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Introduction


For the many years that I have been assembling the red hot volumes in The Mammoth Book of Erotica series, I have been selecting stories from all provenances and covering a wild variety of themes in the process.


Apart from quality and inherent sexiness and the fact the hundreds of stories I featured in the anthologies all connected with me in a very personal way and answered to my often generous and all-encompassing definition of what is actually erotic, what the tales I’ve been privileged to edit have had in common is their length.


In my crusade to make erotic writing not only respectable but appreciated, my greatest sin has been so far to prefer longer stories in which characters and plot were properly developed and I’ve been reluctantly turning down on a regular basis many stories where the length was too brief to accommodate those factors. Not that any of them weren’t erotic. They were sizzling, close to the bone and wonderfully arousing. Like fires of lust caught in amber, all too often.


So I’m particularly pleased to now be able to devote a whole volume to shorter length erotic tales, “quickies” if you will. Ably demonstrating that, to use an analogy from another trade altogether, it’s not the quantity, but the quality that counts.


Many of the regular contributors to The Mammoth Book of Erotica series make welcome returns together with an invigorating injection of new names, all demonstrating that you can, over the space of a few short pages, evoke lust, desire, love, romance and, most of all, emotions in myriad ways, all touching, surprising, oft shocking but always exciting.


Two-thirds of the 120 stories in this bumper collection were specially commissioned to showcase the breadth of talent in today’s erotic writing field, and the remaining third were selected from the many stories already available in a variety of sources, so a particular big vote of thanks goes to Clean Sheets online magazine, the Erotica Readers and Writers Association Treasure Chest where many of the existing stories originated, as well as to some of the authors who were generous enough to recommend tales or writers of which I was previously unaware.


So, if you will forgive me a cliché that is just too much of a temptation not to use, enjoy these tales and agree with me that it’s not how long a story it is but how good it is that counts at the end of the day.


I hope you enjoy all these sizzling tales of lust at first sight.


Erotically yours.


Maxim Jakubowski
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Violet Sex


Kristina Lloyd


I’ve always enjoyed violent sex but then John lost our letter “n”, and sex turned violet. It was filled with the colours of love: rose-pink, mauve, lilac and wine. At its most intense, usually on Sunday evenings, our designated “special time”, it was the deep blue-purple of violets.


“John,” I said, as we got kissy in the kitchen. “I’m not so sure about this. Do you think we could put a little ‘n’ back into it?”


He moved to strike me but his hand turned lavender, his fingers stroking bruise-hued streaks across my cheek.


“Harder!” I hissed.


He slammed me against the counter but his strength dimmed in an indigo puff, sparks of firework-purple shimmering to the floor.


I lunged for his crotch and he was stiff inside his jeans. “Fuck me!” I urged. “Fuck me like a filthy, filthy beast.”


“Sweetheart, I don’t think I can,” he replied. “I’m feeling kinda off-colour. I don’t want to hurt you. I’m sorry. It’s not you, it’s me.”


“I know,” I replied grimly.


We hunted high and low for our “n”: behind the sofa, under the bed, in the dog basket. We even searched the garden, paying particular attention to the heliotrope, the buddleia (made a note to cut that back), the romping clematis and baskets of lobelia, both of us alert to signs of unwarranted botanical aggression. It was to no avail. Our “n” was lost.


As time slipped by, our lovemaking became increasingly gentle and purplish until one day we stopped altogether. In the emptiness, I grew randier than a sailor’s wife. I considered taking another lover and John said he wouldn’t mind but I could see from his eyes he didn’t mean it. I didn’t much care for the idea either. At night in bed, I would trail my hand over his back, swoop over his hips and, as I kissed his shoulder, I would reach around to test how he was feeling. Nothing. His cock was palest mauve. I would watch him fresh out of the shower as he towelled his hair, beads of water coursing down his torso and glinting like rain in the black bush of his pubes. I’d forgotten how much I wanted that body until our misplaced “n” had rendered it off-limits.


The worst times were when he was hard, his cock jutting up to his belly, his tip a fierce blood-violet and filmy with moisture.


“Let me,” I would plead. “Let me suck you, let me get on top, let me have it inside me.”


Oh God, I’d never wanted anything so much in my life. My cunt was wet and ready, his cock was massive and eager. But no: “Darling, I’d love to, you know I would, but let’s just have a cuddle, eh?”


One night, I got up to masturbate. It always seemed rude to do it with him there and anyway, my fear of waking him would have put me off my stroke. I went into the kitchen, looking for a suitable vegetable. I hadn’t bought a vibrator, fearing plastic would imply permanence, choosing instead to fuck myself with green and orange perishables. On the kitchen table, a small bowl of plums gleamed in the moonlight, a whitish bloom dusting their skins like a soft, quiet frost. I took one and ate it, and then another. Juice trickled down my chin and strands of flesh got stuck in my teeth. I was reaching for a greedy third when I saw it, nestled among the fruits, our much-loved letter “n”.


“John!”


But John was fast asleep. Hurrying carefully, I carried the “n” in the palm of my hand and clambered onto the bed. I didn’t know how John had lost it so I didn’t know how to return it. Force-feed him? Squash it in his ears? Up his butt? In the end, I wiped it on his cheek, although I suppose you could say I slapped him across the face. He woke with a jolt.


“What the . . .?” He glared at me, a hand pressed to his cheek, dark sleepy curls tumbling around his face. “You insane fucking bitch!”


“Bitch” made me moist.


John flung the covers aside and sprang at me. I lurched back and he grabbed my hair. “You hit me!” he exclaimed. I tried to resist him, hair follicles stinging as he pulled my head to the mattress, pinning me there, angled down on all fours. I caught a glimpse of his cock, rearing up and ready for battle.


“Apologize!” he barked.


“No way!”


He yanked my hair.


“Ouch, no.”


My cunt was plump and slippery. John swivelled behind me, grabbed my hips and, before I even realized we were about to end our purple period, his big, strong cock was rushing inside me.


“Greedy bitch.” He yanked back my arms, making me half wheelbarrow, half woman, and hammered away at me. “Teach you a lesson,” he gasped. “Teach you to wake me up, you slut. Always wants fucking! Wakes me up so I’ll fuck her.”


I groaned into the bedclothes, biting at fabric, shoulder sockets pulling, wrists hurting where he clutched. But the pain was nothing compared to the pleasure of him fucking me, his end rubbing over my sweet spot then bumping deep and good.


“Whore. Filthy little whore.”


He reached for my clit, fretting me there. “Come on!” he said. “If you want it so bad, come. Show me what a slut you are. Come for me, you dirty, greedy bitch.”


Before long I did. He quickly followed suit, weeks of distance ending in an eruption of crazy, colourless cries.


“Ohhhhh.”


“Oh God.”


We flopped onto our backs, panting heavily before edging together for kisses and cuddles. My cunt was throbbing with the impact of his thrusts, and my arms and shoulders ached. We fell asleep, united in bliss. In the morning, my wrists were tender. In the evening, I checked them. Bruises were forming where his fingers had gripped, moody purple patches, bluish-plum like a storm gathering at dusk, the colour of violent beauty.




Sniper’s Song


Robert Buckley


I could’ve drunk a lake. It was the damned wind. It wasn’t just cold, it was so damned dry it cracked my skin and drew the moisture right out of my throat. My nostrils burned.


Still, I managed to sleep, if only fitfully. ‘I’m too old to be doing this,’ I chuckled to myself, but it was true. Climbing goddamned mountains and sleeping in thorny scrub on a cliff face just a few yards from eternity – that was for younger guys. Like my spotter.


Bogs . . . short for Bogdan, a Polish kid. He went straight from Gdansk into Uncle Sam’s Army. One of the best spotters I ever worked with. He seemed to be happy to be teamed with this old fossil too.


I heard Bogs tapping away at the laptop. A false dawn was beginning to reveal the contour of the peak across the chasm. Neither of us wanted to have been sent up here on a wild goose chase.


I began to doze again, and dream of Linda. Always the same dream, always about the last night we were together. I never thought I’d be reactivated. Not in this century. Maybe they’d called me back to be an instructor. That’s what I had told Linda.


“They’ll keep me stateside to teach young kids coming up. They aren’t going to trust a pair of eyes that are nearly fifty years old.”


“Those eyes never age,” she had said, smiling through tears. “They look the same, since the day they caught me skinny-dipping.”


I didn’t stay stateside, thanks to Willard. Damned company man put in a special request for me. He probably thought he was doing me a favor. He was always a pain in the ass.


Willard was in charge of this mission and that meant he got to handpick his team, whether they wanted to be picked or not.


Willard’s prune face receded and again I dreamt of Linda, naked, eyes glistening from fresh tears. I had never felt such a powerful need to fuck a woman as I did that night before I left. I was relentless and she responded fiercely and recklessly, screaming and crying . . . even drawing blood. It was as if she felt it would be our last time.


Bogs shook me awake. “Camel is on the move.”


Camel was the code name of our target. He had returned to this mountaintop twice, a foolish mistake. We expected him to return a third time, a fatal mistake. Intelligence had tried to divine what attraction this godforsaken place had for him in this entire shithole of a country. In the end, it was enough that he returned at regular intervals.


His movements were tracked by satellite. They could have taken him out with a Predator, but Willard demanded absolute confirmation of a kill. That meant death had to be made by personal delivery, with a bullet.


A natural arch spanned the chasm and provided access to the opposite peak as it had since the days of Alexander the Great. Camel’s vehicle would traverse the arch to our right, turn left and disappear behind a jagged formation of rock, and then stop on the small, sloped plateau outside the rude hovel we’d been spying on since we arrived. There was no sign the hovel was occupied.


Bogs efficiently set up equipment and attached cables to the riflescope that fed into a small black box that itself connected to the laptop.


In a moment, the whine of a struggling engine caught our attention. A beige Range Rover made its way gingerly over the natural bridge. Once it had attained the opposite peak, it stopped and dislodged five armed men, Camel’s bodyguards.


The engine began to whine again and we could hear the stubborn clutch as it popped into gear. The vehicle disappeared behind the rock formation and then entered the unobstructed plateau. I already had the driver fixed in my sights as he emerged from the Range Rover. I zoomed in. Everything I could see was being fed via satellite to Willard, wherever the hell he was.


I fixed my earpiece and waited for Willard to confirm the target and authorize the shot.


“Hey,” Bogs said. “He’s got company.”


I raised the scope a bit to the left. From the hovel emerged a small woman. She was dressed in the garb of the mountain people from this region, but her face was uncovered. As her features became clearer I surmised she was in her twenties. As she got closer to Camel she broke into a run and threw herself into his arms. He spun her around, and as he did he revealed his face.


Less than thirty seconds later Willard’s voice crackled through my earpiece. “Target is confirmed – repeat – target is confirmed. Looks like he had a yen for a little poontang. It’ll get ’em every time. Take your shot – repeat – take this fucking prick out.”


It was perfect. The moon lit up the area like a ballpark during a night game. Camel was dead. He just didn’t know it.


Camel and the girl kissed. He had to bend down to her. Her hands gripped the material of his shirt in tight fists as his hands roamed gently over her body. They broke the kiss and he stepped away to the vehicle from which he retrieved blankets and other loose bedding and tossed them on the ground.


The girl’s hands moved deftly over her garments, which fell away in ribbons and billows in the wind. She ran to Camel and began to help him shed his own clothes.


Bogs’s voice was insistent, yet questioning. “They repeat – take your shot. They’ll lose satellite in thirty seconds.”


Willard’s voice crackled again. “What’s happening? Looks like a clear shot.”


“I’ll take it when I’m ready,” I whispered into the microphone set.


“We’re losing satellite video for thirty minutes. What are you waiting for?”


“I’ll take it when I’m ready and confirm he’s down. You stand by with Predators when we need to book it out of here.”


There was a second or two of hesitation before Willard said, “Roger that.”


I yanked the cables off the scope. They couldn’t see what was happening now anyway.


Camel and the girl were all arms and legs rocking on the ground. And when the wind blew just right, I thought I could hear their moans and sighs as they made love in one of the most loveless places on the planet.


Bogs said nothing. He knew enough to trust me not to let the target slip away.


Now we both heard the cries of urgent passion, and a sweet, sad girlish voice waft across the chasm. Camel sat up with his back toward us. The girl sat in his lap, her breasts to his chest and her legs clenched tightly around his hips. Through the scope I saw the ripple of his muscles as he rocked himself up deeply inside her. Her small hands traced his shoulder blades and the three shrapnel scars about midway down his back.


The girl’s chin rested on his shoulder. Tears running freely down her cheeks. Her face – like Linda’s – a profound mixture of passion and sadness. It was as if she knew this would be their last time.


He shuddered and her eyes rolled back. Then they fell back on the blankets and curled together.


Bogs nudged me. “It’ll be dawn soon.”


I nodded. I wondered about the girl, and about Camel. I wondered if she knew how many arms were left empty because of him, how many cunts were left empty because of him, how many hearts were empty because of him.


Even as I watched him fill her legs and fill her womb, my thoughts turned to Linda. Linda liked to fuck like that, breasts to chest, in my lap, with her thighs clenched around my waist. Strong little thighs. My ribs hurt after we were done.


The sky was becoming pink. Camel rose and lifted the girl to her feet. Tenderly, he swathed her in a blanket against the cold. She handed him a piece of red cloth that fluttered like silk. One tender kiss and he took his leave.


“We have satellite back,” Bogs said.


I reattached the cables to the scope. “Tell Willard to have the Predators target the arch bridge,” I said.


The Range Rover left the girl standing in a swirl of dust and disappeared behind the rock formation. It reappeared and stopped at the arch. Camel’s men tumbled into the vehicle as he moved over into the passenger’s seat. I trained the scope on him through the windshield.


The vehicle again moved gingerly over the ancient formation. At about halfway across, I watched him lift the red fabric to his nose and breathe deeply. It was the last thing he knew before my rifle coughed and his chest exploded all over his companions.


They tumbled out of the Range Rover like a clown act pointing their AKs in all directions. They didn’t have a clue where the shot came from. Two glints like welders’ torches in the sky shot over the peaks. The missiles launched by the Predators hurtled into the stone arch. Then the entire formation, which had stood since before the time of Alexander the Great, broke into blocks of granite and plummeted into the chasm below.


“Confirmed, Camel down – repeat – confirmed, Camel down.” Willard’s voice crackled again. “Nice shot, excellent . . .”


Bogs broke the connection. In his thick Polish accent he said, “Time to boogie, boss. Gotta make the LZ in twenty minutes.”


I nodded. Bogs had already packed the equipment and was humping it down the slope. I lifted my glasses to the opposite slope. The girl stood, looking at us. I focused in tighter. Her face was wet. I looked for a sign of hate in her eyes, but saw none. Just sadness.


I turned and stumbled down the slope. I was going home to Linda. Nothing, or no one could stop me.




The Swimming Pool


Vina Green


I have always loved the water.


My family is religious.


I grew up near the sea, reading the Bible.


As a child, one of my favourite stories was the biblical account of Moses leading the Israelites through to the Promised Land by parting the Red Sea. In pictorial reproductions of this story, I always thought that Moses seemed unreasonably terrified, holding his staff aloft as if that stick alone might hold back the walls of water which in a short time would sweep away the Egyptians.


I was never particularly impressed by Moses’s miracle. The ocean and I were good friends. Given the right motivation, I thought, I could convince water to part. It was just a matter of asking nicely.


I often fantasized about how the Egyptians must have felt as the sea came tumbling down on them. I thought that the illustrators of my children’s Bible story book had it wrong. The pictures were full of screaming soldiers with wide white eyes clinging to the backs of horses with legs kicking high into the air as if running against the waves. I thought that it might feel wonderful to drown. When I swam laps with my high school swimming team, I angered my coach by neglecting overarm and back stroke and breast stroke and instead travelling from one end of the pool to the other in a single dive, holding the air in my lungs until I felt my chest would burst into flames without another breath, and then bursting out of the water in one heady gasp, like a whale emptying its blowhole.


The first time I ever discovered pubic hair and the natural secretions of a woman’s sex, I was in a swimming pool. I was lowering myself into the water, easing a severe sunburn, when I found a thick strand of coarse black hair, curled up and stuck to the side of the pool.


“What’s that?” I asked my older and wiser friend.


“Ugh,” she said in disgust, “it’s a pube.”


“What’s it got on it?” I asked again, pointing to a thick, luminous droplet that had gathered on one end of the hair.


“It’s come,” she hissed into my ear, pushing off from the pool side with a splash to signal that the conversation was over.


That explained a few things, I thought, tying together strange words overheard in schoolyard conversations and remembering the shock I had felt when I had looked down at the small mound between my legs one day and noticed a few long strands of silky hair gathering in a place that I was too ashamed and too afraid to talk about.


I gave up swimming in school clubs, as I was always too independent to turn up on time and to swim drills, which I hated. I continued swimming, but always on my own, and always when and where I wanted to swim.


Years later, when I was married, I shocked my husband by taking off my clothes and diving into the water naked when we were on holiday in Brighton one November.


“Someone will see you!” he hissed, kneeling onto the pier and flailing his arm in the water, as if to grab me by an errant limb and pull me out again.


“I don’t care!” I yelled back, the cold weight of the water rushing against my skin with all the hard comfort of a steel blanket.


When we returned from holiday, he filed for divorce.


I still swim, nearly every day, at a pool around the corner from my office. Of course, the other executives presume that I do it out of some kind of dutiful attempt to stay slim, because having the long slender legs and the strong muscled shoulders that come from regularly pushing through water is good for business. But I couldn’t care less about that. I swim for the feeling of swimming, the cool brush of liquid against my skin, the heady freedom of nearly passing out in the water with a foolish too long holding of breath. I swim because it’s the only chance that I have, that I have ever had, to do whatever I like with my own damn body.


There was a boy who swam around the same time of day, and I could tell by the way that he glided through the water that he swam for the same reasons I do. He was about half my age, perhaps twenty, perhaps twenty-two. He had milky skin that glowed in the water and the firm chiselled body of someone who is both very young and very careful with their diet. I was glad, watching him, that I didn’t have a son of my own, so I felt no rush of guilt at my voyeurism, despite his youth.


Sometimes we swam laps alongside each other, in adjacent lanes if the pool was quiet, or in the same lane, if it was busy. I imagined as we passed each other that the rush of water that lapped my skin was an extension of his skin, the wave instigated by his body like a cool hand running from the tip of my feet to the top of my head.


I felt that he looked at me too, that it was no accident he appeared at the pool more and more frequently at the time that I swam. I noticed that he would join my lane, rather than swim alongside one of the other swimmers, though their pace was often more suited to his own.


On one occasion, I had stepped out of the pool and was rinsing off the pool water under one of the two shower heads alongside the pool. The showers were unisex and accessible from the poolside, but blocked off by a concrete wall to give occupants a sense of privacy. The boy stepped under the other shower head, next to me. I watched the water running down the lines of his muscles, like streams running over rocks.


He soon noticed that I was staring, and caught my eye. I felt a flush run across my cheeks, and glanced down as if to avert my eyes, noticing that the bulge in his trunks had grown, his cock now hard and straining at the seam of his shorts. Water ran down the bulge like a waterfall. He blushed too, and turned to the wall, hiding his hardness from me and breaking our gaze.


“Would you like me to give you a hand?” I whispered to his back.


He turned around again. “Sure,” he said.


His voice had the strange, almost American sound of someone who had grown up somewhere foreign, but had been schooled in an American school. His hair was thick and dark, his eyes almost black, and I imagined that outside of the pool he was the kind of boy who would look good wearing anything, but would look best wearing something expensive and Italian, perhaps a designer leather jacket, and weaving dangerously through cobbled streets on the back of a Vespa. He should have some pretty young thing sitting behind him with her arms wrapped gracefully around his thick waist and her long hair flying back into the wind, not someone twice his age in a one-piece swimsuit offering to grope his cock in the local swimming pool.


But never mind what should have been, here he was, this marble statue brought to life in front of me with a still-grown member standing to attention and waiting for my touch. I peeled down the elastic band of his shorts, so small and tight I had to reach in and pull his cock free from the wet fabric. It sprung out of his trunks, grazing my stomach as it filled the space between us. It was perhaps the most beautiful penis I had ever seen. I’ve always been a big fan of cock. And, attached to the right man, I was willing to work with a multitude of penile idiosyncrasies, knowing that I had my own imperfections, which were still enjoyable in their own way. I’d seen purple cocks, cocks stretched all the way over to one side like a banana, cocks no larger than my thumb, even when fully erect. My husband’s cock was the strangest I’d ever seen, short and stumpy with a thin shaft and bulbous head, like a doorknob.


But this boy’s penis, it was something to be revered. Long, but not so long that it would hit the end of my cervix uncomfortably if we were to fuck, thick enough that my fingers just met as I wrapped my hand around it, completely straight and evenly coloured, as pale as the rest of him. I ran my hand gently up and down the shaft, and then knelt, my knees hurting immediately on the concrete floor of the pool. I gave the head a couple of gentle licks. His skin was silkier than anything I had felt before. I looked up to admire the full length of it, then bent my head to take the whole wondrous thing into my mouth.


I forgot he was there, if I’m honest, so lost was I in the gentle rhythm of my mouth sliding up and down his shaft. He gave a low moan, within minutes – he was young after all – and he placed his hands on my head, motioning that I should move away, as he was about to orgasm. I clamped my mouth down around his cock and put my hands on his arse, pulling him into me, and felt his hot liquid shoot into my mouth. I gently removed my lips, careful not to knock his private parts at their most sensitive time, as he shrivelled against me.


Cocks aren’t the same when they’re flaccid. Still nice, of course, but without an erection not nearly as beautiful a thing to my mind. His was no different in this respect, seeming somehow less brave as it shrank.


I stood and helped him pull his trunks up.


“Merci,” he said, into my ear, and I understood what he meant. It wasn’t a very English thing to do, and perhaps for the occasion, a French word was best.


We saw each other again regularly after that, though never outside the pool, and never for sex. I didn’t once remove my bathing suit. We were nearly caught, once or twice, but the pool wasn’t very popular, and most people showered inside the changing rooms rather than by the poolside. I must have worshipped that cock of his about a hundred times, until he eventually did get a girlfriend, and, I like to imagine, a leather jacket and a Vespa. After one final day, I never saw him again.




Photos for My Husband


O’Neil De Noux


My husband, who has been in the Army in Afghanistan for seven months, asked me to email pictures of myself to him, sexy pictures. He said he missed me terribly. He wanted pictures of me in the new red negligée he had sent me. He suggested I look up someone we could trust, his old photography teacher here at LSU, where my husband and I met. I remembered Professor Lupo and set up an appointment.


Craig admired Professor Lupo and wanted to be a photographer himself before he went into the Army. They had become friends. It sounded fine to me, but I must admit, I felt a little apprehensive and a little excited about it. I guess every girl has a naughty desire to be a centerfold.


I’m not that good-looking, but with the right make-up, I can hang in there with the rest of the hot chicks. What I do have, and what my husband always told me I had, was a great body. You see, I’m Craig’s Miss Boobs. So I fixed myself up, put on some nice make-up, fluffed my dark brown hair and wiggled into a short, tight black dress.


It was July, no classes and no students, and Professor Lupo’s studio sat along a cul-de-sac on the sprawling campus. He was a good-looking man in his mid-forties with greying hair and said Craig had sent him an email about what poses he wanted. My photographer’s smile was warm and friendly.


The shooting parlor had a skylight and a line of windows facing a closed-in courtyard. Bright sunlight streamed into the room where there was a red sofa on a black rug. He turned on a stereo and I walked around the sofa to the windows and back again. He grabbed one of his cameras and began snapping pictures.


He waved me to the front of the sofa and said, “Stand here. Put your hand on your hip. Move this way. Bend over. Roll your hips. Run your hands through your hair.”


I was getting a little turned on, especially when he had me lie down on the rug. Moving around me and snapping pictures, I could see he got some good shots up my dress. I was wearing extra thin pink panties. Well, Craig wanted sexy.


After, I went into the bathroom and changed into the red negligée. Checking myself out in the mirror, I felt a rush of excitement. My large breasts were plainly visible through the sheer material and the matching panty did little to hide my mat of dark pubic hair. Stepping out of the bathroom, I felt my face flush when the professor’s eyes gave me the once-over. But his warm smile put me at ease as I posed for him, standing and moving around. He draped me across the sofa.


I felt the camera’s lens as if it were a caressing hand. I was getting wet and breathing heavier, especially when Professor Lupo began posing me seductively. Each time he touched me, I felt a rush. He moved my arms around and then my legs, until I was lying on my back, my knees open. He took close-ups between my legs. Craig wanted sexy.


Smooth as hell, the professor said, from behind his camera, “Now take off the top, slowly.”


I gulped, sat up and did as I was asked, letting the top fall from my shoulders.


“Now cup your breasts in your hands.”


My nipples were hard and incredibly sensitive. I offered them to the lens – for my husband, I told myself. But I was wet as hell then and it wasn’t for my husband, it was for the camera. I was getting real turned on.


“Take off the negligée.”


Professor Lupo moved me around the sofa in different positions and I tried to see if I was having any effect on him and it didn’t seem that I was. He was breathing normally. Then I got a good look at his crotch and saw a large bulge in his jeans. I smiled to myself.


I was on my back again when he told me to take off the panties. I lifted my butt, pulled them down and let them fall off my ankles and there I was, naked and loving every scintillating second.


He kept snapping pictures, switching cameras and moving me around. He had me stand and walk around and it occurred to me that I was pretty exposed through the windows. I peeked out to see if anyone was appreciating the view, but there was no one. I felt a little let down.


Back on the sofa, the professor asked me to touch myself.


“I want to see your face glow,” he said.


It didn’t take long before I was masturbating for the camera. It was glorious. Craig loved to watch me play with myself. I wanted to send him pictures of that. I was so damn hot.


“Come on,” my photographer urged me, “come on.”


I was going at it pretty hard by then.


“I want to see you come.”


I tried, but the harder I tried the more elusive the climax became. He was getting some wide open pussy shots of me, but I couldn’t come. After several minutes, I stopped to catch my breath. Professor Lupo looked out from behind his camera and shrugged.


“You can help, you know,” I heard myself say. I wanted to take it back but there was no taking it back.


He inched closer and moved his left hand across my knee and up my thigh to my sopping pussy. Once he touched me I was a goner. I gyrated against his fingers and then reached down to push them further into me. I pumped against his finger-fucking and then sat up and kissed him hard on the mouth.


He put his camera aside and was all over me, kissing me back and sucking my neck and my aching breasts, gently biting my nipples before kissing his way down my stomach. He opened my legs and stuck his tongue into me, grabbing my ass with his hands. I came immediately with his tongue and cried out and continued crying as he worked that tongue against my clit.


He stood up and unzipped his jeans. I reached over and helped pull out his thick, hard cock. I guided it to my pussy and leaned back as he sank into me. It had been months since I’d been screwed and it felt so damn good.


I screeched and grabbed the sides of the sofa as he began to put it to me like a pile driver. He caressed my breasts and sucked them and fucked me. I came again, twice before he shot off a load, pulling out to spurt it over my belly.


Sinking atop me, Professor Lupo kissed me softly on my lips. “God,” he said.


“Exactly,” I said.


After I’d cleaned up and dressed, he kissed me again, gently. It wasn’t a sex kiss this time, it was the loving kiss of a very gentle man. He was fantastic.


I couldn’t wait to see the pictures and he downloaded them on his computer, put them on a flash drive for me to send to Craig. As I looked at them, it didn’t seem to be me, but it was. I looked fantastic. I looked sexy and erotic and gorgeous.


It took a couple dozen emails to get them all to Craig, who came right back with how much he loved them and how he was jacking off looking at them.


“I want more,” he wrote.


I told him I loved him and said I would send more. I had felt some guilt at first, but I love Craig so much and our professor was a good lay.


The second time, he took outdoor pictures behind his house. I had an extra rush, walking around naked in the open.


After, he took me inside and screwed me two times that evening. It felt so damn good. I can’t help thinking – God, I sure married a good man.




No Good Deed


Alison Tyler


The click of the handcuffs resonated inside Jamie. No other sound in the world had the same effect. The lock shut with a cold, crisp finality, and she knew that the only way she’d be loose again was when Killian decided to set her free. From the stern expression on his face, Jamie knew that moment was a long way off.


“What’s the name of the game?” Killian asked as he bound her slim ankles to the footboard. There was no expression in his voice. Not anger. Not disappointment. She wished that he would yell at her, call her names, do something to show that he wasn’t simply moving on autopilot.


She turned her head to watch him over her shoulder, dark bangs fluttering in front of her eyes, so that she saw him through the wisps of her hair. Although she had an excuse to offer, she didn’t say a word – didn’t dare.


“Come on, baby.”


But there it was. The “baby” that let her feel the emotion swell up inside of her, the way it had the very first time he’d called her that. She could remember the night clearly – as if she had black and white photographs of each separate moment in time. They’d met at a party. She’d shaken his hand at the start of the evening, thought he was attractive – tall and slim, an air of rogue about his edges in spite of his expensive shirt, leather jacket – but she hadn’t felt any reciprocation. Only later in the night, when she’d been talking to another man by the bar, had Killian come up behind her.


“Ready to go, baby?”


Like they were a couple. Intrigued, she’d followed his lead, slid on her coat, let him take her by the wrist. She’d been his ever since.


He’d led her to the car, pressed her up against the hood, got his mouth right close to her ear and whispered, “You flirting?”


The hot sensation of guilt flooded through her. Had she been? Well, yeah. But she’d come to the party a single. Single people could flirt. She tried to explain this to Killian, but the look in his eyes stopped her. Finally, stammering, she’d said, “Yes, I was.”


“Honesty’s always the best policy with me, kid,” he said, nodding. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not going to give you a spanking.”


It was as if he’d gotten inside of her head. Seen all of her fantasies. No man had ever talked to her like that before.


“Do you understand?”


She’d nodded. She didn’t really, though. What was he offering?


“If you get into that car with me, I am going to spank your ass until you cry. And then I’m going to take you home, cuff your wrists over your head and lick your sweet pussy until you come like you’ve never come before. And the whole time I’m licking you, you’re going to be imagining the spanking I’m going to give you after.”


Jesus fucking Christ. Her knees had felt weak. Even if this was only a one-night stand, even if she never saw him again, she knew she’d go with him. Thank God, she’d worn pretty panties. That was the final rational, or at least semi-rational thought she had as she let him position her over his lap in the back seat of the Chevy, felt his warm hand push her skirt to her waist, felt the stinging slap of the first blow through her candy-colored knickers.


Now, his voice remained flat. “What’s the name?”


This was like some twisted version of “Rumpelstiltskin”. She felt a laugh welling up, and she bit the insides of her cheeks to keep the sound contained. Chuckling now would be a bad idea. Doing anything that Killian did not specifically request would be a bad idea. A shudder ran through her as he tightened the leather on her ankles. She was stretched taut, totally naked on the pale pink satin sheets, her thighs spread, her pussy pressed firmly to the mattress. She could feel the wetness under her, and her cheeks burned. Being turned on wasn’t something she could control. If Killian tested her, if he slid his fingers between her nether lips, she was done for.


“The game is called ‘Punish the Slut’,” Killian said as he walked around her. There was a dangerous tone in his voice now. “God, kid, you’re such a good player, you should have known that. I mean, you’re a fucking champion.”


Was she? She felt like she was in the weeds.


He’d met her this evening at the bar at eight. Just like they’d planned. She’d been perched up on the corner stool, talking to a handsome man, and when Killian walked in the man placed a hand on her thigh, right below the hem of her skirt, on her bare skin.


Timing is everything.


Killian hadn’t said a word. He slapped a twenty on the bar, gripped her wrist, and pulled her out of the place. There was no conversation in the car. Not a single threat or recrimination. He took her home, told her to strip, and bound her down to the bed.


That’s where they were now.


She could have refused if she’d wanted to. She could have explained herself, gotten out of this mess with only a few easy sentences.


The thing was she didn’t want to.


Punish the Slut.


She knew the rules well enough, after all.


The blindfold slipped into place – black velvet, soft like feathers. The ball gag was next. She thrashed as he buckled the hated gag; she couldn’t help herself. The taste of the rubber was far too unpleasant to take willingly. Bitter, but reminiscent of some far away memory – like black tar and licorice. Killian seemed to like her struggles, easily exerting the force to keep her steady as he fastened the gag tight.


What was coming next made her heart race and her clit throb. He was going to cane her. If she had wanted him to go easy on her, if she’d wanted him to let her off with a warning, she’d lost the chance to say. To beg. To explain.


The gag was fastened. There wasn’t even a chance for a safe word. With Killian, she’d never needed one before. No reason to think she would now.


On most days, the cane stood in the corner of their closet, leaning against the wall. He hardly ever used it. They hardly ever reached this point. But she’d been craving the pain, jonesing for it, like any addict. Like any hungry little needling.


But that didn’t make this any easier.


Pain is pain, whether you want it or not. Whether it soothes your soul, calms your needs, smoothes out the roughness of your edges. Pain is still fucking pain.


He let her feel the cane before the first stroke. He set the length of the weapon against her naked ass, rested the weight on her. She was lost in sensory deprivation. No way to speak. No chance to see the look in his eyes when he cut into her. She had no idea how many strokes he was going to land – no clue when he would start or when he would end. That made the fear rise up strong inside the pit of her belly.


She could hear him walking around the bed. She could hear the sound of his heavy steps in those boots. And then she felt his breath, warm on the side of her neck. His lips to her ear.


“Punish the Slut,” he whispered. “It’s my favorite game to play.”


And then he lifted the cane and struck the first blow.


Light exploded behind her shut lids. She clenched down so hard, she thought she’d come right then. A second blow landed before she had a chance to absorb the first. Cold sweat ran down her spine. She bit so hard into the gag that the taste of rubber flooded through her. There was no way to scream, and yet the sound of her pain echoed in her head. A third blow crossed the first two, and she tested the bounds unintentionally, her whole body tensing, the handcuff chain rattling.


Four and five came in quick succession, a pause, then six, seven and eight. She would have smiled if the gag hadn’t been stretching her lips. He’d given her eight strokes for the time they’d planned on meeting. She heard the cane hit the floor and then she felt him on her. Pounding into her. No word. No kiss. Just his cock inside of her, obliterating the pain with pleasure. Almost. Not quite, of course. But enough. There had to be a remnant of the pain – that’s how Jamie was wired.


Killian had understood that about her from the start.


Some people just know.


He slammed against her, fucking her so hard she thought she could feel his cock all the way to the back of her throat. She came when he did, spurred on by his climax, and then she felt the weight of him lift. More than that. The weight of wanting lifted. The weight of needing, which had dogged her for weeks, urging her on. Putting dark thoughts in her mind.


She was relaxed now. Undone.


Tomorrow, she’d thank Roger for meeting her at the bar. Buy him a dinner maybe. He was a nice boy, a kid from the mailroom at work. She knew Roger and his boyfriend Daniel were skint, living from paycheck to paycheck. And maybe, if he asked really nice, she’d show him her marks in the ladies’ room.


Punish the Slut.


Of course, she’d known the name of the game all along, of course. But she hadn’t wanted to win.


Not when losing was so much more her style.




Valentine Sinner


David Hawthorne


Date: Sun, 15 Feb


From: CyberStud


Subject: Last Night


To: HotGurl33


Last night was the most fantastic experience I have ever had. Our chance meeting at the Valentine’s Day dance was incredible luck! I could tell that you were a little uncomfortable with the rather revealing dress you wore. Still, even with your initial shyness, you captured me completely. After a few dances, I knew that we were to have a very special romance. I talked you into sneaking out with me and we went down the street to the little, dingy gutter motel. You were like a beautiful red rose there in the dim light. When you stripped for me, it was like watching a Hollywood movie star.


When I mounted you it was a pleasure worthy of enjoyment by a king. If I was just a little rough it was because of the passions your fantastic young body inspired. Each stroke was a journey through wild passion like a safari into an unknown jungle of sin. I could feel you all around me and it was as if you were the only woman in the world. You were Eve to my Adam, a photon to my atom. I could tell that you were aroused too, as your sighs and moans of passionate lust drove me to erotic heights of near shame! When I got my full length into your hot, wet love tunnel, I could feel you swept off of the cliff of passion, to float satisfied through the air. I did not yet join you, as I had need of more of your sexual magic. I continued to explore the depths of your sexuality until we both exploded in a frantic frenzy of delight. I shall never forget that moment, our first night and hopefully not our last. Afterward, we lay together in a perfect harmony that I must have again. Can we meet at the Milk Bar next Saturday at, say, 9 p.m.? Until then, my very own Hot Girl . . .


Your CyberStud


Date: Mon, 16 Feb


From: HotGurl33


Subject: Milk Bar


To: CyberStud


I want you to know that I was a little swept away on Valentine’s Day. I normally do not commit myself to the degree I did with you that night. I must admit that it was a fantastic experience!


I will meet you at the Milk Bar next Saturday at 9.30 p.m.-ish. You will have to be a little patient with your Hot Gurl. I do not want to get into this thing too fast, as I have been hurt before.


Your HG


Date: Tue, 17 Feb


From: CyberStud


Subject: Last Night


To: Trollop03


The other day was the most fantastic experience I have ever had. Our chance meeting at the Pre-Valentine’s Day Mixer downtown was incredible luck! You looked so calm and cool in your pretty silk lady suit. I could tell that you had fire behind the ice! Even with your initial rather cool style, you captured me completely. After a few dances, I knew that we were to have a very special romance. I talked you into sneaking out with me and we went down the street to a little, dingy gutter motel that did not really do our love justice. You were like a beautiful red rose there in the dim light. When you stripped for me, it was like watching a Hollywood movie star!


When I mounted you it was a pleasure worthy of enjoyment by a king. If I was just a little rough, it was because of the passions your silken body inspired! Each stroke was a journey through wild passion like climbing a dangerous mountain in a foreign land. I could feel you all around me and it was as if you were the only woman in the world. I could tell that you were aroused too, as your sighs and moans of passion drove me to erotic heights of sinful lust! When I got my full length into your hot, wet love tunnel, I could feel you swept off of the cliff of passion, and you soared away like a sexy bird. I did not yet join you, as I had need of more of your sexual magic. I continued to explore the depths of your sexuality until we both exploded in passion. I shall never forget that moment and our first night together, hopefully not our last. Afterward, we lay together in a perfect harmony that I must have again. Can we meet at the Martini Bar this Friday at, say, 7 p.m.? Until then, my wanton trollop!


Your C-Stud


Date: Tue, 17 Feb


From: Trollop03


Subject: Martini Bar


To: CyberStud


I want you to know that I was a little swept away on the night of the V-Day Mixer. I normally do not go to a motel with a man I just met. Wow – it was a very sexy experience!


I can’t make 7.00 p.m. but how about meeting @ the Martini Bar Friday at 10 p.m.? But look – do not expect so much on our second date. We need to take a little time here to get to know each other. Thinking of you until Friday!


Your Trollop with a Laptop


Date: Tue, 17 Feb


From: HappyGal


Subject: Roses


To: CyberStud


I’m still riding high on the roses you sent for Valentine’s Day to my office. Oh, the other girls were so jealous and they still are. “Who is he?” they keep asking but what am I going to say? A man I have never met and only talk to online, who lives across the country sends me a dozen long-stem red roses! Ha! They might say you’re a cyber-stalker but I know better. After all these months I feel like I’ve known you all my life. Isn’t that weird?


I keep reading and rereading the saved chat log of our cybersex sex session late that night. I could tell you were as charged up as I was! And then talking to you on the phone. I just love your voice, so deep and strong and masculine; I could listen to that voice all day and never tire of it.


It drives me crazy sometimes that you live on the other side of the country. So much real estate between our hearts, but online or on the phone it’s like we’re standing next to each other and nothing can keep us apart.


So when those roses arrived, I knew you truly love me and it’s just not all phone and cyber sex when you’re bored. How I wish we could be together. How I wish things were different. How I wish I didn’t have a husband and you lived out here.


But I’ll take what I can get for now, for your love makes me


Your HappyGal


Date: Wed, 18 Feb


From: CyberStud


Subject: A Rose is a Rose is a . . .


To: HappyGal


Last Friday night (or, technically, Saturday morning) was the best time yet I had with you online. And then when you were able to sneak away on the cell phone, and husband asleep, I got so hard just listening to your beautiful voice. If and when we ever do meet “in the flesh” this is how I see us:


We go to a motel room. It’s a cheap motel and it has a certain flair and tawdriness to it. We get undressed and stand naked in front of each other. I take you in my arms and kiss you. We fall to the bed that has noisy springs.


When I mount you it is a pleasure worthy of enjoyment by a king. If I am just a little rough, it is because of the passions your silken body inspires! Each stroke is a journey through wild passion like climbing a dangerous mountain in a foreign land. I can feel you all around me and it is like you are the only woman in the world. I can tell that you are aroused too, as your sighs and moans of passion drive me to erotic heights of sinful lust! When I get my full length into your hot, wet love tunnel, I feel you swept off the cliff of passion, and you soar away like a sexy seagull. I do not yet join you because I need more of your sexual magic. I continue to explore the depths of your sexuality until we both explode in passion. I shall never forget this moment and our first night together, hopefully not our last. Afterward, we lie together in a perfect harmony that I must have again.


Hope that makes you as wet as it makes me hard.


Please get a plane ticket and fly out here now!


CyberStud


Date: Wed, 18 Feb


From: Trollop03


Subject: Martini Bar


To: CyberStud, HotGurl33


Look, CyberStud, you are nothing but a two-timing phony baloney. My roommate, HotGurl33, and I were comparing notes and discovered that you are nothing but a lying, two-timing asshole who only wants to fuck a girl and then move on. I do not need your kind and neither does HotGurl33. She will not bother to send you an email, as low scum such as yourself are not worth the trouble.


There is a bus leaving town Friday at 9 p.m. – be under it!


Trollop03(and also HotGurl33)


Date: Thurs, 19 Feb


From: D. Shaw


Subject: My Wife


To: CyberStud


Listen here, Mr CyberCrud, you dirty rotten bastard sonofa-bitch! The woman you have been talking to that calls herself HappyGal is my wife! Elaine, MY WIFE. I knew something was fishy so I got her password and took a look at all the emails from you and the discussing chat transcripts. You make me sick, you creep, you clown. How can you do this with another man’s wife? This is adultery. You out to wreck my home?


I am warning you, buddy: stay away from my wife. Do not email her, do not call her. I don’t care if you live 5,000 miles away, if I find out you contacted her I will fly out there and wring your neck, then I’ll tear your head off and piss down the hole.


Keep out of our lives!


Dan Shaw (husband of Elaine Shaw)


Date: Thurs, 19 Feb


From: DigiSlut


Subject: Hiya Stud!


To: CyberStud


Attachment: Slut, Nude


Well, CyberStud, the good girls found out your little act. I work with the lady who calls herself Trollop03 and she told me that you are the type of no-good, low-life man who will lure a girl to a crummy cheap motel, fuck her brains out with your huge cock and then immediately go searching for another pussy. You can just forget about Trollop03 and HotGurl33. Those two will have nothing to do with your ilk and your milk and martinis.


I am a girl of five feet four inches with a slim figure, but a set of tits you gotta see and taste to believe! I am thought to be attractive and I gotta see if your cock is really that big and if you are as horny as the girls say. I’m also nineteen – hot young stuff! They say you’re in your mid-thirties. You ever have a teen girl before?


You will like my hot young pussy and you will also find out that I am a little more active in bed than the good girls. I like it hard, deep and frequently. You best stoke up on Levitra, old man, and come looking for anal action too – you got it, stud, I take it up the pooper and luv it! I will be at the Star Bar Friday around 8.30 p.m. I will be wearing a red dress that screams WHORESLUT. But don’t worry, honey, I don’t charge, I just get a charge. Star Bar has rooms upstairs so we don’t need to waste time running around looking for a crappy roach motel with come-stained pillow sheets.


If you are as good as the good girls say, I got a couple of girlfriends who are real strumpets and can fuck the brains out of a phony, two-timing ass heel like you so damn good that you will forget about looking for any other pussies to conquer.


Star Bar, 8.30, be there if you dare!


DigiSlut


Date: Thurs, 19 Feb


From: CyberStud


Subject: Friday it is!


To: DigiSlut


You sound like my kind of lady!


CyberStud


Date: Thurs, 19 Feb


From: Elaine Shaw


Subject: [none]


To: CyberStud


I am so sorry, my darling! I am at a public library and I have to make this quick. Dan won’t let me on the computer. I am so sorry he sent you that threat. You don’t know how awful it’s been here. He is so angry I am afraid he will hurt me. I don’t know what to do. I wish I could hear your voice but it’s just not safe. I have to go now. I guess we will never speak again and that hurts so much.


Your


NotSoHappyGal


Date: Thurs, 19 Feb


From: Joanne


Subject: Friday Night Ass Kicking


To: Avenging Brother


Hey, little brother.


OK, so that jerk-off asshole took the bait. He will be at the Star Bar tomorrow around 8.30 p.m. as planned. Kick his ass good for me!


Your Sister


Date: Tue, 24 Feb


From: HappyGal


Subject: Freedom


To: CyberStud


My Dear Stud,


It’s safe now. We can talk. Didn’t you get my email Sunday? I left my husband. I left Dan. He started hitting me and I had him arrested. I’m in a hotel room right now that has internet. I have seen a divorce lawyer. I will be free from this horrible marriage soon.


I tried calling you but all I get is voicemail. Is your cell off?


Please call or email or get on chat! I need you! God, I have missed you so. Where are you?


Listen: it will take a few months to process the divorce. I will get half our savings and the house. I have decided to make a bold move. I will quit my job and move out there once everything is done with. This way we can spend next Valentine’s together like we’re meant to.


What do you think?


I am waiting breathlessly for your call . . .


Your


HappyHappyHappyGal




Idyll


Teresa Lamai


“Fatima, just take it. You don’t have to ask.”


There was fresh sweet bread on the table and for the first time in months I felt hunger sharply. My new housemate Goran got angry when I asked for some. I was still learning that Goran prides himself on not owning anything, not wanting anything. I didn’t notice Amel smirking in the corner until he was suddenly standing next to me. He twisted off one end of the bread and said, “Come see the garden.”


Goran and Amel are the only Croatians living in this tiny house by the cemetery in Zagreb. They came to the city for the university, but their families can’t afford the new tuition. So instead they load trucks and work in Peace and Anarchy, a youth center built in an abandoned gasworks. The rest of us are from Bosnia. I should say we’re refugees from Bosnia, here in Zagreb in a strictly provisional sense, on our way to Pakistan or Germany or the US.


As the only girl, I have my own room. Slavica, an older woman my mother had known, was living in the front room with her father and her baby son when I arrived, but she’s since been relocated to Austria. There will most likely be more refugees to take their place but for now it’s just the three of us. Amel and Goran live in the larger upstairs bedroom, and I in the smaller bedroom.


It’s only been seven months since I left Sarajevo. I can’t always separate the reality of what happened from the rumors that consumed us like a collective psychosis.


I may eventually join my brothers in Germany. I may get a visa for the US. I may stay here forever with Amel and Goran.


The sun here is stronger, more Mediterranean. Even in the early morning it’s like an ancient power in a limpid, fragrant sky. The first mass is ending at the cathedral across the street and the shaded cemetery is already flickering with plastic memorial candles. The courtyards of the blue-painted Romani tenements next door are filling with children. I’m washing the sheets in our yard. The garden is a late-summer mess of palm trees, kiwi vines and wild roses. There’s no sense to groom anything since no one stays here long.


Goran comes out, fat pastry in one hand, guitar in the other. His long curls are wet, snaking down his bare back. He puts the guitar on the ground and sits next to me to help. Amel has been out here all morning, simply because, like a sly shadow, he is never far from me. Goran laughs at himself as he wrings one corner of a sheet. His fuzzy thigh presses into my skirt. Warmth on my shoulders and soft pulls at my skull tell me Amel is behind me now. He’s braiding grass into my hair, as he likes to do when we’re outside. We sit quietly for a long, long time.


Every time the breeze stops, I can almost hear our hearts beating.


I’m in love with Goran because he’s generosity and sweetness without limits. He carries his large frame with a sense of wonder and discomfort, as if he just grew into it. His wide shoulders make the house seem small. He towers over me. I think he is intent on keeping his round blue eyes clear of unkind thoughts, as if he believes innocence will protect him like enchanted armor. He fed me constantly when I first arrived here, cutting me slices of bread and cheese and asking if I preferred coffee or chocolate milk or maybe green tea until I burst into exasperated laughter and started smacking him. Our first kiss was a week later, when he came home with a bag of birdseed for me to feed the birds outside my bedroom window. Like he expected me to be here forever; I couldn’t stand it.


His innocence feels less contrived when I’m pressing into him. I’m teaching him that love is selfish. I grab his ass strongly enough to hurt, digging crescents into the flesh, sometimes leaving tiny scabs. I have never told him I love him but he knows from the way I kiss him, the way I run my tongue over his neck and the warm sweet mounds of his chest. The first time I gripped the base of his hardening cock and nipped at his scrotum, he gasped, “That’s good, that’s so good,” with genuine surprise in his voice.


I know it’s unbearable for him to lie still when I’m teasing the silky head of his cock from its foreskin, using just my tongue. I tell him to lie still anyway because I want us both to be free from what he thinks he should do. I just want to torture him until he’s angry enough to fuck me without thinking, his hands tight on my pelvis, cock scorching through my cunt, both of us transported and beyond hurting.


I love Amel for his black silent eyes that seem to absorb everything he looks at. He is slight and dark, speaking rarely, disappearing into the night when it falls. Goran says Amel seems to always be ashamed. Amel follows me stealthily like a cat as I move through the house, settling in the kitchen when I cook or unexpectedly lying on the carpet beside me when I read. We’re not sure where he goes in the evenings.


Nearly every night, I wake up after midnight. The moon has shifted. The air is still. I never hear Amel come home, or open my door, or undress, or pull the covers off the bed. I’ve never seen him naked in the daylight. His voice is what wakes me first, followed by the smooth glide of his belly on mine. The smoky, sweet smell of his hair as it falls on my forehead. His hands are so painfully delicate on the back of my neck that I forget not to moan.


His skin starts to gleam, slippery with our sweat. He moves slowly as if he were underwater, and the breath is sucked out of me as he writhes, his full weight on mine. I’m fascinated by the slick heat of his body, pressing one damp breast, then the other into him, stretching my back to let the arcs of our stomachs kiss. He keeps his hips away from me until this moment. He knows I’ll be wet when he lowers his cock to slide against my aching lips, just splitting them to let the scent fill the room. This is when he finally kisses me. He lets me try to devour him with my mouth and my pussy, and he knows that he can do whatever he wants with me.


I move to lock my ankles behind him but he pulls me to the edge of the bed. Kneeling on the floor, he leans into my shaking thighs and laps with astonishing patience, from time to time sucking on the inner and outer labia until they burn under his breath. The heat is in my chest, suffocating me. When he starts to massage my clit with two fingers, I buck and he stops suddenly, moving up my body to kiss me with swollen lips that taste like seaweed and old red wine.


Afterwards, I let him sleep. I get up because Goran and I always have our breakfast early in the garden. Goran is usually up already, wearing just his shorts, slouching on the moss-covered bench. He puts aside the guitar and holds out his arms to me. His chest is sun-warmed.


Lately there has been no work for them, so they stay home with me all day. We read in the morning, sometimes go to the market to buy flowers or vegetables, and lie in the shady grass all afternoon. The lemon tree is starting to bear fruit. We are not sure how much longer we can go without paying rent.


The third notice came for me today. If I fail once again to report in a timely manner, I’m told, the offer of a US visa will be retracted. I can’t finish reading this right now; it’s time to make lunch. I drop the letter behind my bed and walk out to the patio.




The Room After She Left


Maxim Jakubowski


The camera pans across the room. A slow, steady but almost languorous movement. Noting every feature, every detail, methodically scrutinizing all angles, colours and shapes as it glides along. Every single sign of absence.


This is a room where we made love.


Me and her. Me and she. She and I. I and her. The two of us.


She who has left. Whose name I must no longer mention.


Furniture, walls, standard issue prints (sailing ships, landscapes after Napoleonic battles, Audubon birds), bedspreads, windows, floral-patterned curtains, heavy wooden doors, a bed.


Does a bed have memories? Of the million fucks, of the endless embraces, the sighs, the despair, the words said and unsaid? Like an imprint in a pillow after heads have followed bodies and moved on. To the hotel corridor outside, to the lobby, the road outside, to the rest of their lives?


Hotel rooms don’t belong to this world. They can be anywhere. A Trust House Forte shaped like the Pentagon building, close to Heathrow Airport, frayed carpets. Adobe walls and Indian rugs draped across the floor in Scottsdale, Arizona, close to Phoenix and the John Ford desert of orange horizons and countless cacti. A modern tower overlooking Puget Sound in Seattle, rain crashing in gusts against the bay windows. Or a room in a small bed and breakfast chalet in the Italian Alps facing Mont Blanc, the nearby peaks crested with snow, the early morning sky bluer than blue and a healthy chill lingering in the air. Or again a hotel for students in Paris’s Quartier Latin, where the bed can extend upwards, bunk-like, in times of necessity, the last floor reached by a thin lift cage that can barely accommodate two bodies without an added single piece of luggage. Let’s not even evoke New York hotel rooms: the Plaza, the Algonquin, the Chelsea, the Iroquois, the Gershwin. Take your pick.


Like Gene Hackman in The Conversation listening to the silent sound of lovers in a distant place. Eavesdropping on the memories abandoned by the wayside.


“Is this where it happens?” A woman’s voice, hushed, shy. Hers.


“Yes.” A man’s voice. Darker. Mine.


“Kiss me, then.”


The sound, electric, charged with emotion, of lips meeting.


An echo of lust imprinted through the memory layers of the room. A further memento of the lost past.


“Undress. I want to see your cock.”


“And I want to see your body. Now. Badly. Every square inch of your skin. Watch my fingers map the territory, my fingers roam your intimacy.”


“Yes.”


The voices of several fucks, the awful sound of a togetherness which was too shocking to envisage just a few weeks before when we were strangers to each other, business acquaintances no more, respectively married to others by the virtue and authority of a magistrate or a priest.


The now empty room bears witness.


To the way she shifted across the bed as we lay there so lazily, in no hurry to rush the inevitable first penetration, and lowered her lips towards my cock and took me inside her mouth. The heat. The moistness. One of my fingers lingering on the edge of her puckered sphincter, then moving forward, pressing against the closed ring of darker flesh and slowly inserting myself into her most private, aromatic warmth.


Sounds: breath held back, gentle moans, the velvet friction of white flesh against flesh.


And right now: utter silence as she walks down a south London street to greet another man, a husband, with a look of innocence on her face and guilt in her mind, her skin still tingling from lips, her cunt still full of my juices. But infidelity cannot be read on the horizon of a face, or on fingermarks long faded away on the panorama of her nude body. Maybe only, the sole clue to the mystery of lust that might betray us, the smell of sex. In her breath, despite the Polo mints.


On my fingers, as in an empty hotel room I bring them closer to my nose and inhale the fragrance that still lingers there of her juices and nacreous innards. On my shrivelled cock which I haven’t yet washed – the room is booked until late afternoon; I am in no hurry – where her strong fragrance still seeps deep into the flesh, bathing its roots, reminding me of how well we fitted together genitally, as if engineered for each other.


Outside, a jumbo jet takes off for parts unknown, a shadow against the insulated window which no outside noise penetrates.


So, this is it. We met, we flirted, we hesitated, we took a conscious decision to be selfish, we fucked.


Just a room.


A stain on a white sheet, some secretion or another, hers or mine; stray hairs on the cushion which looks more like a punchbag after the battle, lighter, curly pubic ones lower down the bed.


“You don’t have to do it, you know . . . It’s our first time, there’s no rush . . .”


“But I want to.”


“Love you.”


A look of amusement in her eyes as she interrupts the delicious activity in progress. “Am I a bad girl because I suck a guy’s cock on the first date?”


Mischief.


“Who said I was looking for a good girl?”


“So you were actively looking, were you? And I just came along at the right moment?”


“Well, I was the one who made the initial approach . . .”

“Your letter to my office?”


“Yes.”


“I knew I wanted you since that day in Manchester.”


“Did you really?”


“You bet.”


“Come to think of it, you did give me a strange look while I was there reading my paper.”


“That’s what you think . . . I’m shortsighted, so you shouldn’t attach too much importance to the look in my eyes . . .”


“Is this our first argument – already?”


“I’m not arguing.”


“OK. Keep on sucking . . .”


Watching her head bob up and down in his lap. Her curls wild, uncountable. The almost invisible scar on her right ear lobe, highlighted by the sepia light peering through the orange regulation curtains. The whiteness of her skin, porcelain. Her large arse paler than pale close to his cheeks. A moan. A gasp.


The room records it all. Testimony for a further trial, record of evidence for the day of reckoning, filthy reasons for impeachment, actions that might one day bar them from the portals of paradise and plunge them into flames eternal. A mouth, thin-lipped, greedily gobbling a thick, heavily veined penis, a finger twisting inside her rear, manual sodomy, unhygienic, wonderful. The way their bodies relax into twisted postures that no other couple could imitate for fear of cramp or worse. But then, disappointingly, the room also knows that in just a few days another visiting couple, older, darker-skinned, will succeed in even more extreme sexual gymnastics. The room knows.


Rooms always know. Like shadows.


And do not judge.


And keep their secrets.


Our secrets.


In another room, before I knew her, long before I could even justify any morbid jealousy, she made love to another. Was it even her husband? Dublin? Scarborough? Paris, near the Gare du Nord? But I guess it was more vanilla, less pornographic. In between yet another four indifferent walls, antique furniture, the sounds of a Chinese matron being fucked to high heaven on the other side of the thin partition, police sirens piercing the rhythm of orgasm, I melted Suchard white chocolate squares inside an Australian woman’s cunt and later watched her lick the sticky residue and her own juices clean off me. Ah, the strange etiquette of hotel room sex when the person you are doing it with is new! Allowing the water tap to run as noisily as possible as you sit on the toilet while your new partner waits for you in bed, just a few metres away, to stop her hearing the pee splash against the water, or the turd unroll out of you with extravagant farting noises. Waving arms in air to disperse the foul, personal smell. Listening to her pee and getting a hard-on and wanting to ask her if you can watch . . .


Preliminary inventory.


A bedside table where she leaves her wedding ring and contact lens solution. The rumpled stockings at the foot of the bed, her lace-up resoled boots, her bunched-up knickers (when she moves to the bathroom and you get up and tidy the mess, you can’t help but raise them to your nose, to smell the crease, slightly stained, soiled, through which you had earlier fingered her when you were both still partly dressed), her handbag (makeup kit, two separate shades of lipstick – before and after the fuck? – a pair of tweezers, a wallet with just £20 in cash and her credit cards – her second name is Edwina, she’d never told you that, an orange, tissues). The carpet has cigarette holes. If you peer closer to examine the blanket all concertinaed up at the end of the bed, you can make out the hieroglyphic, faded patterns of previous come stains from past generations of adulterers and lovers. The bedside lamp sheds a flickering light, distorting the colour of skin, the hidden darkness of sexual organs.


“Jeez . . . I’m so damn sensitive there. Every time you touch it, it’s like a flash of electricity coursing through me in overdrive.”


“Really?”


“Yes. My husband—” she carefully refrains from mentioning his name, naked as she is in the embrace of another man “—seldom touches me there, but somehow it doesn’t have the same effect, you know.”


“You’re wonderful. Many other women wouldn’t have dared admit that.”


“Just the way I feel.”


He kisses her. I kiss her. I kissed her.


Time loses all its meaning.


Never have we been so alone, in our forgotten island of lust.


“One day, would you . . .”


“Yes, I would like you to fuck me there. Very much . . .”


His mind races. Butter. Extra lubrication. Genuine fear of harming her. The madness of this intimacy they have so quickly reached.


His heart breaks. Straight through the middle, where it hurts the most.


She walks out into the corridor. Time for the train back to the conjugal bed. He follows her silhouette as her characteristic gait takes her down the endless hotel road, just like the one in the Coen brothers’ Barton Fink. He distractedly thinks this would be a perfect image, a fade-away to end a wonderful story, the camera raising itself on a crane as she moves away, long legs, tousled hair, from him. But in life, things don’t end that simplistically.


He is no longer part of the room. He closes the door. Without her. Smells. The imprint of her tattooed deep into his flesh. Dresses. Leaves. Settles the bill with one of his credit cards. Makes his way to the car park, an empty black promotional tote bag swinging from his shoulder, no longer carrying the bottle of white wine he’d brought earlier. Car keys. Ignition. Motorway. The room after she has left: empty, lonely too but still inhabited by her presence, a pervasive feeling of her.


The silence.


The cold.


Soon, the floor maid enters. Her electronic pass affords her entry to all rooms. In her closet, a red light had lit up, indicating 404 was now ready for cleaning. A day let only.


She pulls the cart behind her. Looks ahead at the relative untidiness, bed spread open, towels on the bathroom marble floor, tap still dripping in the shower, a half-empty bottle of wine by the bed. Clean ashtrays. Curtains still drawn.


The maid sniffs the air. A smell she is all too familiar with.


“Fuckers,” she says.




On Hold


Mina Murray


I had been on hold for well over an hour, and my nerves were starting to fray. Every time I thought I was getting somewhere, the click and whirr on the other end of the line that always seemed so promising just dropped me into another queue. If I heard “Orinoco Flow” one more time I was going to drown myself in what was left of my martini.


Setting my phone down on the bar, I took the last sip of my drink and contemplated for the tenth time today the cursed luck that saw me trapped – an ash cloud casualty – in this airport, in this town. Not that I was alone, oh no, I was just one among hundreds. Every hotel in the town was booked out and so was every alternative means of transport for the next two days. Which explained my current predicament. No way to get home. Nowhere to stay. On hold. Again. I sighed, a lot louder than I had meant to.


A voice next to me, cheerful, deep, and vaguely familiar – some half-forgotten melody – interrupted my wallowing. I looked up at a tall man in a suit, with sandy brown hair and smiling blue eyes.


“Yes, I see your problem—” he pointed “—your glass is empty.”


“So it is —” I leaned forward, conspiratorial “—but I know how to fix that.” I signalled to the bartender and ordered myself another martini and a double shot of whisky for the tall stranger, who slid into the seat beside me.


“Well, as opening lines go, that was pretty good,” I said, angling my body towards him. “What brings you here?”


“Oh, I come here all the time. I’m a regular.”


“Ah,” I said, “then you’re stuck here too.”


He looked me over, appraisingly. “How did you know I was a whisky man?”


I could have told him it was his hands that gave him away – square, smooth, strong-looking hands that would look great wrapped around an old-fashioned glass. Guessing drinks is a particular talent of mine: I’m more often right than not.


“I don’t know, lucky guess?”


He took a slow sip, and I tried not to stare at the amber liquid slipping from the glass or the uptilt of his jaw or the motion of his Adam’s apple as he swallowed. I tried hard not to stare at the faint crescent-shaped imprint his fleshy lower lip had left on the glass, and I tried even harder not to imagine the invisible marks his lips could leave all over me.


“So, I have to ask, what’s with the phone?”


I was still on hold. The music had morphed from easy listening to classical now and the tinny sound registered just at the edge of awareness.


“I’m trying to find a—”


The music stopped suddenly, and I pounced. At that precise moment, however, my battery cut out, and I was disconnected. I slumped forwards onto the bar, my head between my hands.


“Is it really as bad as all that?”


“It will be if I have to sleep in this airport for the next two days. Or if I have to spend another minute on hold.”


He paused then, thoughtful. “Listen, I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but I’m staying in a hotel just near here. If you want, we can share the room and split the cost.”


I was tempted, especially when the alternative was sleeping on a cot in the terminal. Still . . .


“Fear not,” he said gallantly, hand over heart, “your virtue is safe with me.”


He waggled his eyebrows suggestively and I couldn’t help but laugh.


Two hours later, in the hotel bar, we finished our last shots. I was probably going to feel filthy in the morning, but for now the world had receded, and for once everything just felt right. We stumbled into the elevator, and I had to brace myself against his chest for a moment to get my balance. I had gone straight to the bar when we’d arrived at the hotel earlier, so I had to ask him what floor we were on. Our hands touched as we both pressed the button at the same time. My palm thrummed with the electricity crackling between us. I curled my fingers into his shirt and he looked down at me, some unidentifiable expression in his eyes. Desire uncoiled itself within me like a snake.


I slid my hands up his chest and around his neck. His pulse beat strong under my fingers. His cedar and spice scent wreathed itself around me and I twined myself around him in response, trapping his left leg between mine. I drew my pointed tongue all the way up his throat until my mouth found his and I kissed him. His body loosened as he reacted to me, deepening the kiss and stroking my tongue with his. The doors opened onto our floor and I pulled away for a moment to tug him out into the hall.


“Which way?”


He looked at me, confused.


“The room, which way?”


He led me wordlessly down the long red-carpeted hallway. I don’t remember the room number now. All I remember is that my bags had been left just inside the door and they were in the way. He kicked them aside and drew me to him. We stood there in the kind of half-light that can only exist in a city, where the night-time lights blink on and off like beacons.


His lips brushed my wrist, found the tiny sensitive hollow in the crook of my arm. I shimmered as he kissed a fiery trail up my arm and back down my throat, bit the tender skin of my breast just visible above the neckline of my shirt.


“Too many clothes,” he muttered.


When he had unwrapped me completely, I pushed him down in front of me, trembling as his tongue flickered out to follow the seam of my pussy. He pressed the heel of his palm against my mound, pushing gently upwards, opening me up to him.


“I want to watch you come undone.”


I whimpered, not just from anticipation, but from the sweet ache of my own vulnerability, naked as I was in front of him. I wanted to writhe around on his lap, grind against his leg, leaving trails of my arousal on the rough weave of his woollen trousers.


“Christ, you’re so beautiful. I want to know how you taste, deep inside,” he rasped, and thrust his arrowed tongue into my cunt.


“Mmm, just as I thought,” he mumbled, “sugar and spice.”


His low voice vibrated through me and he breathed my scent in deep. His tongue began drawing circles around my pearl, concentric circles that grew narrower and narrower as my pulse quickened and I pressed myself closer. The circles turned into a pattern of rhythmic strokes, and I thought I could discern a difference in the intervals between the next lick, suck or tap. He was tracing song lines on my clit with his tongue, annotating the bassline of my pleasure with his fingers. Each varied touch elicited a different response from me, and I catalogued them one by one. Semibreve – a long moan; minim or crotchet – a breathy or sibilant “yes”. When he started composing in quavers and semiquavers, I arched my back and sang for him.


He caught me just as my knees gave way, carried me over to the bed. As I lay there, the ripples of orgasm still humming through me, he brushed the curls back from my face.


“The next time you’re on hold,” he whispered, “I’ll play you another counter-melody just like that.”




Nine Lives


Dominic Santi


So I can lick my own dick now. I don’t like the taste of fur. Reincarnation is not all it’s cracked up to be.


I don’t know exactly how I got here. One moment I was human, waking up with a gorgeous, sated man in my arms. Going out for breakfast together before I headed to the airport. Next thing I knew, I woke up in a pile of kittens.


Steve picked me out of the pet store window. That night, when he brought home a feisty redhead he’d picked up in a bar, I knew I’d found my place. I curled up on the headboard and watched them fuck each other senseless. Man, that bedroom smelled great.


Steve had outdone himself this evening – good china, Waterford, sterling. Jarre playing softly on the stereo. I lowered my leg and stretched, kneading my claws in the Irish linen tablecloth. I’d always liked the finer things in life. Not that I was supposed to be playing centerpiece.


The cute little trick Steve had picked up on Santa Monica Boulevard last night was due back any minute. I nuzzled the rim of a wine glass, marking it with my scent. That was as close as I came to a man’s lips these days.


Doorbell! I hopped off the table and ran under the loveseat, peeking out as Steve opened the door.


Oh, yeah. This one was a keeper. Gymnast’s build. Soft brown curls. Hazel eyes. And dimples! Quite the contrast to the former wrestler with close-cropped blond hair and green eyes I was used to seeing crawl out of bed each morning.


Our guest blushed as he handed Steve a bouquet of yellow roses.


Steve was eloquent, as always. “Wow, you’re even cuter than I remembered! Um . . . Mike?”


The date didn’t do much better. “Thanks. You too . . . Steve?”


Human intellect is vastly overrated. I raised my tail and sauntered out into the entry.


“Hey, that’s a beautiful cat!” Mike reached down to pet me. I rubbed up against his khaki pants.


“Dammit, Bagheera! You’re getting fur on him!” Steve stumbled all over himself with apologies. “Hey, man. I’m sorry. You want me to put him in the bathroom?”


Not without chain mail, you won’t!


Fortunately, Mike stepped in before Steve got hurt. “I really like cats. This guy seems friendly.”


I smirked as Mike scratched behind my ears. He knew right where the sweet spots were. When I’d been petted enough, I turned and led the three of us into the living room for hors d’oeuvres and wine.


They were talking about their fucking jobs! But there was a nice little bulge growing in Mike’s crotch. It got bigger as Steve bent over to adjust the speakers.


“What do you like?” Mike rearranged himself, leaning over Steve’s shoulder, not quite touching, but way into Steve’s personal space. Steve shivered as Mike’s breath caressed his neck. Both of them were breathing faster. Their dicks hard. Almost but not quite touching each other.


I felt like shaking the both of them. Kiss him! Plant one right on his lips! Shove your tongue down his throat!


I was halfway across the room, intent on bumping Mike’s ankles, when he finally made his move. I hopped up onto the easy chair instead. Mmm, smell those pheromones. Lick him. Taste him. Damn, what I wouldn’t give to have lips again, and to have them that close to another man!


The ding of the kitchen timer barely registered with me. Steve pulled back and smiled. “Dinner’s almost ready. Want to help?”


Who gives a fuck about dinner!


Mike and Steve took hands like they were in some 1940s big screen romance. They walked into the kitchen, stopping every few feet to kiss again. Their eyes were glazed over. Their cocks bulged. I stomped around the corner behind them.


Steve slipped pasta into a pan of boiling water while Mike tossed arugula into a vinaigrette. I hopped up on the counter and resigned myself to supervising. Steve wiped his hands on a towel, then opened the bag of rolls. He’d cheated and gotten those from the bakery.


“How do you like your buns?”


“Spread.”


Steve spewed wine onto his shirt.


“Sorry, man.” Mike laughed, pounding Steve on the back. “You OK?”


The slaps slowed. Pretty soon Mike was rubbing Steve’s back.


“I’m sorry.” Mike was blushing like a fiend. God, those dimples! He tentatively ran his fingertips over the edge of Steve’s hip. “You do have a really nice ass.” He looked quickly up into Steve’s face. “But I can be versatile, too.”


Steve wants everybody to think he’s mister butch top. But he ate up that romance stuff hook, line and sinker.


“I like being fucked.” He arched his tight, rounded butt right back into Mike’s hand.


“Yeah?” Mike’s arm flexed as he gripped the back of Steve’s jeans.


Steve moved all the way into Mike’s arms, slipping his arms around Mike’s waist. “Yeah.”


This time, they kissed like anacondas. Fabric tore and buttons hit the floor. Steve took Mike’s nipple in his mouth, and Mike went nuts. He was backed right up against the counter, writhing and moaning, his hands buried in Steve’s hair, holding him tight to his chest.


“Fuck, that feels good!”


Damn, that kitchen smelled good. Man sweat and pre-come. There are advantages to having a sensitive nose. I could even smell the sauce burning.


“MEOW!” I screeched – just as the smoke detector went off.


“SHIT!”


Steve yanked the pan onto an unused burner. Mike waved what was left of his shirt at the offending alarm until the God-awful noise finally dissipated. They just stood there for a moment, surveying the mess.


Then they both burst out laughing.


“Damn. I really wanted to impress you.” Steve wiped his eyes as he waved his hands at the ruins. “I spent all afternoon on that damned sauce.”


Mike leaned his hip against the counter. “Too bad I didn’t get to try it.”


Steve spooned up some sauce from the edge of the pan. Blew until it was cool. Then he stuck his finger in and lifted it to Mike’s lips.


“Taste.”


Mike licked the finger clean, sucking off every last drop. Their eyes were glazing again. Steve spread sauce over Mike’s nipples. He licked and sucked until Mike was moaning.


Damn! Steve had bitched at me for getting fur on Mike’s pants! His hand cupped the bulge in Mike’s crotch, caressing, rubbing. The zipper whooshed. Steve shoved the pants and what had been pristine white briefs over Mike’s hips. Scooped more of the cooled sauce into his hand and smeared it all over Mike’s cock and balls. Then Steve dropped to his knees. There were at least nine inches of marinara-covered sausage jutting up above Mike’s tight, furry balls.


I leaned back on the counter and threw my leg in the air. Now we were cooking!


Steve licked every drop of that sauce off. Then he opened his mouth and took that monster cock all the way down his throat.


Mike yelled, pushing Steve back, hands shaking as he gasped for air.


“Stop, man. Stop!”


“I want to make you feel good.” Steve’s voice purred like the cat who ate the cream. He gently kissed the tip of Mike’s swollen dick.


Mike shuddered hard. “I want to fuck you. NOW!”


Steve smirked, then his eyes got wider. It took me zero seconds to figure it out. Condoms and lube were in the bedroom!


Gym bag!


I skidded across the linoleum, racing toward the shelf by the back door. I started furiously sharpening my claws on the canvas bag that held Steve’s workout clothes.


He wheeled toward me. “Dammit, Bagheera!”


The light bulb went on. He yanked the bag out from under me, unzipped the pouch, pulled out what he needed. A moment later, he was bent over the counter, his pants hanging off one ankle, his legs spread wide, wiggling his ass. I swear, that cute little pink pucker winked as it begged for Mike’s attention. Mike shoved forward, hard and fast. Steve rose up on his toes, gasping, and took that huge, latex-clad cock all the way up his wide-open, hungry asshole.


They fucked like lunatics! Steve shot all over the counter without even touching his dick. Mike was right behind him, burying himself up to his nuts in Steve’s ass. They came so hard the kitchen cabinets shook.


The room smelled heavenly. I threw my leg in the air again, and I indulged.


They ordered pizza afterwards. Ate it naked on the living room floor while they drank the rest of the wine. They were none too steady by the time they stumbled off to bed. But they were smiling. And they’d shared the pepperoni with me.




Annual Encounter


Kathleen Tudor


Anne sat down on the soft hotel mattress, bouncing a couple of times and enjoying the luxury of the thick pillow-top before she picked up her cell and hit a few buttons. Her text message was short and to the point: “Rm 1535. Hry.”


She estimated that she had a good ten minutes before Harry would get to her, so she tore off her outer garments, leaving the stockings and garter belt, the crotchless panties and the lacy bra. She had just kicked her travel suit behind the room’s easy chair when a knock sent a jolt through her. On the way to the door she glanced at the clock – eight minutes. Not bad.


She peeked through the peephole in the door to make sure it was her Harry and not some maid outside the room, then stood behind it to stay out of sight of the hall as she opened the door wide. He was in her room in an instant, pressing her up against the wall and kicking the door wordlessly shut behind him.


A breathy moan filled the room and she realized it was her own voice rising in aroused excitement as he feasted on her mouth, her neck and her collarbone. “You make me so fucking hot,” he groaned. His mouth had found her breasts and he was nipping at her nipples through the lace of her bra.
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