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Girl of a Thousand Positions

Rose de Fer

‘I want you to promise me two things.’

Alice finished her tea and set the cup down. ‘Anything, Lili. You know you don’t even need to ask.’

The old lady smiled, her wrinkled face not diminishing the beauty she had clearly once possessed. There was still something of a youthful sparkle in her eyes. Alice often found it hard to believe that her great-grandmother was nearly a century old. She looked twenty years younger at least.

‘First thing,’ Lili said. ‘You must promise me that you’ll make the most of your inheritance.’

Alice winced. ‘Oh Lili, I don’t like to think about that. I don’t want to imagine you not being here and I don’t care if you leave me anything at all.’

Lili held up one graceful, pale hand and continued as though she hadn’t been interrupted. ‘You must use it as it was intended to be used. Promise me.’

‘Very well, I promise.’

‘And the second thing. I want the world to remember me as I was. Don’t let me be forgotten.’

Alice wilted with relief. ‘Please! I bore everyone rigid with stories about you and your days in Hollywood. I post pictures and clips of your old movies on Facebook and Twitter all the time. There’s no way you’ll ever be forgotten.’

Lili was smiling, a funny, cryptic little smile. ‘That’s good,’ she said. For a moment it seemed like she wanted to add something else, but then she just patted Alice’s hand. ‘I knew I could trust you. You’re a good girl. I know you’ll keep your word.’

There was something in the gravity of Lili’s tone that puzzled Alice. She narrowed her eyes. ‘Is there something you’re not telling me?’

Lili shook her head. ‘Nothing that won’t ultimately delight you,’ she said. ‘You may be surprised, but I know you’ll understand. Now, how about another cup of tea?’

Alice was desperately curious to know what the big secret was, but it was clear that was to be the last word on the subject. She knew any further questions would only earn her a knowing smile, but no more information. Not that it mattered; she’d made a promise and she would keep it.

Whatever it was.

‘Well, I guess that’s all of it,’ Alice said, looking around at the scattering of crates and boxes. All afternoon she’d helped the executor, a dark-eyed, dark-haired man named Jake Harmon, sort through her great-grandmother’s belongings, first finding and then boxing up the things Lili had wanted to go to charities, and the things going to distant relatives. The house itself had been bequeathed to Alice.

‘OK,’ Jake said, his voice tinged with sadness. ‘I’ll tell the movers they can take it away tomorrow.’

Alice nodded and wandered back into the hallway, where a procession of glamorous photographs of Lili hung. Black and white stills of her at the height of her youth and beauty. Here she was in a line of dancing girls with finger waves and high-kicking legs. Here she was in the arms of some silent-movie hero. Here she was in her first talkie, as a black-veiled femme fatale, smiling sexily as she clasped a revolver in one gloved and bejewelled hand.

Remember me as I was.

Alice would make sure of it. But why had Lili been so cryptic about it? And how was Alice supposed to ‘make the most of’ the house if Lili was no longer in it? Now it was just a collection of empty rooms, each one haunted by memories.

‘You’re really going to miss her, aren’t you?’

Alice scrubbed away a tear as Jake appeared behind her and put his hands on her shoulders. All day they’d been in close contact, stumbling over each other and getting in each other’s way as they cleared the house – Alice’s house, she reminded herself – of the things Lili had left to others. It wasn’t much, but it had still been hard work. Jake’s presence had been a welcome distraction, though, and Alice had found herself inexplicably drawn to him. Of course it could simply be that he was exactly her type – lean and toned, dark and broodingly handsome, with vintage good looks. She could almost imagine Lili had hand-picked him for just that reason.

‘Lili was my best friend,’ Alice told him. ‘She was my hero.’

Jake gazed at the photos on the wall, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. ‘You look like her, you know.’

‘I wish!’

‘I’m serious.’ He took one down – a classic 20s glamour shot – and held it up to Alice’s face to compare the two. ‘See? I was right. Change the hair and make-up and you could be her.’

Alice snatched the photo away and looked into the eyes of a Lili her own age. Jake was right. The resemblance was striking. How had she never noticed it before? She felt intensely flattered.

‘So she was an actress?’ 

‘Yeah. A proper Old Hollywood star. Mostly silent films, but a few talkies later on in the 30s and 40s.’

‘Lili Wessex. Hmm. How come I’ve never heard of her?’

‘She never really got the break she deserved. She always claimed it’s because she wasn’t much of an actress, but I’ve seen loads of her films and she’s fantastic. Every bit as good as Louise Brooks or Greta Garbo or any of the big stars of the time.’

They were both silent for a while as they admired the photos. Alice stole a look at Jake when he didn’t know he was being watched. He really was attractive. She hadn’t had a boyfriend in two years and she supposed it was loneliness that made her venture a suggestion. ‘Would you like to watch one of her films? With me?’

Jake smiled as though he’d been wishing, but not daring to hope, that Alice would ask. ‘I’d love that,’ he said.

‘She left me the house, and that includes my favourite room.’

Jake looked intrigued and Alice was happy to be able to play the cryptic one for a change. She took him by the hand and led him to a door at the end of the corridor. His face was a picture as she unlocked and opened it to show him a tiny private cinema, complete with antique projector. A shelf of film canisters lined the back wall.

‘This is amazing,’ Jake said, looking genuinely excited. ‘Do you know, I’ve only ever seen one silent movie in my life.’

‘Which one?’

‘Phantom of the Opera, with Lon Chaney.’

‘Oh, Lili loved him! She got to work with him once. She said he was a real gentleman. But he never went out. Apparently he hated the whole Hollywood lifestyle and … what’s that?’

Jake turned to see what she was looking at and shrugged. ‘I have no idea. I’ve never been in here, remember?’

Sitting in front of the curtained screen was a large cardboard box. There was no writing on the outside, but an envelope was taped to the top. Alice’s name was written there, in Lili’s hand.

‘That’s funny,’ Alice said. She removed the envelope and fingered the flowery lettering.

Jake smiled. ‘Well, aren’t you going to open it?’

She tore the envelope open and withdrew a sheet of paper.

‘Dearest Alice,’ she read aloud, ‘this is the Real Me. This is my true legacy. Remember your promise.’

She raised her eyes from the note to stare at Jake in bewilderment. But only for a moment. Then she was tearing open the box.

‘What the hell …?’

It was filled with film cans.

‘“My true legacy”,’ Jake echoed. ‘Are they lost films?’

‘They must be. She made me promise to … we made a sort of pact and … I just can’t believe this.’

Alice picked up one of the canisters and read the faded label, scrawled in old-fashioned handwriting. ‘Good-Time Girl. I’ve never heard of it, but then I’m no expert on silent films.’

She put it aside and took out another. Then another. The canisters were smaller than the ones on the back wall. ‘Deleted scenes?’ she wondered aloud. ‘Or maybe they’re just shorts.’

Jake read out the titles. ‘A Choice Bit of Calico. Bootleg Betty. What the Chambermaid Saw.’

Alice shook her head in disbelief. ‘Why didn’t she ever show me these? She must have known I’d want to see them.’

‘Well, she obviously wants you to see them now. Let’s put one on.’

Alice picked up the topmost can and carefully removed the film reel. She threaded it through the projector and turned it on.

She and Jake made themselves comfortable in the plush cinema chairs as the grainy film stuttered into life on the screen. After some spots and pops and scratches, a jittery title card came up: ‘WHAT THE CHAMBERMAID SAW’.

An elegant couple strolled along a street with vintage cars moving silently in the background. An intertitle introduced them as Mr and Mrs Pinkering. Their movements seemed comically speeded up and Alice giggled in anticipation of some Chaplinesque pratfall. But a clumsy splice made the film jump directly to the pair’s bedroom, where they began to undress.

It looked like the work of an amateur, but the director clearly had artistic aspirations, as the camera panned back and through a dark tunnel that revealed itself to be a keyhole. The classic voyeur’s point of view. The couple were now in their underclothes and Alice was surprised at just how much of Mrs Pinkering was on display. Her nipples were clearly visible beneath her thin shift.

Then the shot cut to the spying chambermaid and Alice gasped in delight at the familiar face. ‘It’s Lili!’

Then she gasped again as she realised what the chambermaid was doing. One hand had vanished beneath her short, frilly skirt and the camera zoomed in to show it moving deep inside her vintage bloomers. Alice blushed to the roots of her hair as the realisation of Lili’s secret hit her like a bomb.

‘Oh, my God,’ she whispered.

Jake looked just as shocked. He had slid down in his seat and was doing his best to stifle a grin. When Alice met his eyes, they both burst into helpless laughter.

‘I guess that would explain why she wasn’t welcome in mainstream Hollywood,’ Jake said.

Alice nodded. She was shocked, certainly, but not offended. That her great-grandmother had been a vintage porn star was perfectly in keeping with the woman’s feisty personality.

The film was really getting interesting now. Mrs Pinkering was pointing at the camera, at the keyhole, and there was a campy reaction shot of the naughty chambermaid as the door was flung open by Mr Pinkering. In case his outrage was in question, a helpful intertitle appeared: ‘BAD GIRL!’ 

The man dragged the protesting maid inside and it was obvious what was about to happen. Alice squirmed in her seat. Part of her desperately wanted to shut off the film and finish watching it – and all the others – later, by herself. But she glanced sidelong at her companion, who looked every bit as aroused as he was fascinated, and decided it would be more fun to watch it with an audience.

‘PLEASE, SIR! MADAM! I AM SORRY!’

But Mr Pinkering wasn’t having any of it. He pulled the protesting girl over his knee and began to spank her. Lili kicked and struggled so much that Mrs Pinkering felt obliged to take hold of her wrists and hold her still.

The embarrassment was exquisite. Alice had never felt such powerful empathy with a film character in her life. That was her own flesh and blood up there, her closest and most beloved relative. It was as though a part of Alice herself was on-screen.

The camera zoomed in to show Lili’s wriggling bottom as her angry master flipped up her skirt and pulled her bloomers down to her knees. It was clear from the darker colouring of Lili’s cheeks that there was no fakery, and Alice suspected that her kicks and cries were every bit as real.

‘OWW! OH! SIR, PLEASE!’ Lili yelped and pleaded in histrionic capitals while the action continued in silence. Alice’s mind provided the soundtrack. She winced in sympathy with every slap and smack, and her own bottom began to tingle as Lili’s grew redder and redder. Well, darker grey anyway.

When Alice didn’t think she – or Lili – could take any more, the spanking stopped. Now Mr Pinkering was stroking the maid’s poor punished bottom, cooing to her in silly intertitles. His rubbing became more lascivious as Lili wriggled about on his knee. Mrs Pinkering was soon joining in, and then the kinky couple had their naughty maid on the bed and were undressing her completely.

Alice pressed her hands against her burning face as she watched her great-grandmother stripped naked. She was beautiful, with a body to match. She raised her long dancer’s legs in the air and parted them to reveal her sex, thatched with pale hair that she must have dyed to match the hair on her head. The camera pushed in for a good view of her pussy as the Pinkerings caressed and stroked her. Mrs Pinkering kissed the dewy little slit, flicking her tongue over Lili’s clit while Mr Pinkering played with her breasts, pinching and teasing her nipples into erect peaks.

The title writer had stopped intruding now that there was no need to explain the plot or elucidate dialogue. Alice didn’t need any help to imagine Lili’s moans and gasps as both master and mistress toyed with her. Lili was astonishingly flexible, a talent they exploited fully, putting her in a variety of different positions while they sucked and fucked her. Alice had inherited some of that flexibility, but nowhere near as much as she’d have liked once she saw its full potential in Lili.

Her panties were soaked by the time the reel clattered to a halt and the loose end of the filmstrip whipped against the projector. She hurriedly went to turn it off. Her hands shook as she removed it and placed it carefully back in its canister. She was still blushing so hard she didn’t think she could face her guest. He hadn’t said a word since the real action had begun.

‘Well,’ she said at last, just to say something. Anything.

Jake got unsteadily to his feet and Alice couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his trousers. He cleared his throat and met her eyes with a sheepish grin. ‘That was … quite something.’

Alice could only nod. Silence spooled out between them like a dropped reel of film. When they finally spoke, they did so in unison.

‘Would you like to—’

‘Maybe we could—’

Alice laughed. ‘You first.’

He smiled. ‘I was going to suggest a double bill.’

Alice returned his smile, relieved and excited. ‘So was I. It was Lili’s final wish, after all. Make the most of my inheritance. That’s what she made me promise. She said not to let her be forgotten.’

‘I can guarantee I’ll never forget that,’ Jake said.

‘Me either.’

They both looked back at the open box, a treasure trove of secret delights.

One by one, they took out all the film cans. There were 47 in all. Alice’s heart swelled with pride at the body of work, at Lili’s obvious pride in preserving them. These probably weren’t even all she had made. Surely other people – directors, producers, actors, collectors – must have some as well. Maybe there was even a preservation society for films like Lili’s.

All the titles were intriguing, but some of the slang expressions were downright mystifying.

‘What the hell is a “bearcat”?’ Alice said, squinting at the handwriting on a peeling label. ‘Or a “floorflusher” for that matter?’

Jake shook his head with a laugh. ‘I’m sure they’d have been just as confused by our terms. Hey, I like the look of this one: Molls and Dolls.’

Alice had to laugh. Guys hadn’t changed in a hundred years. ‘Sounds good,’ she said, taking the canister from him. She threaded the film through the projector and they resumed their seats as it began.

Two flappers laden with shopping bags and hatboxes were giggling outside a shop window displaying Roaring Twenties fashions. The blonde was Lili. She didn’t really have the boyish figure for the fringed dress and ropes of pearls she wore. Her breasts were rather larger than most women’s of the period. But, of course, the audience for these particular films wouldn’t have been too concerned with how fashionable the actresses looked wearing clothes. From what Alice had seen of her naked, Lili would still be a hit today.

Suddenly, an old car screeched to a silent halt on the street behind them. The girls threw up their hands in fright, dropping their parcels as two pinstriped figures emerged from the car, holding tommy guns. They were both women. An intertitle popped up. ‘YOU TWO! IN THE CAR!’

The flappers obeyed and there was a lovely close-up of them huddling together on the back seat before a dissolve relocated the action to a swanky hotel room. The kidnap victims were gagged and tied to chairs while the molls stripped out of what were presumably their gangster boyfriends’ pinstriped suits. Underneath, each wore a silk chemise and what looked like a cross between a girdle and a garter belt. The camera panned up their black-stockinged legs and over their bodies while they contrived sexy poses, chatting to each other and taunting their captives.

Alice couldn’t help but laugh. ‘I could almost have believed it was a normal film until now.’

Jake agreed, then added, ‘There’s something quite sexy about period underwear, don’t you think?’

‘Yeah. It looks so constricting, like a corset, but it’s actually showing off everything it’s pretending to conceal.’ She stopped short of confessing that she’d always wanted to wear something like it.

Lili and her friend struggled against the ropes, pleading with their eyes. But the molls showed no pity. The taller one, a leggy brunette, crossed to a cupboard and took out what looked like a riding crop. She smiled cruelly at the girls as she slapped it against her palm.

‘NO ONE DOUBLE-CROSSES US!’

Alice felt her face turn scarlet as the flavour of the action became clear. She was beginning to sense a theme in Lili’s pictures, a theme she’d often explored in her own fantasies, but never revealed to a living soul. The film was putting all her secret desires on-screen.

Then the camera iris closed itself, trapping Lili inside a diminishing circle until the screen was black. When the iris opened again, both girls were untied and crouching on the floor, clinging to each other. The director was clearly a leg man, as the low shot favoured the molls’ thighs, calves and feet as they walked back and forth and circled their prey.

Then the tall brunette grabbed Lili and dragged her over by the bed while the other moll took Lili’s friend into an adjoining room. Lili clasped her hands and beseeched her captor, ‘PLEASE, NO!’

But the other woman was merciless. She threw back her head with a theatrical laugh and then proceeded to strip her prisoner, slowly and sensually, making a show of exposing her charms to the camera. The director lingered on shots of her legs, before focusing on what was between them.

A glance over at Jake confirmed that he was enjoying the sight and Alice felt herself grow even wetter at the thought of his arousal.

On the screen, the dominatrix towered over Lili, who crouched naked on the floor. She kissed and stroked the other woman’s feet and legs, peering up at her and batting her eyes, like a pet trying desperately to please its owner. But the cruel woman wasn’t satisfied with Lili’s efforts and soon she hauled Lili to her feet and pushed her face-down on the bed.

Alice gave a little cry as the first stroke of the riding crop landed on Lili’s bottom, then covered her face in embarrassment. The only sound was the rattle of the projector, but she could easily imagine the sounds the punished Lili would be making. They would be the same sounds she had fantasised about making herself.

Just as in the other film, the action was clearly not faked. Soon Lili’s bottom was peppered with darker marks from the riding crop, but she made no attempt to avoid the whipping. Quite the contrary; she was writhing lasciviously and making such a display of herself that no one could possibly doubt she was loving every minute of her ‘torture’. The action was interspersed with unnecessary dialogue, all of it cheesy and silly, but none of it could dispel the unquestionably erotic atmosphere. 

When the dominatrix had had her fun, she threw aside the crop and produced a length of rope. Alice’s sex throbbed in response and she realised she was squeezing her thighs together to stimulate herself. Jake moved beside her and, for one fearful moment, she thought he was getting up to leave. But he only extended his hand to take her by the arm. Although her limbs felt made of liquid, she managed to get to her feet and cover the tiny distance between them. She stood before him, trembling with both anxiety and lust.

He didn’t make her suffer long. He slid a hand up underneath her skirt and found her panties. His fingers gripped the elastic band and pulled them down to her knees. Once there, they slipped down to her ankles, hobbling her. Next he lifted her skirt and tucked the hem into the waistband. Then he turned her around and sat her on his lap, facing the screen. The intertitles did the work for her, declaring her excitement in writing.

She wilted like a flower, sinking down to straddle the hard, warm length of his cock. She’d been so focused on the movie that she hadn’t even noticed him unfastening his trousers. Now his hands were around her waist and his cock stirred beneath her, growing harder between her inner thighs as they both watched the action on the screen.

Lili was now tied spread-eagled to the bed, where she continued to wriggle and moan as her captor knelt over her. She stroked Lili’s breasts, tickling the nipples into stiffness before lowering her lips to kiss them. She circled each one with her tongue, fluttering it against the hard little buds. Lili tossed her head from side to side and strained against the ropes, but she was held fast.

Beneath her, Jake adjusted himself until he was angling his cock up towards Alice’s sex. She parted her thighs and writhed along with Lili as she manoeuvred herself into position. He was huge, and she cried out as he slid inside her, impaling her. For a long time she sat perfectly still, loving the sensation of being so completely filled.

On the screen, Lili’s captor was stroking the sleek folds of Lili’s sex as a prelude to slipping several fingers inside her.

Alice gasped along with Lili as Jake began to move inside her, thrusting in and out. She had to clutch the arms of the seat to raise herself up for him, grinding her hips and clenching her muscles for maximum stimulation.

The events on the screen began to blur as his thrusts grew more and more passionate. The clattering projector only seemed to intensify the sensations, as though his cock were vibrating inside her, shaking her apart.

He released her waist and his hands crept up under her shirt. She whimpered softly as he pulled it up to expose her breasts, restrained in a soft cotton bra. She’d have definitely worn sexier clothes if she’d known anything like this was going to happen. Not that it mattered in the small darkened cinema. Jake wasn’t interested in her bra anyway, only in what it contained. His fingers found the erect pebbles of her nipples, straining against the thin fabric. She shuddered as he stroked them, the stimulation almost overwhelming. Then he slid his hands inside the cups and pushed the material down to expose her.

Alice arched her back, grinding on his cock as hard as she could, flexing her inner muscles and twisting against him. A powerful climax was coming, for both her and Lili, who had been joined by the others at some point. Now both molls and dolls were having their wicked way with each other. Alice didn’t know where to look any more, so she closed her eyes and let the real sensations consume her. Jake kneaded her breasts as he continued to fuck her, exciting her beyond anything she had ever known.

Her gasps and cries grew frantic and he dropped one hand to her lap, seeking and finding her clit. The touch was like electricity and spasms overtook her as she came. Her own racking orgasm triggered Jake’s and he made primal, animal noises into her back as he exploded inside her.

For several moments, the only sounds were their mutual gasping and panting and the projector’s noisy rattle. Alice opened her eyes. The orgy was still in full swing, which made her feel even further spent. Then, suddenly, the film stopped and froze, and in the split second before Alice realised what was happening, the image on the screen turned reddish brown and began to dissolve in a big, melting blob.

Hurriedly, she scrambled off Jake’s lap and switched the projector off. Her hands were still shaking from the climax and now she was trembling from the near-disaster. She quickly removed the reels and set them aside, frowning down at them. She had quite forgotten the state she was in until she looked back at Jake, who was eyeing her with a smile.

She broke into laughter. ‘Oops,’ she said. ‘I guess it did get a little hot in here.’

‘Mmm,’ he said, crossing to her and gathering her in his arms before she could adjust her clothing to cover herself. ‘Not as hot as it’s going to get.’ Then he squeezed her bottom and gave her a sharp smack that made her yelp.

Alice bit her lip as Lili’s words came back to her.

You must use it as it was intended to be used.

Oh, she had. And she would again. She had no idea if Jake was part of the inheritance as well, but she intended to make the most of him too, one film at a time.


Mirror Mirror

Ashley Hind

The shop I own used to be a pet shop. That doesn’t mean I’m forever finding fossilised budgies in dark crannies or having tropical snakes rearing out of cupboards and whipping up my skirt. It does, however, mean that the shop didn’t need a large display at the front. Instead it had a small window display and counter area, then a step up through a doorway into a larger square space with a high ceiling. Which suited me just fine, no alterations needed. I sell mirrors and lights and that is all. Don’t come here if you want a rare pufferfish, because those days are gone. Only come to me if you want a ceiling light or a mirror to hang upon your wall. As you can imagine, I don’t get loads of people in. A few a day to keep me going. I like to think it allows me to deliver a more discerning, more personal service. I don’t imagine the stick insects were exactly bombing out of the door either. 

He left me one day without a word. Not even a note. Two years of what I thought was pretty deep entanglement suddenly proved ridiculously easy to slip free of. To this day I have no idea if he’d found someone else, if there was some hidden stress he couldn’t share, or if I was just simply too much of a face-ache to spend another second with. It knocked me, for sure. The shock still reverberates through my life even if I’m not always fully conscious of it. The unanswered whys have eroded my foundations and keep me guessing. I’m not old enough for him to have got himself a much younger model. I think I’m reasonably easy to live with and fun to be around. I don’t suppose you ever have a true sense of your aesthetic appeal but I haven’t to date cracked any of my stock simply by looking at it. 

Something in me made him run, though. If I’d known what, perhaps I could have reacted. Instead I have to make do with silent bouts of introspection, of staring at myself to try and spot the fatal flaw so I can eradicate it before trying to gather the courage to start again with someone new. I study that time with him from all angles but still I cannot see the cracks, so how will I spot such things again? Since in all ways I’d had the stuffing removed from me, I decided the best thing was to immerse myself in something to keep my mind elsewhere. My ever-thoughtful grandma passed her collection of antique mirrors on to me and charged me with doing something useful with them, and thus my new venture was born. 

I will never be a millionaire from it but my shop does make me proud. I have a knack for bringing in nice items and displaying them well. Hanging at varying heights from the ceiling in the main room are all manner of lights, from antique through to modern, all casting their sparkling glow about the walls, which I always ensure are covered with mirrors of every kind. I try to angle my stock here and there, both to throw the light around and to give illusions of extra space and shaping to the square room. Create the right mood and the customer feels comfortable and will want to stay and explore more. I give them a soft glow any Hollywood lighting director would be proud of. I don’t need anyone running from their own starkly lit reflection. 

In the middle of the floor, to fill the emptiness, is a fabulous and very large modern-style chaise. From the raised end it stretches out to accommodate even the lankiest specimen lying down. It is flat-seated and has no back, so customers can sit either side and peruse my wares in comfort, rather than have to stand around looking at themselves. Most don’t mind the sight of their own face whilst alone but can suddenly become quite shy once I come along to offer assistance. Self-consciousness can take over and that can mean potential buyers fleeing, which is something I don’t need. 

I have shrewdly angled mirrors near my counter so I can keep an eye on browsers in the main room without having to go up through and disturb them – I couldn’t do that if I was selling gerbils. I can create complex views all around the place, bouncing reflection off reflection. I can have my back to you yet still be looking at two or three different aspects of you. Plenty of times I’ve suddenly spun round thinking there was someone there, only to be met by my own reflection in some corner. It’s something you have to get used to. It’s comforting in a way to not feel alone when actually you are, but it is disconcerting too, like you are constantly being spied upon, from all around. 

As it is, it’s mostly me doing the spying, filling the time when unaccountably not one single person in this whole town feels the irresistible pull to buy a plate of silvered glass with their face in the middle of it. I angle my mirror display in the front window so I can see people approaching from either direction. I can do a lot of people-watching this way, whilst apparently not looking at them at all. This fellow, for instance. He’s always enough to stop me doing what I’m doing and sneak a good peek. I don’t see him too often so the welcome sight provokes just a little internal flutter. He has a pleasant face, a handsome face, and he always dresses smartly. And yes, if nothing else occupies my mind, idle moments are spent imagining other details. 

It is almost impossible for anyone to walk past a mirror without looking into it. It’s just instinct. You catch a sight, you look. Of course, if you then see me inside looking back you may quickly avert your gaze, staring straight ahead as if you weren’t just gawping at yourself. Or you may feign sudden interest in another mirror, as if there was no vainness at all behind your desire to check out my window display. 

He’s no different. As usual he’ll turn his head my way, eyeing the low mirrors along the front, noting the reflection of his always smart shoes below the neatly tapered trousers. Then he will look up and see me there, apparently coincidentally distracted from my work at that very moment, so that our eyes meet as if by accident. Then he will give me a little smile and a nod to confirm that familiarity has given us some kind of connection, albeit through a plate-glass window. It used to be just a nod but recently a smile has been added, giving me another little flutter and a burst of warmth that can last a while after he looks away again and proceeds to wherever it is he goes. 

So here he comes. I’ve got my technique down these days; I’m a true expert now. Keep the head bowed but the eyes up so you can watch his approach. It’s all about timing. There’s his sideways glance, down at the mirrors. Hold for just a second. Now look up to meet his gaze. And there it is, along with the burst of warmth inside. Hold those kind, brown eyes. Melt just a little. Allow yourself fleeting notions of romance. See the little smile break instinctively across his lips – nice kissable lips, if you want to really to embellish the moment. Give a shy nod back and allow a slight smile to flicker whilst wishing your cheeks didn’t colour so much and make you look like some blushing virgin from a Jane Austen novel. Then watch him walk away, being sure to grab a sneaky back view as he goes out of sight. 

Except that this time he doesn’t go. He passes the door and is heading away when he suddenly stops, his eyes down on a particular mirror in the far corner of the window. He is studying it. It’s a modern design so I think it might be genuine interest – it’s the kind I’d expect someone like him to be drawn to. Not that I know him at all, of course – outside my head, that is. He really is studying it. He’s looking at one behind it too – another modern design. And now he is coming back, eyes still on the mirrors rather than me, but my heart has started to race a little and he is coming in for sure, opening the door to the accompaniment of a burst of traffic noise. I actually feel my legs going weak. 

He smiles my way, since we do kind of know each other in that eye-each-other-up way. It’s the same smile you’d get from someone who’d been checking you out from across the room at a party. 

‘Do you mind if I look around?’ he asks.

Of course I don’t – despite the weak knees. His voice is pretty much as I’d imagined it. Polite without being posh. 

‘Please do. There’s plenty more through there.’ 

My voice doesn’t sound too shaky, thank heavens. He smiles his gratitude and goes up to the main room. All my carefully placed spy mirrors can now come into their own and I can stay where I am and compose myself – it is, after all, simply a guy on his own in my shop. It’s not the first time. Just because he smiles as he passes doesn’t mean he’s not here on serious business. He’s giving the mirrors some pretty genuine-looking attention, or so it seems. He can’t see that I can see him. Or so I think. Actually, I can’t be sure he hasn’t found an angle of his own and is perfectly aware I’ve been covertly checking him out. That kind of forces me into action, whether my legs are ready for it or not. I go up the step and into the room and ask him if there is anything I can help him with. The kind, brown eyes fix on me. 

‘I keep meaning to come in here,’ he says. ‘I don’t know why it’s taken me so long. It’s embarrassing how bare the walls in my flat are. I was always going away, often abroad, so I never really saw it as my home. So now I’m spending more time there I ought to do something about that.’ 

His tone is mellow but he has self-assurance. Plenty of people clam up when I approach and make it plain they don’t want to talk. He is immediately open and even shares something of himself. Any salesman needs to find a common level with a potential customer but he’s kindly giving it to me on a plate. I’ll let you into a secret: there’s not much to talk about regarding mirrors. Some of my antique ones have a story but with the rest it’s essentially a case of do you like it or not? Yet he’s telling me about the plain colour of his walls, about how there is no particular style to his flat so nothing would really be out of place, giving me every chance to point out the ones I think are particularly nice or well-crafted.

I like how he looks into my eyes as I talk. But he doesn’t stare. From time to time he looks back at whichever frame we are discussing, so that he doesn’t appear to be there just on some mission to woo me. He might indeed be here with serious intentions to purchase. He seems as warm as I pictured him in my head. He’s intelligent too – you can tell by how he speaks and what he says. His eyes are bright as well as kindly. I really like that. They kind of sparkle when his smile broadens after one of our quips. I think what I like most is how at ease I am in his presence. It’s flirting without any actual flirting taking place. 

But then he says, ‘Does this one always come with that face in it?’ He’s pointing at the one straight ahead of him and I’m two mirrors down. ‘The one you are looking at has got a much nicer one in it.’ 

It causes a bit of a blood rush. It’s the first time I’ve been on the end of flattery for quite a while. I try to make it a nonchalant smile but my cheeks have no doubt given me away. 

‘Face not included, I’m afraid,’ I eventually say. ‘You’ll have to insert your own.’ 

‘Pity,’ he says with a smile and a shrug. It’s a chance for him to pop in a cheeky follow-up like ‘Your face would look great in my flat’, or even go for broke with something like ‘Your face would look great pressed to my pillow’. I’m a little relieved when neither come. I don’t actually know how I’d react to some serious chatting-up. As disarming as he is, I’ve been such a closed book in terms of relationships and romance that I’m not even sure when I’ll be ready to open it again. It’s a dusty old book now and placed on a shelf so high I’d need a set of steps to reach it. Anyway, it’s no matter because a killer line doesn’t come. Instead he tells me he thinks he’s found his favourite mirror.

It’s a nice one; he has taste. I stand beside him but refrain from looking into the glass and catching his eye. Just moving to his side brings a myriad reflections all around, like a crowd is milling about the room. I reach up to flick over the price ticket so he can see the damage. I am close enough to catch his scent. It’s as welcoming as everything else about him.

‘You are single,’ he says, his eyes on my hand. Well, that’s whipped the rug from beneath my feet. It is said as a statement rather than a question and it is a statement I cannot deny. Rings on certain fingers are one way we silently tell a part of our story to strangers, however much of ourselves we would normally keep hidden. Having no rings seems to tell just as many tales. The implication is loud and clear: I am available. And his statement was not just a passing observation but a declaration of possibilities. I almost reply that I once thought I was close to wearing one. But what is that to him or to anyone? It never happened. 

‘Yes’ is what I actually reply, stopping at that because there is nothing to add. I am indeed available, although I hadn’t thought of myself in such simple terms. Worse still, I am already seeking out a reflection of his fingers, checking for rings, instinctively if perhaps unconsciously showing my readiness to collude with him in whatever naughtiness he has in mind in pointing out my lack of husband or fiancé. I spot no glinting gold. I, of course, have a fabulous reason for being single but what is his excuse? Maybe it’s a warning sign I need to heed. Then again he did say he was always away, always travelling back and forth, which isn’t exactly ideal for forging or holding down relationships. Maybe the timing has simply never been right. 

And now we are looking at each other’s reflection in the glass before us. I am tight-lipped and a little flushed of face. He has those sparkly eyes. I’ve not informed him of any boyfriend obstacles so I’ve effectively laid myself open. My breath is not coming as easily as it should. 

‘This mirror,’ he says, looking ahead to see me. ‘I know the size is fine. I’d just like to visualise it in my flat first. Would you mind if I came back to have another look at it?’

Despite feeling I could be getting out of my depth here, I still feel a pang of disappointment that he is going to leave. It’s offset by the prospect of seeing him again. 

‘No, of course not,’ I say, trying to sound businesslike rather than desperate. 

‘Would you mind if I asked you a question in the meantime?’

My cheeks continue to give me away. I am an amateur at this flirting malarkey and he can see in my face I am there for the taking. I couldn’t stop his question even if I wanted to. 

‘No, of course not,’ I find myself saying for the second time, seemingly intent on sounding like one of the parrots they used to sell here.

‘Well, there is one thing I find completely irresistible in a woman – apart, of course, from her having eyes just like yours.’

Another warm surge goes through me. I’m starting to tremble a little but I hold his gaze. I can’t just let this hang there. He knows I have to ask.

‘And what might that be?’ I say.

‘It will shock you for sure if I tell you.’

Still that sparkle in his eyes. Still that self-assurance. I’m crumbling. Speaking via the mirror, having the ability to see yourself too, makes you so much more self-conscious. It is what makes customers run as you approach, or what can make them rush into a purchase if you can keep them there. And that same self-consciousness is drawing words out of me I might have felt able to subdue if we were talking face-on.

‘I think you have to tell me now,’ I say. 

‘Fine, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.’

‘I’ll consider myself warned.’ 

‘Well, OK. What I find irresistible is when she shaves herself. You know, down there. The question I wanted to ask is whether you have ever tried this?’

We can both see the shock go through me and the bloom deepen in my already pink cheeks. How I remain upright is anyone’s guess. I am so surprised I cannot tell you what I feel. In an instant he sent my belly flipping and my bloodstream fizzing. My knees sagged visibly. Most crucially, the biggest jolt of all came between my legs. The heat has flooded there. In my shock I turn to look at the real him and I jump again when I suddenly see how close we are. I stammer out a response but my mouth has no idea what my brain thinks it should say. 

‘Wha–? I mean … you’re … I mean … what? No! I … no …’

Have I actually just answered his question? How has he made me do that? 

‘You should,’ he says calmly, still with that slight smile and those eyes bright with amusement. ‘And if it doesn’t make you feel sexier than ever before then I will buy every mirror in this place. I’ll make you a deal, in fact: you do it and I promise I will come back tomorrow.’

We are about a foot apart, looking straight at each other, and he’s said this. My pulse has never rushed so fast. 

‘Oh, right, sure, yeah.’ I say. I’m trying to sound sarcastic and look unabashed but my cheeks are aflame, my heart is pounding and the adrenalin is coursing through me, jellifying my legs. ‘And I suppose I’m just meant to hoick up my skirt and show you as you pass?’

‘No, no. You place that mirror in the window, this time tomorrow. If I see it I will know, and I will come in.’ 

That is the deal then, and I just stand aghast, cheeks still burning, bloodstream still fizzing. I have half a thought to ask him, ‘Then what?’ but I already know then what. His smile broadens once more, his eyes give another cheeky twinkle and then he is off with a little nod. If he was a Victorian no doubt he’d have tipped his hat like a gentleman. Except that a real gentleman wouldn’t slay me with such personal, out-there questions and he definitely wouldn’t leave me in this state. I have to shut the shop immediately, of course. I am trembling and mind-shot and itching in places that haven’t itched that badly in years. 

I’m not going to do it, obviously. I perch on the edge of the corner bath with my legs wide open. I have propped a little mirror against the tiled wall opposite so I can clearly inspect my most private place. I’ve been here a while. I made my shower so hot it will be a while longer before I need a towel around me. My skin is still steaming. I have never examined myself this intently. I can’t remember feeling this brazen before. I have even used my fingers to pull the lips apart to see her in all her lewd glory. Any excuse to touch myself there. I am holding off from doing more, despite her calling; some silly subconscious notion about saving myself. 

I imagine he is seeing what I see now, in all that close detail. I imagine that I have shaved as he asked. The thought of laying yourself so bare to someone – especially one whose name you don’t even know. Of feeling that confident and unabashed. Is it ruder to imagine his fingers splaying me apart or my own? The breath and the tingle on my exposed, so delicate skin. The faintest tongue-touch, no barrier at all between him and my most sensitive nerve-endings. It might seem such a run-of-the-mill thing for some women, but to lay yourself so gratuitously naked – I cannot think of a more blatant come-on. Just to do it means you are gagging for it. 

Which is exactly what his deal is about and why it is so transparent. When he spoke about coming back he wasn’t remotely talking about buying mirrors. He was talking about a hot, totally premeditated, naughty fuck with someone you barely knew. No words needed, just a sign. Simply to do now as he suggested could make you hussy enough to go through with the whole thing. And he will be wondering if I will. He might be imagining me doing it, the razor taking off the foam to reveal the smoothest, palest, most vulnerable skin anywhere on my body. Right now he might very well be picturing my shaved cunt, and, as vulgar a thought as that could be, it is also a genuine turn-on. 

Despite the bet he made me, he knows he will never be forced to buy all my stock. He knows I would have to admit he was right. I mean, how could you not feel sexier than ever before when not only were you as smooth and naked and inviting down there as you had ever been, but you were also advertising the fact deliberately as a way to lure a man to you? I’ve been up for a bit of hanky-panky in my time but I’ve never yet put a sign in a shop window to let some passer-by know that my freshly shaved vag needs a damn good seeing-to! 

I feel more open now than I can remember. I feel genuinely sexy for the first time in ages. I feel attractive, and dirty – in a good way. I am hot and wet and I know that right now someone is thinking about me showing off to them, about licking me, about being inside me. His deal is so surreally simple I can hardly think of one good reason not to take him up on it. But I won’t. Something in me will prevent it. The foam and the razor will only get used on my legs. I will clip myself short down there, as I have done countless times before, just to give me a stronger taste of the fantasy. But tomorrow that mirror he so liked will still hang where it hangs now, and when the time comes I will be in the main room so that as he passes I won’t have to look at him.

I almost never bathe in the morning, especially if I’ve showered the night before. Today was an exception. Now I find myself sitting naked on the edge of the bath once more, legs wide open, the mirror still in place where I left it last night. The closely clipped hairs are now covered in shaving foam. The razor is poised in my hand. I can take the fantasy one step further without taking it all the way. That’s what I told myself last night when I couldn’t sleep for thinking about him. I need to feel the cool tingle in my lips as the blades expose me. I need to open myself up again. I need to feel the prickling thrill of my underwear against my bare crotch to remind me what a hussy I can be. I need to have the pulse-quickening excitement of pretending that I might go through with the whole thing, since a more sensual, more erotic moment will surely never come my way again. 

It’s another hot bath so I’m glad to be naked for a while. I’ve left the water in to rinse the foam. Your average gal might not have steam-free mirrors but I’m an expert in the field so I most certainly do. I can see everything in this close, clear detail. I am holding off, I know it. Maybe it’s to savour the moment or maybe it’s because it seems like a personality change and not something to rush. But then anticipation takes over, the razor glides to leave a strip completely smooth, and there is no going back. 

It is erotic. He is on my mind, secretly watching. The urge to play is strong. It is something not to be rushed so it feels like a tease. It gets me tingling, not just from the contact but from the implications of doing it. And the poses required to do the job properly make me feel like a stripper. Wide open, splayed, thrust forward or stuck out backwards at my own reflection. Totally smooth – a new, much naughtier me. The feel of it is so sensual, both when patted dry and afterwards, when the soothing cream has been applied. It is partially innocent but mostly overtly sexual. 

I feel much more self-aware but in a good way. I can become insecure, seeing reflections of myself all day, but today I like it. I feel more confident. As the hour approaches, the devil in me doesn’t run for cover. I take the mirror he liked from the wall and carry it through to give it pride of place in the front window. I still don’t know what doing this will bring but I am willing to find out. For all my nerves, for all the tangles in my belly, I am not going to chicken out and move the mirror back. The only concession I have to make is to put myself in the main room now the time is at hand. I couldn’t just be standing there at the counter as he came by. 

I even have my back to the doorway, although any number of mirrors will let me witness anyone entering behind me. I look at my watch for the hundredth time this hour. I hear the door open and the growl of traffic noise grow and then cease. I am sure I hear the click of the door catch being turned to lock it. The trembling in my legs increases. Sounds tell of an approach and then he is there in reflection. I see him although my back is turned. He is in a plain shirt and those tapered trousers and smart shoes. His expression is serious today, telling me that he is here not for jokes or bets but to carry out what he did in my head last night. He will see my face in some reflection somewhere. He will see I want this deal of his. 

His arms come around me and he presses his lips to the top of my head. He stays like that for maybe a minute, just to calm me and to get me used to the close contact. We can see into each other’s eyes in the mirror before us. No words are going to be needed here. He turns me gently and my arms go around him too. It’s the last sign of my acquiescence he need seek. We both know the deal from here on in. The first touch of skin on skin is electric and goes right through me. His kisses start a lot softer than I’d anticipated but the hunger quickly grows and he even takes my bottom lip between his teeth to bite upon it. The press between us is close, his arms keeping me tight. I can feel the swell of him at my belly. I love his scent. He feels like someone I’ve known for ages. 

His shirt is unbuttoned and comes off as we stand. Mine too. It is not a ripping-off of clothes. It is fast but not frantic, giving me hope that this will not be over before it has barely started. He keeps his lips pressed to mine as he slips off his shoes. He doesn’t wait for me to take the initiative. He undoes his trousers himself and they slip down. Still he keeps our lips in contact as he bends to pull them clear and remove his socks. You wouldn’t think that last thing could be sexy but it so is, especially in these surroundings, where a quick fumble seems the most likely scenario. He wants to do it right. 

As he pulls me in tight again I realise with a start that he is naked. I can feel his stiff pole unleashed against me. Unless his underwear dropped by magic he wasn’t wearing any. That means he came here sure that it would happen. Something about me made him think I would agree to his deal. He doesn’t seem at all fazed at standing here nude with me. I can see him, obviously. All around is his reflection for me to snatch glances of. It could be like being in the most sensual of art galleries except that I am able to seek out the very rudest, most revealing views of him. It is like watching others making love whilst doing it yourself. It is like being watched by others doing it too. It is like being part of an orgy. 

My skirt is unzipped and slips down. The clasp at my back is undone and my breasts fall free. Instinctively I keep close at first but my inhibitions are melting rapidly. There is no hiding here anyway. Only my knickers remain. We both know they are still in place only for a grand unveiling soon to come. His hands are down there, squeezing flesh through thin fabric, pulling me in, searching lower for the tell-tale dampness that betrays my excitement. Then his hands are at my breasts. Our kissing is fevered and wet now, the urgency still growing. 

His head bows and he feasts upon me. I gasp and my eyes open again. In reflection I can see his teeth baring to press and nip at each breast in turn. I can see his tongue-tip swirling and flicking at the little stiff teats, see his cheeks hollow as he sucks hard. It is somehow so much ruder seeing it in reflection – again, like you are witnessing it in others whilst having it done to you. It doubles the intensity. He drops to his knees before me, his hands on my hips. His face is level with my belly, his eyes down. I hear his long exhalation; a victory sigh that his prize is right there for him. I have soaked the fabric of my knickers and he will have my scent in his nostrils. One downward movement of his hands will see my final defences peeled away, revealing the soft mound I shaved purely on his say-so – a man whose name I do not yet know. 

I can see the contours and shadows and muscles of his body. Each mirror tells me something new about him. I can see his long cock straining up for me, the pulse in it. My hands are gripping his hair, my breath heavy as I wait with no patience left. I am dying for him to see me. Then he does. I feel the sweep of lace at my thighs as my knickers come down. The hairs there stand on end. Another long exhalation, this time felt as well as heard, a small, cool gust on my hot puss. His eyes drink me in. I see the sparkle in them, the hunger and raw lust. I’ve never seen this much in a lover before, but then I’ve never made love surrounded by mirrors before. 

I can look just slightly to one side and in a reflection of a reflection of a reflection I can see his fingers deeply imbedded in my behind, ready to pull me to him. There is no bashfulness at the sight because it is like looking at another person, longing for them to be pulled in on that waiting, greedy mouth. Then he is up from his knees looking like he will devour me. As he kisses me I grasp his cock, all my reticence gone now. I don’t think I have ever felt this liberated. He draws me towards the seat in the middle of the floor. The possibilities swarm as vivid, lewd images flashing through my mind. Who knew when I was decking this place out in mirrors and fabulous chaises and soft lighting that I was creating the perfect love nest? 

He places me so that my back is against the upright part of the chaise, my hips towards one edge. He has his hands on my inner thighs, forcing them apart. This was one of the images I saw – perhaps the one I hoped for most. He is on his knees, practically salivating as he closes in ready to eat me. The tease is excruciating as he bides his time, taking me all in. I’ve never seen eyes so hungry for me but still he refuses to rush. I should be glad to be so adored but I’m dying for the touch now. In reflection I see clear spit string down from his lips to land at the very top of my slit, where the ache is greatest. The contact has me sighing but it’s nothing to the torture of the ensuing slow, cooling trickle down between my lips. His kisses are soft upon me again, just the slightest prickle from the hairs already growing back after his morning shave. It has the whole of me tingling. 

His lips and tongue slide in the slickness all over my hairless mound. Teeth graze it. He sucks in a whole mouthful, my clit in there too but the pressure on her not quite enough to have me wailing. His hunger is growing still. I know it’s just as much a tease for him as it is for me but his patience will yield greater satisfaction if only it can be borne. Little flicks drive me mad. Rushes of cooling breath punctuate this teasing. The pleasure gathers, impatient to break. Then, at last, the heat of his mouth is right at my centre, forcing the cry from me as his tongue penetrates and goes deep. The teasing is forgotten. He feasts with abandon, wanting greater depth and spread, not caring how much of my slickness is smeared upon him. In one mirror I see a filthy whore with legs up and wide open being gorged upon by a bare-arsed wild man. 

He tempers his gluttony just for a moment to suck and lap more gently. His fingernails very lightly graze the skin of my inner thighs, causing the hairs to stand up everywhere, except on my totally bald puss. The cool of his breath here remains fabulous, the slippery wetness of the saliva too, mixed with my own bliss. I feel so totally naked and wanton, so relaxed and secure. I feel irresistible, and I have never felt that before. He rises, knowing I am close to coming. His face is covered in my juices. I pull him in, dying for this next rude kiss. As his tongue seeks mine he plunges his cock inside me. 

I soak his balls as he thrusts in and out. All around us are dirty couples fucking each other. We are at the very centre of a hot, urgent orgy. All the couples watch us as I watch them. I look into the eyes of some dirty bitch grasping her lover’s hair. I see another panting hussy give her lover a few smacks on the arse to urge him on. It can’t be my reflection as never in a million years could I be so rude. I watch and I perform, each angle showing new aspects. I realise we could be seen by someone standing at the counter. It strikes me that I don’t even know if there is a way, some sneaky angle somewhere, that a passer-by could view it all from the street. I don’t even care. That’s how lost I am. 

He is now lying on his back where I was, stretched out along the length of the chaise. He manoeuvres me atop him, mirroring his position so both of us are looking up at the ceiling. He guides his cock back into me from underneath, and I open up to let him deeper. His fingers pinch my nipples to make me squirm upon him. Then they travel down my belly, making for my smooth mound. Rather than look down upon my body, some instinct makes me look up. The skinny modern light above us has as a base a large chrome square. In it I see my puss reflected perfectly. I see his cock disappearing inside her. I see his fingers there, stroking at my thighs, tracing lines across the bare skin to make me tingle. I feel the pressure at my throb, two fingertips working in little circles to bring the rapture cascading through me. 

I’ve never even watched myself do this, let alone someone else, let alone whilst I’ve had a cock filling me. It is as rude as anything I’ve seen yet it seems only erotic. I can watch without bashfulness because it’s like watching it being done to someone else, yet with the sensations remotely being transferred into my own body. I can wish for that person to raise her knees to give the cock greater purchase and magically she will. I can watch the tempo of the fingers and feel it perfectly match my own rise of pleasure, so that I am letting myself go in an effort to reach my own climax exactly as this other person does.

It is huge, as I knew it would be. I writhe and cry out and soak him some more. My eyes are shut now. He barely lets the quakes within me die down before he slips clear and lifts me off, standing me on legs that can barely hold my weight. He has to move me because my muscles won’t work properly. He takes me behind the chaise and bends me forward over the raised end. He sinks into me once more; such a joy to have him there again when my puss wasn’t ready for him to leave. It forces another great gasp from me when all the times in the past I barely made any noise at all. 

His thrusts are deep and remorseless, the sensation inside electric. The loud slaps of flesh against flesh are vulgar and delicious. His heavy balls swing through and smack me where I am shaved bare. Through half-closed eyes I see the ripples going through the meat of the hussy’s backside as the gorgeous cock pummels her. She has the flushed, swollen-lipped face of a dirty bitch who loves to be fucked. I know just how she feels. Another huge quake is threatening to hit me but I manage to keep my eyes from shutting and I get to see him slip from me and use his clenched fist to send his hot spurts all up my back. 

I haven’t even been able to move, such is the weakness and rapture. I can picture my reflection all around the room. Vaguely I hear him dress. I don’t know what to say and I haven’t the breath anyway. He kisses my hair. I hear the door open and shut so I know I have to pull myself together and get dressed immediately as anyone could walk in now. I go through to the shop front on legs that don’t want to move. The mirror he liked has gone. On the counter is an envelope containing the cash, along with a note that he must have written beforehand, envisaging this very eventuality. It reads:

Who is the fairest of them all?

You are.

P.S. I might need a few more mirrors. 

I know next time I see my reflection it will be a very different me I find looking back. 


Five Card Stud

Heather Towne

‘Are you serious? Las Vegas?’

Tracy nodded her head, real enthusiastic-like. ‘Why not, honey?’ She smiled, real sultry. ‘To celebrate all that money you’re going to inherit from your uncle.’

I grinned kind of grimly. ‘I don’t have it … yet.’

Tracy sidled up to me at the kitchen counter, pressing her big fake tits into my arm. I’d paid for those, too; at one time had liked them. ‘It won’t be long now,’ the redhead purred. ‘The estate will be fully probated in less than three months.’ 

She kissed me on the cheek with collagen lips, working a wet spot into my stubble with her wheedling tongue. ‘And we’ll have all that money … all to ourselves. Why not start enjoying it now?’

I could think of maybe a hundred reasons she shouldn’t enjoy a plug nickel of my uncle’s dough. I’d married Tracy five years earlier, a humble, respectable carpenter looking to settle down with a wife and family. But, like most of the decisions I’d made in life, this was a bad one. Tracy was strictly interested in good times – with my money – not in a white picket fence and raising kids out in the suburbs. She’d been riding me like a nag ever since she’d said, ‘I do’; when I’d propositioned her when she’d stepped down off that stripper stage. And now, with a rich uncle dead in the ground with no other relations, it looked like her flogged horse had finally come in. 

‘I can think of one reason,’ I said to the woman, narrowing the field. ‘I was a compulsive gambler ten years ago. Remember, I told you?’

She remembered, all right, but her pretty face with the perfect make-up feigned surprise, her lush lips framing an ‘O’. ‘Oh, you’re all over that now, Don. Besides, I’ll keep you honest.’

That was a laugh. And I almost hee-hawed right in her face. Instead, I said, ‘OK. Why not?’ What did I have to lose, after all, except maybe one wife? I was playing with house money, wasn’t I?

We had only been in Las Vegas for a day or so, soaking up the sun around the pool and the food at the buffet, when we met Lance and Carole. Lance was a long, tall drink of milky water, with black hair and eyes, dark-framed, horn-rimmed glasses, an annoying Adam’s apple and sly way of speaking. His wife was a knockout, however. Carole was built along Tracy’s lines, plenty of augmentation along the way, but also plenty of real, natural beauty. She was blonde and tanned, with huge breasts on a lithe, slender body, bright-green eyes and a strong nose and chin. Slim and stacked and then some.

Lance and I, and our wives, had a lot in common: two couples coming together to enjoy all that Sin City had to offer. We went out to dinner at a decent restaurant, and then the dolls played slot machines while the guys tried blackjack (me watching Lance). Then we took in a show. A real raunchy show that got everybody nice and loose, at twenty dollars a drink. Halfway through, Lance had his arm coiled around Tracy and was feeling up one of her tits, while Carole was rubbing my cock through my pants. When in Vegas … 

‘Hey, how ’bout we go back to our suite?’ Lance suggested, after the bare-chested, lip-synching extravaganza had ended. ‘We can have a few more drinks … see what develops.’ He leered at my wife. ‘The night is young, after all. And so are we.’

Carole and Tracy loved the idea. Carole wrapped her arm around my waist and whispered dirty in my ear, then laughed. ‘Maybe we can play a little stud poker, huh, Lance?’ she suggested.

Lance kissed my wife on the lips, his arm still around her shoulders. ‘I don’t know about that. Tracy tells me Don is quite the stud with the cards.’

‘Oh, cards …’ Carole murmured, smiling seductively. 

‘At one time I was,’ I muttered, not liking at all the direction this evening was taking. ‘But not any more.’

Tracy giggled, giving Lance’s cock a friendly squeeze and winking at Carole. ‘He’s quite the stud in other ways, too, Carole.’

Lance and Carole laughed, all three looking eagerly at me. ‘Looks like I might be the big loser tonight,’ Lance said, faking a pout.

My wife kissed him. ‘Nobody’s going to be a loser tonight. Carole and I will see to that. Right, Carole?’

Carole tightened her grip on my cock. ‘Right.’

My ego and dick both swelled, blood pounding in my body and groin, excitement at cards and arousal at Carole competing equally for my interest. I was just like they like them in Vegas – not thinking straight.

Lance and Carole had a room conveniently on the twelfth floor of the same casino-hotel we were staying at. It was just like ours, nice and spacious, furnished in white. Only it wasn’t ours, so I was leery of the set-up, despite Carole doing everything she could to distract me.

She kept my glass filled and snuggled up tight against me on the white leather couch across from her husband and my wife sharing a white leather chair. Tracy was stretched out in Lance’s lap, her long, smooth, bare legs loosely crossed, her bare arm around the guy’s narrow shoulders, her breasts thrust up even higher in her tight purple dress, braless nipples straining the thin fabric. I knew she didn’t have any panties on under the dress, either, because I’d banged her from behind before we’d gone down to the casino floor.

And Lance knew it, too. He had his left hand clasping the side of her left breast, squeezing, and his right hand deep in between my wife’s legs, rubbing. Carole and I watched as Lance and Tracy passionately kissed, swirled their glistening tongues together. Tracy squeezed the guy’s face with both hands, then clutched the back of his head with one hand and roamed the other inside his shirt and all over his bare chest. I couldn’t see my wife’s cheating eyes; she still had her designer sunglasses on. 

Carole giggled and squirmed even closer to me on the couch, just about right into my lap. She fingered my hair in back, my cock in front through my pants. It was plenty of stimulation, even without the drinks. I took ahold of one of Carole’s big tits bulging her bright orange dress. She instantly thrust it hard into my hand, pumping my cock and cooing, as I pinched and rolled her thick nipple through the thin satin.

‘Before things go too far, how ’bout a little five card stud?’

That was Lance, propositioning me.

I was too high to object, too happy to have second thoughts. But I was still self-sucker-aware enough to say, ‘Sure. Up in our suite, though.’

Lance and Carole exchanged glances. But they agreed.

We set up the game at the round table in the middle of the suite. I broke out a deck of cards courtesy of the house and dealt the first hand. My own hands shook a little, and my mouth was as dry as the arid terrain outside that you’re not supposed to see. But it all came back to me – the quickening pulse, the outward calm, the scanning for ‘tells’, the marking the deck with subtle bends and scrapes. I’d been ten years out of the game, but I hadn’t lost a trick. Like riding a bicycle, or cutting yourself.

Only I was losing. Not at first; but as the game went along. And the wives dropped out, to watch, and participate in their own sexy way.

Tracy sat behind me and Carole behind her husband, Lance and I facing off across the table from each other. It was Carole who suggested that the wives remove a piece of clothing for each hand that their husbands lost. Tracy and Lance loved the idea.

I suddenly won a few hands again. And Carole’s fake gold earrings came off, her fake diamond necklace and wedding ring. You get an eye for these things, even if that eye has been closed for ten years or more. Carole’s spike heels came off next, and then the orange, body-hugging satin dress.

She sat naked across from me, her silky legs crossed and smooth arms folded. Her legs were open enough for me to see the teasing tuft of blonde fur at the top of her slit, and her crossed arms only pumped up her bronze tits even more, burnt-sugar nipples sniffing at the air. It was quite a distraction, and I lost a few hands. Until Tracy was as naked behind me as Carole was in front of me.

The stakes grew higher, everyone’s excitement mounting. My heart pounded in my chest and cock, sweat prickling my forehead despite the air-conditioning, penis tenting my pants despite my attempts to stay focused. I was getting overheated, out of control – and losing hand after hand.

Lance swept the last of my fifties over to his side of the table. ‘Nothing left, Don?’ the guy jeered. He’d been getting more obnoxiously cocky as his pile had grown – with my pile. 

‘Maybe,’ I rasped. 

He had ten thousand dollars of mine. And now Carole’s arms were folded right across her breasts, shielding her nipples from view, and her legs were crossed high and tight so that the tantalising blonde fur was gone. It looked like I was going to get the short end of the stick on both counts. No one likes a loser.

But before the game could close, I raised the stakes. ‘How about I put Tracy on the table?’ I said to Lance. ‘One hand. You win, you get her – to do with her what you want. I win, I get back a grand.’

The shocking thing was, no one objected. Not Carole, not Tracy. Especially not Tracy – at me staking her at only one thousand dollars. Though I knew she wasn’t worth even that much.

‘I’m game,’ my wife cooed behind me.

It was like a knife in the back, and I grimaced in spite of my mixed feelings. The end of our gone-sour marriage.

‘OK. Deal the cards,’ Lance enthused, glancing back and grinning at his own wife.

I lost. 

I had a full house. Lance produced four aces. 

Tracy stood up, naked, strolled over to my enemy’s side of the table. Lance smirked and pushed back his chair, spread his long, bony legs wide. Tracy stepped in between them, and Lance swarmed his pale hands all over my wife’s tan-lined tits, coveting the hot, smooth skin, the hefty flesh, impudently tweaking my wife’s engorged nipples so that she moaned.

I clenched my hands into fists on the table and gritted my teeth. Watching Lance feel up Tracy’s tits, then slap his left hand against her shaved pussy and plunge three fingers into her cunt. Tracy shuddered and gasped with delight.

Carole watched, too, a less than becoming snarl twisting her lips and firing her eyes. My cock throbbed in my pants, seeing another man squeeze my wife’s tits, pet and finger-fuck her pussy, suck on her distended nipples. So help me, I couldn’t help it. I hadn’t lost fair and square, I was sure of that. But I could get a measure of revenge, if I played my cards right.

Tracy still had her sunglasses on, so I was saved the distasteful pleasure of seeing her violet eyes roll back in her head as Lance parted her pussy lips and tongue-swiped her shining pink. I did see her quiver with unmistakable lust, though, again and again, as Lance lapped my wife’s cunt.

When he’d had his fill, and she’d had some of her thrill, Lance reached up and grabbed Tracy’s arms and brought her down to her knees at his groin. She glanced over at me, then unzipped the guy, pulled out his cock.

I glared at the scene, my wife gripping another man’s erection, licking her lush lips for effect two inches away from his bloated cap. Lance’s cock was just as long and pale as the rest of him, as veinless. Tracy pumped him, and he groaned. Tracy poured her red lips over his knob, and he pounded on the table.

‘Suck his cock! Suck my husband’s cock, you bitch!’ Carole hissed, leaning forward in her chair. She had both her hands pressed over her pussy, her arms crossed under her breasts so that they swelled off her chest like balloons. 

It was hard not to maintain a hard-on, and I kept mine up, along with my clenched teeth and fists and rigid body. As Tracy slowly crawled her lips down Lance’s cock, taking more and more of the man’s shaft into her wet, heated, eager mouth. Until her nose nudged his dark pubes, and she had his entire erection sealed up in her face. 

I knew from on-and-off experience my wife could deep-throat; I had been too dumb to ask where she’d picked up that experience. She performed like a pro now, with a breathless audience watching her every head-bob. She sucked Lance slow and sensual, pneumatically downing his cock and then sucking back up again.

Lance thrust his hips, pumping into my wife’s mouth and throat. Carole rocked back and forth in her chair, staring fiercely. I sat like a stone, my heart gone as hard as my cock. Tracy deep-throated with an easy, erotic intensity.

Then she moved faster, bobbing her head quicker, making her red hair fly; sucking deep and passionately on Lance’s cock. He desperately pumped into her face, grabbing onto her hair. The depraved slurping sound filled the hushed room, Tracy drooling saliva out of the corners of her stretched mouth. 

Carole moaned like a wounded animal, rocking wildly in rhythm to the woman blowing her husband. I fired red, and sweat stung my eyes, my body quivering slightly as the climax rushed towards all four of us in that sordid hotel room.

‘Fuck, baby! Fuck!’ Lance blurted. He bucked in his chair, banging his balls against Tracy’s chin, his cock erupting inside her mouth.

Tracy’s throat worked silently and efficiently, swallowing every jerking hot jet from the jolted guy. When she finally, slowly pulled his spasming cock out of her mouth, a thick string of sperm still connected her lips and his cock – which she gobbled up with a satisfied swirl of her tongue.

It took a while for the rest of us to get our breath back. Then I surprised the stunned room again, by pulling another ten-thousand-dollar wad out of my other pocket and slapping it down on the table. ‘Looks like I have some more money, after all. Your turn to deal, Lance.’

Lance and Carole gaped at me. Tracy, I’m sure, glared at me behind her sunglasses. She tried to set up shop in back of me again, but I waved her over to their side of the table. ‘I lost you, remember?’

She pouted, standing there, with a bellyful of Lance’s semen. I’d had enough of the woman, anyway. Maybe my luck was changing.

Lance finally agreed to resume the game. That roll of greenbacks was just too tempting for the likes of him and his wife, the pair of them.

I won the first hand, and every one after that. Tracy didn’t have my back any more, and things went a whole lot better, as a result.

‘Looks like you’re cleaned out now,’ I gloated, as I gathered up Lance’s money – his five thousand to go with the ten I’d initially lost. He was more of a ‘team’ player than a solo card shark. And a sore loser, to boot.

‘You must be fucking ch– Fuck it!’ he groused, petulant as a spoiled brat when his favourite toy’s taken away. But he didn’t have the guts to flat-out call me a cheat.

I smiled, cool and snakelike. ‘You’re not done yet, are you, Lance? You’ve still got something to gamble with.’

He stared at me, sly eyes narrowing. ‘What’s that?’

‘Put your wife on the table, like I did. I win, I fuck her. You win, you get back all of your money plus my twenty thousand.’

Lance and Carole looked at me, then at each other. Tracy erupted like I’d stuck a pin in her plasticised ass. ‘Fuck you, asshole! Half of that money is mine!’

I leaned back in my chair and said coldly, ‘None of it’s yours. And you won’t be getting any of my uncle’s money, either. I’m going up the road for a Reno divorce as soon as this friendly game is over. Adultery. You committed it right in front of everyone here, remember? How does that taste?’

Tracy squawked some more, but nobody was listening. She was out of the game. It was me and my greenbacks against the team of Lance and Carole. They conferred for a moment. I eye-fucked every inch of Carole’s curvy caramel body during the intermission. 

‘New deck. I deal,’ Lance said at last.

Carole sat back with a smile on her plush lips. She stretched her arms high overhead and arched her back, stuck out her legs. Giving me a good view of all I had to play for. Tracy sobbed on the bed, her chips cashed in for good.

Lance dealt me a red flush, himself probably a better hand from the bottom of the deck. Carole tensed, leaning forward with her elbows on her splayed thighs, her breasts hanging down. Lance’s hand shook as he dealt me a couple more cards, himself one. And then we stood pat.

‘Four aces,’ he said with a grin, spreading his cards out on the table.

Carole flung herself back in the chair, clapping her hands together. Tracy yelped, ‘Ha!’ Lance reached for my stack of bills.

I dropped a royal flush down in his face. You could’ve heard a pin drop along with it.

I could’ve let it go right there. Walked out right then. I’d been ten years off the con, but I’d proved I could still play the game. I’d showed the pair that you can’t con a conman. And I’d showed my wife, who was obviously in with them, that she couldn’t play me for a sucker any more, either. She must’ve been relaying my hands with her sunglasses – some sort of infrared light flashes that only the receivers on Lance’s eyeglasses could pick up. A little more high-tech than what I’d been used to, but the two-person relay team principle was the same. 

I could’ve let it go at that. Only I was feeling kind of mean, and horny as hell. And I was owed.

‘Get on the table, on your back,’ I rasped at Carole.

She gasped and fluttered a hand to her throat, glancing appealingly at her husband. But Lance’s head was as hung as his cock had been, in my wife’s mouth, an hour or so previous. So Carole stood up and crawled onto the table, rolled over onto her back. She didn’t look so disappointed when I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. 

‘This fuck goes out to all of you,’ I told the room. Then lifted Carole’s sculpted legs to my chest and hooked her slender ankles onto my shoulders and slammed my erection into her pussy.

She squealed and clutched her breasts, pulled on her nipples. I grasped her lean thighs and rammed back and forth in her cunt, fucking the spoils of victory with everything I had.

The table rocked and creaked. Carole’s breasts shuddered back and forth in her hands, her green eyes blazing up at me, thighs quivering against me, blonde hair buffing the table. Her pussy was a velvet-lined steam tunnel, sucking on my cock as I pistoned. I pounded into her like a madman, getting my money’s worth, exacting eight inches of steel-hard fucking revenge to go with the card beatdown I’d given her husband.

Stud poker at its most exciting.

Lance and Tracy watched me fuck Carole. I dug my fingernails into her thighs and rammed my cock into her cunt. She screamed, clenching her tits. Her pussy walls convulsed around my drilling cock, and her body bounced on the table.

That’s when I let it all loose, hollering and churning and spasming. I jerked over and over again, blowing out my furious delight into that violently coming woman – in hot, brutal blasts of my cock.

Carole tried to switch teams. But I was out of the game – that sleazy life – for good. She was part of a threesome now. I didn’t envy Lance one bit.


I Dare You

Lily Harlem

‘Get a move on, will you?’ Dean shouted up the stairs.

Tommy had been getting ready for hours – first out for a haircut, then a shower, a shave, a change of clothes – which was repeated several times over. Now the flat smelled of his spicy aftershave, and the bottle of white wine Dean had bought to take to their friend Shelly’s twenty-first was warming by the front door.

Dean missed Shelly. She’d been their housemate for the last two years, but now she was heading off to Australia with a fabulous new job opportunity, and her room would be empty from now on. Tonight was a celebration of her birthday and also a goodbye. Dean really didn’t want to be late to her parents’ fancy pad. He wanted her to know he and Tommy cared, that they’d miss her female presence around the place.

‘How do I look?’ Tommy appeared at the top of the stairs wearing skinny black jeans and a check shirt, open over a white T-shirt. He wasn’t gym-honed or particularly buff, but he moved his long, lean body with grace and confidence. He held himself almost regally, proud of his sexuality and his place in the world. He definitely had that certain something, the elusive X factor.

‘You look great,’ Dean said, gripping the neck of the wine bottle a little tighter. ‘Really great.’

‘I’m glad you approve.’ Tommy trotted down the stairs, his polished red shoes tapping on the wood. ‘Because it’s all for you, you know.’

‘No, it’s not.’

Tommy came to a halt, right in front of Dean, his nose almost touching Dean’s as they were exactly the same height.

‘Of course it is.’ Tommy swiped his mouth over Dean’s and then stepped away. ‘Are you ready?’

‘Yes.’ Dean pressed his lips together, catching Tommy’s lingering flavour. He still hadn’t got used to the fact that Dean kissed him like that. Just a quick, casual brushing of mouths as if it were the most natural thing in the world to do.

He shifted from one foot to the other and hoped he wouldn’t get hard. His jeans weren’t as tight as Tommy’s but still, a boner wouldn’t be good right now.

‘Fuck it. Where’s my keys?’ Tommy stalked around the open-plan area that made up their lounge, dining room and kitchen. He was glaring at every surface.

‘Here.’ Dean took the keys from the hook to his right and spun them around his index finger. They jangled quietly.

‘Thank fuck for that.’ Tommy sighed dramatically and rolled his eyes. ‘What would I do without you?’

Dean smiled. It was a little indulgent, he knew that. And at one time he’d have held it back. Before he’d admitted he was head over heels in love with Tommy, that was.

Heck, that had taken some doing. Admitting it first to himself and then to Tommy. But what could he do? The L word had well and truly moved into his heart. The more he’d got to know Tommy over the last few years, the more he’d had to face up to being bi, and that Tommy was the one.

‘I bet she’s wearing that Vivian Westwood she got in the sale.’ Tommy swiped the car keys from Dean. ‘And she’ll look utterly fabulous, gorgeous butterfly that she is.’

‘Yes,’ Dean agreed. ‘She will.’ He’d never quite kept up with Tommy and Shelly’s fashion obsession but rather than fighting that fact he just went along with it.

Tommy paused with his hand on the door. His let his gaze drift from Dean’s head to his feet and back up again. ‘Looking good yourself, actually. Good enough to eat.’ He licked his lips.

Dean’s heart rate picked up, and his stomach tightened. Although he and Tommy were getting cosy, confessing their feelings late into the night, they hadn’t done more than kiss and enjoy a few hesitant fondles through clothing.

He knew that would change soon, especially now they had the place to themselves. No worrying about Shelly walking in and catching them.

God, what would she say?

Tommy winked. ‘Come on. We’ll be late if you don’t get a bloody move on.’

‘Me? I’ve been waiting for you for the last fifty minutes.’

‘So, let’s make haste. Chop, chop.’

Soon they were on the A20 heading to Breedale. Tommy had put an old Wham! CD on and was singing loudly, clearly enjoying a blast from the past.

Dean stared out of the window at the shadowed hedgerow flitting past. The sky was streaked with lilac and pinks, and a skinny cloud half covered the pale moon.

‘Hey, what’s up?’ Tommy asked, turning down the music.

‘Nothing, I’m fine.’

‘Are you sure?’ He reached over and squeezed Dean’s thigh.

Dean looked at Tommy’s elegant hand and the bunch of leather bracelets he wore. It felt so right to be touched by Tommy, completely natural.

Even though it scared him, the way a ride on a rollercoaster might, he wanted more. But how much more? And would he be able to go through with it?

Tommy had been gay from the word go. He’d had plenty of boyfriends, lovers, men he’d hooked up with for a night of fun. But Dean … there’d only been women.

God, what if he didn’t know what to do? Sure, he’d thought about it; heck, had he thought of anything else? He’d watched gay porn, wanked off thinking of fucking Tommy, of Tommy sinking into his arse. He’d dreamed of having Tommy bend over before him and plundering his hole, making them both come and come and come.

But dreams and reality were two different beasts, and what if they didn’t match up? What if, despite how much he loved and desired Tommy, when the time came for them to be physical, Dean just couldn’t do it – or worse still, he just didn’t hit the spot?

Then where the hell will I be?

‘Dean, baby, you’ve got me worried.’ Tommy squeezed his thigh again and glanced at him briefly before turning back to the road.

‘It’s nothing, really.’

‘But it is something.’

Dean was silent.

‘Are you thinking about us?’ Tommy asked, having to put both hands on the wheel again to navigate a bend.

‘Yes.’

‘What about us?’

‘Just … stuff.’

‘Jesus Christ, it’s like getting blood from a stone.’ Tommy huffed. ‘Tell me.’

Dean was silent. How could he say he wanted to fuck Tommy, later, tonight … maybe, without sounding like he’d turned into a sex beast, or, and he hated the thought of this, committing to it but not going through with it? What if he said it and then chickened out?

‘Ahh …’ Tommy said, nodding slowly.

‘What do you mean, ahh?’ Dean asked.

‘I mean ahh. It’s a sex thing, isn’t it? That’s the only reason you’d clam up like this.’

‘It might be.’ Dean frowned. Fuck, they needed to talk about this, he knew they did, but it wasn’t going to be easy.

‘Take a chill pill,’ Tommy said. ‘It’s all fine. I think you’re hot, you think I’m hot, we’ll both get hard, and it will all fall into place.’

‘It’s going to be different, though, I mean, with a woman I—’ Tommy shoved his palm out towards Dean. ‘Nope, nope, I’ll stop you there. I don’t want to talk about pussy or think about you inside pussy, or even have the word pussy mentioned again – it will upset my delicate disposition.’

‘I don’t like to think of you and other blokes, but it happened.’

‘That’s different.’

‘Why?’

‘Because it is … and besides, this is about us, no one else. We’ve never done it together, so it’s new and –’ Tommy paused and threw a smile Dean’s way ‘– exciting.’

The tumble of lust that had become familiar to Dean rattled through his body again. Exciting, yes, that was the word. Really bloody exciting. He’d have to cope with his nerves. He was in love with this man and he wanted to show him physically just how much.

‘I tell you what,’ Tommy said as they entered the small town of Breedale. ‘We’ll make a pact.’

‘A pact?’

‘Yeah. We’ll tell Shelly that we’re an item.’

‘What? Really? Why?’

Tommy shrugged. ‘Come on, she’s not going to be that surprised.’

‘She might be, and besides, how is that a pact?’

‘Because …’ Tommy glanced at him. ‘You’re going to tell her, and if you do you’ve just earned yourself a naked hug.’

Dean swallowed. A naked hug. Him and Tommy, stripped bare, hugging, their cocks hard and pressed up against each other.

Fuck yeah.

‘Can you do it? Tell her?’ Tommy asked, dipping his headlights as another car approached.

‘I think so.’

‘Well, it’s up to you. If you do then you get the hug and if not, then same as usual, goodnight kiss with a shedload of frustration.’

Frustration. Yeah, he was best bloody friends with frustration at the moment.

‘And …’ Tommy said with a small chuckle.

‘Now what?’

‘There’s more to this deal.’

‘More?’ Now Dean was confused, he also wasn’t thinking straight. He wondered just where a naked hug might take them. God, did they have to go the party? Yes, of course they did. If for nothing else but fessing up to Shelly what was going on.

‘Yeah,’ Tommy said. ‘If you’re feeling brave enough to give me a kiss in front of Shelly, then later …’ He paused.

‘Later?’

‘I’ll suck your cock.’

Oh, fuck.

Dean shifted on the seat as a rush of blood and heat shot to his dick. Just hearing Tommy say those words was enough to give him a hard-on.

Tommy chuckled. ‘Or you can suck mine if you’d prefer. I’m easy.’

There was going to be nothing easy about making his erection go away by the time they reached Shelly’s. ‘Shut up,’ he muttered.

Tommy laughed, harder this time. ‘Getting to you, am I?’ He reached across and cupped Dean’s groin.

Dean moaned. Damn, the weight of Tommy’s hand over his shaft. If it felt so good through clothes, what would it be like to have his cock in Tommy’s beautiful mouth? – a mouth he’d stared at for hours over the years, watching Tommy talk and eat and drink. A mouth he’d now found that kissing was one of his favourite things in the world to do. 

‘So, are you up for the dare?’ Tommy asked, rubbing his thumb over the tip of Dean’s cock.

‘That’s for me to know and you to find out,’ Dean said. He grabbed Tommy’s wrist and pulled his hand away.

‘Oh, you’re such a tease.’

‘You’re the tease. You really want me to have to sit in the car for ten minutes when we get there?’

‘I can think of a way to relieve your problem. There’s bound to be a dark alley around here we can park up in.’

Dean shook his head. ‘No, not a dark alley.’

‘Fair enough. Your first time should be somewhere more salubrious. I agree.’

‘I’m glad you think so.’

Tommy indicated, and they headed onto the street Shelly’s parents lived on. The houses were all huge mansions, each individually styled and with large gates. Most of them had garages bigger than their home, but that was OK. Dean had no doubt he’d own something like that one day, once he’d finished his business degree.

‘Here we go,’ Tommy said, pulling to a halt behind a car Dean recognised as one of their mates’. ‘You ready?’

‘Just about.’ Dean adjusted the folds in his jeans.

Tommy grinned and opened his door. It was a wicked, sinful grin that did nothing to abate Dean’s lust for him.

They walked up the five steps to the main entrance to the house, and when they reached the top the door swung open.

Shelly stood there, wearing a bright pink bandage dress. With her hair piled high, she looked every inch the little rich girl. ‘Boys, you’re here.’

‘Oh, my fucking God, you look divine,’ Tommy said, scooping her up and spinning her round. ‘I knew you’d wear that. I’ve died and gone to Heaven seeing you in it.’

Shelly giggled and batted his shoulder. ‘Well, if it was your colour I’d say you could borrow it but it’s not so …’

Tommy laughed and pressed a kiss to her cheek. ‘Dressing up in women’s clothing isn’t one of my kinks. I have many, but that’s not one of them.’ He set Shelly down.

She was still giggling as Dean wrapped her in a hug. ‘Happy birthday.’ He kissed her cheek.

‘Thanks.’ She gave him a squeeze. ‘Come, come and get fizz. Daddy has bought so much, and it needs drinking. It’s positively criminal not to finish up the champers.’

The sounds of the house filled Dean’s ears once they stepped inside. Thumping music and raucous conversation. An older woman dressed in black, hired staff, offered a tray full of sparkling champagne flutes.

They both took a glass.

‘Where shall I put this?’ Dean asked, holding up the bottle of wine they’d brought.

‘Oh, in the kitchen would be perfect.’ Shelly nodded at the door to her right. ‘I’ll catch up with you in a minute, got to mingle.’ She pulled a face then was lost in the crowd.

‘Hey, Tommy, Dean, how are you?’

Dean turned at the sound of Nick’s voice. ‘Hey.’

‘Fucking awesome party,’ Nick said. ‘Wish it wasn’t a leaving party, though, gonna miss her.’

‘I know, we all will.’ Tommy rested his hand on Nick’s shoulder. He and Shelly had always had a bit of a thing, but it had never turned into more.

‘It’s only for a year,’ Dean said.

‘Yeah, a year for her to get charmed by some big surfing brute who swills Foster’s by the bucketful, spends his weekends cooking giant steaks on barbies, and calls her Sheila.’

‘I’m sure that won’t happen.’ Dean tried to project sympathy, but the truth was he thought that might happen. Shelly had said she was off to Oz to have fun – and fun to her meant romance and sex.

Tommy’s shoulder brushed Dean’s. ‘We’ll see you around, Nick, just got to put this in the kitchen.’ He pointed to the wine.

‘Yeah, OK.’ Nick wandered off looking mournful.

‘Poor bastard,’ Tommy muttered.

‘Yeah, but she just wasn’t into him.’

‘I know that, you know that, but he doesn’t.’

The kitchen was deserted, though trays of drinks and party food were spread on a large marble island.

‘Over there.’ Tommy indicated a section that appeared to have been dedicated to bottles arriving.

Dean walked over and placed the wine in a huge ice bucket. ‘Look out there,’ he said, indicating the garden and putting his champagne on the counter. ‘Very fancy.’

The trees and shrubs around the lawn had been lit with strings of white lights, and the result was magical.

‘Nice.’ Tommy moved in close behind him. ‘But I like the view of this better.’ He too set down his drink then smoothed his palms over Dean’s arse.

Dean’s breath caught in his throat. ‘Behave.’

‘Hey, boys, what are you … doing?’

Shelly had stepped into the room. Dean could see her reflection in the window.

Tommy stepped away, though he stayed close.

‘Er …’ Dean turned. Words were stacking up in his brain, jumbling over each other. Like a crazy game of Jenga, he formed a sentence and then the words tumbled down.

That look. On Shelly’s face. Had she guessed?

‘Dean?’ Tommy said, his voice low and quiet and heavy with suggestion.

Dean knew exactly what Tommy was saying without words. This was a perfect opportunity. They were alone with Shelly – that wasn’t likely to happen again tonight. This was her party, she was the belle of the ball, the person everyone wanted to be with.

‘I’ve got something to tell you, Shell,’ Dean blurted. ‘I mean we have.’ He turned to Tommy. ‘Haven’t we?’

Tommy raised his eyebrows.

‘What –’ Shelly stepped closer ‘– are you on about?’

‘It’s just …’ Fuck, his heart was going like the clappers, rattling against his chest. ‘We—’

‘We –?’ she said, her brow creasing.

‘We, I mean, me, I’m …’ The word gay, though short, only one syllable, caught in his throat.

‘You’re …’ She tipped her head. Her eyes flicked to Tommy and then back to Dean.

Naked cuddle.

‘I’m gay, or bi, whatever, but, Tommy and me … we’re … a couple.’ There, he’d said it.

‘Fuck!’ She clapped her hand over her mouth, and her eyes widened.

Tommy reached for Dean’s hand and gave it a squeeze.

Dean was grateful for that. His knees had weakened and his backbone felt like dust. But he’d told Shelly, the only other person he’d been able to tell since fessing up to Tommy a month ago.

Shelly shook her head, and her arms fell to her sides.

Dean studied her. He was tuned into every snippet of body language he could glean.

A smile tugged the corners of her mouth; it turned into a big grin. ‘I have to say I’m surprised,’ she said. ‘In a good way, that is – you two are great together.’ She flicked her hand between them. ‘But Dean … I mean, you’re always … What I’m trying to say is, you’re so macho. Girls, they love you, and I thought you loved them, you’ve fucked enough over the last few years.’

‘It seems boys love him too,’ Tommy said, edging closer still.

‘But no one ever made me feel special,’ Dean said. ‘No woman ever consumed my soul, made me stop searching, so I guess …’ He looked at Tommy. ‘I guess what I was searching for was under my nose all along. I’ve stopped looking for that special someone now. I’ve found him.’

Tommy’s eyes softened.

Damn, I want that naked cuddle as soon as possible.

Dean’s chest puffed up as he inhaled. Love seemed to flow in his veins, swelling his heart, making every breath he took when in Tommy’s presence special.

He reached out and cupped Tommy’s jawline.

Tommy’s eyes widened slightly, and he swept his tongue over his bottom lip.

Dean leaned in and kissed him. A soft, gentle kiss, a meeting of mouths that held so much more than attraction, full of love and respect and commitment, and also bravery. Telling Shelly was only the first step; more courage would have to be found.

‘Ah, you boys are so cute.’ Shelly threw her arms around their shoulders and pressed a kiss to the cheek of each.

Tommy pulled back, a glint of desire in his eyes that went straight to Dean’s dick.

Oh, God, I kissed him in front of Shelly.

Blowjob.

How could he have forgotten? It was just so natural to kiss Tommy when he felt like it. But now … now a blowjob was on the cards for tonight as well as a naked cuddle. 

‘I mean it,’ Shelly said. ‘You’re awesome together. Wish I wasn’t going away now so I could bask in the awesomeness of Demmy.’

‘Demmy?’ Dean frowned.

‘Yeah, Dean and Tommy, you know, together, as one. Demmy.’

Tommy laughed. ‘You’re crackers.’

‘Yeah, but you still love me.’ She smiled.

‘You know we do,’ Tommy said, tucking her hair behind her ear. ‘But if we leave early will you forgive us?’

Dean tilted his chin. ‘Leave early’. He knew damn well why Tommy had just said that.

Heck, they should go now. This very second.

‘Of course, and I’ll see you again before I go. I left my Jimmy Choos at the house. I’ll pop round when the hangover’s gone, over the next day or two.’

‘Yeah, sure, we’ll cook,’ Tommy said.

‘Perfect.’

Dean was glad Tommy had taken over the conversation because all he could think of was sex – sex with Tommy. Tommy’s gorgeous body naked, willing, ready to do all the things with him that he’d seen men do. He wanted it, he wanted it all. It was time to stop being nervous and take what he’d been dreaming of.

‘Shelly, Shelly … oh, there you are.’

They all turned to the door.

A pretty redhead was leaning around it. ‘Mason and Nina have just turned up.’

‘Oh, great.’ Shelly flashed a grin at Dean and Tommy. ‘They’ve just got engaged, must dash, so much to celebrate.’ She rubbed her hands together. ‘Including you two being an item.’

‘But …’ Dean held up his hand. ‘Can you let me be the one to tell everyone else?’

‘Of course.’ She air-drew two lines on her chest. ‘Cross my heart and hope to die. Your secret is safe with me.’

Within a few seconds they were alone once more.

Dean picked up his champagne and drank the whole lot in one go.

‘Hey, steady on,’ Tommy laughed. ‘You’ll be no good to me at all.’

‘I will. I promise.’

Tommy rested his hand on Dean’s shoulder. ‘You’ve got to lighten up, man. It’s supposed to be fun.’

‘I know, and it will be, I just …’

‘You want to get it over with?’ A frown line formed between Tommy’s eyebrows.

‘No, no, not at all. Well … in a way. I want to know that I can please you, that I can make you feel the way you want to feel.’

‘Hey, hey …’ Tommy slipped his hand down to rest on Dean’s chest, over his heart. ‘Just having you with me, honestly with me, and being true to yourself makes me feel better than I ever have in my life before.’

‘That’s sweet of you to say.’ Dean paused. ‘But I want to make you need to come so badly that you tremble all over, your balls ache, your mind is clear of everything except me and what I’m doing to you.’

Tommy’s mouth fell open.

Dean gritted his teeth, determination swamping him.

‘Fucking hell,’ Tommy said, his voice husky. ‘I could handle some of that.’

‘So it’s time to go and do it. We should go.’ He took Tommy’s hand from his chest and gripped it. ‘Let’s go home.’

‘Are you sure? We just got here and—’

Dean glared at him.

‘Er, yes, of course you’re sure.’ Tommy nodded. ‘Let’s go now.’ He hooked the keys from his pocket. ‘Good plan.’

They wound back through the darkness. The traffic was light, though a light mist hung in front of the headlamps.

Dean spotted an owl swooping alongside them. He was just about to point it out to Tommy when it disappeared so he stayed silent.

His cock was hard. He wanted to unzip his jeans and relieve the pressure, but he didn’t.

Before long, Tommy was pulling back into their parking space at the front of the house. They hadn’t even been out for an hour.

He turned the engine off. The sudden quiet was deafening. Dean’s ears rang with it.

‘A drink first.’ Tommy opened the car door. ‘You had one. I didn’t. Come on.’ He stepped out and slammed the door.

Dean unclipped his seatbelt and watched Tommy walk up the front path. He swallowed, his mouth dry.

There was no going back from this moment. But he didn’t want to. He’d made his decision. Tommy was his soulmate. It was time to get up close and personal.

He got out of the car. The lights flashed, and it beeped. Tommy had locked it.

Dean hurried up the path and through the front door, which was ajar. After shutting it and flicking the deadbolt, he paused.

Tommy was at the kitchen counter pouring vodka into a tumbler. ‘Want one?’

‘No.’

Tommy knocked it back, neat, in one go. He grimaced and pressed his lips together.

Dean shrugged out of his jacket and hung it on the hook. He then toed off his new Converses and kicked them to one side. ‘You want to go upstairs?’

‘No.’ Tommy shook his head. ‘Down here is good.’

‘OK.’ Dean glanced at the large L-shaped couch. It could easily double as a bed.

Tommy removed his shirt and rested it on the kitchen counter. ‘Let’s heat things up in here.’

‘Yes.’ Dean admired the way Tommy’s top hugged his torso. He could just make out his small hard nipples through it.

Tommy smiled; it was a more relaxed smile now the vodka had gone down. He walked to the fireplace, stooped and brought the gas flame to life. It was a luxury to have on, it was like burning money. They saved it for special occasions, but heck, it didn’t get more special than losing your gay virginity, did it?

Tommy then stood, a box of matches in his hand, and set about lighting the extensive collection of Shelly’s candles that were still on the mantle. They were all different shapes, sizes and scents, and when they were all lit they gave off a lot of light.

‘Hit the switch, baby,’ Tommy said.

Dean turned off the harsh overhead light. The room was bathed in a soft creamy glow. The candle flames quivered slightly, creating a shivering light on the wall above the fire and on the ceiling.

‘Much better.’ Tommy set down the matches.

‘Yes.’ Dean nodded and then placed his phone in the docking station. He found a chilled-out mood album and hit play.

Instantly, a gentle Irish tune filled the room; it reminded him of the ebb and flow of waves, lilting and gliding gracefully from one note to the next.

He stepped up to Tommy. ‘You’ve got too much on.’

‘So have you.’

Dean smiled. It felt right. Right here, right now. This very second. It was all perfect.

He tugged Tommy’s T-shirt from the waistband of his trousers and pulled it upwards.

Tommy allowed him to remove it, stretching his arms into the air.

The heat and scent of his torso hit Dean, and he thought his cock was going to start ripping the seams of his trousers. ‘Fucking hell,’ he muttered.

Tommy smiled. ‘There’s no rush.’

‘Tell my dick that.’

Tommy chuckled and ran his hand over his flat belly and up to his right nipple. He squeezed it, capturing it between his thumb and index finger. ‘Do you want to touch me?’

‘You know I do.’

‘So touch. I’m yours.’

Dean wanted to do more than touch. His mouth was watering to taste Tommy. He leaned forward and captured his other nipple in his mouth. He sucked lightly and then pinched it between his teeth.

‘Dean …’ Tommy whispered, his breath breezing over Tommy’s hair. 

 Dean pushed Tommy’s other hand out of the way and took over fondling that nipple. He’d always taken charge in the bedroom. Was that how this was going to play out, too? Would Tommy let him be in control even though it was his first time with a man?

‘Ah, yeah, come on, let’s get naked.’ Tommy began to undo his trousers even with Dean latched onto his chest.

Dean did the same, fumbling with his button on his jeans as he nibbled and sucked on Tommy. Now he’d started he couldn’t get enough. Tommy tasted delicious, every one of his favourite flavours mixed into one intoxicating essence. Would he ever get enough?

‘Hey, man.’ Tommy captured Dean’s cheeks and pulled him straight.

Dean was breathing fast. His muscled ached to hold Tommy, his bones hurt with a longing that went right to their very core.

‘Slow down. We’ve waited this long, let’s savour it.’

‘Yes.’ Dean nodded, even though he didn’t feel like slowing down one bit. Had Tommy been a willing woman he’d brought back from a night out, he’d have yanked up her skirt and sunk deep by now. She’d be screaming his name. Hell, the neighbours would all know his name.

Tommy looked steadily at him. ‘I want you as much as you want me, probably more. And right now, it’s time for you to get payment for our deal.’

‘Oh, yeah, the pact?’

‘Naked cuddles, but I think we may go beyond that, don’t you?’

‘Too damn right.’

‘You earned a blowjob, too.’ Tommy grinned. 

It was the most wicked, sin-infused grin Dean had ever seen. It made his balls contract and a glut of lust jettison into his veins.

‘And for that we need these off,’ Tommy said, finishing undoing Dean’s trousers and pushing them down his hips.

His boxers were dragged down too, and his cock sprang out from his thick patch of dark pubic hair.

Tommy stared at it. He stared at it like he’d never seen another cock before.

Dean shifted, a new wave of nerves went through him. ‘What?’

‘Your dick is beautiful.’

Dean laughed. ‘No, it isn’t, it’s just a fucking cock.’

‘Yeah, but it’s your cock. It’s the cock I’ve been dreaming of holding, sucking, having up my arse.’ Tommy wrapped his fingers around the shaft and squeezed.

‘Ah, Jesus.’ Dean locked his knees to stop himself from toppling over. ‘Careful, it’s a time bomb.’

Tommy didn’t seem to hear and pumped from root to tip.

Dean gripped his shoulder for support. Having Tommy’s hot palm around his dick was even more amazing than he’d imagined. ‘Oh, God, I don’t want to come yet.’

‘You won’t.’ Dean leaned close and set a hot, open-mouthed kiss over his lips. After a few moments he pulled back. ‘I won’t let you come yet, I have other plans for this sexy dick.’ He released Dean and stepped away. He finished undoing his own trousers then shoved them down. He was commando and his cock freed instantly.

Dean couldn’t help staring at Tommy’s erection. It was longer than his but thinner and paler. His light pubic hair was trimmed neatly into a triangle.

Dean brushed his fingers through his own riotous tangle. Should he have neatened up? Is that what gay men did? It had never even occurred to him.

Tommy finished removing his clothes, pulling the ends of his jeans off by stepping on them and bending his knees up. He then quickly lost his socks.

‘So, naked cuddles coming up.’ He held out his hands and grinned. His cock bobbed.

‘Yes.’ Dean stripped free of the last of his clothes.

They pressed together, a complete joining of skin on skin.

Tommy snuggled into Dean’s neck, kissing and licking and making approving noises.

Dean smoothed his palms down Tommy’s back. His skin was so soft, his muscles sinewy and elongated on either side of his spine. He reached his arse cheeks and explored their shape, loving finally being able to touch the buttocks he’d spent so many hours stealing looks at.

Dean shifted, and their cocks touched, coming into alignment.

‘Oh, yeah, more …’ Dean said, the instruction spilling from his mouth. The feel of another cock pressed to his was out of this world. Rigidity covered in velvet smoothness. It wasn’t what he’d imagined but he’d take more of it.

Tommy trembled slightly in his arms.

Dean held him closer and kissed his temple. He’d been worried that he’d feel out of control at this moment, but he didn’t. He felt completely at one with the gorgeous, complex, loving man in his arms.

Tommy suddenly stepped away. His cheeks were flushed. He was breathing fast. ‘Sit. On there.’ He nodded at the sofa.

Dean did as instructed. The soft material was cool on his arse and back. He spread his legs, his balls aching and his cock tapping against his belly.

Tommy dropped to his knees between Dean’s legs. He rested his hands on Dean’s thighs.

Dean blew out a long, low breath. He knew what was coming. What was about to happen. He’d always enjoyed blowjobs; finding girlfriends who also enjoyed them was hit and miss, but a woman who was happy to take him into her mouth had always hung around longer than those who didn’t.

But this. A man sucking him off. It was crazy new, in a good way.

‘This is going to be as fun for you as it is for me, baby,’ Tommy said, running his hands up the inside of Dean’s thighs.

Dean tensed his abdomen and clenched his fists. ‘Yeah …’ Thinking straight was getting harder by the second. All he wanted was to feel Tommy’s lips around his shaft, the heat of his mouth engulfing him.

Fuck, I won’t be able to hold off.

‘Just relax and enjoy. We’ve got all night, and you deserve this. You were monumentally brave earlier, telling Shelly.’

‘Shelly, yes.’ Dean pressed his right hand to the back of Tommy’s head. ‘Stop talking, then, if I deserve it, and suck my cock.’

A glint of excitement crossed Tommy’s eyes and then he shut them and leaned forward. He took Dean’s cock in his hand and swiped his tongue over the glans as though he were licking a lollipop.

‘Mmm …’ Dean let his jaw hang slack. He’d never forget the sight or sensation of Tommy’s mouth on him this first time. ‘Oh, yeah …’ He upped the pressure on Tommy’s head. He was being greedy, he knew that, but he couldn’t help it. Now that they’d started, he wanted it all.

Tommy opened wide and took him deep. Oh, so amazingly fucking deep.

Dean groaned and tensed his buttocks, rising up a little to meet Tommy.

On and on Tommy went, taking Dean further and further, right to the back of his throat and beyond.

‘Oh, God, that’s it … fuck …’ Dean managed. Christ, he’d lucked out. Tommy was fucking awesome at giving head. He could stay like this for ever and die a happy man.

Tommy pulled up, not seeming to mind that he had to press his crown against Dean’s insistent hand to do so.

‘Ah, yeah, I’ll tell the whole fucking world I’m gay if this is my reward,’ Dean muttered, bracing for another ride to the base of Tommy’s throat.

Tommy delivered, taking him deep and deeper still. He sent his free hand down to play with Dean’s balls, rolling and massaging them.

Dean groaned and let his head fall back on the sofa. He was gone, lost to it. He allowed the hot, heated suction of Tommy’s expert mouth to transport him to another dimension where only pleasure existed. He had to concentrate on not letting his climax take over but it was simmering, getting ready to go. If he let up that concentration only for a second he’d be a goner, and Tommy would think he had no stamina.

The heat left his cock, and he opened his eyes.

‘Are you going to come? You can, whenever you want.’ Tommy licked his lips. ‘And come in my throat. I want to taste you.’

‘Tommy …’ Dean said, panting. He smoothed his hand over his boyfriend’s hair. Yes, he’s my boyfriend. ‘Are you sure?’

‘Hell, yeah, it’s what I’ve been waiting for. And there’s no brownie points for stamina here, come when you want to.’

‘Oh, God, that was the wrong thing to say.’ Dean trembled; his skin was both hot and cold.

‘Or the right thing to say.’ Tommy grinned triumphantly and then opened his mouth again.

Dean watched as Tommy’s lips stretched around his cock and his cheeks bulged.

Dean’s balls contracted. He held his breath.

Tommy ran his finger over the tight pucker of his arsehole.

‘Oh, fuck … it’s here.’ Dean curled forward. 

Come blasted up his shaft and flooded Tommy’s mouth. It was agony spun with relief. On and on it came. Tommy took it all, swallowing, the roof of his throat hugging the tip of Dean’s cock.

Dean groaned and moaned and cried out, not caring how much he showed his immense pleasure of the moment. He squirmed, fisted Tommy’s hair, banged his heels on the floor and curled his toes.

So good.

Eventually he stilled, his cock hard and throbbing in Tommy’s mouth.

Tommy released him and gently rested his softening cock over his pubes. He kissed his way up Dean’s abdomen, spent some time flicking his tongue over his nipples, and then spoke onto his lips. ‘Are you OK?’

‘Never fucking better. You give great head, you know that?’

‘Well, I do consider it a speciality of mine.’

Dean chuckled; it turned into a deep belly laugh.

Tommy laughed with him, their chests touching. ‘What’s so funny?’

‘You, having a speciality. It’s not Mastermind, you know.’

Tommy smiled and kissed him through stretched lips.

Dean tasted his own come on Tommy’s tongue. It turned him on to know Tommy had taken his pleasure like that. Had done it gladly, willingly, so it seemed. He felt his cock thicken again.

He should have known once would never be enough. Not when he’d craved being with this man for so long. ‘So now what?’ he asked.

‘Nothing. Bed. Sleep. I’ve paid up my side of the deal.’ Tommy shrugged.

‘Don’t be ridiculous. We’ve just got started.’ The thought of it ending now was almost painful to Dean. He’d hardly even begun exploring all he wanted to do to Tommy’s delectable body.

Tommy waggled his eyebrows and set his knees either side of Dean’s hips, straddling him so their cocks were once again in alignment.

‘Well,’ Dean said, running his hands up Tommy’s chest to his neck and then back down again and checking out the faint lines of his six-pack. ‘I thought maybe you were in need of some relief too.’

‘You noticed, huh?’ Tommy glanced at his straining erection.

‘Hard not to.’

‘Hard is the word.’ Tommy took hold of his cock and rubbed it base to glans, adding a little twist as he reached the top. ‘Oh, yes … some relief would be good.’

Fuck. Seeing Tommy masturbate like that … it had Dean’s balls tingling again.

‘Want me to suck you?’ Dean asked. He hadn’t intended on offering that, but clearly his body liked the sound of it. A fresh glut of blood bloated his cock just at the thought, and it twitched from his pubic hair.

‘No.’ Tommy shook his head. ‘Though for the record I’m not in the habit of turning down a blowjob. You know, for future reference.’

‘Duly noted.’ 

Damn, the way he was working his cock, it was so elegant, so graceful. His slit was widening, his tip becoming a deeper shade of raspberry. 

‘So what do you want?’ Dean asked. For the first time he felt like he was floundering. Again, had it been a woman he’d have buried balls deep and taken her to Heaven without having to think it through, but this … 

‘You’re hard again.’ Tommy looked downwards, studying Dean’s cock.

‘Yeah, you’re too fucking sexy, I guess.’

‘So let me sit on you.’

‘What?’

‘Hold your cock upright.’ Tommy lifted so his arse was no longer on Dean’s thighs.

Dean stared at his slender torso, the sparse hair on his legs, and his balls hanging down.

‘Your cock. I need it in me,’ Tommy said. ‘Let’s just do this, please, fuck …’ He screwed up his eyes and gritted his teeth.

‘Yes, yes …’ Renewed determination washed through Dean. He gripped his cock and worked it to full thickness. Before long it was aching with the need for release again, and the thought of … in Tommy.

‘Yeah, that’s it.’ Tommy tore his attention from Dean’s dick and leaned over the back of the sofa to a table pressed against it. On the top sat a basket of odds and ends. He dug around for a moment before producing lube. ‘Here, put some on your knob.’

Dean took it, basted his fingers in the cool, clear liquid, and then rubbed it on his cock.

Tommy took the tube, covered his fingertips, and then reached around himself.

‘Want me to do that?’ Dean asked, not quite sure what he was offering to do or how he’d do it.

‘Nah, I can prep myself quicker.’

He worked for a second, his face a picture of concentration and his cock bouncing between them.

Dean took long, slow breaths. This was it, they were going to fuck. He’d thought Tommy would take his arse the first time, but it seemed that wasn’t the way it was going.

‘There, that’s it.’ Tommy was breathless. ‘Now it’s time to fuck.’ He set his hands either side of Dean’s head, gripping the sofa and hovering his arse over Dean’s cock. ‘Are you ready?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Never been surer.’ Dean smiled.

‘Thank God you said that because I have no idea how I’d have walked away.’

‘You’re not going anywhere.’ Dean held his cock upright with one hand and with the other circled Tommy’s waist. ‘You’re staying here with me. You’re all mine.’

‘Say it again.’ Tommy sat lower, so his anus kissed the tip of Dean’s cock.

‘You’re mine, you’re all mine, Tommy White.’

‘Oh, yeah. I’m yours. Take me.’ He eased down, the centre of his pucker finding purchase. ‘Take me, Dean.’

‘I am. I will.’ Dean gritted his teeth. Fuck, Tommy was so small, so tight. It was an impossible fit.

‘It’s OK,’ Tommy said, as if sensing Dean’s apprehension. ‘It will fit. You might be big, but I can handle you.’

‘Oh, yeah?’ Dean pressed a kiss over his lips and pulled Tommy down onto him. He felt Tommy opening up, his tight ring stretching.

Tommy groaned, low and guttural. He stopped moving his lips in time with Dean’s as though all his concentration was on his arsehole.

Dean urged him to sit deeper. The constricting ring hugging his cock was better than any pussy. It was so snug, so hot, so fucking amazing.

He paused for a moment, in danger of becoming overwhelmed both physically and emotionally.

‘You feel incredible,’ Tommy murmured, ‘keep going.’

‘You sit. I don’t want to hurt you.’

Tommy obeyed, sitting until his buttocks once again rested on Dean’s thighs, though this time Dean’s dick was lodged deep within him.

Dean gripped Tommy’s face, held him steady. ‘Look at me.’

Tommy opened his eyes. They were slightly misted.

‘Does it feel good for you?’

‘The best.’ He was breathing fast, his words thready. ‘And you?’

‘I feel like I’m part of you, like we’re one person.’

‘We are. Now move, fuck me, oh, God, fuck me.’ He shifted, grinding against Dean in a way that made Dean want to come instantly.

‘Jesus,’ Dean cried out, gripping Tommy’s face harder. ‘Jesus, I can’t last long.’

‘I told you … you don’t have to.’

They began to move, a crazy gyrating dance that emerged from their hips. Dean moaned. Tommy moaned louder. They stared into each other’s eyes.

Dean was sure he was seeing Tommy’s soul. The very core of him.

Heat grew between them. Sex sweat slicked over Dean’s body; his cock was getting ready to erupt.

‘Come, come, I’m coming …’ Tommy gasped. A look of extreme concentration washed over his face. ‘I can’t hold … it.’

‘Come. Yes …’ Dean thrust harder into him and was rewarded with a rope of come landing on his abdomen. Another followed, and then another. Hot and vital. Dean adored the product of his lover’s pleasure.

He allowed his own release to burst free and came deep in Tommy. He shook and shuddered, claimed the man he wanted to be with for all time. It felt as though his balls were being sucked into Tommy as well. As though all of him was being dragged into an abyss where only ecstasy existed.

‘Dean, oh, Dean … yeah …’ Tommy caught his mouth in a wild kiss.

Dean let his hips come to rest but stayed buried root deep as they kissed on and on, their tongues tangling. They’d really done it. After all the fantasies, the confessions, the dreams and the talking about it. They’d really gone and fucked, still were.

‘How was it?’ Tommy asked, brushing his hands over Dean’s hair to remove it from his damp forehead.

‘Do you even need to ask?’

‘Yes. Of course.’ Tommy frowned.

‘It was perfect. Fucking you is perfect.’

Tommy smiled. ‘Well, you did come twice.’

‘Yeah, that’s pretty impressive, don’t you think?’

‘I do.’ Tommy tipped his head. ‘Reckon you’ve got a third in there?’

‘Are you kidding? I’ve got a lifetime supply in here for you.’ Dean paused. ‘Might need a cup of tea first, though.’

Tommy laughed. His movement caused his arsehole to clench around Dean’s root.

Dean groaned through a grin. ‘Come on.’ He slapped Tommy’s arse, just a playful tap. ‘Put the kettle on.’

‘Hey, I’m not your fuck-slave, you know.’

‘Mmm, now there’s an idea.’

Tommy eased himself off Dean.

Dean felt light and slightly bereft without Tommy on top of him, without being inside him.

‘Go and have a shower.’ Tommy nodded at the stairs. ‘I’ll make tea and meet you upstairs.’ He picked up the abandoned lube. ‘We’ve still got something to see to.’

‘Oh.’ Dean frowned.

‘Yeah. Next it’s your turn, and I want you bent over the end of the dressing table in Shelly’s room.’ He twirled the lube in his fingers. ‘I want to see your face in the mirror when I put my cock in you for the first time.’

A thrill went through Dean; it seemed to start in his belly and radiate to every cell in his body.

The night was young. And they really had just got going. He hoped he could keep up. This energy, this need to keep fucking was new. It was hot, it was horny and it was so delightfully gay. Thank goodness he’d picked this path with Tommy. He got the feeling the future was going to be a whole lot of fun, with a hefty sprinkle of kink and a pile of orgasms.


Motivation

Justine Elyot

It had seemed like a good idea at the time.

The time was three months earlier, when I’d sat at the kitchen table moaning to Joe about all the extra work the evening at college would entail, and how I didn’t really have time for it.

‘But if you want to get to the next level at work, you don’t really have any choice,’ he’d said, quite reasonably. Annoyingly reasonably. ‘And they’re even paying for you to do it. You’d be mad to turn them down.’

‘I know,’ I whinged, ‘but I hate writing essays. And I’ll have to write one every fortnight. Three thousand words! It’ll kill me.’

‘Of course it won’t. You can do it.’ He turned around from his duties at the frying pan and pointed the spatula sternly at me. ‘There’s no excuse for not trying. I don’t want to be standing here in a year’s time listening to you going on and on about being passed over for promotion again.’

‘OK,’ I said meekly. ‘I’ll give it my best shot. But I really do struggle with writing essays. I’m all right once I get started – it just takes so long to get the first paragraph down. And I haven’t written one since I left college.’

‘What’s the problem? Procrastination?’

‘In a word. Leaving everything to the last minute, then not having enough time to think properly.’

Joe took this in quietly for a moment or two, nibbling at his lower lip in deep thought. I always found this sexy and I watched the muscles in his cheeks twitch and his eyes drift away from me before they snapped back and he spoke.

‘Well, we can fix that,’ he said, and my heart skipped a little, because he had That Look on his face. That Look was normally a prelude to the ribbon ties and the flogger coming out of the bottom drawer in the bedroom. I wasn’t sure how this would translate to the kitchen, but I was interested in finding out.

‘Can we?’

‘Yes, I think so. We’ll set aside an afternoon every weekend before your assignments are due in, for you to work. That time is non-negotiable working time, and by the end of it you need to have your assignment finished and ready for me to look at. With me so far?’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Boring way to spend a Sunday afternoon, but I have to find the time somewhere, I suppose. What if it isn’t finished, though?’

‘Ah,’ he said, and That Look intensified to cuffs-and-riding-crop level. ‘If it isn’t finished – or even if it is, but I don’t think you’ve made your best effort – there will be consequences.’

He raised his eyebrows. I squirmed. I’d heard that word often enough to know what it led to. We’d only role-played this kind of dynamic before, but making it real was certainly an interesting idea.

‘What kind of consequences?’ I asked, but he knew I knew, and he shook his head at me.

‘I’m surprised you have to ask, Claudia.’ He only called me by my full name when he had me over his lap, as a rule. The use of it sped me straight into my most submissive headspace. ‘What’s the one thing guaranteed to improve your behaviour?’

I looked down at my lap. ‘Oh, that,’ I said quietly.

‘Yes, Claudia. That.’ He tapped the spatula end lightly on his palm. ‘I can demonstrate if you like.’

‘That won’t be necessary,’ I said hurriedly. It wasn’t that I disliked being spanked, but that thing had been pushing eggs around the pan.

‘So, do we have an agreement?’

‘Well …’ I twisted my fingers, exquisitely embarrassed by the thought that I was going to have to admit that only the threat of a spanking would suffice to get me out of my lazy habits. But, looking at Joe and that attractively determined cast of brow he got when the subject came up, I couldn’t fight it. ‘Yes. I guess so.’

‘Good. Can you get the chips out of the oven, love? These eggs are just about done.’

The first month of the course went very well. When we were set work, it was mostly of an easy ‘write about your experiences of …’ nature, and I had no trouble rambling on in an unstructured manner about stuff that had happened to me in the office, so the Sunday afternoons passed swiftly and my offerings met with Joe’s approval.

The second month was trickier. The first real essay led to an afternoon of moaning and huffing at the computer screen and having endless sly peeks on Facebook even though Joe had advised me to shut down my browser until the thing was written. The first thousand words were fine, but Joe wasn’t impressed with the way it tailed off and collapsed into waffle after that. So I found myself tipped over his knee and spanked with the leather paddle, then sent back to finish it after dinner, instead of the companionable glass of wine in front of Netflix that should have been my reward for a job well done.

I was more disciplined after that, and managed to avoid any repeat scenarios, although I sailed close to the wind on a couple of occasions.

But this weekend had been a disaster. It was nearly Christmas and, what with the office party on Friday night, a hungover shopping trip on Saturday and a present-exchange meal with friends on the Sunday, my assignment had been shoved into a dusty corner of my memory and left there. Joe hadn’t thought about it either – until the morning it was due in.

‘Oh,’ he said, pulling on his coat before rushing out to the station. ‘I forgot to ask you. Did you have an assignment due in this week?’

I took a deep breath and kept my back to him, rummaging in my handbag for dear life.

‘No,’ I said. I think it was the first outright lie I’d ever told him, in our three years together.

‘Really? Once a fortnight, I thought.’

‘Usually,’ I said in a bright falsetto that must have been a dead giveaway. ‘But with it being so near Christmas …’

‘Ah, OK.’ He put his hands on my shoulders from behind and bent to take a kiss. From the corner of my eye I could see my guilty face pressed to his in the hallway mirror. ‘I’ll pick you up from the station tonight then.’

‘Yeah. See you then. Have a good one.’

All day at work I tried to squeeze a few sentences into each coffee break or natural lull, but by the time the hour to leave for college rolled around, I’d still only managed 224 words. It was no good. I would have to beg for an extension.

The extension was granted, but only for 24 hours. Bugger! I was going to have to work through the night – and how was I going to hide that from Joe? Perhaps I should just be honest with him, but I didn’t think I could bear to see his disappointment in me. Even a spanking was better than that.

It was worth a shot, at least. If I could get him really exhausted, fairly early in the evening, he might sleep through my midnight-oil-burning.

So I dropped my bag on the floor as soon as we were through the front door and got him up against the wall, standing on tiptoes to push my body right into his, letting myself loose on his mouth.

‘Christ,’ he panted, once we’d kissed each other into a state of choking breathlessness. ‘What’s all this?’

‘Been thinking about you all day,’ I said, my hand already down the front of his jeans, closing around the hardness it found there. ‘Sitting at college, getting wetter and wetter.’

He yanked my hand out of his pants and gave me a sharp smack on the rear.

‘Get up those stairs,’ he growled, shoving me towards them with a fist in the small of my back.

I ran up, rejoicing at the success of my plan, and fell back on to the bed, laughing and squealing as he climbed on top of me. In between bouts of energetic grappling, garments were removed and discarded, until we lay naked, ready to engage.

‘Is this what you wanted?’ Joe pulled one of my legs roughly towards him, positioning it over his hip so I was spread wide.

I nodded, breathtaken by his transformation from mild-mannered civil servant to sex-starved caveman.

‘No need to ask whether you’re ready then.’ He clamped his hands on my shoulders and pushed his way in, filling me up completely. He let me lie there, taking a few moments to make sure I knew it, before grabbing my bottom and beginning to thrust. There was no slow, sensual build-up tonight. This was going to be a hard, headboard-banging shag that would leave me seeing stars even before my climax.

I clung on to him for dear life while he gave the bedsprings a pounding they wouldn’t recover from in a hurry. He stopped every few minutes to change position, moving me to my side, then on top of him, then finally on all fours. It occurred to me that my plan to wear him out might incur some collateral damage – I wasn’t sure I’d be in a fit state for contemplating the psychology of the workplace after this. I was well on the way to being completely fucked, in more than the literal sense.

I laid my dazed head on my forearms and kept my bum high in the air while he gripped my hips and pistoned into me. If I looked back at him, I’d see nothing but a blur. I was like a rag doll in the spin cycle of a hot wash.

I came first, loudly into the pillow, and it didn’t take him long to follow. With one, final, savage thrust, he collapsed on top of me and lay there, heating up my ear with his hectic breath.

‘Christ, I’m done for,’ he moaned, rolling off me and parking the dead weight of his arm across my body. ‘You minx.’

‘I’m dead,’ I said. ‘But I’m also starving. Is there anything for me in the oven?’

‘Oh – yeah. Bit of leftover stew in the pot, on the bottom shelf.’

‘I’m going to get some. Do you want me to bring you anything?’

He shook his head, eyes already closed. ‘Think I’m just going to lie here … and …’

I smiled. He would be asleep within minutes, if I knew him as well as I thought I did.

‘OK, babe.’ I got up and put on my robe. 

Twenty minutes later the dishes were in the sink and I was on the laptop. It was only half past seven. If I really got down to it, I could be writing my conclusion by the time the Newsnight credits rolled.

By ten o’clock, I was 1785 words in. More than halfway, I told myself, trying to chase away the dispirited sense that this wasn’t going as quickly as I’d hoped. I’d said an awful lot of what I had to say and wasn’t sure how I was going to flesh it out to three thousand words. Did I need to read through the bloody chapters again, to see if I’d missed anything? I was going to need coffee at this rate.

Sighing, I reached for my textbook and began to flick through it. A floorboard creaked upstairs and I stopped abruptly, breath held. Was he awake? Yes? No? 

If he was, he’d probably only go to the loo and then get back into bed.

A couple of minutes passed with no further sound. I got back to the books, poring over the relevant chapters in search of inspiration.

When I looked up, Joe was standing in the kitchen doorway in his dressing gown.

I slammed the book shut and held it under the table, as if it was incriminating evidence, which it was.

‘Oh! You’re up!’

‘Mm hmm. What are you up to?’

‘Nothing. Just Face –’ he came over and picked up my college notebook ‘– book,’ I finished lamely.

‘And you need this for Facebook, do you?’ He held it up for me, eyebrow cocked.

‘Erm …’

‘Come on, Claudia, you know you can’t lie to me.’

He was right. Even the attempt was killing me.

So I confessed everything, with added pleading referencing the season of goodwill and the quality of mercy etc. and, when I was finished, I looked up him with hopeful appeal.

He sat down opposite me, pressing his fingers to his lips.

‘Hmm,’ he said.

‘What?’

‘Obviously there’s nothing I can do about it now,’ he said. ‘Because your first priority is to finish this essay and get it emailed over. So I think I’ll leave you to it.’

He stood up and headed for the stairs.

‘But …’ He couldn’t do this! Just leave me guessing about how he felt, what he thought should be done, what my ultimate fate might be. It was too cruel.

He turned and looked at me expectantly.

‘Not tonight,’ he said. ‘I’m going to bed. You finish your work. We’ll talk about this tomorrow.’

He was asleep when I finally crawled into bed at 2.35. The last part of my essay was pure gibberish, since the encounter with Joe had frazzled my capacity to express myself clearly, so no doubt there’d be extra retribution to come when the grade wasn’t a good one.

If only I’d been honest with him. I’d still have been in trouble, but I had a feeling I was in deep trouble now. Joe had had nothing to say because he was genuinely angry, and he always avoided acting in the heat of anger. I had to hope a good night’s sleep might have calmed the inner tiger.

By the time I woke up, he’d left the house. A note on the kitchen table told me he’d gone for an early-morning gym session, indicating that he must really be mad with me, as he only did that when he had serious emotions to work through.

I tried a text message. ‘Are you OK?’

‘Fine’ came back while I was on the train into work. ‘Come straight home tonight.’

I swallowed. ‘I will.’

And I did. I didn’t even pop into Tesco Metro for a bottle of wine or anything. I just sat on the train feeling like Joan of Arc on her way to the faggots, but with less saintly conviction.

I walked through the front door, my usual cheery ‘Anyone there?’ a little strangulated in my throat as I took off my coat and put down my bag.

He didn’t reply, but I saw his coat on the peg, so I knew he was around here somewhere.

I put my head around the living-room door, and there he was, sitting in the armchair, still in his suit and tie. Usually he got changed into something more casual as soon as he possibly could, but tonight he sat there, one elbow on an armrest, his head resting against his hand in profound contemplation.

The formal Joe was about as daunting a sight as I had ever seen. He raised his head as I tiptoed into the room and gave me a long, unsmiling look.

‘Come and sit down,’ he said quietly.

I perched on the corner of the sofa, our knees almost but not quite touching.

‘I’m sorry,’ I said tremulously, but he shook his head, silencing me.

‘Tell me why you lied to me,’ he said.

‘Oh, because, well, because I just didn’t want you to know how slack I was,’ I said. My throat was tight with panic. I’d never seen him this serious, this sombre, before. I was terrified that I had done irrevocable harm to us, after three of the happiest years of my life. ‘I mean, I want you to be proud of me …’

‘I know,’ he said. ‘And I am. Most of the time. But, Claudia, we had an agreement, didn’t we?’

‘Yes.’ My chin was trembling now.

‘And the agreement was for your benefit. Not mine. It was to make sure you performed to your best ability on this course, so you can pass it and move to the next level at work. Wasn’t it?’

‘Yes.’

‘So … don’t you want that any more?’

‘Yes, I do, of course, I do …’

‘But you don’t want me to supervise you in that way? Or have anything to do with it?’

‘No, it’s not that, I really do, more than ever.’

‘You want me to hold you to account for this, then?’

There was no other answer. ‘Yes.’ I really did.

‘You’re happy for me to give you what I think you deserve?’

I nodded, begging him with my eyes to do just that. I was giddy with need for it, weak at the knees with the thought of it.

‘Good.’ He drew a deep breath. ‘In that case, you’d better go and wait for me in that corner.’ He pointed to the one nearest the window. 

I stood abruptly, questioning him with a look. I was met with an impervious stare.

‘What are you waiting for? Into the corner. Oh, and you can take your trousers and pants down while you’re there.’

I questioned it no more. I had never been sent to the corner before, but if that’s what he wanted, that’s what he’d get. I pushed my nose into the angle and lowered my trousers and underwear as required, shivering at the cool air that circulated around my thighs and bottom. 

He had already left the room, so I didn’t have to worry about him watching me. I did have to worry about where he was going and what he was fetching, though. But as long as he was staying here with me, and demonstrating his love and care for me – however painfully – all was well.

He returned, still suited and booted, about ten minutes later.

‘I thought I’d give you some time to reflect,’ he said.

I twisted my neck, saw what he was carrying, and quailed. I hated that thing.

‘Oh, not that paddle.’ The words spilled out before I could prevent them. ‘That one’s the absolute worst.’

‘I know,’ he said. ‘That’s why I chose it. I’m not doing this for fun, Claudia. You need to know that I’m serious. OK.’ He sat down in the middle of the sofa, putting the paddle beside him. ‘Come over here and tell me what’s been going through your mind over there in the corner.’

Unfortunately, my reflections hadn’t been particularly repeatable. Mostly they were about how cold it was, and whether I had goose pimples on my bum, and whether I could persuade Joe to go easy on me. I didn’t think I should confess this somehow, so I made something up.

‘I’ve been thinking how sorry I am,’ I said, hanging my head, all the better to see Joe’s shiny shoes and his lap lying in wait for me. I was creepingly conscious of my lower-half nakedness, fully visible to him, and I wanted to get this over with. ‘And how I should always be honest with you, because love is about trust and communication and all that.’

‘“All that,”’ he echoed. ‘I’m not sure you’re taking this seriously.’

‘Oh, I am!’

‘You should. I’ll show you how seriously. Come on.’ He slapped his thigh, inviting me to introduce my midriff to it.

Awkwardly, my face flaring with heat, I lowered myself sideways into the required position. He jogged me with his knee a couple of times, encouraging me to raise my bottom higher and tucked his arm around the small of my back, holding me tightly in place.

‘Now, this is for the original offence,’ he said quietly, his palm resting on the curve of my buttocks. ‘Bear in mind it’s only part one.’

‘Part one!’ I exclaimed, aghast. How many parts was this punishment going to have?

‘Yes, part one. This is for failing to complete your assignment on time. But we have other matters to deal with as well, don’t we?’

I sighed. ‘I suppose so.’

‘So we’d better get down to it. Keep still now.’

I was initially relieved to find that he wasn’t starting straight in there with the dreaded wooden paddle. That thing packed an unbelievable heft, to the extent that we never really used it in play. It was strictly an instrument of punishment. 

Joe started with his hand, and I say I was ‘initially’ relieved because actually Joe’s hand is not made of gossamer, far from it. On this occasion it seemed to be made of something like leather, and he hadn’t been spanking long before my bottom was hot and stinging all over and I was beginning to writhe in his grip. 

‘Bottom up,’ he admonished as I tried in vain to squirm away from the quick, sharp peppering of smacks. ‘You know why you’re getting this, and I’m not going to let you off lightly. For a start, I don’t think you’d want me to. We’ve talked about this often enough.’

Goddamn it, he was right. When we’d talked, theoretically, about genuine punishment, I had asked him very seriously to be strict and unyielding. What the hell was wrong with me? Why would I ask that? Perhaps I should stop engaging in theoretical discussions about punishments.

He didn’t let me up until both bum and thighs were fully covered in bright red heat, and then it was only to go back to the corner.

‘Now, I’m going to have a look at the paper,’ he said, having placed me to his satisfaction. ‘And when I’ve done that, we’ll address the issue of your deceitfulness.’

So would that be it? Two parts? I was longing to ask, but I didn’t dare. Perhaps I didn’t really want the answer. What if there were ten parts?

I stood there, listening to the rustle of the newspaper, and my thoughts were no longer about the coldness of my backside, believe me. Now that I wasn’t actually over the knee, I started to feel the erotic appeal of my situation. I was standing here, with my bare spanked bottom on display for my stern but loving man, who would give me as much as he thought I needed, regardless of my protestations. I was aware of how wet I was and I pressed my thighs together, hoping part two would be very short and would lead seamlessly to part three, bent over the sofa with Joe inside me.

I was almost too excited to stand upright by the time Joe put his paper aside and ordered me back out of the corner.

He stood up, paddle in hand, and watched me cross the room with careful steps, trying not to trip over my trousers and knickers, which remained around my ankles.

‘You can go over that this time,’ he said, pointing at the sofa arm.

I draped myself as gracefully as I could, grabbing hold of a convenient cushion and spreading my legs a little in the hope that it might distract Joe from his disciplinary aim.

No such luck.

‘I see you’re a little bit wet down here,’ he observed, stroking the tops of my inner thighs with such silken fingers they really could have been made of gossamer after all. ‘But this isn’t going to be fun, Claudia. This isn’t foreplay. It’s going to hurt, just like I was hurt when you weren’t honest with me. I’ll give you ten, OK?’

‘OK,’ I said bravely, thinking Ten? I’ll die! But I wanted to show him that I trusted his judgement and would take what he thought I’d earned, so I didn’t protest.

I was less sure of this after the first stroke.

Christ! It really did hurt. He had meant what he said. I managed to avoid crying out by shoving the cushion in my mouth, but I didn’t think I’d get much further without giving my vocal cords full rein.

‘Tell me you won’t lie to me again,’ he said, his voice uneven with emotion.

‘I won’t lie to you again,’ I promised.

‘Say it after every stroke. And mean it.’

So I did. I said it, and I meant it. I said it a little more breathlessly, and with a longer gap between the stroke and the promise, every time, because I had to gather myself together after every scorching splat of the paddle, but I said it all ten times, and I meant it a hundredfold.

By the tenth time, my voice was hoarse – there had been a lot of yelling – and I was wobbly with the intensity of it. My bottom was burning and my eyes were hot with tears but I loved Joe more than ever and all I wanted was to fall into his arms and show him how much I meant what I’d said.

He put down the paddle and bent over me, his woollen trousers pressing up tight and rubbing my sizzling rear, wrapping his arms around my breasts and squeezing tight. 

‘I love you,’ he said, his lips right up against my ear.

‘I love you too, so much,’ I whimpered back.

Part three was everything I could ever have dreamed it would be. And so was my exam score at the end of my college course. A little motivation can work wonders.


Living for May Day

Kathleen Tudor

She varied her arrival times, which roads she used, and sometimes even which airports she passed through, but no matter how early or late she was, he was always waiting. He stood on the porch and waved as she drove up in the hunter-green rental. The moment the little Audi came to a stop he strode down the steps and straight to the driver’s door, his arms open to receive her. She stepped into his embrace with a feeling of setting aside a heavy load, and the breath she let out as he squeezed her tight was like her first exhale in eleven months. 

‘I’ve missed you,’ he said, even though it was the next thing to forbidden between them. 

‘Would you like to help with my bag?’ She was more than capable of managing it on her own, but he hated to let her. 

He scooped the bag out of the trunk with one hand, returned to her side and captured her arm to escort her inside like she was some lady from a hundred years ago. The thought of being a delicate lady made her want to snort and shake her head, but it was just Thomas’s way. And it was part of his charm. 

‘Has work been treating you well?’ he asked as they stepped over the threshold. Another testing of the boundaries. 

Jacqueline sighed, wishing they could skip this inevitable negotiation at the beginning of each of her visits and fall straight into their usual rhythms. ‘Well enough, and I won’t say any more. You know that, Thomas.’

He ducked his head, chagrined. ‘I know. I’m sorry. Come through. I didn’t know when to expect you, so I made some cold soup.’ There was a note of accusation in his tone that she chose to ignore. ‘Did you have a long flight?’

‘Is that your question?’

He paused, then shook his head. ‘No. I’m sorry, Jackie. I didn’t sleep much last night …’

She dropped his hand so that she could reach around him in a one-armed hug. His body relaxed against hers, and he turned and kissed the top of her head.

‘I’ll tell you this much: your soup sounds delicious. I haven’t eaten anything decent all day.’

‘Well, go wash up then, and I’ll just put your bag upstairs.’

The soup was rich and delicious, and she was halfway through her bowl before she realised how she’d been gulping it down. He watched her with bemusement, and she smiled sheepishly at him. She hadn’t been kidding when she’d said that she hadn’t had a good meal all day. More like ages. She’d been travelling for a couple of days now, flying into the country and then taking a series of hopscotching domestic flights to confuse her trail. 

‘I have my question,’ he said. She set down her spoon and nodded for him to continue. ‘I heard you speaking to some of the farmhands last year. How many languages do you speak?’

‘Oh, hmm.’ She screwed up her nose. ‘It depends on what you mean by “speak”. I can go through some basic pleasantries in more than a dozen, but fluently …’

‘Fluently, yes.’

‘Then five. No, six.’

His eyes twinkled with amusement. ‘You’re not sure?’

She shrugged, catching his smile. ‘I always forget to count English. I also speak Spanish, Russian, Arabic, French and Swedish. I’m working on Mandarin.’

‘Those must come in handy in your travels,’ he hedged, but this was not like the earlier probing. There was a tease buried here. He was fencing, not digging. 

‘You know I can’t tell you what countries I’ve visited since last year,’ she reprimanded teasingly, and picked up her spoon again.

‘You could tell me which ones you’ve visited before last year, though, couldn’t you?’

She thought about it. ‘Maybe. Ask me next year if you want to know so badly.’ She smiled to blunt the thrust and spooned up another mouthful. ‘This is delicious.’ 

‘I learned to make it just for you,’ he said. ‘I had to learn to make smaller batches, too. Far too many leftovers for just me.’

She ducked her head, hiding her expression. ‘You shouldn’t wait for me, you know.’

‘So you tell me. But you don’t need to keep looking. I’ll never hang that ribbon.’ That was their agreement. She could only give him one month per year – one glorious May – and no contact in between. When he couldn’t bear their arrangement any more, he just had to tie a blue ribbon around the fencepost at the turnoff to his farm and she swore he’d never see her again. It had been six years, and she felt that same peculiar blend of relief and guilt every time she saw that stark, bare post. 

‘You’re an idiot,’ she told him. Then she pushed back her chair and went around the table to straddle his lap. He groaned as she kissed him and his cock was quick to respond.

She had meant to wait. To make it to the bedroom this time. To do things properly. But, as usual, neither of them had the patience. She stood just long enough to kick off her shoes and step out of her slacks, and he didn’t even move that much, simply arching up enough to shove his jeans down to his knees. She was back on him in seconds, her pussy hot and ready as she positioned herself above him. He guided himself to her opening as she balanced, both arms around his neck, breathing deeply as she lowered herself inch by torturous inch. 

‘I love you,’ he breathed.

‘Shut up.’ She rocked against him, taking him all the way inside herself, and he groaned and clutched her hips, trying to hold her still. 

‘Wait! Slow down, I—’

‘No. Me too. No.’ She rocked again, seeking that perfect angle, and his cock drove deep, stroking against that sweet spot deep inside. It was like a starting shot, and then she was off, hips thrusting and curling against him, breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He cried out, giving in and bucking beneath her, letting her claim him, and a moment later she rode him over the edge, howling her pleasure into the silence of his kitchen. 

‘Damn, but I’ve missed this,’ he said, and kissed her neck. 

‘I have, too.’ Skirting the line, perhaps, but not crossing it. Never quite crossing it. ‘Now come on and take me to bed. I’ve got some thoughts on how to keep you busy until you recover enough for round two.’

Despite the very, very late night, Jackie was up before dawn the next morning. Thomas’s farm was beautiful, but it took a lot of work. She’d discovered that by doing her morning run along the fence line, she could help him spot problems while she was accomplishing a bit of daily PT. 

He was waiting when she got back, and wordlessly went to start the shower. She smiled gratefully, climbing into the narrow stall beside him and giggling like a carefree girl as they bumped and nudged and soaped each other, their casual ease slowly but surely returning. 

‘Tip your head back,’ he said, reaching to scrub shampoo from her hair. It smelled like him and made her heart flutter in a way that was both happy and sad. 

‘You have a rotten fencepost in the third pasture,’ she said, squeezing her eyes shut against the spray off his shoulders, ‘about a quarter of the length from the gate.’

‘You ran that far?’

‘I like to keep moving. Like right now. Share the hot water!’

He shifted to give her more of the direct stream. ‘They must have some strict training in the CIA.’

‘You know I can’t tell you who I work for.’

‘Just that you’re a spy,’ he continued amiably. It was an old game, this guessing and evading. ‘And that you speak so many languages you forget how many sometimes. And that you only take one vacation a year.’

‘And that I spend it with you,’ she agreed, and kissed him. The business of the shower mostly done, they turned their attentions to play. He deepened the kiss, stroking greedily through her mouth with his tongue, and she kissed back just as hungrily. His hands wandered up and down her torso, caressing her soap-slick breasts, and she grabbed his ass, pulled him against her and felt his cock jut against her hips. 

She made a hungry sound, tipping her head back to encourage him as he trailed kisses down her neck and across her collarbone. I missed this, she didn’t say, but she could swear he heard it anyway. He growled in answer – could it be an answer when she hadn’t spoken aloud? – and crushed his hips against hers, his cock insistent and undeniable.

‘Thomas!’ That she did say, and his answer was immediate, though she hadn’t finished her thought. He knew – always seemed to, when it came to this – exactly what she wanted. She leaned back against the shower wall, bracing herself against him, and he grabbed her leg almost before she’d started to lift it. Then he was inside her, thrusting deep, and she shuddered at the faint sting of soap against her clit, deliciously uncomfortable – paradoxically comforting. 

‘You’re going to kill me, woman,’ he groaned. That was his question three visits ago: whether she’d ever had to kill anyone. She’d told him she hadn’t, and he’d joked that he would be her first. 

‘Only if you don’t shut up and – oh!’ His timing was perfect, going from slow gyrations to a quick, decisive thrust. ‘Yes! More …’ His grin was wicked as he adjusted his grip on her leg, steadied himself and rammed her again, his pace growing faster until he was fucking her steadily, pressed up against the shower wall, their bodies steaming even in the cooling water. 

It felt glorious, but something was off. Then he shifted his stance without breaking pace, and she gasped as his new angle found all of the sensitive places he hadn’t quite been hitting. Now he was square on, and her body sparked with tingles, starting at her lower back and the nape of her neck and even her toes, all racing to meet in the middle. And when they did, it was explosive. She tipped her head back against the shower wall, fighting the urge to buck against him as she came. 

Thomas’s pace changed as she cried out and shook in his arms, and he groaned, long and low, as he thrust one final time. He buried himself deep inside her and cried out as he came, his muscles clenching and twitching but his grip on her remaining firm and gentle. 

He reached to turn off the rapidly cooling shower, and she was waiting with a kiss when he turned back to her. They were mostly dry by the time either of them thought to take their make-out session out of the shower stall. 

Thomas had tried, in the past, to discourage Jacqueline from helping with the chores around his ranch, but she was not easy to dissuade when she put her mind to something, and he was too much a gentleman to tie her to the bed and leave her aching for him all day. She tried to help make up for their inevitable late starts with her best ranch-hand impression. 

Today, that meant helping with the fence post. It had to be cut free, dug out and the gap mended, and she’d become familiar enough with the work to be where he needed her. Their work went quickly and quietly, the silence between them as comforting as a soft-washed flannel. 

‘Didn’t see any others?’ he asked when they were finished. 

‘No, not along this line. I can run the east pasture tomorrow.’

He nodded agreeably. ‘Sure. Meantime, we can drive the rest of this fence length for a ways. I’ve got most of the afternoon free.’

That was unusual, but not unheard of. She nodded and climbed into the cab of his pick-up, bracing for the jouncing ride without bothering to buckle in. They barely got out of first gear, so there hardly seemed to be much point.

He drove up the length of the fence, then turned to follow when it turned. Soon they came to a gate, and he got out of the idling truck to open it. They drove on, further than she was expecting, and she was surprised to note that he wasn’t paying much attention to the fence. ‘Thomas?’

He stopped the truck and killed the engine. ‘I think I see something over the top of that hill.’ He hopped out and didn’t wait for her or open her door, and Jacqueline followed, beginning to worry. He set a quick pace to the top of the hill and vanished over the crest, and she picked up her own pace. ‘Thomas! What are you doing?’

He didn’t answer and her worry spiked, but it couldn’t compete with the adrenalin rush she felt when she crested the hill and found him. He was kneeling on a blanket, a small box in his hand and utter panic in his eyes. 

She was already shaking her head. ‘Thomas, please don’t—’

‘I know you won’t marry me,’ he said, cutting her off. ‘I know you can’t, so I won’t even ask. And I know I’m not supposed to say this, but I love you.’ He swallowed, hard, and continued. ‘I don’t know your last name, or what your job really entails, or what your family is like …’

‘Was like,’ she whispered, and he nodded gravely, accepting the nugget of information as the gift that it was. 

‘I don’t know where you go when you’re not here or what you do and I’ve promised not to ask. And I won’t. But I will ask this.’ He opened the box and she nearly collapsed with relief when she saw not a ring but a bracelet; simple, tasteful, elegant and … damn it, it was perfect. Still, she didn’t move towards him. ‘I wait for you here every May, and every May you descend on me like an angel, but I want more than hope. I want a promise. I want you to be my May Queen. A formalisation of this … this little pact we’ve made together. Will you do that, Jacqueline? Will you promise to come back to me every year and let me love you while I can?’

Finally, she allowed herself to move towards him, but when she collapsed to her knees in front of him it wasn’t to take the bracelet but to grasp his other hand. ‘You’re a fool, Thomas. Even if I promise you my every May, I can’t promise you anything else. What man could live with that?’

His gaze was earnest and steady. ‘Haven’t I proved by now that I can? That I will and I do? That I’m willing to endure my self-imposed solitude when I know that at the end of it is you?’

‘I never asked—’

‘No. I offer it freely. Because I love you.’

‘Thomas …’

‘Because I want to spend every May with you for as long as we live.’

‘Thomas—’

‘Because I want to know –’ and here he choked up a little ‘– I want to know that if you ever don’t come back … I’ll know why.’ 

That was the worst part of this. The most unfair. There was no way to get him word if something happened to her. If she was hurt or killed. She bit her lip and dropped her head, her eyes filling. 

‘Say yes. Say you’ll be my May Queen,’ he whispered.

Jacqueline met his eyes. ‘Yes, love. I promise.’ She held out her arm for him, and he clasped the bracelet around her wrist with shaking fingers, then lifted her hand to place a tender kiss on the skin just above the jewellery. 

She shivered at the gentle contact, loving the gentle roughness of his lips against her tender flesh. Noticing, he pulled her towards him as he sat back, and cradled her in his lap. ‘I had to sneak all this up here while you were on your run, so I didn’t dare bring anything that needed to stay cold,’ he told her, ‘but I have some strawberries in that bag.’ He pointed, but she grabbed his arm and brought it against her body instead. 

‘Forget the strawberries. I want you.’ She turned in his arms, crawling over him to press him to the blanket, and he laughed as he eased back to let her. 

‘If I really want more answers, I should just try withholding sex,’ he teased. 

‘As if you could resist me!’ She grinned and then kissed him to end the argument, and he made no effort to break away and contest her point. Soon they were necking like teenagers, hands all over each other’s bodies, pulses pounding and desire rising up around them in a cloud so thick it was almost visible. 

Jacqueline broke away to tear her shirt off, and before she’d gotten her bra unclasped Thomas’s torso was bare as well, pale and vulnerable-looking up to the biceps. She descended on his flesh, kissing her way across his body and taking his nipples in her mouth one after the other, delighting in the urgency of his moans and the firmness of his hands on her shoulder and in her hair. 

When he finally couldn’t take it any more, Thomas rolled, pinning her to the blanket and kissing her until she felt the world start to spin. Then he kissed his way down her neck, nibbled at her collarbone and began, lovingly, to worship her breasts. His kisses were by turns tender and fierce and she cried out, wanting him to move on almost as much as she wanted him to stay there, just like that, for ever. 

But move on he finally did, dotting her abdomen with little kisses, circling her bellybutton, and then lower, right to the edge of her jeans. He nipped the flesh of her belly there, making her yelp in surprised delight, and then he sat up and worked the button and zipper with casual efficiency. She lifted her hips for him, and he dragged her pants and underwear down her legs, pausing only long enough to tug off her boots before he tossed the clothes aside and resumed his act of devotion. 

His mouth left searing points of pleasure up the inside of each leg, and Jacqueline fisted the blanket, begging him with her body and with throaty, desperate sounds to hurry. Thomas was never one to be hurried, though. He chuckled and kissed the inside of her knee, making her twitch and writhe, her legs spread wide open in an obvious plea. Here. Touch me. Taste me. 

Kisses fluttered across the tops of her legs. Her inner thighs. The nest of neatly trimmed fur atop her pubic bone. And still he ignored every sign she sent until at last she forced herself to speak through the fog of desire: ‘Thomas, lick me! Please … ’

With a chuckle he was there, the gentle kiss he placed on her labia almost worse than no touch at all. Then his tongue slid between her folds and pleasure seared her. He thrust deep inside her and then licked all the way up to her clit, teasing that hard point of pleasure with a flick of his stiffened tongue before he started all over again. It didn’t take many passes before she was squirming, hips thrusting involuntarily, helpless to do anything more than wrap herself in that molten sensation of pleasure and burn. 

Just when she thought she couldn’t stand another minute of that slowly building torture, Thomas slid one rough finger deep inside her, making her cry out and rock against his hand. He chuckled and pumped it in and out of her a couple of times, his tongue circling and teasing across her clit. ‘You’re so wet,’ he observed, his mouth still close enough to send a hot puff of breath across her enflamed pussy. ‘Do you want more?’

‘Yes!’ She had been certain, until the word tore from her, that she was incapable of speech by now. He was … inspiring. 

A second finger joined the first, sliding deep inside her and curling gently to add a new dimension to her pleasure. Then he worked a third finger inside, stretching and opening her, making her groan, deep and guttural. It was so good – almost too good. 

Finally, he started her on the rhythm that he knew would send her screaming over the edge. His fingers fucked her steadily while his mouth worked, lips closed around her clit, tongue working, sucking hard and then easing back to lap at her folds when she drew close to the edge. 

She closed her eyes, too dizzied with sensation to make sense of the world that seemed to spin and tip giddily around her. Her whole universe condensed to the feel of him between her legs, his body solid, his fingers rough and magical, his mouth insistent – torturous. 

When he let her come at last, she stuffed a corner of the blanket into her mouth and screamed, full-throated and ecstatic. There was nothing but the lightning strike of pleasure, killing her in the best possible way, destroying and remaking every cell in her body. 

She didn’t notice his fingers withdraw or hear the sound of a zipper being drawn. Just felt him over her, his body the only real thing in a world that still pulsed with unreal colours and sparks. He was there inside her, filling her, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around him on instinct as he fucked her. 

Impossibly, her body reawakened, and the orgasm that had only just begun to recede doubled down, slamming her under as he slammed into her, drowning her in bliss. She bit his shoulder as he groaned, his entire body shuddering as he fucked her all the way up to the stars. Then he was still, trembling as he held himself above her. His breath was hot on her neck, and her own breaths came in pants and gasps. 

He rolled aside a minute later and gathered her into his arms as they both returned to earth together. ‘I’m dead,’ she murmured. ‘You killed me and this is heaven.’

‘Sorry, Persephone, you only get one month in the Underworld,’ he said, kissing her temple. ‘It’s a bit of a bum deal, but I hope I’m making every second count.’

She shivered as an aftershock of pleasure went through her. ‘Oh, you are.’ Then another shiver as a breeze blew over her sweaty skin, chilling her. ‘I think I need my shirt back, though.’

‘Not your pants?’

‘I like to keep my options open.’ She grinned at him and he laughed, sat up, pulled his pants back on and helped her find her scattered clothes. ‘You said something about strawberries?’

It was bittersweet, sitting beside him, letting him press plump berries against her lips, his come still slick on her inner thighs and the smell of sex strong in the air. It was a moment she wished she could stretch for ever, but she’d made vows already – promises and obligations she couldn’t abandon just because her heart pulled at her. 

The glitter of her new bracelet drew her attention, though, and she smiled. She’d made a new promise now. Or solidified an old one. She was his, as much as she could let herself be. In a few short weeks she’d walk out of his life for another year, but for now she could be his May Queen. Until she was free, they would make it work. They would make it be enough. 

With the taste of berries and his kisses on her lips, Jacqueline smiled and let herself say the words she’d held inside for six long years: ‘I love you, Thomas.’ For now, it was enough.


The Exception

Giselle Renarde

We always said monogamy was too cruel a rule. That was basically the foundation of our relationship.

Sounds a little strange, right? I mean, who goes on a first date and just starts talking about how much they don’t want to commit themselves to another human being? ‘Not just you. Anyone. I mean, I’d commit, but I wouldn’t commit to exclusivity.’

I thought for sure Warren would stand up and walk right out of that restaurant. But he didn’t. He just kept tracing his thumb and index finger down either side of his chin, like he was trying to get his beard as pointy as possible. I’d never dated a man with a beard, so I found this fascinating. Maybe that’s what kept me there. 

But what kept him?

Warren has said to me, many times since that night, ‘I’ve never been with a girl like you.’

The difference is, I have. I’ve been with dozens of girls like me. And guys. People who just want to fuck. Not that they don’t experience emotions, only that they’re more open to the idea of going to bed together without committing to any kind of long-lasting relationship.

But even that description’s not quite right, because sometimes we’re talking about friends. Sometimes it’ll be people you’ve known for a very long time. And you decide to surrender to lust one night, but you know the next morning you’ll still be friends. You’ll just be friends.

Warren wasn’t exactly familiar with a life like this. But I could see that he was listening, right from the start. He was interested in me, in a long-lasting relationship with me.

The more he let me talk without interrupting me or correcting me or generally being a jerk about anything I said, the more I thought a relationship might work.

And it has. For nearly seven years it’s worked better than I ever could have imagined.

In the beginning, our shared life tingled with newness. The sex we had together was just spectacular – fireworks every time. And the sex with other people? Bring it!

One caveat: it was only me having sex with other people. Warren said he wasn’t interested in anybody but me. In any body but mine. That’s actually how he phrased it. So that was kind of sweet.

OK, that wasn’t the only thing. There was another caveat, and it was actually the biggie, but I went along with it because Warren was so new to all this. He said from the start that he would prefer to be present for any extracurricular sex I was involved in.

The first time it happened was at a party. He was older than everyone else, so already he stuck out. I felt protective of him. Doesn’t that sound weird? I’m the younger partner and I felt protective of him. But my friends can be critical of people who are new to polyamory and Warren certainly was, and I stuck close by him because I didn’t want him to get picked on. I cared about him so much, even back when our relationship was just getting started.

An old girlfriend was there with her new boyfriend and we introduced everybody and then, bam, it was right into, ‘Hey, Clara, you want to take this party upstairs?’

Thing is, my old girlfriend and I were always superhot in bed, and her new boyfriend was superhot in general, so I looked pleadingly at Warren. He seemed scared, but willing. I told the other couple, ‘Warren’s into it, but just watching. Not participating.’

‘Oh,’ my old girlfriend said. ‘He likes to watch, huh?’

But she said it in this really salacious way, like watching was Warren’s big fetish. That wasn’t it, but I felt like I would sound way too defensive if I tried to explain that he just wanted to be present in the room.

Anyway, all four of us went upstairs to one of the bedrooms, which was kitted out with condoms and candles because at a party like this you know someone’s going to end up doing it on your bed. Warren sat, fully dressed, in the computer chair while my former girlfriend kissed me and partially undressed me. Then her current boyfriend kissed me and undressed me completely. 

When we were all naked, the couple laid me out at the foot of the bed. She sat on my face while he fucked me. I kept trying to get a look at Warren, to make sure he was OK with all this, but there was a thigh in my face, and anyway, I really had to concentrate to eat pussy effectively. Plus, some stranger was spreading my legs and giving it to me hard. 

Eventually, I slid into the glossy, ephemeral space that sex occupies in my psyche. I’m not sure if I could feel Warren’s warm gaze on my skin, or if I just imagined it while this dude grabbed my hips and rammed me with the prowess of an athlete. I remember grabbing my old girlfriend too – her hips, her thighs, her ass – and just devouring her pussy. Eating it so hard her juices ran down my cheeks, down my chin. Sucking her mound into my mouth, making her scream, making her come.

Making him come.

Coming myself.

Then turning to Warren when this former love rolled off my face, and knowing he was seeing my smile glisten with another woman’s juices.

When he gazed at me with love in his eyes and a slow smirk on his lips, I knew this arrangement would work out.

And it has, for almost seven years.

Though, I must admit, over the course of those seven years the pace of the chase has slowed considerably. We used to get out a lot, or have people in. These days it’s mostly just the two of us, which is fine. I’d never have imagined myself saying so, but I look forward to coming home to Warren after work. We prepare meals together, talk about the office, eat, watch TV. It’s strangely satisfying.

Nothing much upsets our smooth sailing. 

Except the matter of Mavis. 

There are some women you look at and just think: Lesbian. And when you ask yourself why you think that, you can’t quite come up with an answer. In Mavis’s case, she wore business attire just like everybody else in the office: pinstriped pants, a smart jacket, sensible shoes. So what screamed ‘lesbian’ about her? Was it that powerful, assertive black-woman voice? Was it the hair? Cut close to the scalp, though only on one side, and what was left longer had been bleached bright copper-orange. 

Yes. It had to be the hair. That was a lesbian haircut if ever there was one.

Although I’ve met women with similar hairstyles who weren’t lesbians, so maybe there was just a certain je ne sais quoi about her. However it was conveyed, I knew it to be true because she was out at the office – much more so than I was. In fact, I wasn’t out as anything at work. Everybody knew I lived with a man. They assumed I was straight.

Even Mavis assumed I was straight, which I found tragic, especially because I developed an immediate crush on her the second we met. Every time I so much as walked by her office, I broke out giggling. It was great, and also scary, because I hadn’t felt like that about anyone but Warren in quite a long time.

I stayed away from Mavis a lot, because I liked her too much. Does that make sense? Don’t most people spend more time around people they like? Or is this a universal thing? You’re in a relationship that makes you very happy, then you meet this person who makes you so itchy you can’t stop thinking about them, so you take a step back. You’re even slightly short with them so they won’t know you’re secretly sweet on them.

Everything I knew about her, I’d learned second-hand from other office workers. She was new to the city, moved here after breaking up with a former girlfriend. Must have been a bad breakup. I couldn’t imagine starting over in such a grand way. New city, new job. Manager job, actually, but we worked in different departments so she wasn’t directly over me. Thank goodness! Can you imagine trying to avoid someone who’s practically your boss? That would take quite a lot of hiding in washroom stalls.

Although Mavis would probably find me. Our bathroom breaks always seemed to overlap, which was so embarrassing because who wants the woman they’re crushing on to hear them pee?

I usually tried to rush out of the washroom without acknowledging her, but one time she stepped out of the stall when I was still washing my hands, and I couldn’t grab a paper towel fast enough.

She said, ‘Clair, isn’t it?’

‘Clara,’ I said, taking too many towels.

Mavis stared at me with those dark, piercing eyes, and asked, ‘Do you have a problem with me, Clara?’

I stopped pulling out paper towels and just stared back because how was I supposed to answer that question? I felt like a child who’d been summoned to the principal’s office after a false accusation. Mavis was ridiculously intimidating, and it didn’t help that she was about four feet taller than me. Well, not really, but it certainly felt that way.

‘Tell me, is it because I’m a lesbian or because I’m black?’

‘No, I—’

She ran her hands under the taps and the water was so loud I didn’t even try to speak over it. After she’d washed, she grabbed one of the many paper towels I was still grasping like a bouquet of flowers.

‘I don’t have any problem with you,’ I told her.

‘For someone who doesn’t have a problem with me, you seem to go out of your way to avoid the slightest contact. I’m a direct person, Clara. Confront the matter head-on. Don’t let things fester.’

‘That’s good,’ I said. ‘That’s great. I admire that quality.’

Mavis tossed her towel in the trash, then crossed her arms in front of her impeccably svelte chest. ‘Out with it, then. Why’ve you been so curt with me?’

I glanced at the stalls to make sure we were utterly alone. The bathroom was an echo-y place to talk, but it’s where we were when she asked the question. So my voice bounced off every marble surface when I said, ‘I like you. A lot. Too much.’

I suddenly felt like an idiot, still holding that bouquet of towels, so I threw them out and stood before her in my sweater-dress and paw print novelty tights. She must have thought I looked like a child in that outfit, and I did, and I felt like one too. I felt utterly juvenile telling this strong, self-assured woman I liked her.

Luckily, the door squealed open at that moment, and I decided I was excused further interrogation. I slipped past Ling from Accounts Receivable and into the carpeted hallway, and speed-walked all the way back to my cubicle.

After that, I didn’t stumble across Mavis for two full days. Two of the longest days of my life. I kept hoping she’d wander into my realm, then hoping she wouldn’t. I wanted both extremes. I wanted everything in the middle.

And, even though I’d been telling Warren about the minutiae of everyday events for almost seven years, I didn’t tell him about Mavis. Not one word.

Love was ridiculously confusing.

Then, on the third day after I’d professed my ‘like’ to Mavis, my boss came to me and said, ‘The new manager in International Accounts needs some help sorting and filing. Her assistant’s off sick.’

I didn’t move a muscle, just sat there staring at him until he said, ‘We’re not too busy this week. I told her we’d give her a hand.’

‘Oh. Both of us?’ I breathed an actual sigh of relief, knowing I wouldn’t be alone with Mavis.

But then my boss said, ‘Yeah, I’ve got a conference call in five minutes, but I’ll be in to help after that.’

‘Oh. Can’t I wait for you?’

‘Why? What are you working on?’

I shifted some papers around my desk, but I could never lie to my boss. He was such a nice guy. So I said, ‘Nothing. I’ll go now.’

My heart hammered my ribs as I walked the long hallway towards Mavis’s office. I was nervous as hell, my stomach full of butterflies, but I was also excited to see her. Strange pairing of emotions.

Her door was open, but I knocked anyway.

She was kneeling on the floor among stacks of papers and binders and boxes and files. When she saw me, she smiled. She had on this burgundy lipstick and these silver earrings and she just looked so good my knees gave out. 

I joined her on the carpet. ‘What are we doing?’

‘Oh, whoever had this job before me left these files in an awful state. They need to be sorted by date, by project, by client, then re-categorised and refiled. It’s an absolute nightmare.’

‘Well, thank you for inviting me into it,’ I said.

She smirked, but in a way that made me feel like she didn’t know what I was talking about. Maybe she’d asked my boss for help without knowing he’d send me. Anyway, his conference call was cancelled, so he joined us sooner than expected. He and Mavis got on like a house on fire, so they were easy to be around. I just faded into the background until he said, ‘Let’s break for lunch.’

My knees were tragically locked from kneeling for so long, and everyone laughed when I tried to stand, then fell into Mavis’s chair. My boss left and closed the door behind him, and my heart hammered even worse than before because now we were alone in an enclosed space. Anything could happen.

‘I should have apologised,’ Mavis said. ‘For … you know.’

‘Calling me a racist homophobe?’ 

She chuckled. ‘Well, one or the other. I didn’t necessarily think you were both.’

‘Thaaaanks.’

Oh, those burgundy lips! And I thought they looked good pink! Burgundy, they looked juicy and delicious, like the cherries in a black forest cake.

I had to leave. Had to. Or I’d have done something stupid.

That night, I told Warren about Mavis. I felt guilty, like something had happened between us when obviously nothing had. We were co-workers. That’s all. She’d never expressed any interest in me, sexually or romantically or anything like that. But I still felt ferociously ashamed.

He wasn’t weirded out by it. Not a bit. I guess he’d seen me crush on a wide assortment of people over the years. All he said was, ‘She sounds great. Invite her over some time.’

So I did.

I used to be bold, but with Mavis I felt like this was the first time I’d ever asked someone back to my place. I couldn’t even bring myself to do it in the office, so I camped out by her car in the underground lot.

When she saw me, she screamed.

‘Sorry!’ I said. ‘I’m not a psycho killer, I promise.’

‘Oh, good. Well, as long as you promise …’

‘Sorry.’

‘You’ve been avoiding me again.’

‘I know! I’m sorry. I wanted to invite you over.’

She opened her back door and tossed a load of files in there. ‘I was going to spend the evening catching up, but I’ve worked hard today. A bit of social time might be just the thing.’

I actually hadn’t meant to invite her over right that second, but I couldn’t correct myself.

‘Did you want to give me directions, or …?’

‘Oh,’ I said. ‘Well, normally I’d take the subway home. So why don’t I come with you, if you’re coming home with me?’

Warren didn’t know she was coming. And I hadn’t mentioned him to Mavis. I’d just let her think … I don’t know what. That I was single? 

The whole way home I kept tugging on my skirt and yanking at the seat belt. I couldn’t get comfortable. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted all sorts of things. But I really didn’t think it would happen so soon.

When we walked through the door, Warren was in the kitchen. He stood very straight and Mavis stopped short and they both said, ‘Oh. Hello.’

Warren said, ‘Clara, I didn’t know you were bringing anyone home.’

‘I didn’t know you had housemates,’ Mavis said.

‘I don’t,’ I told her, though I couldn’t say where the words were coming from. My brain felt like it was floating above me somewhere. ‘Warren is my … not husband, but sort of … like that.’

I’d never liked the term boyfriend for him. He was too old and sophisticated to be anyone’s boyfriend. But we weren’t technically married, so he wasn’t technically my husband.

‘Oh,’ Mavis said. ‘I didn’t realise.’

Warren offered her a drink and first she said she should probably go, but then she changed her mind. Warren had already started prepping dinner, and he kept at it while Mavis and I sat at the table, gripping the stems of our wine glasses.

Alcohol helped.

I told her how long Warren and I had been together. I told her what my life had been like before he came along, and how it changed after he was in it. Warren didn’t have much to say, but he was listening the whole time, so he obviously didn’t object.

‘You have an open relationship?’ Mavis confirmed, glancing at Warren. ‘But only when you’re together?’

‘Technically, we’re both allowed to have sex with other people,’ I told her. ‘But it’s only ever been me. Warren keeps an eye on things.’

‘I bet he does,’ Mavis said, and took another swig of wine. ‘Tell me, Warren, what are you fixing for dinner over there?’

‘Oh, just a pasta dish,’ he said, offhandedly. ‘Portobello mushrooms, a very unassuming wine sauce. Will you be staying?’

Mavis straightened up and smiled widely. ‘You know, I think I will.’

Something had shifted, and I couldn’t tell what it was just yet. Mavis always seemed self-assured, but especially so now. 

She sat at our kitchen table with her shoulders proudly squared, and she asked, ‘Has anybody refused to partake of your love with Warren in the room?’

Warren blushed noticeably, then turned back to the stove. I said, ‘It happened once, with a girl who didn’t want to put on a lesbian sex show for Warren’s oppressive male gaze.’

Mavis leaned back and laughed loudly. ‘Had this girl ever met that man?’

‘No. She didn’t want to meet him.’

‘I doubt he could oppress someone if he tried,’ Mavis went on.

Warren conceded, ‘I really couldn’t – even if I tried.’

Mavis raised her glass. ‘I love this guy!’

‘Yeah,’ I said, and clinked a salute. ‘Me too.’

As we ate dinner, the shift became more obvious. Instead of doting on me, she moved her chair nearer to Warren’s. It was so weird, watching this lesbian flirt with my husbandish guy.

Yes, she was flirting!

Wait – was she a lesbian?

I’d assumed she was because of the hair and the ex-girlfriend, but people assumed I was straight because of the skirts and whole living-with-a-man situation. And I was far from straight.

Maybe Mavis was far from lesbian.

I poured another glass of red and watched Mavis gently touch her fingers to Warren’s forearm. She laughed confidently, and he looked towards me, like he was making sure it was OK. I smiled – meekly, no doubt – and he took that as a go-ahead.

‘Have you ever considered switching things up a bit?’ Mavis asked.

‘Switching things up how?’ Warren replied.

She looked to me. ‘Well, you said your man’s always the one left watching while you take other people to bed.’

‘Yes,’ I said, rather sharply. ‘That’s the arrangement.’

‘But what if your roles were reversed? What if it was you in the corner while Warren slept with someone else?’

I found the suggestion scandalous. Don’t ask me why. Before Warren, I’d been in relationships with other poly people and every partnership had its own rules. Some people didn’t ever want to know what you were up to. Some wanted to know every detail. With Warren, he was always in the room, and I was always the one getting fucked by someone else. Or getting my pussy licked, or giving a blowjob. It was always me the active participant and Warren the watcher.

How could we flip that on its head nearly seven years in?

I expected Warren to be scared, or at least act scared. But he didn’t. He’d had far less to drink than the pair of us, and maybe that went some way to explaining his stalwart reaction. He didn’t seem freaked out by Mavis’s suggestion. Maybe he didn’t understand what she’d implied. Or maybe I’d misunderstood.

I wanted to know for sure, so I asked, ‘Mavis, are you talking about you? About you and my … Warren?’

She shrugged animatedly and widened her eyes and raised her brow, then laughed.

Warren had lifted a forkful of spaghetti to his mouth, but it just stayed there, waiting, while he stared at Mavis.

I reached for his arm. ‘You wouldn’t want to … Warren, you wouldn’t … would you?’

Either way, his answer would have scared me. I was glad when he didn’t say anything, just gaped at our guest. 

Although the thought of the man I love going to bed with a woman I thought of as a lesbian had a certain appeal. There must have been something about Warren that drew in girls who usually went for girls. I certainly hadn’t been with many guys when we got together.

I asked Mavis, ‘Have you ever been to bed with a man?’

‘Oh, yeah.’ She waved her hand, then grabbed her glass, took another sip. ‘Well, long time ago. Looong time ago.’

‘Miss it?’ Warren asked, which surprised me. He hadn’t contributed much to this conversation.

‘I didn’t miss it when I was with someone,’ Mavis said. ‘The sex was good. Great. Passionate relationship. But the passionate ones go out with a bang, and ever since then I haven’t even looked at another – at anyone.’

But she looked at me. 

And then she looked at Warren.

‘You aren’t jealous, are you?’ she asked. ‘I know poly people sometimes get jealous despite themselves.’

‘Who, me?’ I laughed a little too loudly. ‘No, never. Not me. Not the jealous type.’

But of course I felt jealous. Or maybe not jealous. Maybe just unsure of all this. It was new, not for me, but for Warren and me, for our relationship. This wasn’t how we did things.

I guess Mavis wouldn’t have gotten so far in the business world if she didn’t know how to control a situation. She stood up from the table and said, ‘Show me.’

Warren and I both sat up very straight in our chairs. ‘Show you what?’

‘How it’s done,’ she said simply. ‘I’ve never been entertained by a couple. Show me what you do.’

I picked my napkin off my lap and put it on the table. ‘We don’t really …’

‘I wouldn’t say we entertain,’ Warren said. ‘Not in any specified manner.’

‘So entertain me in a non-specified manner,’ Mavis replied. ‘Is this the stairs over here? Oh, yes. The bedroom is up there?’

‘Yes, but …’

Warren and I scrambled out of the kitchen and followed her up.

‘Oh, here’s your bedroom. It’s very well put together. Very nice indeed.’

My head was swimming. Too much wine. What was happening?

‘So usually our Warren might sit in that chair, I imagine?’ She took him by the shoulders and moved him out of the way, then grabbed both my wrists and pulled me to the chair. Mavis was playing house with us. We were her dolls, and she set me down, then went back to the door and closed it.

The room was pretty dark. Nobody dared to turn on the lights.

How had I let this happen? I’d brought Mavis home for me. Why did Warren get to play with her? Just wasn’t fair.

‘You look a little nervous,’ she told him while she worked at his shirt buttons.

‘No, no. It’s certainly been a while, though.’

‘What’s been a while?’

He glanced at me as I sat politely in the corner, ankles crossed, hands folded in my lap. ‘I’ve been with Clara for almost seven years. Haven’t been with anyone else in all that time.’

‘But she has,’ Mavis reminded him

‘Clara has, yes.’

Did that give him permission to sleep with my new co-worker? Maybe it did. Or maybe the fact that I wasn’t jumping up and down screaming ‘Don’t do it!’ was permission enough.

‘How does he like it?’ Mavis asked me. ‘Is your man the initiator? Or do you take the lead?’

I laughed at that. ‘Oh, I do for sure.’

‘Sometimes it’s me,’ Warren cut in, seeming hurt.

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Sometimes. Not often.’

Mavis asked, ‘He won’t be scandalised if I do something like … this?’

She let his trousers fall, grabbed his dick and dragged him to the bed. She’d unbuttoned his shirt but not taken it off. It was still hanging off his shoulders when she pushed him flat on the mattress. What surprised me most was that he was already hard. He didn’t usually start that way. I had to work at him, with my hands or my mouth. I had to get him there. 

Mavis had gotten him there just tearing off his clothes.

‘Stay,’ she instructed him – and me too, I guess – while she unbuttoned her own blouse and tossed it aside. When she took off her pinstriped pants, I got a good look at her nearly naked skin, which shone like polished wood in the moonlight.

Her lingerie was very fine: dusty pink lace that seemed more sophisticated than anything I owned. She was such a commanding presence, a professional woman. She knew what she wanted and went for it.

She pulled Warren’s pants off completely. His legs hung off the end of the bed, but only from his knees down. Above that, he was all cock. He looked huge. Damn! That’s what he’d give to Mavis? Why didn’t he get erections that huge with me?

I sat picking my cuticles as Mavis pushed down her panties and unhooked her bra. Her breasts were firm and fit, like an athlete’s. Her belly wasn’t flat, though. It had a nice curve to it. So did her heart-shaped bum and her thighs. I got to see quite a lot of her rear as she crawled up the bed and hovered over my husband – well, not my husband. Over Warren. 

I watched the way his dick reached for her pussy while she bent down to kiss him.

‘I’m sorry,’ I said, and jumped out of my chair. ‘I just can’t let you do this.’ 

They both stiffened visibly.

I grabbed a condom and took hold of Warren’s cock and snapped the latex down his shaft. ‘There. That’s better.’

Mavis chuckled. ‘Of course. What was I thinking?’

‘That you haven’t been with a man in ages and you really want to get a cock inside you?’

Warren groaned and Mavis giggled, and I guess I was right because she dropped her weight right down on his dick. When he was inside her, they both groaned, then they both giggled.

Nobody told me to sit back down in the corner, so I crept across the room to get a better perspective. I wanted to watch Mavis move on my man. I wanted to see her breasts bounce and swell as she rode him.

Warren didn’t do much of anything, but he looked like he was in heaven as Mavis’s hungry pussy swallowed him. Her thighs must have been super-strong, because she raised herself up and dropped herself down again and again. The sight of his cock emerging from inside her, all slick and swollen, made me dizzy and jealous and so turned on I couldn’t stop myself.

I tore off my top and stripped out of my skirt and threw my underwear across the room.

Those two didn’t even notice. They were lost in the fuck.

That didn’t bother me so much. Gave me the opportunity to really surprise them.

I jumped on the bed and sat on Warren’s face and wiggled around, rubbing my snatch across his lips and his beard. He opened his mouth, probably to ask what I was doing, and I plopped my pussy right down on his tongue.

Mavis didn’t notice me there until I wrapped my hands around her beautiful breasts and plunged my face between them.

She gasped, then laughed, then held me by my shoulders as I licked her tits. Oh, her nipples were so soft at first! Then so pointy! And I loved them in both states. I sucked them and she moaned as she bounced on Warren’s dick. Warren moaned too, but every expression of lust was lost inside me. 

I wouldn’t move from his mouth, and he took full advantage, licking and lapping my clit. He’d done that to me a million times, but it had never felt this good. Having my lips wrapped around another woman’s nipples really ramped up the arousal in the room.

‘Oh, you rascal,’ she said, and I felt like a rascal. Perfect word. I wouldn’t sit still, wouldn’t do as I was told. 

Then she instructed me to make her come, and I knew just what to try.

I licked my fingers and traced them down between her legs. I felt the spot where my man’s dick split her in two. I felt how wet she was down there. Then I found the small swell of skin and I tickled that hot button with my rascally little fingers.

‘Oh, yes,’ she cried, wrapping her hand around my ponytail. She tugged on my hair, but not hard enough to draw my face away from her tits. If you’d pulled Warren’s hair, you probably couldn’t have dragged his mouth away from my pussy either. 

He sucked it roughly, but never rough enough. The suction built a swell of pressure between my legs, and the delicious pleasure went into giving Mavis an equal sensation. I wrapped one arm around her waist to steady myself as I suckled and teased. Her clit felt even harder under my fingers. 

The harder she felt, the harder I rubbed. Her pussy was so slick, and I knew I’d played a part in that. My fingertips hit Warren’s shaft, and I knew he’d played a part in her arousal too. We’d done that together. And we were about to get her off together. As a couple.

Mavis pulled my hair and I bit her tit. She shrieked and her pussy clamped around Warren’s cock. I could tell because the fucking halted momentarily. I took advantage of the moment to scour Mavis’s clit with yet more eager pressure. She bellowed, then slammed her body down on Warren’s. He howled when she landed on him like that, and his cry resounded inside my cunt.

I gripped Mavis’s butt with one hand and stroked her off with the other. I went back at her nipples, sucking hard and fast while Warren gave my clit the same treatment. I came so hard I couldn’t move, except my mouth, which devoured one firm breast almost completely. 

After one orgasm came another, and I built it up by grinding my pussy all over Warren’s bristly face. His body shook beneath me as Mavis howled above me. They were coming in the dust of my orgasms. They were coming hard, and together, and I felt surrounded by this huge cloud of love and desire. I rubbed her clit harder and licked the nipple I’d mostly ignored and she pulled my hair so hard I ended up in some weird contorted yoga pose. Then collapsed.

We all did, except Warren. He’d pretty much been in collapse position all that time, lying back and letting it happen, letting two women work him over and getting each other off along the way.

At one point, I was lying diagonally across Warren’s chest with Mavis posed across me. A human asterisk. Too bad we didn’t have a camera on the ceiling. It must have looked amazing.

That’s what I was thinking about as I struggled to catch my breath: how great we must look together, all three of us. Because I sure knew how great it felt when we met body to body to body.

Mavis eventually left the room, but she came back with a wine bottle and glasses.

‘If you drink any more, you’ll end up passed out in our bed,’ Warren said.

We shifted apart so she could get in between. I guess we knew without saying that we both wanted one arm. We both wanted to cuddle up with Mavis.

I asked her, ‘Do you think anyone at the office will notice if you show up tomorrow wearing the same thing you wore today?’

‘Maybe,’ she said, handing out glasses and pouring more wine. ‘But who cares what they think? It’s our party … and it’s not over yet.’

If I hadn’t already been crushing on her madly, I would have totally fallen for Mavis in that moment. And I bet Warren would tell you the same thing.

‘To agreements and exceptions,’ he said, holding out his glass.

‘Agreements,’ we all said. ‘And exceptions.’


Into the Blue

Willow Sears

Today, she decided, she was feeling horny enough and nasty enough for it to be one of their Game Days. He wouldn’t mind, that’s for sure. He was always game. He had a cock that was always up begging and simply wouldn’t play dead. In combination they were a pair of insatiable fuckers who had no qualms about taking their antics beyond their bedroom walls. They didn’t even think their rudeness had to stop at them alone. Others were definitely invited, even though they had a passion for each other that could burn like wildfire. Others were just props for them, living sex toys. In this respect they were selfish and single-minded, but neither would ever find their conscience troubled by it. Pleasure was pleasure and anyone who missed any chance of it deserved all the short shrift life gave them. 

You wouldn’t necessarily know it to look at them, especially not before they had dressed for the part. They didn’t exactly have ‘voracious sexual predator’ written all over them. She was a curvy redhead with what might be lazily described as a certain MILF-ish quality to her, but she could look somewhat plain without make-up and a touch severe with. He was tall, wide and solid, with a penchant for body-building befitting someone who mainly worked in security. His head was shaved stubble-close and he had the deep lines, nicks and scars of a man with a lived-in face. However, his eyes were deep brown and they drooped a little at the corners to give him more of a kindly, almost sad look, which is why he preferred to wear shades when aiming to be assertive. 

Their games, when others were to be involved, always had them assuming dominant roles. It was the best way to retain control and it suited their true selves. Most of what they did originated in her mind. She was the cunning one, the creative one. However, never before had she dared to try anything with a complete stranger somewhere outside the regular clubs or likely venues. This was a bold step up even for her, always the fearless one. It was one she was not likely to feel truly comfortable in taking until she was dressed and in character. Even then she thought it might require more balls than perhaps even her partner could muster.

However, what a chance to seize. One so perfect, so seemingly presented on a plate, might never come along again. They had been brought into another hotel of the exclusive chain they worked for – the one with fabulous suites whose balconies looked out across the gnarly vine-clad slopes of the valley and beyond towards the Med. There had been a security breach here just days before a VIP party was due to descend. Dismissals had been made, leaving gaps. They were there to help do a sweep and plug any remaining leaks. It gave them more control and access to certain things than they would normally be allowed. It meant they knew who the hostesses would be and to which suites they would be assigned. 

He sauntered back in from the bathroom with his hair still wet, clad only in tight cotton hipster briefs. He habitually showed himself off whenever possible: his pecs and biceps, the bulge of his languishing yet always-ready-to-spring-to-action cock. The briefs were just for a moment’s show, just a little tease to ensure he grabbed attention as they were slipped midway down his thighs, the slow reveal quickening her pulse more than the sight of him gratuitously naked would have done. He didn’t have to look to know that her eyes were already keenly upon him as he tugged patiently but purposefully upon his cock to open the gate for those ever eager blood cells, to let them rampage through and fill him to bursting.

She salivated, of course. What else would a cock-hungry bitch like her do? And his so perfect. But he wasn’t yet done, oh, no. He regarded himself in the long dressing mirror as he removed the lid from a jar and used two fingers to scoop out a quantity of opaque, wax-like coconut oil. The stuff is all the rage these days, both as a skin product and for cooking. But how many others daily smooth it into their erect cock, not only from some vain notion about keeping the skin beautiful but also to have there a slight but ever-present lubricant ensuring he was always ready for anything? And of course it was a bonus that it provided an invitingly exotic smell and taste for anyone he might want to cajole into feasting upon it. 

She wanted to, right now. Watching him slowly wank to his own reflection was achingly difficult to resist. However, that made it too easy for him and experience taught that her rewards were best if he was made to work for his. Fortunately, she had a scheme, one involving hotel hostesses. ‘Hostess’ was the name given to the simple chambermaids who were temporarily elevated to look after VIP guests in their suite. Their job wasn’t particularly taxing. They were basically there to keep quiet and look good, a bit of glamour to hold trays of drinks and clean surfaces. It was just a way for the hotel to score a little bit higher in the minds of their guests.

The girls were all of a type: attractive – that was a given – and young. The latter meant they were often suggestible and eager to please in this perceived role of responsibility. It was a way up the ladder if the job was done well. That was the key. Glitz and wealth overawed most ‘ordinary’ people all the time. It was how the rich and powerful were able to manipulate so many so often. Unwitting innocents propelled suddenly into this world were easily malleable. It was human nature. It didn’t matter what strength of character that person had. They did as they were told. They acted to please and stayed quiet. 

In her role as flying security guru she knew which three girls had been chosen this time. She’d pulled their details, including a picture. She could almost tell from the eyes which one was the most likely to fit their needs. With her plan, if one girl didn’t work for them they could always move on to the next. And the plan was simple: in view of recent security breaches it would be wise to set up a dummy run for a VIP client visit. Send the girls in turn to their assigned suite (such things were always very hush-hush) as if the client was imminent. If the paparazzi showed up within the hour you had the source of your leak, or at least you could narrow down the culprits to a minimum. If the coast remained clear, the hostess passed her test and was clearly trustworthy. 

The woman wasn’t really bothered about how well her test worked. Leaks always came from the top anyway. She just wanted the naïve pretty girl in the sumptuous bedroom, all alone for an hour. She wanted that girl to think that someone very important was about to arrive and that her job was to serve them. She was to think that she was the face of the hotel for that time. Responsibility like that changes a person. It makes them so very eager to please. In that the woman saw the chance of a challenge, and thus it was easy to formulate her game. 

‘I bet you,’ she said, still watching the man smoothing the coconut oil into his erection, ‘that I can have you balls deep inside some pretty young thing today without you saying even a single word to her. Without you even speaking at all.’

The man looked her way, his interest piqued by the thoughts of pretty girls and his cock buried inside them. He raised his eyebrows to elicit more information from the woman.

‘No paying her,’ she continued. ‘No incentives offered at all. Simply from my words. A girl neither of us has ever laid eyes on before. A total stranger just going about her daily business. I bet you I can.’

The man looked back at his reflection and studied it as if to suggest his looks alone should be enough to have any female silently begging for him. However, she knew the score. She also knew that the idea of the game excited him, despite his poker face. 

‘If I win,’ she said, ‘we go to the club later, because I’ve a real hankering to have two cocks inside me tonight.’

Oh, yes, she certainly did. And if she was feeling particularly victorious then he might only get to find himself watching her deeply taking those fabulous cocks.

Nadia threw open the double doors and stepped out onto the balcony and into the blue, the sun immediately thrillingly warm where her skin was bare. It seems you got given shorter dresses to wear when on hostess duty, ones that belled out a little where they ended above the knee. This one would be precarious in gusty winds but then that was essentially the point. As a hostess you were meant to look more attractive and approachable than the stuffier chambermaids. You were meant to look a little more available even though the management made it abundantly clear that any fraternising with the guest beyond one’s prescribed duties was expressly forbidden. You were supposed to keep your mouth shut and look good. VIPs did not want ugly servants blighting their fabulous suites.

Of course one could get offended at being paraded about like this, picked primarily as eye candy rather than for any actual hosting skills. However, it was hard for Nadia not to feel a surge of pride along with excitement when she got picked; there were, after all, a fair few young girls working there that she had been chosen above. Plus you got paid double whilst on duty, and there was the chance of a fat tip, and you got to spend all your day in the best suites in the place. The standard rooms were already good but the VIP suites were something else. And the work was hardly exhausting. You served drinks to the guests, packed and unpacked for them, fetched whatever they needed, things like that. Basically you were the link between the concierge and room service, a silent helper to ensure the guests didn’t even have to make a phone call, answer a door or lift a finger for anything. From what Nadia could gather, many of these VIPs already had an entourage to ensure that happened anyway.

It was the first time she had been picked as a hostess. The hotel she had recently come from didn’t get the VIPs. She had transferred here as part of her plans for a Big Adventure, and so far things were going rather well. She had been lucky to sneak a position as one of the on-site workers. Her package included bed and breakfast as well as concessions on other meals and the use of certain facilities. The deduction for room and board took nearly all of her wages but she could keep all tips and it allowed her a way to work in such an exclusive resort when she could never otherwise have afforded accommodation. It still didn’t mean you could live the high life, but you got to witness it and experience it vicariously. And there were cheaper, lively, welcoming bars for the locals and for all those migrant workers needed to staff the high number of tourist facilities for such a relatively unpopulated area. 

Being resident did mean you could be moved from room to room at any time, depending on the hotel’s needs. Rarely did you even get one of the standard rooms. Often, like now, you could be lumped into a twin with someone else. Her current room-mate was a very pleasant girl, although the language barrier meant they struggled to really get on. So many came across from Eastern Europe, seeking a better life. This girl also seemed to spend a lot of her time whispering silent prayers and crossing herself – although the little sighs and whimpers that could be heard emanating from her side of the bedroom at night suggested that her thoughts and actions then were anything but religious. 

Nadia would never admit it to anyone but temptation was certainly something she was struggling to ignore. She was nowhere near as brazen as some of the girls here seemed to be. It was not in her nature to seek quick fixes from local Lotharios. She thought she had a little more pride than that. Nor in her few weeks here had she yet had to succumb to self-remedy in the way her room-mate did. Perhaps she would have done if privacy allowed. The sun’s gorgeous rays seemed to beam directly onto the pleasure zone between her legs. Her mind was always prone to wander but this heat inspired an uncharacteristic tendency towards rude flights of fancy. It could leave her almost feverish with need and frustration on those days when she couldn’t rein her imagination in. 

Also, there was something about opulence that simply got her blood fizzing. It was the promise of it, the possibilities. Beds like the one in this suite, for instance: massive and covered in the finest silk; a headboard forged from wonderfully crafted metal and almost crying out for restraints to be attached. You don’t look upon it and think only of a good night’s sleep, that’s for sure. Dark fantasies were bound to stir. And the wet room. Surely no one actually needs a shower that big, do they, and that raised seat at one end and all those separate nozzles? It was practically demanding that at least two people use it at once. Same as the bath. Champagne and candles and soft music piped in. Warm jets at the touch of a button, lights dimmed at a clap of the hands. It was clearly designed to give guests the chance to get either as clean as they liked in here, or as dirty. It was bound to make anyone’s imagination whir. 

This view from the balcony was one to die for. Very, very few people would ever get to see it, and here she was. It was the type of balcony where you might expect to come across a Bond girl in a bikini. Its aspect was completely private too, high up and angled towards the valley. She could lean back posing against the railings like some exotic international spy or a fabulous Hollywood actress, framed by the most stunning backdrop. She could picture the life of the lucky girl who could afford to hire such rooms. She could imagine the romantic potential. She knew she would never have anything close to this but that didn’t stop her mind conjuring the thoughts. In the warmth of the sunshine, with little else to do, it was almost impossible not to. 

She’d been given no clue who her VIP guest was, but any minute now they might stride through the door and find her there in her short dress, with instructions to grant them their every wish. Only a high-roller with exquisite taste could afford this room. Only the most powerful – since wealth equalled power – would be here, and such a person would be used to getting what they wanted. They would be charismatic and debonair, a jet-setter who would take any pretty hostess’s bounty with impunity but always keep her secrets. Such people instinctively pleased as lovers as it was innate in them to want to be the best. Was it even her place to refuse any request made of her by someone so dazzling? It certainly wouldn’t be as easy as refusing the usual downtrodden guys who gave her the eye and expected favours for the price of a cheap beer. 

Yes, it was good to dream. It made the hours pass quicker and it enlivened her. Odds were the guest would actually turn out to be some fat banker in his sixties but if it was anyone even half decent or famous then perhaps it would give fuel for her fantasies. Better still, there was a distinct possibility the guest would go out again, leaving her all alone with no chance of being disturbed by other staff members, and with that big bed or that fabulous shower with all its strategically placed nozzles at her disposal. That would be more than racy enough to count as part of her Big Adventure. It was perhaps a more likely scenario than a seduction. Indeed most of her exploits on this adventure might well turn out to be pure fantasy rather than reality, but being here was still half the battle. You had to be in the right places to get the inspiration for the dreams, and few places could ever better this. 

She drank in the view down the valley once more and felt a little pang at the realisation that she would only know it for one day. She didn’t hear the door opening since it was stealthily done. The first she knew of no longer being alone was the female voice behind her. She spun around, the shock bursting through her. There she saw a redheaded woman striding out onto the balcony, tall like her, power-dressed in a summer LBD and Gucci shades. Nadia didn’t think she recognised her as anyone famous but she looked important enough, although her heavy red lipstick seemed a bit tacky. Behind her was the hulking form of a shade-wearing, shaven-headed man in a black suit, with a crisp white shirt and a thin black tie. He looked like CIA or FBI or some other government secret service. What did she know? She’d only seen such people on-screen. 

‘Stay exactly where you are,’ the woman said at her, pointing a finger tipped with a long red-painted nail. She went straight to the railings of the balcony, methodically surveying the scene as if analysing it for threats rather than admiring its beauty. Into the space she left behind her marched the man, right into Nadia’s personal space, as if ready to stop her fleeing or going for a gun. He was all she could see before her, a wall of masculinity. His mouth was tight-lipped to demonstrate that he was a silent, no-nonsense guy, fully trained to take zero kinds of shit. Behind those shades his eyes were probably steely. He did smell nice, though. Even in her raging alarm Nadia was able to note this. 

‘Hello?’ the woman said, making Nadia look her way. Answering was going to be difficult with her breath catching as it was. 

‘Yes? Hello? Ah, it’s you,’ the woman said, removing her shades and examining Nadia up and down. The green eyes gave the full story of her attractive face, but Nadia nonetheless had no clue who this woman was. Then she spotted the blue light flashing on the little earpiece with its attached microphone, and realised the newcomer wasn’t actually talking to her at all, but remotely into a phone. ‘Yes, I am here, in situ. Bedroom clear. Out on balcony now. One female servant present.’

Servant! Who on earth was this woman? Was she the VIP or simply the head of some kind of advance security detail? Either way she had stripped the trembling Nadia of any power or indignation at being barged in on. The hulk was still right there before her, ready to react at the slightest movement. 

‘No, I’m not about to be assassinated,’ the woman continued. ‘There is no overlook. It would take a drone strike to hit me. No, of course she isn’t armed. You aren’t armed, are you?’ 

It took a couple of moments for Nadia to realise the last bit was being said to her, not least because it was mostly addressed to her chest, as if that was the likeliest place to secrete a cache of firearms. Nadia, brain still whirring, could barely manage a shake of the head.

‘I don’t think she even speaks the language,’ the woman said, her eyes still trained on Nadia’s bust. ‘She’s not wearing enough to carry anything concealed. Pretty, though. Type of lips you’d like to bite.’

That actually gave Nadia something of a start. She could almost mentally ‘feel’ the teeth pressing gently into her there. It gave her a little involuntary shiver of pleasure, despite the alarm still inside her. 

‘Relax, there’s nothing for you to worry about.’ 

This was almost certainly said to the person at the other end of the phone but Nadia didn’t mind hearing it. The woman was one of those authoritarian types that always made Nadia feel like a schoolchild again. Strange how certain people could rob her of any power, just from the way they looked. People who breathed confidence took hers away and left her somewhat awestruck. If ever she imagined being seduced by a woman it was always someone like this, strong, handsome, with fire in her belly. If Nadia had more of that fire she knew she wouldn’t be working as a hotel chambermaid. 

Whoever this woman was, she was clearly as strong and confident as they come. She was the stuff of action films. She was one you’d find yourself obeying without question. However, it wasn’t fear Nadia felt, rather subordination. Even the hulk, unprepared as he was to withdraw from her personal space, didn’t frighten her as such. Perhaps he might have done if he hadn’t smelled so pleasant: fresh, slightly sweet and with a hint of coconut. Instead she found his closeness almost a blessing, more a protection than a threat. It was already allowing her nerves to calm.

‘No, of course I’m not alone,’ the woman said, eyes now fixed upon Nadia’s. ‘I’ve got one bodyguard with me. No, not the Fijian, a different one. The one with the magnificent cock.’

Her eyes didn’t even flicker as she said this. Each word was deliberately intonated to be perfectly clear. The last one sent the adrenalin coursing all through Nadia once more. It was such a surprise; so vulgar a word and so vivid the mental picture it created. 

‘Yes, that one. I’ve never seen another cock look so deliciously rigid, like every cell in it was swollen fit to burst. And so smooth too, such a curve to it. I can’t imagine how delightful it would be to gorge upon it.’

Nadia could feel her cheeks pinking with heat. The woman’s eyes had not left hers all the while this was being said, like it was she and not the anonymous telephone person who had asked the question. The woman clearly assumed Nadia couldn’t speak the language, although surely now her flushed face had given the game away? The most fleeting of glances towards the hulk told Nadia he felt no embarrassment at being described thus. Who knew what his eyes did behind those shades, but his mouth didn’t flicker at all. Not a single nerve in his body seemed to twitch. Perhaps he didn’t speak the language either. Maybe every muscle in his body was as rigid as his erect cock. 

‘I saw him slide it inside a waitress once. She was bent over a table in a café garden with her skirt pulled up and her wrists secured behind her back. She had a rump you’d love to smack. She was tight but she took him, despite how stuffed full she seemed. He eased it into her very gently for such a brute. Made her take every inch until his balls were wet from her. He let her rest and he took her by the hair, winding it around his fist to get a good hold. When he fucked her he was like a wild beast. Such speed and so relentless, such a dirty noise he made against her. She came on his cock within the first thirty seconds but that didn’t stop him. I could see that prick of his, covered in her come and stiff as an iron bar. I think the waitress had all but passed out with bliss by the time he spurted inside her. She must have come three times or more.’

Nadia knew she had gasped audibly a couple of times during this. Her face was pinker still, the heat from the day not helping to keep her blood temperature down. The images provoked were clear and uncompromising. She saw every detail as if she had been there by the woman’s side on that day. She could feel how wet it would make you to witness such a scintillating carnal act. She could see it all like it was a memory of her own. Who the hell was this woman and why was she here speaking like this? That’s the thing about people of her stature and character: they simply didn’t give a fuck. Lesser people didn’t count. They were invisible to them. There was no way Nadia could find the strength to interject. She couldn’t even look away from the woman. She never could duck authority. 

‘I remember wishing I could have taken him from her and put him in my mouth. You know how I just love to suck, and his is as edible a cock as any I have seen. You know he covers it every day in coconut oil? That’s right. It is to make him taste nicer and to keep him ready for anything and anyone at any time. Yes, even you. Imagine what was going through that waitress’s mind when he bent her over, knowing that cock of iron was ready greased.’ 

Well, pretty much what was going through Nadia’s right now. She could almost feel the tightening of the belly, the shiver of trepidation and anticipation. Her breath was coming with the same shortness. The tremble was already in her limbs but she could not deny the spike of heat she felt between her legs at this last image. She could smell him; that was the thing that made that particular image so vivid. She could smell the coconut. Maybe he put it on his face too but then again maybe it was indeed his cock she could smell, announcing its readiness. 

She couldn’t help herself. It was totally involuntary and it made Nadia blush harder still. It was just another fleeting glance but both of these intruders couldn’t fail to have seen it. Just momentarily she had looked down his body, down towards his crotch. It wasn’t a bulge she witnessed in the fabric so much as a well-defined bar running diagonally upwards to one side. She could tell the girth of it and how it would fill her hand. She was mortified that she had looked and mortified that she was having these thoughts so close to him, where he might read her mind. It might have made her flee except that she couldn’t see a way to get around him without brushing against his body and bringing her into contact with the bar in his trousers. And that just made her think again of taking it within her grasp.

‘He does ease it in ever so gently, though,’ the woman said, now seemingly even closer to Nadia. Those green eyes of hers looked lust-hungry and were almost mesmerising. ‘It must feel incredible as it fills you, like tingling electricity there. And it is so solid you couldn’t prevent it from opening you up and burying its every inch.’ 

Another twinge hit Nadia where it counted. She knew she was wet there and that her scent might soon prove as evident as his. How could she feign resistance to him then? She tried to force the thoughts out of her mind but newer, ruder ones simply leaped in to replace them. She could feel the sun on her skin, picture herself naked and out in the open just like that waitress had been, abandoning herself to those fantasies of adventure, at the mercy of this hulking man who would open her up with his greased cock and slip remorselessly inside. It all felt surreal, like a dream. Nadia had no clue how such an unreal situation had evolved suddenly around her, nor did she feel she had any control over it. 

This woman with her dirty private conversation that wasn’t actually private at all was fearless and brazen. That was clear. She was powerful and came from a totally different world than one Nadia could ever inhabit. Only particular people had to take caution against assassination. She lived life on the edge and was uncompromising in everything that she did. Heightened risks equalled heightened pleasures. She saw all things as hers for the taking. She stole the wind from your sails and filled hers with it instead. And he, he would die for her in a second. And he had a cock of iron that would please even a goddess and have her craving it – a cock that was right now already erect and maybe only its own length away from Nadia’s tingling puss. 

‘Oh, gosh, no – it could never replace your cock,’ the redhead cooed. ‘It’s just one of those that all women seem to need inside them once in their life. It would be exquisite and unforgettable in its own right but there would be no compassion. It would be like getting fucked by a cyborg – perfect in some ways, as intense as you could bear, but something to keep as a precious secret, almost like it was a dream.’

So that was the next image: Nadia, naked and with the sun upon her, spitted on this dispassionate muscle-man as he used her for pleasure and pummelled more through her than she would ever take again. One raw, pure fuck where nothing mattered except your own searing bliss. It would be the most thrilling, sinful moment of her Big Adventure but ironically it would be the one she could never really talk about, since the telling would never encapsulate the true euphoria of the moment, the single perfect dirty episode of a lifetime. It would merely sound like some far-fetched fantasy. 

Which, of course, it was – Nadia’s ever-colourful imagination jumping ahead to make something fantastical out of a strange and disorientating reality. One in which some luscious high-powered special undercover operative woman was erroneously trying to take advantage of a language barrier to have an impromptu dirty phone call with some illicit lover, whilst her unsuspecting knuckle-headed bodyguard did his best to act tough. Perhaps Nadia even imagined that bar of cock in his trousers – she daren’t look to check.

‘I’d love to feel your stiff prick right now,’ the woman said, not finished yet. This time she looked at the bodyguard when she said it, a smile spreading across her face. ‘You know I love the heat and pulse of it in my palm.’

Then she had done it. Her hand had slowly moved out towards his crotch to rest there. Nadia couldn’t help but watch it unfold. She hadn’t imagined the erection after all. There it was, being held and gently squeezed. She should run, she knew it. But her job was to stay here – that’s what she told herself. Her legs couldn’t have moved anyway. They didn’t want to. 

‘You know I’d unleash that cock of yours, don’t you, no matter where we were?’ The zip of the hulk’s fly was being hauled down ever so slowly by those fingers with red-painted nails. ‘Remember how I put my hand in there when we were at that ice-cream stand, the girl serving us right there able to see?’

Now Nadia’s heart was banging because that hand had slid inside the trousers to find the rigid meat. The woman sighed, closed her eyes just for a moment and let the smile spread even wider. 

‘Remember how I took him out for you?’ 

Nadia gasped again, the sudden image of his erection springing free filling her mind. Her mouth felt as wet as her puss, the saliva clear and slick in the heat, threatening to dribble from her mouth. In her dreams she usually woke up around now and perhaps she was half-hoping she would. Now was the time to speak up but she could not. You did not speak up to such people. You left them in control. You did as they told and her last instruction had been to stay exactly where she was. The hand rummaged, the expressionless hulk doing nothing to stop it. Then the hand was coming out, drawing free a cock with its fat purple head proudly showing.

 It was every bit as rigid as promised, every bit as beautifully smooth and curved. The surface glistened from the oil upon it, and Nadia sensed the coconut waft in her nostrils. Maybe it was only the woman’s talk that had made it so but it did look delicious, especially with the hand now gliding very slowly up and down its greased length. 

‘Remember how I stroked your cock hard that day?’ The woman had moved in so close to Nadia that the warmth of her breath could be felt. They were all in this together now. From nowhere, from that initial shock and hostility, suddenly there was this, and Nadia was simply playing along, sucked in as if hypnotised. That was their power over her.

‘Behind the booth with the ice-cream girl watching us? I’d never seen a cock look so inviting. Remember how the girl spat upon it to help the skin glide back and forth upon you? Your cock-head was swollen fit to burst.’ 

And so was this one. The saliva in Nadia’s mouth was already pooling almost too thick to swallow. The urge to eject it had already been strong. And then she did. Without thinking she had let it go to string down and spread over his fat glans. As the woman moved to work it in, Nadia realised that this one act of hers had opened her up to anything they had in mind. It was a sign of her acquiescence, however spontaneous it had been. 

‘Ah, yes, your cock that day was so irresistible that girl couldn’t wait to have it inside her.’

And now Nadia’s heart was racing, the images already in her head, the promise of the reality seemingly now unstoppable. 

‘I held up her skirt for you, did I not?’

The free hand with its red nails was lifting Nadia’s black hostess dress, lightly grazing her bare thighs beneath in the process, causing yet another shiver. No one was stopping it. Breaths were coming harder all round now. The prick was being drawn forward to close the few inches of empty air between it and the crotch of Nadia’s skimpy knickers. Then, with the hand still slowly stroking its length, it was pressed right to the fabric, right against that sweet spot Nadia was dying to have touched. Her legs had almost gone. It was all she could do to hold herself up. The hand moved the cock up and down against her, pressing it harder, tracing the line between those swollen, sensitive lips beneath the material, causing the damp patch to spread. 

‘I took her knickers down for you, do you remember?’

Nadia actually let out a whimper this time, one of longing. Dreams never felt this real. Her underwear was being tugged down one side at a time and then dropped free to be stepped out of. Her cunt felt as hot as the sun. 

‘She could barely stand, from memory, so turned on was she. You had to hold her up. You grasped her and lifted her and then slowly lowered her down bit by bit onto your cock.’

The hulk took his cue, even though it wasn’t supposed to be him the woman was talking about at all. He hunched down and grasped Nadia behind her thighs and raised her from the floor. She hung onto the balcony rail. She even had a flashing image of being bound by the wrists to it. For one split second she imagined herself being despatched backwards over the balcony, fooled so easily by this merciless pair of hitmen. But a cock like that needed to sink into hot velvet flesh and suddenly the head of it was right there at her entrance. 

‘Remember I kissed her as you eased yourself in?’

And those tackily painted but oh-so-soft lips were being pressed to Nadia’s own as the rigid meat opened her to be inched down upon it. The slide was sublime with the kiss to compliment it. Nadia knew she was drenching him. With hands grasping her bare behind she was filled, and every inch taken felt ever more wonderful. She was shaking with her climax before he was even to the hilt, eyes closed to picture a warmer-faced lover. 

‘You fucked her then, did you not? As hard a fucking as I have ever seen outside in the sunshine. You held her up and fucked her until she passed out with the joy of it. I loved watching your cock slamming in and out of her saturated cunt. I loved rubbing her until she was too delirious to shriek any more. I loved sliding my finger all the way up inside her as I kissed her. Best of all, I loved how when you finally slid free and she collapsed to her knees, you held her by the hair and fed yourself into her mouth so that I could coax every last drop of your sweet spunk out of you for her to savour.’ 

So that was what Nadia knew was coming her way and that was what she got. The bliss overtook her almost immediately, as she knew it would. People like this were above mere mortals like herself. It would be the most memorable sinful moment of her life, even though she was left in a pitiful, bare-arsed heap at the end of it. As the couple walked out as purposefully as they had entered, the woman turned to the man with a wicked grin across her face. 

‘Remember our bet,’ she said, picturing the evening laid out before her. But that, of course, is another story.
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