

The Bet

by

Esther Harshom

First Ebook Edition, December 2013

Published by Esther Harshom at Amazon

Copyright 2013 by Esther Harshom

All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced in any form, in whole or in part, without written permission from the author.


He arrived on the dot of ten as she had asked, which was unusual in itself.

Paul had never been what you’d call the most reliable of friends. Sure, he was fun to be around – smart and funny and attractive in a jokey, goofy kind of way that seemed to drive all the girls wild – but Claire had learned a long time ago not to depend on him for too much of anything. Being friends with Paul meant planning everything with an hour-or-more buffer, just to be safe; when he said ten, it was as likely to be noon as anything else.

It seemed that he’d taken the bet they had made the previous a little more seriously than she had anticipated, though, and for that she was grateful. It would make what she had planned much easier – and that meant she would be much less likely to lose her nerve.

‘One slave as requested,’ he said as he opened the door. He was wearing the same disarmingly light-hearted grin he kept on his face most of the time. ‘And on time, I feel I should point out.’

‘I’m impressed,’ she said with a smile, stepping aside to let him into her flat.

‘Well, I aim to please.’

If only you knew..., she thought.

The boxes were mostly packed up, which was a good thing as far as she was concerned. Sure, there would still be work to do – largely the Tetris-esque game of ‘how many boxes can we fit into a Mini Cooper in one trip?’ – but there was little urgency.

Good job, too. She had other plans for him.

‘I just love what you’ve done with the place,’ he said as he surveyed the towers of boxes that filled the hallway. ‘I hear cardboard is very in this year.’

She chose to ignore it. There were other, more important things to be dealt with. There would be plenty of time to make him regret his snarky comments later.

‘Right then,’ she said as she closed the door behind him. ‘Shirt off.’

‘What?’ He had that same old predictable smirk on his face, the one she had come to love and loathe in equal measure. ‘I thought I was here to help you with your move, not to star in a Diet Coke advert.’

‘You know the deal. I won. I get you however I want. So take your shirt off.’

Paul froze, wracking his brains for some smartass comeback or a reason to argue with her, but the look on his face told her that he was coming up blank.

Good, she thought. If she could throw him off-guard now, the whole thing would be that much simpler.

‘What’s the matter, Paul?’ she said, trying to keep her voice light with gentle mockery. ‘Cat got your tongue?’

‘No,’ he said, but the wisecrack she would have expected was conspicuous by its absence.

‘Then what’s the hold up? Do you really think you’ve got anything I haven’t seen before?’

He shrugged, his traditional no-big-deal gesture. The old Paul was back.  ‘Whatever you say. If you wanted tickets to the gun show, you only had to ask.’

Shirt and t-shirt were thrown unceremoniously over the back of a chair, and he flexed theatrically, mugging for laughs that ordinarily she would have given him.

Ordinarily, perhaps, but not today.

‘Much better. Now, turn around.’

Still flexing, he rotated his body until he was facing away from her.

‘Remind me... what were the rules of our little bet?’

He sighed. ‘The winner gets the loser for eight hours.’

‘And are there any restrictions?’

She could see him shake his head. ‘Nope.’

‘And you’re OK with this?’

‘Not at all. But I consider it the price of a lesson well-learned.’

‘And what lesson is that?’

‘That you’ve got some kind of psychic poker powers, and playing with you is a bad idea?’

‘I think the lesson is more along the lines of “Don’t bet what you can’t afford to lose.”’

Another shrug. ‘If losing my t-shirt and packing books for eight hours is as bad as it gets, I think I’ll be OK. But just so you know, the next bet we make? The whole shirt-off thing works both ways.’

‘And there’s me thinking you were a gentleman.’

‘You overestimate me,’ he said, the hesitant smirk apparent in his voice even as he faced away from her.

‘Oh, I don’t think I do at all.’

If he had heard the clinking chain of the handcuffs as she slipped them from their hiding place, he didn’t let on. She had placed them there behind the cushion on the settee – covered but easily accessible – ready for just this moment.

It was now or never.

‘You see, that’s the problem with you, Paul,’ she whispered into his ear as the cuffs clicked closed around his wrists. ‘For a smart guy, you’ve got such a... well, such a narrow imagination.’

As soon as he felt the first ratchet close, she felt his arms involuntarily stretch to let him wriggle away; he was quick, but she was quicker. She brought his second wrist around in a quick loop, pressing it between the metal folds and shutting them tight.

Now he could wriggle as much as he wanted. The cuffs were expensive, and solidly-built. They were going nowhere.

‘Hey!’ he cried out as she span him around by the shoulders. ‘What the fuck?’

It wasn’t like him. Normally, she would have expected a joke, or some kind of witticism designed to break the tension – that was Paul through and through, never quite capable of taking anything entirely seriously – but when he turned to face her, he just looked flustered.

Better yet, he was blushing.

Could it be that he had been thrown off by something as simple as a pair of handcuffs? Could it be...

Could it be that he enjoyed it?

She cast her eyes downwards briefly and caught sight of a swelling between his legs. Well, well, well, she thought to herself, happily. This might be easier than I thought.

‘Hush,’ she said firmly. ‘You said I got you for eight hours. Well, your eight hours starts now.’

He gave an overly melodramatic sigh. ‘If I’d known you were into all this whips and chains, 50 Shades of Grey bullshit, I’d have—’

She cut him off mid-sentence, putting a finger on his lips and pressing down hard. ‘No, Paul. When I say hush, you stay quiet. That’s how this is going to work. I say, you do. Do you understand?’

For a second or two he looked like he was going to try and come up with another witticism, but then he just gave a weak, unsure nod.

‘Good,’ she said, smiling. ‘Are the cuffs tight enough for you?’

He nodded again, struggling to keep his eyes focused on her. They darted around the room as if looking for a way out, but that wasn’t it.

No... the redness of his face told a very different story. He couldn’t keep his eyes on her because he was embarrassed, ashamed to admit that, for all the bluster he would ordinarily have put up, he was enjoying himself.

Good, she thought. He should be enjoying himself.

She had put a lot of thought into this. How many nights had she spent fantasising about Paul, and how it would feel to have his strong, smooth body resting next to her? How quickly had those thoughts turned to dreams of controlling him, of making him hers, of using him like a toy for her amusement?

She had wanted him from the minute they had first become friends, and now, for eight hours at least, she had him.

And he wanted it.

Her heart skipped a beat in her chest as she thought through the ramifications of that. He wanted to be here, right now, with her. He wanted to be under her control. Even if he was too shy to admit it, the bulge in his jeans told a story that was hard to argue with.

Eight hours wasn’t long, but it was a start – and it wasn’t an opportunity she was going to waste.

‘Poor Paul,’ she said in a sing-song voice. ‘Never even saw this coming, even though it was really kind of obvious. That’s exactly what I meant when I said you had a limited imagination. I mean, this would never have occurred to you, would it?’

He looked confused. She took her finger from his lips. ‘You can speak, Paul.’

‘What wouldn’t?’ he asked softly.

‘This, if the situation was reversed. A full day of being in control, having me at your beck and call. You joke about making me be topless all day, but I don’t think you’d ever have done it, would you?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘No? Shame. I know I would have been hoping for it.’ She paused for a second, unsure how to continue – or rather, whether or not to carry on at all. ‘But that’s the thing... you really would have been too nervous about making the first move, wouldn’t you? Making the jokes a reality?’ She didn’t wait for a response. ‘Well, now you don’t have to worry about it. I think my cards are pretty clearly on the table, so... there you go, I guess.’

‘Look, Claire...’ he started, but she cut him off.

‘Do you find me attractive, Paul?’

‘Of course I do. You know it’s not that.’

‘Then what? You’re worried about spoiling our friendship, or whatever other bullshit excuse?’

He shrugged. ‘Well... yeah.’

‘But you didn’t stop me.’

‘No, I didn’t.’

‘And you haven’t asked to leave.’

‘Nope.’

‘If I went to get the key to those handcuffs right now, would you want to be let out?’

‘I...’ he began, his voice trailing off into uncertainty. ‘Jesus, I don’t know, Claire. I just don’t know, OK?’

That was when she kissed him.

She pressed her lips against his, feeling the smooth lines of his chest against her body. If there was a moment of resistance and uncertainty on his part, it was exceptionally brief, and within a moment or two he was kissing her back with exactly the same passion, gently parting her lips with his tongue, exploring her mouth the way she longed to explore his body.

God, she thought, I could spend the whole eight hours just kissing him. If I had my way, I could spend weeks just kissing him.

Slowly, she pulled herself away, and he followed her until he couldn’t follow her any further.

‘Did that help make your mind up?’ she said teasingly.

He didn’t reply, but his grin told her everything she needed to know.

‘See, this is what you get for being open to a little bit of misbehaviour. Good things happen to people who are smart enough to take initiative. That’s why it’s a good thing I won our little bet.’

‘I’m rapidly coming to the same conclusion,’ he said, his smartass nature apparently back in full force.

She chose to ignore it. ‘Even if you’d decided to make a move on you, I doubt you’d have thought of something like this,’ she continued. ‘I imagine a blowjob or two and you’d have been completely satisfied. Or perhaps you’d have tried to fuck me. Does that sound about right?’

She was running her hands across his body now, exploring the crevices and contours of what was – at least for the next eight hours – completely hers. She was pleased with what she; despite his self-deprecating nature, Paul kept himself in relatively good shape, and even the lightest touch with the very tips of her fingers across his abdominal muscles showed that the work definitely wasn’t going to waste. They tensed under her touch – perhaps through fear, perhaps through anticipation, perhaps through arousal.

Perhaps, she hoped, through all three.

‘I...’ he started, but his voice drifted off before he could finish. The warmth of her kiss having cooled on his lips, it seemed that he was finding himself flustered all over again. ‘I guess so, yeah.’

‘You guess so? You don’t sound very sure.’

Her fingers played up his chest, tracing gentle, delicate patterns across his skin. The second they reached his nipple, his entire mood shifted. He twisted his body away from her, wriggling as if to get away from her probing fingers, but she was persistent. Her nimble little hands sought out what they were looking for, grabbed, and pinched them tight.

‘For fuck’s sake, Claire!’ he yelled out in shock and pain.

‘Stop,’ she said.

She kept her voice low, soft and quiet and in control, one syllable that was designed to stop him in his tracks.

She didn’t need to say it twice. His body caved to her and stopped squirming, standing up straight and tall. He must have had almost a foot in height on her, but it didn’t matter. None of it mattered.

As he straightened, she released the pressure on his chest, switching to soft, circular movements. His eyes closed and he let out a low moan of pleasure.

Good boy, she thought. Enjoy it.

She watched as his face relaxed, feeling the gentle pressure of her hands against his skin and drifting off into a daydream of pleasure, lost in the sensation. 

‘Well, if I’m being completely honest with you,’ she said, refocusing his mind on her, ‘you’re probably still going to get to fuck me this weekend.’ He didn’t resist as she slid a hand past his belt and into his trousers as she spoke, grasping his cock in an iron grip. It swelled at her touch – always a good sign. For all of his jokes and reservations, it seemed that Paul was definitely the kind of guy who responded well to a woman taking control. ‘The only difference is, now you’re going to have to work for it. Does that sound fair?’

He nodded cautiously; her confidence made all the difference. The certainty of her plans for him meant that his focus – weak as it was to begin with – was now completely spent on the idea of sex with her.

Men, she thought. Sometimes it’s just too easy.

‘I asked you a question, Paul. I expect an answer. Does. That. Sound. Fair?’

‘Yes,’ he said eventually. His voice was quiet and confused, struggling to deal with his newfound situation. Ten minutes previously, he had expected to spend the day shifting furniture and packing boxes, but now... well, now things had taken a very different turn, and it was clear from the look on his face that he wasn’t quite sure how to deal with it.

‘Good. I do want to be fair with you, Paul. Strict, yes... but fair too. Unfortunately, I’m going to need to let you out of these cuffs for a moment. Can I trust you to behave when I do? Or am I going to have to show you what happens to boys who misbehave?’

It was an idle threat, at least mostly: the money she had spent on such a quality brand of handcuffs hadn’t extended to the purchase of much else in the way of equipment, no matter how tempting some of the riding crops and floggers on display had been. The image of him on his knees before her had crossed her mind while she had been browsing, not to mention the whimpers she expected she could have him make with the right piece of leather against his tender flesh – but that was a fantasy for another time.

She hadn’t even dared to hope that she would get him this far, and now look at him.

‘Yes,’ he said, breaking her out of her daydream. ‘Yes, I’ll behave.’

‘Wonderful.’ She turned him back around, so the cuffs were facing her. With surprising deftness, she slipped the small silver key into the lock and turned it just slightly, enough to engage the unlocking mechanism without allowing them to spring open. Instead, she allowed herself to savour the closeness she had to him: his taut, lean body in front of her, just waiting to be used.

She gave another quick twist and the ratchets fell free. There was a long pause before Paul moved his arms down, unsure how to proceed.

Claire smiled. ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘You’re learning. You do what I say, when I say, and not before. OK?’

He nodded. ‘OK.’

‘OK what?’

Paul paused, unsure how to proceed. ‘I don’t...’ he said eventually, letting his voice drift off into nothingness. ‘I don’t know what you want me to say.’

Claire’s heart skipped a beat. There was just something about seeing him like this, the strong, cocky, arrogant boy who had been her friend for so many years, brought to this adorable level of embarrassment by nothing more than a few harsh words and a pair of handcuffs.

‘You can call me Miss Claire today,’ she said breezily. ‘In fact, you will call me Miss Claire. Non-negotiable.’

His face fell, and for a second she wondered if she had gone too far, but he didn’t move away from her; if anything his body language seemed to indicate a desire to get even closer to her.

She leaned in and whispered into his ear. ‘Relax, Paul,’ she said softly. ‘You’re doing great. Just remember to keep my pleasure at the front of your mind and I’m sure we’ll get along just fine. OK?’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

He smiled as the words fell easily from his lips; if he had any doubts about feeling ridiculous, they looked to have vanished into the ether.

‘Good boy. You see how much easier this all is when you do as you’re told?’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

‘Then I think it’s about time we tested it, don’t you?’ She paused for a second too long, and he looked up at her: this was no time for doubts. She had the upper hand. Why risk losing it?

Do it, a small voice inside her said. Do it now. You’ll never get another chance as good as this one.

‘On the floor,’ she said. ‘Now.’

If her voice had wavered with uncertainty, Paul didn’t seem to have noticed. Almost immediately, he let himself fall forwards onto his knees. His jeans hit the carpet with a dull thud, and she ducked down instinctively to check if he was OK, that he hadn’t injured himself, but his face smiled up at her.

He looked content.

‘Good. Now follow me. Stay down there, though. I don’t want to see you standing again without my permission, OK?’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

She sidestepped a pile of boxes and headed into the hallway. For a moment, she was convinced that if she turned around she would see Paul standing upright in the living room, pulling his shirt back on and laughing at how stupid she was for thinking that he’d actually bought into this whole crazy plan, but when she took a cursory look over her shoulder at the foot of the stairs she was pleased to see him following obediently, head down, just a few feet behind.

This is really happening, she thought as she climbed towards her bedroom. I’ve been dreaming about it for months, and it’s finally happening.

Once they were in her room, she took great pleasure in seeing his reaction: as soon as the door was closed behind him, he sat back on his haunches in silence, waiting for further instructions.

She had long wondered exactly what she would do in a situation like this, how she would cope with having him so willingly kneeling in front of her. She had had fantasies of making him kiss her feet, starting at the toenails – painted a rich red especially, just in case – before working her way across her arches and coming to rest after many, many minutes of devoted attention at her ankle. Sometimes those fantasies gave way to something richer: perhaps grasping his hair roughly, pulling him forward into her pussy and ordering him to lick and lick until she was satisfied and he was exhausted.

But now, with him here...

‘Strip,’ she said firmly, unsure where the word had come from but instinctively knowing it was the right one.

He looked up at her. ‘Strip?’ he asked.

‘You heard me. Strip. Trousers off. Underwear, too. I want to see what I’ve got to work with.’

She thought she detected a hint of a smirk as he did as he was told, but she was beyond caring. As the denim of his jeans slipped down his legs, she saw without a doubt why Paul was as popular with women as he was. Underneath all of the self-effacing, goofy charm, his body was really something quite spectacular.

Only once the jeans had been placed in a pile at his side did he pause.

‘What’s the matter?’ she asked. ‘You can’t be shy, surely? I said I want everything off. And that means now.’

Sighing, he slipped his thumbs into the black elastic of his boxer shorts and pulled them down. For a moment or two it looked as though he was attempting to hide his penis from her, but either his attention slipped or he realised how futile it was: suddenly it sprang into view.

He was fully erect.

‘Well, well,’ she said, emboldened by his physical enjoyment of the situation. ‘What do we have here?’

‘Sorry,’ he mumbled.

‘Oh no... there’s no need to be sorry. It’s always nice to feel appreciated. Now, stand up so I can take a proper look.’

‘Claire, please...’ he said, looking up at her with plaintive eyes.

Please what? Please don’t make him do this? No, that wasn’t it. There was nothing stopping him from standing up and walking out of the door. She hadn’t made him come upstairs, hadn’t made him kneel, hadn’t made him remove his trousers.

She bent down, setting her face level with his. ‘Embarrassed, pet?’ she said. He nodded, ever-so-slightly. ‘By what’s happening to you, or by how much you’re enjoying it?’ This time, there was no nod: there didn’t need to be. Paul had flushed a deep scarlet, and that was good enough for her. ‘You can leave,’ she said. ‘If that’s what you want. We’ll consider the bet null and void, and you can get dressed and go home and spend the rest of the afternoon playing with yourself and dreaming about what might have been.’

She waited for a response, but he stayed silent, his head bowed. Submission wasn’t coming easily to him, but she could see that he was fighting for it – fighting the sensible, rational part of his brain that was still trying to convince him this wasn’t real.

Claire reached down a hand and gently raked her nails up his chest, making sure to catch his nipple as she did so. He gave a sharp inhalation, but said nothing. His mind was elsewhere.

‘Or, on the other hand, you could always stay here with me. See what happens next.’

He looked up at her again for the first time in what felt like forever, and she caught an honest, hopeful smile on his face. It wasn’t a smirk, or the prelude to some stupid joke. If she had to put a name to it, she would have said that it was gratitude – the smile of someone who was glad to be getting a second chance.

‘I think I’d like that,’ he said quietly.

‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’

A mask of confusion fell over his face, and she waited as he wracked his brain for a second or two. ‘I think I’d like that, Miss Claire,’ he said at last.

‘Good. I was hoping you’d say that,’ she said, pleased that he had figured it out for himself. It was a gentle reminder to him that he not only understood the rules of the little game they were playing, but also that he was willing to abide by them. ‘But I think you need to apologise.’

‘Sorry, Miss Claire.’

‘Not like that.’ She pushed one foot out in front of him. ‘Kiss it. Show me how sorry you are.’

Normally she would have expected some resistance, but he fell on her foot like a starving man on a gourmet dinner. His lips pressed against the tip of her shoe in a barrage of soft kisses, one after another, and she found herself wishing that she was wearing something other than a pair of simple pumps. This kind of treatment almost felt as though it was wasted on them. How much better would it have been if she had been wearing full on, knee-high dominatrix style fuck-me boots – something he could really worship? Even another pair of her shoes would have done: strappy sandals, or razor-pointed stiletto heels that were too impractical to wear. That would have been something, it really would.

He’s thought about doing this before.

The thought crossed her mind as she watched him. There was no hesitation, no doubt in his actions: he kissed her feet like someone who had been waiting his entire life to be put in that situation. When she slipped one foot out of the confines of its pump and placed it back on the floor, he let out a barely-audible moan of what sounded like pleasure.

Today really has just been full of surprises, she thought.

‘Stop,’ she said at least, once she had grown tired of his pampering attention; there were other things to attend to. He pulled himself backwards to a kneeling position almost immediately, despite his obvious reluctance. ‘There’ll be plenty more time for that later,’ she said. ‘For now, I want to see you. Stand up.’

‘Yes, Miss Claire.’

His encounter with her feet seemed to have made his shyness all but disappear. Rather than trying to argue with her or hide his nudity, he stood up in front of her almost eagerly, proud to show off the seven or so inches that stood out proudly in front of him. She had expected him to be well-endowed, and she had heard stories of his size before, but seeing it in the flesh was another matter entirely. It was shapely and smooth, neatly trimmed, and crying out for her attention. A drop of precome was beginning to form at the head: proof, as if its hardness were not enough, that he was enjoying this little humiliation game just as much as she was. She could only begin to imagine what the inside of her panties looked like.

She walked over to him, pressing her body close against his, and allowed her fingernails to walk gently down his body towards his cock. She ran the tips of her fingers across it, relishing the feeling of it twitching in response, before she took it in a gentle grip.

‘For the next eight hours,’ she said as firmly as she could manage, ‘this belongs to me. Just like the rest of you. Do you understand me?’

He nodded, biting his lip as he tried to keep his mind focused against the onslaught of sensations. ‘Yes Miss Claire,’ he stammered out eventually. ‘It’s all yours.’

‘Good boy.’

She stepped back and gave him a gentle push onto the bed: not enough that he couldn’t have resisted, but more than enough to make it clear that was where she needed him. Suddenly, she was on top of him, kissing him, grinding against him, guiding his arms above his head to the wrought iron headboard, perfect for...

Click.

The handcuffs were out in a flash, and he found himself secured and helpless yet again. This time, though, there was no complaint and no argument. She watched him flex against the steel, but they were just as tight now as they were before: there was no give whatsoever.

She stepped off him then, secure that he was going nowhere, and headed to the middle of the room. ‘Watch,’ she said, but it was unnecessary: there was no way he was going to be able to focus on anything but her.

She slipped her shirt over her head and tossed it into one of the half-filled boxed; a few seconds later her jeans followed, and she stood in front of him in nothing but her underwear. He took a deep breath, as though he was wondering if this was really happening.

He seemed to approve; there was no trace of a smirk on his face, and all of his smartass responses seemed to be failing him. Instead, he looked up at her with lustful admiration, his eyes falling across a body that he had never even suspected might have been lurking under her clothes.

‘You like what you see?’ she asked, already knowing the answer.

She fell on him, planting kisses all along his torso. Her figure was in far better shape than she had expected, and the pleasant surprise of his toned figure deserved attention. Apparently his body was sensitive; as her lips traced paths across his skin and up to his chest, he wriggled appreciatively, still doing his best to stay silent. It was only once she took his left nipple between her teeth and gave it a slight pinching bite that he moaned, not out of discomfort but instead out of sheer arousal.

That was the trigger – her signal to move in.

She slipped off her underwear and positioned herself above his cock, teasing herself with the tip. The feeling of her clit rubbing against the head of his dick made Paul moan, and when she lowered herself onto him – by God, he felt so big inside her – she felt a gasp of her own well up in her throat.

This was it: this was what she had dreamt of for so long.

Eagerly, he began thrusting his body upwards, desperate to bury himself in her pussy right up to the hilt.

‘No,’ she said, resting a hand gently on his chest to stop him. ‘Not yet.’ She couldn’t take it yet. First, she just wanted a moment to savour the glorious fullness of him inside her – her toy, her plaything, her Paul, right where she wanted him.

Slowly, she began to move up and down, teasing him as much as she was teasing herself. Every time she lowered her body – half-inch by glorious half-inch – she felt him stretch her, fill her, fuck her. She saw the look of intense concentration on his face as he resisted the urge to move and take her, but the cuffs and her weight on top of his body stopped him even if his willpower couldn’t.

He was hers. He seemed to know that now. Before, it had been a game – a joke that could have been called off lightly at any time – but now, buried inside her, it was real.

Her hips met his at last: she had all of him that she could take. Now it was time to use it.

She rocked her body back and forth, riding his cock on her own terms, taking exactly what she needed from him. Her breasts bobbed in front of her, bouncing gently with the force of her excitement. She saw the fire in his eyes as he stared at them, unable to tear his eyes away.

I need to be touched, she thought.

It was a fleeting desire at first, but the more she let herself dwell on it the more true it became. She needed to feel his hands on her, cupping her breasts, teasing her nipples, grasping at her ass as she rode him.

If she had just wanted to use a cock, she had plenty of options. She wanted him. That was what was important.

As she reached over to the cabinet and the keys that rested on top of it, he looked almost disappointed, as though he thought she had second thoughts and was about to call the whole thing off. From joking about it not half an hour before, now he seemed desperate to stay in the cuffs – as long as that meant continuing.

She leaned in close, her breasts hanging temptingly in front of her face, and unlocked him. ‘This doesn’t change anything,’ she said. ‘You’re still mine, all day.’

‘Yes, Miss Claire,’ he grinned, taking the hint. The moment the second lock fell free, he was on her, his hands running over her eager body like explorers in a new world, desperate to discover every detail. His fingertips played lightly over her nipples, first barely there and then immediately grasping at her breasts firmly, as though he couldn’t get enough of her body.

Somehow, he knew just what she needed.

She moaned as she fucked him, no longer worried about disturbing the neighbours. Tomorrow, she’d be halfway across the city; if there was a time to be loud, now was it. She screamed out with the ecstasy of every thrust, given her body over completely to the feelings that washed over her.

‘Fuck,’ she cried out; no other words seemed to fit. ‘Fuck!’

‘Please,’ he said softly, in a moan that was barely audible beneath her screams.

For a moment she wondered what he meant, but one look into his eyes told her everything she needed to know.

He was asking her for permission to come.

The thought thrilled her; the idea of the power she still wielded over him, even as he rested on top of her, excited her like nothing else. ‘Come for me, pet,’ she said. ‘Be a good boy.’

That was all he needed. He exploded into her, arching his back in pleasure as the wet tightness of her cunt ripped the orgasm from him. A second later she joined him, her body wracked with pleasure at the feeling of him filling her and the realisation that he hadn’t come – wouldn’t come – without her telling him to.

They collapsed back into each other and she laid her body down on top of his, her head on his chest, waiting there with his arms wrapped around her and listening to the sound of his racing heartbeat return to normality.

Was that it, though? She still had most of her time left. Could she reach up and grab those handcuffs again, secure him to the bed, stretch it out for the full eight hours – or perhaps longer, even? Or would the old Paul come back, full of biting sarcasm and an inability to take anything seriously?

She waited, unwilling to make a move and risk destroying the illusion. For now, it was perfect.

It wasn’t long before she felt him stir beneath her, and for a second she managed to convince herself that he was preparing himself to leave – to walk out of the door and forget any of this had ever happened. Instead, he moved his lips down close to her and planted a chaste kiss on the top of her head.

‘Thank you, Miss,’ he said softly, almost to himself. ‘Thank you so much.’

With her face nuzzled into the taut muscles of his chest, content that she couldn’t be seen, Claire smiled a smile that she didn’t think would fade for a long time.

‘Good boy,’ she said at last, settling into the realisation of what had just happened, and what it might mean for the future.

The boxes could wait.
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