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			Chapter One

			Suzy eyed the microwave clock as she stepped inside her apartment. Six ten—enough time to shower before her evening gig began.

			She toed off her sneakers by the door, dropped her purse on the counter. Her purse, containing her wallet, with a driver’s license issued not to a Suzy or a Susan or a Suzanne but to a Soo-jin, though she was Suzy to most everyone aside from her mom. Plus a few creepers she’d dated who were a little too enamored of her Asianness for her comfort.

			“Suzy” fit her—apart from being petite and probably more cute than beautiful, she liked the contrast of such a sugary, quaint name with her thoroughly, shamelessly debauched soul.

			Shower accomplished, she blew her hair dry and walked past her own bedroom to the one at the end of the short hall, a towel wrapped around her body and cell phone in hand. She checked its clock and texted Meyer.

			Where are you? 20 minutes to showtime.

			He wouldn’t not show, but she hated when he cut things close.

			She set the phone on top of the dresser and began rooting through its drawers, considering the occasion. A click from down the hall turned her head. “Meyer?”

			A “yes,” came from the kitchen, where he’d let himself in with his key. “I felt your text. No faith,” he called, voice growing louder, closer.

			“I hate rushing. It throws my game off.”

			Meyer strode into the room—she watched him in the reflection of the stately cheval mirror that stood beside the dresser. He was a tall, slender man, but moved with more precision than you’d expect. Everything about him was precise. Not stuffy or OCD, just . . . neat. He was the most self-possessed pervert she’d ever met, and she’d met quite a few. Good-looking to boot, with just a few fine lines to give away that he was in his mid-thirties, and a smattering of grays glinting at the temples of his stylish brown hair. Stylish, but again, not fussy. He could’ve been a model in an ad for scotch or cashmere sweaters or investment services. He looked expensive.

			Hell, he was expensive, same as Suzy.

			“Good day, darling wife?” He came to stand beside her and check his reflection. Those hazel eyes made a quick and approving scan before moving to her.

			“Not bad,” she said. “I was at Baker Hall this afternoon, helping my old neuro professor with her research. You?”

			“The usual. Clothed some orphans, bathed some lepers, threw a Frisbee for some three-legged puppies.”

			She snorted. “Uh-huh.” Far more likely her fake husband had spent the day in the park, arguing with octogenarians. “Let me guess—you played chess for ten hours and drank eight espressos and got into a fight with somebody’s great-grandfather over a war that happened a century before you were born.” Meyer had a doctorate in history, Suzy a master’s in psychology. They were both as underemployed as they were overeducated.

			“I prefer to think of it as passionate political discourse,” he replied.

			“You’re a waste of a PhD.”

			“And your only resemblance to a shrink is that you charge by the hour.”

			She stuck out her tongue at him.

			“But let’s not argue, darling. Who are we fucking for, tonight? A regular?”

			Smiling, she bobbed her eyebrows. “Miss Lindsay.”

			Meyer rubbed his forehead in mock despair and groaned, stepping away from the mirror.

			“Oh, come on! I like her. She’s sweet.”

			He walked to the computer desk that faced the wide bed. “How a woman can solicit live pornography and yet remain so aggressively vanilla I’ll never understand. Where’s my ring?”

			Suzy crossed the room to root through the top desk drawer, where she found the small, polished pine box that held all three—his and her gold wedding bands, and the cubic zirconia solitaire. She handed Meyer his. “I find Lindsay very refreshing.”

			“I was hoping for somebody kinky, tonight,” he countered, slipping on his ring. “Dust off the old strap-on?”

			“Maybe tomorrow, if you’re lucky. But that’s all up to the customer, and tonight Lindsay calls the shots.”

			“I’ll endeavor to stay awake,” Meyer said through a sigh. “Please fuck me properly when this is all over?”

			She ignored that. “I’ve got a million stories in my head about who she is. Lindsay.”

			“Librarian with a gluten allergy,” he guessed, circling the bed, straightening a pillow. “Frozen dinners, twelve cats, no life.”

			“You’re mean.”

			“Who books for seven on a Tuesday evening?”

			“She could live in England for all we know—that’s like midnight or something there.”

			“Too shy to even let us hear her voice. Probably has a debilitating stutter.”

			“So what if she does? Besides, plenty of our viewers do that.” They were fully enabled to do a regular webcam chat, complete with video and audio feeds of their audiences, but they offered other options, too, including text-to-speech. Shy clients liked that. They could type their requests and the computer would read them out to Suzy and Meyer. Not as erotic as hearing the orders issued by a panting human on the other end of the Internet, but comfortable clients were repeat clients, and paying customers, besides. They’d agreed to do this for a year, and by the time they were done Suzy would have made enough to pay off her mother’s mortgage, and Meyer would have made enough to . . . to do whatever he wanted the money for. Something depraved, no doubt. Bless him.

			“Better get limber,” Meyer said, and commenced to stretch his jaw in all directions.

			She laughed. “Not a bad idea. The lady certainly likes the way you give head. And you won’t catch me complaining.” Suzy rarely faked orgasms for the camera. She didn’t like to, and never had to when that particular talent of Meyer’s was their audience’s request. And with the mysterious Lindsay, it always was.

			Lindsay liked intercourse, too—usually missionary, sometimes doggy, always Meyer doing most of the work. Every woman’s fantasy, Suzy thought with a smile, though frankly a waste of her talents. Still, a night camming for Lindsay was always a relaxing one.

			“Mr. and Mrs. Parks” was the name of their venture, and their Web site. Park was actually Suzy’s real last name, and Meyer had figured that, pluralized, it sounded adequately expensive, like they were “the sort of people who had a couples membership at a racist country club.”

			“Never mind that we fuck for money,” she’d said to that. “And we’re not married and never have been, but if we were, somehow you’d have taken my last name.”

			“Details.”

			They had dated for a time, shortly after they’d met in a coffee shop on the Carnegie Mellon campus, though they made far better friends and business partners than they ever had boyfriend and girlfriend. Suzy liked performing, liked the camera, and Meyer . . . Well, Meyer liked everything sexual. Women and men and all designations in between; being on top, being on the bottom, being watched, doing the watching . . . pretty much everything that ended in a screaming orgasm.

			They’d started camming about six months into their relationship—not for money, but in a stubborn, grasping attempt to stay monogamous in the face of friends’ skepticism that either was capable of it. Suzy had wanted strangers’ eyes; Meyer had wanted variety. They’d both been shocked at how quickly they earned a large and enthusiastic following, and soon they began receiving requests for private shows. Each could use the extra money, and building the venture had injected some new passion into their lives, both in and out of bed.

			Before long it became clear their romantic relationship was fated to dissolve, but the money was so good and the sex so fun, they’d agreed to stay monogamous for one year, and make the most of it. Forgoing condoms helped support the illusion that they really were married, plus Meyer informed Suzy that telling women you were abstinent basically put them in heat. “The Morrissey Effect,” he’d called it, pussy in the bank, though Suzy had pointed out that he wasn’t abstinent at all—he had sex with her on camera nearly every night. Details, he’d said. Always details, with Meyer. A bride could abandon her groom at the altar and he’d still proclaim it the best wedding ever, provided there was cake and an open bar. The groom tried to hang himself in the coat room, you’d say.

			Details, details.

			“What do you think?” Suzy asked him, holding up two fistfuls of matching underwear, black and taupe.

			“Can’t you wear some garters or something?” he asked, finger-combing his hair. “Give me something to play with, here.”

			“Not for Lindsay.” The girl—no, the woman, more likely, given how much she spent on these evenings—wasn’t the garter type, Suzy bet. Miss Lindsay liked passionate but traditional sex. She liked her men lustful yet doting, her women seductive but not trussed up like pole dancers. She wants to watch sex she could imagine being a part of, Suzy hypothesized. Sensual, explicit, but fundamentally respectful sex, where the man was gorgeous and gifted and the woman always got hers, first. “She’s a classy one, our Lindsay.”

			“Dull as an old crayon.”

			“Bitch all you want, but at least with her I know it’s not going to be two minutes of deep-throating then you coming all over my face.”

			“That happened once,” Meyer said, holding up a single finger. “And the customer is always right. Look on the bright side—same price if they use the entire hour or just the two minutes, and if I recall you were finishing your thesis that week. We charged him a small fortune per minute that night, and you got an extra hour to work on your paper.”

			“I’m just glad we’ve got regulars and a ten-week waitlist, that’s all I can say.” She stripped her tee and bra and slipped into the taupe push-up. “Otherwise I’d be getting it up the butt every night.”

			“Lucky girl,” Meyer said, fussing with the angle of the camera.

			“Hey, it’s fine if I have time to prep, but you’re not exactly the sort of man who can just jump right in.” Meyer was blessed, you might say. Great for business, but a bit rough on a small woman, without ample warm-up. “Nice on occasion, but not every night. Which is what it would be, if we were stuck relying on randos. We could rename the Web site ‘Asian Girl Takes It Up the Ass.’”

			“That’s half the Internet, Suze. No way the domain is still available.” Meyer grinned at his own joke as he dimmed the lights. “Candles?”

			Suzy checked the clock—four minutes to seven. “Shit. Hang on.”

			She tugged a gray dress over her head then jogged to the trunk beside the desk where she stored their props. She pawed past a tangled strap-on harness and handcuffs and assorted dildos and found the shoe box of candles. She took three and Meyer took three and they lit and arranged them on the matching bedside tables, soft, flickering light setting off the gold accents woven through the quilted comforter.

			What a weird room, Suzy marveled. She and Meyer had already been camming when her roommate had moved out this past winter, and instead of finding a replacement, Suzy had made a trip to IKEA and invested in an expensive-looking bedroom set. She’d done their stage up nice—way nicer than the rest of the apartment—so now it appeared as though an art-school dropout and a sensuous housewife were cohabitating. The dresser was full of her cam clothes, outfits ranging from young and raunchy to glam-on-a-budget, the closet hung with various dresses and a couple of Meyer’s suits. It was going to feel strange, and a little sad, disassembling this space when their exhibitionist period came to its inevitable close.

			She went back to the dresser to put in earrings. “What do you think you’ll do when our year of professional monogamy’s up, Mey? Date? Or just fuck every guy in Pittsburgh in alphabetical order?”

			Meyer snorted. “Dating. You’re so old-fashioned. What would that even look like? ‘Kinky bisexual alcoholic lapsed-Jew pervert seeks same,’” he dictated, air-bracketing the heading with his hands. “‘I enjoy walks on the beach, sunsets, pegging, flogging, brunch—’”

			“I get it.”

			“Single-file line, ladies and gents. No shoving, please.”

			She rolled her eyes, feeling adequately stupid for having suggested it.

			“No one dates anymore,” he said, fussing with the computer. “Especially not me.”

			“You and I tried to. And I’d like to again, when this is all done with.”

			“More power to you, sister. Just don’t bore me with the details.”

			“I won’t even know how to dress for a date,” she thought aloud, eyeing Mrs. Parks’ open closet once more. “I’ve gotten so used to costumes. I forget what plain old Suzy even looks like, trying to get into somebody’s pants.”

			Tonight they were dressed down, relatively, she in her dress, minimal makeup and jewelry, Meyer in gray slacks and a snug black sweater over a collared shirt, like they’d just gotten home from a night at an art gallery or wine bar. Lindsay would like that, she imagined. Just the sort of date their one-woman audience would want to go on, if only she could muster the nerve.

			“Time?” she asked Meyer.

			“Thirty seconds. And she’s online.”

			“Yikes.” Suzy scurried to the end of the bed and sat with her legs crossed at the ankle, hands in her lap, smiling warmly, eager to greet an old friend. Meyer tapped and clicked on the laptop, readying the feed and telling the linked-up camera on its tripod to stand by. He punched the volume up, loud enough for them to hear Lindsay’s requests read out by the computer, but hopefully not so loud that the robot voice would put a damper on the sophisticated tone they were after, tonight.

			Now Meyer, too, hurried to the end of the bed and sat beside Suzy. Took her hand, smiled for the camera. “Ready, Mrs. Parks?”

			“Ready, Mr. Parks.”

			And when he told the camera, “Record,” the curtain lifted on another night’s command performance.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Suzy gazed at the camera as she might a third lover in this room, with heat and mischief and familiarity. Call her nuts, but she felt warmth coming out of that lens. Or tonight she did, anyway, knowing who was on the other side.

			“Good evening, Lindsay.”

			Beside her, Meyer said nothing, but she knew he’d be smiling his perfect smile, the gesture dirty and hot, cutting a line between seductive and downright predatory. Even playing the gentleman—a passionate and doting husband—he couldn’t hide the fact that he was a filthy, filthy man. Tonight he just happened to be a loving filthy man.

			Suzy kept her eyes off the computer, though she could tell that Lindsay was composing a thought, a greeting, an order: In her periphery, a little gray bubble had appeared on the dimmed screen, tiny now, displaying only a blinking dot-dot-dot to indicate their client was typing, then expanding as her words appeared. Suzy couldn’t read it from here, but no matter. From behind them, two discreet wireless speakers relayed the message in a woman’s computerized voice, loud enough for them to hear, but unobtrusively quiet to the camera’s mic.

			“Good evening.”

			“We’ve just had the most wonderful date,” Suzy—Mrs. Parks—told their guest. She squeezed Meyer’s hand and shot him an adoring glance. She found the improvisation part of their camming natural, a fun game. Meyer much preferred the actual fucking to all this scene-setting, though you wouldn’t guess it to watch his face. He’d have made a great con man in some alternate reality. Nobody could lie to your face and make it sound like God’s honest truth quite like Meyer Cohen could.

			“Mr. Parks surprised me with a lovely evening at a wine bar,” Suzy told the camera. “We talked about you, over a bottle of the most amazing cabernet.” Beside her she could practically feel Meyer breaking a sweat. He hadn’t touched a drop in ages, but he still fantasized about alcohol the way one might recall the best lay of their life. If he weren’t the most stubborn, willful person she’d ever met, she’d hesitate to taunt him this way.

			“We’re dying to know what you’d like to see, tonight,” Meyer said, his voice sounding deeper, velvety. His hand let Suzy’s go to run down her thigh, the contact rough and hungry, but elegant all the same. “It’s been such a romantic night already, and we know you’ll only make it better.”

			Good one. She clasped his wrist, following the strokes of his hand.

			“Shall we kiss, to start things off?” Suzy asked the camera.

			After a moment’s pause, “Yes, please.”

			She turned, smiling, to Meyer, and though it had been well over a year since their own first kiss and many months since their first time camming together, she felt a frisson of excitement sizzle through her all the same. He was the best-looking man she’d ever dated, ever fucked, and sure, ever kissed, and she knew without a doubt exactly what he was capable of. He got her hot in a way no brand-new lover ever could. Those cool hazel eyes still gave her a zap as they traveled down and up her body in a breath. He made a woman—and surely a man, as well—feel like a target in the hottest way possible. Like his stare was a pair of crosshairs, making an inventory of her mouth, her neck, her breasts and everywhere beyond, an invisible finger stroking a trigger deep in her body.

			Kissing at all had begun to feel forbidden. Most of their clients were men—or so she presumed, based on their screen names—and few requested much foreplay. They had a couple regulars, in fact, whose tastes required a little pre-gaming. Suzy would have to get herself thoroughly ramped up ahead of time, lest she wind up savaged. It was all worth it, though. They could pick and choose their audience members based on whether the sex they wanted to watch jibed with their own comfort levels. No problem for Meyer—he had no boundaries. Suzy was pickier, but she liked the various appetites of everyone in their current stable.

			But Lindsay . . .

			Thank you, she wanted to tell the camera when Meyer lowered his mouth to hers. Thank you for some subtlety, some savoring. For appreciating foreplay enough to dedicate up to half the hour to it. Only a woman, Suzy thought, and welcomed Meyer’s stroking tongue, thinking of all the other talents it possessed and knowing Lindsay would ask to see those things, too.

			Both she and Meyer enjoyed veto power over clients. Before they cammed for anyone, they had prospective viewers fill out a short form, giving a sense of what they’d like to see. Meyer was game for whatever, and the kinkier the better. Suzy was pretty open-minded herself, but she drew a hard line at anything involving too much humiliation or other verbal abuse, and anything that sounded likely to fetishize her ethnicity. She remembered Lindsay’s proposal message, practically word for word.

			I’d like to watch two people who care for each other having passionate intercourse, with special attention paid to the woman’s pleasure.

			Meyer had snorted at the I-word—intercourse—but Suzy found it charming. She knew, from that moment, this wasn’t a client who’d ever order one of them to fuck the other. In fact, Lindsay didn’t order at all. She requested. Even if a direction came as a statement, you could sense the tentative please behind it, even read out by the computer.

			“Undress her.” Case in point.

			No matter that the generated voice was stilted, vaguely robotic. Suzy was feeling this entire scene, and her imagination had no trouble softening the awkward corners of the dictation.

			Meyer ended the kiss with the softest, sweetest little bite of her lip, and smiled as he pulled away. “Slowly,” he said, not quite a question, more an invitation to be contradicted, though Suzy knew he wouldn’t be. Lindsay was never one to rush.

			Before he ever touched her dress, he stripped the garment with his eyes. Suzy swallowed, the simmering lust left by his kiss intensifying, making the blood inch, thick and hot, through her body.

			He slipped the fingertips of both hands under her wide collar, tracing his short, tidy nails back and forth along her clavicle. A shiver, and her eyes fluttered shut. Those hands stilled, thumbs caressing her throat.

			“Stand,” Meyer said. Fuck, that voice. He spoke mildly, but there was power in the word. He made it sound like an invitation tonight, but so many times she’d heard it issued as a command. Meyer could dominate as readily as he could submit, and enjoyed both roles equally. He didn’t drink anymore; he found his high in the power play sex offered, and wasn’t bothered which side he was on.

			Suzy moved to the front of the bed, her back to the camera. Meyer knew her wardrobe as a matter of professionalism. He knew which dresses to lift, which were stretchy enough to slide down her body, which skirts had persnickety hooks above their zippers that required finesse, which bras opened in the front, which the back. There was no fumbling with Meyer in control.

			The dress she wore tonight was jersey, stretchy enough to roll down her body or to peel up and away. What would Lindsay want? To pull it down would be an act of exposure, vaguely aggressive, with a hint of bondage in the way it would pin her arms on the way down. Pull it up, and it would be more like an unveiling, Meyer’s gaze aimed upward, as though in wonder. Up, she voted, feeling certain of what Lindsay would prefer.

			Meyer’s hands slid down her front, over her breasts, her ribs, her hips, to the hem that fell just above her knees. He tucked a thumb under each side and she ran her fingers through his hair, nails grazing his scalp. Their eyes locked. She smiled.

			A whisper of fabric and the warm pads of Meyer’s hands glided up her body, tracing her silhouette. She raised her arms and he whisked the dress cleanly away with a soft crackle of static. He smoothed her hair, gaze seeming to take in each of her features with wonder and reverence. He was a hell of an actor. At moments like this, she could almost fall in love with the man he seemed to be.

			Meyer stepped back, admiring her bra and panties as though they hadn’t been arguing the entire time she’d been selecting and donning them, as though they were a complete surprise to him.

			“Beautiful.” He murmured it, but loud enough for Lindsay to hear. He glanced to the camera. “Shall I keep going?”

			“Yes. But lay her on the bed, first.”

			He sank to his knees and slipped off Suzy’s shoes. The hardwood floor was cool under her feet, his touch pure chivalry. Meyer stood and gestured to invite Suzy to lie down. He kept a hand on her thigh as she stretched out. She reclined in profile to the camera, so Lindsay would have a good view. Meyer sat at the mattress’s edge and unlaced his own shoes. As he did, his shoulder blades fidgeted beneath his snug sweater, leaving Suzy excited by the promise of his body. He felt new when they performed for Lindsay, as though she’d never seen him naked, or kissed him, or done the thousand other filthy things they had, together. Through Lindsay’s eyes, everything that went on in this room felt like a new frontier.

			He shed his socks and sweater, freed the buttons at his cuffs and rolled his sleeves up to the elbow. She shivered at the trademark precision of his movements and at the sight of his forearms, at the tendons that twitched there as he loosened his collar. He joined her on the bed, easing her legs apart to kneel between them.

			“I like these,” he said, tracing the hems of her panties with his thumbs, light and taunting.

			“I knew you would. I bought them specially.”

			“Like unwrapping a gift.” He lowered, planting his hands beside her ribs, dropping low enough for their noses to touch. “Like it’s Christmas every time I take you to bed.”

			Says the wayward Jew. She smiled. “Aren’t you the smooth talker, Mr. Parks? But I believe Miss Lindsay is waiting on her request.”

			“She doesn’t mind me flattering my wife, surely.” He turned to pose the comment to their audience.

			“Not at all. Please, don’t rush.”

			Meyer smiled down at Suzy. “You see?”

			“Then by all means. It’s your present. Open it however you like.”

			In a blink, Meyer sat back on his heels, tugged her gruffly by the waist to him so her hips were raised, crotch pressed to his. She’d gasped, audibly, and giggled at her own shock.

			“Very masterful,” she told him, and though she was teasing, the surprise had shot a bolt of true excitement through her. Images of the darker, pushier things they’d done—for their audiences and also just for themselves—flashed across her imagination, lighting her up.

			Meyer slid his hands and wrists under her back, plucked her bra’s two hooks free, effortlessly. As he lifted the cups away the focus left his eyes, lust settling in that gaze and flashing it from cool to hot. She squeezed her thighs to his hips, her own excitement sparking. She couldn’t reach much, but she clasped his belt, hungry.

			His smile was sharp. He grasped her hands, pinned them to the covers above her head in a quick motion, stealing her breath for a beat. Rougher than they normally were for Lindsay, but she could sense he was impatient. A touch impudent. He was going to push things, though not far enough to lose them a paying regular—Suzy trusted that much. It gave her a fresh thrill to wonder what Lindsay would make of it, and if it just might excite her, in ways she’d never anticipate.

			Or not. One way to find out.

			“Don’t rush me,” Meyer warned, though his tone was warm, fond. The sweetest threat. He let her wrists go. “I’ve been waiting all night to find myself in this bed with you.”

			He looped his fingers under either side of her panties, and Suzy raised her legs so he could slide them off. He kept his eyes locked to hers the entire time, the contact searing. Christ, she’d miss fucking him once this year of lucrative monogamy wrapped.

			“What next?” He stage-murmured it, loud enough for their audience, gaze still holding Suzy’s.

			What always came next, on Lindsay’s evenings, was Meyer giving Suzy head until she came. Use your mouth, the computer voice would direct, as soon as the text came through.

			“Whatever she wants.”

			Suzy saw surprise flicker across Meyer’s face—the same surprise she herself registered at those words. The sentiment wasn’t shocking, but the deviation from the predictable script was.

			Our little creature of habit is getting restless, Meyer’s smile seemed to say. His lips said, “Lady’s choice,” and he let her wrists go, a little act of deference.

			Suzy knew what she wanted, what she’d been wanting from the second he’d pinned her hands, and what she’d not expected a chance at, tonight. Would Lindsay approve? If they did it right—kept it sensual, kept Suzy’s pleasure front and center—she hoped so.

			She sat up, shuffled back a foot or so and knelt before him. With a smile, she reached again for his belt, and this time he didn’t correct her. She tugged the clasp open, unthreaded the leather from the buckle. Untucked his shirt and plucked the bottom three buttons open, revealing a slice of taut belly, a glimpse of the line of soft brown hair that led from his navel to his cock. She looked up at that exquisite face as she undid his fly and lowered the zipper. His hips and ass felt hard as she pushed his pants down a few inches, though not half as hard as his cock, trapped behind dark gray silk. She stroked him through his shorts. She’d done this a hundred times, yet it felt entirely new. She was about to do what Lindsay would never ask for. To serve him, instead of the other way around.

			“Lie down,” she told him. The bed was wide, a king, and he lay in profile to the camera as Suzy had. She straddled his legs, got comfy. It had been only two nights ago—the last time they’d cammed—that she’d gone down on Meyer, yet she wanted it now as though she’d been denied this for weeks, months, a lifetime.

			They were different, with different audiences.

			No—we’re different with Lindsay. They were different people, different lovers. They were a couple who’d never done this before, nearly, with those mysterious, innocent eyes on them. The thought of it had Suzy aching.

			She stroked him with the heel of her hand, wishing Lindsay could share every detail; the ridge of his erection through the soft fabric, the dark spot of dampness at his head. The smell of him. Soon, the taste.

			Have you ever done this to a man, Lindsay? she wondered as she peeled his waistband down. His scent was sharp, his flesh hot. He had a gorgeous cock, and she knew this as a woman who’d seen her fair share. Had Lindsay seen a man from this close? Had she felt the warmth of such smooth, intimate skin as it dragged along her lower lip?

			Meyer’s breathing sped up—Suzy could hear it, and see it in the way his belly rose and fell. She bet his eyes were shut, bet the chances were high he was imagining what he’d been going without for four months now—a man’s lips on him. Then his hand alighted on her head, and her hair no doubt queered the illusion. But what Meyer wanted was no matter just now. He was Mr. Parks, and the third set of eyes in this room were Lindsay’s. This was for her. This was a fantasy, pure and simple . . . though one that had Suzy hotter than she’d felt in ages.

			Whatever Meyer was thinking of, it was good. His flesh was thick, hard, throbbing, already primed as she slid her lips over his crown and halfway down. The fingers in her hair twitched, and she pictured the gold band glinting on his third finger. Her own sex was wet and ready, eager to feel it when this cock claimed her, and it no doubt would—Meyer wouldn’t finish this way, not unless he was given the order to.

			She let Lindsay see how much she wanted this, for herself. She got spoiled rotten on their nights, and she was dying to know now why that was. Did Lindsay want a servant, a man who lived only to please her? Or had she simply never conceived that this act could be for the woman, as much as for the man? I’ll show you, she vowed. Until Meyer couldn’t take any more or Lindsay redirected, Suzy would take exactly what she wanted.

			“Sweetheart.” This from Meyer, his voice shallow. Only for Lindsay did he call Suzy “sweetheart.” For others she was baby, bitch, honey, girl, slut. Any number of nicknames, fond and crass alike, but never sweetheart. That was Lindsay’s, and just now he’d said it without thought. No script, only perfect disbelief.

			She took him deep, with the zippered edge of his fly in one fist, a hunk of the bedspread in the other. She’d missed this. Giving this, performing this act. For most of their clients, if Meyer was in her mouth, he was the one doing. But now that this was her show to run, she reminded him just how goddamn good she was at it.

			As she took him, she stole glances at the landscape laid before her on the bed. There was nothing quite like a gorgeous male body in a crisp dress shirt. Nothing as hot as pressed cotton growing soft and rumpled against damp skin. In due time she’d watch those muscles pumping above her, his chest taut, abdomen clenched, hips thrusting. She loved his body, long and slender. Loved that face, be it smug or mean or placid in sleep. She loved this man as a friend, loved their sex. Loved him in every way except the one that people got so damn hung up over. And she loved his body with hers, hoping their audience was breaking a sweat who-knew-how-many hundreds or thousands of miles away.

			He said it again. “Sweetheart.” This time it was a plea, a gasp of desperation. She caught a dozen words hidden in those two syllables. Stop, for the love of fuck, stop, or we’ll break the cardinal rule. Suzy had the female power of total control over the illusion of her satisfaction. She faked orgasms when she had to—to fulfill a client’s fantasy script, to round out the hour in style—though she nearly always enjoyed at least one genuine one. Meyer, on the other hand, had no such luxury, and their unarticulated promise to the viewer was that he’d never come before the hour’s director wanted him to.

			Meyer was a pro, but he was human, too. Suzy eased off, slowed down, then finally let his cock slip from between her lips, glinting in the candlelight. She sat back, rubbing his thighs, and took a good long look at that face—those flushed cheeks and glazed eyes, the sheen of sweat on his brow. A wave of power surged through her, as it did every time she turned this man into a panting mess.

			She turned to the camera, misgiving cooling her body as she remembered she’d just hijacked the script. With permission, but still. Lindsay was her favorite client, and it’d sting to learn she’d disappointed her.

			“I hope that pleased you,” Suzy told their one-woman audience. She looked back to Meyer as she awaited the verdict, stroked his hard belly and bathed him in her best besotted-wife gaze.

			The answer came at length. “I enjoyed that very much.”

			“You and me both,” Meyer said, smiling, eyes on Suzy. “Perhaps I ought to reciprocate.” He came forward, crowding Suzy back playfully until she flopped back onto the mattress, giggling. But Lindsay interrupted, a rare act in itself.

			“I’d like to watch you make love,” she said.

			Meyer was on top of Suzy, their faces mere inches away. He flashed her a smirk, clearly as surprised as she was.

			“Very well,” he said, straightening to undo his remaining buttons and shed his shirt. He left the bed, ditching his pants and shorts, naked when he next joined Suzy on the increasingly rumpled covers.

			“How?” Suzy asked their witness, but kept her attention on Meyer.

			“Fast. But put her pleasure first.”

			Meyer lowered his body to Suzy’s. “Always.”

			She splayed her fingers along his ribs, feasted her eyes on the cut of his arms, the clench of the muscles of his chest and belly. The brown hair between his legs, the flushed skin of his ready cock. She was excited by more than these simple sights. Above all it was Lindsay’s wishes that had her this hot, this wet.

			She liked it—watching me suck him.

			She’d liked it enough to skip to the fucking, and she wanted it fast. Suzy imagined that maybe they’d uncovered a new side to Miss Lindsay’s sexuality, perhaps one the woman hadn’t even known about, herself. Being spoiled was nice, but doing the spoiling . . . Again, it was all about the power. That was sex, inextricably.

			Meyer sank in all the way to his hips and her nails raked his sides, pure reflex. Good God, this feeling. A long, thick cock driving deep, that filthy, full sensation of being owned. It had scared her at seventeen, but since that first, rushed, awkward, wholly unsatisfying prom-night finale, Suzy had come to love this intrusion.

			“You feel good,” Meyer said, stealing the words from her lips.

			“You too. Go fast.” For her as much as for Lindsay. Meyer could get her off this way three times out of four, even if they ignored her clit. She’d only had one other lover who could do that. Had to be something about the way their bodies fit together. She’d miss that when this business arrangement came to its inevitable close.

			“Yeah, like that.” She held him tight, loving the angle—low, tight, quick thrusts that hit that perfect spot. Her excitement had been a hot hum of curiosity before, but Meyer was making it a promise now, a mounting physical tension strung through her middle and growing hotter with every thrust.

			“Good?” he asked. But it wasn’t a question, not really. His expression was cocky, his tone mean and filthy. If they’d been doing this for a different audience, the words that accompanied that face might’ve been, Yeah, you love that fucking cock, don’t you, bitch?

			“Yeah. Amazing. Just keep going.”

			“I loved your mouth on me.”

			She blushed all over, as though on Lindsay’s behalf. “Good. I love doing that to you. I love what it does to you. And I wanted to share that with our guest,” she added, gaze jumping to the lens. She smiled, going for a mix of shy and needy, the same look she might give a third lover on this very bed.

			And isn’t she? A third lover?

			Not quite, no, but she was a presence, truly. More so for Suzy than any of their other clients. Breaking the virtual eye contact, she sank into the pleasure, hoping for a reply, waiting, wishing, and was rewarded long seconds later.

			“I long to see all the things you do with each other. When you’re alone.”

			Well, there’s a leap. From prescriptive missionary and oral-on-her to “all the things.” Honey, if you only knew what those things look like. They wouldn’t be showing Lindsay that. She’d run screaming from her computer, surely, and never patronize their pervy corner of the Internet ever again. They’d probably ruin whatever romantic illusion she was paying through the teeth for and sour an otherwise uplifting experience. But they could show her more, certainly.

			“We can show you more,” Suzy promised. “Little by little.”

			“I’d like that.”

			“So would we,” Meyer said, voice halting to the pace of his thrusts.

			“What she did to you, that was enough for tonight. But next time, show me more.”

			“Our pleasure.” Suzy shut her eyes, imagining all the items on that menu. It’d be hard to choose. Above her, she could sense Meyer imagining the same. Lindsay probably couldn’t see it, but he felt different. His body was locked, motions a little quicker, impact rougher.

			In time he hit a pleasure wall of some sort, eyes squeezing shut as he moaned in time with his driving hips. She watched him swallow, watched his eyes open, listened to the hoarseness and desperation in his voice as he panted, “Turn over, sweetheart. Hands and knees.”

			Again, bold, without Lindsay’s explicit request, though she’d seen this position before. Meyer backed off and Suzy did as he said, bracing on all fours, waiting for what came next.

			A broad, warm hand on her hip. The fronts of his thighs against the backs of hers. And finally, the smooth, blunt head of his cock, sliding along her seam, then pushing deep, deep, deep.

			Suzy moaned, excited. Normally when they did this for a client, she used the opportunity to picture someone else. They weren’t in love, but they were monogamous. It went without saying that they imagined fucking other people when they were together. It was only natural. She thought of any number of men; celebrities, exes, that hot guy from the coffee shop. Meyer fantasized about other women and men besides, and after the camera switched off they’d often talk about who they’d been fucking in their heads. But tonight Suzy wasn’t thinking about anybody else. When Lindsay was watching, she wanted only Meyer, as badly as she had before they’d ever gone to bed together, nearly a year ago. Vanilla was spicy, with Lindsay, and what could be mundane felt rich and new and even a little kinky.

			Oh shit, I have a crush on her.

			Her eyes blinked opened at the realization. She couldn’t say she wanted to be with Lindsay—she had no way of knowing if there’d be any physical chemistry, and her girl-crushes were pretty rare. But she anticipated these dates with butterflies in her stomach, and she ached to please her. She was thrilled to feel this new person’s eyes on her, and she’d be more than a little bummed if these nights were to suddenly end. She’d be heartbroken. Temporarily, but truly, all the same. Lindsay lit Suzy up in a way she’d never have guessed was possible, but it all added up to exactly that—a crush.

			Does that violate our arrangement? It was fine—it was necessary—for the clients to want her and Meyer, but was this a deal breaker? To form an emotional attachment, no longer solely professional and compartmentalized, on a customer?

			What would Meyer say?

			First, he’d ream her for being such a sap, and for even thinking such a thing possible. A crush, on someone she’d never met? Never laid eyes on? A crush on the very concept of a person, shot through end-to-end with speculation and fantasy? Christ, he’d have a field day, if not for how annoyed such a pronouncement would leave him.

			In addition, he’d tell her, “Who the fuck cares? You’re never going to meet her. Fall in fucking love for all the shits I give.”

			She relaxed, trusting she had his reactions about nailed. Plus, all these thoughts . . . madness. Sex madness. They’d finish, log off, split a joint, maybe, and she’d come to her senses by the time she finished showering. If sleeping around had taught her anything—and it had taught her a lot—it was that attachments could strike as hot and bright as lightening and go dark just as quickly, or they could creep up slow as moss growing, soft and organic. What she thought she was feeling for Lindsay . . . ? Somewhere in between, but the whole of it steeped in mystery. She knew nothing about this woman aside from a few transcribed fantasies and Suzy’s own wild theorizing. She was a fantasy, same as the two of them were to her.

			Do your job, Suzy commanded herself. Her internal clock said they must be nearing the forty-minute mark. She liked to get off by then, to leave plenty of time for a possible second orgasm and for Meyer to get there, and for a few minutes of cuddling. Cuddling was like dessert, on Lindsay’s nights. The feast wasn’t complete without it.

			“I’m so close, baby,” she told Meyer. A fib, but she’d get there quick enough once he went in for the kill.

			“Tell me what you need.”

			“Your hand.”

			They’d never done this for Lindsay before—aside from Meyer’s talented mouth, Suzy’s orgasms were hands-free. An illusion more problematic than anything else in pornography, Suzy felt, but hey, they were in the fantasy business. But tonight she’d shatter it, and fuck the porn-star bullshit.

			Meyer’s fingers found her clit, feeling smooth and warm and practiced, the touch of an intellectual. What he lacked in machismo he more than made up for in talent.

			“Yeah.” She moved her hips, exaggerating his touch, mimicking the motions and demanding more. He teased her in tight circles as his cock owned her pussy with long, smooth strokes. She pictured him, from the side. She knew every muscle, every shadow, and there was no one else she wanted just now.

			No one, except perhaps that mysterious, haunting ghost-girl named Lindsay.

			Fuck, she thought. I’ve got to get a handle on this.

			And “Fuck” was exactly what she blurted as she came against Meyer’s taunting fingertips and driving cock.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			They finished in missionary, at Lindsay’s request, Meyer rushing himself home in a flurry of frantic, needy thrusts—nowhere near as poised as he typically was for this particular audience.

			She got to him, Suzy thought, watching his exquisite face as he lost control. He could snark all he wanted, but pushing Lindsay’s boundaries excited him, too.

			He came down as he always did from an orgasm, with a shudder, a shiver, then a slow softening of his muscles. His spine drooped, belly grazing Suzy’s, and he slid out to lie beside her. He spread his fingers across her ribs, his arm heavy and slack and reassuring across her middle. She could feel his come between her legs, warm and slick. She’d miss this messy intimacy when they quit camming and she went back to dating, back to condoms. Their marriage might be fake, but now and then there was true closeness between them, as real as any she’d felt.

			The camera setup was clever—it was programmed to stop recording when the room went dark, which was a far classier and more organic way to end a session than using the voice prompt, shouting “Stop,” at the computer. Suzy gave Meyer a final kiss on the lips, then rolled over and tugged the chain on the reading lamp, blew out her candles. Meyer did the same on his side and the room went black save for the glow of the laptop. A few seconds later, so did the little green light beside the camera’s lens.

			“It’s a wrap,” she whispered. “Well done.”

			“You too. Not that you did much of anything.”

			She gave his shoulder a sharp shove. “Excuse me, I am a very passionate bottom and you know it. Plus, that was some good-ass head I gave you.”

			“I suppose.”

			“You can’t tell me that wasn’t hot as hell, vanilla or not.”

			“I like a challenge,” he said through a yawn.

			“You’re a misery.”

			“But a hell of a fuck.”

			“Lindsay was different, tonight.”

			“More permissive.”

			“More passionate,” she said, and Meyer sighed, the sound drenched in sarcasm.

			“What?”

			“Like you can tell,” he said.

			“I can.”

			“What, did the computer sound especially overwrought tonight?”

			“I could feel it. I could tell from her responses.”

			“Bullshit.”

			“She was—”

			He hushed her, clamping a hand over her mouth, squeezing her cheeks playfully before she pried him off. “No more Lindsay talk,” he ordered. “Keep your bizarre obsessions to yourself.”

			“Whatever.”

			They were quiet for a time, lying in the dark as their sweat cooled. Suzy normally caught herself thinking either of dinner or math at moments like this—math to the tune of how close she was creeping to the money she needed to pay off her mom’s house. Her dad had died two years ago, and the grief and stress together were aging her mother at an alarming rate. Suzy couldn’t bring her dad back, but she’d found a way to fix the financial strain. Of course she could never tell her mom how she was making the money—her mother was seriously old-school, hard-core Korean. Instead she’d lied, telling her she was using her certification, building a stable of private counseling clients.

			Then she thought of the mysterious Miss Lindsay, and wondered if that was really such a stretch, that story.

			“You want to smoke a joint and order some food?” she asked Meyer. “I’m too spent to cook my own dinner.”

			He didn’t reply.

			“Meyer?” She turned her light back on and rolled over, finding him comatose. “Suit yourself.”

			She left the covers and grabbed her stage robe off the hook by the closet—a gold satin affair, very boudoir, but also very comfortable. She padded across the cool floorboards to the computer to shut the chat application down. Lindsay’s generic icon showed beside that final line of text she’d directed at Meyer: Her on her back. Then whatever you need. The avatar was a little yellow circle with a lighter yellow silhouette of a sexless head-and-shoulders, with an even smaller circle beside it—green, telling Suzy that their client was still online. She smiled at that. Very Lindsay. She never logged off first, and Suzy bet dollars to dildos that it was an etiquette thing. No, you hang up first. Suzy usually did, though tonight she did something new. She took the time to sit in the chair and pull the laptop close, and to type into the chat box.

			Hope you enjoyed! See you next time.

			She was about to shut the computer and end the session when that little bloink stopped her.

			Thank you both. Wonderful as always.

			Suzy stared. Bit her lip. Deliberated, dallied, and in the end, couldn’t help herself.

			Our pleasure. We always enjoy our Tuesday evenings with you. She hit SEND.

			That’s kind of you to say, Lindsay replied.

			It’s true, Suzy typed. They say romance is dead, but whoever “they” are, they’ve clearly never had the honor of performing for you.

			There was a short pause before Lindsay’s box displayed the ellipsis, indicating she was typing. Then, That made me blush a little.

			Suzy grinned. Before she could respond, the ellipsis was back, and she waited for Lindsay’s next reply. The woman typed just as Suzy had expected—with care and capitalization, punctuation, grammar—

			Bloink. If you don’t mind my asking, is this Mr. or Mrs. Parks?

			Mrs.

			You were wonderful tonight. Both of you. A long pause, ellipsis blinking. At the risk of sounding pathetic, these nights mean a lot to me. More than I can say.

			Suzy’s turn to blush. The Jungian in her was dying to explore the implications of that one word—pathetic. She longed to unpack that, but knew better. Knew she had to keep it friendly, keep it on the surface, and for fuck’s sake, keep it short. But when she went to word a flirtatiously tactful farewell, her fingertips came out with, Why on earth would you feel pathetic? Your sessions are wonderful. Seductive. Sophisticated. And so refreshingly female in their demands. Not necessarily gentle, but . . . what? Sensual, she added.

			I’m glad you think so. But what you both offer, it’s so much more than titillation to me. It’s an education.

			I knew it! A virgin, just as Suzy had theorized. She typed, We’re just happy to be whatever you need. And if it makes you feel any better, she fibbed, there’s nothing about your requests that makes you seem at all inexperienced. You strike me as a positive sexual connoisseur, she wrote, smiling to herself. Grinning. She felt a hit of that heady, new-courtship zing, and from a woman. And from nothing more than typing.

			You’re kind to say so. But trust me, I find all of this very . . . elusive. And intimidating. Whatever place I’ve found in the things that you two do together . . . this is the most fulfilling sexual experience I’ve ever had. Again, pathetic.

			Not at all. And I’m honored you feel that way. It makes what we do feel like so much more than just . . . Shit, what? Like live-action, custom pornography? She couldn’t write that to sweet, romantic Lindsay. She deleted much of the sentence, backtracking. It makes me feel wonderful to know that.

			Fuck, Meyer would strangle her if he ever read these lines.

			Again, typed Lindsay, blushing.

			I won’t apologize. It’s the truth.

			Behind her, Meyer’s quiet snoring ceased and she caught the swishy sound of him fidgeting against the sheets.

			I need to go, but I’ll look forward to our time next week. Take care, Lindsay.

			Never use their names, Meyer’s voice hissed in her head.

			Oops.

			You too, Lindsay wrote. Have a lovely evening—I hope it’s even a tenth as lovely as the one you gave to me.

			“You old honey-dripper, you,” Suzy whispered, then closed the application with a parting, Sweet dreams.

			As soon as she shut the computer, her face was glowing pink with guilt. Guilt, and excitement. Bad girl. Bad, bad girl. Crazy to think that with all the hard-core stuff she and Meyer got up to on camera six nights a week that such a sweet, nearly innocent interaction could leave her blushing.

			Once upon a time Suzy had worried she could use up her capacity for shock, having such broad boundaries. Now she knew, it was all about the new, the strange. And in her world, Lindsay’s softcore romantic fantasies rang exotic way down deep in her darkest parts.

			A low, lazy moan from behind her jerked Suzy back into reality.

			“What’s the time?” Meyer slurred, rolling over to starfish the bed, long limbs luxuriating against the messy sheets.

			“Nearly nine.”

			“Fuck. I’m meant to meet someone in a half hour.”

			“Dude or lady?”

			He sat up, looking bleary. “Dude.”

			“In a bar?”

			“Possibly.”

			She sighed. “For a monogamous recovering alcoholic, you do love to flirt with your own destruction, don’t you?”

			“If I can’t drink, I might as well use all the money I save to watch a beautiful man enjoy himself. And you can’t call me a predator for it, either,” he said, combing his hair back with his fingers, wedding band glinting. “A tease, perhaps, but believe it or not, I haven’t fucked anyone but you in the past year. Which is quite the feat, considering you don’t have a cock. Half of my being feels positively starved, and yet here I sit, irreproachably faithful.”

			She believed that, too—Meyer was compulsive in many ways, but lying wasn’t among them. Types like him had no reason to lie, anyway. Dishonesty was driven by shame or self-preservation, and Meyer felt justified in all things. Must be nice to be a well-funded, attractive, educated, white Western male.

			“I have a new theory about Miss Lindsay,” Suzy told him.

			He stood from the bed. “Christ, you’re obsessed.”

			“I think she’s a secretary.”

			“That would ruin my shut-in theory,” he said, pulling his shorts up his legs.

			“I chatted with her, after the hour wrapped.”

			Meyer’s eyes widened with an emotion he rarely wore—alarm. “What? Why? We don’t do that. As a rule—a rule you came up with. No talk unless we’re billing for it.”

			“I know, I know.”

			“Do not tell me it was social.” He zipped his pants, shrugged into his shirt. Slipped off his ring and set it atop the closed laptop with a click. “Tell me it was strictly feedback, strictly business.”

			“Not precisely.”

			“Jesus, Suze . . .” He raked his fingers through his hair. “I need a drink.”

			“Don’t you want to hear what she said?” she asked, following him down the hall and into her kitchen. “What I learned about her?”

			“Not even remotely. I’m invested in our clients for only what they invest in us—money. That’s the only way this stays as simple as it has. The only way it functions.”

			“Well, I pretty much had her nailed, just FYI.” Suzy leaned against the door frame, crossing her arms. “Clearly lonely, completely inexperienced. She’s basically using us to figure out what sex is even supposed to look like.”

			Meyer laughed as he poured himself a ginger ale, the noise a sharp bark. “She’s got it all wrong, then—the sex we have for her is not what sex looks like anywhere outside of romantic movies. Anybody who’s making love to their spouse in this day and age would secretly rather be fucking a complete stranger in a needle-strewn alley.”

			“You’re awful.”

			“That goes for husbands and wives, both.” He took a sip of his drink, frowning like it had called him a nasty word. He was nearly two years into his relationship with sobriety but clearly not over his past lovers—gin, scotch, vodka. “Is this diet?”

			“Yes. And that’s just not true,” Suzy said, “about nobody wanting to make love or whatever. Just because we’re kinky doesn’t mean the rest of the human race is, too.”

			“Have you seen the Internet?”

			“Plus we know for sure that at least one person still wants sex with Vaseline on the lens.”

			“Lindsay,” he said, seeming to taste lemon on the name. “We ought to drop her. You’re losing perspective, and it’s unprofessional. Moreover, it’s dangerous. I don’t know which of you I fear might stalk the other.”

			“We couldn’t drop her even if we wanted to; she’s pre-paid for three more hours. Anyway, ask me why I think she’s a secretary.”

			He rolled his eyes mightily and finally humored her. “Why?”

			“Because she types really fast. And really accurately. I watched the little messaging program, and you know how when the other person is typing there’s a little dot-dot-dot thing? Well, her dot-dot-dot would blink for like, ten seconds, and then a whole paragraph would pop up, and with caps and punctuation and everything. I can’t type that fast, not even using abbreviations, and I’ve written more papers than I care to remember.” All to earn a degree she wasn’t using, but hell, she had time. Who grew up before thirty-five these days?

			“What are they paying this secretary, that she could afford us?” Meyer demanded. “You know what—never mind. It doesn’t matter. What matters is that you care far too much about this woman. It’s alarming.”

			“I’m fascinated by her,” Suzy admitted. “Actually, I’m a little infatuated. Haven’t you ever felt that, about any of our clients? Just a little curious?”

			“I’m a man. I’m visual. I want what I can see, not some sad little concept of a woman, probably typing in some sad little hovel in some sad little godforsaken pocket of misery who knows where in the country—in the world.”

			“Where do you think she lives? Her English is perfect, and I didn’t notice any British spellings—”

			“You need restraining. Let’s hope tomorrow’s client agrees.”

			She had to smile at that. “Asshole.”

			“I have to go now, darling wife.” He drained his glass and set it in the sink. “Men to enamor, you know how it is.”

			“Cocktease.”

			“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said, grabbing his jacket off the hook on the door, twirling it on in his effortless, Meyer Cohen way.

			“Nine-thirty.”

			“I know. I may be a sinner of great variety, but I’m never late.”

			True. “See you. Be good.”

			“Tragically so. And you,” he said, turning as he opened the door, jabbing a finger back toward her face, “stay off the fucking Internet.”

			Suzy made a shifty face, but nodded. She knew she was flirting with something dangerous and deserved the reprimand. Too bad Meyer had plans—she might’ve enticed him to punish her for it all. “Cross my heart,” she promised, making the gesture.

			With a final “Night,” the door swung shut at his back.

			Suzy looked around her kitchen—at the sink half-full of dirty dishes, the small mountain of unopened mail—thinking she had plenty to keep her busy, except the orgasms had wrung the motivation right out of her. She eyed the fridge, knowing there was an unopened bottle of pinot nestled in the door.

			“Netflix and chilled wine it is,” she declared.

			Sex with her fake husband, a date with herself. It’d do for a few more months, but she couldn’t deny she was getting itchy for something more.

			Since when did romance start to sound so goddamn taboo? she wondered, clasping the bottle by its neck.

			And since when, precisely, was it a woman that had her drinking to distraction?
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