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Reminds Me of You

Sommer Marsden

‘I thought that was you.’ 

I looked up from my glass of Cabernet and my heart stopped. OK, not really stopped, but it did do that floppy thing it does that reminds me of a fish flailing on land. 

‘Michael,’ I said, barely able to push his name out.

He sat on the high bar stool beside me and other parts of my body responded this time. I shifted in my seat and tried to take a deep breath to regulate my pulse.

‘How are you, Claire?’ He put his big hand on mine and my breath froze in my lungs. Five years had passed since we parted ways and somehow his touch still rocked me. 

‘Fine.’ It came out in a near whisper. I managed to remember my manners. ‘And you?’

‘Well, I was just thinking about you the other night,’ he said.

‘Why?’ I blurted it before I could stop myself.

‘I was travelling. The ocean reminded me of you. And a bout of … stress release led to more thoughts of you.’ He cocked one dark eyebrow and the stirrings inside me turned me inside out. I wasn’t just shifting now, I was wet.

‘I see.’ It was the cleverest thing I could think to say.

‘So what about you? You still with tall, dark, and boring?’ He waved at the bartender, pointed to my wine and held up two fingers. As usual, his demand was met with an inclined head and a hurried step.

‘Be nice,’ I said. ‘Paul wasn’t so bad. He loved me.’ 

‘I loved you too.’ 

‘But a lot of us was … sex,’ I finished weakly. I’d been wooed by a more stable, ‘normal’ relationship five years ago. I’d die before I admitted that within six months I was crawling out of my skin. A kind, loving man was wonderful, but when you’re a bad girl, turned on, and you wanted – no, craved – a spanking and couldn’t get one, it was maddening.

‘How terrible,’ he said, utterly straightfaced. Then his face crinkled as he laughed.

When Michael laughs, women’s panties practically dissolve at the sound. 

‘You never answered my question, Claire.’ He traced my fingers with one fingertip and a shiver worked through me. My mind went blank. Question? What question?

‘Paul …’ 

‘Oh, Paul!’ Then I let out a high little laugh as if I’d utterly forgotten who Paul was. ‘No. We’re not together any more. He was nice. Great. But there was something missing.’ 

Michael accepted our drinks from the bartender, laid a bill on the bar and leaned in to whisper in my ear. ‘Was it excitement? Was excitement missing?’ His broad finger traced my hand again and a thud of heat hit me, coursed through me and blossomed in my nether regions. ‘Maybe a good spanking? Or … ooooh, a good cropping? Time at the end of his belt? Being bound to his bed with silk scarves?’

I snorted with laughter then, mortifying myself. 

‘That laugh says Paul wouldn’t know what to do with a silk scarf beyond putting it around your neck to accent your outfit.’ 

The heat that had invaded my body crept up into my face. ‘He was fine.’ 

‘And now he’s gone.’ 

‘And now he’s gone,’ I echoed.

‘Then come home with me. Play with me. I’ve missed you. Everything that can be even remotely dirty reminds me of you.’ 

I opened my mouth to say no but instead I said, ‘Tonight?’

He sipped his wine and tipped me a wink. ‘No time like the present, and all that.’ 

I meant to shake my head no but instead I nodded. ‘OK.’ 

He rubbed his hands together and laughed. ‘Fabulous.’ When he smiled his eyes crinkled at the corners, their darkness accented by the dim bar lights. He brushed a hand through his short black hair and sighed contentedly. ‘What’ll it be, then? Spanking? Cropping? Paddling? Bondage? What’s your pleasure, Claire?’

I wanted to say, ‘All of the above,’ but one of them in particular made my heart leap in my chest. ‘Spanking,’ I said, so softly I wasn’t sure he heard.

‘Is that what he denied you? A good ass-reddening? Stupid man.’ 

‘It wasn’t in his nature.’ 

‘Lucky for you, it is in mine. I’ve been dreaming of that ass of yours for a very long time. Wondering if I’d ever see it grow cherry red under my hand ever again.’

A rush of wetness invaded my knickers and I sighed. ‘Drink your drink,’ I almost growled. ‘So we can go.’ 

He nudged me with an elbow. ‘Bossiness earns you at least ten blows right out of the gate.’ 

I tried not to smile and resisted the temptation to boss him some more.

When we left, he wrapped an arm around my shoulder, just like the old days. He steered me towards the front door.

‘Why were you here?’ I asked. ‘I had a work thing. Everyone had left. But you—’

‘I also had a work thing. But in the main banquet room. Fate seems to have plans for us,’ he said and chuckled.

Somehow that made it even more enticing. A happenstance meeting after all these years. 

Outside the door he curled himself against me and whispered, ‘Ride with me or follow?’

I’d been to his house more times than I could count. Shared a bed with him even more times than that. I didn’t hesitate. ‘Ride with you.’ 

‘Come along then …’ 

I could see him smiling under the streetlamps. He looked like a wolf who’d just bagged a sheep, and I needed to take a deep breath and steady my wobbling knees. I was more than happy to be his sheep.

‘I’m parked way at the back. The parking lot’s cleared out a lot since I arrived.’ 

We walked into the cold wind, my heels clacking on the macadam. Every step worked me up more. By the time we reached his black SUV I was so wet and so hot the wind didn’t bother me. I should have seen it coming. Michael never was big on patience when he had his mind set on something. He walked me to the passenger door, hit the key fob to unlock the vehicle. But before I could reach for the handle to get in, he pushed me so my belly was against the cold, dark metal and flipped my skirt up, exposing my barely clad ass to the cold night air.

‘Why wait when we can start here,’ he growled in my ear.

I dropped my head and pushed my ass out. My yes didn’t even need to be vocalised.

His big hand pushed my panties down to my knees. There were no other cars that far back. Just us and a lone streetlamp and the tall fence that ran round the perimeter of the big parking lot. 

‘You know you could have called me when the thing with Paul ended.’ 

I didn’t say anything. I’d always known I could but pride had kept me from doing it.

‘I think a punishment is in order, then.’ His hand came down hard on my right ass cheek. Before I could even wrestle a breath into my lungs, it descended onto my left cheek. His hand brought a flurry of stinging pain, but I found myself arching back, pushing my body toward him, my pussy so wet it was nearly unbearable. Oh, how I’d missed this. Being on the receiving end of his punishments and then his rewards.

He paused and moved up close behind me, pushing his body against mine. His trousers scratchy against my tender skin. I felt his hardness, the length of his cock pressing into the seam of my ass, and I hung my head and gave a soft cry. That’s all he needed to hear. Michael dropped a kiss on the nape of my neck and my skin puckered with gooseflesh, my scalp tingled. I heard his zipper and my breath caught. When the heat of his hard cock ran along my wetness, I shuddered.

‘Say you want it,’ he said softly. I almost missed the words but managed to make them out and nodded. Nodded like a desperate fool. ‘I want it,’ I said without a second thought.

He did it again. Slid the tip of his cock from my clit to my cunt and then back farther before chuckling at my sob and driving into me. His hands perfect and possessive on my hips. My skirt bunched and mildly blowing around my waist as he moved in and out of me, delivering well-timed slaps to my ass as he fucked me.

I bowed my body over the hood of his SUV, the cold metal kissing the side of my flushed face. I moved with him, taking every thrust, crying out at every blow, until it was all too much and I tipped over into my orgasm with a rush of relief and pleasure.

Michael stilled as the final spasms passed and when I grew still too he exhaled loudly. And then his hand descended again, startling my body from its calm. He thrust slow and deep, focusing on landing his palm in a different place, a different pattern, to keep me on edge. 

He made a noise I recognised. It meant he was barely keeping himself in check. And in a moment of petulant revenge for my stinging ass, I squeezed my internal muscles tight around his driving cock. He laughed. It was a dark laugh.

‘Fair enough,’ he growled and pushed a finger into my back hole.

I gasped as he fucked me hard and steady until I teetered on the edge again. But I waited. Waited for the magical words I longed to hear. They came in a rough, broken voice. ‘Come with me, Claire.’ 

When his body stiffened against mine and he pushed two cruel fingers against the aching, pounding skin of my ass, I waited to hear his strangled cry and then allowed myself to give in to the rush of wetness and pleasure, my pussy milking him eagerly as we climaxed together.

Without a word, he pulled free of me, tugged my panties up, fixed my skirt and opened the door. He buckled me in with the seatbelt, dropped a kiss on my nose and shut the door. I focused on trying to catch my breath.

The entire ride – thankfully it wasn’t a long one – I pondered what would happen when we got to his place. The spanking I’d so desired had already been administered. A fact I couldn’t forget because I kept shifting on his soft leather seat.

He smiled in the flickering parade of streetlights and traffic lights we passed. His face morphed through silver, gold, green and red. He looked like a beautiful villain. A tempting predator.

When we arrived he cut the engine as my hands warred in my lap. Fingers plucked at one another, my wrists restless as I tried to calm myself.

‘Nervous?’

I nodded. 

‘Excited?’

Another nod.

‘Aroused?’

He drew the word out and I found myself nodding again like one of those goofy dogs people put on their dashboards that nod along with the moving car.

I didn’t try to get out. I knew that would offend him. He climbed out and rounded the car, opened my door and unbuckled my belt as if I were a child. He took my hand and helped me step down out of the vehicle. ‘Take that rosy-red ass up to the porch,’ he said, finding the key he needed on his ring.

I walked ahead of him, unable to keep myself from putting a little extra swing in my ass as I did. The heat and thumping had toned down just a bit. But not much. My body was still both on alert and utterly relaxed from the fucking. I realised my hands were shaking.

I stepped into the hush of his house and it was just as immaculate as I remembered. And nearly the same. Besides the addition of a new bookshelf and a different coffee table, it was the same. 

‘Take your clothes off,’ he said, dropping his keys in a decorative ball on the table by the door.

I didn’t say a word. I pulled my black sweater over my head and unzipped my skirt. I dropped both on the floor. 

Michael waved a hand as he moved around getting wine glasses, pouring out wine, turning on a light or two. ‘Those too,’ he said, meaning my bra and panties.

I unhooked the bra and wriggled out of my panties, then I dropped them on the pile.

‘So what will it be? My belt on that already tender ass? A paddle? Some light bondage?’ He chuckled at the term. It had always amused him.

I said nothing. I just stared. The reason being I knew I truly had no say. He was only asking in order to fuck with me. To put me on edge and make me squirm. It was working, but I still didn’t speak.

‘You know where the bedroom is.’ 

I walked toward the stairs slowly, aware of his eyes on me.

In his room I stood and waited. My entire body wanted to vibrate, to rock me to my very foundation, but I managed to press my thighs together and keep my focus.

Michael walked in, watching me watch him, and began to take his clothes off. His body was just as hard and athletic as I remembered. I craved him. A craving that went bone-deep and rocked me to my core.

When he was nude, cock already standing at attention, he walked to the closet. I knew what he was after. I knew what was in there – his toys – and a fresh rush of moisture graced the tops of my thighs. I smiled at the fact that we were both utterly naked. He never was one for preamble. Once I’d tried to buy frilly lingerie to woo him, but he’d always take a single glance, cock an arrogant eyebrow and say, ‘Lovely. Now take it off.’ 

He’s a man of simple but exquisite taste. A Zen sex god. Simple is the best way.

He held something behind his back when he came out, and I was filled with a mix of dread and anticipation. He nodded to the bed. ‘Get on. Hands and knees. Eyes closed until I say otherwise.’ 

I obeyed almost giddily but right beneath the surface, just under my skin, swam a river of fear. The pain is pain until it becomes pleasure, after all. And I was so out of practice I wondered what my tolerance and my limits would be.

‘Don’t worry. I’ll be nice.’ He flashed me a grin that said, ‘You might not want to believe that, sweetie.’

I got on the bed and my nipples grew achingly tight. My hair brushed his pristine white comforter and I felt exposed, gloriously so, with my ass in the air and my pussy on full display. Wanton and swollen and wet … for him.

The bed bowed as he climbed on and I held my breath. My heartbeat pounded in my ears. His fingers entered me, sliding into me so easily I felt myself blush. He swirled them, plunged them deep, swirled again, and all I could focus on was not moving, though I wanted to. I wanted to so badly I feared I’d cry.

Those fingers disappeared and I heard them, wet, very wet, slide against something. His cock? The darkness behind my eyelids turned to a prism of colour. An unfolding of red origami that didn’t actually exist. It faded to blue just as something cold pressed against my back hole. I sucked in a breath and grew tense, though it wasn’t my intention.

‘Do you know what it is?’ His voice was caramelised sugar dripping onto my back.

‘My butt plug.’ I said it with a mix of awe and reverence.

‘That’s right. Yours. It’s been in that velvet box since the last time I saw you.’ 

‘You kept it.’ 

‘I did. And sometimes I look at it.’ He pushed the plug and it entered me by millimetres. Then he stopped. ‘I like to look at it because it reminds me of you.’ 

I exhaled, hanging my head, and he read my body language like a cheap but enjoyable paperback novel. The plug entered me easily then. When I was full, when I was trying to remember to breathe, he tugged back on my hips and ground his pelvis against my ass. The plug had filled up my ass, my thoughts and even my lungs, at least it felt that way. I struggled for air and I made a sound I hadn’t heard myself make in a very long time.

‘I love that sound. That “Please, please, Michael, put me out of my misery and fuck me” sound.’ His fingers dipped back inside me again, triggering my G-spot, making me squirm. It felt good before but now it was an entirely different kind of good. I was tighter because of the plug in my ass. More desperate because we were back here again. In his room, in the silence, doing dirty dirty things and relishing it.

I said nothing. Just made that sound again.

‘I’ll give you what you want but first … you’ll give me what I want. Sit back on your haunches, pet.’ 

I did as instructed and whimpered as I folded back onto my haunches and the motion ground the plug deeper inside me. He moved to kneel in front of me, stroking his hard cock with one hand. I eyed it hungrily. I’d forgotten how much I loved to suck his cock. That’s a lie. I’d never forgotten, I’d blocked it.

‘I like how your lips part for it before I’ve even told you what to do.’ 

I bit my lower lip as if that could hide my tell. Nothing could hide my tell, not from Michael. It was a simple fact of being his lover.

He arched his hips slightly and grinned. ‘You may.’ 

I bent my body towards him, making sure to keep my ass on my haunches. After all, that was his instruction and the pressure I felt was his goal.

I sucked just his cockhead into my mouth at first. Drawing on him. Then swirling my tongue along the silken tip. His hand worked into my hair, tugging just enough to bring tears to my eyes and more moisture pooling between my thighs. My whole body trembled, both from the effort my posture took and my desire to have him inside me. Mouth now, cunt later. 

I played my tongue down one side of his cock, came up and sucked the tip, and then played my tongue down the other side. He liked that. I remembered it vividly. Sometimes I dreamed about it. All the while, I kept my hands clasped behind my back. He liked that too. Michael believed cocksucking should be just that – sucking. No hands. Not unless he said so.

I drove my mouth down farther, sucking so my cheeks hollowed out, running my tongue along the thick vein at the back of his cock. His hands were more insistent in my hair, moving my head to his liking as he drove his hips forward. I gagged and my eyes watered but I simply sucked air through my nose. The gagging thing was good for him. He liked it when I gagged. He liked the way my makeup smeared when my eyes watered. And when Michael liked – really liked – how things went, the pleasure he delivered was nearly buckling.

He used my mouth, thrusting deep, holding my head, and I found my Zen and went with it, noticing only that my pussy throbbed as if I could come simply by being a vessel for him to use. The pressure in my ass was gloriously unbearable. 

When he pulled free of me, almost violently, I gasped. My mouth reached for him even though he’d backed up. His eyes had gone dark, his face set with grim determination. He took a deep breath and I knew he was steadying himself, letting the urge and the need to come from my oral ministrations pass before he took me.

‘Hands and knees,’ he said in a rough voice. It sent a shiver tiptoeing up my spine and made my scalp buzz with adrenalin.

I obeyed, getting onto my hands and knees, and watched him move around me like some big jungle cat. When he was behind me, he just stayed there, crowding me. I bit the tip of my tongue to stop myself begging. Begging wouldn’t get me anything but more waiting.

Then he ran his cock, slick from my spit, back and forth along my plumpest, most sensitive flesh. I managed not to make a sound but it took all my effort and I shook from it.

Michael laughed, running a possessive hand along my spine. I bucked beneath that simple touch. His big hands cupped my hips and he inched into me slowly. So slowly that I had to anticipate every second, every movement. I forced myself not to push back, not to rush him, or he’d pull free. Of that there was no doubt. It was all about the submission. All about waiting for what he wanted to give, not taking.

I hung my head and didn’t cry out when he pressed his fingers on the plug in my ass so his entry into me was exquisitely tight. The penetration shone bright in my mind’s eye like a neon sign. This had been the missing piece with Paul. This was what I’d craved but been deprived of.

Michael growled and the fine hairs on my nape rose and prickled. He’d lost his patience with his own game and I fought the urge to laugh. In surrendering it seems I’d won.

He glided into me fully with no effort. I was so fucking wet. So very ready that it was as if we were always meant to fit together this way. Locked together, moving together, no words, just movement and energy and nerve endings dancing.

His fingers dug into the meat of my hips as he thrust. His body slammed against mine so that I clutched the bedding in my fingers like I might fly away. His words dropped onto my naked back. They all sounded like nonsense because my mind was fully on my body and the delicious feel of him taking me. Pleasure swirled up from my centre, heat invaded my cheeks, and the residual heat on my bottom seemed to echo it. I managed to pick out just a few words: ‘gorgeous, tight, wet, remember, craved …’

He moved faster and I had no doubt that he was going to come. His breath always gave him away. Harsh and tense and deep like a locomotive.

‘I want you to come with me,’ he said, bowing his body over mine to say it near my ear. My skin tightened at the sensation and I nodded. I wanted to come immediately, give in, let go, but I waited because it was always so much fucking better when we came together.

One hand released my hip, dipped beneath me and found my clit, painting whorls around the rigid flesh. I gasped. He was trying to push me. He was trying to make me fail.

I chewed my lip and tried to hang on. A whimper escaped me and he growled again. That sound of struggle turned him on. I knew this because I knew him. How had I forgotten how well I knew him?

I whimpered again and he cursed, pinching my clit so that I saw stars and nearly came. I cried out but didn’t give into my body’s demand. He growled and said softly, ‘Fine. You win. Come with me …’ Then his fingers were tender on my clit again and his thrusts grew harder, rocking me forward, and his breath was a harsh thing against my neck. 

‘Come,’ he said and then bellowed. I didn’t have to be told twice. Not with him in my cunt and that steel plug in my ass and my flesh still pounding with my heartbeat from the spanking. I locked my knees so I didn’t collapse as I came. A giant wave of light and pleasure rocked me as he continued to pound into me.

Colours flickered behind my eyelids and the spasms that gripped him only accented the fullness in my body. Full everywhere – cock and steel and light and warmth.

When he withdrew I felt his absence and it made me ache. I expected him to remove the plug but he didn’t. He kissed my left ass cheek and then my right. Then he traced gentle fingertips along the places he’d struck earlier. He tipped me to my side and winked at me. 

‘Leave that in. I want you ready for me.’ 

I raised an eyebrow in silent question.

‘Oh, I know you pushed me. On purpose. And bad girls have bad things done to them. I’m going to have a go at that ass. But first, wine?’

I nodded. My mind tried to focus on wine when I was really imagining him taking my ass. I was breathless at the thought. Preoccupied. 

‘A square of dark chocolate with it?’ he asked. He brushed my damp bangs out of my face. I nodded again, still speechless. He smiled down at me and it was a tender smile. ‘I know how you like it. I always keep some in the house now. It reminds me of you.’ 


Wet Wednesday

CeCe Marsh

‘You did what?’

‘I lost you last night at poker.’ 

Even though I hear the words again, it’s hard to wrap my head around them. I don’t feel lost. In fact, I’m pretty sure I’m right where I belong. 

Brad and I are in bed, recovering from our usual Wednesday-night sexathon – our ‘Wet Wednesday’ – that begins immediately after work and lasts until we can’t go any more, with occasional breaks for absolute necessities: food, fluids and trips to the bathroom. There aren’t usually many breaks, though. We much prefer what we’re doing in the bedroom.

Wet Wednesdays are our Happy Hump Days, our midweek celebrations of sex that carry the two of us from long, lazy Sunday afternoons in bed to Friday up-half-the-night fucking sessions. Other weeknights we’re busy, tired, distracted by other things as often as not. Sex, sad to say, isn’t always our highest priority. But on Wednesdays, we don’t cook, we don’t even answer the phone. We don’t schedule anything for the evening but us. We try something new, get down and dirty, block out the world and focus on each other.

Tonight has been typical: I arrive to find Brad’s car already parked outside the apartment building, since it was my turn to pick up dinner on the way home. I balance a pizza in one hand as I manoeuvre the key into the lock and enter to find Brad on the sofa, jeans open, cock in hand, a grin on his face.

‘Welcome home, baby. You got here just in time. The party’s about to start.’ 

I walk over to kiss my man, lay the pizza box down on the coffee table and then bend down farther to kiss the head of his cock. Mmmm. Lick it a little. Even better. Slide my mouth around the entire mushroom end and suck sweetly, just the way I know he likes. Just until I taste the tiniest droplet of precome on my tongue. Just until I hear that groan out of Brad that makes my own honey start to run. 

That’s one thing Brad and I have in common – our steady streams of natural lube. He calls me ‘Slick’ because of how quickly he can make me wet, how easily my juice flows down and out, coating the swollen lips of my pussy, glazing my thighs, running (if he has me on my back) down between my split until it preps not only my cunt to take in his thick hard cock but also my tight-pink-rose behind. It puddles on the sheet. My man loves the wet spots I leave on the bed, the evidence of how much he arouses me, stud that he is.

He delights in teasing out my wet as much as I love doing the same to him, working him deftly until I feel the slow but constant drip, drip, drip of him on my tongue while I’m licking, sucking, fucking him with my mouth. The taste of his essence is just one of the reasons I love running my tongue over his swollen shaft, sucking at his head as if drawing on the end of a massive straw; pulling at it with my mouth the way I bring up the dregs of a soft drink from the bottom of a cup where there’s little left but a few spoonfuls of melting ice. Listening to the slurp.

Only that’s at the end of the drink. This is the beginning. I love the beginning.

I love taking him into my warm, wet mouth while I grasp him lower, on his shaft: one hand midway, one at the root. My man’s a whopper, veiny and thick, and it takes both hands to give him what he needs: the first release of the evening. I hold him tight in my hands, stroking up towards my tongue, the tongue I am circling his crown with, the tongue I am using to tease his frenulum, the tongue I am darting in and out of his sweet slit, licking, licking, searching for that next drop of deliciousness I know he has for me: the salt of the earth.

I sink to my knees then, between his, help pull his pants down to get at his balls, and slip one hand off his shaft to massage them gently. Next I replace that hand with my mouth to suck his warm nuts. He groans. While I am loving them, I continue to work his shaft, and I feel it continue to swell under my expert hands.

When Brad sits forward on the sofa, I know it’s time for me to get fucked, and I relax my throat to take him in as far as he’ll go, knowing this means my lips will be kissing his torso, his thick cock all the way in me, in my mouth, my ‘other pussy’ that welcomes and loves my big hard man.

And then I feel it, that last moment before he comes, when his balls rise up and his head swells that last little bit and he pulls out of my throat to shoot down it, spurt after spurt of warm, thick cream. I milk his shaft with my hands, emptying him of every drop. I suck and lick his tender head, cleaning him with my tongue. ‘Christ, Dana,’ my man groans as if in pain, yet I know he is spent and happy. His head is thrown back on the sofa, his face bathed in bliss.

‘What, baby?’ I ask, my head resting a moment on his knee.

‘Nothing. Just – Christ!’ I smile. He’s beyond words, beyond sense. I like taking him there, leaving him speechless.

After a minute, Brad pulls himself back together and goes to fetch us plates and napkins. I eat a slice as Brad wolfs down two. He grabs a beer from the fridge for each of us and follows me into the bedroom. I’ve already kicked off my shoes, and Brad helps me out of the rest of my clothes and into my Wednesday-night attire: a loose T-shirt, cropped so short it barely covers my breasts. I love when he helps me undress like this, goes into my drawers to pick out what he wants me to wear, helps me put on one of the sexy tops he favours for fucking. He often babies me like this on Wednesdays; it’s part of our special midweek ritual, a subtle reminder to both of us that he’s the man in charge, while I’m at his beck and call when it comes to sex. He decides he wants panties on me tonight, so I leave them on. 

Whatever my man wants in bed, I give him. It’s always been that way. My mother taught me long ago: ‘When you find the right man, you let him be the boss, Dana, and you be sure to always give him what he wants, what he likes. Please him. You treat him like a man, and he’ll treat you like a woman.’ I knew even then – I was barely fourteen – she was talking about sex. So far, it’s proved to be damn good advice. Just ask Brad.

He’s still in his jeans, but that’s because he wants to start me out with a good-girl spanking, over his knee, to lead us to the next focus of the evening: my pussy. He knows how wet he can get me with a dozen or two (or three) well-placed smacks on my all too eager derrière, and he likes to deliver them with me nearly – or entirely – naked, with him fully dressed or at least wearing pants. I’ve had all the cock I’m going to get for now. Until I’m spanked, soaking wet, sucked, licked, fingered and fully teased, and have begged him – begged him – for his cock, it won’t be sliding into my hot wet hole.

He begins, as he always does, by massaging my cheeks, an action that ups the ante between my legs. I feel my clit start to pulse in anticipation of what I know is coming. The first slap is playful, and I can’t keep back that sex-fuelled laugh that eggs Brad on whenever he hears it. It’s a sultry sound, I know, and it bubbles out of me whenever my man teases me like this: slapping, rubbing, caressing, following up the caress with another slap, a little sharper, then smoothing out the sting with his strong, hard palm. Slap! Harder again, rub, caress. Slap! Still harder, and another giggle escapes me, followed by a sigh. He keeps it up until my eyes are full of tears and my ass is rising up to meet his hand, my body craving the pain that soaks the panties he’s left on me, my wet collecting in front of me, soaking through them to leave a big moist stain on his jeans. Sometimes he only smacks one cheek, rendering it red and aching while leaving the other white and wanting. Sometimes, like tonight, he moves from side to side, pinking me on both, spreading the burn.

‘You spanked me longer tonight,’ I say, and the words come out in my sexy voice. I’m flooded with endorphins and ready for my next treat.

‘An even three dozen,’ Brad confirms with a smile. ‘I was having so much fun, I didn’t want to stop. I could’ve gone on for three dozen more, if I hadn’t wanted to get into you with my cock,’ he admits. 

‘So much fun, so little … patience,’ I observe, my clit throbbing now. I want him to tell me where he wants me next. ‘You and me both,’ I add, not wanting him to interpret my words as a criticism. He’ll get no complaint from me. I’m already over the moon, and he hasn’t even touched my swollen, aching pussy.

‘You should see your pretty ass, babe. I can’t wait to get into you – I love fucking my pinked-up girl,’ he teases me, and my mouth waters for the evening ahead of us.

‘OK, on the bed with you now. I wanna see just how slick I can get you tonight before I fuck you, little miss.’ 

Brad pulls off his shirt, shoes and socks but leaves on his jeans, continuing to deny me the sight of his splendid cock. He knows what a tease it is when he keeps it from me like this – that’s why he does it. As always, I’ll be begging for a glimpse of it soon enough – for another taste of it, for the feel of it, for it rubbing my clit the way he sometimes does before he enters me, rubbing back and forth again and again, his hard, swollen shaft rubbing my tight, burgeoning bud. A thrill runs through me just thinking about it, runs right through my eager clit.

He positions me on my back, feet planted on the bed, knees up and wide, and lowers himself between my inviting legs, pushing three fingers into me right from the start. I cry out from the tightness in my wet hole. My clit is already swollen, but Brad knows from experience that he can take me higher than this, and he does, circling my clit with his tongue as he slowly fucks me in and out with his thick, hard fingers.

My cunt loosens up to him, finally, and now he speeds up, plunges deeper into me with his hand. As he does, he tightens the muscle of his tongue and increases its pressure on me. Then he downshifts, alternating the hard, fast fucking with tongue and fingers with soft, broad-tongued licks from my vagina up to and over my clit, and slow, deep thrusts of his hand. Before long, I am whimpering and sighing, and soon I begin to clutch at the sheet beneath me, feeling my climax rising, spiralling, about to break like a wave off Waikiki. When it does, my hands tighten into fists that hit the mattress again and again and again while I wail out my pleasure to my grinning guy.

He crawls up beside me and slips his arms around me. ‘You needed that,’ he observes gently, revealing his concern and desire, as always, to give me what I need.

I just nod. 

Then, my body relaxed for a moment, Brad suddenly decides to go serious Dom on me. 

‘Lick it,’ he orders.

‘Lick what?’ I ask, my head still muddled from the high and the lack of blood moving through my brain. My cock buddy is nowhere in sight.

‘My face. Lick all your juice off my face, Slick. Every drop. Lick it clean.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I reply obediently, stifling a grin as I follow his order, licking his lips and cheeks and chin until he is satisfied and bends to kiss me deeply, again and again, until I feel my clit awaken once more and feel his cock pushing into my leg through his jeans. 

‘How would you like me, sir?’ I continue the game, although it’s true that he is the boss between the sheets; he decides our positions du jour, he dictates the games whenever we play, and I’m happy to let him do so.

‘Stay on your back. Legs all the way up and back, feet over your shoulders.’ Oh, yes. One of his favourite positions. He can see my pinked ass; my pussy, too, is on sweet display. ‘I don’t think I’m finished eating you yet,’ he remarks offhandedly. I sigh with anticipation.

He starts on my ass, rimming me sweetly with his talented tongue. He’s bent on taking me all the way to the top tonight, I can see, and I wonder whether my ass will appear on the menu later, when he’s ready to start fucking, or whether the evening’s special will be all pussy and cock. 

He moves up to lap again, this time running his tongue between my holes, circling the lower one, then running his tongue up into the lake of my cunt, circling it then running back down, licking, lapping, humming with appreciation for the flavour I know he loves. ‘Delicious,’ he’s told me more times than I can count. ‘You’ve got the tastiest pussy I’ve ever had the pleasure of eating,’ he likes to say. ‘It’s my pleasure to serve you,’ I always reply.

‘Isn’t the monster getting hungry yet?’ I ask between whimpers as he keeps up the assault on my pussy and ass. I’m ready for penetration; I can’t believe he isn’t too. He’s showing amazing restraint, even more than usual.

‘Oh, it’s starving, but it won’t come out of its lair without a lot of coaxing. You know what you need to do, baby,’ Brad answers. ‘You know how to bring it out.’ 

‘What?’ I ask, playing coy.

‘You have to beg,’ he growls. ‘Beg like a little slut. Beg to be fucked.’ 

So I do. I beg. ‘Ohhhhh, fuck me, baby. I need your cock. Please? Give it to me? Please? I need you to fuck me. My pussy’s so lonely for you.’ I go on like this between whimpers and panting until not even Brad can hold out any longer, his steely resolve melting in the heat of our lust.

He slips off his jeans and his briefs, his cock fully erect and dripping again. I look at it hungrily, as if I’m ready to gobble it up, but he’s already grabbing me and pulling me farther down the bed. He arranges my legs over his shoulders now, and lowers himself into my wet and wanting cunt, and he thrusts and thrusts until we are both panting and groaning, listening to the sound of our combined wetness as he slap, slap, slaps his body into mine.

He holds himself back until he feels me come around him, my back arching, my limbs tightening, accentuating my pleasure. Then he shoots into me so hard that I feel it: once, twice, three times. He thrusts hard a few more times and my contractions milk him the way my hands and mouth did earlier. He lowers my legs, rests on top of me. We both try to catch our breath. As I lie beneath him, enjoying his weight on my body, I think about how much our Wednesday nights mean to me, how close they make me feel to my man.

* * *

We regain our equilibrium and lie together talking. Suddenly, Brad decides to drop a bomb on me about last night’s poker game at his best friend Tom’s.

‘So, I lost last night, Dana,’ he begins.

‘That’s OK, honey,’ I soothe, running my hand down his scratchy cheek. ‘You’ll do better next time.’ He plays every other Tuesday. ‘Did you lose a lot?’ I ask softly.

‘More than I ever have before,’ he replies, and I can tell from his voice he doesn’t want to say how much.

My heart jumps. He usually takes fifty bucks with him when he goes; sometimes as much as a hundred. I wonder how much was in his pocket this time.

‘How much, baby?’ I ask gently, wanting to encourage him to get it off his chest. ‘You can tell me – I won’t get mad.’ 

‘The whole hundred I had with me,’ he says, obviously having a hard time ’fessing up.

‘But that’s not the end of the world. You’ve lost that much a couple of times before. You’ll make it back,’ I assure him.

‘Well, that isn’t all. I thought I could win it back last night, and on my last bet, right before the end, when it was down to just Sam and me, I offered him something else so I could stay in the game. I had such a good hand, I was sure I would win.’ 

My concern for what he has lost deepens now. What could he have bet? Our savings to buy a house? Our summer vacation at the beach? His car? What?

‘What did you lose, Brad?’ I ask again, trying not to come undone before I know what he’s given away. ‘Tell me, baby.’ 

‘You. I lost you.’ 

‘You did what?’

‘I lost you last night at poker.’ 

* * *

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Sam said he’d keep playing if I offered something that would be worth it to him, and I asked what I had that he wanted, and he said the only thing he could think of was you. I thought he was kidding at first, and I think, in a way, he was, but then it turned out, once he had said it, he liked the idea. They all know about our Wet Wednesdays. I’m always bragging to the guys about how hot you get, how we fuck for hours, how you take whatever I give you. So I bet a Wednesday with you.’ 

‘A Wednesday. With Sam.’ I’m not asking, just trying to absorb the concept, make sure I understand what he’s said.

‘Yeah, Sam.’ 

Sam is our next-door neighbour. The guy who shares a bedroom wall with us and probably has heard an embarrassing total of cries, whimpers, thuds, shrieks, grunts and moans – not to mention headboard banging – from us over the years. Embarrassing to me, that is. I often blush if I run into him in the hallway on a Thursday, or some other day that follows a night of especially long and noisy sex. I’ve never heard much emanating from his bedroom – maybe he favours the silent types – and it’s true that, when he’s dating a woman, he seems to spend as much time at her place as his. Maybe, listening to us, he’s hyper-aware of how thin the walls are. 

I apologised to him once, long ago, for the noise we’d made one particularly rowdy Saturday night, and he just grinned at me in reply. ‘Oh, trust me, Dana, no need to apologise.’ His hazel eyes twinkled at me. ‘I’m very happy living next door to you. And hearing you and Brad having fun with each other? That doesn’t bother me at all.’ 

I might have been creeped out if someone else had said that to me, but not when I heard those words coming from Sam. If anything, they turned me on. In addition to being a great guy and a friend, he’s tall and strong-looking and has dark blond hair that curls all over his head, and an even darker blond beard that he wears short. He is one beautiful man. I’ve often wondered why he doesn’t model for a living – that V-shaped torso, that chiselled jaw. I’ve fantasised more than once about sex with Sam, as Brad well knows. 

‘So he’s coming here …?’

‘Next Wednesday, to collect. I told him it couldn’t be tonight because I needed time to tell you, and you needed time to get comfortable with the idea.

‘He asked what I would do if you wouldn’t go through with it, just in case I lost, and I told him that wouldn’t be a problem, that you and I have an understanding. That I make the decisions about what happens in the bedroom, and you go along with whatever I want. I told him that I knew you would let him fuck you if I wanted you to. I didn’t tell him you’d thought about it before.

‘And I was sure I was going to win, Dana. Really sure. You’re not going to make me welsh on him, are you?’ 

Well, this is one Wednesday-night surprise that surely stands out from all the others, even the Wednesday Brad first asked me to do anal. I don’t even know what to say. And then I think of something.

‘So, what are you going to be doing while Sam plays with your favourite toy? Are you playing too? Watching? Going out to a movie? What?’

‘Sam said he’d leave that up to us, that he’d go along with whatever we wanted, except he wasn’t interested in sex with me. Which I had no problem with.’ 

My guy has given away a Wet Wednesday with me, I remind myself, and I wonder if I should be mad about that, then choose not to be. Well, he hasn’t given me away, exactly; he’ll probably participate, knowing Brad. Maybe this will be like those other Wednesdays when we tried something new. I wonder what my own preference is, and I realise that I’d be happy with a threesome, with Brad as voyeur, or doing a one-on-one with Sam. They’d all be different experiences, and I’m interested in all of them, to be honest. But I’m nervous, too. This could be a big mistake.

‘Well, I’m leaving it up to you. I’ll do it, but I don’t want to make the decision about the particulars. And you need to decide whether you’re going to let Sam have free rein, or if you’re going to be in charge, the way you always are when we’re together.’ 

‘I think Sam expects whatever happens to be between the two of you. I’m fine with that. He knows, obviously, that I top you in the bedroom; I don’t know whether he’ll want to do the same.’ 

I think about Sam in charge of me in bed, the way Brad always is. Telling me what he wants me to do and how he wants me to do it. Making all the decisions. Calling the shots. Oh, yeah. Sam can top me. Sam can definitely top me.

‘Well, then, tell Sam I’m game, and he can top me if he wants. Tell him I’d like it if he does. If I see him first, I’ll tell him. The rest you’ll need to decide for yourself.’ 

* * *

A few days go by. I see Sam in the hall and ask whether Brad’s spoken to him yet about next Wednesday. He nods and smiles at me. I blush a little, wondering what he’s thinking. 

‘I’m looking forward to it, Dana. I sure won the jackpot this time.’ 

‘Thanks,’ I answer, blushing darker. ‘Actually, I’m looking forward to it, too.’ Might as well be honest with him. He raises one eyebrow, and his smile turns into a grin.

‘We usually get home around six and have dinner before … playtime. You want to come over and eat with us?’ I think it will feel less weird if he actually has dinner with us than if he just shows up at the door for his appointment to fuck me.

‘Yeah, that’s good. I can be there around six.’ 

I let myself into the apartment, drop my stuff and sink onto the sofa. I’m really going to do this. On Wednesday I am going to have sex with my next-door neighbour. And, as far as I know, my boyfriend is going to be there too.

Wednesday rolls around. All day, all I think about is sex with Sam. I’ve seen him washing his car in the summer without a shirt on, in just a pair of cutoffs and flip-flops. I wonder what his cock will be like. I wonder what it will be like to be fucked by someone who isn’t Brad. I haven’t been fucked by anyone else in almost six years. That’s a long time.

I wonder whether doing this will make me feel like a slut.

I realise I really, really want to feel like a slut.

* * *

On Wednesday it’s Brad’s turn to pick up dinner on the way home. He’s stopping at our favourite sub shop. We debated getting ribs from This Little Piggy, but Wednesday is usually about bringing home something we can eat quickly and easily before getting on to the business of playing. We decide we’re not going to change the routine just because Sam will be there. Who wants to be wrestling with ribs and trying to get the smell of barbecue sauce off our skin before our orgy? Or should I call it a gangbang? A threesome? A one-plus-one-plus-one-some? The correct nomenclature eludes me.

The doorbell rings. Sam’s here before Brad. I open the door and he comes in with two sixpacks, which I take from him to put in the fridge. As he is about to hand me the beer, he leans down and kisses me. He’s a good kisser, just as I’d always imagined he’d be. 

Sam’s lips are soft, and that’s how the kiss starts. It’s long and slow, and I start to relax into it. As his tongue finds mine, the kiss becomes more insistent. Suddenly my clit starts twitching and I can feel myself getting wet. His mouth tastes like peppermint. Sam pulls me closer, circling my waist with one arm while he still holds the two sixpacks, and I feel his erection starting to push out the front of his pants into my belly. When he releases me, I take a deep breath and let it out slowly, then take the beer from his hands. Whew!

I put the bottles into the fridge and tell him to make himself comfortable. He’s been in our apartment a million times, but suddenly it feels strange to have him here. I wish Brad would get home. Or I wish Brad wasn’t coming back at all and Sam and I could just go into the bedroom and start fooling around. I feel like we have to wait for Brad, because how weird will it be if we start something and he walks in? I wouldn’t want to walk in on my boyfriend and another woman, even if I’d agreed ahead of time to the two of them having sex. I don’t want him to feel as if Sam and I want to fuck each other so much we can’t even wait for him to arrive.

Finally, he shows up; it turns out he decided to bring home burgers and fries instead. We all hang out in the living room and eat, although I’m so nervous, all I have is half a burger and I have to stop. I get a Coke out of the fridge to settle my stomach. I hang out in the kitchen by myself for a few minutes, trying to gather my thoughts.

Brad understands. He gives me a few minutes alone, then brings his and Sam’s plates into the kitchen. He puts them on the counter, then pulls me into a hug. ‘You sure you’re still up for this?’ he asks.

‘Yeah. Actually, I am. This just feels kind of weird right now, know what I mean?’

‘Yeah, I understand. I told Sam to go on into the bedroom for a minute, that we’d be right in.’ 

‘OK. Let’s do it.’ 

We go in, and Sam is sitting on the edge of the bed in his jeans. He’s taken off his shirt, shoes and socks. He gets up and comes over and kisses me. Brad and Sam stand across from each other and pass me back and forth between them. For a while, the three of us just stand in the middle of the floor, the two of them taking turns kissing me. The heat and electricity in the room are so palpable, I feel as if sparks are going to start popping around me, like something is going to burst into flames. Maybe it will be me.

Brad undresses me and opens the drawer where I keep my T-shirts. He’s taken everything off me except my bra and panties. He looks through the drawer and takes out my very favourite Wednesday-night top, an old green T-shirt of his that I’ve redesigned with a pair of scissors, cutting off the sleeves, cutting most of the shirt away so that it looks like it has both a racer back and a racer front. When I put it on, my breasts are completely exposed, and the bottom is cropped to just above my navel. He takes off my bra and slips the shirt on me, then turns me around so Sam can see. ‘What do you say, Sam?’ he asks. ‘Panties on or panties off?’

Sam runs his eyes up and down me. He looks at me critically, like he’s a fashion designer and I’m a runway model, and this is the most important decision he’s had to make all day. I almost start laughing, his expression is so serious, so unexpected. Finally, he looks at Brad. ‘Off.’ 

Off come the panties. ‘You won her fair and square,’ Brad says, as if I’m not even there. ‘You get first dibs for the evening. I’m going to hang back and watch for a while, but I’ll probably take a turn later.

‘In case you’re wondering, we do just about everything on Wednesday nights. Dana likes to be spanked, if you’re into that. All the usual stuff. She’ll tell you. She’s terrific in bed, Sam. You won’t be disappointed.’ 

I smile at him. I’ve just been given an outstanding performance review. It makes me feel good to know that my man is so satisfied with what I give him. I hope he’ll be OK with what he’s about to watch.

Sam puts me on the bed. I think he and Brad have talked a lot about what Sam should expect, because he is already taking the upper hand, positioning me, not asking me what I want, what I like. It occurs to me that the stuff Brad has just said to him is more for my benefit, to put me at ease, to let me know what to expect. I’m grateful for it.

Brad sinks into the chair in the corner and Sam strips down to his skin. His erection is big – longer than Brad’s, although not quite as thick, I don’t think. He looks just as I had imagined he would, like he ought to be posing for Abercrombie or something. Abs for days. I can’t wait to take his cock in me.

He puts me on my back and starts licking my clit right off the bat, and I moan with pleasure. When his short beard scratches the inside of my thighs and roughs up my slit, I don’t even care – I’m too focused on the riot he has incited in me with his tongue. He teases me relentlessly until I feel like I’m going to come. Then he reaches up with his fingers and pinches my clit, and I do.

I don’t know whether it’s the excitement of sex with a new man, or the knowledge that Brad is watching from across the room, or just Sam’s mind-blowing technique, but I am coming hard, really hard, like rockets shooting off in my cunt that blast through my body and exit from my fingers and toes. 

All of a sudden, Sam pulls on a condom, climbs on top of me and slides in while I’m still coming. His long cock reaches all the way up into me and, when he starts pushing in deep, I can feel every thrust hitting my cervix. Oh, God. Every time I feel the impact, my pussy clenches. I start to tighten up inside, but Sam just fucks me right through it until I open up, and I realise he’s just going to keep on fucking me until he makes me come again.

When I’m getting close, he calls out to Brad, ‘She’s going to come pretty soon, man, and I’m about to come, too. How about when I do, I pull out and you push right into her, fuck her until she comes again? You want to do that? We’ll just tag-team her over and over until she can’t take any more.’ 

I feel like I’m going to come just listening to Sam’s words. The idea that my cunt is going to be battered again and again by their two hard cocks until I collapse arouses me in a way I couldn’t have imagined. That, and the way they talk about me like I’m a thing, a toy, a piece of meat, the slut I wanted to be tonight. I wait to hear what Brad will say, whether it will bother him that Sam’s taking over, making decisions for all of us. But Brad’s cool. He seems to like the idea.

‘Sure. Hang on – give me one minute.’ I look over and see Brad peeling off his clothes, then wasting no time getting over to the bed.

Suddenly, Sam comes. I can feel him push in deep and hold himself in me, pushing as hard as he can against my cervix, and then shudder. Part of me wishes he weren’t wearing a condom. I’d like to feel him against my skin, to know that his and Brad’s semen were going to be mixing inside me.

Sam pulls out and rolls over, making room for Brad, who pulls me down to the end of the bed and flips me over. I know what he wants me to do, and I put my head and forearms down and raise my ass for him to enter me. Brad pushes in from behind, slapping my right cheek with every thrust. He pistons in and out, spanking me again and again with his hand, then, when he can tell I’m close again, he reaches around and starts rubbing my clit in tight circles. When I explode into my third orgasm in an hour, my cunt contracting so hard it hurts, I let out a shrill yelp I don’t ever remember hearing come out of me before. Brad just laughs, sounding weird himself because the laughter is broken up by his panting and grunting and fucking and the noise that our wet bodies are making, the way hiccups interrupt you when you’re trying to talk. 

I know why he’s laughing. Neither of us knew this would turn out to be so much fun.

I can’t believe I was worried about including Sam in the mix, especially on a Wednesday. This is as wet a Wednesday as we’ve ever had. Maybe the wettest. Before Brad comes, Sam crawls over on the bed until he’s kneeling in front of my face. His cock is almost flaccid but not quite, and I’m wondering what he wants from me. I look up at him as Brad continues to ride me from behind, and Sam says, ‘Bring me back up, Dana. I want you to suck me until Brad comes, and then I’m going to fuck you again.’ 

I take him in both my hands and start working him as I bend down to lick his head. It’s the first time I’ve ever had a cock in my cunt and another in my hands, and the experience is beyond sexy. Right away, Sam starts getting hard, and I wonder whether this is the first time he’s tag-teamed a girl. If it is, it seems to come very naturally to him.

Pretty soon, he’s almost completely erect and I take him in, enjoying the feel of him in my mouth, delighting in the taste of his cock. He groans as I run my tongue repeatedly through his slit, down to circle around the head, back up again to the top. He’s super-sensitive there. I lick him over and over, relishing the sounds he is making as I excite his tip.

‘How are you doing up there, Sam? I’m getting close,’ Brad announces, and Sam hesitates for a moment. I wonder whether he can’t quite make up his mind to abandon my mouth for my pussy. I want to tell him he doesn’t have to choose, that he can have it all. I look up into his eyes. ‘Whatever you want, Sam. You can have whatever you want,’ I tell him. 

‘I’ll be back, Dana,’ he says finally, as he pulls out of my mouth and gets off the bed to take his place beside Brad. 

‘You only spanked one side,’ he observes, remarking on my sole reddened cheek. 

‘Yeah, I know. When she’s over my knee, I usually hit both. When I spank her while I’m fucking her, it’s easier to slap her like this, because I’m right-handed.’ I suddenly remember that Sam isn’t, and my pussy clenches on Brad’s cock.

‘Mind if I get the other side for you?’ Sam asks.

‘Go for it,’ answers my generous man. ‘Makes her wet.’ 

We all laugh. I’m so wet now there are spots on the sheets. I’m so wet that, with Brad fucking me, I’m making loud, sloppy noises. How will we even be able to tell if Sam makes me wetter? There’s a river running down my thighs already. But I still hope Sam will spank me. I want to feel his hand on me.

Brad comes. He thrusts into me hard three times, the way he always does, and then pulls out, and Sam takes his place. I’m so turned on, I can hardly see straight. I’m tired and panting but I never want to stop. I feel like I could keep this up for days. Sam starts slapping me on the left cheek with every thrust, like Brad did, until he moves that hand up to my hip the way he’s holding my right side, and now he starts fucking me harder, even deeper, faster, and I’m wailing and he’s pounding and grunting. Suddenly, I come like Armageddon, harder than I have ever come in my life, with Brad lying on the bed beside me, smiling into my face, and for some reason I can’t even understand, I am shrieking and laughing and crying all at the same time. 

I collapse on the bed. A minute ago, I felt like I could fuck like this for ever. Now, all I want is to be in Brad’s arms, and as quickly as the thought enters my mind, I am. Still panting, Sam peels off his condom and goes to look for something to drink. I lie with Brad, who keeps kissing me all over my face, telling me how much he loves me and that I’m the sexiest, most wonderful girl in the world.

The three of us hang around on the bed for awhile, naked except for my cut-up T-shirt, a guy on either side of me. The three of us talk the way Brad and I talk on Wednesday nights, and I feel close to both of them. It feels like we’re a real threesome, and I realise that Brad and I haven’t lost anything by sharing a Wednesday with Sam. They play with my tits, and I tease their cocks with my hands and my mouth, but the big stuff is over for the night. I wonder whether I’ll be able to walk the next day.

When Sam says he needs to get home he pulls on his clothes and we both walk him to the front door. I feel sore and stiff.

‘Thanks, you two,’ he says to both of us.

‘No problem,’ says Brad.

‘My pleasure. Honestly,’ I tell him. We all laugh.

Sam leans down and gives me a long, sexy kiss goodnight. As he does, Brad runs a hand over my ass. It has been the best night of my life.

* * *

‘So,’ Brad asks me the next morning as I walk gingerly into the kitchen for coffee, ‘would you ever do that again?’

I smile at him. ‘Sure. Feel free to bet me at poker. Consider me the chip up your sleeve.’ I know all the guys he plays with. Not one of them is hard on the eyes. All great guys, too. None I’d say no to.

I’ve heard strip poker can be fun if you’re playing with the right people, but I’ll bet it’s not as much fun as fuck poker. For the next several weeks, every other Tuesday night, my stomach is aflutter. I wonder whether Brad will be coming home to tell me one of his friends has won me, and there’s going to be another Wet Wednesday threesome. But the Tuesday after my evening with Sam, Brad wins without ever having to bet me. Two weeks after that, the game is called off. Two weeks after that, it’s at our house.

Sam gets there first, and when he comes in he gives me a quick kiss. ‘I had a really great time with you, you know, Dana,’ he says. ‘I’ve been trying to think of ways I can cheat, just on the off-chance Brad will bet you again, and I’ll win another Wet Wednesday.’ I blush, flattered, and I think how much I’d like that. ‘You never know,’ I tell him. ‘You could always win me again. I wouldn’t mind.’ 

Brad arrives and the other guys drift in, one by one, until Reese shows up at last and the game gets under way. I’m watching TV in the bedroom while they play, but every so often I go out and collect empty beer bottles, bring in snacks, playing the part of hostess-with-the-mostest.

‘Tell Brad to bet you, Dana,’ Mike says as I exchange his empty bottle for a fresh cold one.

‘Yeah, Dana, we’ve been trying to get him to bet you, but he’s holding out on us,’ chimes in Reese.

‘That’s Brad’s decision. You know it is, guys,’ I tell them. ‘I’m just the go-with-the-flow girl.’ 

‘I want a chance at a Wet Wednesday,’ adds Tom. ‘It must have been great, because Sam won’t say a word about it to any of us.’ 

I just smile and go back to the bedroom. I’m pleasantly surprised. Even with all the guys knowing what he’d won, Sam wouldn’t talk about what had happened between us. If it’s possible, I think even more highly of him than before.

They take a break between hands and Brad comes into the bedroom for a minute. ‘They’re riding me pretty hard,’ he tells me. ‘You want me to bet you? The next hand is probably the last.’ 

‘OK,’ I tell him, hoping I’m not making a mistake. ‘You can bet me. Do whatever you want, Brad.’ 

‘It was pretty hot, Dana. We both liked it. I could see us doing this once in a while, with guys that we trust. I trust these guys.’ 

‘I do, too. It’s OK, Brad. Go for it.’ 

A while later I’m watching the late news when I hear whooping and hollering coming from the living room. I have a feeling I’ve just been lost again. Or won. I go out into the living room to find out who will be playing with me this Wednesday night.

Brad has a funny look on his face, and the rest of the guys are all smiles. 

‘You bet me, didn’t you?’ I ask Brad.

He nods.

‘OK, who’s the lucky winner, guys?’

Mike and Sam both speak at once. 

‘We did. We both had two pairs.’ 

‘Dana, we split the pot.’ 

A tie score. Three men this time, then. One me. And another Wet Wednesday for the record books.


Commuter Lust

Justine Elyot

London Bridge. The familiar knot of excitement tightened in my stomach. 

I never saw him until he was practically upon me. I’d look for him every time, in the heaving mass on the platform, but the push and shove, the bags in the face, the elbows in the stomach, created a smokescreen through which he would suddenly appear like a beacon of flame-haired light, every morning.

When this first started, I’d be sitting down, taking full advantage of getting on near the beginning of the line, coveting my end-of-row seat. Back in those days, I’d have earplugs in and be staring at my book.

I can’t quite remember when he first impinged on my consciousness. I’d looked up a couple of times and thought, Nice hair. My admiration had extended, gradually, incrementally, with each stolen glance, to the rest of him. Eventually – perhaps a few days, perhaps a couple of weeks later – it had occurred to me that it was a bit strange that he always contrived to be in the same carriage as me. I was well used to getting on with the same crew at Colliers Wood, but by London Bridge surely you just took your chance wherever you could find an inch of platform space?

The glances lengthened. Oh, God, he’s seen me looking, look away.

But he was just as guilty of that as I was. It became a game – five points if you got a look in without him noticing; back to zero if he caught you. I rarely scored more than fifteen. Eventually, he caught me every time – even if I wasn’t looking at him, the heat in my cheeks must have told him what I was up to.

Our lips joined in, twitching upwards with each captured moment of eye contact.

It was absurd. One day soon, I was going to burst out laughing, and how would that look on a packed tube train full of grumpy morning commuters? Insane, that was how.

I tried to give up, focusing severely on my book for a few days. This only served to embolden him; every day as I stood up to alight at Moorgate he was a little bit closer. I twisted my neck, avoiding looking at him, as I picked my way over dozens of feet on my way to the door.

Then, one day, I made the fatal error of looking back at him before the doors opened. He didn’t look away.

I thought I might catch fire.

Green eyes. 

The next day I’d made a resolution. Why not flirt with him? Where was the harm? I was single … oh, he might not be single. But what were we going to get up to on a tube train anyway?

I took my favourite end-row seat and waited for him. At London Bridge, he surfed in on that hectic human wave and stood right in front of me, towering over me, the sides of our feet touching. I was looking directly at his belt buckle and the grey-trousered crotch below it. If I wanted to see his face, I’d have to tilt my head back – too blatant. I didn’t dare. Not that sticking his dick in front of my face wasn’t blatant – was it intentional, though?

The hand that wasn’t hanging on to the bar fidgeted with a phone, just above my head. I pretended to read the same paragraph of my book over and over until without warning he turned the phone and held it in front of my face.

There was a notepad message.

‘Must be a good book,’ it said.

All the blood rushed to my head. I clutched my book tightly, trying to stop it flipping out of my trembling hand. This represented a level of escalation for which I was not prepared.

I had no choice but to lift my eyes to his. I nodded slightly, preventing the threatened nervous laugh by biting down hard on my lower lip.

He smiled back, keying another message into his phone with dexterous rapidity.

‘I’m jealous of it.’ 

I couldn’t help an inelegant snort of a laugh this time. I mouthed, ‘Why?’ at his expectant face.

‘You used to pay me more attention,’ he typed. ‘But now you prefer that bloody book. Throw it under the train.’ 

I shook my head, snuffling with silent laughter. God, this was far too exciting for 8.17 on a Tuesday morning.

He made a sudden lunge for it and swiped it from my hand before I knew what was happening. I sat gaping at him, open-mouthed, while he read the back cover. I looked to each side of me, to see if anyone had registered this astonishing behaviour, but nobody was looking and nobody cared.

He flicked through it, slowly and teasingly, eyeing me over the pages as if challenging me to snatch it back. But I sat with my hands primly in my lap, feigning unconcern – probably not very convincingly.

He handed the book back as the train slid into Moorgate. I couldn’t get off unless he stepped back a little – our knees were practically touching. For a split second, it looked as if he wasn’t going to move, but he let me up as soon as the train halted, leaving me to rush off in a hot and bothered state.

Bloody hell! What had that been about? The ante had been upped on our mild flirtation by about a thousand per cent. I looked back at the train as it prepared to leave. He was sitting in my seat. I imagined my warmth transferred to him. It didn’t do much to dampen my unexpected Tuesday-morning arousal. 

On Wednesday morning I changed my tactics. I moved out of my seat at Borough and stood by the door instead. My book stayed in my bag, strictly a commute-home read now.

Mild worry that he might not get on that morning had become a feature of my journey, but now it wasn’t mild. I really needed to see him on the train today.

I flattened myself back as the crowd surged on, all with the wrong hair, wrong coats, wrong bodies, until at last he was there, brushing against me without even seeing me – he was looking at my usual seat. Up this close to him, I could smell his aftershave, which was ravishing. Hell, if he got any closer I’d be able to determine whether he was a tea or coffee drinker.

He looked towards the other end of the carriage, still unaware of my proximity.

Giddy with his nearness, I hooked a finger into the back of his belt and tugged. I felt him stiffen, then turn quickly to face me.

An indignant glare turned to a drolly raised eyebrow and a smile.

‘There you are,’ he said, under his breath, mindful of the other commuters swaying along on either side of us.

He spoke! He had a voice. A nice one.

‘Hello,’ I whispered back.

He eased a little closer to me, bumping his hip into my side. The point of contact felt as if it might burn through our clothes. He bent and spoke into my ear.

‘No book today?’

His breath sent waves of knee-weakening lust through me. My knuckles whitened as I clung to the pole for dear life.

I shook my head. My hair brushed his face.

He was closer still, one hand resting lightly in the small of my back. I did nothing to shake him off.

‘It’s hot on this train,’ he murmured. ‘Why don’t you take off your coat?’

He might as well have asked me to strip naked, for the effect his words had on me. Shallow breath, shaking hands and not a dry thigh in the house.

‘I’m getting off soon,’ I objected, still in a stage whisper.

‘Is that so?’ He hiked his eyebrows again, enjoying the innuendo. ‘I’ve heard this kind of thing sometimes happens on the tube but I never …’ 

‘Oh, my God, what are you like? Stop it!’

‘You don’t want me to stop,’ he said, pressing his fingertips into my back just a little harder. ‘You want to take off your coat. Do it. Go on.’ 

There were a hundred reasons why I should just tell him to get lost, but they were all somewhere else, obscured by the outrageous exhilaration of it all. The more he behaved like a pervy sex pest, the more I seemed to like it.

I untied the fabric belt and unbuttoned. He did the rest, removing the coat from my shoulders with a mock-gallant flourish.

‘Isn’t that better?’ he asked, looking me up and down. 

Green and white polka-dot blouse, grey tailored skirt, black tights, black cardigan. Bit librarianish, but he didn’t seem to object, if the hungry look in his eye was anything to go by.

‘Mm hmm,’ I said, pressing my lips together, unable to face him in his triumph.

I sucked in a breath, heart stopping for a moment, as he dug one fingertip inside the cuff of my blouse and stroked the inside of my wrist.

‘You should keep your coat off tomorrow,’ he said, slightly croaky in my ear. ‘Will you do that?’

I nodded, my eyes shut, his maddening feathery touch overtaking my senses, drawing me closer to him. He undid the button and managed to get his busy fingertips halfway up to my elbow.

If running his fingers up my arm made me feel this mad with desire, what chance did I stand of fending off any more serious advances?

He dragged his nails across the sensitive skin, holding my wrist tight in his other hand.

I thought I might faint. In fact, when the train jolted to a halt, I thought that was what had happened.

But it was Moorgate. God damn it. I almost fell on to the platform, dragging my coat behind me, all blurred and pulsing with frustrated need.

He winked as the train moved on. 

Arsehole. How dared he do this to me? I’d get in a different carriage tomorrow, maybe even take a different train.

But I didn’t.

I stood in the same place, having taken off my coat on the platform. It lay folded on my bag and I leaned against the partition in a thinner blouse and tighter skirt than I’d worn the day before, waiting to reach London Bridge. Underneath my blouse I wore the push-up bra I usually reserved for nights out. It made the buttons of my blouse strain a little over the generous curves. I wondered whether to fasten my cardigan over the top, but the devil in me decided against it. 

If I was going to act like a slut, I might as well look like one.

‘You look nice,’ he said, slotting himself in as close to me as possible. It was a purr, low and throaty, delivered direct to my ear. ‘Is this for my benefit?’

His fingers whispered over the nape of my neck, making my hair stand on end.

‘Just … work gear,’ I said, swallowing.

‘Really?’ He didn’t believe me. ‘What type of work would that be, with the padded bra and the tight skirt? Are you changing at Moorgate for Soho?’

‘Jesus! You’re so rude.’ 

The volume of my exclamation attracted the attention of some of our fellow passengers. 

He gave my neck a light warning pinch, and moved his hand down my back, letting it rest on my waistband.

‘Sorry,’ I muttered. 

He put his lips right against my ear. ‘I can be a lot ruder than that,’ he promised. ‘But that’s up to you.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ My heart bumped along with the train on the track.

‘Want me to show you?’ His hand slipped down over the curve of my bum.

I clenched my thighs, heat rushing into my face. Nobody could see what he was doing – it all took place below the glass part of the divider – but I felt as if everybody knew.

‘You could undo a button or two,’ he said, looking down my cleavage. 

‘I couldn’t!’ I gasped.

‘Yes, you could. Look – I’ll hold my jacket like this – and nobody can see.’ 

It was true; the position of his jacket obscured the view for everyone but him and me. The near-silent whisper in which he made his dirty suggestions made them somehow all the more thrilling. I was so wet I worried that it would soak through my skirt. His hand still stroked the fullest part of my bottom – if it went any lower, would he notice my arousal?

Keeping my eyes lowered, I unfastened the top button of my blouse. He crowded closer to me, shielding me from public view. He would only have to take one step away for everything to be visible to everyone. I looked up at him, uncertain, and he nodded, his face tense. This was an instruction to undo another button.

I could see my chest heaving as I gradually exposed the upper slopes of my breasts to him.

The hand on my bottom moved up and closed around the still clothed portion of my right breast, squeezing the softness.

‘Nice bra,’ he noted, gazing down at the dark-red and gold scalloped lace.

‘Thanks. Have you seen enough?’ It was a dangerous question and I held my breath.

‘For now,’ he said.

With a mixture of relief and disappointment, I refastened my blouse. What on earth was the disappointment about? Did I want him to rip the thing off me, here on the train, and bury his face in my breasts? Actually, it was a titillating image and I immediately wished I hadn’t thought it.

His hand moved back down, patted my hip, then slid to my thigh.

‘What’s under this?’ he whispered.

I could see the effect of our illicit activities in the bulge at his crotch. He would need to carry his bag in front of it somehow when he got off the train, wherever that might be. I betted it was Old Street. There was a whiff of hipster in the gloriously unchecked hair and the blasé attitude to shaving.

‘My legs,’ I whispered back.

He reached around behind me and gave my bottom the teeniest, most discreet smack. A tap, really, but it set off a red alert between my thighs. Damn, I was soaking. I was going to have to consider bringing a change of underwear to work if this kept up.

‘Smartarse,’ he said. ‘You know what I mean.’ 

‘Tights,’ I said. ‘And, obviously, knickers.’ 

‘Why obviously?’ he said.

My ears burned. I had a feeling this was going to be expanded on at some point.

‘Anyway,’ he said. ‘Tomorrow – stockings. OK?’

‘I don’t have any.’ 

‘Then buy some.’ He delved into his trouser pocket – must have been a bit crowded in there, judging by the continuing bulge at his crotch – and pulled out a wallet, from which he extracted a ten-pound note. ‘Here. I want you wearing them tomorrow.’ 

‘You’re a cheeky bastard, aren’t you?’

‘Mm hmm.’ He tucked the banknote into the waistband of my skirt. ‘This skirt’s a bit tight for what I have in mind, though. Something looser. And stockings. Suspenders if you want, but holdups are fine. Oh. Here’s your stop.’ 

‘You’re going to have to work on that before you get to yours,’ I said, indicating his erection.

‘I’ve got it in hand,’ he said with a wink, slapping my bottom again as the doors opened, sending me on my way with a prickly-heat sweat and an uncomfortably wet gusset.

Oh, my God. This was crazy. It had to stop before we went too far and got arrested.

I wouldn’t do the stocking thing. I’d give him his tenner back tomorrow and revert to reading my book. Or maybe just suggest we exchange phone numbers, like civilised people.

And yet the next morning found me clinging to that yellow pole in a flippy flared skirt, another push-up bra and the required hosiery. I’d overspent the ten pounds, sucked in by a gorgeous suspender belt and the most sophisticated smoky seamed stockings in the window of the expensive sex shop in Covent Garden. That had been an interesting lunch hour.

Despite a lack of evidence, I had the feeling that everyone knew what I was doing. Everybody must have noticed that I never sat in my end seat any more, and that I was always crowded close to the tall red-haired guy, and that my workwear was becoming exponentially sexier with the passing of each day. I was the blatant slut of the 7.57 to High Barnet. I couldn’t face any of them but stared fixedly at my phone screen until we pulled out of Borough and my heart began to pound.

I put the phone away, almost dancing with excitement.

For once he was one of the first on, claiming his territory at my side with heavy-bag-wielding determination.

‘Did you do it?’ he asked, his breath displacing the tendrils of hair behind my ear.

‘Maybe,’ I whispered back.

He put a hand on my waist, his fingertips pressing into me. His raised eyebrows indicated displeasure with my response.

‘OK,’ I said, surrendering. ‘Yes.’ 

The lowest, faintest hint of a growl, for my ears only.

‘Good,’ he said.

Without even thinking about what was visible to the other passengers, he reached up and plucked at my top button, opening up my lower throat and collarbone to general view. My breasts were still concealed, but it was a gesture of intent, and somebody must have seen it.

‘What are you …?’ I gasped in a mild panic.

He put a finger to my lips.

‘You didn’t look comfortable,’ he said. He came closer, his feet on either side of mine, and braced one hand on the partition just above my head. Now he covered me completely, hiding most of me from the other passengers, but this was several degrees more intimate than the usual crowded tube huddle, and anyone who looked our way couldn’t fail to think that we were together as a couple.

The heat of our bodies crossed paths, mine to him, his to mine. His aftershave blended with my perfume and the faint remains of coffee and peppermint. His trousers brushed my skirt, too lightly for limbs to touch, but there was still an erotic edge to it, a hint of frottage.

I swallowed, resting my head back against the toughened glass in a gesture of offering.

He accepted.

For a horrible moment I thought he was going to cross the line of tube etiquette and kiss me, but instead he put his hand on my hip and slid it slowly down until it encountered the telltale bump of a suspender snap.

‘Oh, yes,’ he breathed. ‘Well done.’ 

But this wasn’t evidence enough, apparently, because his hand crept lower, reaching the mid-thigh hem of my skirt. He curled his fingers inside, drew it slowly up, and further up.

And now we had to rely on the tendency of tube passengers not to look too closely at what anyone else was up to. Would the magic hold? I held my breath as he pushed my hem higher, fraction by fraction, finally reaching the lacy top of my stocking and cupping it with his exploring hand.

‘Hmm,’ he said, very quietly, very low in his throat, just for me and nobody else to hear. ‘You sexy little … oh, God. Why did I ask you to do this?’

He shut his eyes and rested his forehead above mine on the glass partition for a moment, apparently overwhelmed. I could see, and feel, the swollen lump at his crotch as it made contact with my stomach.

His fingers stole above the stocking top, tips pressing into my inner thigh, which was slick with perspiration. He let the skirt fall down over his wrist and risked moving his fingers higher. He was virtually in my knickers, running up the line of the suspender elastic, tickling me into a shivering madness of desire.

Would he really go so far as to put his fingers inside me? And would I really do nothing to stop him?

I was panting into his collar, my legs stiff, beginning to tremble at the knees. I grabbed hold of his lapels to keep myself from sliding down the partition wall.

He was so close … he was almost there.

He tapped two fingers on the satiny gusset of my knickers, sending a shockwave through my pussy, then withdrew.

‘Oh, God,’ I whispered, utterly undone, beyond caring about everything around us. ‘Don’t stop.’ 

‘Sorry, sweetheart, but we’re nearly at Moorgate,’ he murmured apologetically. ‘But it’s Friday tomorrow, and you know what day Friday is?’

‘Er …’ My head swirled. ‘Dress down?’

‘In a way. No pants Friday.’ He winked at my shocked face as the train slowed and juddered. ‘Till tomorrow.’ He turned me to the doors by my shoulders and sent me on my way with a furtive smack to my bottom.

Was I actually going to stand on a packed tube train in a virtually see-through blouse, short flippy skirt, stockings, suspenders, Wonderbra and no knickers?

Why, yes. Yes, I was. And I did.

But at London Bridge he didn’t get on.

I had to double-check, looking desperately out at the platform in case he was late, running to me, tie streaming, bag flying. But he wasn’t. 

The doors bleeped and shut without him.

I slumped.

His connecting train must have been late, I thought. Or perhaps he was ill. I hoped it wasn’t that. But illness was better than my third option, which was that he had merely tired of our game and the way I played it.

I had to blink back tears, which was ridiculous. Honestly. A few mad fumbles on a tube train didn’t justify this level of upset. But there it was. Now I would have to wait a whole weekend to find out what had happened.

I got off at Moorgate, crestfallen and inconveniently knickerless. I was going to have to watch who stood behind me on the escalator. Or was there somewhere I could go to put on the pair I had in my handbag for when I reached the office?

I was scanning the platform for possibilities when someone caught my arm from behind, fingers closing around it. I nearly screamed, then I swung my head round and saw who it was.

‘Oh, my God,’ I said, and it was weird to be able to talk to him at a normal volume. ‘What the hell?’

‘Thought I’d switch things up a bit,’ he said nonchalantly, slipping his arm through mine and walking me towards the escalator. ‘Don’t want you getting bored with me.’ 

‘Fat chance of that,’ I said. He nudged me gently on to the escalator, standing gallantly behind me so that nobody would see my stocking tops. Was that gallant? Or was it actually just a perving opportunity?

I didn’t much care. I felt lightheaded and rapturous at this new development, especially when he leaned forward slightly and put his hands on the outsides of my thighs, his palms pressing into my suspender snaps. As public displays of affection went, it was unorthodox, but it felt like a warm kiss of welcome.

‘I can’t take you to work with me,’ I said once we were at street level, turning to him and laughing with the sheer delight of it all.

‘No, but I can,’ he said obliquely, following me through the ticket barrier.

‘What? But you don’t work here.’ 

‘I didn’t. But I do now.’ 

He took my hand and ran across the street with me to one of the never-ending building sites that peppered the city – this one had colonised the little street that led to Finsbury Circus. He fished out a key from his jacket pocket, unlocked the padlock that sealed it off from the public and pulled me in after him.

‘What?’

‘I’m overseeing this site now,’ he said. ‘I’ll be working here for a couple of months at least.’ 

He led me up some steps to a portacabin in the corner of the site, unlocked it and locked the door behind us.

I stared at him, amazed and enthralled.

‘I’ll be late …’ I said, hesitating.

‘So the train was held up,’ he said, hooking an arm around me and drawing me hard against him. ‘Happens all the time on the Northern Line.’ 

‘True,’ I said into his mouth, before he sealed my lips with a scorching kiss.

His hands were under my skirt, his tongue down my throat, my bottom on his desk, his fingers up inside me, my fist inside his trousers, his trousers down, my skirt up – all in the space of what seemed like three seconds. I lay back on his desk, my legs wrapped around his hips, panting into his mouth like an animal in heat, ready for the logical conclusion of our week-long foreplay.

He produced a condom from somewhere, batted my hand off his cock so he could put it on, and then we were away, the table rocking with the force of his thrusts, the windows steaming around us.

‘I’d have done this to you on the train,’ he gasped, gripping my shoulders for purchase, ‘if I’d got on there today. I couldn’t wait any longer …’ 

‘I wanted you to,’ I said, latching on to his neck with my mouth.

I was a bare-faced slut who’d been taken to his office to get what I’d been begging for all week. God, it felt incredible.

He let go of one shoulder and used his free hand to drive a hard smack up from underneath my hard-working legs, landing on the overhanging part of my bottom. 

‘Any girl who wears these to work,’ he said, twanging a suspender, ‘ought to expect this kind of thing.’ He spanked me again.

‘That’s why I’m wearing them,’ I said, enjoying the hot glow spreading through my skin.

‘Thought so.’ Another hard smack, then his thumb alighted on my clit and rubbed away as he continued to rock me all over the desk.

I came clinging on to his lapels, in a blur of banging and clattering from below and stubbly kissing from above. He followed quickly, a fist in my hair, hot mouth over mine.

I felt utterly ruined, and must have looked it too.

‘You’re going to have to walk to your office looking like that,’ he said with satisfaction. ‘I hope you’ve got decent mirrors in the ladies’. Our portaloo won’t really do the job.’ 

He handed me a wad of paper towels and I cleaned myself up, burning-cheeked and sheepish.

So this was it. It was done. Back to work, and everything back to the old routine.

But he stopped me before I walked back out.

‘So, what time do you leave work?’

I turned back, hopeful. ‘About sixish.’ 

‘You could meet me here if you want. We could go out for a drink or something.’ 

‘What’s “or something”?’ I asked with an arch of my eyebrows.

‘Why don’t you come and find out?’ he said.


Rubbed the Right Way

Heather Towne

Linda had always suspected that her best friend Terri’s son Lawrence was gay. Not that she had a problem with that. She just wished that the young man who lived next door with his mother would come out of the closet and get it over with, or find a girlfriend and show the world and his mother that he was actually straight.

It was more than Lawrence’s slim build and fluffy blond hair, his rather effeminate gestures and manner of speaking, that aroused Linda’s suspicions. It was also his choice of friends (all female), his hobbies (flower arranging and tropical fish collecting) and his careers. According to Terri, Lawrence, by the age of twenty, had already been a hair stylist, a fashion designer and a manicurist. Heavy equipment operators and truck drivers apparently made him giggle.

So it was no surprise to Linda when Lawrence traipsed into her home and announced one afternoon, ‘I’m going to become a massage therapist – a masseur!’

‘That’s wonderful!’ Linda exclaimed, always supportive of her friends and family.

She was in for a jolt, though, when, a week or so later, as she was sunbathing in the sunroom of her home, Lawrence walked in on her carrying a massage table under one arm and a giant bottle of baby oil under the other. ‘I want to practise on you, Linda. Is that OK? Mother said you probably wouldn’t mind.’ 

Linda was stretched out on a towel-covered lounger, wearing just her neon-orange bikini for maximum sun-drenching. Her voluptuous body shone golden under the tanning oil and sun, her large breasts splayed out and her long legs spread. Her eyes popped open and she jackknifed upwards at the sound of her neighbour’s voice. She tried to wrench a towel from under her back to cover her more than partially nude body.

But Lawrence stopped her, saying, ‘Oh, don’t cover yourself up. You’re fine just like that.’ 

He unfolded the massage table, pulled out the legs and propped it up next to Linda’s lounger. Then he flung a towel over his shoulder, uncapped the bottle of baby oil and patted the padded surface of the table. ‘Climb aboard, Linda. It’d be a big help to me. We’re just learning the techniques in class, and the instructor said we should practise as much as possible – as homework.’ 

Never let it be said that Linda wasn’t a helpful and considerate neighbour, or Terri a bit of a jokester. Linda still had the remnants of a jagged haircut, the cracked fingernails and a closet full of designer-dress monstrosities courtesy of Lawrence to prove it. Now she stood up on bare feet, adjusted her bikini top and bottom and pointed at the table. ‘Up there?’ she said uncertainly. She really wasn’t looking forward to skin rash and pulled muscles.

Lawrence enthusiastically swatted the white surface of the table. ‘Right up here! On your tummy, please.’ 

Lawrence was dressed in a white T-shirt and white pants, looking for all the world like a professional masseur (if not a gay sailor on shore leave). Linda knew that looks could be mighty deceiving, though. But she climbed aboard the table and flopped onto her stomach, hoping that her health insurance would cover the damage.

She’d just screwed her pretty, tanned face into the head-hole at the top of the table when she felt a huge dollop of baby oil splash her back. She arched slightly, then settled back down when Lawrence’s hands splatted onto her shoulders and started massaging.

‘Just relax,’ Lawrence tried to soothe her, digging his long fingers into Linda’s tensed shoulder muscles. ‘Oh, wait a minute. I almost forgot.’ 

He rushed over to the portable boom-box in a corner of the sunroom and punched up a jazz station. Then, as the smooth jazz sounds filled the room, he was back alongside his laid-out victim/client, digging into her shoulders with his slippery fingers again. 

Linda was as stiff as a board, her muscles as tense as the expression on her face in the head-hole. She had utter faith in her friend, of course, but little confidence in her friend’s son. She’d been buffeted by too many of his whims in the past.

But as Lawrence kneaded her shoulders, slid his fingers up to her neck and rubbed and stroked along that tender stretch of skin, Linda felt her body relaxing. The warmth of the sunroom, the soothing strains of the jazz washing over her, the play of Lawrence’s slick fingers along her loosened neck and shoulders, all contributed to a satisfying state of welling relaxation inside Linda. She sighed, shifting her body, surrendering her back to Lawrence’s surprisingly skilful hands. He rubbed lower, massaging her muscles, palming and squeezing her sunbronzed skin.

So, by the time he reached her curved lower back, Linda’s body was as limp as a wet noodle and shimmering with good feeling – all over, but especially where her neighbour’s deft hands were in contact with her hot skin. The atmosphere seemed to buzz electric, the jazz score soar and Linda surge, when Lawrence smoothed his hands over the valley of her lower back and up onto the twin thick, lush mounds of her buttocks.

‘Oh!’ Linda gasped inadvertently, as the lad’s fingers sunk into her padded butt cheeks and kneaded.

She swallowed, staring down at the tiled floor. Lawrence clenched her buttocks, worked the heavy humps, dug his fingers in between and rubbed. And when he pulled the string on her bikini bottom and plucked the tiny garment out of her butt cleavage, to thrust his hands even deeper, Linda shivered all the way from her outstretched toes to the top of her dyed-blonde head.

Suddenly, she felt her hard nipples pressing into the padded table, and felt a dampness between her legs, just across from where Lawrence’s fingers were so successfully working. She felt a hot wave of sensation wash through her glistening, almost nude body. Sensuous, sexual sensation. Brought about by her masseur’s rubbing, squeezing, caressing warm hands.

Linda blinked, vibrating under Lawrence’s ministrations. She tried to get hold of herself, and couldn’t. Something was happening inside her, a rising, heated tidal wave of emotion, surging up in her bared body thanks to the young man’s smoothing palms and sliding fingers. So that when he split her cheeks and brushed his soft fingertips along her sensitive bum cleavage, Linda shuddered, overtly and outrageously.

There was no question about it, no hiding it. She was wickedly turned on by the massage – by the young man rubbing her body. Her eyes teared and she gritted her teeth. But she couldn’t stop it, didn’t want to stop it. She arched her bum, allowing Lawrence deeper access to the raised underside. His right hand dived between her legs and glided along her swollen, wet, furry pussy.

Linda gasped and grasped the table on either side, feeling Lawrence’s slim fingers rub her tingling pussy, massaging her in the most intimate of places. The young man’s right hand stroked her brimming slit, while his left hand plied the buzzing tissue of her buttocks. Linda had never been massaged so deeply before, fingered so fantastically by a masseur. She pressed her pussy against the caressing hand, arched her bum against the other. 

He scrubbed her sex, skimming along her swollen lips, over her swelled-up clit. At the same time he worked her butt cheeks, clutching and squeezing the gleaming golden flesh. A forefinger slid up onto Linda’s clit and buffed. A forefinger slid down between Linda’s cheeks and rimmed her bumhole.

She shuddered with sensation, shaking the massage table. Her legs trembled and her buttocks quivered, her pussy welling with feeling. Her wonderful new masseur was getting deeper into her body and soul than any skin-rubber had ever penetrated before. And then even deeper still.

Lawrence’s right forefinger glided between Linda’s lips and into her pussy, while his other slippery first finger pushed through her pucker and into her anus. Linda cried out, her entire body spasming with pleasure on the ends of the two fingers probing her.

Lawrence pumped her pussy, her ass, his fingers penetrating further, moving faster – smooth and easy and sensually erotic. Still clinging to the sides of the table, Linda shivered with full-bodied delight, Lawrence’s two plugging fingers electrifying her pussy and ass and sending arcs of joy all through her. 

Massages were normally always confined to the outside of a woman’s body – how much more exciting this inside handiwork was, this rubbing of the interior of a most needful and appreciative woman! Linda gulped and gyrated her bottom to the beat of the fingers pistoning her sexholes.

Lawrence was soon up to his third knuckles inside her, pumping as fast and deep as he could go, the lean muscles rippling on his long arms, his slender body bent over the shaking woman to get her juices flowing. It was a two-fingered rubdown that was driving Linda up, up and away.

She screamed and convulsed. 

She bounced on the table, under Lawrence’s hands, to the beat of his fingers, blissful orgasm storming through her overheated body. She came repeatedly, shuddering over and over, ecstasy rolling unstoppably through her. Lawrence’s fingers glided out of her pussy and anus. His hands slid off her trembling butt cheeks and gushing cunt and gripped the tops of her quivering legs. 

By the time he reached her feet, Linda was all but unconscious and panting for breath.

* * *

Linda thought, hoped, it was just a one-time thing. A sexy, sinful delight that would never be repeated, no harm done to friendships or otherwise. But one week later, as she was stretched out in the sunroom again, with one hand in her bikini bottom, rubbing, her other hand upon her breasts, squeezing – replaying the wicked massage in her dirty mind’s eye – Lawrence suddenly surprised her by bursting into the room and her sexual fantasy and announcing, ‘Time for another session, Linda!’

The woman just about jumped out of her sunkissed skin. She jerked her hands off her swollen pussy and breasts and stared up at the young intruder. ‘A-another session?’

Lawrence slapped the massage table into position, then smacked the padded surface. ‘Right! Climb aboard. I’ve got a new technique I’ve got to work on.’ 

Linda climbed shakily to her feet and was about to mount the massage table, quite willingly, when she saw Lawrence strip off his white T-shirt and unbutton and push down his white pants. She gaped at him. ‘What – what are you doing, Lawrence?’

He quickly peeled off his white sneakers and stood naked before her. His smooth, lean, brown body gleamed in the sun streaming in through the windows. Linda’s eyes inadvertently but uncontrollably turned to his cock, dangling down over his shaven balls. The appendage was as smooth and long as the rest of the young man’s lithe body, even unerect.

‘It’s called “full-body massage”,’ Lawrence said, helping his stunned practice client up onto the table. ‘It’s a technique we’re learning in class. It’s used at some of your less reputable massage parlours, as well as for one-on-one home sessions.’ 

Linda collapsed face-first on the table, shaken by the sight of her neighbour’s naked body. But before she dropped and locked her head into the head-hole, she shot one more glance at Lawrence’s groin. His cock was lean and meaty, his balls large. Linda sank her burning face into the hole, her near-naked body surging with a most welcome – and unwelcome – shimmering heat.

‘I’m afraid you have to doff your duds, too, Linda,’ Lawrence announced gaily. 

He pulled the strings on Linda’s bikini top and bottom, then whisked the thin garments away. Linda lay on the table truly nude, her breasts squashed into the padded surface, nipples almost drilling through, pussy pressing. That shock was rapidly followed by another, when Lawrence jumped onto the table with her and straddled her back. Older woman and younger man, naked together in intimate contact.

Linda gulped so hard her head bobbed up. And then she gasped when the baby oil splashed her back, followed by Lawrence’s body. He splayed his hands on either side of her head and slid his upper body along hers, rubbing, massaging her back with his front.

He did it awkwardly but eagerly, gliding his bare torso up and along the curve of Linda’s bare back like some form of team yoga. And then he did it not so awkwardly, getting his rhythm, his stroke, rubbing his glistening body over Linda’s glistening body, full-body massaging like a slick, seasoned professional, man on woman.

Linda whimpered every time Lawrence’s slippery form caressed hers. Her hands balled into fists by her buttocks, fingernails biting into her palms. She was engulfed with heat, from the sun, from her masseur. She could feel his nipples tripping over her burning skin, almost like they were engorged. And she could feel, body and soul, Lawrence’s cock thrusting between her trembling butt cheeks as he slid back and forth, almost like it was engorged.

Linda’s chest flushed as hot as her face and her pussy welled with moisture as Lawrence kept up the full-body contact, incessantly, incandescently. Linda couldn’t deny she was turned on, aroused beyond cold reason by her friend’s son rubbing his body against hers. So Linda relaxed and tried to enjoy the ride, getting the rubdown of her life. 

Until Lawrence said, ‘OK, Linda, roll over. Time to do the front.’ And Linda did roll over, and saw, for the first time, the enormous erection jutting from between her masseur’s legs. 

He was sitting up on his knees, looking at her as she squirmed over onto her back to face him. His cock stuck out from his hairless loins, at least nine inches in length, looming over Linda’s furry loins. She couldn’t take her eyes off the exposed organ, her breasts rising and falling rapidly, her pussy flooding with moisture. 

She managed to gulp, ‘Lawrence … you’re not—’

‘Gay? No, Linda. Whatever gave you that idea?’ 

The young man grinned, then dropped his hands down on either side of Linda’s head and dipped his body down and slid it along hers.

Linda moaned, feeling Lawrence’s hot, slick, brown body rub over her breasts, his rigid nipples twig her stiffened nipples, his long, hard, lubed cock glide over her juiced pussy. She didn’t dare open her eyes, erotic sensations exploding inside of her, as her neighbour rubbed her tits with his chest, skimmed and pressed into her pussy with his cock. 

And then she did reopen her eyes, and looked up into Lawrence’s as he looked down into hers, the open want radiating between the two of them. He straddled her stomach and clutched her breasts, and then he bent his blond head and teased Linda’s nipples with the flicking tip of his tongue.

She moaned and shivered, arching her heated chest up into the young man’s warm, strong hands, her engorged nipples against his wet, swirling tongue. He used it like a new and exciting tool of the flesh-plying trade, swirling it around first one nipple and then the other, electrifying the tips of her breasts with good feeling, as he squeezed and kneaded the shimmering flesh.

She could only moan her appreciation of how far the young man was going to satisfy his client’s need for deep-body relaxation. He was loosening her up like she’d never been before on a massage table – a loose woman longing to unwind even more. 

Lawrence spun his tongue around her nipples again and again, wet-brushing Linda’s pebbled areolas to full erection, as well as her nipples. And then, when her nipples shone like the woman attached to them, her breasts heaving in his hands, Lawrence puckered his pretty lips, sealed them right over one of her nipples and sucked.

She arched and cried out, her breasts all but vibrating, like the rest of her body. The delicious, moist, heated pull of Lawrence’s lips on her nipple thrilled her so thoroughly her pussy almost erupted then and there. She rolled her head from side to side on the massage table as her breasts were rubbed and her nipples tugged. And she felt, all through her blazing body and dizzied head, the long, hard stretch and shift of Lawrence’s cock against her gasping stomach.

Lawrence suctioned one nipple, then pressed her breasts closer together and bobbed his head over and engulfed her other nipple with his hot, moist mouth. He inhaled as much of her breast as he could, and then sucked hard and tight. Linda writhed with unabashed emotion beneath him, her breasts and nipples flaming with feeling. She wasn’t sure where the young man had learned this particular technique in his training, but there was no denying he’d learned it well. The wet, wild welling in her pussy was testimony to that.

Linda stared into Lawrence’s shining eyes as the young man’s cock naturally and easily and awesomely parted her pussy lips and penetrated deep into her pink. She groaned, feeling him fill her up, then pump back and forth.

The air crackled, superheated like Linda’s body, the sun drenching the pair in delight. Linda reached up and shot her fingers into Lawrence’s golden hair, brought the boy’s head down and kissed him on the lips as his cock glided in and out of her needful, wanton pussy.

Lawrence’s lean body shook slightly as he loomed over Linda and pumped his hips, fucking her. Linda gripped Lawrence’s head and planted kisses on his mouth and face, undulating her own hips to take his pistoning cock deeper into her womb. 

He dropped down flat on top of her, their bodies melding together. He clutched her splayed breasts at the sides now, kissing her back just as urgently and excitedly as she was kissing him. She grabbed his clenching buttocks and dug her fingernails into the taut, thrusting mounds, urging the young man on to drive his cock into her pussy faster and harder and deeper.

The table shook but held steady. Linda and Lawrence gasped in each other’s faces, their tongues leaping together and entwining, their hands grasping and squeezing, their sex organs oiling and working together in a frenzy. Lawrence pounded into Linda, ploughing her pussy with abandon. Linda sucked Lawrence’s tongue and bounced up against him, feeling every inch of his fucking cock in the deepest, dirtiest, darkest part of her sexual soul.

Lawrence arched and cried out, ‘I’m coming!’ He bucked on top of Linda, and semen blasted out of his jumping cock into her pussy.

Linda shrieked, ‘I’m coming, too!’ and then jerked herself, wild orgasm washing through her, gushing out of her cock- and come-filled pussy.

They came and came in each other’s arms, their slippery bodies banging together repeatedly, in the throes of incredible ecstasy.

* * *

‘I just got a job at a massage parlour!’ Lawrence joyously announced two weeks later.

Linda looked up from her lounger. ‘That’s wonderful!’

‘Well, it’s actually more of a rub-and-tug place, to be honest. I’ll be massaging both men and women, offering “extras”, as required.’ 

Linda looked at the lump in her neighbour’s groin under his tight, white pants. She reached out and affectionately rubbed Lawrence’s aroused cock. ‘I hope you’ll still have time for your daily session with me?’

Lawrence grinned, gripped Linda’s wrist and slid her warm, soft palm up and down his swelling, clothed cock. ‘Well, I still need all the practice I can get.’ 

Linda smiled, so very happy that the young man had finally found his true calling. Thanks to her willing, wanton help.


Loose Shoes

Lily Harlem

I skimmed my fingers through Misty’s mane and stared at the winding driveway that led to Angharad’s livery yard. Soon his black van would jolt its way through the puddle holes and over the cattle grid, and then he’d pull in front of the hay barn.

Even though it was wrong, I could hardly wait.

There was just something about Ethan Burrows that pushed my buttons. I’d found myself lying in bed thinking about his wide biceps, his taut buttocks and the way he handled frisky fillies and moody mares with such skill. He was tall, broad, blond and the handsomest young man I’d ever seen.

A tickle of sensation spread up my neck and over my scalp. It was only the breeze, but still, the thought of his breath or his hands on my body was enough to send my hormones raging.

And raging they were. I was mid-forties, newly divorced, and thinking about sex took up a much larger portion of my time than it should.

Misty raised her head, tugging on the rope I was holding. She’d spotted Ethan’s van. She was clearly not as affected as me, though, because she went straight back to chewing her hay.

A flutter attacked my belly. I’d orchestrated it so I was the only one here when he came. All the other horse owners were at work. It was a Tuesday afternoon, the day the stables were quietest and Angharad allowed herself time off.

Why did I want the place deserted?

Because I wanted Ethan to myself. I wanted to own his words, his smile, his outdoor, masculine scent. I didn’t intend to share one tiny piece of him.

The van grew larger, and I tucked my hair behind my ears. I’d washed it especially this morning, and it was a little flyaway. I’d added lipstick and mascara too, something I didn’t bother with unless the farrier was due.

The chickens scuttled past me, and I was glad the day was warm. It meant the tight red T-shirt I’d teamed with my jodhpurs showed off my breasts and I didn’t have to shiver to flaunt what I had.

Flaunt. It was beyond silly to flaunt what I had to Ethan. As if he’d ever want me. He likely had a sexy little thing tucked up in bed waiting for him to return from work and screw her senseless. She’d be petite, pretty, a smile-a-minute kind of girl. They’d go to the movies, out for pizza, and plan trips to foreign cities to broaden their minds.

The van clattered over the grid.

I saw his face through the shadows of the windscreen. He raised his hand in greeting and drew to a halt.

I untied Misty from the hook on the stable wall and led her to the centre of the yard. The shoe on her front fore was loose and sent a metallic tinkle echoing into the barn. The noise was different from the sound her other hooves made, and I’d be glad to get the shoe replaced.

‘Bora da,’ Ethan said, climbing out of the van and stretching to his full height.

‘Hi.’ I didn’t reply in Welsh. 

Ethan could speak it fluently, or so he’d told me. Even though I’d lived in the country for ten years, I’d never got round to familiarising myself with more than the road signs.

‘Nice day.’ He pulled open the van’s back doors.

‘Yes, beautiful.’ 

He glanced at me and grinned.

Oh, it was such an enticing smile. His teeth were white, his skin tanned and his hair sun-kissed. He wore tattered jeans with worn brown leather chaps, clumpy boots and a black T-shirt with a small horseshoe embroidered over his left pec. Beneath it Burrows Remedial Farrier was stitched in gold.

‘So what’s the problem?’ he asked, lifting out his anvil.

Damn the way the material on his top stretched over his shoulders.

I opened my mouth but forgot what I was going to say.

When I didn’t answer, he looked up at me. ‘The problem?’

‘Yes, loose shoe. Did a lot of road work at the weekend.’ 

‘Shouldn’t take long.’ He dumped a toolkit on the ground next to his anvil and then came towards me.

Misty watched him. So did I.

He bent, arse facing my way, and scooped up Misty’s leg.

She continued to chew what hay remained in her mouth, not caring that one of the most beautiful men in the world was examining her foot while I took in the glorious sight of his buttocks. His jeans were faded to perfection, and the way the chaps fastened around his thighs and waist was delicious.

He set Misty’s foot down. ‘Yeah, I’ll change that now.’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

He withdrew a tool from his back pocket, and the muscles running down the sides of his spine flexed and danced beneath the material of his top as he set about removing the useless shoe.

‘So how have you been?’ he asked.

‘Good. What about you?’

‘Busy.’ He tossed the worn shoe into a metal pot at the back of his van. ‘But can’t complain, keeps a roof over my head and food on the table.’ 

The way he spoke was divine. His words all soft and deep with a rolling lilt to the vowels.

He picked up a new, shiny shoe and placed it on the anvil. He gave it several hard whacks with a hammer, biceps bulging, and then picked up Misty’s foot again.

‘So your divorce is all through now?’ he asked.

I stared, unblinking, at his arse. He’d remembered. ‘Er, yes.’ 

‘You must be glad, huh?’

‘Definitely. Much better off without that cheating loser dragging me down.’ 

He huffed, then began to file Misty’s hoof. His T-shirt slipped up his back, exposing a patch of sexy golden skin.

I blew out a breath and wondered what that strip of skin would smell like, how it would feel against my fingertips, how it would taste coated in sex-sweat.

He began to bang the new shoe into place, his biceps and the round of his shoulder bunching.

Misty was impervious. I, however, had lust racing around my system. I’d have to find some relief later, when I was alone. Ethan had the ability to turn me into a rampant masturbator after he’d been to the yard.

I fiddled distractedly with Misty’s grey forelock and created a little fantasy about Ethan fucking me in the hay barn. He’d be all strong and confident, but tender and sweet too. I’d orgasm around his big cock, cling to those thick shoulders of his, maybe pull my nails down his back, marking his acres of perfect skin.

What would his simpering little girlfriend say when he got home and she saw those red lines?

‘There, all done.’ Ethan set down Misty’s hoof and turned to me. His cheeks were flushed and his brow a little damp with exertion.

‘Thanks.’ I urged her to step forward and was pleased to hear all four shoes making the same solid sound. ‘I’ll put her into the paddock, then settle up.’ 

‘Yep.’ He wiped his forearm over his forehead and reached into his van.

I walked away, wishing he hadn’t turned to his van. I would have loved, for one moment, to pretend that maybe, just maybe, he was looking at my retreating arse – which wasn’t that bad; riding Misty several times a week was damn good at firming my gluteus maximus. 

But he didn’t look, he wasn’t looking.

I opened the gate to the paddock and Misty went through, head in the air, searching for her friends on the other side of the field. After unclipping her headcollar, I gave her a final pat and she cantered off, neck arched and tail flying.

Walking back, I twisted the lead rope into a coil and watched as Ethan popped the ring-pull on a can of Coke and took a long slug. Damn, the man could audition for any Diet Coke advert and knock all the other contenders out of the water.

‘Here.’ I pulled twenty pounds from the tiny pocket in my jodhpurs.

‘Cheers.’ He placed the drink in the back section of his van, folded the note and shoved it into his pocket.

‘So I guess we’ll see you again in three weeks.’ 

‘Yes.’ He glanced at the sky and then set his attention on me. ‘Let’s hope this weather lasts.’ 

I nodded. ‘It’s gorgeous.’ 

He tipped his head; the right side of his mouth twitched. ‘Yes … it is.’ 

My heart-rate picked up, my mouth dried and my nipples tingled. If only he was talking about me that way, with that soft admiration in his eyes.

But no. He was too young. He’d never look at an older woman like me and consider using the word ‘gorgeous’.

Would he?

I stepped away, gesturing to the barn. ‘I, er … best get on. Sort out the haynets and that.’ 

He glanced at my breasts and rubbed his fingers down his jawline. The sound of flesh on stubble grated in the quiet stillness of the yard. ‘Yes, you do that.’ 

I clenched my fists and wandered into the barn. I glanced at my chest. As I’d suspected, my nipples were hard little pebbles poking against the inside of my bra and were visible through my top.

God, what must he think? Randy old woman, desperate for attention.

I reached for a hay bale that had toppled down and dragged it up my body, attempting to stack it high.

‘Let me do that.’ 

Ethan was right next to me. Close. His arm brushed my shoulder, and he curled his fingers into the orange string that held the bale together. He tugged it from my grip and, seemingly without effort, threw it up to where I’d hoped to shuffle and shove it.

‘Thanks,’ I said.

He stayed next to me, his body heat radiating onto my already hot arms, and his scent – wood, smoke, horses – mixing with the earthy, sweet smell of hay.

He snagged his bottom lip with his teeth, then, ‘Anything else I can help you with, Lynn?’

The way he said my name, that alone was enough to shoot yet another salvo of lust into my veins. ‘Er, no, that’s fine, thanks.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ He raised his eyebrows, and a slim crease ploughed across his forehead.

Well, you could kiss me, fuck me, make me scream your name right there, on those bales.

‘Yes,’ I managed. ‘I’m sure.’ 

He reached up and with his knuckles pushed my hair over my right shoulder.

The slight graze of his skin against my body was like having someone take away the strength in my legs.

‘I think maybe …’ he said quietly, ‘there is something else I can help you with.’ 

‘You do?’ I swallowed; my stomach was tight, my breathing shallow.

‘Yeah, well …’ He shifted from one foot to the other. ‘I think it could be of mutual benefit.’ 

I looked down. I couldn’t help myself. His words, the way he’d said them, it was too much of a temptation.

My heart-rate rocketed. I could hear my pulse in my ears. A thick bulge had appeared behind his fly, the outline of his cock clearly visible.

‘Ethan … what …?’ I pressed my palm over my mouth. I didn’t know what to say. What to do.

He smiled again and leaned his head closer to mine. He wrapped his hand around my wrist and urged my hand from my face. ‘Lynn, I was looking forward to seeing you today as it was, but this tight red top of yours …’ He paused and nodded at my chest that was rising and falling rapidly with my breaths. ‘It’s my undoing.’ 

‘It is?’ Was this really happening?

‘Yeah, I’ve been waiting for your divorce to come through to see if … you know …’ 

‘No, I don’t know.’ 

‘See if you fancied a romp in the hay.’ He chuckled.

‘But …?’ He wanted to romp, with me?

‘But what? We’re both single now.’ He swept his lips over mine. They were soft and a little damp.

‘Are you? Single, that is?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, have been for a while. Thinking I might take my chances with an older woman.’ 

Oh, God, I was going to erupt soon, either that or wake the hell up. ‘You do realise that I’m much older.’ 

‘What’s a decade between friends … or lovers?’

‘I think that may be decades, in the plural. I’m forty-five.’ 

He shrugged and came closer still. ‘And I’m twenty-seven, so not quite.’ He slid his hands up my arms, over my shoulders, and cupped my face. ‘What do you say? Are you up for making this day even hotter?’

I was dreaming, that must be it. And if that were the case, well, I could do whatever I wanted. It was my dream.

I nodded, losing myself in the dark flecks of blue in his eyes.

Suddenly, his mouth landed squarely on mine; he pushed his tongue between my teeth and groaned.

I gasped at the urgency of his kiss and clung to his shoulders. The solidity of his body beneath served only to ramp up my desire. Winding my tongue around his, I let the sugary Coke flavour of him melt into my taste buds. I felt heady with it, light and carefree.

I also wanted to lose the clothes.

‘You’re so damn sexy,’ he murmured, kissing my cheek. ‘You always make me drive away from this yard with a hard-on.’ 

‘Really?’

‘Yeah, really.’ 

OK, time to get on with this. I pulled at his T-shirt, and he stepped away briefly to discard it. His chest was as beautiful as I’d imagined it to be, his nipples small and dark, a scattering of pale-brown hair over his sternum.

He didn’t let me admire for long but quickly yanked at my top and flung it behind him as soon as it was over my head. He looked at me greedily and palmed my breasts.

‘Yes, more …’ I arched my back, losing myself in the pleasure of his touch.

The front clasp undid, and the weight of my flesh filled his palms. He kissed me again, tugged at my nipples and swept his tongue over my lips.

‘Over there,’ he said, nodding behind me. ‘And strip, woman, I need to see you. All of you.’ There was urgency in his tone.

I hurried to pull off my riding boots, struggled with my tight jodhpurs, and then stood in nothing but a pair of small red knickers and watched him shuck his jeans.

The laces on his clumpy boots slowed him down, which meant I got to enjoy the show of him losing his chaps and denims. A horse whinnied in the distance, and the chickens paraded across the yard again, clucking to announce their presence. But my attention was on Ethan, all of Ethan.

His hair flopped around his face as he kicked his jeans aside. His black boxer briefs were tented by his cock, and his abdomen was tense, the muscles sculpted and honed by his job.

He wore a seductive, appreciative smile as he looked at me. ‘Like what you see?’ he asked.

‘Yes.’ I hesitated. ‘Do you?’

‘Fuck, do you even need to ask?’ He cupped his cock through his boxers and stepped up to me. ‘I’m hard enough to hammer all the damn nails I own.’ 

In one swift movement, I was in his arms and he was lowering me to the bed of hay. The thin wisps felt strange on my skin, prickly yet soft. Ethan felt different too, different from any other man I’d ever been with. He was bigger, stronger, and his desire for me seemed to flow off him in waves.

‘I need to taste you.’ His lips travelled down my neck, over my collarbone, and then he laved first my right then my left nipple.

I shot my fingers into his hair and fluttered my eyes shut. His mouth was so hot, his tongue so firm.

After a few luscious moments he sat, curled his fingers into my knickers and yanked them down my legs. ‘Spread.’ 

I did as instructed. Hay poked at my buttocks, and the warm air washed over my pussy.

‘Oh, yeah.’ He gave me a sinful look. ‘I may be some time.’ 

He settled between my legs and without preamble swept his tongue through my folds.

I drew up my knees, arched my back and stared at a swallow’s nest in the eaves of the barn. His attention went to my clit. He circled and stroked it, building up a pressure that was already growing.

‘Ethan, yes, please, more …’ 

He gave it. Pushing two, maybe three fingers into my entrance. I was wet for him, and my arousal eased the way.

I clenched around the invasion. Wondered if he’d make me come like this, because I would, soon. This was better than any fantasy. I bucked and writhed, twisted my nipples and became lost in the moment.

‘Baby, no …’ He was suddenly above me, his chin coated in my juice. ‘Not yet, ride me.’ He rolled off, shoving his boxers down at the same time.

I was panting; the coil of lust in my belly was ready to release. ‘OK.’ I stared at his cock as it sprang free. Thick and twisted with veins, it rose from a patch of pale-brown hair.

I didn’t need telling twice. I straddled his hips and let my entrance pout over his cockhead.

‘Ah, yeah,’ he said, spreading his hands on my thighs and widening his eyes. ‘Do it, do it, Lynn, the way we both need it.’ 

I sank down, feeling the domed head of his dick ease into me. He was wide, his girth impressive, but I could take him. I would take him. I allowed my head to fall back. I shut my eyes and rejoiced in the exquisite sensation of being filled by hot male cock, not silicone, real live flesh that pulsed and twitched as I took it in as deep as I could.

My clit butted against his hard body, my arse landed on the top of his thighs.

‘That feels fucking amazing.’ He stared up at me. ‘Fuck!’

‘Yes, fuck …’ I began to move. Gyrating my hips, back and forth, lifting up and down. Squeezing my internal muscles over and over, hugging him tight.

‘Ah … yeah, more baby …’ he said, bucking up to meet me.

I increased the pace.

He matched what I gave.

We were wild, animalistic. Our passion had been unleashed. He was a magnificent stallion, I was his wanton mare. My orgasm was galloping towards me, its speed and intensity making me dizzy. I wasn’t sure how I’d cope with the force of it when it hit.

Still I kept on.

Ethan suddenly sat. He embraced me tight, kissed me hard. The change in position increased the pressure on my clit and I came. It was swift, powerful, spreading from my pelvis to my head, to my toes. I dragged my fingernails across his back. A tidal wave of bliss shot through my system.

‘Yes, Ethan, yes, oh, God, yes …’ I cried against his mouth.

My release seemed to set off his. He pulled back, stared at me, his teeth gritted and his nose wrinkled. ‘Ahh … Ahh …’ He puffed as he rammed me down harder onto his cock, penetrating me even deeper. ‘That’s it … fucking hell … yeah.’ 

He shut his eyes, and I cradled the back of his head as his orgasm ravished his body. He trembled; his skin was damp and he held his breath for several seconds.

‘Fuck …’ he said then kissed me again.

Indeed. Fuck we had. Spectacularly. It had been everything I’d ever hoped it would be and more. Ethan Burrows had burrowed deep and hit the spot. He’d likely spoiled me for all other men with his youthful beauty, eager cock and sinful smile.

I heard a noise behind me, rhythmic banging, footsteps on concrete.

I was in a daze, high on coming. It was my imagination.

‘Shit,’ Ethan said, his attention flicking over my shoulder.

A lump of fear stuck in my chest. I turned. Angharad, the elderly owner of the yard, stood in the entrance of the barn. She was partially silhouetted by the sunshine, but I could see she wore her usual boots, tweed jacket and headscarf. She also had her hands on her hips.

‘What the bloody hell is going on here?’ she asked, shock in her tone.

I went to move, extract myself from Ethan’s arms. But what was the point? We’d been caught red-handed, in the buff, his cock still wedged in my cunt. There was no excuse, no words to explain what we were doing or what was going on.

Because it was exactly as she suspected, and I hadn’t felt so good in a very long time.


The Cosplay’s the Thing

Rose de Fer

Abbie adjusted her Japanese school uniform, straightened her blue-streaked wig and slung her katana across her back before launching herself into the convention room and into geek paradise. Characters from countless films, TV shows and comics mingled in wonderfully incongruous combinations. It was as if a bomb had gone off in the world of genre fiction, flinging them all into one space.

She watched in amusement as Mr Spock and Luke Skywalker amiably compared phasers and lightsabers, proof that Star Trek and Star Wars fans didn’t always have to disagree. Although, she thought, give it time. They’d probably be duking it out later over which show was the best, which ship was the fastest, which hero the coolest. Well, Abbie knew where her loyalties lay. When it came to starship commanders, Captain Picard was the one to rule them all.

There was some commotion across the room and Abbie looked over in amazement to see Godzilla pushing his way in through the fire doors. A group of Silent Hill cultists was taunting him and getting him to roar. The iconic sound filled the room, earning applause and cheers from everyone around.

‘Run!’ someone cried in a mock Japanese accent. ‘It’s Gojira!’

Doctor Who – Abbie wasn’t sure which one; she could never keep them straight – was standing with Wolverine and the Mad Hatter by a stall that sold fan T-shirts. The shirts had slogans like ‘Miskatonic University Medical School’, ‘Damn fine coffee’, ‘I am a leaf on the wind’ and ‘Sorry, ladies – I’m with the Night’s Watch’.

The dealers’ room was a maze of tables and stands, with vendors selling everything from books and DVDs to Elvish jewellery and medieval weapons. As Abbie watched a barbarian heft one of the broadswords for a photo, she wondered if it was actually metal. Her katana was only a replica, hard plastic that looked the part from a distance but wouldn’t stand close scrutiny. It was just an accessory anyway, and hardly the focal point of her outfit. What little of it there was.

The skirt of her sailor suit was short enough to show a generous expanse of leg, and the top was cut in a low sexy V that highlighted her cleavage and was cropped to flaunt the flat belly she’d been killing herself for in the gym. She looked hot. She felt hot. And while she’d come to FanCon because she genuinely loved the geek culture it celebrated, she was also after some action.

From across the room she saw the Joker eyeing her up, and she returned his manic smile.

* * *

Jen was terrified. It was a kind of sensory overload, seeing so many recognisable characters all in one place. Especially as she didn’t actually know any of them for real. Some of the costumes were simply breathtaking. The man dressed as Darkness from Legend looked at least eight feet tall, and the enormous horns he was wearing must weigh a ton. Likewise, whoever was in the Godzilla suit must be sweltering. Talk about suffering for fashion!

She had never been in such a packed room before, and for a while she could only peer through the door at the crowd, too self-conscious to go inside. How could her own outfit possibly compete? What had she been thinking? She was no Galadriel, no royal elf, just a mousy little fangirl in a long white dress with joke-shop pointy ears and a circlet she’d bought on eBay. She felt like she’d turned up to a formal dinner in jeans and a T-shirt. And not even one with a cool slogan.

For the hundredth time, she wished she’d asked her brother to come with her. She might have been able to persuade him to wear something basic, even if it didn’t come from Middle Earth. She could have turned him into a zombie or a vampire without much effort. Hell, he could have just worn his army stuff and said he was a character from Call of Duty.

Jen gazed at the parade of characters, stunned into silence. Some of the women took her breath away. Daenerys Targaryen, Xena, Katniss Everdeen and Death were amazing, and there was a girl dressed as a kind of sexy Sailor Moon manga girl who had legs to die for. Jen counted at least three slave Leias and felt a pang of envy at their boldness. She couldn’t imagine wearing anything so revealing.

Just before Rick had dumped her, she’d finally been starting to believe that she wasn’t as unappealing as she’d always imagined. But her ego had taken a pounding from the ‘It’s not you, it’s me’ text. Honestly, it was like a form letter, loaded with every cliché in the book. He’d probably downloaded it from BreakupTexts.com or something. His followup promise that he wanted to stay friends (because she was like a sister to him, ho-ho) had only reinforced her sense of worthlessness.

FanCon was supposed to be her chance to get out, to be among others of her kind, others who loved ‘all that fantasy shit’ as much as she did. Possibly even make new friends. Ones who maybe – hopefully – might want to be more than just friends. Ones who wouldn’t think of her like a sister. Now here she was cowering in a doorway because she felt too inadequate to join in.

She should have picked a costume she could hide inside – the Creature from the Black Lagoon maybe. Something with a mask, anyway. No, actually, she should have shaved her head and gone as Imperator Furiosa. That might have given her some confidence. She was no Charlize Theron, but who would know behind the engine oil and the mechanical arm?

With a sigh she looked down at her dress again. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. There were people inside who had even poorer costumes than hers, and there were some who weren’t even dressed up at all.

Right, she thought, let’s do this.

She took a deep breath and stood up straight, trying to summon some Elvish poise. Then she pushed open the door and stepped inside.

* * *

The Joker had turned out to be a real joke. Just a leering teenager who was there with his mum. Not for the first time, Abbie wished there was an adults-only space to retreat to. Makeup and costumes could do wonders. They could transform you into someone else. Unfortunately, while most people used the magic to look younger, others had the opposite ambition.

‘Sorry, kid,’ she’d told him. ‘You’re a bit young for me.’ 

Oh, well, back to the party. There was a Klingon warrior with a body that made her nethers throb, but the green-painted Orion slave girl at his side gave off serious girlfriend vibes. She might be dressed as a meek little submissive, but Abbie imagined she’d suddenly go full domme if someone made a move on her man. A smile touched her lips at the thought of seducing both of them, but that was probably a fantasy too far, even for a convention wholly devoted to escapism.

She prowled the room, making sure everyone got a good look at her. A couple of people stopped to ask about her costume and she had to explain that she wasn’t any established manga character. Just her own creation – Kuroneko. She’d named herself after an old Japanese movie. It meant ‘black cat’. And oh, could she prowl and purr!

Confident as she was, some of the women were intimidatingly beautiful. One was the spitting image of Firefly’s Inara, and Abbie had to stare for some time before finally being convinced that it wasn’t actually her. The Resident Evil girl’s costume was less successful. It looked like it had come from a fetish shop and was at least two sizes too small, but Abbie had to commend her pluck for making the effort.

Then, on the fringe of the crowd, she spotted a willowy girl dressed as Galadriel. Her costume was fairly uninspired, but she was exceedingly pretty in that distracted, otherworldly way of girls who don’t realise just how pretty they are. Her long hair – not a wig – flowed down her back in glorious golden waves and the way she moved made Abbie think of a deer. Naturally graceful, even when frightened. She had wide, innocent eyes and a little pink rosebud of a mouth. Abbie imagined she would taste of strawberries and cream.

She was about to make her move when a man appeared out of nowhere and started talking to the girl. Abbie’s girl. At first Abbie thought he wasn’t in costume at all, but then she recognised the look. The bowler hat should have been a dead giveaway, even if she hadn’t seen the malacca-handled umbrella and velvet lapels on his tailored blue suit. The room was crawling with superhero Avengers, but here was an altogether different kind of Avenger. One she’d encountered before.

She watched for a moment while John Steed smiled and tipped his hat to the shy elf lady, all devastating charm and charisma. Abbie knew that combination well and she bristled with jealous pique. It wasn’t just the fact that she’d shagged him before; she’d already marked the girl as hers, damn it! Now another hunter was muscling in. And much as she still fancied him and would have been more than keen to be his Mrs Peel (again), she was territorial about her sexual conquests.

It only took her a moment to decide what to do. If he could stalk and pounce, so could she.

* * *

Jen found herself blushing and stammering as the man introduced himself to her. She’d never actually seen the TV show he was from, but she knew who he was and she was charmed by his old-fashioned manner and easy smile. He was in character as well as costume.

‘My name’s Jen,’ she said, resisting the urge to curtsy as he kissed her hand.

‘And I’m Will. I must say, you do look the part, my dear.’ 

‘Really? Wow, and I thought I looked pretty lame compared to some of the people here.’ She shook her head in amazement as an alien xenomorph slunk past them with a hiss. ‘Most of them, actually.’ 

‘Not at all. The dress suits you. It would suit you anywhere, not just a convention. You truly are the Lady of Light.’ 

She giggled, feeling like a schoolgirl at her first dance. Was he being serious or just trying to get her into bed? The idea certainly wasn’t without its own appeal. She had needs of her own, needs Rick had never been able to satisfy. Rick, who wouldn’t even watch Lord of the Rings with her, much less come to a place like this. What a wanker. And just like that, she banished him from her mind.

Will took a gold pocket watch on a long chain from his waistcoat and read the time before snapping it shut. ‘I wonder if you’d like to get some lunch with me,’ he said. ‘Only I skipped the hotel breakfast and I’m quite famished.’ 

Jen blushed. ‘Lunch? Oh. Um …’ She glanced around the room. ‘I’ve only just come in. Got here, I mean.’ Then, at his look of disappointment, she quickly reconsidered. ‘But yeah, lunch would be great!’

‘Splendid,’ he said. ‘Do you like champagne?’

She opened her mouth to respond, but the voice she heard next wasn’t her own.

‘I love champagne.’ 

She jumped and then turned around to see who had spoken. It was the sexy Sailor Moon girl. Jen’s breath caught in her throat and she stood gawping, not knowing what to say.

But Will clearly wasn’t so easily flummoxed. ‘Do you now?’

He didn’t sound at all cross. In fact, his eyes were dancing with mischief and excitement, as though he’d just been challenged to a duel.

‘Is this guy bothering you, sweetie?’ the other girl asked.

‘Well, um, no,’ Jen stammered. ‘We were – um, just going to have lunch.’ She looked at Will for validation. He nodded, smiling at the new arrival. It took a moment but Jen finally twigged. ‘I’m sorry, do you two know each other?’

‘We’ve met,’ said the other girl, a sly smile spreading across her features. She crossed her arms over her ample bosom and watched him expectantly.

Jen wasn’t sure what to make of the situation. It didn’t feel like a domestic dispute she’d got caught in the middle of, but there was clearly more going on than she was aware of.

‘I’m Abbie, by the way,’ the girl said, suddenly offering Jen her hand.

Jen automatically stuck out her hand too and the girl clasped it tightly. The contact sent tiny shock waves through her body. Abbie was everything Jen had ever wanted to be – beautiful, audacious and drop-dead sexy.

‘My name’s Jen,’ she managed to mumble. She glanced awkwardly at Will, who took a step closer to her, as though choosing sides. He looped a proprietary arm around her shoulders and Jen trembled as more shock waves coursed through her. She felt like a mouse caught between two cats. Two incredibly seductive cats.

‘I like your costume,’ Jen said. She could hear the envy in her own voice. Envy at Abbie’s body, at her courage in displaying so much skin, at her undeniable allure. Jen wasn’t even bi, but she felt her body responding to Abbie.

‘And yours too,’ she added, turning to Will. She felt like she was drowning in arousal. Her body was feverish beneath her Elvish gown.

Will laughed softly. ‘Oh, I’d hardly call it a costume,’ he said in a casual oh-this-old-thing tone. ‘It’s how more men ought to dress, really.’

Jen couldn’t argue with that. ‘Definitely.’ 

‘Mm-hmm,’ Abbie purred. Now it was her turn to get proprietary. She slid herself closer and Jen caught a whiff of her perfume. Something exotic and heady, with hints of jasmine. She inhaled deeply, feeling intoxicated by the scent.

For a few moments no one spoke. Will and Abbie exchanged glances across Jen and Jen looked from one to the other, waiting for someone to speak. She didn’t know what to say herself.

Fortunately, Will finally broke the silence. ‘Well, then,’ he said, ‘my room or yours?’

Jen’s heart did a little tumble and she pressed her legs together as her sex pulsed in response to his proposition. Did he mean her room? Or Abbie’s?

Before she could start stammering again and make a fool of herself, Abbie lifted her head and decided the issue with a single word. ‘Mine.’ Her smile included both Jen and Will, so there was absolutely no mistaking her intentions.

Will smiled, suddenly looking less like the gentlemanly Steed and more like the Big Bad Wolf. He and Abbie each took one of Jen’s arms and led her from the dealers’ room and out into the hotel. She was grateful for the support; she didn’t think she could have walked by herself.

* * *

Abbie put the DO NOT DISTURB sign on the door and closed it behind her guests. This was even better than she’d imagined. She’d never had a threesome before but she’d fantasised about it as much as any guy ever had. She had no idea if Will was experienced in this area, but she wasn’t about to admit her newbie-ness.

Jen looked more like a terrified rabbit than a queenly elf, but that was fine. Abbie was happy to guide her. As long as Will played fair. The three-way vibes between them were intense, but it didn’t have to be a competition. They weren’t fighting over Jen, after all, just sharing her.

‘You’re a very bad girl, you know,’ Will said, removing his derby and setting it on the desk beside his umbrella.

Abbie quirked an eyebrow at him. ‘Bad girls have all the fun.’ 

‘Hmmm,’ he said, looking pointedly at Jen. ‘We shall see.’ 

The girl blushed in response to the insinuation. Good girl, bad girl.

Abbie took over and led Jen to the bed. She could feel the girl trembling beneath her hands and she stroked her hair like a pet to calm her. It was lovely, like spun gold. What a stunning Lady Godiva she would make. Jen stood obediently still as Abbie slipped the circlet off. It had left indentations in her forehead and Abbie pressed her lips against the marks. Jen shuddered beneath her kiss before reaching out tentatively to touch Abbie’s face. Abbie caught her hand, brought the girl’s fingers to her mouth and licked and sucked them in turn.

Will had removed his jacket, but instead of taking off his shirt he was rolling up his sleeves. She frowned in puzzlement.

‘You are a very bad girl, aren’t you,’ he said more than asked.

Abbie couldn’t help but respond to the sexy authority in his voice. She gave him a sex-kitten pout as she chewed a finger and traced a circle on the carpet with one high-heeled foot. ‘What are you going to do about it?’ she teased.

Jen’s face went scarlet as she realised what was about to happen.

Will turned Abbie around and slipped the katana off her shoulder. He pulled it from the sheath and inspected it. He flexed the plastic sword between his hands, testing its strength and clearly finding it sturdy enough for his purpose.

Jen backed away, her eyes wide.

‘Don’t worry, sweetness,’ Abbie felt compelled to say. ‘Good girls don’t have to suffer.’ Then she added with a sultry wink, ‘Not unless they want to.’ 

Without waiting to be instructed, she bent herself over the end of the bed, standing on tiptoe to present her bottom. The shortness of her skirt left little to the imagination, but Will flipped it up anyway.

‘I thought Japanese schoolgirls always wore white cotton panties,’ he said with a chuckle.

She was formulating a flirty response when Jen spoke up. ‘Not the bad ones.’ 

Ah, so the shy little minx was finding her courage. Warmth flooded Abbie’s sex at the thought of Jen watching and enjoying what was about to happen.

‘Quite right,’ Will said, tracing his finger over Abbie’s lacy blue knickers.

They weren’t quite as minimalist as a thong, but they still flaunted a lot of cheek. They made her arse look its most enticing. She gave her bum a little wiggle for emphasis.

Will raised the makeshift samurai sword and brought it down with a sharp crack.

Abbie jumped up with a little cry, taken aback by just how much it stung. Pain splashed across her bottom, intensifying the fire already burning between her legs. It was exquisite. She got control of herself and, with a little sigh, resumed the position without having to be told.

‘Good girl,’ Will said, his voice low and silky.

Abbie dared a glance at Jen, who had inched a little closer and looked mesmerised by what was happening. When the second stroke fell, igniting more fire across her cheeks, it was all she could do not to reach back and rub the sting away.

Clearly understanding her predicament, Jen crept onto the bed and took hold of Abbie’s wrists. She seemed to be gaining confidence every moment.

Abbie gazed into the girl’s shining blue eyes as she waited for the next stroke. God, she was beautiful! And Abbie was also beginning to suspect she wasn’t quite as innocent as she’d portrayed herself. Here in the bedroom the elf ears gave her a slightly devilish look.

Will flicked the katana down across Abbie’s bottom again and again, making her yelp and writhe and struggle in Jen’s grip. The pain was delicious and it was making her shamelessly wet. She could feel the dampness soaking the gusset of her knickers. She wouldn’t be able to take much more before she needed another kind of attention.

Will must have sensed it too, because he only gave her another three strokes before putting the toy sword down. He caressed her cheeks, his fingers soft and cool.

Abbie sighed at the pleasurable sensation and Jen smiled, watching Abbie as she wriggled in response to Will’s touch. Then Jen released her wrists and slipped off the bed. The next pair of hands Abbie felt behind her were Jen’s. They stroked the feverish skin delicately, both soothing her and intensifying the heat. Sugar and spice. Then the girl’s fingers slipped down between her cheeks and pressed up against the pulsing dampness they found there.

Desire swept through Abbie and she gave a little cry as she felt Jen peeling her knickers down, exposing her sex. It was all she could do not to let her legs buckle and drop her to the floor at the girl’s feet. Even the thought of it filled her with lust, the image of herself kneeling before the Elvish queen. And Abbie moaned in ecstasy as Jen drew her fingers across her dewy slit.

‘Mmmm,’ Jen murmured, seeming pleased by what she found.

Abbie gasped at each surge of pleasure brought by Jen’s touch. The soft, feminine fingers probed and stroked the slick folds, coming close but never quite reaching her clit. Blood pounded in Abbie’s head and she writhed in frustration as she tried to direct the girl. But she sensed Jen was having fun teasing her.

Finally, she could bear it no longer. Her body was already racing towards a powerful climax and she didn’t want the fun to end so soon. She crept forward onto the bed and turned to look at her guests.

Jen smiled from one to the other. Then, after only a moment’s hesitation, she began unlacing her white dress.

* * *

The expression on Abbie’s face was delightful, a combination of surprise and overwhelming arousal. Jen had only been with one other girl before, a clumsy, drunken encounter with a friend at uni. She could tell Abbie was more experienced. Even so, Jen’s sudden participation in their little game seemed to have wrong-footed her somewhat. It was a new sensation for Jen to be in control, and she decided she liked it very much.

She looked at Will to gauge his reaction to her boldness and was pleased to see the bulge in his trousers. She left her dress half undone and offered him a winsome smile as she sidled closer and began to unfasten the buttons of his shirt, exposing a fit and well-muscled torso.

Behind her she could hear rustling on the bed as Abbie undressed and she turned to watch, not wanting to miss a moment. There wasn’t much for Abbie to take off and she was soon stripped bare and fully on display, lying with her legs splayed enticingly. She cupped her full breasts in both hands and then tweaked the nipples into stiff little peaks. Jen felt a hot twinge of desire flood her body and her hands trembled at the laces of her dress.

They were too shaky to manage the fastening and she sagged gratefully against Will as he came to her aid, undressing her before the gorgeous, lustful girl waiting for them both on the bed. He peeled the dress open, revealing her rather smaller breasts and her chaste white knickers.

‘Beautiful,’ Abbie said, watching the show. ‘So beautiful.’ 

‘Absolutely lovely,’ Will agreed.

When she stood naked before them both she felt a surge of power, a kind of freedom she had never known before. She had been the object of desire for both of them. They had both thought to seduce her. Now they would share her and pleasure her and she need feel nothing but delight. Truly this was a fantasy come true.

Will guided her to the bed and laid her down beside Abbie while he undressed. Abbie didn’t wait for him to join them. She pulled Jen to her and kissed her hard while exploring her body, squeezing her breasts, fitting them into her palms and stimulating the nipples with lazy movements of her fingers. Then Abbie drew her fingers down along the expanse of pale skin to where Jen was wet and ready. Her sex was throbbing, aching with need.

Behind her Jen felt Will’s warm hands on her shoulders, guiding her as Abbie pushed her back on the bed. She lay lightly in Will’s arms while Abbie dipped her head between Jen’s legs. At first the kisses were gentle, delicate, with an occasional flick of the tongue. Then Abbie began to lick and suck hungrily at the hard knot of Jen’s clit.

All Jen could do was surrender to the sensations. Sharp little gasps and cries escaped her and she found herself struggling against the onslaught of such pleasure. Will held her down, just as she had held Abbie earlier. The lines of power were fluid and ever-changing. It was dizzying, euphoric. She buried one hand in Abbie’s hair and with the other reached behind her for Will’s cock. She grasped the hard, warm length of it and his own fingers found her stiffening nipples.

When it came, the climax was unlike anything Jen had experienced before. Every inch of her flesh felt alive and stimulated. She loosed a breathless cry to the ceiling as waves of sensation crashed against her, devastating her. Afterwards, she melted into a heap on the bed, battered by delicious aftershocks as both lovers stroked her.

It didn’t take her long to drift back to earth, to realise she wanted more. They all did.

Abbie clambered to her knees and positioned herself on all fours, looking back over her shoulder at Will. Jen gasped at the sight of her bright red bottom, at the vivid stripes painted across it by the katana. And as Will positioned himself behind Abbie, Jen slipped beneath her and pushed her face into the pillowy softness of Abbie’s breasts. Abbie arched her back, responding to both Will’s thrusting cock and Jen’s eager tongue. Now it was her turn to bring pleasure, a task she relished.

Abbie and Will came together, and afterwards the trio lay in a heap together on the bed, limbs tangled and entwined. No one spoke for a long time. No one seemed to know what to say.

After a while there was a noise from the corridor. It sounded like the roar of a dragon. It was followed by the sound of phaser fire and the distinctive WHISH! of a lightsaber.

The three exchanged glances and looked around the room at their scattered pieces of costume. Will was first on his feet.

‘Ladies,’ he said, picking up his umbrella, ‘we’re needed.’ 


The Babysitter

Alegra Verde

Leonard was a cherubic kid with bright-red cheeks and a springy little body that catapulted along and presented itself for hugs and kisses at unexpected moments. His dad, Max, was a big guy, tall, sort of a younger, nerdy Liam Neeson, with a head full of unruly dark hair. He was a civil engineer; he designed, built and maintained water- and waste-treatment facilities. I’m Delia, 26 years old, nearly finished with my master’s degree in history, and babysitting Leonard was the perfect gig. He’s an easygoing kid so it wasn’t hard work and I had plenty of time to study.

Every morning Max would walk Leonard to preschool and then he’d take the subway to work. He worked all hours and I was charged with picking Leonard up from school and seeing that he was fed, feted, bathed and amused until bedtime. If his dad had to work late and hadn’t made it home in time, I tucked Leonard in for the night. There was no mother. No name, no photos, no floral tablecloths and pink napkins, no brushes with long strands abandoned in the bathroom, no lone glove with skinny fingers lost on the floor of the hall closet. There was no sign that a woman had ever shared this space. It was as though she had never existed, as though there had always been only Leonard and Max.

Max was a good dad and he paid me well. When he got home in time, he always ate with Leonard, no matter what I’d prepared. Smiling-faced eggs and cheese were greeted with gusto and eaten with the same relish as beans and dogs. He sat in front of the television and watched SpongeBob, laughing and debating the antics of the various sea creatures. At bedtime, he read Leonard chapters from Mark Twain and Robert Louis Stevenson, insisting that I keep the story going when he had to work late.

Leonard was a happy kid, always had a good appetite and usually fell asleep after I’d read him his chapter. I’d hug him, tuck his warm little body in snugly, pulling the covers up to his chin, and he’d turn to his side and present his cheek for a good night kiss. He would be asleep by 7.30 and I’d have my books splayed across the chrome and Formica kitchen table by 7.45.

Sometimes Max didn’t get home until midnight, but usually he was home by nine. After peeking in on Leonard, he’d rummage through the refrigerator for sandwich fixings that he prepared on the counter top. Then, plate in hand, he’d grunt a goodnight in my direction as he headed to his bedroom.

Since the first time he’d come in and found me bent over his kitchen table with my books, notes and timelines, he’d insisted that I shouldn’t let his entrance disturb me, that I should continue my work. Sometimes I’d stay over, especially if he got home really late. There was a tiny room in the back behind the kitchen. It was used mostly for storage, but it must have been used to house the maid when the building was built back in the 1920s. It had a comfortable daybed wedged into a corner amidst a dozen or so boxes and a dusty Nautilus.

Max had offered to make the position live-in, saying that he would clear the room out and store his things elsewhere, but I liked having my own apartment. He complained that he didn’t like to see me leave so late at night. He worried that I might be accosted going to or from my car. If anything happened to me, he said that he’d feel at fault. As an incentive, he said it wouldn’t affect my pay, and that I could just save the rent money. But he stopped pushing when I stayed firm and explained that I liked the thought of him and Max spending their mornings together, just the two of them, and that I liked having my own place, a place of solitude that I could return to. After a very embarrassing incident that occurred a few weeks later, I was really glad I’d chosen not to live in.

It was nearly three in the morning. Max had worked late so I’d slept over and had fallen asleep on the daybed, textbook in hand. My full bladder awakened me and I stumbled down the hall to the bathroom, half-asleep. Since it was the middle of the night and this was supposed to be a quick trip, I saw no problem in making the dash in my camisole and panties.

Refreshed after relieving my bladder, I padded back down the hall. But, as I passed Max’s room, I heard a groan. It sounded like someone was in pain so I stopped to listen. The groan came again.

‘Max,’ I said standing in his doorway. The room was dark, but he always kept the door open in case Leonard needed him.

‘Max,’ I whispered. ‘Are you OK?’

The groan came again accompanied by a slippery sound.

It took a minute or so for my eyes to adjust to the darkness of the room.

The hallway was always lit by a small night-light, again in case Leonard got up. But Max’s room was lit only by the grey light of the moon that seeped through the curtains at the window on the far side of his bed.

When my eyes finally began to adjust, I could see Max sitting on the edge of the bed. He wore no pajama top, but that wasn’t surprising.

‘Max, are you OK? I thought I heard …’ I whispered, moving closer and leaning in so he could hear me, but by then I saw that he had no PJs on at all, or at least the bottoms were open and shoved down around his hips and his hand was gripping his large, engorged penis.

I was so stunned I couldn’t think what to say and I forgot to move. Like a doe blinded by headlights, I stood frozen as he continued to tug at his penis. His fisted hand was tight, jerking the skin upward in rapid succession; his breath was harsh and rasping and his eyes were on me. Then, with his other hand, he reached up and touched me. His large fingers were tentative at first, but when I didn’t move they were suddenly splayed over my right breast, fondling it, his thumb teasing the nipple through the silk of my camisole. And still I stood there, a slow wet heat pooling between my legs and dampening my panties as I watched Max, one hand fisted around his penis and the other stroking my breast. I just stood there letting him touch me, his eyes on mine locking me in place. My nipples were tight, straining against the fabric. I shivered as I felt a lazy trickle of pleasure between my legs. I wanted his fingers down there, but instead they eased the thin strap of my camisole off my shoulder, freeing my right breast.

I knew it was job suicide to fraternise with an employer like this, but the heat in my panties had become a hunger. I wanted to touch him, to feel that solid flesh sliding into me. Hell, I could get another job. Maybe not as nice as this one, but I didn’t care any more. All I could think about was pulling off my camisole and pressing my naked breasts against that wide expanse of rock-hard chest while I impaled myself on that beautifully stiff penis.

I lifted a hand to trail a finger across the broad shoulder nearest me, but he flinched and moved back an inch, one hand suspended, caught in the silky cloth of my top, the other frozen in mid-stroke.

‘Don’t touch me,’ he whispered in a voice that was both angry and frightened. ‘I don’t like to be touched.’ 

Yet he continued to touch me, his hand stroking my naked breast, a finger toying with the aching nipples that seemed to tighten more with each pass of his finger tip, with each pluck as he squeezed and pulled them. Then his large hand trailed down to my stomach, flattened, palm against my navel, heat to heat. I stood still, hands at my side, waiting as his fingers dipped into the waistband of my panties, grazing the hair there as they tugged at the elastic. Two large fingers slid down between my nether lips, luxuriating in the wetness there, rasping my swollen clitoris, and then he was coming, with a groan like the one that had lured me here, but louder, a painful wrenching followed by an eruption, some of which splashed onto my hip and down my thigh.

After a second or three, I turned and ran back to the safety of the storage room. He didn’t follow me, but I locked the door anyway. I lay there wide awake watching as the sun slowly brightened the room, the light going from grey to yellow. I didn’t leave the room until I was sure Leonard and Max had dressed and left for school and work. I could hear Leonard telling his dad that he should wake me up. I’d left my books stacked on one of the kitchen chairs so he knew I was still there. Max told him that I probably needed my sleep, adding, ‘We should let Delia get her rest because she works really hard caring for us.’ I imagined Leonard nodded to that as he chomped on cinnamon-sugared toast and drank his milk.

Max called me on my cell later that afternoon. He wanted to be sure that I was going to pick Leonard up from school. He’d never done that before. I knew it was because he was nervous about the night before. After several pauses, he said he was sorry and that he hoped he hadn’t frightened me too much. He sounded miserable, embarrassed and worried. So I told him it was OK, that we should just forget about ‘last night’. He apologised again and said that he’d like to offer some compensation, and that he really wanted to make it up to me, that he didn’t want me to think badly of him. I listened and eventually told him the truth of how I felt, that he was a good father, a good employer, and from what I’d seen a good man. I tried to explain that he hadn’t hurt me and that I didn’t want anything from him. I just wanted to forget about it.

What I didn’t add was that I felt sorry for him because he seemed lonely and that I could see how it might be difficult to find someone with whom he could be physical. He was raising a four-year-old and working all the time. He didn’t really date; he didn’t have time. And that not-liking-to-be-touched thing, that was a whole other obstacle, one I didn’t want to think about, let alone discuss.

That night we pretended to forget about it. Max ate cheese broccoli and French fries with Leonard, and I left after loading the dishwasher. The rest of the week I went home as soon as I could get away. Max was home every night in time to put Leonard to bed and, whenever he spoke to me, his eyes were hooded or he had his back to me as if he was afraid to look at me, afraid he might see condemnation. At the end of the week, my pay envelope had an extra $300 in it. I didn’t try to return it. I didn’t say anything about it because I didn’t want to make him any more uncomfortable than he already was.

After a month or so, we’d gotten back to our normal routine. Max could look at me when he spoke and we could laugh together at Leonard’s antics. I imagined he even looked at me with a new warmth, as if we’d grown closer because I had kept my word and his secret. He knew he could trust me.

About a week later, I’d fallen asleep in the storage room because Max had worked late again. I woke up when I heard his key in the lock, but I was too tired to leave so I just dumped my books on the floor, shed the confinement of my jeans, shirt and bra and slipped under the comforter.

I don’t know how much time passed, but I woke out of a deep sleep because I heard the rustling of papers and the slide and thump of books. When I opened my eyes the dark mop of Max’s tousled hair bobbed in my line of vision as he squatted, feet bare, gathering my books and papers and stacking them in a neat pile near one of the file boxes.

Surprised by the intrusion, I sat up, forgetting that I was sans bra.

‘Max?’ I rubbed the sleep from my eyes.

The sound of my voice seemed to startle him. He fell back and landed on his backside, just a foot or so from the bed. He wore a burgundy terrycloth robe belted loosely at the waist, and it appeared he wore nothing under it. It gaped open, revealing the thick dark hair of his chest, as well as the sparser hair on thigh and leg. Thankfully, the parts that mattered remained shielded as he shifted to get up, balancing on one knee, until he was kneeling in front of me.

‘I’ve been thinking about you a great deal,’ he began as though I hadn’t been sleeping, as though the conversation had begun even before he’d acquired a listener. ‘About that night.’ 

I was awake now, and fully aware of my near-naked state so I pulled the comforter up to my chin.

‘I was hoping,’ he was saying to the carpet, ‘that you would let me touch you again.’ 

He waited, but when I didn’t say anything he added, ‘You said I didn’t hurt you … and I would compensate you.’ 

I frowned, but said nothing.

He rushed on, ‘It’s just that you already know about … and … you don’t seem bothered by it. I just want to touch you. It’s not really sex, I mean I wouldn’t breach … I won’t penetrate. I just want to touch you, to feel your skin … your body …’ 

He stopped, looked at the carpet, then back at me, and then even more awkwardly he said, ‘There’s no one else.’ 

I looked at him a long time. He waited patiently, letting me take stock, consider the situation and the man before me.

He looked sad, eager, needy and kind of hot with that dark lock of hair nearly covering one eye. Max had a good body, tight abs and arms, not that I’d be able to touch any of it. But he was a good guy; I liked him, and it wasn’t as though I was seeing anyone else. Although I wasn’t a virgin, I didn’t have much experience and I had to admit that I was curious as to how this would work. Besides, I’d liked it when he touched me the last time. How could it hurt to play his little game again? In for a penny, in for a pound, I thought. ‘OK,’ I said. He nodded and stood up; I was still sitting on the bed. He towered over me as he began to pull the belt from the loops of his robe saying, ‘I have to tie you up.’

I instantly scooted back, away from him, finally bumping against the wall and on the verge of changing my mind when he knelt in front of me and whispered in a voice redolent with need, ‘I would never hurt you, Delia.’ When my eyebrows rose, he hurriedly added, ‘I’m just going to tie your hands. I can’t let you touch me.’ 

He gently tugged the comforter down and took one of my breasts into the heated vortex of his mouth, licking and sucking gently at the nipple and the flesh around it. It felt good, really good. Every time he sucked, it was as though he was strumming something deep inside my sex. I wanted to touch it, I wanted to touch him, and the need, the intensity grew because I knew I couldn’t touch him. Something deep inside me trembled and vibrated. I pressed my palms into the mattress to keep from touching his hair, but I let my lips graze the thick locks on top of his bowed head.

Then he was stroking my hip and coaxing me to straighten out on the bed. When he had me where he wanted me, he raised my hands over my head, bound them together with the belt and secured it to the end rail of the daybed. It was tight, but I didn’t object; I was curious and it felt kind of sexy.

The action served to pull my back up in an arch that caused my breasts to rise and pool, serving them up for the man who knelt over me. They looked like nicely plump tarts with cherries on top and he eyed them longingly, like a hungry boy uncertain whether the few coins in his pocket would be enough. I liked the way he looked at me.

He touched a peak with the tip of his finger, and then he was stroking and cupping the soft mounds. His mouth followed, wet and hot, sucking and pulling on the already distended nipples, his teeth tugging and rasping gently at the ever-tightening buds. A hand trailed the length of my torso and stopped to press and grip and massage the tight skin of my belly before slipping down to grip my sex, the heat burning through the thin silky cloth of my panties.

Briefly, he got up to close the door gently. Cold air claimed the places he had heated. The dark-red robe slipped to the floor before he slid onto the bed next to me, his long body warming me as he fitted himself along my side, his chest to my ribs, his groin to my thigh, his hands everywhere stroking and teasing, causing me to tremble as moans slipped between my compressed lips. I so wanted to touch him too. His penis was hot, full and hard as it pressed against my hip. Cock, I thought. It was a long hard cock and I wanted to pull it into my mouth, to feel its hood nudging the roof of my mouth. I opened my mouth, imagining its feel and taste. Then his tongue was there, dipping into my mouth, filling the void, flitting over my lips and teeth until I tried to capture it, intending to suck it, but he drew away and buried his face in my neck as he slid the thick, hard length of his cock between my legs, its probing head grazing my sopping panties. I gasped as he pressed forward. His mouth was again on mine, his teeth nipping at my lips as he lifted and guided my haunches up until they rested high on his hips, and then he pressed forward, his hardness all but piercing the silky cloth that covered my gateway.

His fingers gripped my buttocks as the thick knob of his cock pressed into my centre, straining against the flimsy cloth, the determined head relentlessly denting the fragile barrier as both slipped and rasped against the sensitive lips of my sex. My pussy – the word seemed right just then because I was wet and slippery, juicy with welcome. Its steamy walls contracted as though trying to clamp onto something that was not there, the muscles tensing and flexing in a way that was somewhere between pain and pleasure. I could feel our sweat and natural lubricants pooling between my thighs. I wanted to hold him close, to feel his damp chest and its slight, bristly hair pressed against my breasts and belly. Then I wanted to reach down, slide my panties to the side and guide him into me. I wanted to grab his ass and press him deeper, but my hands were tied. So I squirmed, trying to get closer. I tried to grip him with my thighs, but his hands tightened around first one thigh and then the other, loosening their grip and lifting them higher.

Although I felt somewhat cowed, I continued to move against him, my torso and my pussy straining towards him, seeking relief from this ever-growing need. I could feel the heat and hardness of him between my thighs and he slid forward, ramming into me, the head of his sex slamming into my swollen labia, butting against my engorged clitoris again and again until a wave shook me, and my whole body clenched as the wetness grew between my legs. I closed my eyes and gave in to the quakes. When I opened them, Max was gripping my thighs, his head buried in my neck. I opened my legs to him, caressing him with my thighs as his body writhed against mine. He groaned like a felled tree, a long cracking sound from the back of his throat, and his hands found my arms. He clung to them for support as his hot slippery penis slid along my thigh, spurting semen as it continued to surge forward, drenching my panties, stomach and thighs.

Spent, he sank onto my body and lay there heavily for a minute or so until he remembered himself and pulled away quickly, but carefully trying to avoid crushing anything he hadn’t already crushed. Then he was up, picking his robe off the floor and pulling it on. For a moment he stood over me, sadly surveying my body and the aftermath of his folly. We were both coated with sweat and semen, and I was still tied to the bed, helpless.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said and then untied my hands. Before I could respond to my newly freed state, he said, ‘I’ll take care of these,’ and he slipped my soiled panties over my hips, down my legs and into the pocket of his robe. Then he was gone.

The next morning as we ate cereal and drank juice at the kitchen table he whispered, ‘Thank you,’ so sincerely that I was a little embarrassed. I simply nodded. As we all prepared to leave, he pressed my pay envelope into my hand. But his smile was different, self-satisfied, so I knew that he’d padded it. Leonard was staring up at us so I slipped the unopened envelope into my purse without question or comment. It contained an extra five $100 bills.

It was a Friday and Max came home early, less than an hour after we’d gotten home. So it must have been around four. He had bought pizza so I wouldn’t have to cook for Leonard. He tried to convince me to stay, saying he’d ordered my favourite, spinach and feta, but I gathered my books and left before he could get his coat off. I’d put the extra bills on his dresser with a note that said, ‘I am not a whore.’ I didn’t want a confrontation or, worse yet, to deal with his hurt pride. I figured I wouldn’t have to see him for a couple of days since it was the weekend. So he’d have time to get over it.

* * *

How surprised was I when he showed up on my doorstep the next morning. He’d apparently arranged for Leonard to spend the day with his grandmother.

He’d never been to my apartment and I didn’t know how I felt about this breach of employer–employee etiquette, but I let him in. I handed him a cup of coffee and pointed to the bistro table in my tiny kitchen, then I went to shed the oversized Obama shirt I used as a nightgown and put on the more appropriate jeans and college T-shirt. When I returned, he’d taken off his coat and was standing wide-legged, looking out of the back-door window at the shaky wooden porch and littered alleyway, sipping what appeared to be a second cup of coffee. I lifted the pot, shook it and gauged how much I could pour without getting a cupful of grounds.

‘You know I didn’t mean it like that,’ he said, again without preamble, as though he and I had been engaged in this conversation all along.

‘I’m not so sure about that,’ I said honestly, having refrained from saying the ‘I know’ he wanted to hear.

He finished his coffee, sat his cup in the sink and joined me at the table.

‘I didn’t mean to treat you with disrespect. It’s just that you seem to understand what I need and I value that …’ He stopped short.

‘Service,’ I finished for him. ‘It wasn’t a service, Max. It was a kindness, and I have to admit, I was curious. You needed something that I was willing to give. But it’s done now, OK?’ I was asking for his agreement.

‘I don’t want to stop,’ he admitted.

‘Hence the payment,’ I said, shaking my head with realisation.

‘You’ve got rent, tuition and books. You could use the money.’ 

‘That’s why I work. I have a job. Remember? One that I used to enjoy.’ 

He didn’t say anything for a while. I could almost hear the wheels churning as he tried out various plots, possibilities, appropriate things to say.

‘You enjoyed the other night,’ he said somewhere between sure and hopeful.

I didn’t say anything, unwilling to commit one way or the other. I wasn’t sure whether I did or not. And although I’d had an orgasm, I wasn’t sure whether it was enough for me.

‘I could make it even better for you,’ he said.

I didn’t respond.

‘You surprised me the other night. I didn’t know how you would respond,’ he added.

I sat my cup down on the table. ‘Max, maybe I should just find another job.’ 

‘No!’ He looked almost like he wanted to cry. ‘Leonard loves you. I couldn’t bear it if my selfishness caused him to lose you.’ 

He stood up. ‘I’m sorry. I’ll go. I just thought …’ He sat down again, his face crumpled, a tuft of thick dark hair swaying back and forth across an eye as he shook his head like he was trying to erase all that had gone on before. ‘Look, we fit. Leonard, you and me. You’re there when he needs you, when I need you to be. It’s good and I don’t want to mess it up. I just thought that since you didn’t seem to be seeing anyone … and you know me. You know I’d never hurt you. You said so yourself. That maybe … but if it’s too much, if it’s repellent, if I’m …’ His eyes, large, dark and round, searched mine. He must not have found what he feared because he looked away, ashamed. God, this man could rip your heart out with a look.

Then he was headed to the door, coat in hand.

‘Max,’ I called after him.

He stopped, his forehead pressed against the closed door.

Warming my hands on my coffee mug, I thought about what I wanted to say.

He waited patiently, but said nothing and didn’t turn back to look at me.

‘I’ll think about it,’ I said finally.

‘And you won’t abandon Leonard?’ he asked.

‘I won’t abandon Leonard,’ I confirmed.

He nodded at the door before opening it. Then just as he was about to step over the threshold he said quite distinctly, ‘Thank you, Delia.’ 


Taking the Count

Ludivine Bonneur

What a night it was. Our drunkenness glowed right through the four of us, and we felt as lush as the claret Jez served with his Celebratory Feast. Manny and I were treated like royalty, but then Jez, all imposing six and a half feet of him, has this disarming, deeply generous side that can seem at odds with his often overbearing nature. Matilda was in one of her warm moods, close and conspiratorial, treating me like an old ally rather than the new witch on the block come to steal away the soul of their good friend. And the setting: the old chapel that Jez and Matilda had spent months converting into their dream home. What a dream and what a home. As the glow spread it felt ever more like a castle, what with all the open stonework and the sconces alight, the gothic arches of the windows and doors, the huge thick-planked oak table that bore the feast.

Naturally we were the couple chosen for this Grand Unveiling. Who else? The three of them have known each other since university, a decade now and more. They were inseparable then and the ties have never weakened. After they graduated, Manny left his family and hometown behind to move across country and set up here, just to be near his new friends. I ought to be glad, I guess, since otherwise I would never have met him, and he is such a sweet guy, so funny. Why he has failed to hold down any previous relationship for long remains a mystery to me. Perhaps no girl before has been deemed good enough for him by the new Lord and Lady of the Castle. 

It seems I am more in favour. Jez openly flirts with me every bit as easily as he scoffs at things I say. He seems to want to gather you in warmly and then cast you aside like trash, gather you in warmly, cast you aside. When he charms you it is impossible not to be reeled in. His sudden coldness or derision can shock, but I’m used to it now. It’s just Jez. It’s like he mustn’t be too likeable or it wouldn’t be fair on other men, particularly his best friend. Matilda tends to judge me silently, sternly, although a couple of times, even before the house-warming I’d caught her sporting an expression like she could eat me up. It’s only ever been when she is drunk, as if the red wine she habitually glugs is laced with the blood of some raging lesbo. I guess what she did that night shouldn’t have been such a surprise to me, in light of this. However, it still was. 

Her name isn’t actually Matilda. It’s Steph. She’s been going by her middle name since the days the three of them first met. It’s more medieval-sounding, apparently, which suits her. I can’t argue. From what I can gather they were part of the goth army at university, the Three Musketeers of pallid-faced, eyeliner-wearing, seeping gloom. Manny has broken free of it since but it’s clearly never really left those two, hence the house. We ate off pewter plates that night; drank from silver goblets. We had to wait two months beyond the finish of their project for the invite, allowing for darker nights to come and an autumnal chill that required the lighting of the wood burner, all to add to the atmosphere. It worked, for sure. 

Jez is still happy to flamboyantly quote Byron or lyrics by The Cure to illustrate his thoughts, often in the same breath. Despite this he is someone you can’t help but be drawn to listen to whenever he holds court, which is often. I wouldn’t go as far as to call him outright handsome. He seems to carry a perpetual sneer and he can look severe with his head shaved near-smooth to counteract premature balding. The eyes, though, are captivating: deep brown and intense. You feel glad of any excuse to look his way and drink them in. When he talks I sometimes find myself unconsciously leaning towards him as if magnetised. He is intelligent but witty with it. He speaks like he knows the answers. I remarked during the feast that he would make a great politician. 

‘A great politician would be someone who genuinely wanted to save the world,’ he replied with a grand sweep of a hand. ‘Why the fuck would I want to do that?’ 

Matilda wore a cleavage-revealing velvet dress that night, long and black like her hair. Only vampires tend to get away with stuff like that. I’m thinking she’s got a bit more adept at the makeup since her uni days. It’s over the top verging on porn-star but I reckon she has it professionally done and there’s no denying her ability to look ravishing. I’ve caught Manny gawping at her a couple of times, a tad too longingly for my comfort. I’m not too sure of the history but from what I have ascertained, when the three of them met, Manny and Matilda were the couple, but the dynamic abruptly changed to leave my man as the gooseberry. Perhaps he still wonders what might have been. There are clearly no hard feelings so who am I to upset that vibe? Anyway, if Manny watched me for long enough with the drink flowing he’d probably catch me gawping just as longingly at Jez. 

For a house once of the holy it now has a sense of the debauched, although it’s not totally obvious from the décor. Far from chalking pentagrams on the walls, they have in fact kept many of the original features and restored some of the stained glass, now artificially backlit to spill beautiful colour across the rugs and stone floor. The finish throughout is superb and cleanly modern. The kitchen is handmade and sleek-fronted, with fabulous built-in appliances preferred to an Aga. The wood-burner is no battered old thing but a sharp, state-of-the-art Scandinavian model. Ironwork might outweigh chrome in things like light-switch plates, but nothing is distressed to give an impression of age. 

It is all a little unexpected from a couple who seem like they’d prefer to have lived within the louche, darker times of centuries gone by. However, the piles of throws and cushions are sumptuous in their deep reds and purples. Abstract sculptures abound, all curved and sensuous like the female form. On the coffee table are presented little smooth mounds of worked stone, each split into two hemispheres. It looks like a bowl of pert mini-arses sticking up at you, craving your attention. On one wall hangs the full-length painting of a nude girl with long black hair whom I take to be a witch. She stands knee-deep in a pond, dripping wet, looking back over her shoulder at you, perhaps forlornly, perhaps disdainfully, quite possibly alluringly. Matilda painted it and there is reasonable suspicion that it is a self-portrait. If so, a lot of work has gone in to capturing such a shapely, innocently smooth-looking behind. You almost want to go over and kiss it.

Then there is the master bedroom, up on the mezzanine and partially accessible through another gothic arch. If we had stayed that night, once the two of them had taken things upstairs, we would have heard it all. We might even have seen plenty of it in the large mirror hung on the opposite wall, which opens through to the lounge area. They have a black iron four-poster, of course – no hangings to conceal any naughty business upon it. It was made especially large to accommodate all of Jez and it dominates the room. It is the type of bed people get tied to before being spanked or whipped. Not him. He’d never be one to be dominated. I spent a good deal of the night wondering if she ever allowed herself to be tamed there. I left still wondering. 

The way she sat upon that bed as they showed it off, stroking the satin sheets as if luring us all beside her, enforced what I already believed about them: that sensuality and rudeness were never far from their thoughts. It proved merely a prelude to saucier things that evening. Eating is somehow more erotic when the subject-matter is suggestive. It stops you being all prim and proper. You certainly don’t mind slurping your wine, whatever fine chateau it came from. The three of them are so comfortable with each other it is hard not to be drawn in and wish to be part of that closeness. It all felt warming, absorbing, decadent. I’d been in their company a few times before but that night was the first time they’d engulfed me in their world. 

We played ‘Fifty Shades of Sambuca’ at Jez’s behest. The idea is simple: each player must utter a word or simple phrase that is dirty enough to get a reaction from the other players. Ideally you are looking for a vocal exclamation. If not, you have to hope you have invoked a twinge or a little shiver. A majority decision must be gained from the other players that you hit the spot; if not, down the hatch goes a shot of the syrupy hangover potion. Jez was never going to be in danger, unabashed and with those posh tones of his somehow making everything sound extra lewd. Matilda had tried to veto the game but had been talked down by her other half. Imagine my surprise, then, when she intoned her opening gambit of ‘luscious cunt’ so lasciviously it was as if she had said it whilst biting into a succulent peach and slurping in all the juices. It certainly made me shiver.

It took only a couple of rounds to realise my ‘sticky flange’ efforts were going to bring only giggles, derision and a Sambuca express to the system. I wanted to opt out and watch the experts at work. Instead Jez, pitiless as he is, altered the rules. This time it would be a battle between me and them. They would perform in turn at me alone. If I could remain outwardly unperturbed, I won and they drank the shot. If I failed, I had to take a step closer to aniseed death. I thought I could at least withstand the efforts of Manny and Matilda. I grossly underestimated them. I never realised it would be so personal. 

‘A cock – not just any old cock,’ purred Matilda, leaping at the chance to go first, ‘but a huge, iron-hard one like my husband’s, the smooth skin smeared and burning with chilli oil to engorge every cell within it fit to burst. And you, naked on all fours, your hair gripped and twisted around his fist to hold you in place. The cock pressing into you, opening you up a fraction at a time, refusing to drive deep despite your needs, sliding tantalisingly into you little by little and inflaming your insides, leaving you burning, itching and desperate as it creeps forward until you are screaming out for it to be buried all the way to your belly.’ 

Well, that could have earned me five or six shots alone. I could practically feel him in me. The shot burned as it went down and kept the image strong. I told them I could take no more. Jez said I would have to rack up my debt until I could, because it was his turn next. He looked like a beast about to devour its prey, buoyed further now that I knew how huge and hard he could be. 

‘I slip my fat cock from inside you,’ he said, ‘and come around the front, keeping you on your hands and knees, keeping my grip on your hair. Your greed for me makes you salivate but I won’t make it that easy. I order you to keep your mouth closed as I slowly smear your lips with the ooze of my precome. Then I wipe my shaft all across your face, smearing you with your own juices. I beat your cheeks with it, and press my tight, smooth balls to your lips so that you are silently begging me to let you open up. Then I do, and you sink down upon half my length at once, tasting your come on me. You guzzle like the greedy bitch you are, not letting up even when you feel a tongue delving into your tight little rear, and then the finger of someone you never even knew was there slipping up inside you.’ 

They’d done this before, I guessed. It was far too slick to be spontaneous. You’d think Manny would have come to my aid, but he was rosy-cheeked and bright-eyed and clearly enjoying it all, despite the fact his friends were right there, shamelessly cuckolding him in words. I could see him summoning the tale in his head, ready to tell me. I was hot and flustered and there for the taking, knowing defeat was assured if he decided to take their story on, with me there prone on my hands and knees, my willing holes at the mercy of the stranger behind me. He spared me this at least, but that still wasn’t going to save me. 

‘I sneak to your flat when you think I am at work,’ Manny said, and I guessed it was coming straight from the heart. ‘I secretly watch you shower, watch how you stroke and rub yourself when you think you are all alone. Then I hide in your bedroom as you spread out the towel on the bed and lie upon it. You place your vibrator and a bottle of clear moisturising oil at your side. I am expecting a slow, delicious show but I get much more. In comes a girl I never even knew was there. It is Cassie, that girl from work you seem to like. She slips out of her clothes and lies beside you. You don’t need to talk because you’ve done this before. She kisses you with soft passion, all the while smoothing the oil into your breasts and belly and thighs. Then, as you still kiss, you rub yourself and she fucks you deep and slow with your toy until you come.’ 

Well, it was a softer tale than theirs but no less shocking, coming from my own boyfriend, whom I thought I knew pretty well. 

‘My, what a sneaky little spy you are!’ I blurted, knowing full well this counted as a defeat and added to my growing debt. What I must have looked like! 

‘Have you ever kissed a girl before?’ asked Matilda, piling on the pressure.

‘No, I have not!’ I replied, trying to sound incredulous.

So she kissed me. No warning, no by-your-leave. She leaned forward and sank her soft lips to mine, caught my flesh between gently nipping teeth, allowed her tongue to find mine. It was brief but mightily effective. She broke off as if nothing untoward had just happened, leaving me with my head whirring. I could barely breathe. 

‘You owe us two drinks,’ she said.

‘I can’t take any more,’ I pleaded, and meant it in every sense. 

‘Then Manny must come to your rescue,’ Jez announced. ‘Double or quits.’ 

Double would have seen me dead several times over but there was no sense that I should be given mercy. Jez explained Manny’s task. He was to relate a new fantasy. He had only a few moments to bring it to mind, meaning it would have to be one he’d thought of beforehand and not dreamed up on the spot. To win for me and wipe my debt, it had to be rude enough, and I quote from Jez, ‘to make Matilda wet.’ And tellingly there would be no denying Jez in this. He just has this way of making you know that his word is law and to be obeyed. 

‘I better get thinking,’ grinned my man. 

‘Make it your best one,’ Matilda said, giving me one of those eat-you-up looks.

‘I suppose your best one would include another woman?’ I blurted at her, not knowing how to counter her lusty gaze, but not wanting that kiss to pass into nothing. 

‘Good lord, no,’ she said as if I was being ridiculous. ‘No, I’d have Jez leave a man of my choice bound and gagged naked in a room somewhere. I would go there alone, grease him up and fuck him deep and slow with the toy strapped to my crotch. I’ve always wanted to fuck a man, but a subservient one – not one like Jez, not that he’d ever allow me to anyway.’ 

‘OK, I’ve thought of something,’ said Manny, dragging my focus back to him. 

His fantasy story turned out to be quite involved. It was supposed to turn Matilda on but it was all about me, said to me. It made me need another drink. I am blundering alone through some snow-trapped village in eighteenth-century Eastern Europe. I’m trying to find my beau, a lawyer who has brought me out there while he pursues his dealings with the Count of Wallachia. He has not returned home as expected, so I go out to search, not knowing what else to do. Instead of finding him I am captured by two guards from the Count’s castle and dragged off there to who knows what fate.

The castle is all dimness, all jumping shadows and torch flames. You can make out almost nothing. It smells enticingly sweet, despite the foul deeds that some say go on here. I am dragged up the spiral stairs and a door to the master bedroom is thrown open. Gloom pervades here too. I sense a figure sitting, maybe trussed to a chair, in the shadows, but my attention cannot be drawn by this for long. In the centre of a large iron four-poster bed kneels the Count himself. A single flickering torch upon the wall lights up his huge form, gleaming on his smoothly shaved head. The face is stern but does not show the centuries of age. 

He wears a black gown, almost like a priest’s, buttoned high just beneath his chin and secured with a dagger brooch. However, unlike any holy robes, the gown is split at the crotch. From this split proudly protrudes the longest, most solid erection I will ever lay eyes upon. Then from either side my dress is ripped away from my body as if made of paper, leaving me totally exposed. I do not know if the guards then leave or merely sink into the shadows to keep watch. The Count beckons me with one talon-nailed finger. The motion draws me in, sees me wordlessly climbing up on the bed and crawling towards him. 

He strokes my face with that same finger. He could tear into the vulnerable flesh at my neck at any moment but I feel no fear. Instead I am filled with a yearning to be his, to serve him. He turns me and puts me upon my hands and knees. My hair is gripped and pulled, forcing my head up so that I can see the dim form of that trussed figure upon the chair. I can see almost no detail. The figure appears to be draped head to toe in some kind of thin veil or mesh, so that, although I cannot make him out, he can see me perfectly. In truth I do not need to see him to guess his identity. It is obviously my beau, held here to witness the transference of all my affection, the giving of my body and soul, to a new master. 

The talon strokes lightly down the split between my thighs. I drip there. My thighs are gripped tight and then I am impaled by that huge prick, slowly but ever so surely, my cries stark in the ears of my trussed-up former beau, the rapture on my face a dagger to his heart. I am pulled upright, the prick yet only half in me. The talon presses at my neck and punctures the skin. I feel the warmth of my flow. His mouth is there, gorging upon me, drinking me. I have no strength. I slip down and down, opening up around him, sliding in my own bliss. I take his every inch, spitted to my core. Then I am placed back on my knees to be fucked; slow, hard and deep. I see the trussed figure tensing beneath the veil. Each loud slap of my behind is like a hammer to drive the stake into his chest.

The joy is like a current through my body. I am molten and drench that prick so deep within. It slips from me and I wail my sorrow. I am turned again but not before I witness shadowy guards releasing the bonds that hold my former beau. The great prick is now before my eyes, glistening with my juices. The head is smooth and purple, pulsing full of blood, perhaps even my own. Saliva strings from my mouth – I cannot help myself. I strain against the grip on my hair, so hungry. At last he lets me take him in. 

Hands grip my thighs again as my head bobs up and down and my lewd slurps fill the stone-walled chamber. There are no talons this time. A smaller prick presses to me – not to the hole just used but to the smaller, tighter one above. I gasp. I have never been debased like this before, by him or anyone. My soul cannot now be saved. I will not know daylight ever again. This sin will set me on my final journey into darkness, spitted from either end and glorying in it, a glutton for their poles at each pole, their finish simultaneously spurting to scald me gorgeously at my core.

Well, I don’t know about Matilda but my man sure did it for me. He told it like a pro and it raised every single hair on my body.

‘I think it is time to see if it worked,’ Jez said, leading his wife by the hand towards the spiral stairs to the mezzanine.

‘You could be the judge,’ said Matilda looking straight at me, ‘if you liked.’ 

I still had some shock left in me and I was left open-mouthed once more, looking at Manny for guidance but finding him absorbed only in them.

‘Too late,’ Jez declared, and off they went. 

I think Manny and I practically ran the ten or so minutes home, to get behind closed doors and get frantic. Who knows what would have happened if I’d found my voice and answered Matilda in time? The mind boggles, after what kinkiness I’d heard the minds of those three produce. As I said, what a night it was. 

* * *

I guess I have been expecting something like this ever since. It couldn’t have been left at that. It’s given me time to replay the details again and again. Just little things like the fact that Manny knows what I do to myself in the shower when I think I’m alone. Was it an educated guess or has he actually spied on me in secret just as in his fantasy? It’s quite a big thing to put out there. It could easily have resulted in one creeped-out rather than turned-on girlfriend. I certainly haven’t let slip to him that thoughts of being covertly watched do indeed spice up some of my shower times. Perhaps what I learned from the three of them that night was that mere words, said when the mood is right, can push the envelope of your erotic ambitions. Things can sound so much more appealing if put to you in the right way. 

Jez, for example. I am attracted to him, there’s no denying it, but I’d never prior to that night given more than cursory thought to being in an erotic situation with him. Since then, come bedtime, I find it hard to keep him out of my mind. Not as him – perhaps the real ‘him’ is just a bit too sneering and opinionated for me to lust after more than my Manny. But as the Count of Wallachia, that’s a different story. And it was him that Manny wanted me to see as the Count. Towering, shaven-headed and big-cocked – with him sitting right there, who else could I possibly have brought to mind? He was transformed that night from smug gloom-monger into the stuff of the most thrilling fantasies. 

And Manny. He’s never before shown himself to be a raving kinkmeister, short of whispering rude things in my ear as we play – which, on reflection, he was always very proficient at. Could it be that he is actually a very proficient spy too? Or was he just saying it because he knew in that moment the words would be erotic enough to put naughty, thrilling possibilities into my head? Maybe forcing fantasy on me rather than the real thing is enough for him. But how could you possibly bring yourself to weave stories of your best friend as some irresistible vampire super-being, plundering your girlfriend whilst you watched helplessly, unless you wished it could actually happen? 

It is certainly not a fantasy easily dislodged from the mind. It hit the spot with me. Vampires I find sexy, and Manny knows this. Being helpless to evade the vampire’s sexual clutches – maybe it’s reasonable to assume any girls who find vampires sexy would extend the fantasy thus. As for being watched, well, maybe Manny just took a punt and got lucky. Maybe a lot of us are turned on by the thought. What he did that night, with their help, was implant a whole kinky scenario in my mind that they knew I could only dwell upon, embellish and ultimately immerse myself in. They were setting me up for something; that much I guessed. Like Grand Wizards of some dark sex sect they were manipulating me with words and thoughts. Perhaps I should have been wary. But I liked it. I wanted it. 

And now I have it. Their story this time goes as follows: to mark the first anniversary of Manny and me officially becoming an item, generous Jez has laid on a meal and a room for us tonight at the nearby Raven Hotel. It will have cost him the best part of £300 but such a gesture from him is believable. Jez has purportedly arranged for Manny to be sent there from work, so the surprise will only dawn on him when he arrives. I have been invited to the Old Chapel for seven o’clock sharp to have a glass of best champagne before Jez gives me a lift to the hotel. Like I say, that’s the story. I am under no illusion that it is simply a ruse on their part to get me there. I know what they really want. By going I am entering their kinky fantasy world. 

I’ve chosen to wear my LBD. I am supposed to be dressing for dinner, after all. I need to play along even though, if my suspicions are correct – and I’m convinced that they are – my clothes are destined to be ripped from my body by the castle guards. I bought this dress for a wedding. Maybe such things are irrelevant now. I’m putting myself into the clutches of a vampire, after all. I’m trembling but the appointed hour sees me venturing out into the autumn darkness. I know Jez is a stickler for punctuality and will want everything just so. There aren’t many streetlamps in the village but the moon is bright and porchlights spill onto the streets. I will get there safe and sound for sure. It seems almost like my destiny. 

A simple, one-word handwritten sign tacked to the front door of the Old Chapel bids me ENTER. This will be my last chance to back out. Once I am in, they will carry me along every bit as easily as they did that night. My heart bangs but not from fear, despite my trembling being almost a shaking now. I know they will do everything just right. The door creaks to signal my arrival and in I step. There is no one there to greet me, no way this was ever about a lift to some hotel. Only candles light the chapel’s interior. The modern touches are hidden in the gloom. I see only the stone walls, flickering flames and gothic arches of an ancient castle. 

I go forward through the lounge, full of the trepidation of any virgin female searching an imposing foreign fortress for signs of her missing beau. From the shadows on one wall a long-haired, naked witch-girl looks solemnly over her shoulder at me, perhaps bemoaning my last moments in this world, perhaps entreating me to join her in the darkness of the everlife. Wine like blood has been poured into two silver goblets that sit on the long refectory table. There is a partially carved ham too, on a large pewter tray; bread and fruits on separate platters. It is a feast that will have to wait because I am being drawn past it. Other things are to be consumed first. 

No more instructions are needed. I know where they want me and what I have to do. Up the spiral staircase I go, my breath catching and my pulse beyond control. I know what is coming because they laid it all before me that night, and saw the effect it had on me. It wasn’t my fantasy then but it has been since.

There is only one door up here to go through. My legs are like jelly but they carry me on. The bed chamber is just as the story described it, how my mind pictured it. I am vaguely aware of a figure sitting in the shadows of the far corner, covered head to toe by some kind of veil. It doesn’t surprise me. I knew he would be there. Instead my attention is taken by the hulking figure kneeling upon the middle of the bed, with eyes upon me. 

One spotlight is trained down on him, rendering the room beyond this dark. My God, the size of him. He wears a dagger brooch at his neck, the only embellishment on the otherwise black outfit. It fits tight across his arms and torso, then opens out at the waist like a split-front dress, flowing around his knees. He wears trousers beneath. I’m not confronted by that monster erection, not just yet. My heart skips as if I wish I already was. With no distraction here my eyes search upwards again. The skin on his face and shaven head is ashen, almost white. He wears shadow to darken those already intense brown eyes, and to sharpen the cheekbones. The lips are thin and pale. My pulse quickens still further, the butterflies within me alive. He is transformed. He is the Count of Wallachia. 

‘You have come to me,’ he says, ‘so that I may be your master. In doing so you have chosen to become mine, and to serve me however I wish. And my first wish is that you remove your dress.’ 

It has started, just like that. I should be thankful of the chance to keep my dress in one piece but I know I’ve been spared the ripped garment so that I remove it willingly, and my helpless beau will feel every last agony of watching me give myself to the beast. I don’t have to understand the chemistry of what about this turns him on, I need only think of the pleasure I will gain from it. I cannot defy the Count, he is too powerful. I have to do as he says. I shed the dress to stand only in my best lace underwear. He casts an inspecting eye slowly up and down me, one twitch of the jaw the only sign that the sight arouses him. 

His next move is far more obvious. He unzips his trousers and hauls out the thick snake of his still languid prick. The sight has the breath catching in my chest yet again. As he inspects me he unhurriedly strokes his meat, slowly bringing the blood there. I cannot take my eyes off it. 

‘Remove the rest,’ he commands. 

I do as he says. It’s like I am somebody else. His great prick fills and lengthens quicker at my nakedness, standing proud of his body like a rod of iron. It is just how I pictured it when the story was told me, and every night since. My poor beau will see this monster, see the look of awe and desire on my face. He strokes it more, until a clear, cotton-thin thread oozes down from its tip, stretching towards the satin sheets. Then one finger beckons me, draws me, onto the bed. I go on hands and knees towards him. My beau will see me in profile, heading for the monster. He takes me by the hair so that I am upright on my knees like him. This close he looks even more the genuine article. It strikes me suddenly that this might not be a charade after all. 

‘Are you ready to give yourself to me?’ he says. I can only manage a nod. He tugs my head to one side, laying open my neck. Then down he goes and I close my eyes. I feel him sink in there, feel the sharpness of his teeth. He gorges. It is warm and wet. The blood fizzes in my veins and my heart flutters. Thick liquid, blood or spit, seeps down towards my breasts. Then he kisses me on the lips. I hadn’t expected this but it’s another stake driven into the body of my beau. His teeth nip again, bringing to mind the kiss of that night. They like to bite, those two. He pulls my head away before I was ready to stop. The need is coursing through me. 

‘Turn,’ he says, and I do, without even thinking. I go onto all fours, subservient as I know I must be, the scene already played out many times in my head. I peer into the darkness masking my beau, trying to look like I’m being forced, although we both know the flush in my cheeks betrays me. Fingers search for my wetness and find it immediately. There is no disguising how ready I am. The head of that monster prick strokes up and down my slit, covering it in my slickness, teasing me until I whimper. Then I feel him push, opening me up twice as wide as my beau has ever managed. I squeal but hands grip me tight and the slide is slow but relentless. I am spitted to my centre just as the fantasy foretold. I am full of him. 

He lets me rest to gather myself, and to let the watcher register that my squeals weren’t just of panic and pain but of bliss too. Bliss the like of which he could never give me. Then I am fucked, hard and deep, just slowly enough that the impact of each fabulous thrust can be seen juddering through my behind. I grip the sheets and drool saliva onto them but all I can do is hang on and let the pleasure inside gather and gather towards a momentous finish. This cock will see me ache for days but I know I will yearn for it again. I only hope my beau will see that I have no choice in this, and that he sticks with me to share more passionate, intimate times than this. 

My finish is huge. I shriek and shudder so there is no disguising it. I am barely left to recover before he turns me and forces me to taste myself upon him. I know what is coming so it is no surprise to feel the mattress depressing with the weight of a body behind me. I know I am slick and open and prone for whatever desires they need to take from me. A length is there, pressed up between my split. It is the size of my beau although the feel is somehow strange. I am perhaps too wet to properly register the feel of him. Then my cheeks are gripped, eased open. The head is there at my little hole, probing. On it goes to open me again, twice in one night more than I have ever been before. 

Nails are digging into my cheeks as I take a cock where I’ve only ever had fingers. Through the haze of the deepest pleasure I register that my beau doesn’t have long nails like these. He bites his. I look back to the corner but the figure there has gone, the veil an indistinct bundle upon the chair seat. It never was him. I know I’ve been duped. The cold realisation sweeps through me but is immediately driven out by the thrill of being spitted once more. I’m breathing hard, shaking, enraptured despite myself. 

‘What a delicious little arse you have, my pretty,’ coos Matilda as she gleefully fucks it for me. 

When it is over I lie spent upon the bed, still feeling the tremors of two huge climaxes. I blink and try to focus upon Matilda, now wearing a lace negligée over her underwear but with the toy still strapped tight to her crotch. She spies me, comes over and leans across the bed to kiss me and bite my lower lip. 

‘You were wonderful, darling,’ she says. ‘You’ll stay here tonight. There’ll be some food when you are ready. I have to go now.’ 

‘Are you going to leave me alone with him?’ I ask in a quivering voice, more than half-hoping she will answer in the affirmative. 

‘I have to. He wants you alone so that he can spank you and have you give his cock a proper sucking. Anyway, I have somewhere I must be. I believe my husband has left a man all trussed up and gagged for me in a room at the Raven Hotel.’ 


For Your Eyes Only

Senta Holland

Game Set Up

As soon as my foot touches the platform, I know.

This is the place.

This is the time.

I take my little briefcase, plant my low-heeled patent-leather shoes firmly on the ground, adjust my beret and walk through the arches of the old railway station right into the heart of this cold but picturesque city.

Beautiful and exactly right for my purpose.

Because I am here. And he is here.

The spymaster from the opposite side.

It has been a long game.

But the end is close. I can feel it.

I’m nervous. I’m excited. I want it. I’m not sure if I’m strong enough … 

I wait for the moment he looks at me.

He is a dangerous man. He can catch me, rule me, make my world explode.

With his eyes only.

Game 1

I’ve bought a dark wig with a bob. It makes me look kind of gamine, a flirty urchin from those trendy French films who promises lots of mischief. I’m not going to disguise my figure though – but what man would recognise me simply by the curves of my breasts?

It’s fun to try on the lipstick – dark red and very lush, I think.

Yes, it does make me look different. Classy but seductive.

I’ll fit right in here.

Little black skirt, high up, too high for comfort really, almost but not quite showing what it shouldn’t show.

Perfectly legal when walking – but it will reveal the tops of naughty black stockings if I should, for example, bend over. Or be bent over by, say, a strong tall man who is searching me for secret documents concealed on my ‘person’, as they say.

He’s taught me to understand the power of such a skirt.

* * *

This city is so graceful. It lies there, dressed and ready, placidly displaying its riches under the full-fleshed sunlight. Immortalised on canvas by centuries of old masters. 

Nobody would suspect that, just underneath the surface, secrets simmer, boundaries are about to be crossed, prey is hunted and lost and many rules are broken.

Dressed and ready is the name of this gamine.

My heart beats fast as I hit the street. I’ll need to outfox him.

My little skirt swings. A little.

I was right, I could easily be one of the denizens of this place. I know how to blend in.

I also know what I must do.

I pay a visit to one of the city’s high-end lingerie shops, where I have ordered a very special, one-of-a-kind garment. The seamstresses here come at a price but their taste is impeccable. Superbly tailored silk (‘Natural Wild Vanilla, colour of the season, mademoiselle!’) caresses my skin with every step. But what the ladies don’t know is just how special this particular item of underwear will be when I have added a final touch of my own … 

I think my plan is quite clever.

* * *

Maybe I should have lengthened my skirt an inch or so after all.

Isn’t this one of the great cities of the North?

Under a fresh blue sky a small chilly wind sneaks up my stockinged legs.

I shiver as I imagine a hunter’s hands on my thighs, my buttline and further up … 

Where are you, spymaster of the opposite side? 

How come you haven’t picked up my trail?

The clock is ticking on my mission.

I need to get to my destination.

Making my way in secret through dark alleys, lingering on the edge of bridges over the canals, I scan the city and its many hiding spots to catch a glimpse of him.

I see men, many men. Some of them intrigue me. Some may be on a secret mission of their own.

But none of these men is him.

I check out shadows at the back of open-air cafés, in the doorways of art dealers and wine shops. 

Where is he?

Did he not get the clues? Did he not understand them?

How can a man like him be so invisible?

I’m sure he’s not wearing a wig. Or a skirt, for that matter.

Then someone is scanning me. I slide around a corner and check him out. No.

It’s not him. I must keep moving.

Let me cross that beautiful square … 

If this continues, I will get to my destination before he arrives. 

That was not the plan.

The plan is much more intricate, much more ambiguous than that.

What if he is not here?

The wind gets chillier.

Clouds collect.

There will be rain.

I move on, quickly, my shoes dancing over the cobblestones, beret shading my eyes.

Oh … 

Over there! Over there.

My heart starts racing before I even see him. I have to stop (behind a well-placed statue of a portly citizen of old) and catch my breath.

Let me shoot a well-hidden glance. He’s far away.

Is it him?

Oh, yes. Oh, yes, that’s him.

Ha! 

First point to me.

Just his silhouette. He’s careful. But not careful enough to fool me.

Tall, angular. Dressed in a charcoal suit that easily matches the elegance of this place. 

I can almost feel the touch of the fabric against my skin.

I shiver.

And not just with fear … 

I move around the statue for cover as he walks, briefly, into the dappled sunlight. 

A wave of dark hair falls over his brow.

He sweeps it away and I get a good view of his long pale hand with the platinum ring on his finger. It sparkles at me. 

Has he seen me?

For a fraction of a second, his eyes sweep over me.

He hesitates. He shakes his head.

No. 

My disguise works.

Then he melts away into the well-dressed, well-mannered crowd in the streets.

I think I know what he’s up to.

The mission continues.

* * *

The shock.

As always, visceral shock at how he looks at me.

He sees everything.

I want him to see everything. I don’t want him to see everything, I mean – everything!!

Other men have stared at me.

Some have tried to waylay me on my secret path through this city.

Their eyes bored into mine. Trying to let them deeper inside but all I could see was nothing.

There’s nothing in it for me if you don’t offer me anything of yours.

I don’t play with empty husks.

* * *

Tap-tap-tap go the shoes on the old cobblestones, kept in excellent repair but a little slippery nonetheless.

Whoosh – the wind trying to slither between my naked thighs, small gusts surprising me from behind.

Always alert to danger, moving from shadow to niche to protected corner.

This city is full of irregular old buildings that no planner fitted together, only time did.

Glorious architecture. And I must say it is also very convenient for spies.

Zigzagging round the market stalls. I’m close to my goal.

This is fun. I’m going to score a lot more points over him before … 

Oh.

I suddenly feel the hit.

My head turns of its own accord, I can’t stop it.

And there it is: a fierce glance from these incredible eyes.

It’s like the famous coup de foudre that goes blitzing through my bones. 

He’s seen me!

All the way from the corner of the square.

The lightning bolt zonks out my brain. All light and stars.

And hits the centre of my desire.

My vagina wants me to run. Not away, but towards him. Grab him and hold him and feel his cock. Right now.

But I’m a spy!

I’m not going to take advice from my vagina. Right now.

I will admit I am caught for a second, but manage to tear myself away and escape around a magnificent display of exquisite local cheeses.

My vagina disagrees but I’m in charge.

‘Have a taste, mademoiselle!’ the stall holder cries, making a little bow. I regret that I can’t stop for him. I have my mission.

Some people come here just to hunt for these delicacies. They will leave on the train tonight with their bags full of Bries and Mimolettes.

I will leave in quite a different way.

* * *

After that, I start to see his shadow everywhere.

Right in the middle of that bridge, inspecting a sculpture.

Lurking in the window of a shop.

Walking down a dark alley, sliding into a niche between the beautiful old buildings … 

I’m sure it’s him. I’m sure it’s not.

I try not to look too long. I don’t want to get hooked.

My heart flutters.

My vagina – well, I said I wasn’t going to listen to my vagina. For now.

Not too fast, not too slow.

Don’t look around, don’t look over your shoulder.

Be purposeful, appear lighthearted.

I take a very unexpected route.

Can’t see him.

Can’t feel his presence.

I’m clever. 

I skip a little in my patent-leather shoes. My skirt swings extra high.

I’m pretty sure I shook him off.

My vagina is still excited but then what does she know? I’m the one who’s clever.

This street is good for cover. I stay in the shadows.

Pretty soon I will be able to leave the diversions behind and reach my goal.

I’m good at this. I’m tempted to whistle a mischievous little tune.

The buildings here don’t form a straight line. It’s part of their beauty.

People come to paint and photograph their unpredictable shapes.

There are protruding corners and sudden gaps and narrow alleys and here’s a niche … 

I wonder who joined those houses together with such inaccuracy that there would suddenly be a niche – whoops!

All thought suspended.

I’ve run into an obstacle.

Hit me across my stomach.

Hard long shape. I can’t move forward.

An arm.

An arm around my waist.

For a micro-moment, I freeze. Has something gone seriously wrong? 

I always knew it was a risk, playing that game. The game of spies … 

What if … But then … But he … 

It’s him.

I can feel his presence at my back. Some anti-ghost from an anime.

Like a shadow rising, much larger than me. 

As I sort that out in my head, the other arm shoots out and wraps itself firmly around my shoulder. My own arms are caught inside. Can’t move them.

He pulls and drags me with great force.

Into the niche.

I resist.

I pull back.

I try to destabilise the master from the opposite side with all my gamine strength.

But it’s too late.

He has me.

Who’s clever now?

(At least my vagina seems to be happy.)

I’m wrapped in his scent.

So close.

I feel the fabric of his charcoal suit rub against my arms. And the top of my legs, a little. Where my skirt got pushed up in the skirmish.

Game 1 Score: To the Spymaster from the Opposite Side

For a moment, I just want to lean into him and give it all up. My body is urging me to do that. 

Then my mind starts to scheme again. I’m still in charge.

Now he has me caught, he manhandles me quite roughly. Bumps and knocks where my body meets historic architecture.

I feel his hands and his elbows. With a push and a knee up my ass he forces me into the corner of the dark niche where the nice old houses meet.

My blouse snags on the rough surface of the walls.

This niche is very deep.

And escape impossible, with the spy from the opposite side blocking the only exit.

Just behind me.

No one will see us, unless they stop directly in front of the niche.

‘Got you, my little fox,’ he says. His deep voice sends shudders down my spine. I’m shaking.

I feel his breath stroking my neck. A brush of the lips? Surely not. I must be lightheaded.

My vagina says, yes, she would like that. It might lead to more … Shut up down there!

With quick, practised moves he spreads my arms out along the wall.

‘Don’t move.’

Do I hear a hint of laughter, quickly controlled?

I obey.

There’s nothing else I can do.

My thoughts are racing.

Oh!

My cheeky beret is swept off.

I can hear it land on the ground. 

I liked that beret. It was pretty.

Then I feel the pressure of his long hand in the small of my back to hold me in check as he picks it up. 

The pressure on my back increases. He examines the beret, running his fingers around the rim, squeezing it, shaking it out. I hear it all. There is no other sound except the faint footsteps of someone passing our niche. Closer than I thought.

I hardly breathe.

The footsteps pass.

Then I hear a tearing sound.

He’s ripping the seams of my pretty beret. In case I’m hiding something in the lining.

I hear him snort when he finds nothing.

The poor torn beret is slapped to the ground.

‘Where is it?’ he says. His voice is low. Dangerous.

I say nothing.

He leans over me and carefully pulls my blouse out of the skirt. He smooths out the fabric against my waist.

Then he reaches under my bra and grabs my nipples. Hard.

Wow, that hurts. I can’t help a quick gasp. 

Again the hint of a laugh. He pulls on those nipples. He twists my whole body from side to side.

‘I knew it was you, ma petite,’ he whispers, ‘the moment I saw the shape of these breasts.’

Pain explodes from my nipples, spreading like twin inkblots all around the curves of my breasts. And inside them, too.

I feel a little dizzy.

And very, very aroused.

Oh, yes.

My clitoris grows.

My vagina pulls herself together.

Cold creeps in from my naked waist but lines of molten metal sear my breasts.

My breath goes fast and hard.

‘You don’t want to talk?’ He lays his chin on my shoulder.

His cheek touches mine. Soft and close. 

An intimate little moment.

I close my mouth as firmly as I can. Just in case some sound decides to slip out against my will.

He gives my nipples another long, painful twist.

Hot pain spikes through my chest.

And somehow converts to lust in my clitoris.

I can feel the moistness gather in my vagina.

These two are turning into double agents.

‘You’ll wish you had,’ he says in that throaty, menacing voice.

Shivers crawl down my spine.

And up my thighs, as he lets go of my breasts and runs his hands up my legs.

And all those shivers can only lead to one thing – the tension inside my pelvis makes my vagina and clitoris want to shake my hips, to jump, to dance … 

But I hold still.

Lust rises. But no release.

Now his hands have slipped underneath my knickers. Those beautiful classy knickers from the high-end store. Silk the colour of Wild Vanilla, smoothly fitting at the waist where they meet the equally smooth fabric of my skirt, opening out generously along my hips, almost like a saucy little underskirt. Vintage French.

Best lingerie in the world.

He fondles the fabric.

Don’t say the spymaster doesn’t appreciate beauty.

I could breathe more now, but I don’t. Instead I go very still. 

My nipples tingle, still inflamed.

His fingers run over the soft folds of the fabric. The top. The seams.

If he decides to rip them, too … 

But he doesn’t.

Instead, he pulls the lovely French knickers down. Slowly, leaving a forensic trace of natural wild fibres on my naked skin.

As if my secret were to be revealed underneath.

But underneath the silk is nothing, just my skin.

Framed by the black stockings.

Let go, the knickers slide down my legs and sink to the ground around my ankles.

Other, lesser underpants would cling or restrict, but Wild Vanilla here is too refined for that. It gives in gracefully. (Which is what it was designed to do … )

The wind gusts into the niche. It’s getting a little chilly here without my knickers.

I feel his warm hands on my bottom. Just resting lightly.

Cupping the pert roundness.

What will he do?

My vagina is excited. My mind is wary.

His hands explore the curve of my butt, just touching it lightly.

Almost as if my body was a work of art, created by an old master.

He lingers on the curve of my hips, sliding his palms up and down.

Then he bends over me, close.

‘Tell me your secret,’ he says.

I finally speak.

‘No.’

I know what is coming.

The anticipation is almost too much. 

Almost. In spite of myself, I enjoy riding the wave.

My body wants it. Release for that wild (and very non-vanilla) lust that is brewing inside me. Nipples, vagina, budding clitoris, all about ready to explode!

He roughly pulls my hips away from the wall so that I have to bend forward, butt sticking out. White, tender, soft-skinned bottom, so recently cuddled by natural silk.

I have to take a few tiny steps back to balance. 

Then he pushes my head against the wall. Quite gently. Doesn’t want to hurt that clever mind inside?

Even more gently, I ease my feet along the cobbled ground. Millimetre by gentle millimetre, until I am able to step out of my knickers, now lying crumpled around my feet. Don’t think he even noticed. He’s focused on my firm round ass above the naughty stockings.

Bent over, waiting, I listen hard for what he is doing next.

I also notice that there is some light coming in through the wall, just at eye height.

I didn’t notice it when I was standing up, and I’m sure he hasn’t seen it from his much higher vantage point. The wall I’m bent against is not the edge of a house like the other two, or at least this portion isn’t. The light comes from a small slit in that wall. I can see a dark alley beyond. Close. Very close. 

Just as my eyes adjust, something blocks my view. I don’t know what it is but then I hear some muffled sounds. Regular rhythm. One two one two – then the obstruction passes and my sight clears again. Of course! Someone was walking past on the other side, in the narrow alleyway.

Oh! Oh! 

The impact takes me unawares. 

My right butt cheek burns. I am thrown towards the wall.

I haven’t been paying attention to what is happening behind me or I would have known.

Now the other cheek. Whoosh!

A hard, fast hit.

He’s slapped me.

With a powerful blow of his long, open hand.

I suddenly feel hot all over. 

I can see my breath, tiny white wisps curling out of my mouth.

But inside I’m hot. Too hot for my pants.

And now he gets really into it.

Slap slap slap, his hand on my butt. 

Another shadow passes in front of my eyes. 

Danger shoots through my body.

This guy is awfully close. Can he hear the slaps? They sound very loud to me, but the passer-by shows no response. The wall must absorb most of the sound just like it muffles his footsteps. He just walks by.

But there is nothing muffled about the spanking I receive.

I use my arms to protect myself from slamming into the historic wall.

With every slap, my bottom responds more strongly.

This is starting to hurt! 

And with every slap, I get more aroused. My vagina is moisturising herself excitedly.

My breath comes fast and shallow.

If anyone were to ask, my vagina and me are ready.

But the master is only getting started with me.

He ups the tempo to a furious pace. My vagina wants to melt.

My bottom wants to explode.

My breath comes in and out so fast I start to feel dizzy.

Then he stops. Hands still on my butt cheeks where they landed after the final slaps (so far).

Once again, he leans forward and rests his cheek against mine.

His voice rasps close to my ear.

‘You little bitch,’ he says. ‘I’m going to get you.’

I say nothing, I don’t move.

He steps back and slaps me again. This time on the side of my hips.

Much more painful.

I can’t help a gasp. And another. And another.

He laughs now, outright. Short and sharp.

Sharp as the strokes now raining on my hips, and the top of my thighs, where the stockings expose more nakedness.

I notice he only hits me where my skin is bare.

He is practised at this craft.

But I am practised too.

I feel the fire on bottom, hips and thighs.

Millions of nerve endings are on the alert, sending messages. The ones to my brain are lost. All I can feel is the message to my clitoris and vagina. They feel flammable as well.

My breath gets hot. I pant against the clammy wall.

Still, no one hears us.

The spymaster laughs.

That drives me on.

Vagina and clitoris drive me insane. 

Come on, come on … 

He stops.

In the sudden silence, I can hear footsteps on the other side of the niche.

The side of the open and very public street. 

It’s a long shot, but all it would take would be for someone to stop right in front of the niche and – look in.

What would they see?

A well-dressed gent and a half-naked gamine, with no knickers and a very red butt.

That makes me even hotter. Who would have thought that was possible?

It’s a wonder there’s no steam coming out of my vulva. Or my belly button – the heat has crept all around my stomach.

The silence just outside the niche continues.

The spymaster moves behind me. He spreads out his arms and legs so that I’m covered.

If someone was to look in now, all they would see would be the back of a tall man, leaning against a historic wall. 

I wonder what the passer-by would think? I know it’s against the law here to urinate in public. It would ruin the paintings. Is the master taking a risk? To protect me? Or to keep me to himself?

I could cry out, but I don’t. Instead, I let him.

And hold still in silence.

Our shared tension is almost unbearably erotic.

But it doesn’t last. The footsteps resume, then recede.

Coincidence. 

Unless the good citizen also wanted to relieve himself but remembered his civic duty. 

The master laughs.

He grabs hold of my hair and pulls me roughly towards him. I hope my wig will hold.

‘Have you had enough yet, ma petite?’

Then he forces me back into position and devotes himself to the task in hand. His hand.

This time, the slaps come without rhythm. He hits me when I least expect it. My butt quivers. I know he’s watching me for the signs.

But it doesn’t matter. My butt is on fire, my vulva is flushed and big. My clitoris is expanding. She pulses with a rhythm of her own.

All it takes is for him to stop, just for a little, and run his fingers over the burning marks his open hand has inflicted on my ass. My body responds with a red-hot burning inside, all the way up my spine.

All it takes is to run those fingers further down and push his hand between my legs.

All it takes for him to whisper ‘Give me what I want or you’ll wish you had …’

And I come.

Wow!

Into his hand.

Against the wall.

My body buckles and slips. He catches me by pressing his full body weight on me. His suit roughens my skin, already swollen from the spanking.

My hips contract and I come and come, forced into the cool irregular stone of the wall.

I’ll bear the imprint on my front for a while. 

It’ll be a mark of pride.

Then I stop thinking and ride with my own rhythm, the wild and furious dance of my vagina.

I continue long after he withdraws his hand.

His cock is hard, I can feel it bulge against my butt from underneath his pants.

That spurs on my vagina once more.

My turn to laugh but only inside.

That laugh calms my breath, and the excitement of my vagina.

We are sated. We feel at ease with the world (and even with this niche). We want to relax and have a cup of café crème.

Instead, there is new movement at my back.

What now?

There’s nothing more to be done here.

Is it not time to pass on to the next stage of the game?

Ah … 

Amazing how fine your hearing can be in a confined space.

I hear him take a step or two back, and then I hear the unmistakable sound of a zip.

Being opened.

Ah … 

Can it be that a bout of creative spanking and the delightful view of my reddened butt cheeks is too much for the iron control of a spymaster from the opposite side?

Oh, yes.

Oh, yes.

I hear him fumbling with his belt and with the front of his underpants.

It seems it’s urgent.

For me, of course, there is no urgency now.

I can take it or leave it. 

Well, it seems, as I feel his grip on my arms again, and then as he forces me to bend even further forward, that I am going to take it. Him. His cock and himself.

My post-orgasmic body feels fine about that. And him. Why not? 

My vagina opens wide. She’s in a generous mood.

He rams his penis in, fast and hard. Very hard.

Oh, yes, there’s urgency.

All right. I’m ready for a new round.

And for a new game, which I will set myself.

Game 2

I smell his scent.

I feel his breath on my neck, much faster now. He must be pretty heated up himself.

I feel his deep thrusts up my vagina.

As if he hadn’t expended enough energy in the spanking, the spymaster puts his all into this task.

This time I don’t slam into the bricks. He holds me firmly against his hips. Doesn’t want to lose depth while he’s thrusting.

And my pelvis contracts again. I respond to his rhythm. I can go as fast as he can. I’ll show him.

He’s doing well.

He’s a high-class performer. My vagina is happy to encourage him.

He feels it and varies the angle, forcing me into whatever position he likes. Pressing my butt into his hips. 

He holds me tight. No fear of falling.

And no fear of discovery, it seems. His turn to pant. Quite freely.

His thrusts are getting deeper.

His breath is heavy.

I hear a low growling in his throat.

Me too. Oh, yes, me too. 

My vagina sucks him in with renewed vigour. She pulses with thousands of applauding nerve endings. It’s a mass rally. For more of him! More more more … 

More from the master of the opposite side (so to speak).

And I get it.

But … 

Another wriggle and a wrench. Another change of position.

I’m at eye height to the slit in the wall again. Lots of nothing. Empty space.

But then another glimpse of a passing pedestrian – he’s walking very slowly. Why?

Then he turns and looks around.

His eyes almost meet mine, through the slit.

My body is shot through with electricity.

Danger! We would both be helpless now, if discovered.

But of course this good citizen can’t see me either. He’s just looking at a wall.

And further down.

He calls. He calls? Who is he calling?

Wow, danger is a sexy drug. Makes your brain flare into overdrive.

The master takes his cue from me. And it seems he can still up his fire power.

He thrusts and retracts with enviable verve. 

The guy on the other side of the wall starts to whistle, then turns.

A smaller shape runs past.

He was calling for his dog!

I can’t help it, I laugh.

The laughter makes my stomach shake.

The master holds me tight and grips my breasts. Again. Poor sore nipples.

My breasts grow hard and full.

He fucks me harder. 

Wow. This must be an all-time record.

And yet still he holds back from going all the way. As do I. 

Because … 

Because this is now a contest. A race in reverse. 

Let’s see who loses control and comes first!

He understands me perfectly.

Our bodies do the talking.

We’re riding high and we’re holding on.

Who is in charge? 

Who is the master of the game? 

It starts to rain.

Splashes into the niche.

Random raindrops hit my legs.

Can I really do this? Can I control this unruly gamine body?

Or will it override me and give in to the prompting of my vagina?

Will it … 

Oh.

For a moment I think we’ve been discovered after all, but by another species.

Then I realise that the little yapping noises I hear come from me. The dog I saw is long gone.

It’s me. I sound like a puppy, yelping with the effort of holding back … 

And here I come.

Yes, I come. 

Yes, master, I come first.

He lets out a wild laugh, mostly swallowed by my wig.

Then he comes too. In one big final swoop that seems to pierce my cervix.

He laughs, then sighs.

I feel him relax. His cock slips out.

He releases my nipple, rolls aside and rests against the wall.

His breath is deep and ragged.

His grip on me grows weak.

And that’s when I take my chance.

I am petite. I am small.

I draw my shoulders in and lean my head against his chest.

He relaxes even more.

A quick glance up shows a smile and closed eyelids.

The bane of the male orgasm! 

This is why I played this game.

Why I pretended to race him, why I came first, why I let him win. 

All his masterful strength now makes him spent and vulnerable. 

While I feel awake and alert.

One more glance – he’s adorable.

I want to kiss him on his sweet, imposing male nose, but, regretfully, I don’t have the time.

I’m small. I make myself even smaller.

His eyelids flutter. He’ll come to in a moment.

Small and slight, knees bent, I slip out from underneath his arms, and out of the niche.

Not forgetting to pick up my Wild Vanilla knickers on the way.

Drunkenly, his arm wobbles out. He tries to grab me but, as I have planned, only gets a grip on the knickers.

He pulls. I pull. 

The expensive silk comes apart at the seams.

I hold one half, and he holds the other. 

If I want to escape, I have to leave that other half behind.

I do. I let the knickers tear and I run.

He scrambles to follow but then stops.

Over my shoulder I see a delicate piece of paper flutter to the ground.

Will the rain destroy it?

He has to make a choice: catch me or save the paper.

I gain distance as he bends to pick it up.

The document has bought me my escape.

I throw another glance behind me. Yes!

He holds the soft tracing paper up to where there is some light and gives a little start of surprise.

The sheet has no writing. Instead it is covered in cryptic shapes.

By the time he runs after me down the very narrow alley, I am well ensconced in another, even smaller niche. I’m sure it’s just as much an architectural gem as the first one.

He passes me and turns in the wrong direction, still looking at the document. Good.

I smile as my shoes meet the wet cobblestones.

Because I know very well what these shapes mean and how to decode them.

But the question is: does he?

Hey, spymaster from the opposite side, can you decode my instructions?

I will see.

Game 2 Score: To Gamine

My butt is sore and swollen, my nipples sting, and I’ve lost my knickers. My skirt is far too short and my blouse hangs out.

On the other hand, my vagina is soft and happy. My clitoris has drawn her sleepy head inside, and my whole body glows with glorious orgasms.

Points to him. Points to me.

But he almost had me, and yet look at him now.

He had a plan. I had a plan.

And look who won.

He caught me but I managed to escape. And why? Couldn’t contain himself. Couldn’t resist the saucy gamine with her butt cheeks spanked red.

And the document that fluttered out of my French knickers and that I pretended to sacrifice for my escape was always intended to fall into his hands.

He had a chance to find it, early on, but he bungled it.

So I had to help him.

The document is written in a language completely unfamiliar to him.

But not to me.

And there are others in this city who can decode these signs.

I know who they are.

But does he?

Spymaster of the opposite side, can you pass this test?

Points to him, points to me.

But I think this game is mine.

Game 3

And now I’m chasing him.

I have the advantage.

Well, not to brag, but now I have plenty of advantages.

I escaped. He has no clue where I am.

I know where he is. He is easy to follow.

Even if I have to be careful. 

And then there’s the mystery of the cryptic shapes on the paper that fluttered out from my Wild Vanilla French knickers just at the right time … 

This is a test I’ve never set him before.

Maybe it’s too hard.

He’s smart, for sure, my adorable spymaster, and resourceful, too.

He’s going to have to be.

But first he’ll have to get over his defeat.

He almost had me there.

Well, he did have me there.

And then he lost it all.

How quickly can he shake that off?

I see him walk along the labyrinth of alleys. A little aimlessly.

At one point he overtakes a citizen and his dog.

The dog yaps at him.

Is this what I sounded like, there, in the throes of orgasm in the niche?

It’s already a fond memory.

Something to remember when we are old.

Should have taken a picture.

Maybe he did. Did he?

The cobblestones are slippery.

He stops and takes cover. Except that I see him.

He takes out the paper and studies it.

I love that slightly puzzled, slightly arrogant turn of his head, I really do.

I love how his hair falls over his forehead.

Just that one wave of black … 

My vulva lips grow moist and warm while I watch him.

You are just too cute, my spymaster of the opposite side.

I can’t see his face but he must be frustrated.

I know he is not familiar with these symbols but I am.

And there are those in this city who are, too.

There’s no way he can work this out himself. He’s going to have to be resourceful.

He turns another corner.

I have to go.

My mission calls me.

I will have to let the city look after him.

The canals, the bridges, the narrow historic alleyways, to the coffee bars, the cobbled squares, the richly endowed museums … 

As soon as he decodes the shapes, he can follow the clues everywhere … 

And at the end – ah! Then I’ve got another surprise.

* * *

Maybe I shouldn’t have stayed to observe the success of my trickery.

It’s made me late for my real getaway.

As fast as my low-heeled patent leather shoes will carry me – and now and then slipping on the pretty cobbles, still coated with the remnant of that rain, a factor I should have taken into account when I calculated all this – I rush to the canal side. 

For a second I feel a flush of panic – what if I have become a little too smug? What if he’s playing a very devious game here? What if he only played along, pretending confusion, because he knew I wouldn’t be able to resist watching him?

I scan the boats lined up along the canal side.

They all look quiet and sleepy.

Nothing stirs.

That’s not to say, of course, that there’s nothing there.

There are many hiding places on those boats as I only know too well.

But I can’t wait for ever.

Here it is. A well-made, carefully restored vintage barge, completely in style with the row of sixteenth-century townhouses lining the canal. 

I inspect the barge thoroughly in the light of the canalside streetlamps.

This city is so civilised, so well lit. At least on the surface … 

Still, I’m very careful when I sneak aboard.

Don’t want to alert any neighbours, any passers-by.

Any prying eyes.

I climb on board.

The key is in the usual place. Nothing left but to go.

I’ve reached the barge before him – if he reaches it at all.

That depends on how he reads the clues on the fluttering sheet of paper.

I should go now.

But I wait.

Game to me.

I am sad.

Game 3 Score: To a Sad Gamine

There must be points here but I don’t want to count.

I didn’t want to win.

Or, at least, not in this way.

I win, yes, but I am alone.

Oh, well.

Those are the rules.

Must go on.

The mission continues.

I get the ropes. I untie the barge from the mooring.

Slowly.

I’m still hoping … 

Hope grows sluggish.

I imagine him running through the city, becoming desperate, not finding what he needs, wracking his brains, knowing I’m slipping away … slowly … 

It’s time.

I must go.

Reluctantly, I start the engine.

The boat rolls. 

Out of its mooring, out from the sleeping company of neighbours.

The barge pulls out smoothly onto the dark placid waters of the canal.

The only sound the reassuring tuckering of the engine.

It’s a sound that goes well with sadness.

What use is a game if I can only win it alone?

It’s my fault. It was too difficult.

Why did I have to choose a code that could be read by my eyes only?

I thought I was so clever.

Too clever.

Too clever to give me what I really want.

The city is mostly quiet, too.

The citizens and their dogs like to get their beauty sleep.

Here and there, a bar is open. Light spills out, people spill out. They laugh and shout.

Then stillness again.

Ghosts of stately buildings are mirrored in the water. 

Now and then there’s a splash.

A fish up late.

Boys tossing stones.

Once or twice I pass another barge.

We wave.

Once I bump into something big, submerged.

No idea what it is, but the barge is fine.

This canal is good with sadness.

I pass under bridges.

Some are quite low.

A few drunk people hang over the parapet. 

I hope they’re not going to throw things. 

The shadows play over me.

It will be lighter when we come out on the other side.

Bump!

Another big thump. Almost like a crash.

But this time it sounds as if it is right here, on board.

What’s going on?

That puts me in a dilemma.

I should go look.

But I can’t leave the wheelhouse.

The canal is too narrow, there’s nowhere to stop.

I think I hear the planks creak.

My ears prick up.

My eyes scan what I can see through the windows of the wheelhouse (not much).

But now I hear nothing but the regular thud-thud of the engine.

Should I turn it off? But what if I need to escape?

Something big scrapes over the deck behind me.

High alert!

Welcome back, danger!

I’m no longer sad.

Just round this last corner, then we’re in open countryside.

Streetlights are out. It’s completely dark. 

I have to lower the light in the wheelhouse so that I can see out.

Roads have given way to fields.

No bridges … 

Not long now and I can cut the engine.

And then … 

And then I hear the door creak open behind me.

Two steps, and he’s there.

I reach out to kill the engine anyway.

But he slaps my hand away.

‘No,’ he says, ‘oh, no. We’re going on.’

And revs the engine into high gear.

Once again, he stands right behind me, pressing his body against mine.

He smells of smoke and water, and a little sweat.

Was it hard to catch me? Did he have to run?

What made me sad a few minutes ago now fills me with a happy glow.

Nothing like a cliffhanger to cheer a girl up.

He reaches out and puts his arms over mine.

This time I can snuggle to my heart’s delight.

It makes no difference.

Because we have already started the next game.

Game 4

This is the place. This is the time.

I don’t know where I’m going.

I have my hands on the steering wheel but he is in charge.

Just to try out, I resist him. He overrides me immediately.

It really is dark. Fields stretch to the horizon, presumably. I can’t see it. So maybe they stretch for ever. 

I thought there was only one way to go once we’re on the barge. According to my plan. 

But I was wrong.

It seems that there are a number of canals out here, crisscrossing the countryside.

When we turn the first corner, the master laughs. He’s caught my surprise. His body can read mine.

‘Enjoy the ride while you can,’ he says. ‘Considering what’s waiting for you when we stop.’

I shiver.

My vagina shivers, too. Of course. I knew she would pipe up.

He chuckles. Then turns the steering wheel left again.

‘Or,’ he says, ‘you can tell me where it is. Right now.’

I swallow.

It’s the way he says it. My bones feel hollow.

Good thing he’s holding me up.

I don’t speak.

I really have no idea where we are. Planet Europe? Lost in a sea of night-black fields.

* * *

He stops the barge in a dark remote place. 

Cold silence when the engine dies.

No one is here.

No cows, no frogs.

Not that a frog could help me now … 

He’s stronger than me.

He holds me firmly from behind.

I’ve tried the snuggle-and-sneak method once already.

Don’t think he’ll fall for that one again. Not twice in a day.

My only chance is when he reaches for the rope.

Don’t think I didn’t see that he’s put it in easy reach once you open the window.

It’s not supposed to be thrown from the wheelhouse, of course, but it can be done.

And he’ll have to moor us somewhere or we’ll drift. Crash, possibly.

So he’s going to have to let go of one of my arms, just for a moment, and stretch … 

I go for the solar plexus.

It’s the only way.

I hit it with my elbow.

I’m slim and small. My elbow is quite pointy. The perfect transmission device. The aim has to be precise, but I’ve knocked out bigger guys than him in training.

But then I wasn’t trapped on a boat in the dark, out in the middle of nowhere with no frogs.

Let’s just say it works.

He crumples to the floor.

Maybe a bit too dramatic?

Should I check he’s all right?

The barge starts to drift. 

I have to scramble to the window to throw out the rope myself.

Luckily, it catches in some kind of bush or tree.

Or whatever.

Maybe that’s why he stopped here.

It only takes a moment, but he’s stirring when I turn back to him.

The master is tough. He must have learned that in his training.

He opens his eyes. Shoots me a glance.

A lava-laced glare that nearly knocks me over, too. 

Boy, is he angry.

My body goes into full fighting mode.

All hands on deck! And feet, too. I’m still wearing my patent-leather shoes.

And now we fight.

I try to kick him while he’s down, but he hooks his leg over mine. 

I stagger.

He pushes back.

And while I grasp for support, he pulls himself up.

Fast and flexible. I’m impressed.

He throws his jacket off. 

Muscles play underneath his shirt.

Muscles play in his face. Oh yes, he’s angry.

Makes me smile.

That’s twice today I have employed the secret power of the gamine.

Points to me.

Oh.

This always gets me. My admiration for the beauty of the male … 

While I admire him, he jumps me.

And then it’s all hands and legs.

And bodies pressed together.

We wrestle on the bench.

We wrestle against the wall.

We wrestle on the floor.

Then up against the wheel.

There is a moment when he lifts me up and pushes me towards the open window.

He could push me out. Make me fall into the water and drown in the canal. They’ll never find me.

‘Want to talk?’ he pants. He’s sweating. So am I.

I shake my head.

All it would take is a little push. 

Instead he lets me slide down and flips the window shut.

To save me?

He wants me alive.

A quick, sharp glance passes between us.

He wants me alive.

And he wants me.

Aha!

I try to stand up and he pushes me against the wooden wall of the cabin. Walls again!

But this time we’re doing it face to face.

He gives me the full force of his stare. Anger blazing. Muscles jumping in his cheek. 

Lust and desire meeting mine. All that wrestling … 

Swoosh!

He tears my beautiful blouse open. Right down the middle. Buttons fall everywhere.

So he’s obviously not expecting me to go anywhere after this.

My nipples stand up for him straightaway. They rub painfully against my bra. And here’s my vagina again, pulsing lustfully inside.

Game 4 Score: Even

He leans on me.

I feel his cock, still inside his pants, press into my crotch.

He rubs himself up and down.

My vagina gives a tug. Then another.

He wants me.

I want him.

My vagina, as always, is ready to rock with him right now.

But not without the last bit of a fight.

I mean, it wouldn’t be proper, would it?

And what would he think if I just gave in, spy to spy?

Clearly, he thinks the same.

He rips the blouse completely off my shoulder.

Winds his leg around mine so I can’t move – well, I can move but only in the way he wants me to.

And still I think there might be a chance.

He’s got to unzip those pants at some point … 

While me, I’m wearing a skirt. A very short skirt. And no knickers, obviously. 

And yes, there is a moment when I could knee him in the balls. 

We’ve both sustained some bruises, mostly under our clothes, but I can see a pretty one forming on his arm, where I got him just a few minutes ago.

And now I have him at a disadvantage. I could deliver a knee punch that would double him over. I could take the moment. I could run, I could hit him again, I might be able to make it to the door. I could lock him in. I could abandon the barge and let him crash.

I could set a fire on the barge … 

But I don’t.

Again, that look passes between us.

He’s strong, he’s fierce and, just now, I could get to him.

I want him.

Instead of trying to knock him out, I slide my hand into the front of his pants.

Oh, yes, he wants me too.

I press his cock a little, not too hard. Don’t want to damage the goods.

He closes his eyes for a fraction of a moment.

‘Give up?’ I say softly.

He shakes his head. ‘Not yet.’

Game 5

OK then, time to take charge.

I continue to rub his cock. Firmly. And more firmly again. 

I can see the effect.

He moves involuntarily. Good.

Stealthily, with my other hand, I slide the door of the cabin open.

Oh – here’s another hand over mine.

He’s joined me in the rhythmic movement up and down his cock, directing the rhythm. So much for taking charge.

These pants are getting too tight for sure.

Is he going to unzip them any time soon?

His penis swells.

I think he’s going to have to.

Brilliant idea.

Another way to disable his advantage.

What spy can fight with his pants around his ankles … 

His other hand moves towards the zip.

Good. 

I’ve almost got the door open behind my back.

He grabs my arm.

Really, really hard.

Pulls me towards him.

I have to let go of the door.

He slips his other hand out of his pants and grabs me around the waist.

His cock gets even harder.

He still wants me.

He presses me close to him – and swirls me round to push me up against the steering wheel.

I can feel the hard wood driving into my back.

This is a high-end vintage barge. It used to carry wool to the sea and silk to the beautiful old town. It made us rich. It was refurbished only a few years ago.

Right now I wish it wasn’t quite so solidly built.

The bruises on my bottom hurt.

My clitoris responds by opening herself up again.

My vagina gives me a few big jumps.

Who am I kidding?

Finally!

I look into his eyes.

Such a slow journey from the eyelashes to the full frontal view of his glance.

He is trapped.

I am locked. Into his gaze.

I can never remember the colour of his eyes.

Isn’t it weird that I don’t know?

I’m not sure. Is it?

I spend a long, long time looking into his eyes.

I’m looking now.

Brown; I think they’re brown. Or maybe with a touch of grey? Green-grey, that much-admired Scandinavian hue?

The reason I can’t come up with his eye colour when he’s not there (maybe I should take a picture?) is that I don’t look at him. I’m not an observer.

I couldn’t be.

The moment my eyes make it past my lashes and into his, I fall into a vortex.

Game 5 Score: To the Spy Master from the Opposite Side

‘Ready to give up?’ he says.

His eyes suck me in. I don’t know any more who I am, what I am, never mind where, and when … 

I am not me any more, gamine extraordinaire. I am flying in the vortex. I am his.

He searches me bare, he dives right in and he envelops me.

With his eyes only.

‘Yes,’ I hear myself whisper, ‘yes. You win. Master.’

My body goes all soft and limp.

Propped up on the good old steering wheel, I let him push my short skirt up (all of an inch).

He pauses for a moment and traces the line of my stockinged thighs. He sighs.

Then he bends me back as far as the wheel will let him.

I bend with him. I look into his eyes.

He pins my arms under the spokes of the wheel, just a little so that I can’t escape, but not enough to hurt me, and then he moves in on me.

Ironically, I miss the moment when he unzips. 

We go out blazing … 

Victory (He Wins)

‘I love you,’ he says, ‘my little fox, my feisty gamine.’

‘I love you too, my master,’ I answer.

My voice sounds a little shaky. 

And we kiss.

It’s a long soft kiss, starting with a tentative meeting of the lips, and then another and another. He flicks his tongue inside my mouth and runs it along my teeth. I try not to bite him.

Instead I open up further and he slides his tongue in.

We wrestle. 

Softly, with our tongues.

Big deep breaths when we come up.

We stand in the darkness of the skipper’s cabin. Only the light from distant stars throws a small shimmer across the trees and the canal.

Unless there are some deep-sea fish there, swimming by the light of their own jaws.

I snuggle deeper into his arms. He holds me very tight.

‘I almost didn’t find you this time,’ he said.

‘But you did,’ I answer.

He always struggles, and he always finds me in the end.

He chuckles appreciatively.

‘That trick with the tracing paper was smart,’ he says. ‘You were quite right. I had never seen these shapes before.’

Now it’s my turn to giggle.

‘I did send you to all the places you like,’ I say. ‘The sculpture fountain, the exhibition of old masters …’

‘Except that by the time I got there, the museum was already closed.’

‘Oh.’

‘I simply took too long figuring it out.’

Another kiss.

‘So how did you?’ I say.

He smiles.

He looks into my eyes.

I feel the familiar draw.

I could lose myself in there, so easily…

I shake my head. I want to hear this.

‘As I am sure you intended,’ he says. ‘By context and association. I didn’t spend my life studying the arts for nothing, you know.’

‘I know,’ I say dreamily. ‘Oh, I know. To you, everything is art.’

‘Well,’ he says, ‘there’s one art I’ve clearly overlooked.’

He was on the verge of giving up, he says. That aimless wandering I observed was just as desperate as I thought.

It took all his self-discipline to sit down for an espresso and regroup. Better than waste more time going in circles.

‘I let my mind wander,’ he says, ‘and then I looked at what I had. Those beige French knickers …’ (‘Natural Wild Vanilla!’ I correct him with a smile) ‘… that’s what the lady said, too,’ he continues, ‘when I finally put it all together. The knickers, the label from the local lingerie shop, the tracing paper … I nearly knocked my espresso over when I realised. And then I only made it to the shop just before they were closing.’

He smiles too. He’s clever. I am proud of him.

‘But they opened up just for me.’

Of course. I bet he charmed the vanilla knickers off that stately lady too. I hope not literally.

‘I never thought there was so much art in creating lingerie,’ he says. 

‘Oh, there is,’ I say.

He gives me a kiss on my nipple. It still hurts but I want it. Once more, please, master. Thank you.

‘You’re going to have to educate me,’ he says. 

‘With the greatest pleasure,’ I say.

We look at each other. I see the beginnings of another game. Where I am the teacher, and he is learning everything from me. And if not … 

Our smiles are swallowed in a kiss.

‘After she explained the shapes to me,’ he says, ‘the intricate patterns for cutting the fabric and sewing it together, I could see that they were also some kind of map.’

‘Yes,’ I say. 

‘So I followed it,’ he says. ‘Except that I was so late … So I took a few shortcuts.’

‘I started the journey home without you,’ I say. ‘I won but I was sad. Nothing surprised me more than when you jumped on board from that bridge …’

‘It dawned on me what you had planned when I was standing on that bridge,’ he says, ‘the bridge that commands the best view of the city, day and night, and over the canal that mirrors it.’

‘The place where we first met,’ I say, reaching up to his neck. He obliges me by bending down to take my kiss, or succession of kisses, soft and sweet.

When we first met, on that bridge.

I realise now that our whole lives before that were a long, secret hunt for the partner we didn’t even know existed. Keeping secrets, sending clues, writing letters, never finding the one who could decode it all. The one who would come and play the game with me. With him.

We were cautious, mistrustful at first. We didn’t like to turn our backs on each other. Even that first date was a fight. For position, for advantage and, deep down, for what we really wanted. But I knew the very first moment I looked into his eyes, reflecting the brilliant light of this generous Northern city, that he wanted me.

By the end of the evening, I wanted him, too.

* * *

We have all night.

And all day if we want.

It turns out that the country hotel we booked is only about an hour away by boat. 

It’s a bit cramped on the little bench in the wheelhouse so we have to stay entwined.

His hand finds its way down my stomach and starts to caress my clitoris. I gently stroke his penis.

Just tenderness and slow waves of satisfaction. Up and down, breathe and hold. Soft climax in tandem. No games.

We take all the time in the world to make the moon rise above the fields. It shines big and yellow into the cabin, like a festival balloon, coming to take us for a ride above the clouds.

Or at least that’s how I feel. 

And isn’t a girl allowed a little romance, especially on this day?

Victory (I Win)

‘So,’ he says, ‘what would you like to do for our anniversary next year?’

‘It’s your turn,’ I say, reaching over behind the steering wheel where my own platinum ring hangs from a silver chain inside a secret shaft.

He smiles.

‘So that’s where it was,’ he says.

‘I would have told you,’ I say, ‘except that I forgot, when I looked into your eyes.’

‘My clever little fox,’ he says. ‘This will be a hard act to follow. Best game so far.’

Then he takes the ring from me and slips it slowly over my finger. Where a slight pale line shows from where I’ve worn it all these years.

He kisses my hand.

I kiss his.

Then I look up again.

‘Tell me,’ he says slowly, in his deep voice. ‘My little fox, as always, you are in charge.’

I still don’t know the colour of his eyes.
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