a full night too! Can I reclaim my house now? G x

By the time I’d shaken off my dreamy haze, pulled on something soft and loose, and wandered into the sunlit kitchen with coffee warming my palms, Gina breezed in through the front door.

“Mmm, what’s that delicious aroma? You better have poured me a cup,” she teased, slinging her overnight bag onto the tiles.

I rose to meet her, already anticipating her embrace. Her mug waited on the table—she had predictable tastes, and I liked that small intimacy. We hugged warmly, the closeness between us natural and easy, her scent mingling with the fresh coffee.

“Did Josie take good care of you?” I ventured, eyebrow arched.

“Did Sam ruin you, or can you still walk straight?” she shot back, grinning wickedly.

We both laughed, talking over each other and collapsing into fits, shoulders touching for an instant. The comfort between us now was a world away from where we’d started. Gina had spent the night elsewhere—at Josie’s, no less—so Sam and I could fully lose ourselves in each other in her house. Generosity or mischief, I wasn’t sure which motivated her more, but either way, gratitude pulsed through me for the understanding and trust that had blossomed between us.

She dropped a tantalizing hint about her escapades—apparently, Josie and her ‘gallant gentlemen’ had made it a night to remember. The glint in her eyes made me ache to pry loose every vivid detail, her pleasure almost infectious. Having met Josie the week prior—a sultry, magnetic presence—I couldn’t blame Gina’s delight and found myself already longing for the riding date we’d planned. And not just horseback, if my low thrum of expectation meant anything.

As the first sip of coffee kindled my senses, I started reliving last night with Sam for Gina—the delicious beginning of it all actually stretching back days earlier. Our reunion had carried the delicious charge of taboo; Gina herself had stumbled in on us not long before, after I’d brazenly enticed the computer engineer puzzling over her misbehaving machine. Memories of nerves and lust pooled at my core.

Sam and I had chosen the Amberdown Arms for our next meeting—a neutral, slightly foreign ground, stripping away old ghosts from our history. He’d rarely ventured in there, even growing up, and I relished how the unfamiliar offered a blank canvas. When I entered, the low golden light gleamed off my new scarlet dress. The swing of my ponytail felt bold, my own little act of defiance, while Sam stood at the bar, looking mouthwateringly good in black jeans and a fitted tee. So simple, yet devastating. Everything about him whispered reliable sin.

I stepped in close behind him, the thrum between us ready to spark with a single touch. Sliding my hand along his shoulder, I leaned in, my lips grazing his ear as I breathed, “Doesn’t look like they serve Chateau de Poop here... I’ll take an Aspall’s instead, thanks.” My words were featherlight, full of innuendo, prickling electricity down my spine.

He turned to face me, his large, warm hand enveloping mine, a playful glint in his eyes as he shook his head, smiling. “No magical red potion tonight? Shame—much too pricey when you can’t pilfer from an unsuspecting host.” His lips brushed my cheek, soft but teasing, lingering just a little longer than polite, and then he drew back, looking me up and down in my red dress. His gaze caressed me, the heat in his eyes sparking a ripple of anticipation low in my stomach. “Pixies are outrageously sexy in scarlet, you know.”

We hugged, the embrace a little stiff with nervousness and laughter, bodies briefly touching before we let go. His eyes darted around the pub, scanning the faces, tension flickering in his posture. “She’s not here, is she?” he asked, voice lowered like we shared a delicious secret.

I let out a giggle, the sound light with mischief, and shook my head. “No, don’t worry—she’s up in London for work. We’re completely in the clear.”

His lips curled into a mock pout. “Damn, that’s a pity. I had the entire rugby squad primed to line her staircase—couldn’t get hold of the water boy, but the rest were eager and raring to go.”

His joke brought back the memory of Gina’s dry wit after she caught us—her only concern had been my post-coital cigarette, not the tangled bodies in her bed. She’d famously told me I could have stacked every rugby player she knew along her stairs and she’d hardly blink. I flashed him a wicked smile as we took our drinks—a pint of bitter for Sam, a cool, crisp cider for me—and retreated to a quiet alcove where the air was thick with the low murmur of other patrons, but private enough for intimate conversation. I felt a gentle relief wash over me; it was easy, natural, slipping into banter without the weight of our last encounter pressing on us. I realized how much I adored the electric, smart tension that simmered between us.

We found each other easily in conversation, sinking into chairs, the space between us shrinking with every shared story. I revealed tidbits of my life in Durham, how biology lectures bored me, but fieldwork thrilled me; he admitted to slogging his way through a computing degree in Bristol, confessed he was a Newton school boy through and through, still fiercely loyal to the local cricket and rugby clubs when he came home. We both laughed when we discovered we’d each taken winding paths to university, him a gap year later than me, making him just a little older and a lot more self-assured.

We talked, we drank, we flirted—little teasing touches, his knee brushing mine under the table, my laughter a touch too breathless. At last, emboldened by ale and memory, he broached the subject that still danced between us, shimmering with heat. “I still can’t believe what happened that afternoon. Sometimes I have to pinch myself to remind me it was real. Did things get… as rough as you imagined they would?”

I paused, fingers trembling slightly on the cold glass, and averted my gaze to hide the flood of images those words conjured—a wicked little smile curving my lips. I could only nod, heart thundering as memory surged.

He leaned closer, his voice a rough whisper. “Did you give her hell?”

Another small nod, my eyes still downcast, cheeks burning with recollection. “And she more than gave it back.”

His curiosity burned in those clever eyes as he pressed, “Come on, give me more. What did you two get up to?”

I risked a glance up, my hand instinctively shielding my left breast from his hungry gaze, feeling the phantom ache of Gina’s touch. “Let’s just say—do you remember when she threatened to tug on my nipples… later?”

His lips twisted in memory. “I think so, but to be honest, I was a bit busy being used—and absolutely ruined—by two gorgeous women bouncing all over me.”

I gave him a sly, teasing grin as I leaned forward, warmth simmering between us. “Oh, we were more than a little distracting, I’m sure. But you should know—later on, she kept her promise. Pulled my nipples all right. Hard enough that I’m pretty sure one of them’s shifted lower on my body.” Dramatically, I jabbed my finger into my stomach, pouting with playful indignation.

He flinched, concern flickering across those blue eyes. “Ouch! Poor Beth.” His thumb found my hand, rubbing a gentle circle. “Tell me you got her back.”

I drew my lips into a feral smile, lowering my eyelashes in a mock snarl. “Oh, darling, there are two Gina Harcourts roaming around now. Tore her straight down the middle. It was savage.” Laughter softened my voice and I took a long sip, the tension dissolving into tenderness. “No, really, we just unleashed it—exactly how we said we would. It’s been incredible since. I see her so differently now. Underneath it all, she’s become someone I truly adore.”

I kept the grin plastered on my face, refusing to divulge the delicious secret that followed—that Gina had invited me to a decadent night with Mike, which I hadn’t hesitated to accept, and that I’d since delighted in the company of two other stunning women from her entourage. Those memories burned far too hot to share over beers.

Slipping away from confessions, I nudged us back to something more normal—more grounded. We savored another round, trading stories, and then braved a curry house together. I could tell I impressed him; I ordered my vindaloo a level hotter and polished it off without breaking a sweat.

Outside, the city dusk curled around us and he pressed me into a goodbye kiss—soft, searching, lingering just a moment too long. “You know Gina’s still up in London…”

He shook his head, a deep seriousness behind his usual humor. “We agreed, remember? Platonic tonight, Pixie. I’m holding you to it.”

I shot him a mischievous pout, giving his chest a light, half-hearted slap. Despite the ache between my thighs, I relented—a reluctant nod. “You’re right. We promised. Thank you, Android—for saving me from myself.” Then, my tone softened, genuine: “You know, I’m glad this was…calmer than before. But should we risk a third round?”

He quirked a brow, mouth curling up. “Third round, eh? Isn’t that Bond territory? The third time’s enemy action, or so I hear.”

I blinked, catching his reference. “Pardon?”

He laughed, a low rumble. “Goldfinger—first time is chance, second is coincidence, third is enemy action.”

A snort escaped me. “Well, we got our enemy action out of the way in round one.” I squeezed his hand, hope flickering through me. “So—Friday? Same as tonight?”

“Perfect.”

This time when I kissed him, I tangled my fingers at the nape of his neck, pressing my body into his just enough to savor his nearness. When I let go, my head found his shoulder—a place I’d unconsciously craved since we first met. He felt solid, reassuring, the ache inside me finally stilled.

Gina’s voice jolted me back, slicing through my reverie like champagne bubbles up my spine. “What a fucking waste, darling. I’d have had him for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.”

I offered her my most innocent look. “For your information, Mr. Atkins and I enjoyed a perfectly respectable evening. I was the picture of virtue, like any well-bred girl...”

Rising, I sashayed across the kitchen, letting my teasing words float behind me as I set my mug by the sink. “Though—full confession—he’s not gone anywhere. In fact, we spent last night and this morning fucking. Forty-one times, give or take. I might’ve overstated his stamina—I strapped him to the Sybian in the Panic Room. He’s still there now, trembling and half-mad. I’ll let him out in an hour.”

Gina’s eager smirk was wicked. “God, a captive Sam? Don’t mind if I join. Only forty-one? Beth, darling—are you feeling well? Or just losing your edge?”

I sank down into the chair, propping my chin in my palm, feeling the soft glow of honesty prickle over my skin. "Alright—full disclosure. Last night was just three glorious times, and once this morning," I confessed, my voice sly but edged with satisfaction.

Everything about it had been nothing like that wild, breathless first night. We were unhurried, marinating in comfort, learning every inch and curve as though we’d both forgotten how collapsing, frantic sex could be. Sam had surprised me, too—before things got heated, he slipped a sock gently over Bruno’s button eyes. It was a sweet, silent question: permission granted? The big-eyed bear, always lingering at the edge of my bed, seemed to approve. I grinned, smacked his furry backside, then swatted Sam’s pert one just the same, drawing a wry chuckle from both.

"Bruno’s already smitten with you," I teased, letting my voice drip with playful arousal. "He’s ever the enthusiast—rugby, technical metal, android dreams. You tick all his little fuzzy boxes. And you—" I gave Sam a shy, molten look, "—you actually smiled when I did the Bruno ritual. Most blokes would’ve just been desperate to push their cock in my mouth by then." I nibbled my lip as Sam hammed it up, miming a clumsy but eager attempt at face-fucking. But there was nothing performative when I drew him between my lips—just heat, affection, and a decadent return to familiar, wetter territory.

After the explosive chaos of the past weeks—Pixie gone wild, seducing my android boy, the firestorm of that threeway with Mike, the animal nights tangled up with Gina and Josie—this was a rediscovery of softer hungers. It was slow and sensual, the pleasure blossoming quietly, arms and legs intertwined as we moved together, letting intimacy thrumming like a secret beneath our skin. Morning found us tangled in each other, and as Sam woke, I nestled against his chest, feeling his content, sleepy heat press into me.

"Did you dream of electric sheep?" I whispered, nostalgic for the very first time I’d seen that delicious confusion in his eyes—a memory of him crawling out from under Gina’s desk, me playful and dominant above him, imagining I’d discovered a beautiful, malfunctioning android instead of the boy who’d start occupying my heart.

Sam grinned lazily, wrapping me closer between his arms and thighs. "No. Electric MILFs, running wild in Pixieland," he rumbled, voice deep and rough with sleep. "But in the end, a untamable, rugby-playing hero saved everyone and swept the Pixie Queen off her feet..."

I melted, kissed him soft and slow, a question pressed to his lips. "So, my bold hero, what does your rescued Pixie Queen owe you for such valiant service?"

We luxuriated in each other, every touch gentle, every kiss lingering, drawing out our pleasure until we shivered and fell apart together—an hour of teasing, tasting, gasping release. Showering after, mingling soap and laughter, I made us coffee, still deliciously bare under my robe. When he left, I couldn’t help bouncing at Gina’s window, waving for all the street to see, my breasts jiggling shamelessly in the morning sun as he disappeared down the path—let them look, I thought, let everyone know I’ve been satisfied.

He’d be gone a week—cricket tour—and we promised another rendezvous, maybe squeezing in a few more escapades before life called us back to reality. Against all odds, Sam Atkins was burrowing into my heart—and, oh, I was beginning to hope I was turning his world upside down, too.

Gina sprawled luxuriously across the sofa, stretching catlike, her lips twisting into a wicked smile. "Honestly, darling, here I am almost twice your age, and I managed at least three times that last night. Burning at both ends—it’s a deliciously dangerous game. And Josie… oh, Josie keeps the most divine little harem. Two gorgeous boys from Brighton—believe me, we made a decadent impression they won’t soon forget!"

A slow, wicked smile curled at my lips as memories from that afternoon in the Panic Room—Josie orchestrating those wickedly perverse games—came flooding back, hot and vivid. “Honestly, Gina, I kind of thought you were a total villain until last weekend. But Josie…she revealed the truth about you. Under that attitude, you’re just a purring little kitten.” My voice dropped into a teasing lilt as I felt a delicious spark of anticipation flare inside me. “Still, God only knows what Josie has planned for me tomorrow. Horses are mentioned… You don’t think… I mean—” I let my face twist in a mock grimace of horror, purposefully stirring Gina’s imagination. “She wouldn’t… That’s not her game, right? That’s just… ew…”

Gina burst out laughing, rolling her eyes as her fingers mimed a dramatic gagging gesture. “Oh, Beth, for Christ’s sake, get your mind out of the gutter. Josie’s as eccentric as they come, but trust me—‘wee-wee’ adventures are already pushing it. That’s daring enough for me…” She made a face of mock disgust. “And as for horses? Well, yeah, I’ve seen her take more than a few blokes whose cocks made actual stallions jealous, and, knowing Josie, it wouldn’t surprise me if she did have a dildo harnessed to her saddle. But bestiality? That’s not her kink. She loves her horses, sure, and those pampered bloody cats, but you’re safe—assuming you survive her idea of a bike ride first.”

My heart gave a nervous little flutter. “Wait—bike ride?” I asked, brow furrowing, suddenly picturing all sorts of wild possibilities. 

Gina grinned, thoroughly enjoying my apprehension. “How else could you possibly get to her stables? You don’t think she’d chauffeur you in that big catering van she’s always banging on about?”

I screwed up my nose, searching for another, less terrifying option. “What about taking her car?”

She shook her head decisively, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Not a chance. Try: Kawasaki Z1000. Fast. Loud. Utterly terrifying. If you survive Josie riding that monster with you clinging on for dear life, then a sprinting horse will feel like a lazy carousel pony. You’ve got guts, girl—good luck, you’ll bloody well need it!”

I leaned back, knuckles white as I clutched at the edge of the table, a shiver crawling deliciously along my spine. “You’re actually serious?”

Her voice dropped conspiratorially as she laughed. “Beth, I swear, after one ride with her on that rocket, you’ll beg for something as sweet and simple as the Panic Room. Which reminds me…” Her eyes narrowed, tone shifting as she changed the subject with surgical precision. “Something you said made me think—there’s still unfinished business between you and… Upstairs.” She seemed to say it with a capital letter—a place, not a direction.

Upstairs. The Panic Room. Memories rushed in: last Sunday, bound and helpless in that clinical chair as Josie played conductor, mechanical fuck-toys humming, teasing, driving us to madness. Josie’s cruel joke, pretending to leave me shackled and abandoned for the night. Discovering, to my own feverish surprise, that I actually enjoyed the so-called ‘Watersports’ game. And later, the tenderness, the way every climax melted into afterglow and gentleness. Waking up to find Josie had written the code for their new hidden Inner Sanctum on the whiteboard in the kitchen, a sly invitation to return.

Locking eyes with Gina, I drew a breath and let the numbers drip from my lips, tapping the table in time: “Two… seven… six… four.” My voice was low, daring her to challenge me as my fingertip punctuated each digit. “Seems whatever little initiation you two dreamed up, I managed to squeak through with a passing grade…”

Gina’s returning gaze was sharp, unreadable as she studied my face. “So tell me, Beth… how many times have you found yourself drawn back up there since Sunday?”

A slow, shy smile, tinged with pride, curled across my face. “Just once.”

Gina’s dark, lascivious eyes widened in disbelief, and she let out a soft, incredulous gasp. “Only once?”

“Yes—just the once,” I affirmed, letting my fingers dance theatrically as I ticked off my exploits. “Ordered a mountain of pizzas, enough wine to sink a pirate ship, a carton of cigarettes, and—oh, how chic—a lone bucket in the corner to keep things from turning truly feral. Three whole days vanished up there, Gina. Not a single moment’s rest, just relentless, feverish indulgence. Honestly, I should probably check if the bucket’s growing sentient life by now. The Sybian? I had to swap out its fuse twice. That wild contraption on the floor—burned out. And your poor bedroom carpet, bless her. I had to have her professionally pampered afterwards, since I left a trail of sticky excess all the way down the bloody stairs. It was carnage—the very best kind.”

Gina just lowered her head, a sigh of mock despair on her lips. “Oh God, here she goes again. Never tires, does she?”

I grinned, a wicked glint in my eye. “Well, I certainly rode something up there until it gave out, if you must know. Word of advice, darling: get a sink put in. Hauling buckets of soapy water up and down those stairs to clean up after myself? Utter bloody nightmare. My arms were shaking for hours after.”

She actually gave it some thought, nose scrunching as she considered. “You know, not a bad idea… That’s why we do proper testing, isn’t it?”

Then, in a move that surprised me, she stood and looped round, cupping my face between her palms. Her fingers were warm, and her gaze burned almost as much as Josie’s. “Congratulations, sweetheart. You’re officially a member. Josie was beside herself—she hasn’t stopped raving about you since you pinned her in the shower. She’s got a thing for women who don’t just submit, but push back. Not to mention that little scene with your golden gifts… She was enchanted. Tomorrow won’t be quite so… experimental, perhaps, but Josie? She’ll keep you guessing. Believe me, you’re in good hands. Resourceful doesn’t even cut it.”

That word—resourceful. It shimmered in my mind, just like Josie’s photograph propped beside my bed. I’d moved her portrait last night with Sam, but even now I craved another lost hour tracing her jawline, recalling the glint in her eyes. All day, I’d been buzzing with anticipation, desperate to uncover what mischief Josie was planning next. But the surprises weren’t done.

Without warning, Gina pressed a firm hand to my shoulder, anchoring me. “Stay put…” she instructed, then swept into her office. Seconds later, she returned with a slim envelope, the corners slightly dog-eared, and she dangled it before me. “Remember when you asked what was upstairs? And I told you you weren’t ready? You are now. Especially since you have the code.”

Something about her smile was sly, promising trouble and secrets all at once. “I think you’re ready for this too.”

She pressed the envelope into my waiting hand. It was heavier than it looked—my pulse suddenly ticked up. Gina’s face was unreadable, cool and enigmatic. I thought I was getting good at deciphering her, but this time, she was a locked safe.

“Open it,” she murmured, the faintest tremor of nerves in her voice.

With careful fingers, breath held in anticipation, I delicately broke the seal on the envelope. Inside, nestled against luxurious, thick cream paper, was a decadent card—delicately embossed, a filigree of gold winding along its edges, exuding opulence and intrigue. My heart skipped. It was an invitation, marked for a decadent Chelsea gathering set for late September—just before my return to college, anticipation ticking inside me like a secret clock. I noticed the names: ‘Harcourt and deVries’, penned in sweeping, sensual script. Below, a note, teasingly informal: "Usual services required, Gina dear. You and two others please. Always love having you and your girls on board!" The signature, ‘Bonnie,’ seemed to wink up at me—a promise of delight, mystery, and wild abandon.

My mind reeled, tangled somewhere between disbelief and arousal. My lips parted, but no sound came. Had I truly just been handed the key to a new world?

Before I could even begin to speak, Gina’s arms slipped around me—firm, sure, knowing. One hand eased down, her palm warm and insistent through the denim at my hip, while her other glided up, exploring under my shirt, tracing the curve of my left breast in a way that made my nipples instantly pebble, breath catching in my throat. Her mouth dipped toward my ear, intoxicatingly close, her breath setting my skin aflame.

"Welcome to the big league," she breathed, the words barely more than a delicious caress that reverberated through me, straight to my core.

***

Chapter Two—Easy Like Sunday Morning

Gina made me swear to secrecy about the invitation, but it buzzed through me, sweet and electric, all night as we lost ourselves in a haze of pleasure. By morning, the anticipation was a wild, lovely ache inside me.

But before I could drown in desire all over again, other sensations caught up with me—nervousness, even fear.

God, Gina had been right: the ride was nothing short of terrifying. I found myself clutching Josie’s waist, nails digging in, every muscle tensed as we rocketed down back roads. The world blurred—fields and neat cottages flashing by, sky wide and dazzling above us—my heart hammering with each desperate curve. Those breathless seven minutes from home to stables felt like I was stretched tight, floating helpless in some fever dream far longer than the journey.

I’d been waiting at the drive’s end, bright and early at ten, pulse racing. Josie arrived with the confidence only leather and horsepower could bring—petite, but somehow larger than life astride that throbbing black motorcycle, every bit the dark seductress. She braked with a dramatic squeal, the spectacle surely enough to make any nosy neighbor choke on their tea.

Silently, she lifted a helmet—jet-black and crimson to match her own—and tossed it to me with a sly tilt of her mouth. No words, just the unspoken dare. I slid it on, fixed it tight, and mounted the bike behind her, pressed close enough to feel her heartbeat through her jacket, anchoring myself with desperate arms. Gina’s loaned leather jacket squeezed me, emphasizing my curves and trapping the scent of yesterday’s adventure, the friction of leather-on-leather and the wind’s constant, frantic battering making every nerve jangle. All I could think was what new trouble we might crash into—and how utterly I’d surrendered to this ride.

Finally, the throaty purr of the engine faded as Josie eased into the stable yard, the crunch of gravel under the tires slowing my racing pulse. My whole body hummed—whether from adrenaline or nerves, I couldn’t quite tell. We swung our legs over the bike in a blur of motion. My legs felt like jelly, just barely holding me upright as I yanked off the helmet and tried to tame my pigtails—still a little skewed from Gina’s quick, affectionate handiwork earlier.

Josie, all business, peeled off her helmet to reveal a vivid shock of red hair, every bit as fierce and commanding as her personality, pulled tightly into a no-nonsense bun. Encased in leather, she was a striking vision: I couldn't help but imagine her with a riding crop, formidable and seductive, poised for delicious mischief. The thought sent a naughty shiver through my still-sensitive skin.

She surveyed the yard with imperious confidence. "Here we are—Amberside Stables, my sanctuary. And the home of my precious companions, Shadow and Sasha. Shadow’s my Arabian—utterly magnificent. Sasha, though—my Palomino sweetheart. He's a charmer, you'll adore him. Oh, and here comes Daisy—the stables' true queen—she'll take excellent care of you, won’t you, Daze?"

Josie’s whirlwind ways left my head spinning. And before I could gather my thoughts or find my voice, she strode off decisively, disappearing into her horse’s stall. I was left blinking in the wake of her black-leather energy—and in the intimidating, broad-shouldered shadow of the stable’s resident Amazon.

Daisy approached and held out a huge, work-roughened hand. She had the imposing stature of a rugby prop—easily six feet tall and splendidly constructed. Her handshake was utterly captivating: palm hard as old leather, grip unyielding, yet layered with unexpected warmth. Her presence radiated a wholesome sensuality—fiery cheeks glowing above a mess of untamed ginger hair escaping its hair tie in a wild, tangled tumble. She smelled of warm hay, musk, and something distinctly her own. It made my senses tingle—raw, primal, yet comforting.

“Daisy,” she said firmly, her accent thick and earthy, turning her name into something melodious, seductive in its frankly physical resonance. She was handsome in a way that transcended simple prettiness—her broad smile, sprinkled with freckles, seemed to promise secrets and laughter.

I pressed my hand to hers. “Hi, Daisy. I’m Beth—”

But before I could finish, she cut in with business-like urgency, already turning toward the stalls. “Right, over ‘ere, love. You need to meet Sasha.” Her directness was oddly soothing, a contrast to Josie’s electric unpredictability.

I hurried after her, clutching the treats I’d brought—crisp apples and a pocketful of mints, my secret weapons. Sasha was already poking his nose through the wooden bars, his creamy mane rippling as he nuzzled the hay, searching for the sweetest bite. He was achingly beautiful, his soft muzzle impossibly inviting as he accepted my apple with a whicker and gentle nudge. Affectionate from the first moment—my heart swelled with instant affection for him.

Daisy introduced us with a practiced hand, and when I offered a mint, Sasha’s lips waggled with endearing clumsiness as he tried to navigate the little sweet. Horses have such enormous mouths, yet treat every small pleasure with silly ceremony—it made me giggle, easing the knot of anxiety in my belly.

With Sasha calmed and Daisy’s confidence guiding me, we led him out into the sunlight. “Come on, let’s fix you up proper.” Daisy’s stride was purposeful as she guided me to a battered shipping container—a haven for battered boots, stacks of riding hats, well-loved chaps, and all manner of paraphernalia. “You haven’t brought your own, right? Don’t fret. There’s gear for you—find your size, help yourself. I'll keep an eye on you.”

Her tone was practical, but I couldn’t help but notice the way her gaze lingered, assessing, almost promising. The anticipation of what this day held shimmered through me—raw, electric, and thrillingly unknown.

I didn’t want to look like a naïve novice, so I smiled, murmuring something about all my gear being stuck in storage up north. That earned me a subtle, approving glint from Daisy—she seemed to reassess me, seeing a girl with a bit of experience under her belt.

I sifted through the battered selection of equipment piled in one corner, doing my best to find things close to my size that didn’t reek of years of stabled musk. Behind me, Daisy busied herself with Sasha’s saddle and bridle, her strong hands rough but careful as she handled the enormous weight. She heaved the whole lot onto the table with a throaty grunt, muscles straining beneath her shirt. My own hands shook slightly as I fumbled with my borrowed helmet, and before I could even fasten the buckle, Daisy was in my space—close, unselfconsciously intimate.

She picked up a pair of leather chaps, knelt at my feet, and began wrapping them around my legs, her face only inches away from my thighs. She moved confidently, the hem of my jeans brushing her fiery cheek, her position leaving nothing to imagination. Her auburn hair brushed against the inside of my knee, sending delicious little sparks straight to my core—God, she must know what she’s doing. We shared an unspoken moment as she finished the first chap, her fingers trailing lightly over the buckle. I handed her the second, my breath catching as she tugged it high up my leg, the crown of her head pressing deliberately, almost forcefully, against the sensitive juncture at my hips. The friction set my skin ablaze. She didn’t let go, using the waistband of my jeans as leverage to pull herself upright, her presence pressing every boundary.

She lingered, those bold blue eyes locked onto mine, her voice low and smoky as she leaned in. “Right then, you’re set. Little tip about old Sasha: let him read you. He’s a gentle soul, just let him take the lead. Hold the reins too tight and you’ll be left there frozen, like one of those bloody statues in the village square—noble but stone cold.”

I struggled to steady my breathing, forcing a flirty smile as desire spiked between us. She was so close I could taste the heat rolling off her skin. “Thanks, Daisy,” I murmured, my voice only just above a whisper. “I’ll keep it soft.”

She arched a brow, lips quirking in amusement. “So you’re no stranger to the saddle then? You’ve got a few rides under your belt?”

“Oh, I can keep myself upright most of the time,” I replied, my voice trying for nonchalant but, oh, my body was buzzing. “Not Horse of the Year parade standard, but I know which end’s which.”

Daisy barked out a husky laugh, deep and rich. “Good lass. I believe you.” She hoisted the saddle onto her hip, nodding to the door. “Let’s give you a go with Sasha.”

I stepped back into the sunlight, every nerve tingling, Daisy’s presence still caressing my skin. As she shouldered past me, I heard her call out, “And don’t panic if you end up the wrong way round. Nowt wrong with a bit of reverse cowgirl, eh?”

I glanced over my shoulder, pulse fluttering, to catch the sly twist of her lips and a devilish glint in her eyes as she added, “Not that I’d know much about that position, mind... not at all.”

Daisy secured the saddle with skilled, no-nonsense hands, her fingers strong as she cinched the girth tight around Sasha’s belly. She kept his big, soft nose angled away from me, for which I was more than a little thankful—my arm still bore the faint, pale souvenir of a horse bite from years ago, and the memory sent an involuntary shiver down my spine. I made certain the girth was snug, double-checking under Daisy’s intense gaze before she offered me her hand. I grasped it—steady, work-worn, reassuring—and she boosted me up onto Sasha’s broad back with surprising strength. Across the yard, another rider was mounting. I couldn’t help but notice the distinct difference—Daisy seemed to give her a perfunctory nod, but none of the lingering touch or supportive palm at the thigh and that oh-so-firm push at the base of my spine that left me breathless and humming with anticipation.

Daisy coaxed Sasha forward, urging me to walk him, then pick up a brisk trot. She stayed close, corrected my posture with gentle but unyielding hands, then bent to check the girth again while her other hand wandered with practiced familiarity over Sasha’s muscular rump…and then, audaciously, over my own, fingers pressing a little firmer than necessary—a silent promise hidden within the motion. “There you go. Perfect,” she said with a pat that left my skin tingling through denim and saddle leather. Her eyes glowed with mischief as she sent me off. “You’ll be just fine. Si’thee later.”

With a cheeky little wave, Daisy slipped away, leaving me rambling in the thick tension she’d built between us. I barely had a moment to collect myself before Josie’s stable door swung open. Out strode a lean, impossibly fit young man leading a vision: her stallion, Shadow—gleaming, powerful, the inky black of midnight silk. Josie appeared, every inch the equestrian goddess in fitted black leather, her russet hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. I felt an ache of envy thinking of that mane loose, spilling down to clash spectacularly with the stallion’s storm-dark coat. Shadow and Sasha greeted each other, warm huffs and gentle nuzzles—old friends reunited.

I watched Josie as she vaulted astride with effortless grace, her tight thighs clenching as she swung over Shadow’s back. She thanked her helper—the bashful Leo—his cheeks colouring as if it were her touch, not just her words, lingering on his skin. He melted away, eyes cast down, following Daisy’s path.

Josie guided Shadow up alongside me, the horses’ bodies so close I could sense the strength underneath. Her eyes sparkled. “Thought Shadow was a cat’s name,” I teased, fingers stroking Sasha’s mane.

She laughed, that sultry, knowing note in her voice. “Oh, darling, I live for contradiction. I’ve a cat called Sasha too. If only all my creatures could meet—imagine the chaos.” For a moment her eyes held mine, and the heat between us flared.

Our horses walked on, hooves thudding in perfect rhythm, the sweet countryside unfurling around us, slow and luscious. My thighs clung to Sasha’s sides, the leather warm and worn, every movement teasing something deliciously dormant awake in me. I remembered to heed Daisy’s warning—let Sasha lead, and he rewarded me with a willing, eager stride.

After a stretch of gentle lanes and secret, overgrown paths, we came to a narrow gap in the hedge, opening into a field that promised wicked possibilities. Sunlight caught Josie’s cheek, her smile sly and dangerous as she pulled up. “Care for a gallop? Or are you worried you’ll come second?”

“Try me,” I shot back, blood humming at the dare in her eyes.

She pointed to the distant fence. “Loser submits to a forfeit of my choosing.”

My breath caught—her impish tone, the way her hips shifted in the saddle, all sin and promise. I glared, planting my fists on my hips. “Oh, I can just imagine. Horse poo on toast, perhaps? Or do you prefer something more…exquisite? Want me down on my knees, sweet and hungry for you—even if you’re bleeding for me?”

The challenge sizzled between us, wild and brazen.

She waved her crop at me with a wicked glint in her eye. “Careful what you put in my head, darling. All right—three... two... one...”

The moment she uttered the final number, we both urged our horses forward. I barely had time to steady myself before Sasha bolted eagerly beneath me, hooves thunderous on the soft turf. Yet I was no match for Josie; with a low laugh, she leaned into Shadow, who surged ahead, black muscles rippling beneath his glossy coat. The distance between us stretched humiliatingly fast—Shadow devoured the length of the field in powerful, loping strides while Sasha gamely tried to keep up. By the time I closed the gap, Josie had dropped her reins and thrown her head back in laughter, every inch the victorious horsewoman.

She tossed me a knowing smile, strands of wild red hair escaping her helmet. “Drinks are on you when we reach the pub halfway round,” she declared, emerald eyes sparkling with mischief.

I threw her a theatrical pout, feigning a sulk. “Really? That’s my only penalty? Where’s the devilish forfeit?”

She pretended to ponder, mouth quirking in a shameless grin. “Well, I’m not due for another ten days, so you’ll have to wait if you want a taste of that. Or”—she motioned toward Sasha, who chose that humiliating moment to fertilize the grass lavishly—“you’re welcome to help yourself to his fresh offering for your breakfast.”

It took me all of a heartbeat to reply, “I’ll just stick to buying the drinks, thanks.”

The old inn sat like a secret, nestled deep in the country’s rolling green. Wooden rails ran in front, built for weathered saddles and impatient hooves. I secured Sasha while Josie tethered Shadow; both horses slipped instantly into contentment, dropping their heads to drink from the cool water trough, their tails flicking lazily in the summer heat.

Leaving Josie on watch, I ducked inside to the bar, ordering cold drinks for us both. By the time I returned, pint in hand, she was perched on the bench, legs stretched out, a plume of smoke curling from her lips. She could have stepped right out of that sultry photo I kept just above my bed—the one that tormented my dreams and fed my fantasies.

I handed her the glass of Pimms. She blew a lazy ribbon of smoke my way, her gaze heated and intimate. “I never properly thanked you for the photograph. Yes, I messaged, but it hardly seems enough. It’s breathtaking.” Her voice dropped lower, the moment thick between us.

I leaned closer, lowering my voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “I propped it upstairs, right by the old velvet armchair. Had my first Sybian ride with your face watching me.” Memory made me bite my lip, desire blooming low in my belly.

Josie slid her fingers into mine, eyes dancing with delight and something darker. “That, darling, is quite simply the highest praise.” The warmth in those words wrapped around me, sensual and innocent all at once. “Was it everything you wanted?”

A sudden flush hit my cheeks as the images returned, vivid and slick. “Put it this way—I left a lake on the floor. Honestly, had to wade my way out. Cleaning that room is no joke.”

She chuckled, a throaty sound. “Gina mentioned your suggestion for a sink in the attic. I think you might be onto something—no cleaning service would take that sort of job. We’ll need to get creative for our Panic Room adventures.”

For a while, we drifted easily between talk of renovations and mischief, laughter threading between the seductive undercurrents of private jokes. Later, with the sun overhead, I bought us lunch and sipped another cold beer, feeling languidly happy and entirely alive. After one last tender feeding of apples to our patient steeds, we gathered reins, swung back into our saddles, and nudged our horses toward the winding trail home, the afternoon’s pleasures lingering between us.

The return journey felt different—deliciously charged. It was meant to be quicker, Josie said, this new shortcut she'd plotted through whispering green. Our muscles, relaxed from the pub and made warm by the sun, came back alive as we let the horses lengthen stride. The trail swallowed us in dappled sunlight until we reached a hushed, tangled cluster of trees, the hush broken only by the sound of our breath and the soft nickers of equine contentment.

Josie slipped gracefully off Shadow, her movements deliberate, the confident sway of her hips making my pulse stumble. She tethered him almost lazily, then nodded at Sasha—her simple command for me to follow. I did, but she closed the distance before I found words, the air dense with anticipation.

Her voice, molten and teasing, barely rose above the leaf-stirred breeze. “Nearly two. I’ve been desperate for this since ten.” The admission thrummed through me, hotter than the sun. In one bold motion, she pressed me against the tree, its bark cool through my thin shirt, and slipped her hand beneath the soft cotton. My heart skipped as leather fingers found my bare breast, gentle but firm, sending electric heat pulsing through my core. She caught my sharp inhale and soothed me with lips at my ear.

“Nothing rough today,” she promised, her breath smoky and intimate. “I just want to make you forget everything for a while.” Her mouth found mine, slow and sensual, her teeth tugging at my lower lip until I whimpered, needing more. Our helmets clinked absurdly as we kissed, urgency tangled up with laughter and longing. My hands traveled down to cup her firm hips, feeling the heat of her through those snug jodhpurs, every muscle alive beneath the fabric. She mirrored the touch, her fingers gliding lower, making my thighs tremble. We pressed together and time loosened its grip, lost to the heat growing between us.

But just as my control began to slip, Sasha’s impatient whinny broke the spell—and the woods buzzed suddenly with voices. We disentangled, flushed and grinning, just as a gaggle of cheerful ramblers wove their way past—chattering, oblivious to the desperate tension hanging between us. Josie muttered a filthy curse, her jaw tight with exasperation. “Of all the bloody times… this place is usually deserted. I swear, I’m going to combust.”

We played innocent, exchanging polite nods until the last fleecy anorak vanished into the trees. Josie stroked Shadow lovingly and slipped him a peppermint, chuckling at his timing. “Good boy—you saved us from scandal.”

I caught her eye, smirking. “Since when do you mind an audience?”

“Oh, I don’t—but not quite so many wrinkled peepers, thanks,” she fired back, handing me Shadow’s reins. “Alright, darling. Up you go.”

My eyebrows shot up, startled. The walkers had nearly disappeared, just a few stragglers trailing behind. “You want me to ride Shadow?”

Josie’s lips curled in approval. “I watched you with Sasha. He’s clever—you earned his trust. Shadow’s no fool either. Trust yourself.”

Nerves tangled with pride as I mounted, Josie close enough that our lips brushed once more—quick, defiant, a promise unfinished. “Thank you,” I murmured, not caring who saw.

“Save your gratitude for the finish line,” she teased, her eyes sparkling, already itching for another race. “Double or quits?”

We rode—racing breathless through the sun-dappled green. This time, I nearly had her; the riotous thrill of competition surged through us, but in the final sprint, Josie’s mastery told. Shadow flew beneath me, but she edged ahead, a half-length clear. She tossed me a wicked grin as we reined in, eyes alight with victorious mischief. “Almost, gorgeous. Better… but you know what a forfeit means. And next time, I promise, it’ll test your endurance in quite a different way…”

As we clattered back into the yard, the soft thuds of the horses’ hooves echoed like a final drumroll to our ride. The evening air hung thick with sweat and the lingering tang of leather. Daisy appeared by the gate, her hands busy with the lock, her eyes widening in shock as she caught sight of me astride the formidable Shadow. Her mouth fell open, all Yorkshire incredulity. “Bloody hell, she actually let you ride her. Must be proper magic you’ve got. Shadow’s a surly bugger—nobody gets that close!” Her coarse appraisal made me flush with wicked pride.

I slid down from the saddle, handing the reins to Josie, who wore a grin like a secret tucked behind her lips. She eyed Daisy, a gleam of mischief dancing in her gaze. “Think you can see to Beth for me, love? Now then, where’s our dashing Leo hiding?” Her words curled in the air, full of intent, making Daisy give her a long-suffering eye-roll, clearly used to Josie’s games.

Daisy collected Sasha and led him away, her rough hands surprisingly gentle as she tethered him and brushed his sleek neck. I couldn’t resist palming him a final mint, whispering my thanks into his ear for behaving so beautifully. My body still thrummed with the aftershock of excitement Josie had set pulsing through me beneath the trees. Every nerve seemed tuned to sensation.

Inside the shadowy tack room, Daisy swung the battered container door shut, sealing us in a hush of hay-dust and anticipation. She knelt, a smirk on her lips, and tugged at the fasteners of my chaps. After the wildness of the ride and Josie’s earlier hunger, I felt skittish. “You don’t have to—” I started, my words trembling.

She interjected, voice low and teasing. “All included in the service, madam.” As she said it, her head pressed forward, not at my back this time, but squarely at my centre. Her face pressed into me, nose brushing the heat between my legs through denim, making my breath catch, desire flaring anew. She peeled off the first chap and kneaded my calf, her grip strong, purposeful, sending a different kind of ache up my thighs. The other chap slid away more slowly, her hands finding bare skin, fingertips lingering just a little too long.

Pinned between her and the table, my skin still tingled from Josie’s touch in the clearing, my body hungry and restless. Daisy straightened, her face so near mine now our breaths tangled in the space between us. Her lips were lush, parted, pink from kissing mints all afternoon. With delicious care, she slipped her fingers to the strap beneath my chin and unclipped my helmet, letting my hair tumble free around my shoulders. The helmet landed on the table with a soft thud; her gaze stayed locked to mine.

Her hands slid to my waist and, with a deft movement, the button at my jeans snapped open. Panic and arousal fizzed inside me. “I think I’m finished, Daisy…” I managed, voice catching.

Unfazed, she eased a strong hand inside my jeans, cool fingers slipping and pressing against my heat, her mouth barely grazing mine. My will faltered.

“Josie’s orders, love,” she murmured, breathless, her dialect thicker as desire crept in. “Last time I disobeyed… well, let’s just say I learned my bloody lesson.” Her words sent a shiver down my spine—Josie’s reach running through Daisy’s hands.

“I know exactly how you feel,” I confessed, surrendering, craving release after the tease Josie had started. I found Daisy’s mouth, urgent and generous, her lips devouring mine as she undid another button. Her thick fingers slid deeper, searching, until—suddenly—she drew back, confused and irritable. A soft, wet pop echoed between my legs. With a dramatic flourish, she withdrew the slick, well-loved Venus balls that had kept me needy all day. She dangled them by their cord, looking somewhere between scandalized and amused.

“Josie’s bloody obsessed with these buggers. I’ll never get it.” She dropped them, all glistening and trembling, next to my helmet with a snort of disdain. Her gaze met mine, dark with intent. “Right, where were we?”

Daisy’s hand wasted no time returning to its task, her fingers now liberated, quick and undeniable. She seized my wrist with a confident grip and slid it down the front of her snug jodhpurs, opening herself to me. My fingertips found her slick and eager, her heat spilling over my skin, making her gasp into the air between us. “Don’t fret, love—I won’t last. I’ve been teasing myself all afternoon, just building it up... can’t help it, thinking about this.”

God, I was beyond ready. The ache gnawed just beneath my skin. We crashed together, devouring each other’s mouths with a desperate, sloppy need. Her hips bucked into my hand, grinding with needy circles, and my own body trembled, nerves humming as her thick fingers thrust inside me, relentless. The tack room filled with the pulse of our panting, the staccato of helpless moans and the forbidden electricity of hands driving each other higher. All around us, the musky scent of horses mixed with the sharper tang of our sweat and lust—a wild, earthy perfume that curled in my lungs.

I shattered first, biting at her lower lip, my insides clenching so fiercely around her hand I whimpered into her mouth. Moments later, her own climax tightened, soaking my fingers, her breath breaking in hot, guttural cries against my cheek. We held on as the waves crashed over us, fingers sticky and entwined, for long seconds.

With ragged breaths, Daisy finally pulled back. She reached for the cheap paper towels fixed to the wall and, still flushed, cleaned herself briskly—first between her thighs, then her hands—before tossing me a towel. My legs barely felt solid beneath me. As I wiped myself clean, she was already stepping toward the door, glancing back with a crooked smile. “Thought you might put up a fight. No matter—not half bad.” Her chin jerked back toward the stables. “Sasha needs seeing to.”

I smoothed my clothes back in place and found my Venus balls on the table, sticky and gleaming, a sweet little reminder. I scrubbed them down, dropped them into my bag, and, lost in the foggy daze of climax, trailed after Daisy toward Sasha’s stall.

“She’ll be quick, too,” Daisy murmured, ever cryptic, tossing her head toward the far end of the stable. She leaned in to peer through a splintered crack in the weathered wood. I mirrored her action, curiosity burning through my haze.

Through the gap, I caught sight of pale, bare skin—jodhpurs bunched awkwardly at the knees—hips pistoning in an unmistakable rhythm. Muffled cries, harsh breaths. That was Josie, bent unashamedly over a pile of hay, her voice muffled as Leo, strong and steady, drove into her from behind. The sight was raw, urgent. I heard her final shout as Leo withdrew, the shadow of a condom glinting in his hand before they both began to put themselves back together.

Daisy was already in the doorway, saddle slung over her shoulder, smiling at my golden Palomino so blithely unaware of the carnality pulsing through the barn. “I’m in the Tanners Arms Thursday nights, behind the station…” Daisy gave me a wicked flick of her fingers in the direction of Josie and Leo’s abandoned passion, her eyes glinting with invitation. “…If you want something more than that. Proper action—just think about it.” And with that, she was gone, leaving me flushed, breathless, and tasting her on my lips.

I could scarcely believe the whirlwind I'd just stumbled through. The air in the yard was sharp, pinpricked with the remnants of sweat, sex, and grass. I was still dazed, trying to steady myself, when Josie emerged from behind the tack room—her lips curled around a cigarette, mischief in her eyes, her fingers busy at her zipper. She gave me a cocky, two-finger salute, swaggering over like the entire spectacle had been nothing but a mid-afternoon snack.

I planted my hands on my hips, narrowing my gaze at her. She plucked out her cigarette, smoke curling from her lips like a secret she was only half-ready to share.

She raised her arms in a lazy arc, her amused shrug saying more than words ever could. “Well?” she challenged, eyes dancing.

Momentarily, my tongue tangled. The surreal tangle of lust and absurdity had whiplashed through me, and still my cheeks burned with the afterglow Daisy had left festering between my thighs. “How come,” I started, voice thick with incredulity, “I wind up with the horsey dyke and you luck out with the young buck?”

A sly wickedness lit up her face and she grinned, savoring the tease. “Oh, darling, isn’t it obvious? My rules, my territory. Maybe it was your second forfeit. Maybe I’m just generous and decided to toss you to the wolves. Or maybe luck’s just blind and horny.” Her voice purred, as addictive as the tobacco tangled in her hair.

Laughing, we meandered back towards her bike, heat radiating between us. “None of those, actually,” she confessed, falling in step beside me. “Just the way things shake down. Daisy’s not too fond of me lately—reckon I went a bit too hard on her last time, got her shrieking for mercy. Big game in a small barn, that one. She likes to talk mean but with me, it’s play-acting.” Josie cocked her head with a devilish smirk. “Honestly, you probably fared better. Leo’s all limbs and eagerness, but I barely got a taste, love. You’ll have to put in some extra overtime for me after that. But Daisy—mmm, bet she left you gasping, didn’t she? I always slip them a bonus if they make you come hard for me.”

Her words had warmth in them—a challenge, edged with affection. “Jesus, Jones, anyone in this damned county you haven’t fucked yet?”

She let her laughter tumble between us, bright and wicked. “Far and few, precious. One or two pretty boys in Brighton could never be tempted, and there was an old gent in the next village who couldn’t get proper wood. Understandable at ninety-seven, poor love.” She paused, faux-thoughtful, counting off names on her nimble fingers. “So, save for those three, I suppose my dance card’s damn well full.”

That confession—almost proud, definitely depraved—made me laugh despite myself. She was as incorrigible as I was. We reached her battered motorbike; she tossed me the helmet with that trademark irreverence.

I caught it, rolling my eyes. “Can I catch a bus instead? I need my nerves intact for round two.”

Josie winked, the tip of her tongue caught between her teeth. “Certainly, darling. There’s one at one on Wednesdays—just mind there’s a ‘K’ in the month.” She drew out the joke with an arch of her brow.

Resigned, I shoved the helmet on, not realizing I’d jammed the visor at the back. Her laughter came muffled through my folly, the sound of pure delighted mockery. “It suits you, darling. Come on. Are you getting on, or walking home with that ache between your legs?”

The ride through town stretched ahead, tense and thrilling. The wind scoured my face, my knuckles white as bone around her waist, heat pulsing where our bodies collided. When, at last, we pulled into her garage—door sliding down, darkness cloaking us—the world spun to a hush, just the two of us and some Barbie-pink delivery van idling next to the bike.

My hands trembled as I peeled the helmet off, the world suddenly silent after the engine’s roar. My voice, when I finally found it, was shaky and raw. “Is the world spinning, or is it just me?”

Josie’s laughter exploded through the garage, sharp and delighted, her eyes flickering with wicked amusement. “Oh sweetheart, I wish you could see yourself—bloody priceless! The second Sunday in a row I’ve caught you wearing that very same look. Last time, you were practically petrified, splashed up on the big screen, squirming while that machine drove you insane. Abject terror. Adorable,” she teased, voice dripping honey and mischief. She strode towards me, confidence rolling off her in waves. “Poor, trembling Bethany. I’ll make it up to you—let’s get delightfully stoned, and then you can do me the honor of making me come.”

Blinking, I stared at her, trying to gauge if she was serious. “Stoned? I thought you were strictly the powdery stuff.”

She arched a perfectly shaped brow. “Oh darling, mostly. But I’ve got a soft spot for a good bit of blow now and then. Trust me—you’ll thank me. Frankly, I’m still aching from earlier; that young lad barely scratched the surface. I need a proper seeing-to.”

Chapter Three — Sing for Your Supper

Where she sourced her stash, I had no idea—but whatever it was, it flooded my senses and set the world humming. After cleaning herself up from the afternoon’s wickedness, she drifted back into her so-called ‘smoking room,’ shrouded in nothing but a lush, dark green silk kaftan. I couldn’t help tracing the outline of her body beneath the drape, curiosity and heat building in equal measure.

I took a few minutes to collect myself and freshen up. On my return, she’d sprawled across an inviting leather sofa, a hookah perched ready at her side. Josie took a languid hit and exhaled slowly, the smoke curling around her like a lover’s caress. She patted the space beside her, and I eagerly sank down, drawn in by the seductive haze and the promise of her touch. The first sweet inhale sent a sultry shiver dancing down my spine, settling in my toes and unfurling upwards, delicious and slow.

With another greedy mouthful, she leaned into me, her lips pressing softly to mine as smoke trickled from her mouth between us. I pulled her closer and inhaled her, tasting jasmine, spice, and the echo of earlier lust on her tongue. Our kiss grew longer, more languid, blurry with the fog in our veins, until nothing remained but aching hunger and anticipation.

Her eyes—green, glazed, pupils wide with intoxication and heat—searched mine, daring me onward. My fingers caressed the slinky silk covering her torso, teasing over the supple shape of her breasts, delighting in how the fabric glided over her skin. When I squeezed, her nipples responded instantly, straining against my touch through the thin barrier.

She melted into my hands with a throaty, needy sigh. “Oh God, yes, Beth—don’t stop. Do for me what Leo utterly failed to finish—please, darling, just set me free for once?” The request came wrapped in a trembling whimper as she shifted, silk slipping off her curves, thighs parting in a slow, inviting invitation.

Positioning myself between her legs, I gazed at the sheer, wet vulnerability of her sex. She reached down, bold and unashamed, spreading herself wide open for me—an explicit promise, and a demand. My tongue trailed along her lips, savoring her taste, while my fingers probed inside, slipping in easily, seeking that soft, rough spot deep within. The moment I found it, she jolted, gasping, hips rocking up greedily to meet my hand.

Switching to her clit, I flicked my tongue over the swollen nub, swirling it, teasing, until she couldn’t help but dig her hand into my hair, pushing my face into her harder. “Christ, yes—don’t stop, Beth—suck me hard, harder!” she hissed, voice breaking with hunger. I clamped my lips over her clit, pulling and rolling it between teeth and tongue, my fingers driving deeper inside her. She bucked against me, a raw, animal need taking over. “Yes—more—harder! Make me come, Beth, fuck, just like that, don’t you dare stop—”

My hands blurred with feverish intensity—my left hand thrusting deep, seeking her heat, while my right circled her clit in uncontrollable spirals, dizzy with lust. The sound of her wetness grew slicker, each stroke amplifying the symphony of lewd, liquid noises between her thighs. I watched her, completely undone, her hips arching away from the chair as waves of pleasure rolled through her. She snatched my hand away from her clit, hungry for that final push, her own fingers working herself with frantic desperation while I plunged deeper, matching her escalating rhythm.

She shattered then, silent but fierce, her lips parted to an unspoken cry, emerald eyes fixated on me—wild, glazed, gloriously alive with sensation. Her body trembled, her hand guiding my movement, slowing me as the crest of her orgasm subsided. Finally, she slipped her fingers through mine, gently tugging me free from her trembling sex, our hands entwined and slick with her release. She drew me up without a word, and our mouths fused desperately—her taste on our tongues, sticky-sweet and musky, passed between us until there was nothing left but the shared intoxication of lust and smoke.

We lounged together, tangled in lazy post-coital bliss, the haze of the high wrapping around us like a velvet cocoon. My skin buzzed from both the weed and the heat low in my belly, satisfaction humming between my thighs. Josie’s arms were warm and possessive around me, her contentment a living thing I could feel in the way our bodies fit. I let my gaze roam the space—her sanctuary—a room dressed in understated luxury. Deep, plush sofas welcomed us; a scattering of bold cushions softened the floor. The intricate hookah still smoldered nearby, its scent curling through the air. Bronze cat statues eyed us with knowing indifference. A wall of glass beckoned the evening in, looking out onto her lush, protected garden; we were safe, hidden, the world kept at bay.

A shadow crept by—her cat, that enigmatic Russian Blue, his coat smoky and regal. Shadow, king of her small feline pride, cool and aloof as he surveyed us—another secret kept within these walls.

In the corner, perched with casual elegance, was her Ovation acoustic. A pang of longing hit me—I’d always coveted one like it, ever since those late nights hammering out melodies at college on Donal's old Celebrity Standard. I gestured to it, curiosity flaring. “Do you ever play?”

Josie shifted beside me, her kaftan falling suggestively off her shoulder. “A bit, once—mostly it just sits there now. My fingers are too dainty; besides, I sound like a foghorn when I sing. I mean, you must remember my tragic attempt at ‘Perfect Day’ last week.” Her rueful smile brought back the memory—her bold, off-key voice echoing as she teased me, chained helplessly to her bedpost, feigning disinterest, leaving me gasping for more.

I grinned at the memory. “I play a little. Mostly bass these days. Mine’s in storage with my other guitar. We mess around at college—me, Allie, and a couple of mates. Allie’s a demon on fiddle—she’s been fiddling since she was a kid, proper Scottish folk bands and all. We did a few shows last term, just for kicks. Some reviewer called us ‘heavy metal folk’. I mean, Nirvana’s ‘Come As You Are’ in a ceilidh style? Probably never going to take over the charts, but god, it was fun.” I glanced at the guitar again, hungry to feel its weight against me. “Mind if I…?”

Josie’s smile turned mischievous. “Go on then. Just don’t make too much noise. And nothing Gina claims is your scary ‘screamy’ stuff, alright?”

One of the things I adored about Ovation guitars was their uncanny ability to hold a tune. With only the barest adjustment, the strings hummed under my fingers, their silvered lengths still springy and eager for touch. My palms itched with an almost forgotten anticipation as I settled into the familiar curve of the instrument, my body relaxing into its embrace. I let my fingers coax out a few gentle chords, letting each note drift lazily between us. The melody fluttered through the room, a tender echo of memory and desire. I found myself humming the words, letting the second verse spill softly from my lips as my gaze wandered over Josie’s languid form.

Just a perfect day, problems left behind, untouched, invisible. The weekend unspooling with the luxury of two bodies unrushed, our own secret universe enclosed within sunlit walls. Just a perfect day—you made me forget the edges of myself. For a flickering moment, basking in your attention, I became someone better. Someone worthy of this simple happiness.

As the chorus lingered, I glanced at Josie, and caught the delicate shimmer of unshed tears lighting her gaze. She mouthed the lyrics beneath her breath, as if afraid that her infamous ‘foghorn’ voice might shatter the reverent quiet. She didn’t trust herself to sing, but her feelings blazed, raw and naked, in her glistening eyes.

When the song faded into silence, Josie reached for me—her hand outstretched, fingers curling invitingly. "God, that was beautiful," she whispered, her usual bravado momentarily disarmed. "Your voice. It’s gorgeous. Honestly, you’ve just about got me crying for real!" She squeezed my hand warmly. "Borrow it if you want. The guitar—I barely touch it. It ought to feel music again."

A grateful smile curved my lips. I placed the guitar carefully down, then pulled her into a hug, breathing in her scent mingled with the subtle musk of her arousal, the sweetness of weed and sex still clinging to us. Her arms looped around my waist—it felt so impossibly good, so right, to share music with her after such craving absence.

"Allie's the real singer," I admitted, nuzzling into Josie’s hair. "Whenever we play together, she takes the lead and I do my best to keep up, harmonizing any way she'll let me. Our friend Alice insists we’re practically telepathic—she swears I always hit a perfect fifth above Allie, like it’s magic or instinct." I laughed, the memory of those smoky nights with Allie and Alice shimmering in my mind’s eye.

Josie’s giggle, fresh and light as wind chimes, spilled over her lips. Something about the hookah made her laughter sweeter, less restrained, as if her inhibitions were dissolving between us. "I want to hear it someday—really. Allie sounds wonderful. I think I’d like her very much."

I grinned, thinking of the wild redhead, her brazen wit and untameable hunger. "You two would probably get into all sorts of trouble together. I’m not sure if Amberdown could handle the pair of you, to be honest. Allie’s... elemental. Uncontainable."

Josie’s expression turned sly, direct as ever. "D’you love her?"

Her question cut through my pleasant haze, sharp and unflinching. I blinked, considering the tangled, messy perfection of my bond with Allie—how to put into words all that she was to me. "She’s my best friend and my fiercest lover," I admitted, my voice a low, confessional murmur. "She gets me in all the silly and serious ways. We’re soulmates, fuck buddies, musical partners, partners in crime. It’s a little like what you and Gina have—equal parts chaos and comfort. In two years, we’ve never truly fought. Fool around, bicker for laughs, but always—always end up making music, or fucking. Or both." I smirked, unable to keep the heat from my tone. "First night we met, we got ourselves stupid drunk, crawled into bed, and passed out before anything even happened. Next morning, we woke with splitting heads, too hungover to do more than laugh. Had a pint at the college bar at noon and finally—finally—gave in to everything, right there in the afternoon sun. She’s been a part of me since."

As I recounted the deliciously wicked tale of Allie instructing me, over a blurred and wanton Skype call, to pleasure myself with a cucumber as revenge for Gina and Mike, Josie was howling with laughter, tears squeezing from the corners of her eyes. "And you actually measured it?" she gasped, nearly collapsing. "Oh God, I swear, I’d pay real money to see both sides of that conversation!"

“Type your Skype for me—now you have to see it for yourself! I wish we’d had a camera on my end too; the look on my face was priceless. Oh, and to give you that answer you asked for days ago: yes, Josie, I love her. I think we both understand we’re not destined to live out fairytales together, but there’s no power on earth that could break this thread. No matter where the world takes us, we’ll always find our way back.”

Josie cupped my cheeks, her smile as warm as a worn velvet blanket. “Oh darling, it’s Gina and me all over again—wreaking havoc and loving every broken rule. Christ, to be the age you are again! And let me set the record straight, because of that song you sang: you are already someone good. Don’t you dare be anybody else.”

I shot her a cynical glance, battling the old, gnawing uncertainty curled up inside me, that doubt about who I really was—or could ever be. “Worked out well enough for Gina, didn’t it?”

She gently curled her fingers into a fist and tapped it soft against my nose, a secret little show of affection. “Different ship, different storm, sweetheart.”

Breathing out heavily, I admitted, “I never got the hang of fitting in, Josie. All the other girls at school, they were obsessed with some pathetic boy band of the month, losing their minds over those glossed-up radio puppets. Meanwhile, I was chasing the wild thunder in my mum’s old Led Zeppelin records, trying to bend my fingers to Kurt Cobain’s will, wishing I could capture even a little of James Hetfield’s bite. My friends were at home squealing over Take That or some other boring pop group with their pretty idiot faces—I can’t even be bothered to remember their names. Me? I was up until dawn at folk festivals, getting lost in Korn, in Opeth, Slipknot, Foo Fighters. No wonder I’ve turned out so fucking tangled inside.”

She threaded her fingers through my hair, her touch slow and languid, soothing as a warm bath. “Oh, get over yourself. There’s nothing messed up about you—not one little bit. Sweet, you can be soft as silk or snarl like a goddess on a rampage. So your taste’s a little spiky for a girl—so what? You’re lovely as the devil and when you fuck, you make angels jealous.” She dropped her voice into a sultry southern drawl, lips curling, “Sounds mighty fine from where I’m sitting.”

I tried to protest—a wry retort poised on my lips—but she pressed her palm reassuring against my mouth, silencing any argument before it escaped. “Enough. If you keep wallowing, Games Mistress Napier-Jones is going to have to put you over her knee, and I don’t think you’d survive that. Now, get up, darling. Go raid the fridge, fetch me a Pimms, and bring yourself a beer. Then come back and seduce me with another song.”

My rant had fizzled in her sunbeam charm. Untangling myself from her embrace, still snorting with reluctant laughter, I pictured a porcupine with its quills in unmentionable places and couldn’t help but giggle out loud. I twirled a pair of ridiculous ponytails for her, aiming them straight at her face, feeling myself slip back into petulant playfulness. “Do you know what I love about you, Josie Jones?”

She pressed her lips tight together, biting down on a smile, shaking her head even as mischief sparkled in her eyes. “I’m almost scared to find out!”

“You’re every bit as fucking mad as I am!” I called out, pausing by the doorway, my hands on my hips, grinning wickedly. “So, where the hell is this fridge of yours?”

Bent low over the hookah, Josie didn’t even grace me with a glance, her voice sliced through the gentle haze with its delicious sarcasm. “Upstairs, in the bloody bedroom, did you think? Please tell me this isn’t what higher education does these days. Kitchen’s down the hall — second on the left, just up those three steps. Now, brace yourself: the fridge is a tall, shining, silver beast with handles. You grab one, open what they call a door, and — plot twist — everything inside is freezing cold. Marvelous, isn’t it?”

It took every ounce of willpower not to laugh, but warmth coursed through me, a familiar tingling glow from the hookah dancing along my limbs. I could already feel myself tumbling into a heady, lust-fueled adoration for her, deeper even than anything I’d felt for Gina. As I edged into the hallway, I couldn’t resist shouting, “Oi! Jonesey?”

She half-turned, that wild tumble of hair falling over her shoulder, just in time to see me stick my tongue out and throw her a pair of gloriously rude middle fingers.

Her voice chased me, brimming with mock fury. “Let those fucking cats in and I’ll serve you horse shit on toast, you minx! I’m warning you!”

***

Chapter Four – Me and Mrs. Jones

The guitar’s body was cool and smooth against my bare thighs, and I perched on a white leather-cushioned stool, the grain of the seat deliciously cool between my legs. Josie sprawled across the wide sofa, her kaftan parted just enough to reveal snippets of flawless, creamy skin—the swoop of her waist, the soft under-curve of her breast, the electrifying line of her thigh. Almost everywhere I looked, white, gleaming leather winked at me; her world was upholstered in secrets and temptations.

Lazy smoke from her cigarette swirled high into the air, scenting the room with the promise of pleasure and vice. I glanced at the wall clock, still dazed. “Bloody hell, is it really only six?” So much had happened between us, hours felt like days. I could have sworn it was midweek already, not the tail-end of a wild, perfect Sunday.

Josie’s voice slipped out, thick and velvet, vibrating with mischief. “Mmm. Good… that means we still have hours before Monday tries to ruin us. So much delicious trouble we can get into.” She sipped her Pimms, eyes glinting, as I finished swigging the last of my beer.

Somehow I’d survived my mission to the mysterious fridge—only stumbling on it after fending off a parade of relentless, swirling cats, every size, every shade, pressing and swirling around my ankles, purring and mewing as if they might seduce me to their side. But I delivered the drinks, victorious, cats uninvited.

Josie leaned back languidly, gesturing grandly with her cigarette, smoke twisting from her fingertips like a lover’s spell. “Well, come on then, woman, sing for me!” The cannabis had softened her, made her smile dreamy-eyed, but still she commanded with that irresistible, imperious flair. I wasn’t much better, giggling as my drunken, clumsy fingers had butchered ‘Nothing Else Matters’ and silently begged forgiveness from Hetfield and the boys.

I drained the rest of my beer, feeling it fizz through my veins, then looked over at her, defiant. “So, are we doomed to lounge here, getting stoned and listening to me massacre every classic ever written, or does the mistress of the house have a wicked scheme for us tonight?”

Josie stretched out, decadent as sin, her lips curving. “Sing," she commanded again, her cigarette lifted like a scepter, voice low with dangerous intent.

My fingertips were burning, the strings biting into tender flesh I'd clearly neglected for too long. Our sad, drunken excuse for a band—Architects of the Apocalypse—had played everything we could remember, and even my brain felt raw. Hell, we’d been hopelessly stoned when we dreamed up that name, and it lingered, no matter how ridiculous it sounded. Playing gigs in grim college lunch halls, our stage presence more ‘Oh Shit Refectory’ than O2 Arena, was a running joke I couldn’t ignore.

Josie, on the other hand, seemed insatiable—her hunger for chaos, music, sensation. But me, I was done. My mind drifted to an old soul tune, one I couldn’t fake on guitar. No chords, so I just belted it out, raw and unfiltered, thrashing the strings in an anarchic rhythm that matched the wild, gritty feeling in my chest. I rasped, “Me and Mrs. Napier-Jones…we got a thiiiing goin’ on…” The words twisted through the room, cheeky and broken, and somewhere far from this steamy English living room, Billy Paul probably rolled in whatever glittery afterlife he’d landed in.

Josie crushed her cigarette, rising with a lazy stretch that made her kaftan slip a little further off one bare shoulder. “If you’re just going to be ridiculous…”

I grinned like an idiot, abandoning the guitar and crossing to her side. “Silly Billy?” I murmured, breathless from laughter and the rush of weed curling in my veins.

The joke was stupid and in any other moment wouldn’t have landed, but we were both far too lost, giggling until our bodies collapsed together on the cool white leather. We tangled, limbs and hair and sound, breathless and aching, tears streaming down our faces as the laughter ripped through us. Her body pressed against mine, heat and scent, the hint of sweat and cigarettes and something richer—her excitement, maybe, leaking through every gleaming inch of skin.

Eventually, with a soft sigh and a sly half-smile, she cupped my cheek. “Thank fuck you don’t take after your dad. Honestly, I wish I’d had an affair with your mother. She must be so much like you.”

I drummed a nervous rhythm against my face, her words twisting in places I hadn’t expected. My stomach fluttered. “God, I hope I’m nothing like him…”

She didn’t even hesitate. “You’re not. No bloody way. So, what about your mum? Are you like her?”

Her unexpected questions stripped me bare—Josie was disarmingly relentless, all sharp edges and velvet temptation. “I suppose so,” I admitted, my voice quieter. “Tall, same dark hair…but boobs skipped me completely. I got her legs, though. A sweet little face, massive brown eyes. She always wears these floaty dresses, dripping with cheap, chunky jewelry, but somehow she makes it all look fabulous. If she’d landed a decade earlier, she’d have been a proper hippy, I’m sure of it. Dad and her were odd together. The guy she’s with now—Maynard, an Aussie—he’s so easy, relaxed…the happiest I’ve seen her. They’re probably tearing up the Algarve right now, going at it like—”

Heat crawled up my neck. No way…too much, that was too much. “No, I’m not—no more about my mum…”

Josie just watched me, eyes heavy-lidded and dark, mouth luscious and silent—waiting, wanting, drawing more from me with every breath. I didn’t need her to say a word. The room hummed with the promise of what might come next.

“I think my passion for music comes from her—my mother and her collection of old, much-loved records. Blues, jazz, folk, the classics of rock spilling out of battered sleeves. On those endless school holiday afternoons, I’d play them over and over, strumming along on that battered first acoustic. Then there was Katie Merryweather—my partner-in-crime. We’d filch Mum’s cigarettes and sneak giggling into the tangled garden, the brown ones—Mores, her favorite—dangling recklessly from our lips. Once we stumbled across a little tin nestled under a stack of Fleetwood Mac albums. I thought it was just herbal tea or something, but Katie, clever Katie, guessed right away. We emptied the cigarettes, mixed the herbs—her secret weed—right in, careful not to take too much, worried we might get caught or just too nervous to be bold. We thought we were so grown-up, edgy girls making ourselves dizzy in the late-afternoon sun, even if the effect never quite landed.”

I paused, reflecting on how innocent it all seemed now, the clumsy rebellion poignant and almost sweet. “I’m rambling, aren’t I? God, sorry, I must be boring you senseless.”

Josie arched her spine, stretching out in an extravagant, feline coil—a brazen imitation of a cat basking in the safety of its favorite sunbeam. The sight of her so languid, so unashamed, sent a little tingle down my spine. “Not at all. I could listen to you unravel your whole life and still want more. You’ve got such a delicious way with words, Beth—there’s honesty in you, a rhythm. When you move in these circles the way I do, relationships are ephemeral—fleeting heat, not even a name, barely enough time to collect a taste, let alone a story. You’ve shared something real with me tonight. Underneath all the fire and appetite, there’s still a piece of me that aches for more than just a body, even if the hunger never fully fades.” She grinned, sharp and mischievous. “I fuck everything that catches my eye, Beth—male, female, jaded, sweet—but sometimes, just sometimes, someone makes me want to dig deeper. Gina did, once. A handful of others, rare and special. Now Bethany Hamilton takes her place on my list. Next time you see your mother, let her know: an admirer is watching from afar.”

Emotion bubbled up, an ache catching me by surprise. I pressed my forehead to hers, letting my tears touch her skin. “For fuck’s sake, Amberdown—will you people stop making me cry?” My laugh was watery, the tears hot, and when I kissed her it was a thank you and a challenge all at once.

Miss Georgina Harcourt. 

Mr. Samuel Atkins. 

Miss Josie Napier-Jones. 

—my own little gallery of the unforgettable, growing longer by the day.

I drew back, eyes locked on hers, a playful accusation in my whisper. “Right, Miss Napier-Jones—newest addition to my coveted collection—let me repeat myself. And if you need proof, ask dear Sam what happens when I’m forced to ask too many times: what exactly do you have planned for me?”

She just smirked—refusing to yield, infuriating and irresistible. She slipped away to change, returning in a whisper of silk that clung to her body in all the right places. She looked impossibly fresh—and dangerously inviting—her skin still glowing, eyes gleaming with mischief after a day spent stoned and wild beneath various helmets.

I couldn’t look away.

A gentle pang of anticlimax flickered through me as Josie guided me out into the cool evening, away from the simmering promise of her home and a few doors down the lane, toward the local pub. Once it must have been a true village—cobbled together from narrow lanes and clustered cottages—but now it had surrendered much of its solitude to Amberdown’s suburban creep. Still, the place clung stubbornly to its quaintness: tiny shops blinked their lights along the green, and lacy-curtained cottages pressed close around the old duck pond, with the Green Man pub holding court at the heart of it all. She’d reserved us a table, her casual certainty never slipping.

If I’m honest, I’d secretly hoped for something a little less public—a spicy takeaway, another round with her hookah, and the kind of night that melts memory and boundary, drenched in Sapphic delirium. To be tangled up in silk and smoke. But, as fate would have it, I found myself promised to all of those delights and more, just with a detour through a very respectable – and surprisingly sensual – gastro-pub dinner instead. There was no possible way to recreate last Sunday’s delicious, clandestine footsie here, surrounded by families and weary drinkers, no matter what I wore.

But the sensation thrummed inside me anyway. I’d taken my time before leaving, cleaning and carefully re-inserting my love balls, the secret weight of them pressing deliciously with each subtle movement.

We surrendered to the succulent richness of slow-cooked pork belly, exchanging glances smokier than the pub’s age-blackened beams. Josie seemed pettily distracted for a moment, then pinned me with a teasing, predatory smile as she reeled the conversation back to my earlier misadventures. “So, Miss Hunter didn’t sweep you off your feet?”

Confused, I blinked until she offered Daisy’s first name, and then the memory rushed back, heat rising in my cheeks and spreading under my skin. “Oh—that,” I murmured, voice husky with laughter and a flicker of embarrassment. “It just caught me off guard, really. I should know to expect the unexpected with you, shouldn’t I?”

Her slow, knowing nod was almost feline.

“Once I got past myself it was… fine. She’s a touch more forceful than I’m used to. I suppose calling her a bull-dyke was a bit unkind.” The words slipped out as I recounted Daisy’s bold invitation—her offer to meet me at the Tanners, not just once, but ‘of a Thursday.’

Josie erupted, nearly choking on a mouthful of crisp crackling, laughing so hard her dark eyes shimmered. “Oh, sweet hell!” she gasped, dabbing the corner of her lips with a napkin that trembled with suppressed mirth. “I can just picture you, Beth – thrown to the wolves at Maggie Bennett’s feet – now she’s a true bull-dyke if ever there was one! Oh, the horror! That wild hair of yours shorn to stubble, your lovely hummingbird tattoo masked with skulls and bleeding hearts!”

She paused to regain her composure, eyes alight with wicked delight. “If you ever darken the Tanners’ doorstep, make damned sure you drag Sam along for protection. Hell, bring the whole back row with you—nothing less will save that sweet skin of yours.”

I shook my head, feigning solemnity over swirls of laughter. “Station area is now a no-go zone, I think. No unsolicited haircuts, thank you very much.” I popped the last forkful into my mouth, then pushed the chair back, feeling the weighted pressure inside me pulse with every step as I stood. I laid a hand on her shoulder, lingering just a moment until she felt the warmth of it through silk. “Though, for the right proposition… If Daisy ever invited me for a rendezvous at the White Lion, I wouldn’t say no.”

Halfway to the ladies, I turned, flashing her a wicked smile. “Just so you know, there are three of them in the back row.”

Josie’s eyes glinted, lips curling into a slow, lascivious grin. “Even better, darling—three may just about be enough to see you through! Rugby—I never saw the allure. All that brute force, no payoff in sex. Where’s the fun in that?”

As I returned, Josie's gaze was locked onto mine, her lips curled in a secretive little smile as she murmured into her phone. I slid back into my seat, letting the last of my beer linger on my tongue while I tried to read her expression. Her voice came out low and smooth, deliberately teasing, as she chatted with whoever was on the other end.

"Mm-hmm, darling, delighted to hear it went so well. Make sure you give my love, won't you? No, don't worry, we won't be ages—just about to finish up here." She let the other person talk for a moment, her attention flitting back to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Honestly, I know you two have catching up to do, but save a little for us, hmm? Oh, don't be greedy, Izz! Or I swear I’ll have to set Shadow on you—no, not the little menace, the enormous one. Behave, or else." Her laugh was a wicked, sultry purr. "Line up a beer and make it a Coke for me, love. Yes, with a C, capital C, as in the beverage—not your little baggie of trouble. We do have responsibilities tomorrow." Exasperation played across her lovely face as she rolled her eyes. "And for heaven’s sake, make sure the cats are in the kitchen. Yes, yes, we’ll be five, ten minutes at most, you demon. See you soon, sweet thing."

She ended the call with a dramatic sigh, shaking her head as if she’d been speaking to some delightfully ungovernable child. Her satisfaction radiated as she looked up at me. "Honestly, reliable help is impossible these days." A wicked smile curled on her lips. "Come along, Hamilton. There’s someone I think you’ll find… intriguing."

My stomach fluttered at her words—oh God, what deliciously reckless adventure was she planning for me now? There was a tremble in my fingers as we left the pub and retraced our steps through the sleepy street, the anticipation deliciously thick between us. She unlocked the cottage; the faint sound of soft purring beyond the kitchen door told me the cats had been safely sequestered.

Josie paused atop the three carpeted stairs, her silhouette framed by the soft glow coming from below. She beckoned me down with a subtle, commanding gesture. I descended into the heady warmth of the smoking room, every nerve ending alive with suspicion and hope.

The scene waiting for me was pure, unfiltered decadence: flickering candles and the thick, sweet perfume of incense floating through the air. Plush velvet cushions were strewn haphazardly across the rug, inviting and rich, and filling the space with languorous possibility. Reclining among them, utterly at ease, was a woman so enrapturing it nearly knocked the air from my lungs. Silky black hair fanned down her shoulders, a curtain obscuring half of her exquisite face. Her lips parted to exhale a seductive ribbon of silvery smoke, her visible eye glittering with a feral promise.

She wore Josie’s lush emerald kaftan—if not the very same, a wicked echo—carelessly parted to reveal the loveliest pair of breasts, their gentle curves highlighted by bars of silver that danced with the candlelight. Ornate tattoos curled around the swells and hollows of her body, whispering stories I ached to unravel, while rings and studs adorned her navel, nose, and ear, glimmering with every lazy movement. A brief flash of silver on her tongue told me of more intimate piercings, secrets her smile was daring me to discover.

She was a living work of art—sensuality and provocation entwined in a single, breathtaking vision.

Then a voice, rich with pride and teasing affection, broke through my reverie. Josie. Standing so close behind me, her breath tickling my hair.

"Bethany Hamilton, prepare yourself. It’s my absolute delight to introduce you to someone very dear to me. This… is Isadora—Izzy to most, but when she’s been wicked…" Her sly glance flickered over the woman sprawled on the cushions. "Well, to me, she’s just Izz."

Izzy drew deeply on the hookah, her lips parting in a luscious, languid movement, then exhaled a shivering ribbon of smoke—her voice, when it arrived, was a ribbon of proper English silk. Her smile bloomed, sly and knowing. “Hello, Bethany. Josie’s said so many delicious things about you.”

I opened my mouth, poised for some clever reply, but Josie’s words from behind me neatly cut across my thoughts.

“Izzy is my partner in every sense—joint best friend, business conspirator, absolute creative mastermind behind Confection Confidential.” Her tone, velvet and proud, dipped lower. “But, above all, she’s the one person I truly can’t live without. Her full name—Isabella Chan Napier-Jones—deserves to be said in full on such an occasion.” The pause that followed was heavy with intimacy, a shiver that danced over my skin. “Bethany, you’re meeting my wife. My life partner. The love at the heart of it all. Get to know her…”

I pivoted, half-expecting Josie to be watching for my stunned reaction, but the doorway showed only empty air. I spun back, and found Izzy’s laughter waiting—a bright, wild thing in the smoky hush. She was up on her knees like a cat stretching on sun-warmed cushions, the silken fall of her kaftan pooling around her, skin peeking through the gaps. She pushed the mouthpiece toward me, her nails brushing against my fingers. “You look like you need a little mellowing. Josie does love to drop her plot twists, doesn’t she?”

Palms open in surrender, I let the rush of surprise tumble out—“Oh goodness, one shock after another. Izzy, it’s lovely… really.” She swept to her feet, folding vibrant silk over those tattooed curves. As we fell together into an embrace I felt the electric cool of silk on bare flesh, bright and illicit, recalling earlier sensations with Josie. Izzy pressed the mouthpiece into my hand, her gaze dancing with playful intent. I surrendered to the smoke, savoury and intoxicating, that cool tingle coiling in my lungs. She moved beside me, pulling her hair away from her face, a waterfall of glossy black now shimmering beneath the soft golden candlelight.

Her metal-studded fingers coiled under my chin, raising my face to hers—affectionate, sure, possessive. “Josie didn’t exaggerate your beauty, not at all. If anything, she undersold you.” Those sharp dark eyes, pupils so dilated she might have been drugged with desire, pinned me in place. Close up, she looked maybe thirty, if that; tall, reedslim, hair rippling down almost to her hips. Lost, helpless, I could do nothing but let her watch me unravel.

Heat rushed up my neck—“That’s… honestly, that’s too sweet. I never expected—any of this. I suppose I should stop waiting for ordinary things around here, but it’s as if everything is spun with magic.” Bold, I reached out, echoing her gesture, and traced the elegant edge of her jaw, my fingers featherlight. “Honestly, not even Josie or Gina could have prepared me. Words would never be enough.”

She captured my hand, bringing it to her lips. Her kiss, slow and deliberate, made every inch of me pulse with need. “I’ve been dying for this night,” she said, her grin exquisitely sinful. “I hear my naughty little kitten has been—how shall I put it—indulging in boys again.”

My face flamed with the thrill of being caught. I glanced nervously at the door, half-expecting Josie to sweep back in, claiming us both, but she left us, for now, in this coiled, breathless privacy.

Izzy gave the closed door a conspiratorial glance and then turned those mischievous eyes on me. “Don’t worry, she’s making sure we have our privacy,” she whispered, her voice low and inviting. “She’ll be gone for a while. Oh, and how careless of me—this is for you…” She pressed a cold bottle of beer into my hand, her delicate fingers brushing mine as she picked up her own. Then, she leaned in, her smile glimmering with promise, and tapped my bottle with hers. “To new adventures,” she purred, her words thick with delicious implication.

We both drank—her eyes never leaving mine—and when a trace of beer caught on my lip, she reached over and swept it away with her finger, sensuously dragging it to her own mouth. She sucked it clean with a slow, teasing lick that made my breath catch and sent heat pooling low in my belly. I couldn’t help but think that, at this rate, Izzy’s name would be added to my growing list of guilty pleasures before the night was done.

We sprawled together on the plush cushions, swapping stories and laughter, passing the hookah back and forth, its exquisite smoke tingling through my veins. Izzy spoke softly, confiding in me with intimate warmth: her mother was from Hong Kong, her English father a former lecturer now retired. There was something so open about her, an easy sensuality beneath the playful surface. She told me her father’s illness had kept her away recently, but now he was recovering—her relief almost tangible. The puzzle pieces from Josie’s earlier hints suddenly clicked into place. Izzy’s three-year relationship with Josie unfolded in soothing waves; the freedom they gave each other seemed to pulse through every room of Amberdown.

When I admitted that Leo had abandoned Josie and I’d stepped in to finish the job, Izzy’s eyes sparkled wickedly. “Serves her right!” she laughed, peals of delicate amusement tumbling from her lips as she pressed her hand over her mouth. The sound slipped under my skin, melting me. God, she was something else.

Curiosity and longing tangled inside me. I ached to trace the artwork inked on her skin, to explore the glinting piercings that promised such dark delight beneath the silk of her kaftan. But for a blissful while, we just lounged there—talking, sipping, the heat between us building deliciously slowly. When she leaned forward for another drink, the fabric shifted, slipping away to reveal a perfect, pert breast. The soft pink of her nipple called to me—plump and impossibly tempting. Without thinking, I reached out, my fingers trembling as I brushed the sensitive puckered tip.

Izzy caught my wrist, her grip gentle but commanding, drawing me closer. Her lips parted in invitation, eyes heavy with desire. Where Josie had been all hunger and immediacy and Daisy’s touch had been wild and overwhelming, Izzy’s passion undulated over me like a silk scarf on bare skin—delicate, coaxing, electrifying every inch. Entwined with her, time became meaningless. It felt as though I tumbled endlessly in her arms, from my first tentative caress to that shattering, slow-motion climax. Beneath Izzy’s hands, I unraveled—drawn out, rebuilt, undone—over and over, lost in the exquisite storm she conjured from a butterfly’s sigh.

Her lips met mine—satin-soft, burning with anticipation—her tongue exploring delicately, coaxing me open with the sweetest agony. She shrugged off her kaftan with a fluid grace that left me breathless, skin glowing, every inch of her body temptingly lean and lithe, adorned by an intricate tapestry of tattoos. My eyes hungrily traced the sinuous dragon curled along her shoulder, its tail teasing beneath her flawless right breast, but her touch pulled me under before I could catalogue the rest of her exquisite ink. She eased herself onto me, straddling my hips, her clever fingers working the buttons of my shirt with a steady, measured patience that set my skin aflame.

Her hands—so gentle, yet so assured—cupped my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples, sending sparks ricocheting through my body. My own hands found her, gripping her pert, deliciously firm bottom, fingers pressing into her velvet skin. She widened her stance, her pale thighs parted over mine, then ground herself against the rigid plane of my jeans, desperate for friction. I angled my leg so the thick seam aligned with her aching centre, and she shuddered, mouth hot against mine as she rocked deliberately, her clit catching and dragging along the rough fabric, her breath hitching against my tongue.

Somewhere at the edge of my consciousness, I smelled Josie’s cigarette and caught a fleeting image—her legs parted, hand moving with determined rhythm, hungry eyes fixed on us from her perch at the edge of the sofa. I burned with the wicked pleasure of her gaze—knowing her pleasure, knowing she watched—and the heady sense of exhibition, but for now, every cell in my body pulsed for Izzy alone.

Izzy’s lips curled in a wicked grin as she lifted her head. “Where's your pixie?” she teased, then raked her manicure slowly down my chest, searching. I caught her hand in mine, guiding her to the tiny hidden tattoo, my other hand winding into the cool silk of her black hair as it tumbled around us like a curtain. She pressed a purposeful kiss to the pixie’s delicate outline, then traced her tongue along the inscription Alice had tenderly marked beneath, making my body arch into her.

Her fingers undid my jeans, so certain yet so tender—such a contrast to the fevered desperation I’d felt with Daisy. I lifted my hips, offering myself up to her, the two of us twisting and squirming until my jeans and panties finally slid free. We melted into the cushions, hands and mouths roaming, worshipping every inch with reverence, silence broken only by breathless pleas and stifled moans as new pleasure bloomed between us.

Izzy reached for her beer, took a lingering sip, and then let the cool golden liquid dribble into my waiting mouth—sharp and startling, sweet on my tongue. She poured another teasing drop into my navel and bent to suck it out, lips curling with pleasure as her eyes caught mine. I seized the chilly bottle, offered it to her lips, tipping just enough so that a glittering rivulet spilled down her chest, pooling over her breasts—then I leaned in to lap it up, tongue exploring every last drop, savoring her taste and the wild energy sparking between us.

Our hands wandered endlessly over each other’s skin, deliberately avoiding the neediest places, each touch stoking the slow, burning arousal between us. I wanted this exquisite torture to linger, my whole body humming, every nerve ending alive with anticipation. Izzy picked up the beer, took a teasing sip, and then bent to envelop my nipple in her mouth, her lips hot and insistent, her teeth grazing with delicious gentleness. The soft sounds escaping my throat were beyond my control—delicate purrs, almost animal, as if I’d become one of Josie’s pampered cats.

I watched, mesmerized, as a stray trickle of beer slid down my stomach, slick and cool against my heated skin, pooling at the crest of my mound. Izzy lowered her head, tongue darting out to lap the liquid, her movements feline, deliberate, making my pulse stutter. Then she rose up and kissed me again, slow and deep, her mouth tasting faintly bitter and impossibly exciting.

Her thigh worked its way between my legs, muscles flexing, and as she pressed herself against me, I couldn’t help it—I clamped down, feeling the first dizzying rush as my aching pussy made full contact with her smooth, strong thigh. The friction was delicious, her skin sliding against me as her tongue retreated from my mouth to lavish attention on first one nipple, then the other, tracing the cool metal of my rings. She sucked and tugged on the hoops, sending ripple after ripple of pleasure through me, then shifted, bringing her own pierced nipples against mine. The sharp, electrifying click of her bars meeting my rings made me arch into her desperately.

My control snapped and I reached between her legs, finding her wet, silky heat. As my fingers explored the curve of her sex, she moaned directly into my kiss, her whole body shivering. I eased a finger inside her, savoring how impossibly hot and tight she felt, and almost lost myself as she rocked her thigh harder against me, the pressure building, intensifying, both of us grinding and gasping and tasting each other like we were starving.

Izzy shifted above me, her hand moving over my slit, palm circling, teasing, until her clever fingers grazed my back entrance. The sensation was a shock—a bolt of sensation that made my legs tremble. She pressed a fingertip inside, her thumb simultaneously seeking my clit, tormenting me with perfect, expert strokes. I was undone by her rhythm, her entire hand building sensations that threatened to tear me apart, every heartbeat squeezing pleasure tighter.

Just as I thought I couldn’t possibly bear another second, Izzy rearranged herself, settling over my face, her delicious cunt glistening just above my lips. I breathed in her scent—lush, intoxicating—and dragged my tongue along her puffy, swollen lips, sucking her flesh into my mouth, stretching and savoring her with the same hunger I’d shown Josie before.

The room disappeared for a second, everything narrowing down to tongue and touch and taste—until I felt another mouth, another set of hands: Josie. She pressed into me from behind, her breath hot on my pussy, tongue and fingers working expertly. My hands gripped Izzy’s breasts, nails grazing her soft skin, struggling not to lose myself to the wildness bubbling up inside. Josie slipped her hand around, fingers finding Izzy’s clit as my tongue buried itself inside, lapping her sweetness, taking her higher.

Izzy, driven by the same urgent hunger, changed positions again. She bent forward, finding Josie’s pussy with her lips, her hand and mouth working in tandem with Josie’s own sinuous touch. They devoured me, tongues and fingers everywhere, while I clung to Izzy’s thighs, lost in their onslaught, suspended in a dizzying, endless spiral of want.

As their mouths worked me up to that trembling peak, my breath snagged in my throat, fingers buried deep in Izzy’s slick heat, her taste intoxicating on my tongue. My lips found her clit, drawing tight circles, as Josie and Izzy’s relentless attention sent shudder after shudder racing through my body. I felt Izzy’s thighs clench around my face as her climax rolled through her, her cry vibrating against my lips just as my own release flooded out, Josie’s mouth catching every drop, her lips greedy and wild. Still ravenous, I kept my mouth pressed against Izzy’s soaked flesh, her sweetness filling me, our bodies slick and tangled, lost in the sticky heat of orgasm.

When Josie finally broke away, her face was ablaze with mischief, cheeks smeared with glistening proof of her hunger, strands of her flaming hair matted to her damp skin. She locked eyes with me, her voice rough and giddy. “So? Still missing Daisy?”

I tried to find words, pleasure heavy in my chest, lungs squeezing with every ragged breath. Izzy, ever the tease, reached for her half-drained beer, and somehow I rasped out, Dora’s accent only just holding together, “Suppose it’ll hold me till Maggie Bennett’s lot show up...”

Josie just laughed, right as Izzy tipped the beer bottle towards her pussy and slid it inside with a suddenness that stole the air from us all. The sight alone was dizzying: Izzy arching back, gasping as beer frothed from her cunt in a waterfall, her hips shivering. Her eyes seared into me, her hand yanking me closer, and suddenly we were a feverish mess again—hands, mouths, tongues, all claiming Josie, the slick bottle chilled from the beer making her twist and beg. Izzy’s fist worked deep inside her while I pushed the bottleneck between the writhing cheeks of her arse, turning, twisting, drawing out the most beautiful, uncontrolled screams as Josie fell apart under both of us.

Afterwards, we lay tangled in the glow of fading ecstasy, breath mingling, our limbs draped over each other. Izzy played soft fingers through my hair, Josie's arm possessive across my waist. My body buzzed, so completely spent and sated I wished time would freeze, let us stay in this warmth forever.

A gentle purr rippled through the haze, dangerously real. Something warm and furry traced a ticklish path up my thighs. Josie lifted her head, annoyance warring with a bashful grin. We followed her gaze to find a parade of cats circling our strewn bodies, Shadow proudly leading his tiny harem.

Josie’s hair tumbled over her shoulders as she groaned, voice thick with reluctant affection. “Oh fuck, girls, that’s your tea break. Back on your bloody paws.” She untangled herself from our sticky knot, shooing her feline invaders away, but shot us a look over her shoulder—equal parts envy and defeat. “God, I really fucking hate it when real life barges in…”

Chapter Six -- The Delivery Girl

Sleep held me in a honeyed haze—tied tight with plush velvet, Sam and Izzy’s mouths trailing slow fire over my skin, their tongues drawing golden curves while Josie captured everything on grainy tape behind the lens. I sank deeper into that dream, the weight of silk cords and the warmth of their mouths swirling together, until a sharp knock shattered the reverie.

A voice, gruff and unyielding, sliced through the early morning quiet. “Rise and shine! If you fancy a lift into town, now’s your chance, young lady.”

I groaned, face pressed against the pillow, the dream dissolving too soon. Amazing, really—how many ways could she get it wrong in one breath? Mornings were never good, not for me. Rising felt more like crawling from the grave than shining. And young? Maybe in years. Lady? Not a fucking chance.

Squinting into the dim light, I blinked at the clock. Seven-thirty. What sort of monster believed that was an acceptable time to exist? Clearly, someone living by ‘normal’ human conventions, not ours.

Dragging myself into the warm little kitchen, I was met by the sight of Izzy and Josie perched at the breakfast bar, their matching pink polos playfully snug on bodies I knew in the most intimate ways. Company logo embroidered over generous curves, faces glowing beneath messy buns—God, how different they looked from last night’s sultry glamour, those silky kaftans bunched at their waists as they tangled together and with me, velvet and skin and breathless gasps. If they only knew the private replay running through my mind… I bit back a giggle; erotic memories collided with this splash of wholesome domesticity.

Shadow strode through the maze of discarded slippers and feline siblings with that cocky little tail doing his best king-of-the-jungle impression. Izzy’s grin found me first: bright, radiant, almost sinful with the secret of what her lips had done to me just hours ago. “Morning, my new favourite lover! Sleep okay?” Her voice was honeyed, her smile warm enough to melt me again.

Josie, ever the sharpest wit, stabbed me with a glare hotter than my coffee. “Yeah, she slept fantastically—how could I tell? Because I didn’t!” Her eyes narrowed, mouth twisted in mock outrage. “Heard every bloody snore vibrating through the walls all night.”

I just shrugged, smirking wickedly. “Sorry, can’t help it—always snore after feasting on delicious pussy. Really, Jo, you’ve only yourselves to blame for being so fucking irresistible.” I leaned in, tapped her on the nose for good measure, then grabbed a heavy mug and poured the rich, fragrant brew from the immense cafetière, head still spinning with leftovers of pleasure and black coffee.

Izzy nudged a croissant my way, but I curled my lip and waved it off. “I love you, Iz, but those things are chaos. Too many flaky bits, crumbs everywhere—I always end up wearing most of it, and so does everything in a three-foot radius.”

She reached over and pressed her fingertips to my thigh—midway down, exactly where her hips had left their mark the previous night—grimacing in that adorable, apologetic way. “Ugh, sorry, babe,” she murmured, her hand lingering just a little longer than strictly necessary.

I glanced down—an unmistakable trace of last night’s friction shimmered against worn denim. The memory crashed over me, and my body shivered with delight. With a long, satisfied sigh, I put my arm around her shoulders, pulling her against me, and tapped my other leg. “Here, Izz—let’s even things up, why don’t we? Make a matching pair—I’ll call it even.”

Josie glared, somewhere between disgust and intrigue. “Christ, NOT at the breakfast table,” she grumbled, rolling her eyes so theatrically it should be illegal. “Kids these days. Your habits make me want to weep—or puke, haven’t decided which.”

I wasn't deterred. I made a show of reaching for Izzy’s hand to pull her up. “Come on, Izz—let’s leave the grumpy pensioner to her dry croissant and see just how much these jeans can take, hmm?”

But Josie got to me first, a firm grip closing around my wrist as she yanked me away. There was no mistaking the note of authority in her voice. “Not a fucking chance, Hamilton. Playtime’s over. There’s work to do and you—” she pointed at me, her tone half-amused, half-commanding, “you’re here to be interviewed, not to seduce my wife again before eight a.m.”

She turned to Izzy, eyebrow arched. “Want to interview her first?”

Izzy shook her glossy, midnight-black mane—the movement hypnotic, threatening to undo every careful twist and clip. God, how I wanted to thread my fingers through that tangled darkness, pull her close again, lose myself in her heat. “No, go ahead,” she said, laughing softly. “You love being in charge.”

My brain stalled. Interviewed? What the actual hell…?

As ever, Josie wasted no time and no words. I stood immobilized in the center of kitchen chaos, hot mug in my hand, purring cats weaving between my bare ankles and the rush of skin-on-skin memories not yet faded. Before my fuzzy brain could catch up, Josie’s sharp voice cut through me, direct as ever. “So… Can you drive?”

Josie’s question blindsided me, as her words often did. I blinked, unsure if she was joking, then slowly set my mug on the counter and dug around in my bag. With a flourish, I retrieved my driver’s license and brandished it in front of her with a wicked smirk. “Pretty sure they won’t trust me with military tanks, long-haul trucks, or submarines, but somehow I’ve convinced the powers that be to let me behind the wheel of the usual death traps.” My grin turned sly as I traced my finger over the tiny lettering. “Except motorcycles. If you squint, see here? Banned for life. Not even allowed to ride pillion, apparently. Some wounds are too sexy for the Department of Transport.”

Josie’s laugh was a low, throaty rumble. “Fortunate for you that it’s the pink van job, then.” She tossed a glance at Izzy, who was beaming with mischief. “Right, she’s passed the test.” Then Josie’s focus returned to me—her eyes hard and assessing. “We need a delivery girl. Orders coming out of our ears and you, darling, loaf about all day, your greatest accomplishment lighting up a joint and getting yourself off. Job’s yours. It won’t make you rich, but it’s better than lazy student debauchery, don’t you think?”

My jaw threatened to drop. The chance to linger around these two uninhibited women for the summer? Oh, I was more than tempted. Still, I couldn’t resist playing coy. “So let me get this straight—does the job involve mostly getting high on your stash and endless masturbation? Because if so, I’ll graciously waive my fee. Of course, Izzy’s looking at me like she’s about to conduct her own kind of interview, so I’ll keep an open mind until I’ve heard her pitch.”

Josie, lips twitching, sipped her coffee. “Izzy’s hopelessly selfish, as usual. I, on the other hand, am a pragmatist. She just wants a warm, obedient body in bed. I want you schlepping cakes. It’s simple math.”

That flicker of heat darted through me, all the way down. I wrapped an arm around Izzy, pressing my body close enough that I could taste her perfume. “You had me at ‘sex slave.’ When do I start?”

Josie arched a brow, her eyes wicked. “Careful what you wish for, darling. Let me lay it out: shackled naked in the garage, tiptoed so your calves seize from strain, chain marks at your wrists and ankles—Izzy’s plaything, tormented day and night.” She trailed her gaze down my torso, voice dropping into a velvet growl. “Weights clipped to your nipples and those perfect lips between your thighs. Racked with constant ache, high-definition smut filling your eyes on a twelve-foot screen, while we use your body… but don’t let you come. You’ll feast on whatever scraps the cats leave in their bowls and for thirst—well, we’ll take care of that, too. All this while I serenade you with my singing and the garage fills with purring exhaust, just so you never forget your place.” She swept a hand, as if dismissing the fantasy with a flourish. “Or—” her tone lightened wickedly “—you can drive our pretty pink van all over the Downs, maybe let us fuck you senseless when the mood takes us. Up to you, love.”

Izzy’s lips curved into the faintest, most devilish smile as she nodded up at me—a silent seal on my fate that sent a shiver through my core. I let every bit of mock devastation soften my expression, dropping my hand from her shoulder with exaggerated disappointment. “And I thought I liked you for a minute there…” My words dripped sarcasm as I slid over to Josie, my palm expectant and upturned. “Hand them over. Keys?”

With a smirk of absolute satisfaction, Josie plucked a jangling key fob from its hook and let it fall into my waiting hand. The instant I closed my fingers around it, she and Izzy celebrated with a victorious slap of palms, their laughter brash and electric. “Told you, Izzy! Absolute piece of fucking cake,” Josie crowed.

She’d already tucked my guitar away, the battered case propped by the garage door, patient and waiting. My gaze landed on the newest seduction of my summer—an impossibly perky pink van, lipstick-bright, its Confection Confidential logo shamelessly emblazoned on every available surface. As I circled it, drinking in every cheeky curve, I threw a mock karate kick at Josie’s fierce Kawasaki—petulance against the forbidden.

Josie’s stare was all heat and warning as she motioned toward the wall, her voice low and suggestive. “That fantasy’s still on the table, you know…”

Feigning innocence, I let my leg swing carelessly, whistling a tune with silent lips. “No idea what you mean, Josie…” But underneath, my pulse skittered—her threats always laced in possibility.

Later, I found myself sprawled in the back of that bubblegum-van, the Ovation settled between my thighs, anticipation buzzing right beneath my skin. I couldn’t get started just yet—not until Josie wrangled the insurance into place—but I tingled with the bizarre thrill of my new, deliciously odd job. My insides were a fizz of nerves and want, my body attuned to every little possibility those two dangerous women represented.

That energy clung to me as I wandered across the tepid hush of the Market Square, Josie’s endless list of threats and dirty promises echoing in my head—her voice a whip against my resolve. I knew I wouldn’t be late. As for messing up? Given my usual luck and their wicked appetites, that was practically written in the stars.

If the morning sun hadn’t been so indecent, I’d have cracked open my guitar case right there—let the town hear me thrash out shredded acoustic riffs, baring my soul for loose change. Maybe I would have tap-danced on the ancient cobbles, thumping out double kicks and basking in the bemused stares. But instead, I dragged my battered case back along Sycamore Avenue, a smile pressed so hard to my lips it almost hurt.

With Gina out at meetings and no one home, the house was deliciously empty. Alone, almost giddy, I uncased the Ovation and let my fingers race over the strings until the tips throbbed and ached—raw, red, exquisitely tender. The pain bloomed into pleasure as my head swam with the wine I stole from Gina’s shelves, the morning giving way to a boozy, erotic haze in the Panic Room.

An hour later, another ache joined my fingertips—a low, simmering soreness between my thighs, raw and satisfied. With every pulse, I looked forward to Gina’s return, already imagining her cool hands on my heated flesh, her sharp tongue coaxing every secret from me as I spilled every lascivious detail about that feral weekend—and my dangerously tempting, sinfully unpredictable new job.


Part 10

Chapter One. Tomorrow is Thursday!

I watched Gina's figure shrink into the crowd as she struggled with her monstrous luggage, her presence dissolving into the bustling airport terminal. Slipping the BMW into drive, a illicit thrill humming beneath my skin, I eased away from the drop-off zone and rolled out onto the warm road that led back to Sycamore Avenue. The thought hit me—an entire week, alone in that big, quiet house. What delicious trouble could a restless, barely-tamed, little twenty-one-year-old like me find, given a license—and a key—to my own independence? The anticipation was damn near electric.

So much for innocent intentions.

It had unfolded without warning. Mick was still in Boston, buried in work, until he finally caved and decided he owed himself a break. With Dad now faded into our family’s rearview, and Gina’s schedule as free as her spirit for once, she’d snatched up a sleek business-class ticket to New England. Boston’s skyscape, Cape Cod’s tangled sheets of sand, and most enticing of all—Michael Anderson’s arms. The things that woman landed. She was off to feast on American sin with a side of ocean breezes.

I couldn’t resist offering the airport run. Gatwick was barely a stretch from Amberdown and, honestly, I needed the excuse. Gina’s BMW had taunted me from the driveway since I arrived—gleaming, forbidden. I craved a taste of that machine’s power, purring under my touch.

That’s when her little secret tumbled out, a rush of embarrassed confession between us.

She couldn’t drive. The car—a shiny bribe to force herself behind the wheel, back when she fancied spontaneous London getaways—had been doomed from the start. One rattled journey in the back of a London taxi, chaos swirling all around, and she’d retreated, surrendering her driving dreams. Yet she’d kept the car, pretty and useless, insured for anyone mad enough to drive it. Dad had, once or twice. Otherwise, the BMW just sat: expensive, seductive lawn art.

Hearing my offer, she blushed—how hadn’t she thought to unleash me sooner? So now, for the last bright stretch of this wickedly tantalizing summer, I was in charge of the house, the keys, and a pair of wheels that begged to be tamed.

On top of that, I’d just landed a job—not the stuff of wild fantasies, but it came with its own set of spicy benefits. Namely: keeping me close to Josie and Izzy Napier-Jones, two dazzling sisters who always pulled me into their orbit, like gravity and temptation rolled into one irresistible package. And truly, I was more than ready to be caught in their pull.

Let’s be honest—delivering cakes for Confection Confidential was hardly the wildest of fantasies, but the pay made it worthwhile, and Izzy’s little stash of powdered bliss sweetened the deal even more. I got to breeze through the villages in a cheeky, bubblegum-pink van emblazoned with saucy swirls and bold letters proclaiming just how wickedly delicious the cakes inside were. I silently thanked fate every time I slid into the driver’s seat that there wasn’t a ridiculous uniform—though Josie, with her wicked sense of humour, kept threatening me with visions of a ruffled hat and apron just for kicks. In the end, one of Izzy’s slightly-too-tight, faded pink polos clinging to my curves was enough of an embarrassment to make my cheeks flame.

Izzy was extraordinary—gorgeous, witty, with these electric blue eyes and the sort of wild, inventive mind that translated sugar and flour into pure magic. Her design skills bordered on sorcery, each creation more outrageous than the last. Just this week, I’d made casual deliveries of cakes shaped like Stormtroopers, poppy-green cricket fields, a startlingly convincing Labrador, and more Minions than any sane person could handle. Children shrieked over them, parents gushed. Izzy swore if she had to mix another bowl of blinding yellow, she would lose her mind, so naturally I suggested Homer Simpson for my next birthday and barely dodged a flying spoon for my trouble.

Today, though, the delivery schedule was empty—thank God—and after dropping Ms. Harcourt at the airport, Josie had one of her impish treats lined up for me, something throbbing with anticipation in my veins. I was going to take gorgeous Sasha—a golden palomino with a mane that shimmered like spun wheat—on a long, lazy ride. Josie’s trust thrilled me; not many of the girls were given free rein with her beloved horse, but apparently I had earned my place. Sasha hadn’t had proper exercise for a few days, and my hands itched with eagerness to feel the animal’s muscular body move beneath me, to let myself melt into the rhythm of his gait.

Parking the pink van at the edge of the sun-drenched yard, I felt a spark of freedom—it was different coming here in control, not straddling Josie’s deafening Kawasaki, clinging on for dear life. Striding towards Sasha’s stall, the air shimmering with the scent of hay and warm horse, my gaze flickered about hungrily. I found myself hoping to spot Daisy. Something unresolved lingered between us after that electric, too-short encounter last week. She was a delicious contrast to the flawless, untouchable glamour of Gina and Josie—Daisy was earthy, raw, unapologetic, and my body tingled at the thought of tasting a little of that wild grit. I hadn’t dared meet her at the Tanners Arms as she’d suggested. Josie’s warnings had crackled in my ears—but my mind was already simmering with thoughts of making my own bold move, nerves and curiosity fizzing under my skin as I caught the first sounds of hoofbeats echoing on the cobbles.

Peering into Sasha’s stall, I smiled as he greeted me with a proud, rumbling snort. I liked to think he remembered me, that somewhere in his gentle, equine brain he’d stored away the memory of our last jaunt, the way I’d brushed his gleaming coat while Josie pranced around on her exotic Arabian, Shadow. Today, I’d come armed with bribes—crisp apples and peppermint sweets tucked in my pocket, irresistible tokens of goodwill. Sasha nuzzled into my palm, his warm breath fanning over my skin as he munched contentedly, the silk of his golden mane flicking against my wrist. I watched him with outright adoration, lost for a moment in the smooth ripple of his muscles and the glint of mischief in his impossibly dark eyes.

A sharp, friendly voice broke my reverie, making me jolt and muffle a laugh. "Afternoon, you must be Josie's friend, Bethany." Spinning around, I was met by a woman who radiated matriarchal authority—late forties, solid, and unmistakably in charge. She extended a welcoming hand. "Megan Downes," she declared with an easy, sweeping gesture that seemed to take in the entire place. "I own this little patch. Any friend of Josie’s is welcome in my kingdom. Right, let’s get you sorted out."

I let her lead me into the tack room, my heart fluttering from a memory that prickled my thighs—a blazing, hurried encounter with Daisy among the worn saddles and leather scents, the almost illicit thrill forever imprinted in the air. This time, the ritual was entirely practical—a snug hat, boots, a brush of her hands at my waist. No whispered urgencies, no tumbling over hay bales, and yet the ghosts of past pleasure hovered.

We wandered back, sunlight streaming through the open doors. Sasha was waiting, now being led out by a boy—no, a young man—his hair sun-bleached to gold, his movements easy and unhurried. Leo. Even just his name conjured memories: the last time I’d chanced upon him, it was with Josie shuddering in his arms, their bodies tangling with raw abandon against bales of hay while Daisy and I unravelled in the shadows not ten feet away.

Megan fussed over Sasha, her hands brushing over tack and girth, and then helped me mount up. “I have to shift a horse to the next yard, bloody far—my nephew Leo will take care of you when you get back. Another late one for me, lucky old thing." She grinned, exasperated but warm, then trailed off across the yard with a wave. “Enjoy yourself, love. It’s a perfect day for it.”

Her nephew. If only she knew just how attentive Leo liked to be with Josie—there was far more to his stable-boy duties than just horses. He glanced up at me, his blue eyes dazzling, that uncertain half-smile tugging at his lips. Clearly he had no idea I’d seen him thrusting into Josie like a stallion himself. My every nerve thrummed—I could feel the subtle pressure between my legs, the familiar ache where my love balls rested, anticipation pulsing through my core. If Mrs. Downes was heading out for the night, perhaps I’d find myself tumbling in the hayloft soon enough.

The afternoon was sheer, breathless pleasure. The sun flickered through the hedgerows as Sasha and I took the familiar track, one Josie and I had once flown down shoulder-to-shoulder. Truth be told, Sasha seemed to guide me more than I guided him, the grand old boy eager for speed. At the spot where Josie and I had once let our horses go, Sasha sprang forward, his stride devouring the ground, the rush of wind stinging my cheeks. My heart thumped wildly, an electric thrill dancing from the tips of my fingers down, down between my thighs, every muscle alive and aching.

After two exhilarating hours, I turned him back toward home, every inch of me aglow with the high. I trotted Sasha into the yard, breathless, thighs tingling with need. And there was Leo—emerging from the dim light of the stall, that shy, luminous smile on his face, quietly devastating. He reached up to help me down, his hands warm and careful on my hips, those pale blue eyes flickering up to meet mine; hesitant and sweet, but masking a promise I was more than willing to cash in.

We finished tending to Sasha, releasing him from his tack, and I slipped away into the tack room. The air was thick with that intoxicating mix of leather, sweat, and something distinctly animal. I tugged off my helmet and peeled the chaps from my legs, letting the thrill of anticipation coil tighter inside me. Leo busied himself, stowing the saddle with practiced ease, already moving toward the door—clearly convinced his evening chores were over. His words were simple, almost bashful. “Hope you had a good ride. He’s a gem—Josie’s favourite. See you around.”

The place was empty, not a soul in sight. I was flushed, my body humming with need; there was no way I’d let him slip away so easily. “Leo…” My voice cut through the still air and he paused, hand on the door, glancing back at me uncertainly.

I planted my feet wide, hands resting on my hips, owning the moment. “So, don’t I get the same ‘debriefing’ Josie enjoys?” I punctuated the words with air quotes, fighting back a roll of embarrassment at my own brazen tone—but I refused to back down.

Colour flared in Leo’s cheeks, pink and ripe, his mouth opening and closing without finding the right words. I crossed the room deliberately, my intent raw and unmistakable, and caught his gaze before looping my fingers around his wrist. “Come on,” I teased, flashing a wicked smile, “I know exactly where—there’s a perfect hay bale not far from here. If you look closely, you’ll spot the Josie-shaped dent.” My hand slid down, squeezing his taut arse—a handful of muscle beneath the snug fabric. “I witnessed you in action, Leo. Saw those determined hips, your gorgeous bum driving into Josie while she moaned over the hay.”

The shock in his eyes was almost comical—the farm boy who’d thought he’d simply help out at the end of the day, suddenly faced with a hungry woman who’d set her sights on him.

Leo sputtered, struggling for any coherent response, his nerves endearing. I could feel him stiffening beneath my palm as my fingers found him, tracing the heat and hardness swelling through his jodhpurs. It made me ache with arousal. Subtlety had never been my style; when desire seized me, I went after it, fearlessly and openly. Now, my boldness left him utterly speechless.

“Bethany,” I said softly, savoring the sound of my own name as it hung between us. “It’s true—I get impossibly worked up after a good, hard ride. Just like Josie. And I’ve heard you’re quite suited to helping a hot-blooded girl unwind.” My thumb pressed along his length, delighting in the tiny shudder that rippled through him.

He swallowed, the movement of his throat hypnotizing, voice faint with disbelief. “God, I just… wasn’t expecting this. Me and Josie, sure—there’s been a couple of times, but—”

I silenced him with my mouth, claiming his lips as my fingers continued their leisurely assault. The chemistry burst between us, his hands finally finding my body and sliding down to palm my backside, squeezing firmly. “But what, Leo?” I teased, lips brushing against his as our fever built in the dark room.

He broke away, breathless, voice trembling with worry. “Jesus, what if my aunt comes back? She could walk in any second.”

I met his eyes, warm and wicked promise sparkling in my own. “She said she’d be out for ages yet. It’s early—barely five.” I grazed my teeth over my bottom lip, stepping closer. “Relax. I promise, I’m far softer with you than Josie ever was. Let’s get comfortable together…” I hooked my finger under his belt loop and drew him further into the secluded, fragrant shadows.

The hands of the clock marked five past five as I settled on the hay bale, the same one still marked by Josie’s shape, but now fully claimed as mine. Leo stood before me with his trousers hastily discarded, his cock, flushed and throbbing, heavy in my greedy palm. I didn’t want him half-undressed, awkward and stumbling around his ankles—I wanted him bare, exposed, utterly vulnerable to my touch.

I guided him slowly into my mouth—the first I’d taken since Mick—and the sensation was deliciously familiar yet thrillingly different. He let out a low, needy moan and threaded his fingers into my hair, the ache of anticipation tense in his grip. He began to thrust, gentle at first, almost shy, and I could sense his nervous urgency in every trembling motion. No wonder Josie couldn’t find satisfaction last week; Leo was close to unraveling, barely holding himself together. Good—he’d recover. I intended to coax every ounce of pleasure from him tonight.

I looked up and caught his gaze, his blue eyes glazed with astonishment, lust, and a touch of disbelief. “Slow down,” I murmured, my lips gliding along his shaft, “there’s no need to rush. I’m not here for a ten-second Josie routine.” I flicked my pigtail playfully and grinned up at him. “Helmet’s off this time, see?”

He could barely catch his breath. “Sorry,” he panted, his voice hoarse. “She’s… always in a hurry.” He stroked my cheek, the gesture sweet amid the hungry tension, and I rewarded him by swirling my tongue around his tip, tasting his impatience salted on my tongue.

My voice was a teasing whisper as I let his cock slip fully from my lips. “Does Josie ever take you in her mouth like this?” I licked in slow, languid circles, savoring the way he shuddered. He managed a shaky reply, “No… we just—what you saw.” His words dissolved into a noisy gasp as I took him deeper, letting my tongue dance beneath the sensitive head.

He started to gently fuck my mouth, and for a moment I let him, teasing him with long, languorous motions, drawing out every inch until his legs quivered. When I wanted more, I seized his hips and pulled him forward, taking him all the way, his balls brushing my chin. Months of practice had paid off, my dedication to pleasure now the instrument of his undoing.

His breath grew ragged, his whole body trembling as I suckled and licked and grazed him with my teeth, making him lose every last string of control. Around us, the barn whispered with wind, horses whinnied and shifted, and the thick, musky scent of hay and stables filled my senses. His heat spilled into my mouth—the taste of him, the desperate way he gripped my hair, the raw, visceral rhythm of his need—and I relished every second.

I felt him inching towards the precipice, the taste of salty pre-cum letting me know just how close he was. His voice was strangled, beautiful with desperation. “Oh God, I’m going to…”

A wicked smile curled on my lips as he instinctively tried to pull away, desperate not to spill himself on me. "Oh, I know you are..." My fingers tightened, possessive and sure, at the base of his cock, holding him captive as I drew the swollen head deep between my lips. I closed around him—firm, determined—and he bucked, helpless, overwhelmed. I felt the heat surging through his length, the delicious, intoxicating tremor heralding his climax an instant before he shattered in my mouth.

He thrust deeper, so far that I had no choice but to swallow, hot jets sliding straight down my throat. I drank him in greedily, sucking every last drop until his body sagged forward and his cock softened, helpless, slipping from my lips. I swallowed, savoring the raw, masculine taste clinging to my tongue. It was only then I noticed his hands, knotted tightly in my pigtails, holding on so fiercely my scalp began to ache. With a gentle laugh, I pried his trembling hands away and leaned back, chest heaving, pleasure and power coiling low and wet inside me. Anticipation sizzled between my thighs—I couldn’t wait for him to turn all that ruined, shaking energy on me.

He was visibly shaken, every muscle trembling, his gaze locked on my face as if he’d seen magic. Flushed red with embarrassment, he fumbled for words, mortified that he’d let go so quickly, and inside my mouth no less. "God, I’m so sorry—I couldn’t... I didn’t mean to—shit—I’m so sorry! Are you okay?" His voice was a shaky whisper, so full of earnest regret I almost wanted to giggle.

I stood slowly, placing my hands soothingly on his tense shoulders, my touch inviting, reassuring. "How old are you, Leo?" I asked with a teasing lilt.

He blinked, confused. "Uh... nineteen."

"First time?" I smiled, tracing one finger playfully down his nose.

"Sorry?" His bewilderment was almost endearing.

I grinned wider. "Is this your first time coming down a gorgeous girl’s throat?" I whispered it boldly, letting him see just how much I relished every drop. "If I didn’t want it, darling, you’d have made a mess in the hay. It was delicious, Leo." My tongue ran over my lips, slow and deliberate, swallowing one last time while he watched, mesmerized.

Slowly, realization crept into his posture and he started breathing again. The tension drained from his shoulders and his lips curved in an uncertain, dazzled smile. He reached up, brushing gentle fingers over my mouth, as if testing the reality of what he’d just done. "First time, yeah...," he admitted, voice rough. "Not even with… well, never, actually." He stumbled awkwardly, words tumbling over each other in his rush to reassure me. "Not ugly—I mean, you’re beautiful. God, I'm such an idiot. I’ve dreamed of this…" He trailed off, eyes lingering, hungry and helpless all at once. He squeezed them shut, as if burning the memory into his mind. "There. Got it. Thank you, Bethany. I’ll never forget that."

I laughed, full and bright, kissing him softly, tasting a trace of him still on my tongue. "I’d hope not, darling!" My voice dropped, teasing and sultry, as I traced lazy circles over his still-soft cock. “Now—this not-so-ugly girl would absolutely love to have that talented mouth of yours on her while the hay teases her ass. When you’ve got me good and desperate, let’s see if that cock can spring back to life. Maybe tonight it’s my turn to leave a Bethany-shaped dent in the hay, hmm?” I leaned in, purring, and stroked him slowly, hungry for more, anticipation building as heat pooled between my thighs.

The second we settled onto the hay, I understood exactly why Josie had kept her clothes on—it prickled my bare skin, more scratch than tease. Each little spike grazed me, stinging enough to jar me out of the moment. No sooner had poor Leo buried himself between my legs than I stopped him, laughter and discomfort mixing as I wriggled underneath him. “Hang on, give me a sec,” I said breathlessly, shoving our trousers together and sliding them beneath me to form a makeshift cushion. Leo hovered above, sheepish but eager, but then paused, brow furrowed in sudden inspiration.

“One second, I’ve got an idea.” He darted away, half-naked and electric, vanishing into another stall. Within moments he reappeared, clutching a folded blanket, eyes shining. “Should be clean,” he panted, “Aunt Megan only put them out this morning. No one’s used it yet.” We quickly unfolded the soft wool, spreading it over the hay bale, and the relief as I lay back was instant—no more stray needles, just warmth, and the promise of pleasure.

Leo returned to his spot between my thighs, his youthful inexperience clear but utterly intoxicating in its enthusiasm. His tongue flickered over my slickness, tentative at first, then bolder when I gasped and writhed beneath him. There was a sweet clumsiness to the way he kissed and lapped at my pussy lips, raw desire overcoming hesitation. The heat slowly built inside me, tension winding. But after the adrenaline of our earlier escapades—after the wild ride and the taste of him pulsing against my tongue—I was left aching for more, my body longing to be filled and stretched, to have him drive that hard, eager cock deep inside.

Still, I let him take his time, my hips rolling encouragingly, letting out low moans, coaxing him along. His inexperience was almost alien after partners seasoned in every nuance, but the sweet edge of it, the almost reverent way he explored me, was its own heady thrill. He wasn’t quite as young as he seemed—just a handful of years between us—but the gap felt huge in this intimate context.

Desire flared brighter as I pulled my t-shirt up, exposing my breasts, fingers circling and tugging gently on my pierced nipples. Pleasure shot through me as he found my clit, tentative at first, then braver, his lips nibbling, tongue circling, the sweet bite of sensation making my toes curl. He added two fingers, sliding into my heat with gentle curiosity, coaxing little gasps and whimpers from my lips. I let myself bask in it, savoring the slow build, but I was ready—my body humming with need, desperate for him.

Eventually I needed more—needed him. I pulled him up, urging him over me, his body warm and solid as he leaned in, mouth moving greedily to my breasts. I guided him, arching, threading my fingers through his hair, while my free hand slid down between us, stroking him gently. He swelled quickly in my grasp, hardening with each stroke, and I grinned to myself, delighting in how quickly he was ready for me again.

With a practiced touch, my hand slid into my shoulder bag, fingertips brushing familiar essentials as I searched for exactly what I needed. I always pride myself on being ready for anything—discretion demanded it, especially somewhere as delightfully reckless as this stable. Even though part of me craved the rawness of skin on skin, pragmatic lust won out; I wasn't about to let passion leave its messy signature here. Smiling inwardly at Josie's earlier wisdom, I made quick work of rolling protection onto Leo, watching his eyes widen, the anticipation electric between us.

I leaned him back across the hay bale, spreading my thighs to straddle him, feeling a wicked thrill as my slick heat pressed down on his length. The bale was at just the right height, elevating everything—my body, my need, the shameless scene unfolding. As I sank slowly onto his hardness, every inch filling me deeper, Leo's hands gripped my waist and he pulled me down, his mouth finding mine in a soft, aching kiss. Each moan vibrated against my lips; I tasted his need, his innocent desperation. I began to move with a decadent slowness, rolling my hips and letting my muscles flutter and squeeze around him, tightening and releasing, milking gorgeous little gasps from his throat. It was languid, dirty, and terribly intimate. I adored this sort of tease; slow, grinding fucks that built and built, stretching the moment until we both trembled. I'd lost hours this way with Sam—how the memory made everything sharper now.

I took Leo’s hands and slid them up, guiding his fingers to my breasts, urging him to tug gently at my pierced nipples. The heat from his palms burned through my skin, and when he rolled the rings just so, a shudder of pleasure crackled through me. His touch trailed lower, tracing the ink along my ribs—a secret phrase only visible to those most intimate. “I’ll take you so high you’ll never want to come down,” the inscription read in delicate script. He caught my gaze, blue eyes shining, and whispered, “You already did.” His words melted into my skin. I pressed my lips to his, savoring the sweetness, and drank him in—his boyish curls tangled, his cheeks flushed, his gaze hungry and worshipful.

My voice was smoky and commanding as I rocked against him, breath hot on his cheek: “Make me come, Leo. Show me you can fuck me like you fucked Josie—hard, fast, relentless. I want to feel all of you.” Desire thrumming, I slipped off his lap and bent over the hay bale, offering myself shamelessly. He filled me in one powerful thrust, stretching me, then held there, breath ragged as I pushed back and squeezed around him. Lightning shot through my body and I clenched down again—both of us breaking into helpless cries. Where he’d been hesitant with Josie before, now he was wild for me, hands hard on my hips as he pounded into me. All the earlier tension knotted and snapped, ecstasy sending me biting my lip so I wouldn’t scream out my climax. He groaned, thickness pulsing, and I felt him shudder as he spent himself, deeper this time, lingering in my heat.

He drew away, flustered and adorable, fumbling to dress himself, awkward hands unsure what to do with the condom—tucking it into his pocket, which made me want to laugh and kiss him all over again. Poor thing, he’d probably have to sneak it to the bin later; I just hoped Aunt Megan didn’t find it in the wash. He lingered shyly, unsure of what came next, and I caught his face, kissed him softly one last time.

“Thank you, Leo,” I purred, brushing his curls from his forehead. “That was an afternoon worth savoring—and thanks for the blanket.” He touched my cheek, sincerity shining in his gaze.

“You’re so much better than Josie. So much nicer,” he whispered, his words lingering between us like a secret promise.

My lips curled into a wicked little smile as I looked at him. “Josie’s absolutely insatiable, I swear—one hell of a fuck. Don’t let her intimidate you, sweetheart. You really were delicious today. If she gets her claws into you again, I’ll tell her to go easy.” I winked, teasing, letting the promise hang between us.

But he went pale, his eyes wide with panic. “No, God, please… Don’t say anything to her.”

I softened, giving in to his nerves. “All right. I’ll keep quiet. But next time, don’t just follow her lead. Ask for what you want. Make her use those gorgeous lips… let her taste you, make her beg for it. Josie can be a greedy little minx, but she’s generous too, when she wants to be. Just picture those intense green eyes locked onto yours while you lose yourself… it’s the stuff of fantasies.”

A flush crept up his cheeks, that adorable ruefulness betraying him, and a sly, knowing grin edged its way onto his lips. “You think I haven’t already?”

Before I could tease him further, the harsh crunch of tyres on gravel shattered our fragile bubble. He jumped, fear flaring in his gaze. “Shit, that’s not my aunt coming back already, is it?”

It didn’t sound hefty enough for a horsebox, but there was no sense in lingering. Instinctively, he pointed to a side door and then swung himself, nimble as a cat, over a rail and into Sasha’s stall. I slipped quietly through the tack room, cautious not to disturb the hay-dusted silence, and emerged at the front of the yard.

Daisy was waiting, leaning idly against a battered Ford, tossing hay for a chunky roan. Her posture casual, but the glint in her eye said she’d seen more than I’d like. From the corner of my eyes, I caught Leo slinking out of Sasha’s stall, trying to melt into the scenery, tiptoeing towards the farmhouse.

Daisy’s voice was thick with Yorkshire mockery. “You too, eh? Give the poor lad a rest. You and Jones, honestly—cradle robbers, the pair of you!”

I let my mouth twist into a mocking smirk, biting back a laugh. “Evening, Daisy. Don’t play coy—you must’ve been peeping again. Jealous I’m getting all the fun?”

She just shrugged, unbothered, an amused sneer on her lips. “Hardly. Men do little for me these days, love. Still, the lad’s getting thoroughly educated—what with you and Josie. Don’t worry, his aunt’ll never hear a word from me. I’ve been bouncing around in farmyards since I was fifteen. Had my share of boys in the mix before the girls won me over.”

Matching her easy stance, I leaned in closer, plucking a handful of hay to gently coax the roan’s nose forward. For a few minutes, we indulged in mindless chatter—me describing my afternoon ride on Sasha, Daisy nodding along, acting like the evidence of my recent escapade clinging to my flushed cheeks was invisible. Her blonde hair was thrown up in a looser, softer mess than usual; her cheeks flushed pink beneath the dust, vibrant instead of weathered. My eyes couldn’t help tracing her curves beneath that crisp, open-throated shirt. If I hadn’t just let myself be thoroughly fucked by Leo, I’d have dragged her into the hay for another go.

Eventually, something flickered in her eyes, a calculating little spark. Then she paused, a half-smile tugging at her lips. “You never did say yes to coming ’round to the Tanners with us, did you? Every Thursday.” She hesitated, her eyes glinting with revelation. “That’s tomorrow, by the way.” I could see the tease in her smile—the rest didn’t need saying.

I arched an eyebrow, laughing softly. “If it’s as wild as everyone says, maybe I should call the police before I dare show my face.”

“Wouldn’t help you much, love—couple of us girls wear the uniform, and not the sexy kind,” Daisy snorted, lips curling wickedly.

I laughed, tossing the last strands of hay to the eager mouth of the roan, letting my fingers brush against its velvety lips before I straightened up. “See you around, Daisy.” My hips swayed ever so slightly as I sauntered away, the lazy late sun teasing my back, my thoughts still twined with her mocking smile. I reached the BMW across the yard, but couldn’t resist one last glance over my shoulder.

She was watching me—eyes fierce, appraising, lingering far too long on curves my jeans barely contained. “See ya, Bess…” her voice drifted like a caress, unexpected, leaving prickles across my skin.

I smirked, letting the delicious possibility hang between us, refusing to correct her, giving her back her own words twisted sweet and slow. “I’m at the White Lion, High Street. Thursdays. You might’ve noticed—that’s tomorrow. Six o’clock.” I shrugged with studied indifference, tilting my chin and echoing her accent, savoring the game. “Just sayin’, like…”

The disbelief on her face—mouth parted, eyes wide—was intoxicating. With a private thrill burning low and deep, I turned and let the anticipation simmer as I strode to the car.

Chapter Two. Thursday—Just Sayin’, Like!

Plenty of jobs have schooled me in workplace banter, but Confection Confidential was on a different level—today, Josie and Izzy swirled around each other in a dance of sugar and scandal that made even my practiced ears burn.

Josie, bold as always, narrated while she perched delicate jade leaves onto a finished cake—my errand for later, once her performance was over. “So picture this: my arms stretched wide, wrists bound, bent over some damn pommel horse. Not a stitch on except these thigh-high, red-hot boots. And bloody hell, they made me burn in more ways than one.” Her eyes flashed with mischief as she reached for another jewel of sugar, held captive by the precision of her art.

I lounged nearby, one leg swinging lazily from my stool, lips sticky from stolen icing scraps, soaking in their sophisticated choreography as they circled the cake—sleek and efficient, their hands delicate even as Josie’s tongue dirtied every inch of the air.

She wasn’t finished: “I’m over this horse—arse in the air—when this massive cock is sliding in and another bloke, hung like a bloody stallion, just strolls over, lines himself up, and before I know it, it’s spit-roast city.” Her lips curled up, a shade of filth in the curve.

The intimate filth was interrupted by the sweet jingle of the shop bell—the only warning that actual customers had breached our bubble. Josie’s face darkened as she peered into the front. “Oh, Christ, it’s Jess Phillips and her delightful spawn. Twins, thank God—no one in their right mind would risk a second round with that menace. One go must have scarred them for life.” She fluttered a hand dismissively. “Hi Jess, just a tick!” Then her gaze found me, eyes glinting, inviting and bossy all at once. “Would you be a darling and hop out front? The till’s simple enough, promise.”

I rose, licking icing from my thumb, hips rolling with practiced ease. “Don’t worry, Josie. My mum ran a craft shop—retail’s in the blood. I’ll manage Jess and her minions, no sweat… bring on the sticky-fingered monsters.”

Without so much as glancing up, Josie murmured, “Well done, sweetheart. Don’t forget the tongs. I suspect your fingers have already been somewhere terribly indecent.”

“Maybe that’s just the rich ingredient your cakes are missing,” I shot back playfully, tossing a wicked wink in Izzy’s direction as I sashayed through to the front of the shop. My entire manner changed in an instant—wicked Bethany, now charming and demure, poised behind the counter, basking in the eager faces of Jess Phillips’s adorable, apple-cheeked twins. I leaned over, the low cut of my top making the most of any available attention, and offered them my warmest smile. “Well then, what delights can I tempt you little cherubs with today?”

Their answer came in a breathless, demanding squeal: “Minions!” Instantly, I imagined the kitchen’s collective groan at the sight of our best-sellers disappearing into sticky little mitts. Still, I selected a half dozen of the grinning yellow cupcakes, carefully boxing them up as the twins stared in rapture.

Re-entering the kitchen, I wiped my hands theatrically and let my voice melt with false innocence. “What on earth is wrong with children? They were absolutely angelic out there.”

Josie’s response came as a low, feral rumble—a sound that seemed to rise from somewhere deep and primal. “I fucking detest kids. Little monsters.”

I sent her a mock glare. “Good thing you don’t work somewhere child-friendly, right? Maybe develop some basic humanity—treat them like actual people and they might surprise you, Josie. Or are you only capable of compassion when Leo’s bent over your sofa?”

Izzy exploded into mischievous laughter, her smile contagious. “She’s not wrong, babe.”

Josie shot us both a scowl, her lips twitching. “Piss off, both of you. Forgive me if sometimes my two professions blend together in inconvenient ways.” She finally lifted her gaze to meet mine as I perched back onto my stool, feeling the buzz of cheeky victory. “And as for you, Miss Innocent—heard you’ve pinched my favourite bit of eye-candy for your own pleasure?”

I grinned, sweet and slow. “I treat him properly, Josie. He actually knows how to make a woman melt—instead of that frantic torture you call loving. And he was a bloody dream. Couldn’t walk straight for hours after.”

Josie’s eyes narrowed wickedly. “Hmm, and rumour has it he filled you properly, too.”

I shot Izzy a pointed look across the room. “That’ll teach me to share my dirty secrets with your wife, little bird.”

Izzy’s cheeks flushed as she ducked her head, her hands moving quickly to finish the delicate icing. “Oops, my bad! I forget everything’s up for grabs in this kitchen. We do like to share, as you can tell from Josie’s little monologue. Nothing’s taboo, not in this house.”

God, I adored these two. They were wild, unfiltered—the perfect antidote to drab respectability. “You certainly do. Shame you always leave us hanging, Josie. So? Did you ever wrap up that wild romp? Or was that the legendary evening where you guzzled enough cum to fill a pitcher—and ended up at A&E?”

She shot me a smug, evil grin as she tweaked her final sugar leaf. “Twenty-one loads, darling. But don’t flatter yourself—no one’s seen the footage yet. Maybe I’ll let you preview… if someone ever funds my depravity.” She set the cake aside with a flourish. “There. Job done. You need to take your dangerous tongue and those filthy fantasies out of here, Bethany, and fit yourself into that fabulously girly van of yours. This cake’s not going to deliver itself.”

I let out a wounded moan. “Oh come on, Josie. You know you’d do anything to avoid dropping it off yourself on your way to Brighton.”

"I'm on my way to a bloody trade fair, love. On a bike. What do you suggest, strap that beauty to my Kawasaki and hope it survives potholes and rain?" Josie’s voice was curt, but her eyes glinted with that wicked amusement I’d come to relish.

I flashed her my most innocent smile, cocking an eyebrow. "Think inventively, Josie. Cake delivery with a badass twist—wheels on the masterpiece, a sugar-fuelled road trip."

She only rolled her eyes, tossing me the van keys with a sharp flick of her wrist. "Take the damn van, Bethany, and haul your sweet arse out of my kitchen. And let me be crystal clear—when you come back… just fuck right off again, got it?"

I couldn’t even pretend to be offended. Honestly, I savored every second of her rough affection. Since I started here, this had been our natural rhythm—a constant tease, a slow-burning battle of words, always threatening to veer delightfully into the obscene. It made me ache with amusement and a vague nostalgia for the crazy nights with Allie, Alice, and the rest of that glorious, filthy pack. We’d always played this way, dancing across lines nobody else dared approach.

I cradled the cake with the reverence it deserved—masterpieces in sponge—and tucked it into the hum of the van, my hands trembling just a little, adrenaline fueling each careful step. As I pushed the kitchen door shut behind me, I caught Josie’s voice, softer now, stripped of its spitfire venom.

"Maybe we should get a full-time assistant when she leaves us for good. She’s actually bloody handy." There was a surprising warmth beneath her gravel.

Izzy jumped in, her tone thick with suggestion. "Can’t we keep her? I’d happily coat her in yellow icing and lick her clean bit by naughty bit." Her laughter fizzed, syrupy and hot, wrapping around my imagination.

The image hit me full-force—my naked skin slick with sweet icing, Izzy’s clever tongue working across every curve. I felt my cheeks heat, my body hum as I loaded up the van. For a second, I wondered if a Minion costume with scandalously short dungarees might clinch her fantasy—anything to see that look turn carnal.

The drive to the next village was a giddy glide, the sweetness of their banter buoying me along. When I finally made it back, dusk was stretching low outside the windows, the clock ticking close to five. A decision thrummed inside me; tonight I needed out. A drink. A little trouble.

Inside, Izzy was still a whirlwind, her raven hair tucked into that chef’s cap, hips swaying to some silent tune as she whipped and dipped in the sugar haze of the kitchen. I slipped back to my perch, warmth unfurling between my thighs—her earlier promise echoing, sticky and delicious.

Nibbling icing from my finger, I tried not to think about the pounds piling on or my university jeans cutting off circulation. Still, the indulgence was too good to stop.

"Need another hand in the carnage, Izz?"

She grinned, her tongue peeking out as she piped perfect swirls. "No, babe, you’re golden. Just relax for a minute. What time are you heading out?"

"Half fiveish. If she bothers to show, that is." I couldn’t keep the nerves out of my voice—or the flush from my cheeks.

Izzy’s dark eyes narrowed, curious. "Will it crush you if she doesn’t?"

I hesitated, tracing circles in a dusting of icing sugar. "Honestly… it might wreck me more if she does."

She flashed a wicked grin, all teeth and challenge. "If you come back needing somewhere to fall apart—or someone to lick a little icing off—I’ll still be here."

The offer shimmered between us, breathless and sharp-edged. Heart pounding, I slipped out, nerves tangling with arousal as I headed for the White Lion, my mind split between possibilities—aching for risk, for pleasure, for trouble.

Perched at a battered wooden table with a pint cradled between my palms, I let my gaze drift up to the muted flicker of the big screen in the corner—the pub’s cathedral for the lonely and hopeful alike. Cricket dominated the room, England clinging to a rare moment of dominance as the Test Match drew to its sleepy close. The commentators’ voices drifted through the air like an old lullaby, soft and familiar, stirring a quiet ache buried deep inside me.

Home. The Riverside. Durham’s sprawling green edges unfolding beneath lazy July skies—so close to the flat we’d called ours during those wild, delicious university years. Biting down on the lip of my glass, I smothered an involuntary sigh. I hadn’t felt this homesick all summer, but something about the soundtrack of leather on willow and distant cheers made me ache for the afternoons when Allie and I would sprawl on sun-warmed grass, cider in hand, my fingers tracing lazy patterns over the curve of her hip beneath her skirt. The sunlight, the laughter, Allie’s confusion as I attempted to explain cricket’s arcane mysteries—her lips parted, eyes wide, utterly lost but so fiercely alive—flooded my mind.

With every bounce of the camera, every scan across the crowd, I half-expected a mischievous redhead to leap out, grinning and mouthing, “Miss you!” My chest squeezed tight at the thought, a hollow spot blossoming, bittersweet.

Six o’clock came and passed. Daisy remained a ghost in my periphery. Match play stretched on, overrunning its time like always—nobody in a hurry, least of all me. I resolutely ignored the growing tension in my thighs, the anticipation that pooled low and deep, and decided to grant Daisy a few overs more. If she didn’t show, I’d slip quietly home, lick my wounds, maybe even dream of Allie’s fingers, sticky with icing, pressed to my lips.

The moment turned, mercurial. Jimmy Anderson took his wicket—cheers faltered, then peaked—and over the din, a Yorkshire accent curled around me, teasing and oddly intimate.

“Good time to get a wicket… just before the close.”

I twisted round and my stomach tightened. Daisy stood behind me, straw-blond hair finally loose, untamed, tumbling over her shoulders in a golden chaos that made me want to reach out, bury my hands, tug her close just to see her flush. But she hesitated, mouth twitching, hands knotted like she was seventeen and still figuring out her power.

She cleared her throat, voice small, soft. “Look, erm—I didn’t actually think you’d…you know...” Her eyes darted away, chin tipping down sheepishly. Then her hand flicked towards the dark-haired woman at her side—a striking contrast of shadows and sun. “This is Rachel. Me girlfriend.” A delicate blush crept over Daisy’s cheeks. “I were just having a bit of fun with yer. Joshin’, like…”

I gave Rachel—petite, wild-eyed, deliciously reserved—a slow, gentle smile. “Hi Rachel. I'm Beth.” She dipped her chin, gaze shy but steady, and something electric flickered in the space between us.

Daisy pressed fingers to her lips, half-laughing, half-embarrassed. “Oops. Thought it were ‘Bess.’ Names aren’t my thing. I called Josie ‘Jodie’ for weeks an’ all.”

My laughter tumbled out, warmth in my voice. “You’re forgiven. Trust me, I’ve been called much worse. And I’m no angel myself—sometimes the games go sideways, sometimes they turn you inside out.” I let the memory of past mischief simmer, delicious and private.

Daisy’s expression turned serious, eyes lingering on me—a warning, a challenge. “Stick to Josie, aye? And those lads… Leave ’em be. They’re all trouble, every last one.” She shifted, glancing at Rachel—her silent anchor. “Right, Tanners Arms is calling, Rach?”

I watched them go—me turned on, a little bruised, but hungry for whatever game the night had planned next.

As Daisy and Rachel prepared to slip away, Daisy glanced over her shoulder, hesitating just a heartbeat, her lips quirking in that familiar, secretive half-smile. “If you’re about near the stables, say ‘ello, yeah?” She nodded toward the big screen now glowing behind me, catching the arc of triumph on the commentators’ faces. “Looks like Jimmy’s struck gold again—perfect way to end, that.”

I twisted to see another batsman plodding off, shoulders drooping, clearly gutted about not making it through the final moments. When I turned back, Daisy and the enigmatic, silent Rachel were already nearing the pub’s door, their figures shrinking in the dimming light. Just before disappearing, Daisy shot me one last look over her shoulder. Our eyes met, a flicker of acknowledgment as I raised my glass to her—a silent toast for the games we’d just shared. She lifted her hand in a casual wave, the moment lingering, then she was gone.

I released a long, shaky breath, swallowing the sting—a mix of relief and something more acute, something raw. Rejection, however playful, had its bite, nipping just under the skin. I noticed the rest of the cricketers trudging off the pitch, day’s work done. The air in the pub shifted, the energy draining as the match drew to a close.

I finished the last of my pint, the glass cool against my fingers, and stood to leave, feeling both lighter and weirdly untethered. Strange how quickly a place can turn into home, I mused, feeling the familiarity of it settle around me like a cloak as I stepped out into the evening’s hush. Just as I was about to drift along the High Street, my mind snagged on a memory—an echo from an hour earlier.

“If you ever need a shoulder, love…”

It was impulsive, that detour. My feet made the decision before my mind had caught up, pulling me down a slender, shadowed alley beside the pub, heart flaring with the hope that she’d be waiting, just maybe. The alley opened into the small town square, lit in honeyed lamplight, and I made my way to the front of Confection Confidential, pressing hesitant fingertips to the cool glass of the door. Through the reflection, I glimpsed movement in the dim shop, anticipation tensing inside me. Heart fluttering, I thumbed the intercom button, its metallic click echoing in the dark. The line buzzed, then crackled alive.

A muffled voice—Izzy’s—answered, laced with mischief. “Hello, Confection Confidential…”

Swallowing hard, I pitched my voice low and needy, letting vulnerability flow out in every word. “Would you let a terribly wounded Bethany in?”

For a beat, nothing but silence. The line went dead—and then, the interior door opened, flooding the entryway with warmth and promise. I pressed my nose to the glass, breath fogging it up, limbs tingling with anticipation. On the other side, Izzy glided across the shop—unpinning her dark hair, letting it flow in a silken rush over her slender shoulders and delicate back. She ran her fingers through it, shaking it out, untamed and impossibly alluring as she eased the door open.

I shuffled inside, dragging out the performance—lowered gaze, trembling lip, mouthing at my own knuckle in faux distress. I made my eyes wide, shimmering with imaginary tears, and hiccupped out a shaky sigh.

Izzy’s response was delicious—a hand covering her mouth to hide the threat of a grin, eyes bright with delight. “Oh, sweetheart, just look at you. You poor thing—what ever could have happened?”

I fixed my gaze on my boots, voice small and pitiful. “Awful lezzy woman stood me up, Izzy…”

Her eyes sparkled; she didn’t hesitate for a heartbeat. “Thank fuck for that,” she breathed, sweeping me inside and closing the door behind us—then melted her lips to mine, savoring me with a slow, searching kiss that banished every ache and doubt.

After our lips parted, every lingering taste sending a delicious shiver through me, Izzy slid the lock into place and just like that, we were strolling back into the soft-lit warmth of the pub. The world slipped behind, leaving us in our own bubble, her hands nursing a pint of beer and me cradling a glass of crisp cider, the faint tang teasing my tongue. God, how I craved to tangle with her again—our connection the first time had been almost electric, bodies humming in perfect tune. Maybe it was luck winding in my favor that Daisy had cast me off; all I could think was how delectable Izzy was—her laughter bubbling up, her magnetic ease, that sense of mischief that lingered whenever she caught my eye. Truth be told, she echoed bits of Allie: warm, irresistibly alive, and somehow already wrapped around my heart. Josie really didn’t know just how lucky she was.

Izzy’s eyes sparkled, catching me off guard as she revisited the earlier conversation I’d only half caught. Her voice was playful, feigning innocence. “Heard you’ve been smashing it with the deliveries. How about you join us full time? Got a thing for driving the pink van down winding country roads?”

I grinned, drawing a lazy finger along my lips, deep in mock thought. “Let me see… I’d just have to toss my degree aside, and become a cupcake courier for the rest of my days, hmm?” I shot her a wink.

She looked absolutely delighted. “Perfect! Consider yourself hired—tomorrow’s your first shift!” Then, lowering her voice, a touch more serious: “But really, what’s the big plan, Miss Biology? Josie says you’re studying it.”

My answer came in a rush of excitement. “Yeah, I love it. I’ve always dreamt of working with animals—at a zoo, doing research, anything.” I curled my hand tight around my cider, warmth crowding out my nerves as images flickered through my mind—lazy afternoons at the wildlife park, the smell of grass, the low growls and trills of exotic animals. “I spent every break volunteering at the park near my mum’s. Even tried to smuggle out a penguin and a red panda—but the keepers caught me red-handed.”

Izzy’s laugh was all sunshine. “Sounds amazing. Josie said you totally charmed Sasha—he’s like the only dog that doesn’t scare the living daylights out of me. It’s those sharp, shiny teeth!” She shivered dramatically, grinning as she leaned forward.

I took a dreamy pull of cider. “There’s just something about animals, you know? I hope I can find a way to make a career of it.” I tipped my glass towards her. “Somehow I doubt our little heavy-folk band’s going to earn me a private jet, so I’ll probably need a proper job. I’d deliver cakes, but Josie would definitely make me squeeze into that neon-pink pinup uniform—and, well, I have my limits.”

Izzy tilted her head, arms stretching above her, arching her back just enough to make my gaze wander. “Tragedy for the confection world. But I’ve got a feeling you’re keeping a few special talents in reserve… I’m sure you could turn your hand to pretty much anything.”

I pressed my palm dramatically against my eyes, rolling them for effect. “Honestly, I sometimes think my only natural gift is better suited to late-night channels. Or maybe a starring role in Gina’s little black book of fantasy escorts.”

All of Izzy’s attention sharpened, her eyes hungry and amused. She leaned in, voice husky: “Oh, I would so pay good money to watch that.”

We dissolved into laughter, letting our imaginations run wild, conjuring up deliciously scandalous scenarios—me as the multitasking cake courier who shed her apron in the kitchen for a heated webcam session, then moonlighted as a cheeky animal caretaker on weekends before slipping into the world of late-night erotica. Thursdays were carefully reserved, of course, for orchestrating decadent BDSM soirées above the Tanners Arms, the air thick with anticipation and wanton energy. Who needed sleep when the hours were crammed with so much wicked pleasure?

After we’d plotted out my improbable new résumé and refreshed our glasses, the conversation slipped into the warm comfort of their business story—how the two of them had meshed their talents for private catering, then, after falling for one another, had started baking cupcakes in the cottage’s little kitchen, destined at first for a mere village fête. The treats were a runaway hit—their sugary creations quickly became the star attraction at local markets. The next step, opening their shop in town, just felt inevitable. Now cakes dominated their days, filling the cottage with tempting sweetness and giggles, although the odd catering gig still crept in just for the thrill of it. Izzy leaned closer, eyes sparkling with secrets, voice dropping low and conspiratorial.

“Speaking of Josie—she won’t be back tonight,” she murmured, her lips skimming the rim of her glass before taking a slow, suggestive sip. “She’s off charming the stiffs at their pre-conference dinner. That corporate scene sets my teeth on edge—I’ll join her tomorrow, after all this yawn-inducing crap is done.” She paused, her gaze flicking over me with mischief. “But since your heart’s still bruised by that cruel rejection, how about a little… something to cheer you up?”

The table stirred memories—a favorite spot now, nestled between raucous laughter and fevered seductions. I tried my best to feign innocence, brow furrowed, lips quirking, “Sorry Izz, a bit of what exactly?” Then I grinned as desire tingled through me. “Or do you mean you’re finally going to show me your real cake-icing technique?”

She toyed with a lock of her silky hair, looping it tantalizingly around a slender finger, her coyness only sharpening my hunger. “Well,” she teased, her voice languid and thick with sensual promise, “there might just be some ice in play.” She circled the rim of her glass with a fingertip, the sound impossibly erotic. “Maybe some sticky honey, too.” She tipped her chin to rest on her palm, thinking playfully. “Cherries. Always such a satisfying burst when you suck them out, don’t you think?” She tilted her eyes to the ceiling, tapping each finger as she listed off a litany of sweet temptations: “Skittles… jelly beans… grapes…”

My anticipation bloomed, spreading warmth through my whole body as I gathered her hand in mine, emboldened. I mimicked her earlier counting, gliding my fingertips along hers. “Cucumbers, perhaps?” I murmured, and we dissolved into wicked giggles.

The pub barely contained our writhing anticipation—we only lingered long enough to finish our drinks before making a swift detour to the supermarket. We prowled the aisles, daring each other with every risqué suggestion—ensuring one perfect, veined cucumber ended up in the basket. A plump courgette joined it, our glances full of naughty promise for later.

Chapter Three – Friday Night Part One

Fatigue pulled at me as I gazed across the room, but the heat in my blood was undimmed. Josie’s wry words from the night before—something about being spit-roasted—echoed in my mind, only now the fantasy was fully realized. Except this time she wasn’t restrained; she writhed in perfect freedom.

I couldn’t quite discern whether Matt’s thrusts found her tight rear entrance or her slick, greedy sex, but the man facing her—Jeff—was most definitely buried deep, driving hard into her as she tossed her brilliant red hair in wild, abandoned ecstasy. The scene pulsed with need—each primal cry, every glint of sweat and tangled limb—a living tableau of unashamed, devouring lust.

Izzy, sprawled out beside me on the hardwood floor, was utterly engrossed in the wet devotion of her mouth pressed intimately to a girl with bold blue streaks flashing through her short, untamed hair. Behind them, Nathan was buried deep inside Izzy, his hips rolling with hungry purpose, his hands gripping those beautiful, possessive curves. Blue-Streak was a tempting newcomer—her arrival had come so late that I hadn’t had the chance to properly savor her, though the promise lingered, electric and tantalizing.

Everyone in the room was deliciously, frustratingly clothed. That was one of Josie’s rules: dress to tease, play to please. I hadn't even expected to find myself at Josie’s infamous gathering tonight—I’d been all set for a night of solo mechanical pleasure in the Panic Room, only for Izzy’s irresistible, impromptu Skype to completely upend my plans and set my weekend blazing.

Except, in stark contrast to every other body in the room, I was shamelessly, gloriously naked. Glazed in a heady concoction of fresh, slippery arousal—cum splattered in streaks across my belly, glistening remnants of pussy juices painting my thighs—I was radiant with satisfaction, deliciously adrift somewhere between exhaustion and afterglow. Leaning against the living room doorframe, bare and slightly unsteady, I drank in the feast laid out across the furniture and rug: shifting bodies, gasps and giggles, the thick scent of sweat and sex.

Izzy, her lips shiny and full, paused mid-lick and glanced up at me, her mouth forming a wicked, breathless smile. I pressed my palms together and nestled them against my cheek in a pantomime of sweet, heavy sleepiness. She winked, gesturing toward a spare room off the corridor. Blowing her a grateful kiss, I caught her eye one last time before slipping quietly away, tossing a barely-there wave at the rest of the writhing, fully dressed guests. I scrubbed at my skin halfheartedly, but the unrelenting pull of exhaustion won out.

Sinking into the sheets, utterly spent, I dimly sensed the blue-streaked beauty lingering at my door. Her lips curved in a conspiratorial grin as she drew the door softly shut, sealing me in privacy and darkness.

At dawn, Izzy had whisked me back to the shop, the clock cruelly reading half-past seven—a fresh hell for a night owl like me. Izzy, somehow irrepressible, was a blaze of energy, already plotting her trip to Brighton for the Trade Fair while I drifted, still thick with sleep and the clinging memory of last night.

My skin still hummed, sticky with traces of honey—an impossible sweetness I was sure we’d showered away, but the faint, intoxicating aroma ghosted my every move, mingling with Izzy’s warm, sensual scent. My body responded hungrily to it, a single inhalation enough to leave me soaked between the thighs or impossibly hard, depending on my mood—and maybe which lover had just left their mark. If karma existed, I’d end up stung by greedy bees before I made my first delivery.

And then there was the cherry—Izzy swore she’d accounted for every single glossy, red fruit both at entry and at exit, but a whisper of doubt made me clench deliciously just to be sure. We unlocked the shop and began to load my two pitiful deliveries into the now-officially-named Pinkie van: sweet, minx-pink and unmistakable.

I leaned in for a farewell kiss—soft, hungry, lingering—and our lips tangled for five breathless minutes, hands in hair and thighs trembling, savoring every precious second in the empty yard behind the shop. I only broke away when I couldn’t breathe; the world hushed and new between us, our bodies electric. I was wearing Izzy’s knickers—filthy with my wanting, slick and already clinging, wet where her memory hadn’t yet faded.

She slid into her car, the morning sun glinting off her wild chestnut hair as she leaned over, winding down the window with that wicked glint still alight in her eyes. “See you Monday, gorgeous,” she teased, voice thick with knowing mischief. “Make sure you get spectacularly fucked before I see you again.” Her gaze flicked brazenly down to where Izzy’s panties clung to my damp heat, a sly finger wagging in command. “And I want those knickers back, babe.” Reversing with a confident flourish, she paused, tossing a final smirk through the opened passenger window. “Don’t you dare wash them.” The look she gave me lingered even as she spun away in a squeal of tires, leaving me flushed and grinning, an ache in my core that didn’t care at all about the nippy morning air.

I waved her off, feeling ludicrously empty as her tail lights faded, then checked my watch—still only 7:35. The Square’s coffee shop didn’t open for another twenty-five minutes. My morning stretched ahead, raw and ripe with possibility, deliveries stacked untouched in the back of Pinkie. Shrugging off hesitation, I climbed into the van’s shadowy rear, drew the sliding door shut behind me, and let my hands slip south. My fingers found slick heat, stroking softly—hungry for something only I could give.

No, it most definitely wasn’t icing.

By the time I’d come down, heart jackrabbiting, I remembered to wash my hands—there’s something sacramental about coffee untainted by salt or sweet. My own taste lingered deliciously on my tongue, a private indulgence I refused to let mingle with the ritual of my first cup. Then it was just me, Beth-No-Mates again, abandoned and left in a delicious limbo; Gina was still across the Atlantic, Sam chasing leather in Yorkshire, those insatiable Napier-Joneses lost to Brighton’s libertine weekend. Sienna suntanned and unreachable in Greece—no stable rendezvous for me.

Fine. It had been far too long since I’d surrendered to pure, selfish want. I slipped into the day’s original plan, but this time the arsenal awaiting me was so much more decadent. No more battered, faded vibrators with dying batteries—I had an entire attic stuffed with whirring possibilities, treasures acquired on a whim, each promising different depths of ache.

Once the day’s short round of deliveries was done, I treated myself to a quick stop on Sycamore Avenue, plucking a velvety bottle of Merlot from Gina’s stash and promising myself a lush, heady night. Upstairs, I peeled off every stitch and prowled into Gina’s wardrobe in search of sun lotion—found it, high factor and thickly scented. It would have been so much better to have Gina’s hands smoothing it along every inch of my bare skin, but I contented myself with a slow, sensual application, relishing the slippery cool against my warming flesh.

From the drawer, I fetched the precious tin Izzy had gifted—eight perfectly rolled surprises tucked inside. I chose one, anticipation already fluttering low in my belly, then grabbed a thick towel from the bathroom and a pillow from the bed. With a shiver of excitement, I padded back down, ready for an afternoon dedicated solely to the hot, sticky pleasure of myself—just as a good girl should.

The heat of the sun washed over me, saturating my skin as I sprawled naked in Gina’s lush garden, utterly at ease and gloriously relaxed from Izzy’s little herbal indulgence. Every sound seemed heightened—the soft rustle of leaves above, the flirtatious chorus of birds—in stark contrast to the deep, liquid ache building between my thighs. One hand toyed idly with my bottle of cold cider, the condensation slick against my fingers, while the other drifted with purpose, slipping confidently down into the slick warmth of my sex.

I pressed the icy neck of the bottle against my swollen, needy folds, shivering as the jolt of cold pierced my heat, making me gasp out loud. My mind spun with electric memories—Izzy last night, her wicked laughter as she pushed delicate shards of ice inside me, then sucked the melted chill right out, the droplets cascading over my trembling skin or slithering onto my open lips. My breath caught as I pictured straddling her, tilting my hips so glistening cold water trickled out of me, splashing onto her lips and tongue, her gaze fierce and greedy as she drank me in. And then she’d taken me, driven me even further, dragging me to the edge with every slow, skilled thrust of her harness, taking me into wild territory I never even knew existed.

With Izzy, every encounter was an exploration—her touch gentle, attentive, savouring every nuance of sensation, from the taste of my skin to the shiver of chilled metal or melting ice, to the scent and sheen of sweat. She made each sense sharp and urgent, every interaction fresh and intoxicating. I loved tumbling through experiences with her, the gentle pressure of her body, the way she teased and coaxed until I was boneless and panting. Izzy always told me she and Josie could be rough together, bruises and scratches marking their shared abandon, but with me, her hands were gracious, a lover’s caress – not a conqueror’s. Josie, though—she was different. Josie thrived on control, assertive, relentless, keen to dominate and mark her territory, pleasure always laced with pain and a threat of chaos. I was almost grateful that my night in the Panic Room hadn’t ended with Josie’s infamous flogger or the intense tug of heavy nipple clamps. Izzy confessed her devotion to those devious little torments, promising next time to show me her collection—clover clamps, endless delights—breaking me in, gently, privately, away from Josie’s impatient grasp.

The sun bathed me in serenity, my body wound tight and trembling, the garden blissfully silent but for my soft, sighing moans as pleasure pooled deep inside. Sleep curled around me, my limbs loosening as I drifted, surrendering to the peace. I was right on the cusp of dozing off when my tablet beeped. Groggy, a little stoned, I checked the time—just three thirty, far too early for Allie. I rolled over, grass cool under my thighs, and tapped the screen.

Izzy’s name flashed up, her message bold and cheeky as always: “I’m bored. I hate trade fairs. Have you got yourself laid yet?”

I rolled my eyes, smiling wickedly. Bloody hell, Izzy. Give a girl some warning.

I shot back fast: “I was about to get off with a cider bottle and my own left hand, till you interrupted. (grumpy emoji)”

Her reply came quick – “Oops, sorry! Thought you might be shagging Sam or someone.”

“Sam’s off with his cricket bat, darling. I’m a ravishing, sexy Pixie Queen, but alas—I can’t conjure lovers out of thin air.”

Izzy teased right back: “We can!”

My fingers toyed with the cider bottle, imagining her mischievous smile. “Good for you! Enjoy. Not even remotely jealous. Nope, not at all…” I sent a ridiculous little envy emoji, giggling under my breath.

Izzy’s last message pulsed on the screen, her invitation sweet and tempting: “Come down – loads of time before the fun starts!”

BethThePixie: Love to, but your intoxicating little gift and this cider have me far too blissed out to chance driving (pout emoji).

INJ88: God, I wish I could be there—imagine the two of us, my lips pressed to yours, sharing smoky kisses while my hand disappears between those slick thighs.

BethThePixie: Stop! I’m already soaked down there. At this rate, I’ll be flooding the flower beds.

INJ88: Then get on a train, babe. Ever heard of those magical metal things on the tracks? Less than an hour and you’re all mine… door to door.

The decision was deliciously easy. A night filled with chugging, buzzing toys alone versus a weekend tangled up in southern sin and the warmth of Izzy? The answer pulsed hot in every corner of me.

BethThePixie: Attention, Izzy Napier-Jones: Text me the coordinates! Will find the next train, even if I have to hijack one myself! (winking emoji) (kiss emoji) (little devil emoji)

INJ88: Woohoo! Co-ordinates en route, baby. You won’t regret this—it’s gonna get wild and messy! Josie says you better wear a skirt or a dress. Secret instructions later!

I was practically panting twenty minutes later, a wild grin on my lips as I flashed my Student Railcard at the ticket man—nabbing a discount for my wicked getaway to Brighton. Izzy plugged the address into my phone, promising her old place was a tempting ten-minute walk from the station. The apartment, she teased, was perfect for decadent weekends away and, apparently, more proper when being let on Airbnb than under their own hedonistic rule.

As the train neared its stop, my thighs pressed together at the thought of what awaited. I plugged in my headphones, feeling Brighton’s sultry vibe soak straight through my skin. The Lanes spilled enticing streets and cozy pubs, vintage shops and throbbing energy—I silently promised myself I’d explore tomorrow, if my legs still worked.

Izzy met me at the door, pulling me into her arms with a fierce, knowing hug. Her body against mine sent a shiver through me, need budding low in my belly.

Josie’s low growl made me giggle. “Bloody hell, Izz, inviting your favorite delivery fairy to an orgy now? What’s next—pizza girls?”

I put on my best frightened-for-play little voice, burying my face in Izzy’s hair. “Don’t like it… Beth wanna go home…” But I clung tighter.

Izzy’s laugh was soft at my ear as her arms closed around me. “No chance, sweet Pixie. I’ll guard you from all the wickedness.”

Josie’s laugh rolled out like thunder. “Too late, darling. No escape from here—you’re ours now. We’ll eat you up and spit out your sparkly little bones.”

I disentangled myself from Izzy’s embrace, a playful spark in my eyes, and rummaged purposefully through my shoulder bag. My fingers curled around a tiny parcel, and with a flourish, I peeled away the wrapping to reveal Izzy’s very own, deliciously filthy knickers. Grinning wickedly, I brandished them and pressed the soft, intimate cotton right up to Josie’s face. The mixture of mischief and sheer effrontery on Josie’s features was priceless—Izzy let slip a bright peal of laughter while Josie’s eyes went wide with shocked delight.

I seized Izzy’s slender hand, anchoring myself to her, her other hand hiding that unmistakable, conspiratorial grin. “Come on, Izz—there’s a tempting little pub I spotted on the corner. Let’s get out of here and nurse a cold beer while poor Josie sorts out her... unfortunate new aroma.”

Casting a deliberately saucy glance over my shoulder, I watched as Josie practically collapsed in giggles, clutching Izzy’s balled-up panties in one hand and shaking her head in mock horror. She lobbed them right back at me, her laughter ringing through the apartment. I caught them on the fly and, with exaggerated ceremony, presented them to Izzy. “I believe these are yours, Mrs Napier-Jones.”

Izzy claimed them eagerly, her cheeks flushed with a secret thrill. “Darling, thank you ever so much for their safe return.” She brought the fabric to her nose with an appreciative inhale, her gaze promising all sorts of wickedness. “Mmm, you smell so damn good—I can’t wait for later.” With an arched brow, she tossed them straight back to Josie. “Put them through the wash, stinky face. Come on, Beth, let’s work on our beer bellies.”

Beneath the soft glow of the little pub’s fairy lights, we settled into the darkest corner, cheeks still pink from laughter and anticipation. Our drinks arrived; the glasses clinked, cold and beaded with condensation—a promise of things to come.

Only moments later Josie sauntered over to us, her smile luminous and satisfied. “Is the day’s round of deliveries finally complete? No further interruptions?”

I sipped my beer with studied innocence. “Oh, absolutely. Every single cake now comes with a healthy helping of laxatives. Those kids’ parties will be ones for the village archives.” The three of us collapsed into laughter, the tension quickening between us, playful and a little bit feral.

Josie shot me a sly look, swirling her drink. “My darling Beth, sometimes I swear you’re a bad influence. If I thought we could salvage the business, I’d start taking your suggestions seriously. Maybe next week I’ll have you scrubbing something especially unspeakable as payback for that little panty escapade.”

Before I could retort, Izzy jumped in, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, hush now, Josie—you love it when I shut you up with my knickers and—”

I cut across her, cheeks hot. “Ladies, perhaps we’re oversharing a smidge for the start of a delicate Friday evening? So… any gossip from the trade fair instead?”

Josie gave me a look so dry it could have sparked a fire. “Beth, if sullying my palate with dirty underwear is too scandalous, then dragging work into the mix is utterly verboten. All I’ll say is—thank god it’s done for another year. Now, let’s focus on tonight, shall we?”

A surge of anticipation lit up my face. “Don’t tease—spill it. You promised. I’m dying here!”

Josie flicked a glance at Izzy, feigning concern. “Do you think she’s all there, darling? I really do wonder…”

I grabbed her sleeve, playing needy. “Hey, there is something missing—details about tonight! Beth is growing impatient. Beth needs to know. Give up the secrets, woman!”

With mock severity, Josie drilled me with her gaze. “What do you need to know? People turn up, people misbehave—it isn’t calculus, darling. I’ve seen you in action. Open your legs and hike up your dress. Though, honestly, order is optional.”

“But can’t I just slip out of my dress entirely? It’s the crimson slinky one—Gina’s gift. Too pretty to wrinkle.”

Josie groaned, pressing palm to forehead in theatrical despair. “Oh, Izzy, please tell me she’s had the memo?”

Izzy nodded, her smile nothing but trouble. “Of course. Didn’t I, Beth?”

Clearly, I’d missed some crucial detail. “You mentioned a dress code, but I thought that just meant for now... I figured that when things got heated later, a bit of nakedness was expected?”

Josie paused, her lips curling mischievously around her drink as she sucked at the lemon wedge, her eyes sparkling from the shock of the citrus. “Darling, we adore mixing things up. Sometimes it’s all harnesses and latex, sometimes the room turns into a comic con fantasy. Once, we had an all-female crowd. Another night, it was a riot of everyone and anyone, and—oh!—the tranny that turned up, that was a treat.” She broke into laughter, memories swirling between the three of us. “God, the way Nathan’s jaw dropped when he clocked her bulge—unforgettable.” Her gaze turned softer, drifting, before she shook herself out of her reverie and fixed me with a wicked smile. “But tonight, we decided to twist things. No underwear allowed—but otherwise, everyone stays dressed. Dresses or tops with skirts for the girls, shirts and trousers for the boys. No stripping, just hands and mouths and cocks and cunts under fabric, like we saw on this deliciously filthy video. Trust me, it ramps up the tension.”

My jaw hung open, incredulous. “Great, thanks for the warning! I only brought one bloody dress, now it’s going to be soaked in... well, everyone’s leavings. I suppose I’ll be wandering Brighton tomorrow, my hem crusted in cum?”

Josie’s eyes flashed, unimpressed by my protest. “Darling, have you seen the state of some people out there on a Brighton weekend? A little jizz on a hem barely registers. And worst case, pinch something of Izzy’s—I always thought you two long-limbed temptresses could swap wardrobes. Me? Lucky I’m too short to lend out my frocks.”

She was on her feet now, radiating anticipation. “Right, finish those pints, girls. There’s prep to be done!”

I pouted, reluctant to be rushed along. “What’s to prep? You’re wearing a dress—clearly knickerless. Seems like you’re ready to go as you are.”

Josie shot me her trademark eye-roll but grinned wickedly. “You two get another round. I’m off for a shower—I want my skin to smell like temptation, not cake and pub sweat. It’s going to be a marathon tonight, not a sprint.”

She leaned in, her finger tracing the curve of my cheek before her lips hovered at my ear, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial, electric whisper. “Honestly, I’ve been desperate to see those perfect lips of yours stuffed with cock since the first time I saw you. Want to see you dripping with cum and desire—right down your darling little nose.” She pinched the tip of my nose playfully and sauntered off, hips swaying, leaving a dangerous heat in her wake.

Izzy slid fingers into my hair, her breath tickling the other side of my neck. “And hopefully I’ll get to catch every drop as it falls. Off your nose, into my hungry mouth.”

We ordered another drink, every nerve already humming, anticipation twisting and simmering between us. Night stretched out ahead, thick and promising, and I couldn’t wait to be devoured by it.

It was a long, delicious night.

Chapter Four – Friday Night, Part Two

Bent over the back of the sofa, I could feel Matt pressed up behind me, his breath steady and hot against my neck as he rocked into me with delicious precision. My dress was bunched carelessly around my waist, my bare skin exposed, the soft fabric now only an afterthought as his rough trousers rasped against my flushed cheeks, each tiny scrape igniting sparks of pleasure. His hands couldn’t seem to decide between caressing the trembling softness of my inner thigh or slipping upwards, palms warm and reverent, to cup and tease my breasts beneath the wrinkled material. Every time his thumb brushed my nipple, I arched for more, my lips parting with a needy sigh. I’d expected arrogance from Matt—he had that handsome, hipster look, dark curly hair and a trimmed beard that echoed Nathan’s, but beneath the cocky exterior he was unexpectedly attentive, each movement considerate, as if memorizing the way my body responded to his touch.

Around us, the room throbbed with unashamed, pulsing heat. A glance sideways, and I was utterly captivated: Izzy astride a tall, broad-shouldered man with a sweep of tousled blond hair, her hips moving with slow, seductive grace. The flickering candlelight danced over her glossy black hair and highlighted the curve of her cheek as she rode him—shirt unbuttoned, petite breasts framed perfectly by the white cotton, her short skirt only accentuating the forbidden schoolgirl illusion. My breath caught when I noticed she’d cleverly sliced a hole in her sheer, glossy black leggings, the shiny fabric hugging her legs while exposing all the right secrets. I couldn’t look away from the way Jeff, her partner, reveled in every grinding motion, his deft fingers pinching and stroking her nipples as he lost himself in her rhythm—a striking contrast to the boys, Jeff’s intense gaze and sculpted jawline giving him an air of danger that sent an unexpected thrill through me.

Yet Izzy wasn’t the only vision stealing my senses. Nearby, Josie was kneeling before Nathan, her lips wrapped expertly around him, tongue flicking with practiced hunger while her wicked green eyes sparkled with delight. But she wasn’t alone in her efforts—Leah, statuesque with elegant silver-blond hair swept up into a regal twist, had joined her, both women working in perfect, lascivious harmony. Nathan, undone, eyes squeezed shut and head tilted back, surrendered utterly to their combined skill. Josie’s school tie dangled between her breasts, adding a cheeky allure to her unbuttoned shirt and pleated skirt, while Leah’s delicate yellow summer dress—so innocent in design—only made the sensual filth of her actions feel more scandalous. Leah’s features mesmerized me: her distinguished, slightly aquiline nose and generous mouth seemed perfectly designed for lavish, decadent pleasure. Watching their mouths and hands move together, I burned with jealousy and anticipation.

Everywhere I looked, desire shimmered in the candlelight, settling on my skin like a second dress—and I wanted only to lose myself in the electric, decadent pulse of it all.

Earlier that evening, Izzy, always so attentive to the subtle flickers in a person’s nerves, had sensed the taut line of anticipation in my body as the apartment gradually filled with laughter, clinking glasses, and that hazy intertwine of chatter and curiosity. Taking my hand with a conspiratorial squeeze, she introduced me to Leah—a statuesque vision with a certain magnetic poise. As the mingling crowd ebbed and flowed, Leah led me through that charming sea of new faces to the corner where porcelain and silver beckoned: a hookah like the one at Josie’s cottage, its vessel swelling with thick, aromatic smoke.

The first draw settled warmth into my chest, dissolving the last bite of anxiety, and with every smoky exhale my senses grew more alert, more languid, more susceptible to velvet possibilities. Leah’s laugh twined around me, low and intimate; her eyes suggested mischief beneath the languor. She soon beckoned me out to the balcony, the city humming quietly below. The air was cooler out there—brushing goosebumps up my arms as she flicked open an expensive cigarette case, offering it to me. I smiled, polite but unwavering, unwilling to trade my small resolve for the rush of nicotine, and she nodded with understanding. The flare of her lighter painted her features in amber; for a half-moment, I imagined Leah and Josie together—lips colliding as smoke curled around their tongues, drifting skyward, erotic and unhurried.

Leah’s confidence was easy, seasoned—she’d circulated in these gatherings for years. Her stories slipped between mentions of Gina’s old agency and casual compliments, her voice coaxing out my laughter. Any remaining tension melted effortlessly between us. Then came her suggestion, voice low and conspiratorial: “Shall we break some ice?” The words curled around me deliciously.

We left behind the distant thrum of voices, seeking the hush of Josie and Izzy’s bedroom. Twenty minutes—maybe more, maybe less—slipped by as touch and tension built between us. Lips and hands, soft laughter, a rising, shared anticipation; I was deliciously wound up and tingling head to toe by the time Josie found us, eyes sparkling with approval, and pulled us back into the heart of the party.

What followed blurred into a mesmerizing montage, impossible to recount in detail—the shifting choreography of new bodies, sudden kisses, and skin sliding hotly against silk and lace. At times, I was deliciously overwhelmed: kneeling, mouth stretched wide, relishing the taste and weight of a hard cock thrusting between my lips. Moments later, bodies circled behind me, relentless and insistent, while my tongue plunged deep into a woman’s nectar-slick heat, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. Josie—ever the orchestrator—kept us moving, pairing and crossing with rhythmic, intoxicating variety. “Let’s not let anything grow boring, darling,” she’d purr, corralling us into fresh arrangements. There was a strange, exquisite thrill in our clothes remaining half-on—belts undone, shirts gaping, knickers twisted aside—making each exposure urgent and forbidden.

My first orgasm ripped through me as Jeff rocked into me from behind; I was sprawled wantonly atop Izzy, my mouth locked over her clit, flicking and sucking with wild abandon until my jaw ached and I wondered if I might swallow her entirely. Her face, flushed and glistening with arousal, pressed between my parted thighs. As Jeff and I climaxed, Izzy’s mouth greedily sought the mess of pleasure spilling from my slick, spasming cunt, lapping up the mingled cum with her fingers stroking ruthlessly inside me.

Jeff collapsed with a shudder beside us, gasping. I lay back, utterly spent, the world spinning with the tremors of release. Then I saw Izzy—her raven hair disarrayed, jizz gleaming across her cheekbones and lips, a thick pearl of it sliding languorously from her mouth. If I hadn’t already come so completely, the sight alone would have undone me—so debauched, so breathtakingly beautiful. She shot me a wicked, gleaming smile before blowing a delicate bubble from the cum she’d captured, letting it pop with teasing delight. I couldn’t help but laugh, head falling onto her shoulder, while Josie and Leah gazed at us from across the floor, eyes dark and hungry as they bucked and writhed under the hands and mouths tormenting them. The night, it seemed, was just beginning.

Izzy’s hunger for me was palpable—I felt it in the way her mouth claimed mine, her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me close. The world around us faded, shadows of bodies and voices dissolving into a haze of need. A selfish ache blossomed inside me; I wanted Izzy all to myself, every inch of her, every sound she made just for me. Our lips met again—wet, wild, desperate—a low whimper vibrating from her chest into my mouth. Suddenly, a hot, slick splatter landed against my cheek, shocking me back to the present.

Startled, I broke away from Izzy, gasping. Leah knelt beside us, grinning wickedly, her generous mouth stretched wide with playful guilt and barely suppressed laughter. “Oh my god, girls, she made me do it, I swear…” Her finger darted up accusingly toward Josie, who looked down on us like a sultry mistress, mischief glinting in her eyes. Leah’s hand still gripped Matt’s thick shaft, pumping the last pearly drops onto Izzy’s flushed chin and my bare shoulder. The coolness left a shivery trail on my skin, heat pooling low in my belly as the room seemed to pulse with animal energy.

Now smeared with two men’s cum, Izzy and I played up to our captivated little audience—our hands stroking, tongues teasing, licking each shimmering drop from each other's skin and lips while Leah expertly milked every spurt from Matt. The filthy electricity crackled between us, urging us onward, inviting every watching eye deeper into our debauchery.

My attention was drawn to Josie, who had completely surrendered to the desire thundering through the room. She straddled Nathan in reverse, her wild red curls bouncing, taking every inch of him deep into her glistening cunt. The contrast of her untamed hair against her tight, black leggings—tailored by Izzy’s clever hands—was jaw-dropping. I found myself mesmerised, mind racing with the thought of owning a pair myself, plotting which lucky woman I might gift another to—Allie flashed through my thoughts, and the idea sent a secret rush through me.

Josie looked spectacular in her half-untucked school shirt, her tie pulled down so it hugged the swells of her breasts, open just enough to reveal the full temptation of her mature sex appeal. The memory of Sienna, my high-school siren and her illicit liaisons returned, but Josie, exuding authority in her seductive parody of innocence, easily surpassed her. Sorry, Sienna, but you’ve been dethroned.

Nathan perched on the edge of the sofa, Josie’s hips rolling in a relentless rhythm upon him. The view was intoxicating—every slick motion, the bounce of her breasts, that tie swinging to the music of their bodies. Izzy’s mouth joined the action, curling against Josie’s slick clit, and then she tugged me beside her, our tongues meeting over Josie’s sweet, swollen flesh. Nathan’s cock pushed impossibly deep inside Josie, its hardness glancing across my chin as their bodies collided. The taste—Josie’s musky cream, Nathan’s arousal, Izzy’s mouth dancing hungrily beside mine—set my nerves blazing, the air thick with sweat and sex.

I moaned as Nathan groaned his climax into Josie, filling her as our tongues flicked mercilessly at her clit. Josie fell apart above us, a guttural cry tearing from her lips as she squirted, the gush flooding our mouths, our faces, her hands fisted in our hair as she shuddered and writhed, milking every last wave of pleasure. Her body finally gave, sliding from Nathan with the languid arch of a sated cat, purring and glowing.

Nathan, breathless and dazed, managed to shake his head, awe softening his features. “This place,” he gasped, “just keeps getting better and better.”

I couldn't help but echo Nathan’s sentiment—this place really did seem to top itself at every turn. Yet, as another rush of heady pleasure tingled through me, a flicker of practical concern whispered in the recesses of my mind, chiding me for the mess my dress was getting itself into. It was a useless worry; my soiled dress would soon be the least of my concerns, especially with Josie’s intentions unfurling like silk ribbons in the air. She’d been adamant about clothes for my special ‘induction,’ but now she watched me with hungry eyes, making it clear I’d be the only one left bare, my nakedness a tantalizing promise and a delicious vulnerability.

A pause fell over the room, each of us momentarily catching our breath from the sensory drunkenness of bodies and sweat and desire swirling together. My skin tingled with residual warmth as I stole away into the kitchen, hunting for some semblance of composure—and something cold to drink. I found Jeff there; I poured him a glass of wine, feeling his steady, kind presence. His easy smile, the way his eyes flicked over my form with evident appreciation, sparked a sly thought—if it weren’t for Sam, maybe I’d have lingered in his arms, licking more than wine from his lips. But in that moment, we talked quietly, discussing anything but the storm of moans and slick friction that had dominated the previous hour, as if we were any two strangers at a perfectly civilized dinner party.

Meanwhile, Josie and Leah retreated to the balcony for a cigarette. I watched as the setting sun caught Josie’s strong profile, her arm snaking under Leah’s soft, vibrant yellow dress, fingertips disappearing between thighs as she coaxed a sweet sigh from the blonde’s lips. The intimacy in their touch made my stomach flip—tender, yes, but charged with all the filth and freedom of what we’d just shared.

Inside, Izzy rekindled the hookah with a devilish glint. I took a lazy inhale, feeling the thick smoke bloom hot and silky in my lungs. The night air called to me; I wandered out and joined Josie and Leah, finding them draped together over the iron railing, their bodies a tableau of quiet craving in the warm night.

Josie’s left hand cradled her cigarette, embers glowing between her elegant fingers. I hesitated, then reached for it, determined to mark the moment—the last time I’d allow the habit any satisfaction. Her glare was playful but edged with genuine worry. “Hamilton, don’t be a bloody idiot. Show the kind of sense I never managed to find.”

But I gave her a sly grin, capturing the cigarette, drawing in a deep, languorous drag. The smoke shot to my brain and pulsed down between my thighs. I exhaled only when I pulled her to me, smashing my mouth to hers in a slow, decadent kiss, smoky haze shared between our lips. She trembled as I devoured her, her years of kinky exploration giving way to something raw and real—she lived for the forbidden frisson, the erotic decadence of smoke mingling with sex.

Breathless, I broke away and handed her back the cigarette, watching her try to hide the quake in her hands. “I really have quit now,” I murmured, lips still tingling, “but I wanted my last one to be unforgettable. Every time I crave a cigarette, I’ll remember the look in your eyes right now, Josie—I’ll know I’ll never find anything sweeter.”

Leah purred, sidling close with a dangerous smile. “Now I see why you—and Isadora—are hopelessly enthralled by this exquisite creature, Josephine. Bethany, you must come see me and my friends in London. Perhaps we’ll show you how the city truly pulses after midnight.”

Josie rolled her eyes and shook her head, mock stern. “Don’t tempt her, darling. I might flirt with handcuffs and silk, but Leah-jet flies at heights I’ve only fantasized about. They don’t give her that nickname for nothing!”

Leah’s lips curled around my name like a challenge. “Oh, Josie, Isadora’s become delightfully wild in our little escapades. She lasted a whole five minutes last week—such impressive stamina, don’t you think?”

“Oh sweetheart, Leah-jet, you can string up my wife like a twisted piece of art all you want, but there’s no damn way you’re setting those devious hands on this girl.” Josie cocked her head at me, her eyes glinting wickedly as she grinned, brushing a lock of dark hair from her cheek in a practiced show of nonchalance. “Ask Izzy if you want details—I don’t pretend to get it. Or you could always consult the great archive of human horror, Google. Search up ‘body suspension’ if your stomach’s feeling brave.”

The images that flashed in my mind were unsettlingly vivid—I remembered that Jane’s Addiction concert, the girls hanging, swaying above the stage, their skin impossibly pierced and stretched, bodies defiant, almost reverent. I’d always known Izzy had an appetite for the unusual, but this? I blinked at her in disbelief. “Wait—Izzy, you do that?”

Leah’s smile stretched slow and feline. “She’s getting quite adept, darling. There’s just something intoxicating about surrender—about pain and flight all stitched together. You really ought to try it sometime, love.”

Before I could reply, a gentle warmth ghosted down my arm—I hadn’t heard Izzy approach, but now she was behind me, skin flushed, energy humming beneath her fingertips. “Sorry, babes,” she murmured, her voice slipping over me like silk. “I’ll give you the full, wicked rundown someday—if you’re curious.” Her eyes flicked to Leah, full of promise. “Leah—I’ll see you Wednesday. I want to hit seven minutes this time.”

I laughed, a nervous bubble catching in my throat. “Okay, this is the part where I admit things are getting decidedly strange. Given my own history—with tattoo needles and pierced things—I think I’ll sit this one out. If I wake up one day desperate to swing from the ceiling, you’ll be the first ones I call. But don’t cancel your plans just yet.” I turned to Izzy, affection tugging me close. Pressed my lips to the tip of her nose. “You are a goddess, Isadora Chan Napier-Jones.”

Josie’s eyes flashed with mock annoyance, a snort of laughter throaty and genuine. “She’s a bloody maniac, that’s what. But you’re right, Beth—things just took a sharp left into crazy town. Ladies!” Her voice had an edge of command. “It’s time. Back inside, all of you. Now.”

The women drifted toward the doorway, laughter trailing behind. But Josie caught my wrist, her grip firm and possessive. She took her final drag before she yanked me in—a haze of smoke, nicotine on her tongue as her mouth claimed mine in a dizzyingly deep, languid kiss that splintered down my spine. When she finally pulled away, her gaze was soft and mischievous. She flicked the dying cigarette out into the shimmering dark. “Might as well end the night with a bit of drama, right?” she whispered, her breath curling around my ear. “Now march your sexy little arse into that room and plant it prettily on the sofa, sweet girl.”

Tingling, nerves and curiosity warring with a slow throb of desire, I did as I was told. The others were already arranged, a loose halo of anticipation shining in their eyes, forming a crescent around the center of the room. My heart pounded so hard I thought everyone must hear it.

At the center, the coffee table loomed—long and wide, the hookah still sending fragrant smoke curling upwards. Josie cleared it with deft precision as Izzy ducked into the bedroom, emerging with a soft, heavy rug. She draped it across the tabletop and rejoined the assembly, a sly smile on her lips.

Josie stood tall before me, hands braced on shapely hips, her posture regal, every inch the queen about to make a decree. The room’s attention snapped to her, the anticipation crackling, thick in the air. I realized everyone but me was in on the secret—the reason I was bare, the newcomer, the object of desire in the center of their universe. The ritual had begun.

The sound that escaped Josie’s lips wasn’t just a purr—it was a sultry, decadent vibration that sent ripples of heat spiraling through the room, skimming across my skin and settling between my thighs. When she was thrumming with desire like tonight, that low feline growl was absolutely intoxicating. “Darlings, let me welcome you all once again to our naughty little gathering. But tonight isn’t just any ordinary night. We are graced—so very deliciously graced—by the presence of a new soul amongst our flock. Let me introduce the ravishing angel, sin wrapped in silk, the most gorgeously depraved goddess known formally to this wicked world as Miss Bethany Alexandra Allegra Hamilton.” She let her words linger, her wicked eyes tracing over me, savoring every name as though she could taste me already. “See, my love, I do pay close attention… Allegra.”

My pulse jackhammered beneath my dress; anticipation tangled with thrill, twisting deeper. What glorious chaos was Josie plotting for me now? Izzy’s grin stretched wide, hungry and bright.

Josie extended her hand, confidence and lust radiating from her. “Come to me, sweetheart. Be brave, step forward.”

Obeying the silent command in the heat of her gaze, I eased to my feet, gathering the hem of my dress between my trembling fingers, not missing the lingering marks of pleasure left from earlier. I fluffed my hair, letting it cascade around my shoulders like a veil, heart fluttering and skin tingling. I slipped to the center of the room in front of Josie, hands primly clasped behind my back, every part of me aching for their eyes. Theatre was Josie’s second language, and I wanted to play my part flawlessly. In one delicate, teasing motion, I drew my index finger to my lips and gently nibbled—knowing, absolutely knowing, that Izzy would be squirming in her seat. I caught Izzy’s burning stare and couldn’t help a soft, nervous giggle, toe tracing slow, sweeping circles on the carpet like a wicked, bashful little minx. I cast my gaze around the circle, letting them drink me in, eyes wide, lips parted—innocent and provocative all in one breath. “What wicked plans do you all have for me tonight?” I asked, my voice trembling with excitement and challenge.

Leah’s whisper, smoky with envy, drifted to my ears. “Oh, you lucky, lucky girl…”

Josie took my hand—as if she owned it, as if I’d always belonged to her grasp. “This beauty—my dazzling wife Isadora, the dangerously sensual schoolgirl by the window—has wild, decadent fantasies. She sees Bethany as a sprite, a magical little nymph or maybe some ethereal pixie. Frankly, I suspect the rest of us see the truth: she’s a spellbinding, fuckable goddess, pure fire and temptation. And with that, my loves, I invite you—no, I urge you—to help me properly welcome Bethany into our den of delicious sins.”

With controlled, tantalizing slowness, Josie’s fingers trailed up my spine, finding the zipper at the back of my dress. Inch by inch, she freed me from the fabric, exposing feverish skin to cool air. I stepped delicately out of it, trying to channel as much grace as my quivering legs would allow. The stilettos Izzy had dressed me in were wicked, forcing my body into curves and angles designed for admiration, for eager hands and greedy eyes. I felt unstable and utterly exposed—precarious, yes—but heady with desire too.

Josie’s eyes did a slow, devouring circuit of my body. “Well? Isn’t she absolutely divine?” she invited, her voice dropping to a dangerous purr. The group’s appreciative murmurs rolled over me, stroking my naked nerves to a fever pitch. Josie crooked her finger, beckoning me closer. “Beth, my darling, will you be a good angel and lie right there for us? Be brave, sweet girl—this won’t hurt. Not even a little. I promise.”

A wicked little smirk curled my lips as I slid my hands to my hips, letting my voice drip with sultry bravado. “Not going to hurt, huh? Then what’s the bloody fun in that?” My retort earned a ripple of delighted laughter from the assembled voyeurs, and as I reclined onto the low, wide table, the plush rug beneath me cradled every curve and sent a shiver of anticipation through my body. I tossed a daring look up towards Izzy, catching the flicker of hunger—her whole face aglow with a heady mix of affection and arousal.

Her lips moved in a silent promise. “You’re going to love this, babes.” The thrill of her words tingled over my skin, the last sweet tease before darkness descended—Josie’s hands were deft and soft as she slipped the blindfold over my eyes, plunging my world into velvet black.

Everything slowed to a hush that pulsed with anticipation. My breathing grew heavier, each inhale stoking the heat deep inside me. All around, there was the subtle whisper of movement—shoes scuffing against thick carpet, fabric shifting, soft gasps of excitement. My senses strained, needy, drinking in every brush and murmur.

A pair of lips claimed mine, lush and sure, tasting of wicked promises. “Good luck, see you on the other side,” Leah’s voice floated to my ears, her tongue flicking languidly along my mouth before retreating. Suddenly, hands—one set delicate, the other much broader—gripped my ankles, parting my legs wide and helpless. The cool air prickled at my exposed skin, and the ache between my thighs grew insistent.

I felt the blunt, warm press of a cockhead nudging my folds, teasing, tracing slick circles over my clit and down to my entrance. The small hand guiding it had to be Josie’s, her touch both confident and infuriatingly gentle. My calves were hoisted higher, possessed now by larger, rougher hands—almost making me think of Sam, but I forced his memory out with a rushed exhale. No—tonight there was no room for anyone but the swirling heat of now.

The slow slide of that cock breaching me ripped a gasp from my lips, pleasure and ache braided together. I arched up, greedy for more, and all at once slick, wet tongues found my nipples. Izzy’s studded tongue zeroed in on the left, sending sparks through my chest, while on the right, thicker lips devoured my nipple, Leah’s prominent nose grazing my flesh as she sucked hungrily.

My mind spun with delicious confusion, electricity crackling through every inch of me. A silken brush against my cheek made me turn, lips searching, breath catching—who was teasing me now? Another cock, smooth and urgent, grazed over my lips, coaxing me to open. Then came a second, sliding along my other cheek. With greedy abandon, I opened, taking one into my mouth, then another, both thick heads filling me, pressing deeper as Josie guided them side by side.

Izzy’s moan was almost guttural, her praise a low, “Good girl…” Leah’s voice purred with nostalgia, “Mmm, brings back memories…” My head spun—I tried and failed to tell the cocks apart, both salty-slick and pulsing, each delicious in my mouth. My own body opened beneath the anonymous cock driving into me, my ankles pinned, my nipples lavished by eager tongues and lips, every nerve stretched tight as a wire.

For long, blurred moments I surrendered to the darkness and to them—partners in exquisite torture—letting sensation pile on sensation until I was trembling and wild. I burned this into memory, determined not to let a single second slip away—Gina would demand every filthy detail later. When Josie at last drew the cocks from my mouth, pressing each slick shaft into my waiting hands, I closed my fingers around them, stroking with luscious, greedy delight, heady from the thrill of having so much pleasure within my grasp.

Josie’s sultry voice drifted through the haze of sensations: “Full house, gorgeous.” Before I could respond, her warmth settled over my face, her scent intoxicating—ripe, wild, unmistakably hers—filling my lungs with every breath. I eagerly pressed my tongue into her silky folds, swirling and teasing, tasting the slick desire she offered, even as my body trembled from the cacophony of lust blooming across every nerve.

Six bodies surrounded me—hands, mouths, cocks—a luxurious assault of pleasure. Someone eased the blindfold off, and light flooded in, dazzling, almost overwhelming after the dark cocoon. For a moment, I was weightless, unmoored; then Josie’s face—glowing with mischief and satisfaction—snapped me back. Candlelight flickered in her green eyes, making them seem almost otherworldly as she rose from my mouth. I sucked in air, chest heaving, blinking away the daze as the scene snapped into focus: Jeff hoisting my legs high; Izzy and Leah hungrily devouring my aching nipples; Matt hovering to my left, Nathan looming at my right, swelling with anticipation.

Lust coiled between my legs as I welcomed Nathan’s cock, sliding it past my lips, tongue swirling around the head before taking him deeper. Next to me, Matt eased himself into Leah, making her moan and clamp her teeth on my nipple, the sparkle of pain adding to the delirium. Izzy, ever the eager partner, pressed close and together we licked, sucked, and shared Nathan’s shaft, her laughter rumbling low in her chest.

“Jesus, Beth,” she whispered, voice thick, reverent. “Some fantasies are a lifetime in the making… but sharing cock with you? Tick.” Her lips curved into a wicked grin, eyes shining as she nuzzled closer, her cheek pressed to mine.

I couldn’t help but moan, mouth still wrapped around Matt, then relinquished him, seizing a handful of Izzy’s hair and guiding her head down onto his cock. She gagged, gasped, her eyes electric with shock and delight—I kept her there, possessive, loving the way she surrendered. Over and over, I tugged her down, relishing each tight gasp, each desperate whimper. My hand glided beneath her hair, fingers tracing scars I’d never seen before—new secrets etched on her skin, unexpected and thrilling.

Through it all, Josie orchestrated our chaos, her voice the only command I trusted. “Let’s change things up.” Instantly, Jeff slipped out, and Josie carefully rolled my body to the side, hands guiding, reassuring. Cool wetness smeared across my ass—a jolt of anticipation—and then Josie’s finger, deliberate and expert, slid slowly inside, coaxing surrender from muscles I barely knew how to relax. I tensed, anxious and excited, teetering on the precipice of something unknown. Anal was uncharted territory—unnerving but impossibly erotic. Izzy and Gina’s voices danced around me, soft, coaxing, promising pleasure if I just let go.

But cocks? No, I was still untouched there. For just a heartbeat longer.

Josie’s finger circled and pressed, her other hand stroking my back. I released Nathan’s cock to Izzy’s hungry mouth. “Didn’t you say this wouldn’t hurt?” My voice was shaky, hopeful.

She twisted her finger with a wicked smile, a surge of pleasure making me gasp. “You know I can’t lie to you, love. Group rule—can’t call yourself one of us without a cock in each hole.”

Leah’s voice cut in, playful but wistful: “There were only two cocks for my induction, was that not enough?”

Josie’s laugh was wicked as sin. “Babe, pretty sure I buried that dildo so deep you still haven’t forgiven me.”

As Izzy murmured those wicked words, she brought something to my nostrils—a tiny, familiar vial. The sharp tang of poppers unfurled beneath my nose, intoxicating me in a way I’d never quite known. I inhaled deeply, allowing that chemical warmth to blaze through my veins, every inch of my body humming. The beat of my heart thundered against my ribs as pleasure and anticipation tangled together.

I became hyper-aware of Jeff easing back into my slick, needy pussy, every slow inch more electrifying than the last, while Leah’s fingers slid down, her touch circling my throbbing clit with expert torment. My gaze snagged on Jeff’s—his dark, reassuring nod was a quiet oath of safety, of pleasure yet to come. Izzy’s wild grin flashed in the candlelight as she took a heavy pull from the little bottle, her pupils blown wide with excitement.

Suddenly, a new pressure pressed against my back entrance—hard, insistent, utterly different. My mind skittered between nerves and hunger, silently hoping the chemical euphoria would loosen me, ready me for what came next. I trusted Izzy to work Matt’s length as I focused on what Josie and Nathan had in store for me. Josie guided him—so patient, so exacting—her hands coaxing, her voice soothing me as Nathan breached me, inch by slow, melting inch. There was latex, mercifully cool, and I was grateful for its smooth glide. Still, I froze; breath shallow, tension radiating through my hips as I tried to remember softer times—a butt plug here, curious fingers there—but this, God, this was inescapably real.

I latched my lips to the hookah Izzy offered, sucking in the thick, fragrant smoke. Before I could exhale, Izzy’s sweet mouth sealed over mine, her tongue greedy as I blew the cloud between our lips. In that hazy knot of sensation, I noticed Nathan’s hips pressed flush to my backside, his balls firm against me. He was fully inside—his size filling every taboo corner of me. His thighs trembled with restraint as he began to move, agonizingly slow, the drag of him inside both alien and exquisite.

Matt’s cock jutted at my lips; I took him back eagerly, letting my jaw stretch around him. Josie caught my other hand and thrust it in the air, triumphant, her wild voice echoing, “Look at you, sweet thing. You’re in the club now. Naughty girls and boys, united at last. And Izz, darling, we really do need to call this something...”

A deep calm washed over me as sensation welled and overflowed—pain receded, pleasure bloomed. They were careful with me, attentive, teasing, their touches all encouragement. Izzy trailed her palm down my cheek, her purr curling against my ear, confidence glowing in her praise. I made a filthy, loud mess of Matt as I sucked him, but hunger made my curiosity burn—so I let Izzy reclaim his cock while I simply surrendered, soaking up every new pulse of pleasure. Each caress, each thrust became a sweet blur.

Nathan towered over me, his brow drawn tight in concentration, trying with gentle control to pace himself. I twisted, straining to glimpse where he disappeared into my forbidden places, watching the greedy slickness of lube shine between us. The lewd, liquid sound as he moved only heated me further. Both cocks filled me—impossibly perfect, decadent. I slid my lips down Matt once more, determined to take him deeper. Euphoria broke open inside me—a wild, breathtaking sweep—as I realized the magnitude of what I’d just let them do. My body was theirs, every inch adored, and I’d never felt so alive.

Nathan took his time with me, far more than I’d expected; every measured thrust seemed to linger in my body, stretching my limits and my anticipation until I finally surrendered with a contented shiver. I reached for his hand, our fingers entwining, and gave him a gentle, grateful squeeze. He gazed down, his breath warm against my shoulder as I shook my head—softly, telling him I’d had enough, that I was sated. A tender smile played on his lips as he slowly withdrew, careful and attentive to the very end. The press of his mouth on each of my buttocks was a whisper-soft blessing, and I pulled him into my arms, drawing him up for a deep, lingering kiss—his lips gentle against mine, his body still trembling. “Thank you for being so gentle. That was wonderful,” I murmured, my words floating on a wave of gratitude and the lingering tremors of pleasure.

He barely had a moment to catch his breath before Izzy, wild-eyed from another burning sniff of the poppers, seized him by the wrist with a wicked grin and demanded—no, commanded—him to fill her, to make her scream. Now freed from my thoroughly devoured innocence, Nathan stripped off his used condom and replaced it with another, then plunged into Izzy’s tight back entrance. His hips met her with relentless force, her cries echoing through the room, her ecstasy fierce and wild.

Josie’s voice sliced through the moans—“All change!”—her tone playful, laced with mischief. I shifted with the others, no longer needing the collective focus now that my initiation was complete, now happily just one of the insatiable group. I slid into place beside Izzy, giving myself over to lapping at her glistening cunt as Nathan pounded her mercilessly from behind. Matt returned to me, his cock feverish with need as he pushed into my eager, sodden pussy. The sensations blurred, heightened by the chorus of bodies tangled in lust—Josie, next to me, being ravaged by Jeff, the slap of flesh ringing out; Leah prowling from group to group, her tongue and mouth offering decadent pleasure wherever her attention landed.

Everything built, the pace accelerating—Matt drove harder and harder into me, thrust after thrust rocking me forward so my mouth pressed even deeper into Izzy, my body at the precipice. I moaned hungrily against her, but then Matt pulled out abruptly, his throbbing cock spilling hot streaks across my ass and lower back. Leah was on me in an instant—her mouth hot, fervid, greedy as she licked the pearly mess from my skin. She collected some on her tongue, offering it to Izzy, then let the remnants dribble over Izzy’s pussy just as I dove back in, devouring her with insatiable need.

Sensing how close I was, Josie slid off Jeff with a gasp and in a growling, filthy tone commanded, “Finish her off.” She maneuvered Izzy’s trembling body so her soaked pussy hovered over my face—Izzy still being fucked raw by Matt, his grip punishing, her legs shaking. Josie and Leah each grabbed an ankle, hoisting and spreading me wide, giving Jeff an uninhibited view, the perfect invitation. He wasted no time, thrusting into me with single-minded intent, relentless and possessive.

I felt the orgasm welling within me—a tidal wave roaring in, urgent and unstoppable. It crashed over me—hard, fierce, blinding—my mouth still locked to Izzy’s cunt, drowning in her as she convulsed above me, her own orgasm flooding my lips with her sweet, desperate release, wet and wild across my tongue. My body shuddered under Jeff’s passionate onslaught, a wild, animal noise escaping me, the sound smothered in Izzy’s delicious folds as her climax matched mine, the sensation dizzying, threatening to swallow me whole.

Just as I gasped for breath, breaking the surface, Jeff slipped from my quivering cunt. Leah wasted no time—she seized him, dropping my leg as she knelt and stroked him furiously. With a feral groan, he exploded for her, his hot, sticky come painting her face as she coaxed every last shudder from him, her tongue eager to claim it all.

Four had surrendered, three remained—but after Nathan plunged recklessly into Leah, there were just two left. Izzy and I lavished our tongues on Leah’s flushed visage, greedily savouring Jeff’s spent, salty gift smeared across her cheeks as bliss claimed her trembling body.

Josie’s raw, primal scream tore through the simmering air as she mounted Nathan with hungry urgency. Their bodies collided, clutching and clawing, lost in a ferocious frenzy, their passion bared for us all to witness. Izzy, cheeks dewy with cum, slid in behind her wife, hands seizing Josie’s breasts, thumbs and fingers twisting and pulling at those silvered nipple bars until Josie’s cry morphed into a strangled, guttural wail—pain, pleasure, insanity all melting together as Nathan lost himself utterly, releasing deep inside her with a choked groan.

The world swam in a sticky, decadent haze: sweat, musk and sex heavy in our lungs. Limp, tangled together, we let our trembling bodies crash down, floating aimlessly on the afterglow, watching Josie, bewitched, as she dipped her delicate fingers into the creamy glisten trickling from her sated pussy. She let it coat her hand, holding the mess suspended over parted lips, and exhaled a shivering moan.

“Beth… come here, darling…”

Moving was almost impossible; my limbs were leaden, spent and sated. Izzy’s foot nudged me gently, her mischievous grin shining. I slithered across the carpet, unsure and tingling, nerves awake with delicious curiosity.

Josie’s voice, hoarse and needy, found me: “Didn’t I tell you tonight would end with cum dripping off that pretty little nose of yours?” She grinned, devilish and wild. I turned my face up, surrendering to her whim, and watched in thick anticipation as a viscous strand trickled from her fingertips and landed on my nose with a sticky caress.

I squinted, feeling the droplet dangle precariously, quivering on the tip of my nose, cool and obscene. Then another breathy voice sounded behind me, thick with mischief and awe. “God, two bucket-list moments in a single night!”

Suddenly, Izzy’s tongue—a sultry, voracious serpent—flickered out, capturing the pearl just as it threatened to fall. She slurped it away with unmistakable delight, and then suckled the rest greedily straight from my skin.

Her gaze moved leisurely between Josie and me, burning with satisfaction. She swiped her lips, then collapsed, boneless and sated, wrapping arms around us both, clinging as if we were the only solid things in the spinning world. The others sprawled, spent and messy, across pillows and discarded clothes, each boneless in their own delicious rapture. Izzy entwined her fingers with mine, giggling as her chest heaved.

“Hey, Josie—is bigamy still illegal in Britain?” Her laughter tumbled out, light and free, ringing as we lay cocooned in sweat, longing, and sticky love.

Chapter Five – Saturday

The numb fog of sleep was slow to fade, but the instant prickle of unfamiliar sheets shot a warning through me—strange bed alert, full siren. The clock blinked past nine. The room was tiny, nothing but a narrow mattress and a heap of discarded, crumpled red silk on the floor. Flashes of last night’s riotous hunger crashed back into my mind, so vivid I nearly sobbed. Could it all have been real?

The aching scent of sex clung to my skin and hair. My body was heavy, abused, my insides still humming. My dress was hopelessly wrecked, and—oh, God—the insistent fullness in my arse left me no doubt at all. Every ache was proof: it had happened, every last, filthy, glorious second of it.

If my body hadn’t reached its blissful limit, I’d have been hungry for more—especially with the promise of a new woman joining us. But I’d truly spent myself; my shut-down was absolute, that familiar bone-deep exhaustion rolling over me, just as it had after those wild nights with Gina and Mick. I crashed into bed with the delicious ache of a pussy that had been well used, my arse stinging as a raw reminder of every delight and debauchery I’d surrendered to. Pride and decadent euphoria glowed inside me, the high of what we’d done making sleep feel like an afterthought.

Dragged awake by pressing biological needs, I tried to remember where the bathroom was, crossing my fingers that it was unoccupied—and that nothing would hurt too much when I got there. Returning to the bedroom, I found that Izzy had left out an offering: black jeans and a simple black t-shirt, neatly folded on the bed. Gratitude warmed me. With a Saturday morning ahead and the sense I should try to reclaim a little dignity, I wriggled into what precious few items of my own underwear I’d packed. Even just that tiny, familiar barrier against yesterday felt comforting.

Steeling myself for a student-party-style disaster zone, I padded into the main living space, bracing for chaos, remnants of bodies and evidence of filthy pleasure everywhere. Instead, the flat was pristine—eerily so. No lingering tang of sex in the air, not so much as a cushion out of place, let alone red flags for any visitor to discover.

I found Izzy and Josie in the kitchen, hands wrapped around steaming mugs, notes of freshly brewed coffee clinging to the calm. Both of them watched me as I entered, their gazes lingering. Izzy’s eyes swept from my face down to my borrowed clothes and back up again, that predatory spark in her grin.

“Well, well, Sleeping Beauty,” she teased, arching a brow. “Loving the look. Did you raid my closet again?”

I smiled, glancing down at the black-on-black ensemble. I felt almost powerful in Izzy’s clothes, swathed in a little bit of her—a reminder of last night, hers and mine. “Just grabbed some charity shop tat, y’know,” I replied, mock-offended, before stepping up to kiss her, soft and grateful, for lending me her warmth. I was getting far too comfortable in her wardrobe.

Izzy's hand cupped my ass suddenly, squeezing with a playful wickedness that made me twitch. Her palm landed right over the bruised, well-fucked marks she’d left last night. I winced involuntarily. “Oh, touchy, are we?” she chuckled. “We all know that first time stings a bit. Now that you’ve lost your little anal cherry, babe, it’s all downhill. You’ll be champing at the bit when Gina brings Mick along.”

Josie rolled her eyes, fixing me with a long-suffering look as she took a thick section of my hair, lifting it. “So this is our tender new recruit from last night? You really would be positively glowing, Beth—if it wasn’t for the hero’s streak of cum plastered in your hair.” She looked at Izzy with exaggerated exasperation. “Izz, honestly, the filth we put up with…” She dropped my hair, letting it fall against my cheek, the unseen crust making my stomach churn a little. I liked the taste and scent when it was fresh, direct from the source, but dried and stiff—god, no.

Izzy grimaced, shaking her head while eyeing the damp patch on her t-shirt clinging to my shoulder. “Ugh, you rubbed it all over my top! Fingers crossed there’s still hot water left after three showers in a row…”

Trying to squeeze in a word, I furrowed my brow. “Wait—three showers? Is there a secret rota I don’t know about?”

Before anyone could answer, another voice slipped into my awareness, catching me unaware. A smooth, slightly accented greeting, fresh and unhurried: “Hi. So you’re the famous Beth? I’m Trix.”

As I turned, there was Trix—her wild, blue-streaked hair still damp and tousled from her shower, drops of water glimmering against the smooth, inked skin of her arm. The tattoo winding down her left bicep seemed almost to ripple as she stepped toward me, her towel barely clinging to her body, offering just a teasing glimpse of soft, flushed flesh underneath. Her nose stud and lip ring glinted mischievously as she smiled, her presence radiating warmth, her scent tinged with steam and soap—utterly inviting. I couldn’t help but remember the sight of her the night before, when I’d watched, transfixed, as Izzy’s mouth had explored her with hungry delight while Nathan took her from behind. God, I'd craved to join them.

Trix reached for my hand, her touch sultry and gentle, heat from her recent shower bleeding through my skin. Our eyes met, and I felt the electric anticipation curling low in my belly, a delicious ache from all that last night awakened in me.

“Hi, Trix,” I managed, trying to keep my voice steady even as my mind raced with images of her slick with pleasure, trembling on the edge. “Wasn’t expecting anyone else—other than these two maniacs.” I grinned and bunched up my hair, teasing her with my own bedraggled, sticky mess. “And I think I’m next in line for a shower. Please tell me you left some hot water…”

Izzy interrupted with a mock-sigh and a dramatic roll of her eyes. “We need to hit the road. Off to parental land for the weekend—so, tragically, no wild, debauched orgies for us.” She pouted at me, then shot a smoldering glance at Trix. “Beth, you stay if you like. Trix will show you around town. I’m sure you two will be very well entertained.” The look she gave me was thick with implication, and I felt my cheeks flush with anticipation and hope.

Josie, never one to let a moment pass, sashayed to the exterior door with her usual dramatic flair, calling over her shoulder, “What luck, Trix—an afternoon in public with a girl who’s filthier than the inside of a shared laundry hamper and pillaging the wardrobe like a shameless little minx. Enjoy the stench, darling!” She caught my eye with a wicked, fond smirk. “Have fun, stinky face.”

Just as I opened my mouth to retort, she tossed one last quip over her shoulder, her voice echoing down the corridor. “And don’t be late Monday, Beth—we’ve got a mountain of Minions waiting for you!” With a wink she disappeared down the stairwell, leaving only the echo of her laughter.

Izzy gave Josie a playful kick on the backside as she passed, then turned back to me, her grin suddenly melting, gaze softening. Without a word, she crushed me to her chest—her small, strong body pressed up against mine—her lips finding mine with a fierce, sweet desperation. Her silent goodbye lingered on my damp skin, promising more, always more, before finally she let me go, her eyes saying everything she never dared to voice aloud.

And then she was gone. The door clicked quietly behind her, and suddenly it was just Trix and me—alone and unfamiliar together, the air thick with possibility. She stood in her towel, skin flushed, eyes sparkling with mischief, and for a moment the strangeness of the town and the hazy warmth of this summer morning seemed like the beginning of something wild and beautifully unpredictable.

Trix’s lips curled into a mischievous little smirk as she watched me, her gaze dancing with secrets and silent laughter. Clearly, she’d been exposed to more than her share of Josie and Izzy’s cheeky camaraderie; I saw in her eyes that nothing would faze her now. “Well, that was an unforgettable sendoff,” she purred, her voice rolling over me like velvet. “You must’ve really impressed them. Don’t worry—there’s still plenty of hot water for you. Trust me, you’re not the only one who needed cleaning up this morning. Leah, too—she left in a taxi looking rather well-loved.”

She hesitated, her posture shifting, teasing the anticipation that shimmered thick in the space between us. With a practiced little shrug, she let her towel fall away, the soft fabric whispering to the floor at her feet. My breath caught as I took in the exquisite lines of her body—breasts perfectly full and high, their rosy nipples begging for my mouth, ink winding sensually around her navel. Her mound, bare and glistening from the recent heat of her shower, left her true hair color a tantalizing mystery.

Stretching her toned arms wide, she offered herself for my slow, hungry gaze. “So, are you planning on sticking around tonight?” She was bold, inviting, utterly unashamed. Her emerald stare raked over me with frank approval, taking in every inch. “Because I hope you like what you see. I know I do.” With a confident tilt of her head, she stepped closer, holding out the still-warm towel with one hand.

My fingers curled around the terrycloth, the sensation shooting through me like electricity. I was swept up in a memory—another girl, another lifetime—heat surging low in my belly. I flashed on Josie and how she’d have turned this into a delicious game, and seized the moment. I drew Trix toward me using the towel, our bodies close and tingling. Then, boldly, I reached out, letting my palm linger over one gorgeously rounded breast before gently cupping its weight. I lowered my mouth, my lips closing around her nipple, sucking and flicking with my tongue. The little moan that escaped her lips made my own skin prickle. I kissed my way up, tickling her mouth with mine, tasting her warm, secret breath.

As I made for the bathroom, my hand slid possessively across her ass, skin softly yielding beneath my palm, fiery warm and impossibly smooth. My fingertips yearned to wander between her thighs, to discover the taste she offered so freely—but I forced myself to wait, savoring the ache of anticipation, wanting that promise to haunt me until later.

Her voice followed me, low and deliciously rough: “Bloody hell. I’m guessing that’s English for ‘Yes.’” The sound of it lingered in my chest as I paused in the bedroom, letting her feast on my nakedness as I stripped Izzy’s worn T-shirt and those borrowed jeans, skin prickling with an erotic thrill as Trix watched, eyes lingering hungrily. I tossed a glance over my shoulder, voice simmering. “Trix, that’s ‘Yes’ in every language there is.” My mind rushed with fantasies of her joining me in the shower, slick and glistening together, but I left the door temptingly ajar for her imagination.

When I emerged ten minutes later, skin tingling, Trix was sprawled elegantly on the sofa, a tall glass of chilled fruit juice cradled in her hand. I eased into the seat opposite. She extended the glass languidly, her fingers brushing mine, eyes still alive with heat. “There’s not much left in the fridge, unless you fancy wine, and even I can admit it’s a bit early for that.” Her lips curled into a secret smile. I took a long sip, juice sharp and sweet on my tongue, and handed it back with a grateful smile, already replaying her taste and the promise of what else was to come.

She studied me intently, her gaze lingering as if she was stripping away my layers thought by thought. Her outfit clung to her curves—a pair of distressed jeans that hugged her hips and a halter top that bared her smooth, graceful shoulders. The line of her throat was elegant and inviting, leading upward to a face both bold and warm, the wide sweep of her mouth highlighted by a silver lip ring. Her lips curved wickedly around the rim of her glass as she drank, and then I saw it: the quick glint of metal inside her mouth—a piercing, perhaps, and my imagination instantly conjured delicious scenarios that made my pulse spark. I felt heat coil low in my belly just picturing it.

Trix flashed me a grin that was part invitation, part mischief. “Quite the night you had, hmm? Shame I got here so late. London was calling and the trains were an utter disaster—I swear, I’d rather have crawled. I would’ve loved to have got tangled up with you instead. Not going to lie, I crept up to the room hoping I'd find some willing company, but you looked absolutely spent—as if you’d been hit with a tranquilizer dart.” Her laughter was a rich, throaty purr.

I couldn’t hide my longing; it was as if I was reaching for her without moving at all. “Oh, Trix, I can only apologize. The night had run me ragged, but it was worth every single second—believe me. And trust me, I want exactly what you want; there’s still plenty of time for us to indulge.” My eyes traced the length of her exposed arms; I remembered how she had been entwined with Izzy and Nathan—there was a raw, elemental energy about her. “You seemed to be quite fully occupied with Izzy and Nathan last time I saw you.”

Trix’s gaze softened as she sipped again, lost in some delicious memory. “Izzy’s impossible to resist. There’s something dangerous, magnetic about her. Josie... well, she can be a little much sometimes—too bold, too in charge. Not that I mind when the mood hits. Still, their parties?” She arched a brow. “I love how wild things get: no limits, just pleasure, bodies, mouths and hands everywhere. I lose myself, get high, fucked, and forget everyone but the moment. Why fight what feels so damn good?”

Our laughter intertwined, warm and easy. “I agree—though Josie’s seduction comes with her own wicked rules. I’m learning quickly. We haven’t known each other long, but I think I’m finding my place with them.”

Her eyes sparkled, appreciative. “You must have made quite the impression. We protect our little world—it’s tight, private. Josie and Izzy are picky with who they let in, only those they trust. So if they’ve brought you into the circle...” Trix’s lips parted in a devilish grin. “Well, that means you’re one of us. Any friend of theirs is welcome to every pleasure I have to offer.”

Her voice dropped to a confidential, intimate murmur. “Right now I’m kind of floating—camped here when I’m not in London, just until my new place is ready. They’ve shut down Airbnb, renting directly to me, which keeps me close for all the good times. Though last night, honestly, crawling in at that hour, all the action just barely out of reach? Pure torture. From the sound of it, you were the star of the show.” She let her head tip back, momentarily lost in sweet recall. “God, I remember my induction so well—unforgettable, every inch of it.”

Her glass emptied. She rose, suddenly standing over me, marking the very floor where my skin had flushed and my senses had been consumed only hours ago. Her gaze locked on mine, brimming with secrets. “I’ll give you every detail of my first time—if you confess all about yours.” Her mouth lingered in a wicked smile, and a delicious shiver ran through me.

Trix was petite and curvy, her ample breasts straining enticingly against the fabric of her snug halter top—they clearly demanded attention and didn’t bother to be subtle about it. She stood with bold energy, hands on hips and a mischievous smile lighting her generous lips, that shiny silver ring catching the sunlight. “Okay, here’s my offer,” she purred, her accent teasing the words. “Let me show you Brighton in all its sun-and-salt glory. We'll drink, we’ll eat—something decadent, something utterly filthy. Maybe we’ll find a hot guy... or girl... or both, who knows? And even if not—trust me, I think you and I will have no trouble keeping ourselves thoroughly entertained later. But first—” Her finger toyed suggestively with the mouthpiece of the hookah, drawing my eyes to it. “I need to fetch supplies for this little beauty.”

She rolled her eyes and licked her lips. “Honestly, I could eat the table right now. Haven’t had a thing pass my lips since last night—unless you count Nathan’s cock and Izzy’s sweet, slippery cunt. Oh, Matt too, I think. Wait... was Josie in there? Or Leah? God, these wild nights just blur together, don’t they?” Her laughter was honey-warm and infectious, making my body tingle with anticipation.

The morning found us nestled into a humming, artsy café in the Lanes, sunlight filtering through the windows and painting her throat gold as she took a greedy bite of her crispy bacon sandwich. The coffee was dark and luscious, the juice tangy on my tongue—simple things, yet every moment with Trix felt decadent, edged in potential mischief and promise.

But beneath the wild, hungry surface, I was already smitten. I wanted her naked beneath me, yes, but there was more—an easy warmth that glowed from her cheeky, knowing grin. Trix—Elodie, as she’d confessed with a theatrical eyeroll—wore her French heritage lightly, just a flash of melody in her speech, the faintest accent coloring her banter. Whenever she slipped into her roots, my mind flashed back to my ridiculous improv seduction of Sam in that fake French lilt—‘Chateau de Poop’ and all—and I fought to hide my smile, loving every reminder.

We wandered hand-in-hand through tangled, vibrant alleyways, grazing on drinks—some wicked and boozy, others smoky espresso with soft foam that begged to be licked from lips. She swept me through the Pavilion’s candy-colored wonder, then down the Pier, cool sea air tangling through our hair. We watched gulls wheel and shriek above us, the distant sweep of town laid out like possibility.

The day gentled into another round of drinks at a sun-drenched pub on the seafront. I returned from the bar to find Trix perched on a stool, typing with nimble thumbs, her brows drawn down in concentration. A mocking smile flickered as she received a reply, then, with a conspiratorial wink, she pressed her phone to her thigh. “Back in a bit, chérie,” she whispered in my ear, lips brushing the shell, leaving my body thrumming and my mind deliciously restless as she disappeared for fifteen long minutes, anticipation winding through me with every tick of the clock.

I pulled my phone from my bag, fingers still buzzing from the afternoon’s indulgence, and sent Izzy a quick message. Told her Trix and I were getting along like conspirators—she replied almost instantly, the delight palpable even in her careless punctuation. She’d be back come Sunday afternoon, she said, with grownup business at her flat to handle first. Josie, on the other hand, had to dash home to prepare for some big Monday client meeting—always the efficient one. Izzy’s final note came like a velvet invitation: she wanted me to linger longer, to stay a little closer. After what we’d shared these past nights, there was no way I’d decline. The only regret was Trix’s London-bound feet—because the three of us together would have set Brighton on fire.

When Trix strode back to our table, there was a spark in her eyes, a cheeky twist to that lush mouth. She slid into her seat, her hand nimbly tugging a hint of a small bag from her jeans pocket. I saw the glint of mischief and maybe something else—like she was barely resisting the urge to giggle. “This is good,” she murmured, voice low and full of promise. “Perfect for later.” From the look on her, she’d already sampled the wares. My pulse ticked up a notch; anticipation draped itself around me like a silken scarf.

We found ourselves at this impossibly French bistro she adored, where the proprietor greeted her like returning royalty. The wine flowed—deep red and dangerously smooth—and conversation sparkled, a dance of innuendo, laughter, and secrets. Trix made everything vivid, from the bracing taste of her espresso to her teasing hand on my thigh under the table. By the time we ambled out, locked together at the elbows, the sun was a memory and Brighton was humming under city lights.

Nine o’clock saw us reeling—tipsy and flushed—through Izzy’s front door, giggling at nothing in particular. Three more pubs had come and gone, along with the subtle threat of being seduced by strangers. Some guys—cocky and clumsy—had hovered too close. I could see how Trix’s initial smirk faded quickly, replaced by wariness. Their hands were too quick, their voices too loud—wrong in so many ways. I hated giving up control, and these men were already well beyond it. Trix caught my gaze across the table, eyes dark with warning, and then excused herself to the bathroom. I followed, needing escape more than air.

She splashed her face in the trickle of the tap, cold water beading on her skin, eyes alive with adrenaline and relief. “Well?” she asked, her tone daring.

“They’re pricks,” I said, shameless, hungry. “And I want to get out. With you. Alone.”

Her grin was pure electricity. “Pricks, yes. Escape, hell yes. And yes—I want you all to myself.” We both broke into laughter, breathless and giddy as teenagers. Then, hand in hand, we slipped out the back, tearing off into night, our bodies nearly tripping over each other in eagerness.

It didn’t take me long to learn why Trix belonged in Izzy and Josie’s wild, wanton circle. She was wicked clever, bold as sin—and with that little stud glinting from her tongue, she teased me apart until I was nothing but sensation and sighs, every scrap of control lost to her clever, delicious mouth.

The night unraveled at its own decadent pace, the two of us sprawled across the sofa, our limbs tangled, passing the hookah between sultry giggles and shy, lingering gazes. Deep-red wine slipped warmly down our throats, heightening everything—my skin seemed to come alive under Trix’s playful, exploratory touches, and every item of clothing we shed felt like an unveiling, a revelation. Each button, each zipper, exposed new secrets and soft gasps. I watched Trix’s eyes darken as she slid a sleeve off my shoulder, her hands tracing my skin, spreading fire. The air smoldered with a delicious, unhurried promise as we drank each other in.

After our bodies melded into a slow-burning half hour of pleasure, Trix’s lips tickled my ear, her voice a sinful murmur. “Did Izzy show you their new toy?” Her question was charged with mischief, a slow smile tugging at the edge of her lips.

I blinked, bemused, still lost in the haze of wine and her touch. “No. What are you talking about?”

“You’d know if you’d tried it,” she teased, laughter hidden behind her eyes. She slid away from me with the careless, feline grace that made her so dangerous, vanishing through the doorway. My anticipation surged; I shivered, half-dressed and hungry for her return.

She reappeared, cradling a peculiar, cube-shaped contraption in her arms, placing it reverently in the center of the room. The seat was padded and inviting, gleaming under the amber lamp, thick springs exposed—something mechanical but inexplicably erotic. Trix caressed it fondly, sighing in mock-mourning. “Izzy’s whisking it away to Amberdown tomorrow. I’m seriously going to miss you, Rocky.” Her sly wink sent my pulse skittering.

Only then did I spot what she held next—a lifelike dildo, impressively proportioned, which she deftly secured to the waiting mechanism. She crooked a finger, beckoning with wicked delight. “Come on, let’s get properly acquainted with Rocky.” The invitation in her voice was irresistible.

Tingles danced down my spine as she guided me onto the padded seat, the dildo poised beneath me. With a slow exhale, I eased down, feeling myself open hungrily, moaning as Rocky filled me—thick, deep, almost decadent. My thighs quivered as I pressed down, my body folding around the warmth and pressure, sensations swirling slick and electric through me. Trix knelt beside me, her hand curling around my breast, fingers tugging teasingly at the ring through my nipple. “Lean back for me,” she murmured, her tongue flicking playfully at my earlobe.

Arching backward at her command, I felt the toy drag deliciously out of me—it sent pleasure rippling everywhere. My entire body was alive, eager, aching. Then I leaned forward, pressing back down, letting it invade me again. There was no awkwardness—only the fluid, hungry rhythm of two women exploring new levels of pleasure. Trix kissed me hungrily as I rode Rocky, her mouth hot and possessive, her fingers greedy over my skin. This game went on and on—swapping places, giggling into each other’s mouths, my body trembling as I lost count of how many times I came, shuddering around my new favorite toy.

By the time we collapsed into bed, dawn was threatening the night’s shadows. Our limbs tangled, giggles trailing off into drunken, stoned contentment. Sated, soothed, and with a delicious ache throbbing between my legs, I drifted against Trix, the taste of her still electric on my lips—briny, fresh, unmistakably her. And there was no mistaking the fact she was a genuine blonde, not even in the silvery light creeping through Izzy’s blinds.

Chapter Six – Sunday to Wednesday

In the soft hush of morning, we repeated our breakfast ritual under the café’s forgiving lights, sharing laughter, coffee, and hungry looks as we lingered over our last meal. Trix pressed a spare key into my palm, brushing her fingers against mine—a promise for another adventure—and with a final, lazy kiss, slipped away, bound for London. Satisfaction pulsed through my body, a sultry reminder of our night. Even as she left, hope flickered in my chest: there would be more, I was sure of it. I left the invitation wide open, mentioning Amberdown and overlapping names and faces from Izzy’s wild parties. And just beneath my clothes, I still felt a delicious, low heat—a glowing ache from my new partner-in-crime, Rocky, tucked in my memory and between my legs.

I drifted aimlessly through the winding maze of the Lanes, still feeling the languid ache that Rocky had left between my thighs. It was the kind of pleasurable soreness that made every step a lingering reminder of Trix and our tangled limbs. Distracted, I nearly breezed past an antiques stall—hardly my usual haunt—but something called out to me, stopping me mid-step. Its quiet allure snagged my attention, something oddly wistful amid the cluttered remnants of other people’s lives. I couldn’t resist. I’d been searching for eons, it seemed, to find the perfect something for Gina. Nothing had felt right—until now.

The purchase made, I found the sweetest, smallest card for it: the kind you press to your heart before you write, the corners still stiff with possibility. When I got back to Izzy’s place, I must have spent an hour simply circling words—teasing them out, doubting them, sniffing them for the truth. I wiped away more than a few tears as I tried to say—really say—what Gina had done for me. No greeting card platitudes, no easy thank-yous. This was gratitude that ran fierce and deep—warm, slick, raw. She was coming back on Wednesday. Just imagining her surprise made a delicious shiver run up my spine.

When Gina finally flew in from the States, there’d be something waiting for her that whispered of time, loss, comfort—everything entwined. An old bear would be sitting peacefully on her pillows, a silent guardian. Not as battered as Bruno, but marked by his own journey: one poor ear missing, a wobbling, half-seeing glass eye, an arm that needed some tender mending—blissfully handled by Izzy because, let’s be honest, sewing is not something I can do when my hands shake for other reasons. Inside the bear’s chest, a faintly jingling bell, raspy and comforting. He clutched a simple card between threadbare paws, a message just for her.

“Hello, I’m Brighton Bear. My friend Bruno tells me you’re a beautiful soul, someone who’s never snuggled a friend quite like me. I hope I can bring you the joy that Bruno brings his beloved. She wants you to know you are cherished, adored—as a friend, as a lover. Just as Bruno watches over her, I’ll be watching over you. With all my fuzzy heart,

BB.”

And in the card, my own words tumbled out, fierce in their sincerity:

Dear Gina,

Thank you. For everything.

You once told me you’d never had a bear like Bruno. Now you have Brighton Bear. He found me—he chose me for you.

With all my love,

Bethany x

And as fate would have it, Brighton Bear wore his own playful little blindfold—the same way Bruno once did—while Izzy and I spent hours getting deliciously tangled, limbs locked, laughter and sweat mingling as afternoon bled into dusk. Later, I buckled Brighton Bear securely into the passenger seat for Monday’s errands, making sure he rode shotgun during my deliveries—my loyal furry accomplice.

Rocky, soon headed for the shadowy thrills of the Panic Room, rode with us too. Under the veil of night, I spirited him into his new home, pulse fluttering with anticipation. The next few days stretched out as the perfect, languorous antidote to the wild abandon that had come before—though it must be admitted, Rocky was in frequent demand. I discovered that sipping cold cider in the tepid sun, a toy pulsing inside me—one of Izzy’s inventive little gifts humming away—was my own private slice of heaven. The real trick was resisting the urge to moan out loud, knowing the neighbors’ windows were open.

Gina’s flight landed at a brutal hour. Ever practical, ever independent, she insisted Matt—her loyal cabbie—would handle the early morning pickup. I smiled to myself. She had no idea what awaited her: a bear, a card, and a bed steeped in the heat of longing.

Lost in the comforting haze of my dreams, I barely registered the sound of my bedroom door creaking open. My eyelids fluttered as dawn painted gentle gold streaks across the ceiling. The clock on my nightstand declared it was only seven thirty. Standing in the threshold, haloed in the dim light, Gina appeared—her silhouette delicate, cradling the shabby, endearing old bear against her chest.

She moved with the kind of quiet reverence that made my heart ache, each slow step heavy with meaning. Without a word, she placed Brighton Bear beside Bruno on the dresser, the two of them now sentinels of our shared secrets. Then Gina slid under the covers and pressed herself close to me, her skin trembling, cheeks wet with silent tears.

The intimacy of that moment was raw—beyond language, more real than any spoken promise. My arms instinctively wrapped around her, anchoring both of us in the unspoken assurance of love and gratitude. Our breath mingled, soft and steady, the taste of travel and longing lingering in the space between us. There was no hurry, no need for awkward conversation; our bodies and the tender way she melted against me bore witness to everything our hearts already knew.

Within minutes, the exhaustion from her journey claimed Gina, her breathing easing into slow, gentle rhythms, her face pressed peacefully to my shoulder. I held her as she drifted into that blissful, jet-lagged slumber, knowing—in every fiber of my being—that Brighton Bear, newly arrived but already precious, had instantly been welcomed into our sanctuary of love, destined for adoration every bit as deep as Bruno’s.


Part 11

Emptiness settled into my bones with every step I took, each one carrying me further from Sam and deeper into isolation. The gravel crunched beneath my shoes, echoing with memories of the first time I’d walked through Gina’s grand old house—a time that seemed so innocent and untouched, a universe away from the chaos that now clung to me. The urge to turn back was almost physical, burning through my chest with desperate longing. My damp lashes blurred his silhouette beneath the streetlamp, transforming him into little more than a haunting shadow. I pressed my trembling hand up in farewell, a silent plea, and watched as his own swept through the night, gentle and unmooring. Then he vanished.

Just minutes ago, I’d been wrapped in his arms—his strength a warm cocoon, his palm tangling through my hair, cradling me as though I was something precious and breakable. Even now, desire still hummed low between my thighs, a delicious aftershock of what we’d shared in the cramped intimacy of Gina’s car. The back seat of her BMW hadn’t been built for romance, but I wouldn’t have traded it for a secluded, sunlit beach; it had been our secret haven, full of heat and wild confessions, laughter muffled by soft leather and breathless kisses.

Tomorrow, I’d return to university. I replayed those words with bitter reluctance, each syllable underscored by a sense of loss that tightened in my gut. Sam’s own school lay in the opposite direction—signposts on a map that felt more cruel with every mile between us. We clung to promises of finding each other somewhere in the middle, but even those hopeful whispers felt fragile, strained, easily broken by distance and time.

Earlier that evening, we lingered over dinner at the Albermarle Hotel. It was a full-circle kind of place—where the spark between us had truly ignited. I’d stumbled into that night by accident, a voyeur at the threshold, mistakenly catching Gina and Mike entangled in lust’s embrace. What I’d witnessed had demolished all my girlish notions and set every nerve in my body alight, an erotic prologue to the tangled, beautiful mess Sam and I had now become.

As Sam and I wandered back toward the house, I silently cursed Gina for scheduling an evening consult right in the living room. The inevitability of her presence hovered like a stubborn cloud. If only we’d agreed to take that spare room at the hotel, I thought, stifling a groan. Then an idea, deliciously naughty and reckless, bloomed—I’d forgotten Gina’s car keys were tucked inside my bag. They weren’t just for the ignition; they gave us access to the garage too. The prospect made my pulse flutter. I’d never bothered to step foot in that dark cavern, but from the hasty sweep of dust and scattered odds and ends, Gina hardly ever did, either.

Inside, shadows enveloped us with an illicit thrill—the heavy door thunked down, sealing us into our own world. Adrenaline shimmered beneath my skin as I barely managed to ease the BMW a few feet farther from the drive before parking. The hum of the engine faded into the thick, forbidden silence. And then I was sprawled across the cool, sleek bonnet—exposed, wanton, giggling at the audacity as Sam prowled over me. There was no such thing as dignity with laughter caught on my lips when he pressed me down, mouth hungry and hands everywhere, reckless and brilliant. Every gasp echoed against metal.

For half an hour, it was blissful, filthy chaos—bodies tangled in every angle the car would allow, our imaginations running wild. I pressed my bare thighs against glass, giving myself to the night and to him, arching up beneath his confident touch, loving the way the headlights reflected my flushed skin. We teased each other through the windows in a shameless show. I leaned outside, the open air cool on my face as I took him in my mouth, the thrill electrifying every nerve. His fingers slipped between my thighs as I tried to straddle the automatic gear shift—awkward but hilarious; even ever-adventurous Josie would’ve had to surrender. Laughter gave way to more feverish urges as we playfully battled with tangled seat belts, pulling one another closer, limbs askew.

In the wildest twist, I hauled myself onto the roof, legs splayed wantonly. Sam hoisted my ankles onto his shoulders, his tongue hot and greedy as I clung to the edges, trembling at every slick caress. Eventually, breathless and utterly undone, we tumbled to the makeshift bed of creased seats, limbs shaking, bodies spent and glowing in the semi-darkness. I clung to my loyal—albeit battered—Android, wishing this messy, perfect moment would never end.

I hiked up my blouse, revealing the inked pixie perched at my hip. Sam pressed soft, reverent kisses to her mischievous form, fingers tracing the inscription I’d chosen on a dare. “‘I’ll take you so high you’ll never want to come down,’” he teased, breath whispering over my skin.

“Every time, Pixie,” he murmured, voice thick with adoration.

I grinned, blinking away tears. “You too, Sam. Always.”

Later, fumbling with Gina’s house keys, I nearly scraped the paint in a haze of grief, vision blurred with the salt of farewell. Numbness wrapped tight around my chest—the pain of saying goodbye to Josie and Izzy had been sharp enough, but this… letting go of Sam felt like tearing my heart from my body. Yet tomorrow loomed with another parting, as soon as my boxes filled Gina’s back seat. Dread shadowed my every thought.

Inside, the house was cloaked in uncertainty—until I heard the unmistakable beating and moans pulsing from Gina’s office. Her business meeting was more than a whisper of opportunity; she was consulting a staff member from the Albermarle Hotel, a new restauranteur with a taste for both French cuisine and Gina’s touch. The noises from behind the thick oak were shameless—a deep, thudding bang, garments shuffling, laughter, and the edge of Gina’s voice, ragged with pleasure. “Oh, Gerard, yes—that’s it, harder, fuck, just…!”

The door rattled with a feverish cadence, and then his accent, heavy with lust, reached my ears. “Ah, Mamzelle Harcourt, you are… magnéfique!”

Even through the shimmering blur of my tears, a helpless giggle burst from my lips as I slipped into the kitchen, the sounds of Gina’s passionate escapades echoing like background music I couldn’t quite turn off. Normally, curiosity would’ve urged me to linger right outside her office, eavesdropping and maybe even teasing the door open so her tangled limbs and her eager lover could tumble out into the hallway where I might be tempted to join the fray. But after what Sam and I had done in the garage—the wild, breathless abandon of it all—I’d had my fill of vicarious pleasure for one evening. I’d wrung myself out for Sam, spent and content, but now hollow in his absence.

Drifting into the kitchen, I let my palm trace the smooth edge of the big, solid table, memories of Sam pressing me against its worn surface sparking between my thighs and making my heart ache. I could almost feel the warmth of him, his hands exploring, his mouth crushing hungrily to mine. Tears pricked harder at my eyes as I remembered how I'd grabbed him that very first time, pulling him recklessly upstairs, desperate to lose myself in him and his impossible strength. God, I’d do anything to climb up his body tonight and tangle myself in his arms until dawn.

But instead, there was only the cold, metallic chill of a beer can from the fridge. I snapped it open and drank, the sharp bitterness helping dull the lingering sounds of Gina’s breathless shrieks and her lover’s guttural praise. She was truly indefatigable—it didn’t matter the partner, she always found a way to lose herself.

Turning to go upstairs, my glance snagged on the worktop, where a brightly iced farewell cake waited, a bittersweet token from Josie and Izzy. I’d braced myself for Josie’s usual razor sarcasm, but instead, she’d been oddly kind, her eyes soft. Izzy, ever the sentimental one, had reduced me to hiccupping sobs, her goodbye hitting like a punch. The card propped next to the cake was classic Izzy—of course it was a Minion, bright yellow and silly—but this one, startlingly, looked just like me. She’d iced a tiny, impish pixie onto its blue dungarees; it was the sweetest, filthiest homage to our friendship.

I reread their words for what felt like the millionth time, my chest tightening all over again, hot tears smearing my vision: “To Our Favourite Minion! Thanks for the help with the cakes. You must've done ok as we’re still in business. We still have that vacancy as a sex-slave – maybe we’ll chain you to the wall in the next recess? May every day lavish your sweet pussy with a thousand pleasures. Come back soon, little Pixie—Amberdown won’t be the same.”

Izzy’s sharp scribble scrawled beneath, teasing that she was desperate to join next time we did Cyber-Sex with Allie on Skype, and Josie, threatening to sic Maggie Bennet’s fearsome crew on me if I didn’t bring Allie for a visit. Both of them missing me, missing that wild energy we made together. The ache of longing, the ache of goodbye, pressed down on me as I clutched the card to my chest.

Climbing upstairs, I threw myself face-first onto the bed. For the first time in weeks, I craved a cigarette—just something dirty and delicious to fill the emptiness. But I’d been so good. And if I wanted back into Uni hockey, self-control mattered, even if what I really wanted—what I really needed—was Sam, and maybe a long, sensual exhale of sweet, illicit smoke.

Every ordinary thing I did seemed to pulse with memories of pleasure. The first cool cascade of beer over my tongue instantly transported me to that hazy afternoon with Izzy—the flick of her tongue, wickedly tracing beer from my skin, all laughter and heat swirling in Josie’s smoky den. Even my childhood bear, Bruno, sitting with his mismatched button eyes, made me shiver with longing: I remembered Sam, gruffly playful, tugging a sock over poor Bruno’s face before guiding me into our first real, unrestrained night in each other’s arms. The echoes of Gina’s cries from below only kept me teetering on the edge, an urgent soundtrack that swept me back through every delirious night the two of us had tangled together.

After that wild, breathless first time with Gina, there were softer moments—her touch gentle, her words almost soothing, but still laced with a delicious darkness that sent shivers racing up my spine. She tutored me, slow and sinful, in every forbidden pleasure she knew. Between her and the ever-mischievous Josie and Izzy, I’d grown fearless in my body—eagerly giving myself to my lovers in any way they wanted. Sam had learned that secret earlier, wide-eyed and hesitant, but I told him I wanted it; I needed it. That night, in the hushed dark of his BMW, leather scent heavy in my lungs, he pressed into me gently, wrapped in latex, as I writhed across the back seat—his cock filling me slowly, pushing into my ass while my fingers slid between my slick folds. His whisper in my ear, raw with devotion and want, lingered as I rocked my hips for him. I never knew I could crave that kind of deep, forbidden fullness, but now I fantasized about it nearly as much as I did about his mouth or hands.

My mind spiraled, erotic images layering over each other—Izzy’s fingers, Josie’s tongue, Gina’s firm voice telling me what she wanted, how good I was. Heat blossomed between my thighs, wetness soaking my knickers, and my hand slipped beneath my skirt almost without conscious thought. I let the memories play out, a personal film reel of wild mouths and eager hands, taking small, shuddery sips of beer between each slow stroke between my legs. My hips arched, muscles tensing as my pleasure grew, and I eased myself over the edge, quiet moans lost in the haze of my empty room, satisfaction flooding me from the inside out.

An hour later, Gina found me sprawled across the bed, half-naked and languid, cuddled up to Bruno like the world’s most debauched child. The skirt I’d started in was bunched around my hips, my blouse in a careless heap on the floor, the forgotten bottle of beer leaking a warm trail onto the sheets. Gina paused in the doorway, her hair wild, lips swollen, her skin dewy and radiant from the lover I’d heard not so long ago. I drank her in: that perfect, wanton glow she wore after good sex—she was pure temptation incarnate. She grinned knowingly, crooking her finger to summon me. “Come here, you wicked girl. If you’re going to soak your sheets, you might as well come make a mess of mine.”

Chapter Two

Dawn. I awoke too early, sunlight slanting on boxes and bags by the door—a silent accusation, reminding me I’d soon have to leave. I didn’t want to go. Gina’s giant, luxurious bed enfolded me in warmth for the last time that summer, but I was comforted by the certainty that this place, this house, was home now. I would come back. I needed to come back.

The odd, lopsided bear—Brighton Bear—sat atop her dresser, keeping vigil. He was a souvenir from my wandering, reckless self just months ago, after the dizzying, decadent weekend at Josie and Izzy’s flat. Gina now called him her guardian angel, a silent protector watching over our tangled, hedonistic nights. I rolled onto my side to admire Gina as she slept—face softened in the hush of early light, her breathing slow and steady, her body strewn like artfully discarded silk over the sheets. My gaze slid down, lingering with anticipation on the smooth line of her thigh peeking from beneath the covers.

I was still breathless with amazement at Gina getting inked. A tattoo—on her! The idea was as wild and unlikely as her, and yet there it was, etched elegantly onto her left ankle: a flawless, intimate rendering of my own hummingbird. My chest swelled with something bittersweet as I remembered her telling me how Mike had held her trembling hand in that Boston tattoo studio, how his steady presence soothed her with every sharp, needling prick. For someone who loathed tattoos, who recoiled from that whole world for reasons she’d only half-revealed—each mark of the needle was a triumph over old fears, and perhaps over old ghosts. She confessed later, voice raw and unsteady, that it was the bravest thing she’d ever done. Knowing the shadows she carried, I could only agree.

She’d revealed the secret weeks later: before Boston, she’d crept into my room while I was deep in dreams, snapped a photo of my own hummingbird tattoo, and made it her own. A gift. An offering. A silent message—thank you for understanding, for hearing the mess behind her story, for holding her hand through her aversion until she could finally do this, not just for herself but for me. I felt a surge of pride, possessive and soft, curling through my body.

The memory of last night made my core flutter again—a night spent together in the hush after her passionate hours with Gerard. We were both spent and glowy, her radiance still carrying the scent and taste of her latest conquest, my skin almost bruised from Sam’s goodbye. We shared stories in the darkness, voices low and lazy, our words honeyed with arousal and happiness. She laughed as she described Gerard’s ravenous attention, and I told her of Sam’s lingering touch, our bodies instinctively drawn together while our lips brushed away tears that glittered with joy. We moved slowly, tasting and teasing, drawing out every spark as we pleasured each other with soft moans, limbs tangled, grateful for every final, exquisite touch before morning took us away again.

Her story unfolded as she told it: Gerard, the outrageously charming Maitre'd she’d lusted after for months, planning to open his own slice of Paris here in our little town. Mel, always the sly matchmaker, had let slip Gina’s name and credentials over lunch, planting the seed. Gina’s business card—so deliberately, deliciously casual. The phone call: her, unraveling with anticipation as Gerard’s words poured in French-accented velvet, scheduling a ‘business’ meeting at her home, late enough for things to become deliciously unprofessional.

But there was a bittersweet twist for me—the night of her seduction was the same as my last with Sam, two departures entwined. Gina offered to splurge on a fancy hotel so Sam and I could say goodbye in style, but I couldn’t allow it. That would have been a different kind of intimacy, too much generosity for my stubborn pride. In the end, we found our own shadowy corner to savor each other—or perhaps, to get lost in each other one last time.

As I slipped out to meet Sam for dinner, Gina was the very embodiment of seduction, embodying what I could only describe as her irresistible, predatory allure. The weather didn’t begin to justify the tight black leather skirt clinging to her hips or those unapologetically sexy, knee-high boots, but that didn’t matter to Gina—she dressed for impact. The soft, plunging neckline of her blouse barely contained the tease of her curves, ensuring her devious target – Gerard – would be utterly spellbound the moment he walked through her door. I had wished her luck, but when I pressed my lips to hers, that delicious jolt of static electricity surged right through me, heightened by the brush of leather beneath my fingertips. The charge was so delicious and wicked, coaxing a shiver of anticipation out of me—I wanted more, enough that I found myself plotting to get a pair of leather pants of my own the minute I was back on campus.

Gerard, for all his suave French confidence, couldn’t entirely hide how Gina’s deliberate proximity and provocative wardrobe made him squirm during the business part of their evening. The office was undeniably tight, as Sam and I both discovered the last time—for Gina, it was an opportunity to blur the lines between the professional and the deliciously personal. Still, she managed to keep her cool, focusing on the promising details of Gerard’s restaurant plan as they talked contracts, logistics, and feasibility. She promised she’d pull together a formal proposal, her businesslike poise belying the mischievous spark in her gaze.

Just under an hour later, the pretense of professionalism had completely unraveled in a tangle of passion. Gina discovered Gerard’s skills extended well beyond restaurant management, and one of her computers paid the ultimate price—turns out, electronics don’t fare well when doused with vintage red wine, spilled mid-tryst with absolutely no apology.

But it all began innocently—she’d poured him a glass of wine, and Gerard, so charming and unfailingly polite, accepted with a smile. She didn’t skimp, either, uncorking an exquisite Chateauneuf-du-Pape, knowing he’d recognize the depth and richness of every note. She wasn’t just looking to impress him—she was orchestrating a seduction, just as I had done with Sam in that very room not so long ago. Gina couldn’t help but hope the same wine would work its magic again tonight.

I smiled just imagining it—Gina always relished being in command, savoring every moment of orchestrating a lover’s slow submission. As she swept back in, carrying their glasses, she found Gerard lingering by her leather office chair, his eyes dark with intent. She closed the door behind her, the click loud in the charged silence. As she moved to take a seat, he reached for her, his gaze smoldering against the icy blue of her eyes.

"Madame… Gina—I have wanted this from the very first moment you stepped into the Albermarle," he murmured, voice thick with longing.

His hand trailed shamelessly up the sleek leather encasing her thigh, the other boldly claiming the fullness of her breast. Gina’s breath caught, sharp with pure lust, her lips finding his in an electric, ravenous kiss. Her body pressed up to his, needy, the forgotten glass of expensive red tipping without so much as a thought—liquid pooling beneath the desk, computer be damned. In that instant, nothing existed for Gina except Gerard’s hands and lips; the world could have caught fire around her, and she wouldn’t have noticed.

The fierce, delicious crash I’d heard when I came in had been Gerard driving relentlessly into Gina, her skirt bunched carelessly at her waist, body pressed wantonly against the door. Their coupling was wild—almost animal in its raw, uncontrollable urgency—leaving Gina utterly spent, shuddering in the throes of sharp pleasure as Gerard thrust into her. Her nails had dug mercilessly into the flesh of his thighs, desperate to ground herself as her orgasm overtook her, the hard brass doorknob wedged shamelessly between her tender cheeks only heightening the decadent ache. It was so intense she nearly had to pry herself free, gasping, giggling at her own predicament. When Gina recounted it, the heat in her voice made me ache; I found myself yearning to have pressed my own ear to the wood, or better yet, slipped inside to witness or join the spectacle. A sly part of me hoped she’d at least remembered to wipe the doorknob, lest her cleaner face any vivid reminders.

Their pleasure hadn’t ended at the door. I’d been oblivious to their soft ascent upstairs, too lost in my own secret, slippery delights, but Gina whispered that Gerard’s mouth had been exquisite—his tongue skilled and relentless, coaxing moans from her until she was boneless with bliss. She all but purred, describing how he’d finished hungrily between her breasts, warm silk spattering her skin—a glistening “pearl necklace” to mark their second round. There were already more encounters penciled in, promises of decadent afternoons in vacant hotel rooms, Gerard eager to find new corners to make her tremble.

With a wistful sigh, she leaned in, her eyes shining with mischief. “Beth, if only I could get Mel to join us—just once—it’d be my greatest conquest.”

Gina shifted and rolled languidly onto her side, her bare skin brushing mine as I tucked myself against her. Tomorrow, it would be Allie sharing this bed, though the mattress would be far more cramped and the possibilities no less exciting.

She propped herself on her elbow and smiled down at me. “Hey, kiddo. You alright? Ready for your big departure?”

I shook my head, letting my bottom lip jut forward in an exaggerated sulk. “Nope. Not a chance.” My voice melted into playful nonsense—silly Beth making a return. “Beff no wanna go. Beff wanna stay and cuddle right here.”

Gina’s grin dazzled, her lips pressing a gentle kiss onto my nose. “Beff’s got to fly away now. A degree to conquer, a whole world to dazzle. But then Beffny will come tearing back with Allie at autumn break—and the pair of you can make your old lover forget how to walk.”

My grin was wicked, my mind racing deliciously ahead. “Can we go five-up with Izzy and Josie? All of us, locked in the Panic Room, working those toys until we can barely remember our own names?”

She melted into laughter at the image, her fingers slipping up to cradle my cheek, smoothing strands of hair from my forehead. “Thank you, Beth. These weeks with you have been incredible. You’ve blossomed, sweetheart… in ways you probably can’t imagine.”

I trailed my lips along her knuckles, a soft caress. “No, Gina—it’s you. I may not have all the answers, not yet. But I’m closer than I’ve ever been, and that’s all because of Georgina Harcourt. I’ll always love you for that. Always.”

Emotion swelled in my chest, rising hot and fierce until my words tumbled out unevenly and my chin quivered. “Gina—when I arrived here, I was completely adrift. And then you, Josie, Izzy, Sam… you all…” My voice fractured as a raw, helpless sob broke through. Tears pooled, warm and relentless, slipping down my cheeks before I could even try to gather myself.

“Hey, sweetheart—no tears. We agreed, remember? You promised me,” Gina murmured, her voice as soothing and steady as ever, even as she reached for me. The gentle circle of her arms pulled me close and I pressed into her, clinging like a child, no longer able to fight the swell of memories and gratitude that threatened to drown me.

“I’m sorry. I just—it’s all been so incredible,” I choked out, surrendering myself to the tide that had been gathering all summer. Weeks of pleasure, discovery, loss, astonishing highs—and now the reckoning, the ache of knowing it was nearly over. My whole body shook and I let myself sob, the relief and the sorrow pouring out in raw confession. “But I messed up… at Bonnie’s party. I just—I let you down and I feel like utter shit because of it.”

The night of Bonnie’s infamous party flickered through my memory: Gina’s glistening anticipation as we sprawled in her stylish London flat, the decadent venue where temptation was currency and no boundary sacred. Getting my invitation was a triumph—Gina had coaxed her business partner Angela into letting me come, practically bouncing with pride that her new protégé would be there, too. Bonnie and Frank’s transatlantic parties were legendary, London’s elite twisting in pleasure while Gina’s agency supplied the girls—and sometimes boys—to make every debauched fantasy reality. Caitlin, Bonnie’s impossibly beautiful English assistant, was the orchestrator, and she’d thrown herself so completely into her role that Gina snapped her up for the agency after one particularly outrageous night.

Somewhere in all that dazzling importance, though, I’d begun to waver, doubts chilling me from the inside out. Gina’s giddy excitement was infectious, but instead of catching it, I felt my own enthusiasm draining away, my nerves solidifying into a cold, clenching dread. Second thoughts had begun to gnaw. Then third and fourth. The possibility of being paid for pleasure felt disconcerting, unnatural—mercenary. It clawed at my conscience. Even when Gina had sweetly arranged for my fee to be sent anonymously to a wildlife sanctuary, a nod to summers I’d spent mucking out stables and bottle-feeding orphaned animals, my anxiety didn’t ease.

Standing before Gina’s gleaming vanity, poised in slinky lingerie borrowed from Jen—a scarlet scrap of lace that left nothing but my raw nerves covered—I waited for her skillful hands to transform my face. But my mind whirled. Doubts circled like hungry wolves. After that wild orgy at Josie’s, the thought of what might happen at Bonnie’s made my stomach twist. The crowd would be bigger. More strangers. Everyone expecting—no, demanding—a certain brand of unflinching, uninhibited pleasure. Payment meant obligation; I would be someone else’s fantasy, not my own. Just a beautiful, obliging body—meat to be tasted, pawed over, taken. My pulse skittered, memory flickering back to that press of anonymous, wanting bodies in Brighton, the moment Josie yanked away my blindfold and I almost suffocated on panic.

Whatever darkness and hunger I’d embraced this summer, it had always been by my rules. Even when Josie played Puppetmaster in the Panic Room or Gina navigated our bodies through trios with Sam and Mick, I’d always had a safe word, an escape route, a sense of choosing for myself. At Bonnie’s, I realized, I wouldn’t. And I knew, suddenly and unequivocally, that I couldn’t bear it.

Gina had wanted only the best for me—she’d trusted me, giving me a chance that came from a place of care, not expectation. Yet, deep in my chest, an ache told me this wasn’t what I wanted the summer to become. I craved memory-sharp images of the women—and the men—I’d come to adore, not the faceless, hungry mouths of strangers seeking my skin for their pleasure alone.

She swept into the bedroom, that effortless elegance clinging to her—a black dress tracing every wicked curve. I watched her, caught between awe and guilt, my fingers nervously toying with the silky straps of borrowed lingerie. My halfhearted dress-up felt like a child’s game next to her confident sensuality.

“Christ, look at you,” Gina grinned, eyes lingering over me, hungry and proud. “You’re absolutely devastating. Those suspenders... fuck, you wear them better than anyone.”

But the words unraveled me. My gaze dropped, hair falling over my face just as hot, stinging tears broke loose. At first, she thought I was laughing, maybe, but as my shoulders shook, she understood, and in an instant she was there—wrapped around me, breasts full and soft against the aching tips of my nipples, the whisper of black silk sending shivers down my naked skin.

She didn’t speak. Instead, her fingers threaded into my hair, tugging my head to her shoulder, a silent sanctuary. I sobbed into her, the hurt and shame and relief prickling across my body. The world melted until there was only the rhythm of her breathing and the safe haven of her hold.

After long, timeless moments she coaxed a whisper from me, “Sorry...” My voice barely alive.

No anger, no disappointment, just her steady hand stroking my cheek, her words gentler than any I’d deserved. “Sweetheart, there’s nothing for you to apologize for. If anyone should be sorry, it’s me.”

She never demanded explanations, never pried. Still, a faint ache of regret tugged beneath my ribcage—a guilt that I’d failed her, however much she insisted otherwise.

That night, I curled up alone in the empty apartment, lost in the hush of city night, waiting for Gina and wondering if I might ever feel whole again. Sometime before dawn she came back, quiet as a ghost, and nothing more needed to be said. The next morning, we left for Amberdown with silence as soft as a shared secret. That evening faded untouched, left suspended between us, unspoken—until my breakdown pulled it to the surface.

My sobs had nearly run dry when Gina’s stern voice cut through—a dominance wrapped in warmth, making me ache to obey if only to feel her approval again. “Stop. You didn’t disappoint me. You made the right call for yourself. I was wrong to push you, I know that. Not everyone’s as ruinously filthy as me, darling. You’ve never upset me. If anything? You’ve made this depraved old woman giddy as a schoolgirl. I can hardly believe I’ve had you in my bed these past weeks—fucking you, loving every inch of you.”

A watery laugh bubbled up, the edge of sorrow smoothing into something lighter. “You’re saying it just to make me feel better... but it’s true, isn’t it?”

Gina’s laughter—rich, sinful—filled the room. “If only you could have seen yourself tangled up with Caitlin, lips slick with each other's come,” she teased, voice dropping to a husky growl. “Maybe next time, I’ll have you both—tasting, devouring, and I’ll be right there watching, joining in. You’ll drive me completely mad.”

I pressed my lips hungrily to Gina’s, tasting both the promise and the hint of mischief she always carried. She’d shown me Caitlin’s sultry Agency photos, those wicked curves and teasing smile lingering in my thoughts. “Mmm, yes—let’s get Caitlin tangled up in our next little escapade. Six is such a tempting number, don’t you think?” I murmured against her mouth.

Gina grinned, the sheets slipping from her bare, glorious body as she slowly unwound herself from the frenzied coils of our night. Her hands brushed over my hips, eyes fierce with that captivating blend of command and affection. “Alright, but on one condition,” she said, fixing me with her stern, unyielding gaze—the one that curled inside me, making me soft and pliant. “No more regrets, darling. Not a single damn one. You’ve made every choice because you wanted it, because your hunger matches mine. Never let anyone else steer your desires. I lost my hold on that years ago, but you—you’re steering your own fantasies. Never forget that.”

She straightened, standing tall by the bed, issuing her gentle, irresistible orders. “Alright then, speech over. On your feet, Missy.”

The command sent a tremor racing through me. Gina’s Voice had always held me captive—just like it had with Sam, making my pulse skip and my thighs tense. I rose and stood in front of her, nervous, naked, arms slack at my sides, caught in delicious anticipation.

From the bedside table Gina retrieved a large, mysterious box. There was something almost ceremonial in the way she held it, her tone suddenly grand and playful. “Miss Bethany Hamilton, it is my deep pleasure to inform you that you’ve officially graduated with first-class honours from the Amberdown Dirty Girls Society. You are forever an esteemed—and deliciously wicked—member of our sacred circle. Whenever you use this, think of me, Josie, and Izzy… but especially when you use it on Allie tonight.”

With a gleam in her eye, she transferred the box into my hands—our fingertips grazing in a silent promise. I flipped open the top and gasped, my breath catching in my throat. Nestled inside was the most decadent, oversized, candy-pink G-spot vibrator I’d ever seen, its curved protrusions looking positively sinful. “Gina! Are you serious?” My voice trembled between awe and laughter. “This is your favorite!”

She smirked, cocky and knowing, eyes twinkling. “Honestly, Beth, you didn’t think I only had one, did you? Just promise me you won’t wear it out before you make it back.” The mischief in her voice sent heat straight down my core.

I pulled her into a fierce embrace, my gratitude and longing tangling between us. “This is… perfect. Let’s break it in, right now,” I whispered, my tongue finding the hollow of her neck.

But Gina shook her head, slipping masterfully back into her domme persona. “No. The first person that gets to experience this is Allie MacDonald. Promise me, Bethany.” The command was gentle, but her eyes dared me to disobey.

I set it onto the bed with exaggerated reluctance. Poor Allie—she had no idea what delights were about to crash over her.

Gina’s assertive mood had fully returned. “Come on,” she ordered, playful but unyielding, “one last magical shower before you vanish up north.”

I smiled, flooded with affection and wonder at how much she’d come to mean to me. To think, once upon a time, I’d resisted this woman’s touch. Now I pressed my body against hers, craving every inch of her warmth, whispering into her ear, “I don’t want to go. You’ll have to drag me away.” I nibbled at her earlobe, delighting in the shiver rippling through her body.

She responded with a growl, clutching my ass in both hands, pulling me hard against her. We tumbled back onto the bed, a snarl of limbs and laughter, greedy for one last taste.

Twenty frantic, exquisite minutes later, the shower’s water stung our flushed skin as Gina maneuvered me against the slick, cold tiles. Her mouth found every sensitive place, her fingers orchestrating waves of pleasure until my knees buckled and I collapsed, a gasping, wild-haired mess, high from the jetting stream and the riot of sensation she’d conjured. My body tingled, thoroughly ruined for anything so mundane as a four-hundred-mile drive.

But it was so heavenly, so fucking perfect, that when I could finally breathe again—I begged her for more. And she gave it to me, all over again.

We toweled off, the scent of Gina’s skin lingering on mine as she tossed me a t-shirt that still smelled faintly of her perfume. We slipped into our clothes together; her hands brushed my hip, playful, unhurried, as if savoring each moment. My heart squeezed at the realization that this—our slow, shared intimacy—would soon be snatched away by the miles between us. She insisted on helping me carry my scant possessions downstairs—a few cardboard boxes, nothing compared to the memories I was taking with me.

In the hallway, Gina ducked into her bedroom with Bruno clutched tight. I watched from the doorway, amused and moved, as she whispered a fierce goodbye to him, pressing her sun hat—the same wide-brimmed straw thing I’d worn the day Josie swept us all up in her scandalous orbit—onto the little bear’s fluffy head. “Wear it with pride, Bruno. Be a gentleman and watch over her,” she said with mock gravity, squeezing his side until he gave a throaty, mechanical growl. “Brighton Bear will keep me company, don’t worry,” she added, brushing a wistful kiss to the bear’s nose.

We shared one last coffee at the familiar kitchen table, the bittersweet ache of impending distance thick between us. Gina wrapped her hands around her mug, eyes glinting with embarrassment as she nodded at her battered laptop. “The computer guy’s coming at three to rescue it from its boozy demise. Maybe I’ll get lucky and it’ll be Sam.” She shot me a sly smile over the rim.

I shook my head, smiling at the memory. “He’s long gone, Gina. Sorry, it’ll probably be some pimply techie this time.”

“Typical,” she huffed, mock-annoyed. “Well, Gerard will just have to keep me entertained. And you… you wouldn’t have cared, would you? If it was Sam, I mean… me and him?” Her stare was open, seeking reassurance.

I matched her candor with a slow smirk, voice low. “Please… We’re all free agents. Besides, if anyone’s seen you two having your fun, it’s me.” It was the truth, and it sparkled between us, wicked and warm.

While we rinsed the mugs, I watched the curve of her back, thinking about my thank-you gift—Brighton Bear—but a mischievous flutter told me I owed her one more surprise, something decadent, as bold as everything she’d awakened in me this summer.

My meager belongings took up hardly any boot space, yet each piece now carried a story—especially the clothes I’d picked out with Gina’s wicked approval, a far cry from the metal-band shirts I swore were now officially retired. I laughed, teasing her that I’d use my old tees only for washing her car, never for wearing again. Bruno, dressed in my notorious “slut shorts”—the very ones Gina finally banned after weeks of scandalizing her—was buckled safely in the back, looking jauntily ridiculous in his floppy new hat. I scrolled my thumb down my phone, queuing up a heavy, pulsing playlist for the long drive north.

No drama, no last-minute floodgates—those tears had been spent in tangled bedsheets and slick-tiled showers. At the door, I wrapped her up in my arms, words tangled in my throat. “Thank you, Gina. For all of it. Don’t worry, I’ll find a way to thank you properly next time. And I’ll be back—with one small, fiery Scottish lass in tow.”

She pressed her forehead to mine, her breath warm as she whispered, “You take care, Pixie. This summer—unforgettable. Don’t crash that flashy BMW, and when you return, Allie better be at your side.” Her gaze went softer, nostalgia dampening her usual bravado.

I smirked through the lump rising in my chest. “Did you just call me Pixie?”

She fixed me with her fiercest glare. “You heard me. First and last time. Now haul your perky arse out of here, Hamilton. Study hard. Next time, I want to watch you collect that first-class degree in person.”

“My dad will be there—”

“I’ll wear a bloody disguise. Now go. Before I change my mind and drag you back up to bed…”

And with that, the world outside seemed impossibly big, yet I stepped forward, craving the adventures waiting just beyond her doorstep, my body still tingling with the memory of hers pressed to mine.

Sliding the car into drive, I lifted my hand in a final wave, my fingers trembling just a little. Through the rearview mirror, I drank in that last glimpse of Gina: standing in the golden spill of morning sunlight, her smile at once wicked and impossibly tender. My heart squeezed so tightly it nearly hurt. Then, with a gentle turn, the street folded her from sight, and suddenly she was just a memory pressed tenderly against the inside of my chest.

The ache threatened to break me, so I pulled over just a few streets away, the engine still humming beneath me. I exhaled shakily, adrenaline fluttering in my veins, and pulled out my phone—one final thread to tie before I could truly leave. My fingers shifted across the screen to find Sam, and as it rang, anticipation thrummed low and delicious through my body.

He answered with that warm, familiar lilt that made my insides twist with affection. “Pixie! I was thinking about you. Safe travels—what’s up?”

For just a second, temptation nearly won—I wanted to beg him to come with me, to throw caution and plans aside, to surrender to reckless longing. But I swallowed the urge, a slow smile curving my lips as I chose a different sort of mischief. “Actually, I’m calling in a favour. I’ve got a little goodbye present lined up, and you’re the key ingredient, Sam.”

He was quiet, curious. “You’re up to something. What sort of favour?”

I let out a languid sigh, picturing the way Gina would tease, the devilish spark in her gaze. “Gina’s laptop is a casualty—red wine everywhere. Apparently, she’s expecting an engineer at three. But I want you to be the one who knocks on that door. Not some awkward, pimply little tech. The real deal.”

There was a moment’s hesitation—charming as ever in his innocence. “Wait, but I don’t work there anymore... Why me?”

Oh, sweet oblivious boy. He’d always been adorably slow on the uptake. My voice dropped, low and inviting, softened with nostalgia and heat. “Because you, Samuel Atkins, are exactly what she needs. Do you remember how she tormented you that afternoon? The way she made you beg? I’m giving you the chance to turn the tables. A little delicious revenge.”

He was flustered, stuttering in that endearingly awkward way. I felt a surge of boldness, letting the images tumble from my lips—ripe with promise, with memory, with explicit, teasing detail intended to make him squirm right there at his desk. “Imagine it. She opens the door wearing that tiny leather skirt and stockings, her eyes flashing up at you wickedly. Picture her full, ripe breasts straining against her shirt, inviting your touch. Picture her lips, those incredible lips, wrapped around your cock—her tongue swirling over you, her cheeks hollowed as she sucks you deep and slow. Her soft, unrestrained moans as you slide between her perfect tits. If you thought last night was wild, you haven’t begun to taste what Gina’s capable of.”

His sharp intake of breath was nearly as satisfying as the memory itself. “Jesus, Beth! I can’t— If you keep talking, I’m gonna have to duck into the bathroom for a minute...”

I chuckled, low and wicked, refusing to let him wriggle free. “Just say yes. Because you want her, because you want both of us in your skin every time you close your eyes.”

He caved then, giving in to the inevitable—voice hushed, heavy with anticipation. “Alright, alright. I’ll do it. For you. For her.” The longing beneath those words made my thighs clench.

“Good.” I allowed myself a smug, satisfied purr. “And remember, suspenders are her undoing. Take your time with her—give her everything I wish I could.”

He groaned, a rich, desperate sound. “Yes, boss. You’re sure this is what you want?”

I pressed my forehead to the steering wheel, picturing them together, the two souls who had lit me up this summer. “Darling, after Amberdown, what’s a little sweet debauchery between friends? Promise me one thing though, Sam…”

His reply was husky, saturated with the ragged edge of anticipation. “Alright, Pixie, what is it?”

I leaned into the phone, a wicked thrill in my voice. “Make her lock you up with those delicious velvet handcuffs. Trust me… utterly unforgettable.”

Sam let out a strangled laugh, low and rich. “God, Bethany Hamilton—only you would think of that. Let me know when you get home, safe and sound.”

“I will, Sam. Soon, yeah?”

“Count on it, Pixie. Always. Hey—what about the other engineer?”

I was already grinning, basking in the afterglow of my mischief. “Leave it with me. Bye, Android.”

“Bye, Pixie!” I ended the call, still smiling, adrenaline humming through my veins. There was one last thread to tie.

Dialing the number with nimble fingers, I slipped into a silkier, throaty register that practically purred. “Morning, Amberdown Computer Services. How can I help?”

“Oh—hello,” I cooed, letting a sultry, posh edge infuse my voice. “This is Georgina Harcourt. I’ve arranged for an engineer this afternoon, but—oh, what a goose I am—the problem’s magically vanished. Switched it off, on again, and—Bingo! All systems go. Women, eh?” I let my laugh trail, soft as velvet. “So sorry about the confusion.”

Their polite reply barely registered as satisfaction bubbled inside me. The grin wouldn’t leave my lips as I hung up the phone and cranked the music loud, heart buoyant, the road stretching ahead like the promise of another adventure.

Chapter Four

Later, I pulled into the motorway service station, the hum of engines and distant voices mixing with the heady aroma of coffee. I ordered my umpteenth Americano and slid into a shadowy booth, letting the mug’s familiar heat anchor me as memories rose—vivid and bittersweet—of my last encounter with Sienna.

We’d shared pizza, laughter, touches that always lingered too long. I caught her gaze over my glass of beer, my question tumbling between us, laced with desire and hope. “So, your place or mine, Miss Williamson?”

Even as the words escaped, I braced for the gentle letdown, catching the enigmatic flicker in her enchanting eyes.

She took my hand, her touch cool but grounding, and didn’t flinch from honesty. “My place for me, your place for you.” The words landed, heavy and unyielding, and I could feel the hope draining from my face, humiliation licking like flame beneath my skin. She caressed my knuckles, her voice tender. “Beth, love, it was amazing. Unforgettable. But I need you—want you—as my best friend, not a friend with messy strings attached. Let’s treasure it as ‘that thing we did’—something secret, something just ours.” Her words curled around my heart, bittersweet and final.

All I could do was nod—mute, aching, strangely grateful. She was right, of course.

Sienna squeezed my hand. “And anyway, I could never come between you and Sam.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Me and Sam? Hardly. We’ve only had a handful of nights, that’s all. He’s lovely, but once college starts… who knows?” The words felt strange, half-formed, as if I was trying them on for the first time.

She released my hand, propping her chin between her palms, a cheeky, knowing grin teasing the corners of her mouth. “Oh, don’t give me your innocent routine, Bethany Hamilton. You, my devious little minx, and Sam Atkins—don’t kid yourself. The two of you are absolute dynamite together. As if I wouldn’t notice! I saw him tearing up the field at the Old Boys’ match a few weeks back—my God, the way he ploughed Rick into the grass, left the poor guy practically branded with a set of Sam-sized footprints.”

My insides twisted at the thought of Rick’s bruised chest, but Sienna was just warming up, eyes sparkling dangerously.

“And anyway—” she held my gaze, drawing out each word, “anyone with working eyesight can see the sexual tension between you and Sam is enough to short-circuit the lights, babe. He’s utterly fuckable. And you? You’re outrageously, sinfully stunning. How is this even a question? Go out and claim what’s yours.”

I stared at her, lips parted, floundering for a reply. But Sienna barreled on, relentless and playful, counting off my exploits on her elegant fingers. “Let’s see—you’ve blazed through me, Izzy, Josie, Gina, and that’s only who I actually know about… You’ve practically written the syllabus on indulgence and experimentation, haven’t you? Hell, I bet you could make the Kama Sutra blush. But that’s just playful decadence, darling. I realised that after Rick. The real thing runs so much deeper. It’s the cake beneath the frosting. All the wild, frothy fun is delicious, but without substance, there’s nothing to hold onto. You and Sam… you’re baked into each other. Written in the bloody stars. Take it from me—my mother’s a gypsy. Reading destinies is practically the family business.”

I caught something rare in her expression—earnestness, almost vulnerable sincerity—a look she’d never even worn when driving us mercilessly through hockey drills back in our schoolgirl days. The air between us felt charged, heavy with promise. I tried to bat the emotion away with a teasing shake of my head. “You liar—your mum’s half Korean, that’s where you get your luminous skin and those killer cheekbones.”

She scowled, but there was laughter beneath it. “Hey, maybe there are gypsies in Korea. Magic is everywhere, Hammy. Don’t test me.”

“Oh, try again, seductress!” I parried, feeling the liquor buzz low in my belly.

She winked, lowering her voice to a smoky whisper, “Still, when Bethany Hamilton seduced Sam the Computer Guy… fate was rewriting your story the entire time, whether you saw it or not.”

My pulse thudded, her words echoing through me with bone-deep resonance. Was it possible? I drained my glass as if it might steady my nerves, anticipation prickling over my skin.

Sienna took my hand again, her palm warm and strong, eyes shining with mischief and gravity entwined. “Let’s seal a deal, just you and me.”

All I could do was nod, utterly captivated.

“When my daughter stands atop the Olympic podium, gold around her neck, I want Rick on one side, and you and Sam on the other—understand?”

I couldn’t help flirting with her seriousness, gesturing at her flat stomach. “Wait a minute—you’re not… already…?”

She burst out laughing, tossing her hair over her shoulders. “God, no! But let’s say… we train for the event, often and enthusiastically. So by the time she’s conceived, we’ll be experts.”

That had us both laughing, the tension between us dissolving in a wave of playful relief. “For a second there, I thought I’d made you a mother with my own bare hands!”

She rolled her eyes dramatically. “Nice try, Hamilton. No one is that damn talented!”

“Fine. Deal struck.” I reached out and tapped her wrist. “Tell me then, oh wise seer—what’s this future Olympic baby going to win gold for?”

She mused quietly, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Hockey, most likely. Though honestly, my little prodigy could conquer any damn field she struts onto,” she purred, her confidence utterly intoxicating. Another pause, heavy with teasing promise, before she extended a perfectly manicured finger, her touch feather-light as she pressed it to my chest. “And just imagine—the first time your son with Sam pulls on that England shirt at Twickenham, all of us in the stands, proud as hell. Me, Rick, you—cheering him on with everything we’ve got.”

A slow grin unfurled across my face and I couldn’t resist adding, “Who knows, maybe our kids will get together. Dynasty stuff.” I let the words hang in the air, rich with possibility. “And if I have a daughter, she’ll shatter the world with her voice—fronting some wild, untamed, heavy metal folk band. The ultimate rebel.”

Sienna’s beauty was all fire and delight; her eyes glimmered, mouth wide in a wicked, dazzling smile. “Just think about it, Hammy,” she laughed, her voice throaty and low, “those kids of ours—born into all this delicious chaos. Blessed with our wild talent, fierce on the field, unstoppable with music, and let’s face it, inheriting a legacy of mind-blowing sex. They’d be unstoppable.”

She reached for me and I slipped my hand eagerly into hers, savoring the rush of connection as our palms pressed together. A single tear traced a burning line down my cheek; Sienna caught it with soft fingertips, her touch electric, then slowly brought that wetness to her lips. She paused, tongue flicking delicately, then brushed her fingers across my mouth, and I shivered with want beneath her touch.

There was still a long stretch of highway ahead as I slid the car back onto the motorway. Lost in reverie, I imagined a broad-shouldered young man—our son—proudly clad in crisp white and crowned with England’s red rose. I pictured the powerful arc of his kick as the ball soared, the thunder of the crowd, the swell of pride blooming in my chest while I leaned into the comforting shelter of a lover’s strong embrace—Sam’s arms circling me, anchoring me home.

That aching, beautiful vision tugged me across every mile until dawn.

Chapter Five

Time seemed to melt away into the night. My senses were dulled by the endless tarmac and caffeine’s jittery residue. The last coffee had left me raw, nerves frayed, pulse skipping in a rhythm that felt altogether too fast.

Almost home. I could see the dim promise of familiar streets just a little farther, knew that tomorrow, Allie and I would raid the storage unit and wait together, eager for the arrival of old friends, that sweet spark of a new college year igniting—for me, the last time.

My skull throbbed, the music pumping through the speakers only making it worse. With a sigh, I silenced Behold the Arctopus, the silence that followed almost a relief. Suddenly, I noticed the satnav’s patient, insistent voice—a quiet background hum that had nearly been lost in the crush of guitars and my own off-key singing.

In two hundred yards, turn left.

As if I needed a reminder. I’d made this drive so many times the road felt as familiar as skin beneath my fingers. I grinned to myself. Yes, thank you—I know the way.

I wasn’t ready to face the house, not yet. The tension in my chest begged for a moment of stillness, so I veered gently to the side, bringing the car to a quiet halt just before the junction. I silenced the engine and the world melted into a muffled hush—the only sound my ragged breath, the soft tick of the cooling metal.

I tipped my seat back, letting my body sink into the embrace of buttery leather. Against my cheek, the surface felt deliciously supple, conjuring a heady shiver—memories of that other chair, the one that both imprisoned and indulged me. In that room, I had been utterly powerless, at Josie Napier-Jones’s mercy, each delicious second stretching and coiling as she tormented me with a sensual patience that still haunted my skin.

A tidal wave of faces swam into my mind—Jen’s wicked laughter, Sienna's smolder, Izzy’s impossible grace. A carousel of moments: Mike’s teasing touch, Trix and Leo tangled in neon shadows, echoes of laughter and desire at that wild Brighton night. Daisy’s gentle wisdom, faded now but still warm in my heart.

How many nights had I lain tangled in lonely sheets, finding release in the dance of my own hands, the insistent hum of toy against wanting flesh? All those silent nights before Gina. Before forgiveness. Before everything shifted, snapping me open and spilling my soul across moonlit pillows.

Gina Harcourt. The name alone made my heart twist, full and aching. How could I ever begin to repay her, all those sweet, shattering gifts she’d given me? I already counted the days to our next rendezvous, mapping every hour until I could lose myself in her arms again, in Amberdown—a sleepy suburb now pulsing with our secret. She was no longer my father’s girlfriend. She wasn’t truly mine, either. She was my lover—a word laden with a thousand silent promises, the echo of skin on skin, gasps in the dark.

We had so much left to explore between us, so much more to taste, to risk, to confess. The thought drew a slow ache, sultry and heady, between my thighs.

I pictured Sam too, soon whisked off to Bristol—further away, but never out of mind. Our stolen hours were too few, every memory tinged with hunger and hope. He’d said he needed to know I’d arrived safely, so I reached for my phone and opened Skype, thumbs trembling as I typed.

Hey Android – the Pixie has landed, tired but safe! Love, B xxx

The message felt wrong—too simple. My thoughts swirled with things unsaid, needs unvoiced. I hesitated, then edited it, adding a single word that shimmered with meaning, reckless and raw, shifting everything with its weight. My heart thudded as I pressed send, giddy and afraid of what would come next.

The sky outside had bruised into darkness by the time I finally coaxed my seat upright. My limbs trembled as I started the engine, its hum grounding me for the brief final stretch. I took the last left turn and pulled up outside our house, barely breathing as nostalgia and excitement warred inside me.

Just as my hands hovered over the ignition, the satnav chimed its verdict: You have reached your destination.

A grin cracked across my face, the kind that came straight from the heart. The door flew open and a whirlwind exploded from within—Allie, wild and unstoppable, her hair a gorgeous, riotous mess, beaded braids twinkling with life, arms punching upward in glee.

I barely made it off the path before she crashed into me, her small body hurling us onto the cold, damp softness of the lawn. We collided in a dizzy spill of limbs—kissing, gasping, laughing, our voices tangled in pure, unfiltered joy. Her lips grazed mine, soft and insistent, a homecoming that made tears spring to my eyes. The wet grass clung to us, soaking our hair, our skin, marking us with its chill.

Eventually, panting and spent, Allie sprang up and tugged me after her. Her eyes glittered, cheeks flushed and alive, mouth split in a grin so luminous it ached to look at her. She’d woven tiny braids through her untamed hair, each bead catching the porch light, sparkling like promises. I reached up to pluck a blade of grass from her locks, and as she tipped her head, I pressed a lingering kiss to her brow, a silent thank you for this moment, this wild, real connection that would anchor me always.

Her arm curled around my shoulders, drawing me irresistibly toward the front door, her laughter wrapped in that intoxicating Edinburgh lilt. “Come on, Hammy. We’ve got a hell of a lot to exchange—and believe me, I have more than one wild story for you. But something deliciously wicked comes first…”

The instant the door closed, Allie’s body pressed me back, pinning me hard against the wood with a hunger that sent sparks running over my skin. Within two dazzling, breathless minutes, our sodden clothes lay scattered across the bedroom floor, forming a careless heap of want.

She barely gave me time to catch my breath before flinging herself across the mattress, eyes glinting mischievous and electric. “Fridge is packed. Beers… cucumbers… tell me, what else could two bad girls possibly desire?”

I grinned, digging in my bag until my fingers closed around Izzy’s infamous, battered tin—the one with just enough left to fuel us into the small hours. I held it out like a trophy, heart racing, cheeks flushed with heat. Behind my back, stashed for later—Izzy’s brand new vibe, a promising secret yet to be unwrapped.

Allie’s eyes shone, hot and greedy. “You’re a damned angel, you know that?”

I waggled a finger at her, teasing, the inked pixie on my wrist peeking out.

She rolled her eyes mock-dramatically, lips curling in a smile. “All right, all right… you’re not an angel at all—you’re something else. Some wicked little pixie-elf-angel hybrid—”

I silenced her, pressing a finger gently to her lips. “Alison Mairead Rowan MacDonald,” I breathed, voice heavy with promise, “do me a massive, massive favour?”

She wrapped her hand around mine, anchoring me with a gaze full of raw, intoxicating seriousness. Her voice was velvet and midnight-drenched. “Absolutely, Bethany Alexandra Allegra Cum-Bucket—oh, you want the whole royal procession? Pixie-Dust, Flappy-Cunt, Tiny-tits, MILF-fucker—Hammy-MacHamilton—name it.”

My laughter erupted, sweet and so acutely needed, chasing away the months of distance. “God, Allie. I’ve missed you. Shut up and—eat.”

A slow, impossible grin slanted across her face. Without a word, she took my finger into her mouth and sucked—soft at first, then hard, until teeth met skin and sudden fierce pain shot through me, stealing my breath.

“Shit! Allie, what the fuck was that?” My voice was shocked, trembling somewhere between pain and pleasure.

She only gave that wild, wicked grin. “That’s for screwing that gorgeous black man—and not even asking me for permission.”

My glare was petulant, hot with lust and challenge. “I’ve fucked plenty of people without your say-so, you greedy little beast.”

She only shrugged, not breaking eye contact. “Aye, you have. My precious slut.” She began her slow descent, trailing her tongue over my trembling flesh, painting liquid heat from navel to slick, open thighs, leaving delicious shudders in her wake. She settled at the apex of me, her expression pure mischief and revenge. “And I don’t plan on letting you off the hook easily—”

Those last words from earlier echoed inside my head, just as her mouth closed over my swollen clit. You have reached your destination.

I sank my hand into her beaded hair, beads pressing cool between my fingers, her tongue now merciless and tender in turns, teasing me right on the knife-edge. And a realization swirled through my pleasure-fogged mind:

Bethany Hamilton isn’t finished. She’s not even close. Desire has only just mapped out the beginning of the journey.

She’s barely crossed the threshold. The wildest miles are still to come.

Far to the south, beneath the muted bustle of Amberdown’s sleepy streets, Gina lay draped in silky indolence, slender fingers twining absently through her lustrous platinum hair. The air still held the faintest memory of summer—now receding, vanishing with a swiftness that made her ache. She traced the memory of the girl, imagining her journey north, hoping beyond reason that she’d slipped back onto her university campus safe and whole. A pang tugged at her chest, a bittersweet longing blooming in the space that absence left behind. She would miss her mad little creature—oh, how she’d crave her—but now, nothing stood between them and the possibility of someday surrendering to this yearning, entirely.

Summer’s wild, brief intensity flickered through her thoughts; the promise of semester breaks and lazy interludes shimmered ahead. Delectable, ripe with possibilities—so many more chances for pleasure, for escapades.

She rolled to her side, arm circling her younger lover’s bare body. As her hand stroked his warm skin, she could sense what stirred beneath his quiet; his heart was still tethered to the very same girl. Soon he’d head back to his own college—further away still from the enchanting tempest who’d turned both their worlds upside down. Would she return to them? The unspoken question pulsed in the hush between them.

He caught her gaze, a rueful smile ghosting his lips, and Gina pressed hers gently to his, tasting the wishfulness in his sigh. “She’s gotten under your skin, hasn’t she, Sam?” Her voice was low, playful yet edged with understanding. “That wicked imp sneaks inside you—suddenly you’re swept away, utterly helpless to resist.”

Sam’s enormous hand drifted through her hair, slow and reverent. “You’ve got it wrong, Gina. She didn’t sneak up on me—she came out of nowhere and shattered me. From the very first second, on my knees before her in your office... I never stood a chance.”

With a near-savage tenderness, Gina tightened her hold, pulling him closer. “She’ll come back, Sam. I promise.” A throaty laugh spilled between them, half-wild with longing. “She’d damn well better—she’s got my bloody car!”

Before his protest could surface, Sam’s phone chimed from the bedside table. He rolled away to snatch it up, hope surging, pulse tripping faster as he read the glowing screen.

Hey Android – the Pixie has landed, tired but safe! Love, B xxx

Relief loosened his tight-held breath, stretching across his features in a boyish, radiant grin. He shared the message, voice soft.

Gina exhaled. “Thank God. Was starting to panic. Anything else from her?”

“Just… tired, but safe,” he murmured.

“Mmm. Perfect.” The weight in Gina’s voice shifted, all wicked intent now. “At last, you’re mine again…” She slipped from the cocoon of his embrace, lithe and hungry as she squirmed her way down the length of the bed.

Phone still in hand, Sam was about to discard it when the glowing message shimmered, and he squinted, jaw slack with disbelief. Two, three times he read it to be sure—eyes widening as a single new word bled onto the screen, reshaping everything.

Hey Android – the Pixie has landed, tired but safe! Love you, B xxx

One word. One dizzying inch, and the ground beneath him shifted forever.

Gina’s delicious curves straddled his hips, and her gaze locked with mischievous certainty onto his face, her body alive with promise. “Well, Sam?” she purred, rolling her hips in slow, devastating circles. “Do I have your full, undivided attention?”

Her mouth was already descending, hot and silken, stealing away every last coherent thought except this: love—so unexpected, so consuming—was now interwoven with every future touch.

His hands slid up, hungrily claiming the generous curves of her breasts, his fingers digging in just enough to draw a gasp of pleasure from Gina’s parted lips. Her body trembled at his touch, a delicious shiver fluttering through her as she arched above him, her pale hair spilling wild down her back. “Forgive me,” he murmured, squeezing her flesh with reverence and heat, “I just can’t help thinking how relieved I am she made it back... safe.”

Their bodies met in a slow, devastating rhythm, desire building between them with every thrust and caress. But as Gina rocked down, her body wrapping him in molten warmth, his mind was impossibly split—swept up in the wild need she stoked yet still tangled with that one, sweet message.

He closed his eyes, surrendering to the deep pulse of pleasure and longing. For one dizzying heartbeat, as he thrust up into the intoxicating heat of Gina’s body, a single thought blazed in his mind, fierce and undeniable:

And I love you too, my wicked little Pixie...


Bound For Their Pleasure

Jack barely paused on the top step, his shirt tossed aside in a feverish rush. Chloe surged behind him, her fingers desperately tugging at his waistband, want etched across her face.

“Wait,” she gasped, breathless and teasing as she fumbled with his belt. “Do you even know which room?”

He froze, blinking at the unfamiliar hallway. The only rooms he’d seen before were downstairs, where their wild, stolen kisses never quite tumbled into intimacy. Their last encounter—a frantic, unforgettable release in the backseat of his car—felt a world away from this sunlit privacy.

“Left or right?” he demanded, need tightening his voice as he scanned the snug landing.

Chloe pressed in close, her lips crushed against his, hands slipping beneath the hem of his shirt while he greedily cupped her breasts. Their kiss was messy, urgent—a thread of saliva lingering as she pulled away, her eyes dark with mischief.

Her fingers worked mercilessly at his buckle, perhaps daring to finish him right there. But he was already pushing his hand up under her top, seeking the heat of her bare skin.

“Left,” she commanded, spinning him by the hips and sending him stumbling in the right direction.

Jack kicked open the door, almost tripping as he tumbled backward onto the bed. Chloe’s hands remained possessive at his waist, and in seconds she had peeled down his trousers to his knees, leaving him helpless against her hunger. She tore at his underwear, freeing him, his cock springing into the open, aching for her touch.

He took in the quick details of the room bathed in mid-afternoon light—a splash of vibrant pink, a scattering of plush pillows, girlish and charming—but it was gone in a blink as Chloe returned his focus with the intensity of her stare.

She curled her hands possessively around his thick shaft, her gaze trailing the length of him, marveling in the brightness at her first real look. Big. Gorgeous. Perfect for her greedy mouth.

“You sure your Sam’s not going to walk in?” Sam was her landlady and also one of her mom’s best friends.

“She’s at work,” Chloe replied, licking her lips as she tightened her grip. “But if she does—honestly, I’m twenty-three. She knows I know what I’m doing. Besides, you’re always ogling her.” Chloe’s laughter danced in the filtered sunlight, mocking and flirtatious.

Jack blushed, words failing, fighting to sound polite, to quell the images flickering through his mind—memories, fantasies—until Chloe’s lips silenced him. She enveloped him in a hot, wet caress, swirling her tongue over the sensitive tip, teasing the delicate slit, making him tremble beneath her ministrations.

A sigh slipped from Jack’s lips as her mouth slid warmly down the length of him, tongue pressed firmly underneath while the roof of her mouth grazed the veins. She paused, swallowing him until he rested against the edge of her throat, then began to move—measured, deliberate movements, her lips coaxing back the skin with each deep, slow stroke. Her tongue toyed with his swollen head every time she eased to the top, making him swell impossibly hard, pushing him toward the edge of surrender.

Jack could hardly believe the sight before him—Chloe’s lips sliding up and down his length, his cock vanishing and reappearing between the golden curtain of her hair, those strands grazing his hips and thighs with every subtle movement. The tickle of her locks was torment, a lush caress layered atop the searing pleasure of her mouth. Suddenly, she paused, the corners of her lips glinting with devilry, and without a word, she whipped her top over her head. Her skin shone in the afternoon light. Her bra followed—a single practiced twist—and now her remarkable, sculpted breasts were on open, glorious display. They were perfect and impossibly perky, nipples arrowhead-hard, each dusky areole blending seamlessly with her pale curves. On every downstroke, those provocative points nudged and traced up his thighs, making his skin prickle in delighted anticipation.

It was impossible not to stare. Her breasts—so impossibly tilted and firm—made his hands clench the covers, desperate to touch but lost in the rapture of sensation. He’d dreamed about this for so long, barely believing he was actually here, Chloe—the untouchable office beauty he only ever fantasized about as they shared rides home—reduced to memoryless, molten desire beneath his touch. Months before, he’d have laughed if someone suggested this could happen. Yet, a flirtatious dare after a late shift had brought them to the edge of possibility—and Chloe had not only accepted the risk but claimed him completely.

The brush of her teeth—a playful edge scraping lightly against his balls—snapped Jack back to the present. Her mouth was everywhere, relentless and skillful: tongue tracing a lazy, hungry path up his shaft, eyes catching his with a mischievous, knowing spark. He couldn’t hide how much he wanted her. She seemed to relish every twitch of his hips, every quickening breath. Jack surrendered himself; with none of the cramped awkwardness of that first time in the car, he was hers—spread for her, worshipped by her.

Her relentless rhythm stopped without warning. She sat up—bare skin and brilliant smile radiating mischief, Cheshire-like and impossible to resist. “I have a surprise for you,” she murmured, eyes flashing.

He barely had time to grin, already burning with questions, before she tugged at his trousers, sliding them, and his underwear, down his legs and off. Jack eagerly kicked them aside, his anticipation only growing as he rid himself of his shirt. Now, completely naked and exposed, he watched as Chloe stripped off her last garments. She was glorious, lit by sunlight and arousal, her mound perfectly smooth and flushed, folds slick and temptingly pink.

“On the bed. All the way,” she commanded, her voice thick with authority and promise. He obeyed without hesitation, lying flat in the center, his eyes devouring her as she straddled his thighs and curled her fingers around his throbbing cock. Slow, confident strokes kept him achingly hard, straining with need.

“What’s the surprise?” Jack managed, reaching hungrily for those perfect breasts. She allowed him to knead them, his palms grazing her pebbled nipples as she closed her eyes and drew in a slow, shivering breath of pleasure.

Then, her gaze sharpened, lips curved with intent. “Put your arms back,” she ordered, her voice husky and commanding.

He blinked, excitement and confusion colliding in his mind. “What?”

Chloe’s eyes glinted, mischief and confidence pooling darkly as she pressed his hands together and guided them, wrists gently pinned above his head. His view narrowed to just those perfect, tempting breasts swaying above—so close he hungered to touch, taste, worship—but before he could move, the rasp of a soft, pink rope brushed his skin. She worked quickly, her fingers nimble as she looped the silken strands around his wrists, tethering him securely to the sturdy headboard he’d barely noticed before.

The surprise of her kinkiness sent a delicious shiver down his spine. Jack grinned, heart pounding, a gleaming pulse of anticipation throbbing through him even as he realized her breasts would have to wait for his touch. He couldn’t help the way his cock strained upward, insistent and impatient, already missing the feel of her hands, her mouth. But Chloe was far from finished.

Sliding off the bed with a fluid, sensual grace, she sought out more lengths of ribboned rope, delicate yet inescapable. She looped and fastened each ankle, tying him wide, splayed, helpless—completely at her mercy. Jack’s heart hammered in his chest, his cock jutting from his body, all nerves and raw need, twitching and twitching, aching for her.

“You think you know me?” Her smile was wicked, confident, her lips curling as her gaze drank in every inch of his exposed skin. “Darling, you have no idea.” The thrill of her daring danced in the sunlight that flooded the room, catching golden threads in her hair.

For a moment Jack’s mind wandered, noticing the open curtains and the city beyond—a street of houses rising in tidy rows—but Chloe didn’t give a damn who might see. All that mattered was the molten heat rising between them, her body bathed in noon-lit gold as she moved with the arrogance of a goddess.

She straddled him, thighs parting smooth and strong as she mounted his face. Wet, gleaming folds hovered above his lips, glistening, irresistible. He drank her in, tongue tracing her silken labia, savoring the sweet, salty taste of her excitement. She pressed herself down, grinding her pussy tightly against his mouth as his tongue sought her clit, flicking and teasing, circling until she shook above him. Her moans vibrated down his body, intoxicating, needy.

Every breath Jack took filled him with her scent, heavy and raw, primal and electric, arousing him further. He slurped hungrily at her, swallowing every drop of her flowing nectar and feeling her thighs tremble on either side of his head. His hands fought instinctively against their bonds, desperate to reach her, to grab her hips, to hold and claim her, but the ropes bit sweetly into his skin and held him prisoner—Chloe’s willing captive.

Behind her, his cock jerked with urgency, the ache nearly unbearable. Chloe reached back, her fingers dancing over the flushed, swollen head, tracing the line of his shaft, rolling her palm over him until his hips bucked involuntarily beneath her. Jack responded in kind, pushing his tongue more deeply inside her, fucking her with every hungry thrust, plunging into her slick, throbbing depths.

Chloe let herself rock, grinding down with wet, desperate friction, gasping, threatening to come undone right there—only to pull back at the last moment, saving the edge of her desire, teasing them both with that exquisite tension. She lifted herself from his mouth, leaving his lips glossy with her juices, then slid down over his chest, trailing kisses, sweat, and a hot, intoxicating stripe of herself along his skin.

“This is so much better than fumbling in the car, isn’t it?” Chloe’s voice was honey-soaked, every word vibrating with promise.

Jack grinned, or tried to, given the restraints that denied him any real movement. “I’d complain about being tied down, but… seems you like it that way.”

She merely let out a low hum, a delicious sound vibrating in her chest. Then—a sudden noise—a distant click of a door downstairs snapped him to instant attention. His stomach flip-flopped with dread, adrenaline prickling through his veins.

“Was that…? Chloe, is that Sam?” he whispered, the illusion of privacy shattered.

She leaned forward, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “You need to relax. Sex isn’t exactly a secret in this house.”

The confidence radiating from her made him ache even harder. As she glided lower, stopping to hovering above his rigid cock, her gaze lingered with a sensual reverence. She admired him as if he were a piece of forbidden art—untouchable to everyone but her.

“Still—" Jack started, anxiety in his voice.

She brushed his worry away with a flick of her gaze. “Seriously, don’t stress. She’s cool. We talk about everything. Sex… all of it.”

He gaped at her, having never imagined such conversations happening in a home, let alone overheard by parents. “You talk about… us?”

Her mouth curved into an almost devilish grin, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Of course. I told her you fucked me good in your car—that I could barely walk when you were done. That your cock stretched me so perfectly, my whole body ached in the best way.”

His breath caught, a jolt of shock mixing with an involuntary surge of pride. “You—you told her that?”

Her hips tilted, and the velvet head of his cock slipped between her slick folds, coating him with delicious warmth. She held him just at her entrance, her eyes never leaving his. “I told her how insanely good it felt—how you filled me up and made me come so hard I saw stars. That when you finished inside me, it was like being shot through with heat all the way to my heart.”

“Fuck, Chloe. You’re driving me insane,” Jack growled, the images in his mind nearly enough to make him come right there. He strained against the ropes, desperate to take control, to bury himself in her, but utterly helpless beneath her command.

Guided by her firm, capable fingers, she impaled herself on him in one luscious motion, her warmth and wetness enveloping his length. The sensation was pure, obliterating bliss.

“God—yes…” she gasped, head falling back, hair tumbling like liquid gold over her shoulders. Her slick channel gripped every inch of him, her thighs framing his hips as she settled, full and glorious, around his cock.

Jack writhed, cock throbbing with need. All Sam’s thoughts faded away, replaced by sharp, burning desire. His hips jerked reflexively, seeking more—anything—but her ropes held, making him maddeningly powerless. He could only submit, surrender to the slow, torturous rhythm she began.

Chloe worked herself up and down his shaft, her palm circling her clit in tight, hungry spirals. He watched, mesmerized by the way her breasts moved: firm, full, pointed nipples standing proud, tempting him with every bounce.

Her lashes fluttered closed, lips parted in deep concentration, utterly lost in the pulsing, building pleasure between them. Jack’s breathing became ragged as she rode him, every thrust, every motion a stroke of pure erotic art—Chloe’s art, and he was her willing masterpiece.

Jack’s whole body pulsed with anticipation, the pressure inside him mounting relentlessly as he fixated on Chloe’s delicate finger gliding over her clit. The way she teased her own swollen, flushed bud—first slowly, then with increasing speed—drove him utterly insane. Every movement of her hips intensified his ache, grinding herself against him with desperate need as her excitement spiraled higher. Then, suddenly, her breath seized—a sharp, drawn-out gasp escaping her lips as her finger pressed firmly down. Her body trembled above him, a delicious, uncontrollable shudder rippling through her, her hips jerking as release washed over her. A satisfied, sultry smile curled across her mouth, pleasure radiating from every inch of her. Heavy-lidded eyes fluttered open again, locking with his, wicked and knowing.

Jack’s cock throbbed, so swollen with need it was almost unbearable. The sight of her surrender, the feel of her fluttering around him, only fueled his desperate hunger. He braced himself, expecting her to draw him over the edge, to milk from him that lingering, throbbing ache that demanded release. But instead, she paused. Still trembling from her climax, Chloe eased herself off him, moving aside with careful, infuriating nonchalance.

He let his head sink back, squeezing his eyes shut. Maybe she’d take him in her mouth, that perfect hot paradise, and finish him off. But her mouth never came. There was only cool air and the utter torment of denial. Frustration contorted his face as he cracked open his eyes, his breath ragged.

"What are you doing?" His voice was raw, edged with panic, terrified she’d push him right up against the edge and deny him entirely. He needed her, needed to spill inside her or spill anywhere—his cock was painfully hard, pulsing with frustrated desire.

Chloe stood just out of reach, naked and unashamed, a scandalous sparkle in her eyes and mischief curling her lips. She looked every bit the wicked schoolgirl caught in the act. "I told you I had a surprise," she purred, stretching her arm out toward the door.

Jack’s pulse kicked into overdrive as the door started to swing open, panic knotting in his stomach. He strained against his bonds, but Chloe only giggled at his flailing.

The doorway filled with another presence—Sam. Jack’s mind reeled in disbelief, his body tensing helplessly while Sam sauntered into the room, her eyes dropping straight to his straining cock, bobbing helplessly in the air. A slow, approving grin spread across her lips. "Well, hello Jack," she greeted with a sultry warmth that made his cock twitch all the harder. "You really are a big boy, aren’t you?"

Jack was frozen in place, barely able to process the vision before him as Sam began stripping with casual confidence, each piece of clothing falling away to expose smooth, womanly curves. He could hardly breathe, his wildest, most forbidden fantasies coming to life right before him. Chloe draped herself over the edge of the bed, her fingers trailing idly along his thigh, blue eyes sparkling as she watched his arousal flare at the sight of Sam’s mature form.

"We’ve both seen the way you look at her," Chloe teased, voice low and dirty. "I know you want this. She knows, too. You’ve imagined fucking her in front of me, haven’t you?"

Jack was captivated, speechless, every muscle taut with lust. Sam was so much like Chloe—her hair a shade lighter, eyes the same alluring blue but framed by fine lines that only made her beauty richer, the wisdom of years etched into her fair skin. And those breasts—fuller than Chloe’s, but still gravity-defying, topped with dusky, thick nipples he ached to taste.

His jaw hung slack while Sam unclasped her bra, tossing it aside carelessly, her breasts spilling free. All he could think of was how badly he wanted his mouth on them, greedily sucking, devouring her. He felt trapped in the sweetest torment, Chloe reading every filthy thought on his face.

"You want her, don’t you Jack?" Chloe murmured, voice thick with hunger. "You want to fuck my mom’s friend while I watch you cum."

Chloe’s voice caressed the air, sultry and teasing, coaxing him with wicked promise. Jack’s mind spun—did she really want this? Did he dare confess just how badly he craved her mature landlady? Part of him battled the fear that this was a cruel test, but Chloe’s gaze told him this was no trap. She wanted this, wanted him to offer up his lust without shame.

“Yes,” he growled, his voice throaty and gravelly, unable to pull his eyes from Sam’s hungry stare.

Satisfaction flickered across Sam’s lips as she slowly, tantalisingly, pushed her slacks and panties down in one practiced motion. Her skin—so pale and smooth, with curves ripened by time—made his mouth water. The fullness of her hips, those strong, luscious thighs, were exactly as he’d pictured in his dirtiest fantasies.

Sam stepped out of her clothes with elegant determination, crossing the room toward him with intent. Her fingers, warm and certain, reached out and encircled his balls, squeezing softly, gauging his every reaction. He shuddered.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she murmured, her breath ghosting over his naked skin.

His head fell back, overwhelmed, breathless. “God—no. Not at all…”

She smiled at the admission, her eyes igniting with power and delight. Without hesitation, her elegant fist curled around his swollen cock, stroking with an agonising, unhurried rhythm. Each motion sent a jolt up his spine, his hips twitching hungrily in her grip.

The mattress dipped invitingly as Sam joined him, the heat of her body radiating over him. Then—soft warmth—her breath fluttered over his desperate head, making every muscle quiver.

“It’s been five years since my divorce,” she confided, her voice honeyed and low, “A year before that, too… It’s been ages since I made a man this wet with longing.”

To prove it, she tightened her grip, squelching the slick bead of pre-cum between her fingers until he gasped. Then she took him between her lips—exquisite heat sucking gently at his tip, her tongue whirling circles around the sensitive slit, teasing him mercilessly. She slid slowly, relentlessly, down the length of his shaft and back, her mouth a hot, greedy ribbon wrapped around his pleasure.

Chloe knelt between his spread thighs, lips nuzzling at his tight balls. She coaxed them into her mouth, rolling them with her tongue, pulling at his flesh until his cock ached painfully with unfulfilled release.

Eyes fluttering open, Jack caught sight of Sam rising above him, knees straddling his hips, her silhouette lit by the lazy golden afternoon sun. Her fingers positioned his throbbing cock at her entrance. He watched, hypnotised, as his hard shaft split her beautiful, blushing folds—her pubic hair a delicate dark halo above soft, slick lips parting around him.

As he sank deep inside, Sam gasped, her inner muscles clenching down with hungry desperation. The feel of her—wet, tight, gloriously alive after so many years—nearly sent him over the edge.

“Oh, fuck, that’s perfect,” Sam panted, voice thick with need. “I forgot what it felt like to have a man fill me…”

Her hips rolled, taking him to the root, rocking back and forth with increasing urgency. Jack drank in every detail—her gorgeous mature body, her breasts swaying with every thrust, the sunlight gleaming on her flushed skin; how eerily she echoed Chloe, yet so alluring in her own seasoned way.

She began to ride him faster, each descent impaling herself with wild abandon. Chloe reached up, fingering his balls and then wrapping her arm around Sam’s thigh, anchoring them both in a tangled, decadent knot.

Jack dug his fingers into the sheet, gritting his teeth, forcing himself not to lose control. Not yet—not while she was finally taking her pleasure. Sam shuddered atop him, hips faltering for only a second as her orgasm trembled through her—then she met his desperate thrusts again, riding him hard, riding out every last sweet, unbearable tremor.

“Let go, Jack.” Chloe coaxed, her voice wrapped in delicious intent, heavy with mischief and desire. “Let it all out. Spill it for her. Give her everything—every last drop.” The demand sent a jolt through him, pooled white-hot at the very base of his aching cock, her words stroking his need as much as her hand had.

He lost the fight. His body surrendered to the inexorable build, a pleasure so fierce it almost pained him. His rigid shaft throbbed as Sam’s tight heat pulsed around him—and then it happened. Ecstasy detonated through his core, so intense it nearly buckled him. He let out a strangled moan as his climax surged, thick ropes spilling deep into Sam’s ravenous cunt. He throbbed again, and again, each spasm wringing him dry until he was empty and trembling, every muscle boneless and warm.

Sam slumped forward, spent and glowing, her body melting to his side. Her palm skated lazily across his chest, tracing lazy circles over his heartbeat. “God, yes. Thank you,” she murmured, voice fuzzy with sated bliss.

Jack caught her gaze, still dazed, his lips tugged in an incredulous, grateful grin. “Reckon you’re ready to untie me?” he asked, flexing uselessly at his bound wrists, a half-smile teasing his lips.

Chloe’s laugh, rich and velvet, rippled through the room. “Or maybe we should just keep you right there—my own living toy, waiting for our pleasure.” Still, her nimble fingers set to work, loosening his bonds, gentle against the reddened skin.

He sat up slowly, massaging his freed wrists, relief and anticipation fizzing in his veins. From the window’s golden light, Chloe watched him, every inch of her naked and brazen, framed in molten sunlight. For a moment, the late glow set her in a perfect silhouette—wild, angelic, entirely unashamed. Jack stared, realizing in awe just how at home she was in her skin—so completely at ease with her hunger, her beauty, her boldness.

“And? Did you enjoy your little surprise?” she asked, lips curled in a secretive smile.

“All of it,” Jack murmured, his tongue tracing the soft curve of Sam’s nipple, savoring the taste of her skin, relishing her shiver.

Sam looked down, eyes filled with warmth and playful satisfaction, then flicked her gaze to Chloe, sharing a secret. “Mmm. I think we should keep him for later. I never knew how much I missed this… a man who makes me feel so alive.”

Chloe’s mouth twisted with promise. “Don’t worry, Sam. I’ll make sure you never go without again. Jack’s not going anywhere,” she said, eyes sparkling. “He’ll be more than happy to take care of us—whenever, however we need.”

Sam’s lips parted on a slow release of breath, her body twitching at the soft pull of Jack’s mouth as he sucked harder, claiming her. After years untouched, she felt completely undone—deserving, adored, and deliciously satisfied. Now there was no need for self-denial; with Chloe and Jack by her side, pleasure could be hers, again and again.
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