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James

“You're very quiet,” I say.

“Am I?”

“You are.”

“Well, you're the talker.”

“Let's us say then that your silence today is louder than usual. What are you thinking about?”

Michael heaves a sigh. “What do you think?”

“Of course, Charlotte. Would you like to be a bit more specific?”

“You don't think we're treating her like trade goods? Is this ethical what we’ve been talking about? I’m beginning to feel that we might be treating her as though we’re measuring her by the state of her teeth and fetlocks.”

“Mmmm.... and are you telling me that her ‘teeth and fetlocks’ aren’t at least part of the attraction she has for you?”

He looks uncomfortable. “No, of course not. She’s beautiful. Who could deny it? But how many beautiful women have we fucked between us over the years?”

I don’t speak, leaving a silence for him to fill.

He looks askance at me....

.... He knows what you’re doing....

.... but continues nonetheless. “Something happened to her you know,” he says.

“What? What do you mean by that.?”

“I mean what I say. Something happened to her. Don’t you want to know what it was?”

“Why do you say that? Has she said something to you that I don’t know about?”

“No, not exactly. It’s more what she doesn’t say.”

“Like what?”

“Like...” he paces the room, frustration on his face. “like for example...her failed non-marriage. Okay, she makes a bad pick. Marries a guy who turns out to be gay. But she still shouldn't have been a virgin. She ought to have had some other relationship. Men would throw themselves at her....”

Has he got a point?

I stare into my glass, considering, then....

.... I shrug it off. “Does it matter? She’s here now. Or at least she will be....”

He refuses to be put off. “.... and there was something going on at Christmas. I didn’t think about it at the time because of.... well.... because....” He flushes.

“Michael, get over it. Alright, we had a bust-up. It’s behind us. What are you trying to say?”

He nods, still looking embarrassed. “You came back early at Christmas. And I know why. But why was she here?”

“She said she was visiting friends.”

“Yes, she did. So why wasn’t she visiting them?”

“Michael, really, does it matter? It’s her private business. If she doesn’t want to tell us, that’s up to her. And maybe she will tell us, in time.”

He doesn’t look happy. He sits, nursing his glass, which I suddenly realise is empty....

.... Well, I can put that right at least....

I top him up and wait.

He sips his drink, then takes a bigger gulp. “It’s just.... I wonder if we’re missing something. We’ve both fallen for her, in our different ways....” He glances up at me and I grin. We have very different ideas on what to do with a woman.... “.... but we know barely anything about her.... and I just wonder if we are trying to paint her future for her when we have no right to do so.”

.... and that brings us to the crux....

“You might be right,” I say, “but at the end of the day, this is just you and I talking. If she doesn't agree in the end, it will all come to nothing. Ultimately, it’s always going to be her choice....”

He nods, looking gloomy. I continue. “.... but think about it, are we doing anything that any man doesn't do when he's trying to woo a woman? Is it different because there's two of us? Plenty of desirable women are courted by more than one man. The difference in our case is simply that we are willing to accept that.”

“So, you don’t think we're arranging her life around what we want?”

“Of course, we are. but the question is, does she want it too? Neither of us thought we would see her again after that first week, but she keeps coming back, to both of us.”

He sucks in his cheeks, looking pensive, then “You're not trying to play the Dom with me, are you? Take control?”

I grin. “Would I?”

“Yes, you fucking would, so don't....”

*****
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My phone pings. It’s her.

“Master?”

“Charlotte, it’s good to hear your voice. How are you? How’s college going?”

“It’s going well, Master. I’m enjoying it, but I’m really busy. I have so much work to do, I don’t think I’m going to be able to get to see you and Michael again for a few weeks....”

My stomach churns...

.... Too busy? Is she getting bored with us?

“.... but I was thinking,” she continues, “suppose I came to see you for Valentine’s Day? It’s on a Saturday this year, so I could come Friday night and stay the weekend.... if that’s alright with you of course.”

“That would be lovely, Charlotte. I’ll look forward to it. And I’m sure Michael will be delighted when I tell him. Is there anything special you would like to do?”

She laughs. It’s a merry sound, full of joie de vivre and my cock stirs. “I’m sure you’ll think of something, Master. I’ll come along for the ride.... Um, have you any special requests, Master?” she asks, “That I should know about?”

Can I indulge myself?

I think so....

“Wear white, Charlotte, please. Buy yourself something pretty. I’ll pay for it.”

She sounds startled. “White?”

“Yes, white. I’d like you to look... virginal again.”

And now she chuckles. “I’m hardly a virgin anymore, Master. You saw to that. You paid quite a lot for it as I remember.”

“Yes, Charlotte, I paid for it, but it felt like a gift from you. You could have held back, or delivered grudgingly, but you gave yourself to me fully and completely. It is a treasured memory for me.”

There is a long silence. For a moment I wonder if she has hung up. and then, her voice thoughtful, “And you would like to... take my virginity again...?”

I hesitate.

.... You will always be my Virgin....

“Something like that.... Wear white, Charlotte, for me.”

*****
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Michael

My mobile screen flashes awake: a message from James.

she’s coming the friday b4 valentines weekend

I stare at the screen, hovering between pleasure and disappointment.

valentines? mid-feb? not before that?

no shes busy at college got a lot of work on

ok u want to meet up tonite? drink and a meal maybe?

sure where?

meet at urs? take it from there?

*****
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“Can I use your laptop for a few minutes?”

James looks surprised but, “Yes, of course. Help yourself.” He waves me to where it sits on the coffee table. 

“Have you got a guest account set up?”

“Er, no, now that you mention it.” He hesitates, looking embarrassed. “Just log yourself in....”

“Password?”

He flushes scarlet. “green hyphen eyes hyphen zero one. No capitals.”

I plaster on a straight face, refusing absolutely to let myself smile as I tap it in.

You’re as sentimental as I am, you fraudulent old bastard....

Then I google what I’m looking for, first trying four different spellings for ‘Scheherazade’ before instead searching on ‘The Thousand and One Nights’ and eventually tracking down a free read from the Gutenberg site.

Then I sit reading in fascination, the story of the virgin who saved a thousand others by telling her stories.

James peers over my shoulder. “’The Thousand and One Nights’ by Captain Sir R. F. Burton.” He straightens up, raising an eyebrow. “That’s a bit of a change of pace for you, isn’t it? Everything I’ve ever seen you reading before was either a thriller or some kind of sports training manual.”

“True, but I’m trying to get to know Charlotte better.”

His face blanks over. “Sorry? By reading Arabic fairy tales?”

“Just something she said to me....”

Perhaps I should tell him... About Scheherazade....

.... no, that piece of her is mine....

He looks about to speak, then shrugs it off.

She said it was in her school library....

.... wonder if she owns her own copy?

I tap in a search ‘Buy the thousand and one nights richard burton first edition’.

I scan the first couple of rare book sites I come across, sucking in my breath as I see the prices. Not that I can’t afford it if I really want to....

.... but she’ll run a mile if I try to spend that kind of money on her....

.... don’t weird her out....

Then I startle as James’ shadow falls over me again. He peers at the screen, brows knitted. “Why the fascination with this all of a sudden?”

“As I said, just something she said to me. I wanted to buy her a present.”

“A first edition Richard Burton?” He shakes his head then, “For what it’s worth, I’d be careful trying to give her anything that expensive.”

Well.... yes....

.... but I just want to give her something....

“Why’s that? I’d just like to pamper her a bit, give her something she’d really like....”

James is looking sceptical. “You think I don’t? I’d love to shower her with expensive clothes and jewellery and all those things that women love....”

“So why don’t you? What’s the problem? You think it might scare her off; trying to give her an expensive present? Too much, too soon?”

.... of course it is....

But I’m feeling contrary, not wanting him to tell me what I can or can’t give her....

He scratches his forehead. “Well, yes... partly that.... but also, at Christmas, before you arrived, we had a conversation, she and I.... She’s a bit sensitive about what we think of her.”

“James, I’m sorry, but I’m not following you.”

He takes a deep breath. “She was upset because I’d paid for her.... services.... in the first place and she was worrying that we think of her as.... a professional....”

.... Oh, crap....

“What? Of course, we don’t.... well I don’t....” I cock my head at him in question.

“No, I don’t either!” he snaps. “We both know why she did what she did, needing the money for the best possible reason; raising funds for her own education.”  He’s scratching his head again. “I’ve got to say that her mood was.... odd.... ambivalent perhaps.... because it was all tied up with you letting the cat out of the bag about how you feel about her.”

Oh... fuck....

I feel helpless.

.... I love you....

“I’d just like to buy her a present. It is for Valentine’s Day after all. It’s not as if either of us gave her anything at Christmas.... any ideas?”

He raises a brow. “You must have bought gifts for women in the past?”

Feeling sheepish, “Er, actually, no. I never needed to buy them more than a glass of wine before. Come on, you've been married. You must have had practice.”

He huffs. “The success of my marriage doesn't exactly qualify me as an expert.”

“You must have done something in the early days. I mean, you married the woman, Marlene was it.... in the first place. You must have felt something for her then? Courted her?”

He rolls his eyes, then, “I’d stay away from flowers, perfume and chocolates. They’re a bit....”

“.... bath salts?”

He laughs. “Yes, exactly. Choose something personal so she knows it's from you to her. But not too expensive. As I say, she's touchy about what we think of her. Trying to give her obviously expensive gifts probably isn't a good idea. Don’t let her think you’re trying to buy her affection.”

For someone with an empathy problem, you’re making a lot of sense....

“Mmm... I take your point.... personal but not too expensive....” I drop the lid of the laptop on Richard Burton and Scheherazade.

*****
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Later, scouring eBay, I find what I’m looking for. Second-hand, but beautifully produced and illustrated; a collector’s edition, slightly dog-eared but not enough so to spoil a gorgeous binding and a minor work of art.

And before I wrap it, I take time to read some of the tales inside....

.... Fuck me.... and I thought these were stories for children....

*****
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And Valentine’s Day approaches.

“I suppose you’ve arranged something for her?” I say to James. “Were you planning on sharing her?”

“Well it is for Valentine’s Day,” he says. “We both know what she enjoys. I think she’ll expect something special for that particular weekend.”

“I suppose....”

I hate passing you around, Babe....

.... but you love it....

I can’t win this one. And James is right, however I might feel about it. “So, who did you choose for her this time?”

“Borje, Daniel and Gordon.”

Despite myself, I burst out laughing. “What on earth’s that about? Some sort of rainbow statement?”

“I thought it would make it interesting for her.” He sucks in a smile. “A bit of variety never hurt anyone.”

“Well, she’ll certainly get variety with those three.”

“And you and me, of course.”

“Of course....” I play the scene through my head. “Um.... Daniel is, er....”

James’ lips twitch. “Well equipped to cope.” he agrees.

“Um.... do you think it’s a good idea? I’ve seen subs run screaming when he first....”

“I don’t see Charlotte running screaming from anything, do you? However,” he pauses, thinking, “you do have a point. Let’s make sure she’s.... warmed over.... before he gets to her...” He cocks an eye at me. “You wanted to buy her a gift? How about something more appropriate to Valentine’s Day?”

“Like what?”

“Like a good quality vibe. Something to ensure she’s already.... warmed over.... when she learns of Daniel’s attributes.”

“Maybe you’re right.... I’ll get something.” I feel glum. “Doesn’t it bother you?”

“Doesn’t what bother me?”

“Passing her around. I know you’re in love with her. Doesn’t it bother you, seeing her being ganged? Don’t you want to.... keep her more to yourself?”

“You think I’d let anything happen to her? Let it get out of hand?”

“No, of course not....”

“What then? She enjoys it. We enjoy it. Or are you letting jealousy do your thinking for you again?” He sniffs. “It makes her happy. She takes pleasure in it. And at the risk of pointing out the obvious, you’ve taken part in quite a few ménage scenes yourself over the years, and enjoyed every one of them so far as I could see....

.... he’s right of course....

.... not that it helps....

“You’re the one with the problem,” he says. “Don’t you think she has a right to choose for herself? You think you can choose for her just because you’re the one who wants to marry her? You ask if we’re treating her like goods, but you seem to want to make the choices on her behalf....”

The words sting....

.... because he is right....

“And what about you?” I demand, “What do you want from her?”

“I don’t need to marry her,” he retorts, “so long as I have her.”

“What do you want then?”

“Her Submission.”

And that shuts me up.

*****
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James

At the station, we pick her up.

Still no car.... What the fuck’s she doing with her money? What’s she spending it on?

.... this isn’t the time to grill her about it....

She’s bright and bouncy and beautiful as ever. And today in particular, she looks like a little girl, trying not to giggle.

“Charlotte,” I say. “you look like trouble, trying to find somewhere to happen.” I’m driving, but I watch her side-wise in the passenger seat...

.... She is trying not to giggle....

.... feeling horny then, and anticipating....

.... Just as well we’ve got a party arranged for her....

.... that should slow her down a bit....
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