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Harold stirred as the dark haired woman placed her hand over his wife, Lucy’s. Her name was Vivian, and she had rented them a cottage in this dozy little town in the south of France, but lately she had grown close with Lucy. ‘Imagine being cuckolded by a woman,’ Harold thought with vague embarrassment. The women exchanged glances in the uneven glow of the candles. Around them, the restaurant hummed with a low activity. Harold averted his eyes and deeply examined the menu, but found only words he couldn’t understand. That was when a heavy presence sat down beside him.

Eyes shooting to the table, he saw two night-black hands resting there, and these were attached to forearms bulging with all sorts of muscle and tendons underneath a rich, velvety skin. Harold noted that the two women across from him were immediately entranced.

“So you haven’t met Marcellus, I take it,” Vivian said. She tossed her head, raised her pale face. “He’s our local magician, or he likes to call himself such.”

Marcellus laughed. “I can do a few tricks.”

Lucy leaned low, her cleavage threatening to spill out. Harold glanced at their curvature, noting the single bead of sweat trailing between them. “Marcellus, huh? I think Harold was mentioning you. The way I have it, the whole reason we’re here is because of your cave.”

“I can give you another reason to stay,” Marcellus said. 

Harold, fiddling with his tableknife, froze at this, but quickly carried on. 
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