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 Multi-Orgasmic

A Problem with Authority


Private Jesse Bagnall glowered and muttered to
himself all the way to the mess. He’d just been bawled out by
Corporal Roxanne Grey—yet again—and he was getting seriously fed up
of it. He knew he wasn’t perfect in the drill exercises, but then
nor were any of the other guys. It was like she was singling him
out and aiming all her abuse in his direction. Being shouted at was
to be expected in the army—it was almost part of the job
description—but Corporal Grey’s attitude was bordering on
discriminatory, and he didn’t know what to do about it. Especially
without looking like a total pussy.

Spotting
some of his closest friends at a table towards the back of the
mess, he caught the eye of one of them—Matt Kay—raised a hand in
greeting, then got in line for his food.

Several
minutes later he loaded his cup of tea onto his tray along with
everything else and headed over to where he’d seen Matt and the
boys. Hopefully they’d take his mind off the Queen Bitch. They were
always game for a laugh.

“All right, lads?” he said, sliding his tray onto the table and
taking a seat.

There
were mumbles of assent.

“Yeah,” replied Ed Patterson. “You?”

“Yeah, I suppose.”

Ed
raised an eyebrow, and the other men turned their attention to
Jesse, too. “Well,” Ed said, “that wasn’t very convincing. What’s
up, mate?”

Jesse
sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “It’s the drill
instructor.”

His
friends exchanged confused looks. “Care to elaborate?” Matt
said.

Not
wanting to look like a wimp in front of his mates, Jesse changed
his tone. But once he had, the anger took over him. “She’s a
fucking bitch, that’s what!”

The
confused expressions turned to surprised ones.

“I’m fed up of her treating me like a twat. I know it’s her job
to bawl us out, but she takes it too far. I do my fucking best,
work my arse off, and it’s still not good enough for
her.”

He
barely noticed the gazes of his friends shifting slightly, and
carried on regardless. “She definitely picks on me more than
everyone else. As though I’ve seen sitting on my arse when everyone
else is killing themselves to get it right. She’s just being a
complete and utter bitch. Bitch face fucking Grey!”

Matt
cleared his throat, to no avail.

“You know what her problem is?” Jesse continued. “She needs a
fucking good shag, she does. That might cheer the miserable cow up.
Mind you, Christ knows what man would be brave enough to go there.
She’d probably bite your cock off as soon as suck it.”

As the
red mist of his anger dissipated, Jesse finally clocked the
reactions of the other men around his table. They weren’t at all
what he’d expected. Ed and Matt looked mighty chagrined, staring at
a point over his left shoulder. Private Graham Pilgrim had actually
put his head down and begun to bang it on the table.

A cold
trickle of dread ran down his back, and he turned, wondering which
of his superiors had heard his rant.

Fuck. It was none other than the
target of his diatribe.

Corporal
Roxanne Grey stood, her arms crossed, one high-heeled foot tapping
on the floor. Her facial expression was as far from impressed as it
was possible to be.

Coolly,
she said, “Bagnall. Guard room, now.”

Jesse’s
heart sunk into his heavy-duty boots, and he had to resist the
temptation to drop his gaze to the floor. His buddies would never
let him live it down. He had to do as the woman said otherwise he’d
be guilty of insubordination, but he was going to do it in the
manliest way possible.

Turning
back to the table, he sneaked a quick glance at each of his friends
in turn, hoping his expression looked irritated, not shit scared,
which was what he really was. Standing, he left his lunch tray
where it was and followed Corporal Grey out of the mess, across the
yard and into the scruffy-looking building that was the guard room.
God, the government really needed to put some money into this
place—it certainly didn’t give off the air of tough professionalism
that the personnel were expected to show.

Opening
the door, Corporal Grey stood aside and ushered him in, before
following him and shutting the door behind them and twisting the
lock. The room was empty. She moved to sit in a chair, and motioned
him to take another one.

“I suppose you know why you’re here?”

“Yes, ma’am. My unforgiveable words and actions back in the
mess.” Now it was just the two of them, he could grovel as much as
he felt necessary without worrying about losing face.

“Hmm. Yes. But actually, it’s more the reasoning behind the
words that I’m interested in.”

“W—what do you mean?”

“You mentioned that you feel like I pick on you, more than I do
anyone else during drill instruction. As though you’re sitting on
your arse, I do believe were your words.”

Jesse
fought the colour coming to his face, and failed miserably. “Y—yes,
ma’am.”

“Do I really make you feel that way? Or were you just having a
whinge to your mates? Tell me honestly, please.”

The
anger had gone from her tone, and her expression was open,
expectant. She really and truly wanted him to be honest. He opened
and closed his mouth—not unlike a fish—a couple of times, before
clearing his throat and attempting to form an answer. It didn’t
help that, now she’d stopped screaming at him and was actually
being quite pleasant, he’d come to the conclusion that she was hot.
Even in her army uniform, she looked feminine, as though she was
hiding a delicious body underneath all that olive green.

“O—okay then. Yes, you do. Ever since you turned up to drill us
in preparation for the parade, you’ve made me feel like a useless
sack of shit. I know it’s important, God do I know, and I want to
get it right, but I really am trying my best. I’m giving this my
all, and it seems as though it’s just not good enough for you. Some
of the other guys are worse than me, and you don’t come down on
them like a ton of bricks. Maybe just half a ton.” He smiled
weakly, hoping she’d realise he was joking.

A tiny
smile played at the corners of the corporal’s lips. “Would it make
you feel any better if I told you why I’m doing it? Shouting at you
more than the others, I mean.”

“Um, I guess it depends on what you’re going to say. I’m really
not as shit as some of the other guys.”

“I know. But...” She got to her feet and moved to stand in
front of Jesse. Leaning down and placing her hands on the arms of
his chair, she continued. “Let’s just say I’m trying not to let my
true feelings show. If people found out how much I want you, I
don’t think it would go down too well.”

“W—want me? You want me?” His
heart pounded, and his brain raced to keep up with what she was
saying. Did she really mean what he thought she meant? Was there a
way he could have misunderstood her words? He didn’t think so. “You
mean, like, want me in the sex way?” He knew his phrasing was
ridiculous, but he couldn’t think of anything better right at that
moment. His brain was too fried.

Corporal
Grey laughed, her blue eyes sparkling as crinkles appeared in their
corners. It was adorable and sexy all at once, and Jesse’s cock
surprised him by hardening.

“Yes,” she said. “I mean in the sex way. But I guess you know
now why I’ve been behaving the way I have? Can you forgive me? I
didn’t mean to make you feel like a useless sack of shit. I’m
sorry.”

“Yeah, I can forgive you. But only if you make it up to me.” It
seemed his cock had taken over control of his mouth now, because as
the words floated into the air, he realised he had no idea what he
actually meant.

“Oh yeah?” Moving her hands to her hips, Corporal Grey adopted
a saucy stance. “And how am I supposed to do that?”

Jesse
cast his gaze about the room rapidly, hoping for inspiration.
Thankfully, he spotted something that would serve his purpose
perfectly. Standing, he gently pushed past her and retrieved the
pace stick that was propped up in the corner. Designed for marking
time in parades and similar, when it was open it formed a ‘V’
shape; closed it was just a wooden stick. One he could use to get
his own back on Corporal Grey. And he really had to stop thinking
of her as Corporal Grey, especially considering what he was about
to do. She was Roxanne.

Turning
back to her, he stifled a grin when he saw the look on her face.
She obviously hadn’t been expecting that. Pointing to a nearby
table, he commanded, “Pull your skirt up to your waist and bend
over.”

“O—okay.”

She
sounded nervous, and he didn’t blame her. Frankly, he was surprised
she’d agreed. He was wielding quite an interesting weapon, and she
was going to allow him to use it on her. Perhaps she was into a bit
of pain. He’d soon find out.


Following her to the table, he waited while she summoned her
courage, then lifted her skirt. His eyebrows nearly disappeared
into his close-cropped hairline when he saw the skimpy black thong
that had been hidden beneath her drab skirt. It bisected lovely
pale, round bum cheeks, and suddenly he wanted nothing more than to
pull the material aside and bury his cock in her warm
depths.

First,
though, Roxanne had some making up to do. “Ready?”

Pressing
her hands to the surface of the table, she nodded
quickly.

Jesse
moved into the position he thought best and waved the pace stick
around a little, to get used to the way it moved and balanced. He’d
never spanked a woman before, never mind with one of these things.
God knows why he’d even suggested it. She probably thought he was
some kind of kinky bastard, now. Never mind, it was just a bit of
fun.

Fun that
was already making his cock throb and press insistently at the
inside of his combats. Sucking in a deep breath, he drew his arm
back and forth a couple of times, practising the correct angle to
strike Roxanne’s delectable bottom. He didn’t want to accidentally
whack the back of her legs, or miss utterly and hit the
table.

Coming
to the conclusion he could do this all day and not feel any more
confident, he figured he should just go for it. Shifting his arm
back once more, he then swung it all the way forward until the pace
stick hit her naked skin. There was an interesting slapping sound,
followed by a yelp from Roxanne. Milliseconds later, a red stripe
decorated her skin. It looked kinda sexy, and as she hadn’t
screamed blue murder and run away or tried to kill him, he decided
she could take it.

Lining
up carefully once more, he laid another blow on her arse. It bobbed
enticingly with the impact, and a red mark appeared next to the
first. His cock was fit to burst. God, he hoped she’d be up for sex
after this. Perhaps he oughtn’t push her too far, just in case. He
definitely didn’t want to go and have to rub one out in his
bunk.

Two more
swings later and Jesse decided to change his tactics. The stick was
fun and it probably hurt like hell, but it was damn unwieldy and he
wanted to lay strikes on her faster and with more precision. There
was only one thing for it—he’d have to use his hand.


Discarding the stick with more eagerness than he’d admit to,
he reached out and stroked Roxanne’s burning cheeks. “Okay for a
few with my hand?” he asked.

“Yes.” She was breathless, and sounded as though she was on the
verge of tears, but if she wanted him to stop, she’d have said so.
Corporal Roxanne Grey was no pushover, which was why they were in
this situation in the first place.


Shrugging, he altered his position once more and whacked her
right cheek. Then the left. If her skin hadn’t already been so red,
he was sure he’d have left handprints. Growing more confident, he
slapped her harder, experimenting with a flattened hand, then a
cupped hand, to see which made the best sounds or caused her to
gasp more loudly.

Soon, he
could take no more. His hand stung like fuck, and if he didn’t do
something with his dick soon he was probably going to come in his
underwear. Raining a few more blows down on her for good measure,
he then grabbed her by the shoulders, pulled her upright and spun
her around.

Her face
was red, her eyes wide. But she hadn’t been crying, and she didn’t
look angry. In fact, she looked as horny as he felt, her eyes
glinting and her lips parted enticingly. Taking advantage, he
slanted his mouth over hers and kissed her with all the need and
arousal he was experiencing, hoping like hell she wouldn’t decide
he’d gone a step too far.

Thankfully, she didn’t. She returned the embrace, slipping her
arms around his neck and kissing him back with a bruising ferocity.
So it seemed she did like the pain. That was something clearly worth knowing. Their
tongues brushed together, explored, tickled and fought until Jesse
was dizzy with need. Pulling away, he gasped for air, then said,
“Roxanne, I really need to fuck you, but I don’t have a
condom.”

A
coquettish smile taking over her lips, she replied, “It’s okay, I
do.” She moved over to a bank of lockers, opened one of the doors
and pulled out a handbag. Dipping her hand inside, she rummaged
around a little and emerged with a foil packet.

“Wow, you’re prepared.” He couldn’t hide his
surprise.

“Wouldn’t you be if you were one of the few women on an army
base?”

“Touché. Now, shall we make use of it?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely. Get your cock out.”

The
woman really was full of surprises. Doing as he was told, he undid
his combats and pulled his cock out, stroking it up and down a
couple of times while she ripped open the packet. Taking the
protection from her, he rolled it down his shaft carefully, then
pushed on the base to make sure it was secure.


Shuffling towards the table, where Roxanne had now perched,
skirt still up, legs akimbo and the gusset of her panties pulled to
one side, Jesse was slammed with another massive wave of arousal.
Her cunt was gorgeous. Hairless, swollen, pink and slick, he wanted
to taste it. But that would have to wait for another time—if he was
lucky enough to get one. For now, he’d give her the most memorable
fuck he possibly could.

“Ready?” he said, gripping his shaft with one hand and moving
the other around her back.

“Yes, Private, I’m ready. Just get on with it, will you?” Her
words were harsh, but the look in her eyes told him that she was
feeling as horny, as playful as he, and she really wanted to
fuck.

Not
wanting to disappoint, he positioned himself between her thighs,
aimed his cockhead at her entrance and slowly pushed home. She was
tight, yet incredibly wet, so he didn’t meet much resistance as he
penetrated her. And yet, she felt like a warm, slick glove around
him, and if he wasn’t careful, he was going to be in danger of
premature ejaculation.

Slipping
a hand between their bodies, he sought her clit, which was not
difficult considering how large it was, distended with arousal.
God, could this woman get any damn sexier? Stroking, pinching and
rolling the flesh as he rocked in and out of her, he was determined
to find out exactly what pushed her buttons so her climax would
wring his own out of him. He’d come then, but not
before.


Capturing her lips once more, he poured everything he had
into pleasuring her. A long, hard, sensual kiss. Varying movements
on her bud, and alternate fast and shallow, then slow and deep
pumps of his cock. He’d find out what worked for her and exploit it
to the extreme. In the meantime, he had to hang on to his own
orgasm. He would not come until she did. Absolutely not.

Soon, he
found the perfect formula. Suckling on her bottom lip, he pressed
hard on her clit and fucked her fast and furiously. Her moans grew
louder, then quieter as she remembered where she was. It wouldn’t
do either of them any good to get caught.


Suddenly, Roxanne’s internal walls gripped him so hard he
thought she’d rip his cock off. The pressure was intense, constant.
Then she pulled her face away from his, yanked the collar of her
shirt into her mouth and bit down as she tumbled into
bliss.

Amazed,
he watched her face go through a number of changes as her cunt
gripped harder still, then released and went into a series of
spasms, milking his cock. Shunting into her a couple more times, he
let himself go with a sense of relief. Tingles shot from the base
of his spine, leaving a line of fire running up his shaft and out
of the tip as he came. He gritted his teeth to keep himself quiet,
enjoying the immense sensations of his own climax and Roxanne’s
combined. He wouldn’t have been able to hang on much longer, she
just felt too damn good.

They
held on to one another as they rode out their respective orgasms,
and Jesse found himself hoping against all hope that this wasn’t a
one-off.

“Hey,” he said gently, when he finally regained his voice. “You
all right?”

Looking
every inch as though she’d just floated down to Earth, she nodded,
and grinned dopily. “Yeah. You? We all square? Have I made it up to
you sufficiently?”

“Hell yeah.” He pressed a kiss to her forehead. “So does this
mean you’re gonna be nicer to me now?”

“Uh, no. People will notice. I’d rather carry on being a total
bitch to you, then I can keep fucking you in private and no one
will suspect a thing.”

“Oh, well, when you put it like that... be as bitchy as you
like.”

“I thought you might say that.”


Grinning, Jesse voiced his next thought. “So, you got another
condom?”


 Chasing

You’ve
heard of those storm chaser folks, haven’t you? The ones that go
out seeking tornados and stuff so they can do scientific research
on them? Well, I’m like them. Only I chase orgasms, not tornados.
And I’m not interested in research—scientific or otherwise—just the
extreme pleasure each and every climax gives me.

I guess
you’re wondering why I’ve compared myself to a storm chaser now,
aren’t you? After all, orgasms are two-a-penny, right? Not for me.
I used the comparison because my climaxes are as unpredictable as
the weather, and so elusive that I have to chase them relentlessly,
using specialised equipment.

I was
nineteen when I had my first orgasm, and it was courtesy of my
brand new vibrator. I’d had several lovers by then, but none of
them had even come close to making me come. It didn’t mean that the
sex was crap—far from it, in some cases—but for some reason, my
clitoris would simply not co-operate. It became a constant source
of frustration—for both myself and my sex partners—and I was
convinced there was something wrong with me. I read books, I
searched the Internet, and soon discovered that I wasn’t alone.
According to many sources, the problem was psychological, not
physical. They also said that if I couldn’t make myself come, then
how could I expect anyone else to?

I tried.
Really I did. I watched porn, read dirty books, pulled out the lube
and masturbated until my fingers went stiff, my wrists ached, and
my lady parts were sore. I ended up more frustrated than ever, and
eventually headed into a sex shop and purchased myself a rabbit
vibe.

The
first time I used it, I came so quickly that I barely knew what it
felt like. I was left breathless, with my cunt spasming wildly
around the shaft of the toy and a flush that ran from my chest up
to my cheeks.

Oddly, my first emotion was relief. So I could orgasm, I just needed something
battery-operated to help me out. It was better than nothing, and
once my clit had recovered from its sensitivity, I switched the toy
on again and teased my body into a second climax. That time I was
more able to savour the sensation. I can’t think of a word that
truly captures how it was. Think divine, heavenly, blissful; times
that by ten and you’re somewhere in the right region.

From
then on I was hooked. I now knew exactly how wonderful it felt to
climax, and I wanted more. Knowing I was physically able to come
from clitoral stimulation took a weight off my mind. I thought
perhaps it would clear the mental block that was preventing me from
coming by my own hand and with partners. Sadly, that wasn’t the
case. Lots more toy-free masturbation and several sexual partners
later and I was still orgasm-less.


Thankfully I always had my vibrator as backup, and every time
I went grocery shopping I added batteries to my basket. I came
perilously close to turning into a teenage boy. Not literally, of
course, but in the
locking-myself-in-my-room-and-going-through-lots-of-tissues way. I
just got addicted to the feeling that so many women take for
granted, and pushed my body over the edge again and again,
marvelling at how completely amazing and mind-blowing it was, each
and every time.

Now, though, I have a much better handle on things. I know
that I can come,
and that the ability isn’t going to disappear. I hope.

It’s
getting harder. Compared to the first time, when I came so quickly
I hardly knew what had hit me, it’s growing increasingly more
difficult. In the months and years since that eye-opening moment,
I’ve bought every type of sex toy going. More rabbit-style
vibrators, dildos, wands, bullets, remote-controlled knickers...
you name it, I’ve bought it. I should probably have shares in the
battery manufacturing companies, I’m spending that much money with
them. The trouble is, no matter how wonderful and powerful these
toys claim to be, there’s only one that can make me
come.

My
trusty rabbit. It alone can tease my stubborn clit into submission,
bring that delicious tightening sensation to my abdomen, make my
pussy flutter and give me climaxes so extreme that I writhe on the
bed and yell so loud my neighbours probably think I’m being
murdered.

My first
one broke, you know. I panicked. The thought of never being able to
come again struck terror into the very depths of my soul. I
literally dropped everything and ran to the computer to order
another one, exactly the same. Thankfully they still stocked that
particular model.

I don’t
know what I’ll do if they discontinue it. Maybe I should buy
several and keep them in storage, just in case.

I know it sounds crazy. Excessive. But can you imagine having
one single thing, just one
way of making yourself feel on top of the world?
And to risk it being taken away? You wouldn’t, would you? It’s
unthinkable. I’m trying new things all the time, just hoping that
there’s something, or someone, else that will shake my clit into
submission and break me into tiny fragments of ecstasy. So far,
there’s nothing or no one. But I’m having fun trying.

So that’s why I continue to chase climax, with my specialised
equipment. Because I won’t give them up. I won’t. I
can’t.

Maybe I
should try therapy. I’m beginning to think it’ll be cheaper than
all these damn batteries.


 When Dreams Come True


Chapter One

When
Karen awoke with a start and shot upright in bed, she realised her
boyfriend of eleven months, Peter, was staring at her
incredulously.

“What?” she said, defensively. She’d only just woken up, what
could she have possibly done wrong? Stolen the duvet,
maybe?

“You woke me up about five minutes ago. You were tossing and
turning and you clobbered me on the back. You were also moaning and
panting like you were having the best sex of your life!”

As
Peter’s words sank in, Karen suddenly became aware of the ache
between her legs and the decidedly damp sensation in her crotch.
She gasped, and the dream came back to her. God, that would explain
her unconscious behaviour and the fact she’d woken up feeling as
horny as fuck, then. She’d had a seriously sexy dream. Practically
pornographic, actually.

She’d
been… she gasped again as she remembered. Bloody hell—she’d been
shagging two men at once! Thankfully, one of them had been Peter,
so she didn’t have to lie to boost his ego. But the other man in
her dream was a total surprise. It was Gabriel, Peter’s best
friend. She didn’t even like the arrogant bastard, so it came as a
total shock to her to discover that she’d dreamt about sleeping
with him.

“Well?” Peter said, interrupting her reverie, his expression
expectant. “Are you going to share with the class?”

“All right,” she replied with a frown, “no need to get shirty
with me. I can’t help what I dream about, can I? Though you’re
right, I was having some seriously fantastic sex.”

“Were you now?” His expression turned lecherous. “Pray,
tell.”

“You might not like it.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? That I wasn’t involved? Okay,
come on. Who was it? George Clooney? David Beckham?”

“Ugh, no! Not David Beckham. Though I certainly wouldn’t say no
to George.” She paused. “Actually, you were involved.”

“So why won’t I like it, then? What’s not to like about me and
you having brilliant sex?”

Karen
figured the sooner she got the words out, the sooner the two of
them could have a blazing row and get it over and done with. She
was beginning to wish she’d kept her mouth shut. Or
lied.

“You probably won’t like it because it wasn’t
just you I was having sex
with.”

Peter’s
eyebrows shot up. “Oh, really? So who was the other person in our
threesome? Or was it more than three?”

He
looked genuinely curious now, and Karen realised that perhaps he
wouldn’t be mad about it, after all. About the threesome thing,
anyway. She was pretty sure he’d kick off when he found out who the
other man had been.

She
shook her head. “No, it was just three. Me, you, and…” She had to
force the word out, so horrified was she that she had to say it at
all. “Gabriel.”

Peter’s eyebrows almost disappeared into his hairline.
“Gabriel? But I
thought you hated him? Oh God, it’s not one of those things where
people pretend to hate other people when they’re actually madly in
love with them? Fuck, you’re not in love with my best mate, are
you?” He ran a hand through his hair, and his expression was
genuinely worried.

“Hell, no! I really and truly can’t stand the prick. No one is
more surprised than me that I dreamt about him at all, never mind
in that way. Anyway, I thought you’d be mad.”

“Mad about what? That you dreamt about having a threesome, or
that it was with Gabriel?”

“Both.”

“No, why would I be mad about that? People can’t control their
dreams. God, if I could, I’d make myself dream about hot ménages
every damn night. So, am I to take it that you mean you’d
actually like a
threesome in real life? With Gabriel?”

“Not with Gabriel. But with someone I actually like. That’d be
pretty hot.”

“Oh.” Peter looked disappointed.

“What? I thought you’d be happy that I’m not secretly holding a
torch for your best friend.”

“No. I mean yes, I’m glad you’re not in love with him. But I
wouldn’t mind if you shagged him—with me present, of course. You
wouldn’t be the first girl we’ve shared.”

Now it
was Karen’s turn to raise her eyebrows. “Seriously? The two of you
have shagged the same woman? At the same time? Why didn’t you tell
me?”

Peter
laughed. “Well, it’s not exactly the sort of thing you tell a
girlfriend, is it? ‘Meet my best friend Gabriel. We’ve had
threesomes with girls before, so if you’re up for it, we are.’ I
don’t think it’d go down too well, do you? But now you’ve expressed
an interest…”

“In threesomes, not in him. Let’s give it some thought, eh? See
if we think it’s something we’re interested in. And if so, who
with.”

“Sounds like a plan to me.”


Chapter Two

Over the next few days, though, Karen didn’t need to make
herself think about it. It seemed her brain could barely
concentrate on anything else. Flashes of the dream came back to her
on a regular basis—having two pairs of hands roaming her eager
body, two mouths kissing her, nibbling her, licking her. Best of
all, two cocks for her to lick, suck and fuck. It was no wonder her
unconscious imaginings had left her so flustered—that dream shag
really had been the best sex of her life. It wasn’t that Peter
wasn’t good in bed—for all his faults, he really was—but having two men would
be double the pleasure. Providing they were both skilled lays, that
was. And, as much as she hated herself for even thinking it, she
believed that Gabriel was indeed, a fantastic fuck.

All the
times she’d been forced to socialise with Gabriel, he’d always had
a companion. She said companion because none of them seemed to be
around long enough to be classed as a girlfriend. Whatever they
were, though, they were always deliriously happy. If Karen ever
ended up alone with one of Gabriel’s victims and the chat turned to
their respective men, they always had nothing but good things to
say about him. He was charming, fun to be with, a good kisser, and
phenomenal in the bedroom. Of course they totally turned all that
information on its head when they were invariably ditched by the
not-at-all angelic man in question. She’d overheard the insulting
telephone calls and seen the vile text messages, calling him all
the unpleasant names under the sun. Hell hath no fury and all
that.

The
information about Gabriel’s sexual prowess that Karen had been
given, though, could not be unlearned. And it was this knowledge
that seeped into her thoughts on a regular basis and made her think
that perhaps it wouldn’t be such a terrible thing to have a
threesome with him and Peter, after all. She didn’t have to talk to
the bloke, or go on a date with him or anything like that. They’d
just set it up so it was a very straightforward wham, bam, thank
you ma’am type thing. But much more erotic and
orgasm-worthy.

The more
she thought about it, the more she figured that was definitely the
way to go. If Peter and Gabriel had shared a woman before and Peter
was happy to do it again, then it had obviously worked out okay. So
why not have a smoking hot ménage a trois and get it out of her
system once and for all? Maybe then she’d stop thinking about how
Gabriel’s body would feel pressed against hers, his cock buried
deep inside her pussy. He may be a complete and utter arsehole, but
he was also as sexy as fuck. And now she’d screwed him senseless in
the land of nod, it didn’t seem so much of a huge step to do it for
real.

After
another week, she couldn’t keep her mouth shut any longer. She
simply had to say something to Peter, otherwise she’d explode. To
get him in the right sort of mood, she cooked him a lovely dinner
and plied him with a glass or two of wine before bringing up the
subject.

“So,” she said, smiling broadly, though not so much that he
might think she wasn’t being serious, “you remember the
conversation we had last week. About threesomes?”

A tiny
frown line appeared between Peter’s eyebrows, then disappeared.
“Yes, of course. Why, have you given it some more
thought?”

Are you kidding? I’ve barely been
able to think about anything else.

“Actually, I have. And I was thinking that if you’re still up
for it, we could maybe ask Gabriel if he wants to be involved.
Since you two have shared women before and your friendship is
intact, then it obviously worked out okay. And because as a person
I think the man is vile, there’s no risk to our relationship
either, is there? The three of us will just have a jolly lovely
time in the sack, and that will be the end of it.”

She
sucked in a breath, and waited for her boyfriend to respond. Given
his eyebrows had crept closer to his hairline with every word she’d
spoken, she had no idea what he was going to say. Her fingers
gripped her wine glass so hard it was in danger of shattering. She
put it down.

“Okaaay,” Peter said, his expression one of intense
concentration. He closed his eyes for a second or two, then opened
them again. “I must admit I suspected this conversation would
happen at some point, but I didn’t expect you to want
Gabriel.”

“Oh!” Karen replied. “I don’t want him. Not like that. Well, I
suppose I do, like that.
But not in any other way. You know how I feel
about him.”

“Yes, I do. That’s why I’m so surprised. But you’ve obviously
thought about this and decided it would work for you, so if that’s
what you want, I’ll sort it.”

“Okay.” Well, that had gone more smoothly than she’d expected.
She’d known he wouldn’t be mad about it, but she hadn’t been
entirely sure what kind of emotions her request would elicit.
Surprise and then acceptance were absolutely fine by
her.

Of
course, that meant it would actually happen. A threesome between
her, Peter and Gabriel. And, she realised as Peter fished his
mobile phone from his pocket, it would happen very soon.

 



Chapter Three

As the
water cascaded from the shower head onto her skin, Karen seriously
considered hopping out, locking the bathroom door and not coming
out until the next day. Maybe then Peter and Gabriel would forget
about the whole thing. Forget she’d said anything. That she’d ever
suggested a threesome with them. For fuck’s sake. What had she been
thinking? A ménage was way hot, but with Gabriel? What the actual
fuck? She must have been crazy to suggest it.

She
resisted the temptation to bang her head against the tiled wall.
That would achieve nothing, except giving her a headache, and
possibly a bruise. Instead, she stuffed her fingers into her mouth
and hoped that and the noise of the shower would stifle her
scream.

Ahh, that’s better. Now the initial
frustration and irritation were out of her system, perhaps she
could apply her brain cells to finding a way of getting out of
this.

She
heard a muffled sound. Moving her head out from under the
thundering spray, she listened. It came again. Someone was banging
on the door. Ugh, typical Peter. He always wanted to use the toilet
when she was having a shower. It was like he purposely waited until
she was in there before deciding he needed to answer the call of
nature.

“Karen! Have you drowned in there or something? Hurry up, he’ll
be here soon.”

“What are you talking about? I haven’t been in here that
long!”

“You have, babe. You’ve been in there forty five
minutes.”


Fuck!

“Fuck! Okay, I’ll be as fast as I can.”

She
rubbed her face. God, had she really been in here that long?
Normally a shower took her twenty five minutes at most, and that
included shaving her legs, underarms and between her legs. What the
hell had she been doing for forty five minutes?

Looking
down, she realised that she had, in fact, shaved all the usual
places, and a scrape of fingers through her hair told her that
conditioner had been applied. She could only assume that she’d used
shampoo previous to that. She’d been so deep inside her own
tortured mind that all she could do was assume, and she didn’t have
time to start everything all over again just to be sure. So with a
thorough rinse, she turned off the shower, stepped out and pulled
on her robe, tying it tight. Grabbing a towel, she wrapped up her
hair to stop it dripping everywhere.

Heading
out onto the landing, she shouted to Peter that she was out of the
bathroom, just in case he did need the toilet. There was no
response. She repeated herself. Still nothing.

“For fuck’s sake.” She stomped down the stairs, ready to give
Peter a piece of her mind, and book him an appointment with a
hearing specialist. That would soon sort out his selective hearing,
if she threatened to send him to a professional. She barrelled into
the living room.

“Are you deaf or some...” The words died on her lips as her
brain caught up with her eyes. Gabriel was in her living room.
Already. She hadn’t seen him since she’d had the dream about him,
and now, being presented with her illicit nocturnal fantasy in the
flesh rendered her speechless. Even more so as she noted the way he
was looking at her. Like a lion, and she was a deer, or some other
kind of vulnerable prey. Except, of course, he wanted to fuck her,
not eat her. She presumed.

Both men
were staring at her. Silently, which somehow made it all the more
nerve-wracking. If someone would just say something, perhaps that
would alleviate the tension that suddenly filled the room so
completely that she worried the patio doors would shatter under the
strain.

“Umm…”

Gabriel
stood up, aborting her attempt at speech. Even several paces away,
he seemed to loom over her, his big body blocking what was behind
him, which included Peter. Therefore she had no idea how her
boyfriend was reacting as his best friend advanced on her, then
stood before her, and, with a leering grin, said, “Are you ready
for us, babe? Or are you getting cold feet?”

His
expression softened slightly with his second sentence, and Karen
realised that, for all his faults, Gabriel would not force her into
anything she didn’t want to do. Feeling slightly more comfortable
in the knowledge, she relaxed and forced herself to look up at him.
Tipping her head back until she could look into his cheeky green
eyes, she felt a sudden jolt of arousal burn through her
body.

Who was
she kidding? There was no way she’d turn back now. Especially as
she’d thought about little else for several days before getting
Peter to set it up. If she chickened out now, she’d never forgive
herself. She’d much rather regret something she’d done, rather than
live out the rest of her days wishing she’d done it. If it didn’t
live up to expectations, well, then she’d stop fantasising and
dreaming about it then, wouldn’t she? So it was a win-win
situation.

“No,” she replied, her voice breathy as a result of the rapidly
growing heat between her thighs, “I’m not getting cold feet. Far
from it, in fact. But if you’ll just give me a few minutes to get
myself sorted out. I didn’t realise I’d been in the bathroom for so
long.” She indicated her dressing gown and the towel on her
head.

“Oh no,” Gabriel said, “I think you’re absolutely fine as you
are. In fact, it’s a lot easier to get you naked when you’re like
this, isn’t it?”

He
reached for the towel and gently pulled it from her hair, dropping
it to the floor. Karen’s heart pounded so hard and so fast she
thought it would leap right out of her chest. His hands gripped the
belt around her waist, but she grabbed his wrists and shot a
panicky look towards the window that faced out onto the
street.

“Wait,” she said, gently pushing him away. “We can do this,
I want to do this,
but I don’t want an audience peering in through my front
window.”

Gabriel
let out a belly laugh. “Fair enough, babe. I understand. So, should
I close the curtains?”

Karen
sighed. She had to do something to stop the man talking, and soon.
If he said much more stupid shit, she’d go off the idea of fucking
him pretty rapidly.

“No, we’ll go upstairs. There’s more room and it’ll be more
comfortable.”

With
that, she turned and made her way out of the room before he could
respond. But she wasn’t quite fast enough and she still heard his
comment, which was probably more aimed at Peter than
her.

“Comfort isn’t the first thing on my list of priorities, but
hey, whatever the lady wants.”

 



Chapter Four

As soon as she was out of sight of the living room, Karen
scampered up the stairs and into the bedroom. As time had gotten
away from her, not only had she not had chance to get dressed, put
makeup on or do her hair, she also hadn’t tidied up. She and Peter
weren’t massively untidy creatures, but at the end of a busy week
there was often a pair of dirty socks or underwear lying around, or
a damp towel. It was more down to lack of time than laziness. And
right now, Karen was desperately trying to make up for lost time.
She scooped up the few articles of soiled clothing on the floor and
shoved them into the laundry basket. Then she kicked herself that
she hadn’t had the foresight to change the bed. But there was
absolutely no time for that now, and she figured it didn’t matter
all that much, anyway. The three of them would be
on the bed, not in it.
And there was no way Gabriel was staying over—it was a fuck, not
the beginning of a beautiful relationship.

Soon
enough, she heard the sound of two sets of footsteps coming up the
stairs. Quickly, she moved to her dressing table, retrieved her
hairbrush and started tugging it through her hair at an alarming
rate. She was minus more than a few strands of hair and sporting
watery eyes by the time Peter and Gabriel entered the room,
barefooted and grinning.

Taking a
deep breath, she summoned up as much confidence as she could find
inside herself. It wasn’t much, but it was just enough to allow her
to smile back at the men and to make a request. “You going to get
your clothes off then, gentlemen?”

Ever the
arrogant bastard, Gabriel shot back, “I will if you will,
darlin’.”

God, shut up, you prick! Stop fucking talking!
Forcing the smile to stay on her face, she
replied, “All I’m wearing is a dressing gown. It’ll take me
considerably less time to get naked than it will you two. So get on
with it.” She glared, and it seemed that the boys decided to do as
they were told, rather than risking her wrath and the potential
termination of their kinky plan.

Given
they’d already removed their shoes and socks—a good plan, which
meant they’d avoid the awkward and ungainly hopping around phase of
undressing—mere seconds rendered them shirtless, and Karen watched
in appreciative silence as the two extremely attractive men undid
their jeans, let them fall to the floor and stepped out of them.
She was a little surprised that Gabriel was wearing underwear,
she’d had him pegged as the kind of guy that liked to go commando.
However, the tight boxers did little to hide the erection that was
already straining against them. A glance across at Peter told her
that he was in much the same state.

“Okay,” she said, the power she realised she had over them
suddenly going to her head, “now the boxers.”

Gabriel
opened his mouth to say something, but she raised her eyebrows and
gave him a pointed look. He got the hint, and then the two men
complied with her wishes.

“Very good. Now get on the bed—Peter, if you could grab some
condoms first—and then I shall join you.”

They
scrambled up onto the bed, then Peter reached into the top drawer
of his bedside unit and grabbed a couple of condoms, passing one to
his friend. They exchanged a look that could only be described as
excited, then turned back to watch Karen untie the belt of her
dressing gown, then shrug out of it.

Her
pussy had started to become wet back in the living room, when
Gabriel had first approached her. She’d grown steadily more aroused
as their encounter progressed, and now, as she took in the two
eager men sitting on her bed with stiff, delicious-looking cocks, a
powerful zing of lust coursed through her body, centring in on her
groin and leaving it hot and heavy. A gush of juices soaked her
thighs. God, she was really going to do this, and she could only
hope it was as hot and satisfying as her dream had been.

She got
onto the bed, eyeing each man in turn and wondering where the hell
to start. They’d done this before; she hadn’t. She glanced at Peter
to make sure he was still okay with everything. His nod, and the
erection that pointed at the ceiling reassured her that he was.
Then, figuring the best way to keep Gabriel quiet was to make sure
his mouth was occupied, so she quickly straddled him. Settling into
his lap, with his hard on pressing against her buttocks, she kissed
him. He seemed a little startled at first—possibly at her sudden
forwardness—but quickly relaxed into the embrace, slipping his arms
around her back and pulling her closer, so her breasts pressed
against his chest.

Now
things had started, there was no hesitation. Karen quickly became a
slave to her lust and forgot all about how much she despised the
man she was currently kissing and let her libido guide her. The
kiss deepened, grew more frenzied until finally she pulled away
with a gasp, aware of how she was soaking Gabriel’s thighs with her
pussy juices. He grinned wolfishly at her, and before he could
speak, she held a finger to his lips.

“Don’t talk,” she whispered. “Just fuck.”

He
shrugged, but kept quiet. With that, she shifted off of Gabriel and
moved over to Peter. While she’d been kissing his friend, her mind
had raced through the erotic possibilities of what lay ahead, and
she’d made a decision. She definitely wanted them both inside her
at the same time, and Peter was going to be in her cunt, Gabriel
her arse. It wasn’t down to cock size—she’d surreptitiously
compared them, and they were pretty much the same—she knew that
much, but she wasn’t entirely sure why she’d made that decision.
She suspected, though, that it was something to do with facing
someone she actually liked. She could kiss and stroke Peter as they
fucked, and she could almost imagine that Gabriel was someone else,
or just a dick up her arse.

Taking
the condom from Peter, she opened it, threw the wrapper on the
floor and rolled the latex down his shaft. A sound from beside her
hinted that Gabriel was doing the same thing. Pushing Peter back
onto the pillows, she shuffled into position and lowered herself
onto his cock. She let out a hiss as the thick, pulsing shaft
stretched her, but she was so wet that it was a pleasurable,
filling kind of stretch, rather than a painful one. She quickly
grew used to the invasion and leaned down to give her boyfriend a
long, passionate kiss which made her toes curl before sitting back
up, ready to fuck.

Resting
her hands on Peter’s pecs, she braced herself against him as she
began to rock her hips slowly, teasing them both as his cock
slipped in and out of her. Once she gained the optimum rhythm, she
turned to look at Gabriel. He was stroking his shaft slowly,
closely watching the point of entry between her and Peter’s
bodies.

“Go into the top drawer there,” she pointed to the cabinet on
her side of the bed, “and get the bottle of lube. Then smother some
all over that cock of yours and I’ll let you know when I’m
ready.”

He said
nothing—mercifully—and she turned her attention back to riding the
man beneath her. She heard the telltale sounds of lube being
squeezed from a bottle, and a thrill went through her at the
thought of being completely full of cock—one in each hole. Well,
except for her mouth, of course, but that was okay.

Soon,
she was as hot and horny as it was possible to get before coming,
so she spoke over her shoulder. “Okay, lube me up, and don’t be
stingy with it, either.”

“Yes ma’am.”

She
raised her eyebrows at his acquiescence, but figured that no man
would cock block himself by being rude to the woman he was about to
fuck. Not even one as stupid as Gabriel. She slowed her movements
right down, then eventually stopped, lifting her arse up as high as
she could without Peter’s dick slipping out of her, so Gabriel
could lubricate her rear hole.

He
wasted no time, slicking copious amount of the chilly liquid around
and around the tight pucker, before tentatively venturing a finger
inside, making sure she was good and ready for him. He was patient
and thorough—something she hadn’t expected—and by the time she felt
the bed shift as he moved up behind her, she was desperate to have
him inside her. She closed her eyes as Gabriel moved into position.
He stroked her arse cheeks and nudged the blunt head of his cock
against her back entrance. She waited.

After a
beat, she felt the bump of knuckles against her bottom as Gabriel
gripped his shaft and aimed it carefully. Then she pulled in a deep
breath through her nostrils, fighting hard to stay relaxed as he
began to push inside her. He’d done a damn fine job of lubricating
them both, so it didn’t hurt exactly, but there was still a fair
bit of resistance. Karen pushed against it, knowing that once he
was seated inside her she’d quickly grow used to his size. She was
no anal virgin—just a virgin to having both her holes filled at
once.

Gritting
her teeth, she dug her nails into Peter’s chest, eliciting a gasp
from him as her channels stretched and stretched. Eventually,
Gabriel’s body was pressed against hers. Nobody moved. She’d never
felt so full in her life, and actually, it was every bit as
arousing as she thought it would be—and they hadn’t even gotten
going yet. She waited a minute more before speaking. “Okay, boys.
Do your worst. Not literally, though.”

There
were chuckles, and she kept her eyes closed, focussing on the
pleasure as the two men worked together to get into a rhythm that
was pleasurable for them all, and didn’t dislodge one of their
cocks. As they moved together, she was suddenly very aware that she
could feel their shafts rubbing against one another through her
thin internal walls. It was quite possibly the single most erotic
sensation she’d ever experienced. She angled her hips so her clit
was resting against Peter’s pubic bone and hung on tight for the
ride of her life.

And the
ride of her life was definitely, one hundred and ten per cent, what
she got. Once the men were satisfied she was okay, they picked up
their pace, pumping in and out of her faster and harder until the
white spots behind her eyes swirled and danced so wildly that she
thought she was going to pass out. The pleasure was immense,
immeasurable and indescribable. So when she felt her abdomen
tighten, signalling the onset of an orgasm, she wasn’t at all
surprised. She just stayed as she was, allowing the ministrations
of Peter and Gabriel to carry her swiftly along to a climax that
left her screaming until her throat burned, causing Gabriel to clap
a hand over her mouth.

“As fucking sexy as that is, Karen, if you keep that up the
neighbours will think someone’s murdering you and call the
police.”

She
shook her head, trying to dislodge his hand. Eventually she
succeeded, and she said, “All right, all right. Now shut up and
fuck me until you both come.”

The men
needed no more persuading, and Karen tangled her fingers into the
duvet and gripped it until her hands ached. Still they pounded into
her. She was so wet that the room was filled with a rude wet
clicking sound, but she didn’t care. All she was really bothered
about was reaching a second orgasm before Peter and Gabriel reached
theirs. She suspected it wasn’t far away—she felt as though every
nerve ending was on fire, a delicious, all-consuming fire that made
every touch, every caress threaten to burn her up.

She
forced her hips downwards, grinding her pubic bone against Peter’s
hard, almost to the extent of pain. But she quickly forgot about
that when the spark was ignited and she felt as though her entire
body was alight with pleasure. The waves crashed through her body
again and again and soon her moans were echoed by those of Peter
and Gabriel as her clenching and twitching insides meant they
couldn’t hold their climaxes back any more.


Expletives filled the room, and the two thick cocks leapt
inside her as their balls emptied into the condoms. Slowly, she
sunk down onto Peter’s chest, slipping into unconsciousness as her
over-stimulated body shut down. She was vaguely aware of Gabriel
pulling out of her, and then Peter gently rolled her off him and
helped her to get into the bed.

“Thanks, Gabriel,” she murmured, pulling the duvet up over her
head. “You can see yourself out.”

She had
a niggling thought that she should probably be nicer to Gabriel.
After all, that had indeed been the best sex of her life, even
better than the dream. And if she wanted to do it again, then she
needed him on the side.

Nah, she decided. If he wants to do it enough, he won’t give a shit if I’m nice
to him or not. He seemed happy enough that time.

With
that, she slipped into the sleep of the exhausted, a satisfied
smile on her face, and a delicious ache between her
thighs.


 On the
Night Bus

Emerging
from the crowd, Will boarded the bus, swiped his travel pass across
the electronic reader and scuttled hurriedly up the stairs.
Relieved to note he was the only person on the top deck, he
emphasised his need to be alone even further by walking to the rear
of the bus and settling into a corner of the back seat. He was as
far away from the other passengers as he could possibly get – and
that was the way he wanted it.

Normally, he’d be happy to slum it with the laughing,
slurring, swaying drunks on the lower deck – talking rubbish with
them until it was time for him to get off the bus. Normally, he
was one of the
laughing, slurring, swaying drunks. It was Saturday night – or
Sunday morning, depending on which way you looked at it – after
all.

But
tonight was far from normal. The realisation had sobered Will up in
the blink of an eye, and sent him home before he did something he’d
live to regret. Possibly not straight away – but certainly at some
point. Like when he woke up in a cell at the local police
station.

Just as
Will felt his blood begin to boil again and his hands involuntarily
clenched into fists, his solitude was ruined by the arrival of a
young couple. They were drunk, giggly, and so wrapped up in each
other that they didn’t notice Will glowering in the corner. They
slumped down together a few rows of seats in front of him and
immediately began kissing as though their lives depended on
it.

Will’s
glower deepened into a positively evil expression – luckily for the
young couple his looks couldn’t kill, otherwise they’d have been
stone dead in an instant. It was hardly surprising he was pissed
off, though. He’d just found out that his girlfriend and his
so-called best friend had been seeing each other behind his back,
and now a sickeningly loved-up couple were sucking face right in
front of him. He hardly needed a reminder of his new single status,
least of all such a vivid one.

Sighing,
Will reached into his pocket and pulled out his iPhone. He’d
switched it onto airplane mode earlier so none of the text messages
and phone calls he knew the traitorous two would be trying to make
would come through. There was absolutely nothing they could say
that would excuse their behaviour, so he saw no reason to talk to
either of them. Ever again.

Will was
just about to fire up a game to distract him from the unwanted
display in front of him when a moan that could only be described as
lusty made him look up at the couple again. It was obvious that
they really had no idea that he was sitting there, because their
ardent kissing had now progressed to heavy petting. The guy had
manoeuvred his girl’s top down so both her breasts were on display.
He yanked down the cups of her bra and sucked a nipple into his
mouth, while he squeezed and pinched at the other one with an eager
hand.

The
girl’s head lolled back, and her eyes fluttered closed; she was
clearly lost in bliss. Not so lost that she couldn’t voice her
enjoyment, however. As her lover teased and pleasured her luscious
tits, a constant cacophony of moans, grunts and squeals came from
her parted lips. It was a good job that the lower deck of the night
bus was so damn noisy and busy, otherwise they’d have been caught
in no time and probably kicked off.

Will was
actually a little surprised that the driver hadn’t shouted at them
through his intercom. He knew that drivers had some kind of clever
mirror system in their cab which meant they could see what was
happening on the top deck of the bus, to prevent such lewd
behaviour. The couple were obviously too drunk to consider anything
like that, and Will could only imagine that the squeeze of bodies,
ever-present danger of vomiting and resultant havoc on the bottom
level of the bus was keeping the driver thoroughly
occupied.

The more
he thought about it, the more he decided he was glad that they
hadn’t been disturbed. They’d totally distracted him from his
personal problems, and for that he was grateful. So, it would seem,
was his cock. Slipping his mobile back into his pocket, Will then
pressed the palm of his hand against his rapidly growing erection.
It twitched beneath his touch, and he glanced up again to check
that he remained unnoticed in his corner. He did. In fact, Will
suspected that even if the bus crashed, the pair would continue
with their increasingly steamy clinch.

Deciding
to take a chance, he undid the fly of his jeans and pulled out his
stiff cock. He pumped it slowly in his fist as he watched the
couple. Will wondered how far they would go before coming to their
senses, sobering up or reaching the bus stop they needed to
disembark at. As luck would have it, his stop was where the bus
terminated so he’d get to find out the answer to this question
without running the risk of going past his house and having to trek
back across town to get home.

Soon, Will stopped thinking and simply watched and wanked. The
breast play had ceased, and, although he couldn’t actually see what
was happening, it was damn obvious that the girl was now giving her
boyfriend a blowjob. Her blonde head was bobbing up and down, and
it was the man’s turn to grunt and moan as his cock was enveloped
in a hot, wet and very willing mouth. Will tugged his own shaft more vigorously,
wishing he was the one getting head.

The
noises the guy was making increased in intensity, and the girl
suddenly sat up – her lips slipping off his cock with a wet pop.
She grinned at him, and said, “You can’t come yet, I want to fuck
you.”

“Be my guest.” The guy’s response was clearly all the
invitation she needed. Some shuffling around ensued, and Will was
suddenly terrified that the game was up as the girl straddled her
man’s lap, meaning she was facing him – and, as a consequence,
Will, too. All she had to do was look up, and she’d spot the guy in
the corner, wanking over a free live sex show. He froze in place,
as though staying still would make him somehow
invisible.

Will
couldn’t believe his luck, however, as the woman alternated between
being forehead-to-forehead with her lover as she bounced on his
cock, and tossing her blonde mane around like a porn star, with her
eyes tightly closed.

Feeling
a little more secure now, Will relaxed and picked up the pace on
his prick. He’d barely noticed the stop-start of the bus as it
wound its way along the route, but he knew it couldn’t be much
longer before it was at its finishing point. And there was no way
he wanted to be caught with his cock out – by the couple, or anyone
else, for that matter.

He
needn’t have worried. The frantic screwing taking place in front of
him, with the titillating view of the hot blonde bouncing up and
down, her tits doing the same, meant that Will’s climax was just
around the corner. He paced himself, though, aiming to come when
one of the couple did, therefore drowning out any sounds Will might
let slip.

It
wasn’t long before he got his opportunity, and it didn’t come a
moment too soon. As the bus drew to its final stop, and the driver
shouted “Everybody off!” the girl hit her peak, letting out a
stream of expletives. Her boyfriend rapidly followed suit, as did
Will. He bit his lip so hard he almost drew blood as jet after jet
of cum flew out of his cock, coating the back of the seat in front
of him, his hand and his dick.

However,
the timing and the situation were as such that Will couldn’t worry
about all that. Instead, he tucked his softening cock back into his
jeans, grimacing at the thought of his spunk smearing over the
inside of the denim. With the lack of any other option, he ignored
his conscience and wiped his right hand on the seat’s upholstery,
zipped up his fly, then stood up and walked down the aisle of the
bus towards the stairs.

With a
huge grin and a “good night” to the startled couple scrabbling to
put their clothes back on, Will descended the stairs, hopped off
the bus and headed for home, hoping they wouldn’t follow him and
demand an explanation.

As he
meandered his way home, Will suspected that despite the shitty
night he’d had, he would have no trouble sleeping. The mind-blowing
climax he’d just had would see to that.

It had
brought a whole new meaning to getting off at his stop.


 Naughty Delivery

Sonia
moved restlessly through the house, cleaning. She hated housework
at the best of times, but when she was on tenterhooks like this,
the dust certainly didn’t have much to fear.

She was
saved from her half-hearted duster-flicking by a knock at the door.
Abandoning the cloth with undisguised glee, Sonia rushed to the
front door. Unlocking it, she greeted the delivery guy with a
maniacal grin. Barely noticing his wary expression, Sonia signed
his hand-held machine and closed the door behind him, clutching the
box with delight.

Sonia
rushed out to the garden.

“Ben! Ben, it’s here!”

Ben
looked up from where he’d been weeding the garden, a smile
spreading across his handsome face. Sonia’s excitement was
catching. Plus, he was just as interested in the contents of the
package as she was.


Standing, he followed his girlfriend as she scampered back
into the house, retrieved a pair of scissors from the kitchen
drawer and made her way upstairs. Ben paused to wash his
dirt-encrusted hands in the kitchen before heading to the
bedroom.


Upstairs, she was sitting cross-legged on their bed, scissors
at the ready. Ben tucked his lanky frame into a mirror image of
Sonia’s position, and nodded.

“Go on then,” he said, “open it.”

She
didn’t need prompting twice. Slicing away at the tape sealing the
box, Sonia was careful not to damage the contents. When it was
done, she put the scissors down and waggled her eyebrows and
fingers theatrically before folding back the flaps of the
box.

Sinking
her fingers into the polystyrene packing chips, Sonia resisted the
childish temptation to scoop some up and throw them around. She’d
only have to tidy them up; and she thought that time would be much
better spent enjoying the contents of the parcel.

It was
the first time they’d ordered sex toys from the internet. Actually,
it was the first time they’d purchased any sex toys, full stop. Ben
and Sonia had always been happy with their sex life, but after
reading one too many articles about how much fun vibrators and
things were, they’d decided to find out what all the fuss was
about.

They’d giggled like naughty schoolchildren as they scoured
their website of choice, browsing through all the sexy things
available for sale. After gawping wide-eyed and open-mouthed at
several scary-looking implements definitely not designed for beginners, they’d
navigated back to the more vanilla couples’ toys.


Following some umm-ing and ahh-ing, they made their choices,
placed the order and waited. However, things weren’t quite the same
after they’d clicked that ‘Confirm Purchase’ button. In the days
that followed, their normal routine was punctuated with spontaneous
sex. It usually followed a conversation about the various things
they’d seen on the website, not to mention the items that were
winging their way through the postal system, en route to their
house.

Or so
they thought.

Ben
looked on with anticipation as Sonia’s hands delved into the box.
He watched her expression change as she touched something other
than polystyrene; her eyes lighting up. His cock twitched as his
mind raced ahead, considering the possibilities of what was about
to happen.

When
Sonia brought a leather spanking paddle out of the package, the
silence was palpable. She looked at Ben, a crease appearing between
her eyebrows. Tossing the implement onto the bed, Sonia continued
to rummage around in the box. The items she brought out in her
hands next shouldn’t have been surprising, considering the spanker.
But they were.

Because Sonia and Ben had not
ordered thick leather wrist and ankle cuffs to go
with the paddle. They hadn’t even ordered the paddle. Ben reached
over to take the heavy cuffs from Sonia and lay them down next to
the spanker.

Sonia
soon unearthed the packing slip from the bottom of the box. Eyes
flicking down the page, the crease between her eyebrows grew
deeper.

“This is really weird,” she said, passing a hand across her
forehead, as if to erase the confusion. “Something’s gone
completely wrong here. This slip is actually correct.”

“Look,” she continued, turning the sheet of paper so Ben could
read it, “it’s got the right name, address, items and price. But
the wrong items have been packed. They’ve obviously fucked up in
their warehouse. Someone is sitting at home like we are now,
expecting all this kinky shit, and they’ve got our
stuff!”

“Well,” said Ben, looking across to where the offending items
lay. “There’s not a lot we can do about it right now, is
there?”

“Not really.” She sighed. “I’m pretty pissed off though. I was
in the mood for a bit of fun.”

A glint
in his eye, Ben grasped the handle of the spanker. Turning his gaze
to Sonia, he said, “What do you mean, ‘was?’ What’s to stop us from
having some fun anyway?”

He
brought the flat of the paddle down hard on his palm, grinning
wolfishly as Sonia yelped at the sound.

“You want to use that stuff?” Sonia said, looking worriedly at
the heavy-duty cuffs.

“Well, it seems a shame to waste it. And you’ve always said
you’d try anything once.”

“Within reason, I said!”

“Come on,” Ben chided, “it’s only a bit of bondage, a bit of
spanking. Let’s give it a go. I’ll tie you up first, then maybe
later we can reverse roles. If we’re not into it, we’ll stop. It’s
no biggie.”

Sonia
looked at Ben, who copied her eyebrow-wiggling of earlier. She
shrugged. “Why not? I guess we’ll never know if we don’t
try.”

“That’s my girl. Now get your kit off and let me see that
gorgeous body of yours.”

Sonia
shifted off the bed, moving the box, complete with its polystyrene
contents onto the floor. She kicked off her shoes, then bent to
pull off her socks. Standing, she started unbuttoning her
blouse.

The pace
obviously wasn’t quick enough for Ben, who yelled, “Quicker than
that, come on!”

Sonia
looked wide-eyed at her boyfriend and considered teasing him all
the more for his impatience. That would have been her usual
reaction. But when he started tapping the paddle against his palm,
she decided against it. He was obviously getting into character;
he’d gone all masterful, getting off the bed and stretching to his
full height, so he towered over her, glowering.

Sonia
was surprised to discover that, far from finding Ben’s sudden
dominance ridiculous or amusing, it was making her hot. They’d
always been equals in the bedroom, but now the thought of being
taken and ravished by Ben was causing a delicious heat in her groin
that was only going to get hotter.

Shedding
her clothes as quickly as she could, Sonia soon stood naked before
Ben. Without realising it, she’d also slipped into character,
standing there silently and awaiting her next orders.

“Good,” said Ben, still tapping the paddle against his hand,
“now get onto the bed, and spread ‘em.”

As Sonia
turned to do Ben’s bidding, he aimed a sharp smack at her rounded
bottom, causing her to squeal and leap onto the bed. She
spread-eagled herself quickly before any more spanks could be laid
on her arse. As she watched for Ben’s next move, she felt the skin
he’d struck grow warm and tingly. It wasn’t an unpleasant
sensation, but Sonia suspected there hadn’t been much force behind
the blow. Nevertheless, her pussy grew warmer at the thought of
more force being applied.

Ben,
still fully dressed, climbed onto the bed and picked up the wrist
restraints. Shuffling up towards Sonia’s head, he knelt by her
side, examining the cuffs to see how they worked. Soon, he slipped
Sonia’s hand inside the faux-fur lined leather and did up the
fastenings.

Breaking
out of character briefly, he said, “Any time you’re not happy or
comfortable, you let me know. I suppose we should have a safe word.
That’s what they do, right?”

Sonia
nodded.

“Okay,” he continued, “the safe word is ‘bananas’. You say
that, we stop. Okay?”

Sonia
nodded again, and Ben dropped a kiss on her head. “Good girl. Now
put your arms above your head so I can chain you to the
bed.”

She did
as she was told. Ben slipped one of the slim chains around a bar at
the head of the bed and clipped it to the first cuff. Then,
reaching over her, he secured Sonia’s other wrist and attached the
chain. She was now officially tied up. Of course, that was only
half the game.

Moving
down her body, Ben repeated the process with Sonia’s ankles. Once
he’d finished, he got off the bed and moved across the room,
turning to study his handiwork from a distance. He’d had a semi-on
ever since Sonia had started undressing, and it had taken some real
determination to keep his head as he trussed her up.

Now,
though, looking at his girlfriend all tied up and presented to him
like a gift, Ben’s cock thickened. It pushed against the material
of his boxers and jeans, eager to be let out. Sonia looked
stunning. Her colour was high, her eyes shone and even from here he
could see that her pussy was glistening with juices. He couldn’t
wait to play with and tease her until she begged him to fuck
her.

Ben
stripped without preamble, leaving his clothes in a pile on the
floor and walked back to where Sonia waited. He joined her on the
bed and moved into a kneeling position between her spread legs.
Retrieving the spanking paddle, he held it up.

Looking
into Sonia’s eyes, he spoke. “You look so delicious, I barely know
where to start.”

Sonia
said nothing, jiggling a little as if to test her bonds. Her
breasts bobbed and bounced, drawing Ben’s attention. “Or perhaps I
do.”

As the
paddle impacted on Sonia’s pale flesh, she yelped. Ben knew it was
just impulse; he was just testing the waters and hadn’t so far
struck her very hard at all. Besides, although she’d made a noise,
she hadn’t struggled or protested. He aimed a whack on the other
breast.

Sonia
squeaked again, then lay still, body tense and aching with
anticipation. Ben wasn’t striking her very hard, but she suspected
he was sussing out her pain threshold. She trusted him implicitly
and knew he would never hurt her. Not any more than she wanted him
to, at least.

The
thought startled her, but really she shouldn’t have been surprised.
Her brain may not have caught up, but her body was certainly
reacting to the punishment Ben had been meting out. She could feel
the heat in her cheeks and cunt, and her nipples were hard little
nubs, sticking up like buoys from a sea of reddened
flesh.

Ben
increased the pace and force of his strokes until Sonia felt like
she was on fire. She moaned and gasped as the sensation overwhelmed
her, her pussy seeping juices down her crack and onto the bed
sheets. Each blow was like a firework going off; the initial bang,
a delay, then the slow spread of little dots and streaks of
light.

When Ben
stopped what he was doing, Sonia’s eyes flew open. She hadn’t fully
realised they’d been closed. She watched as he shifted position,
moving lower on the bed.

From his
new vantage point, Ben had the most perfect and delicious view of
Sonia’s pussy. It was spread before him, soaking wet and silently
begging to be fucked. He wanted to. Oh God, did he want to.
However, he also wanted to see how much further he could push
Sonia’s limits. She’d come easily if he fucked her now, he knew
that. But he wanted to see if some of the rumours were true; that
the longer he held off, the more explosive her eventual climax
would be.

His cock
throbbed painfully as he thought about Sonia’s tight cunt and what
it felt like to be inside it. He’d be there, soon enough. But
first…

Sonia
jumped as the first blow landed on her inner thigh. Ben had been
studying her pussy so intently that she’d closed her eyes, silently
praying that his resolve would crack and that he’d stuff his cock
inside her and fuck her until they both came. Obviously that was
not going to happen. Yet.

The pale
skin of her inner thighs quickly changed colour as Ben alternated
strokes on each. He was careful not to hit the same spot too many
times, and soon Sonia’s flesh was pink and red from crotch to knee.
She was so high on the sensation that she felt like she would come
if Ben so much as blew on her clit. Oh, if only he would do
something. The tiny cluster of nerve endings was distended and
aching. Sonia desperately wanted to climax, but it was not up to
her.

Ben was
in charge. She was helpless and she loved it. Somehow, removing her
freedom of choice had freed her. She was completely at her lover’s
mercy; didn’t have to think or do anything. Just feel what was
being done to her by the man she loved.

And
right now, he was discarding the spanking paddle and covering her
with his big body. He leaned down to kiss her lips and as she
opened her mouth to admit his tongue, he thrust his cock inside her
soaked pussy.

As soon
as Ben’s pubic bone rubbed against her tortured clit, she came. And
came.

When it
was over, she decided she was mighty glad the sex toy company had
screwed up the order. She had no idea what sex would have been like
with the cock ring and mini-vibe they’d actually ordered, but right
then, she didn’t care.

She was
so satiated that she had half a mind to write them a letter of
thanks.

Dear sex toy company. Thanks for fucking up our order and the
mind blowing orgasms that resulted.

Sonia
giggled, making Ben stir in her arms. She quieted, not wanting to
wake him up. Her gaze fell on the abandoned box on the floor. She
smiled.

Thanks indeed.


 The Only Bitch For Me

It had been so long since
I’d seen her
that I’d almost forgotten how bossy she could be. She sauntered up
– late, as usual – to where I was standing at the bar. We greeted
one another with a hug and a kiss on each cheek. Before I could
utter a word she gave me a cursory once over and piped up, “Are you
going to buy me a drink then?”

No niceties, not even a “how are you?” You
wouldn’t think I’d just returned from a fucking war zone, would
you? Six months in Afghanistan, risking life and limb. Cool as a
cucumber, she was. And yet at the same time, she was so hot she’d
make Satan sweat.

However, I was
used to
Cassie and her ways by now. So without missing a beat, I asked what
she wanted and gave her order to the barman. Taking the drinks, I
followed her and her wiggling arse as she made her way to a table.
When she selected one as far away from all the other patrons as
possible, I knew how this was going to play out. My cock twitched
in anticipation.

Placing the drinks down on the
table, I hurried to pull out her chair and help her into it. She nodded her
thanks and took a sip from her wine glass as she waited for me to
sit down.

“So you’re back then,” she said,
eyeing me, as if looking for scars or wounds. I had none. Others
hadn’t been so lucky.

“Um, yes.” I said, confused. Of
course I was back, was I not sitting right in front of
her?

“I meant for good. Back for good,
smart arse.”

“Sorry. Yes. I’m back for good.
I’m now officially a civilian.”

“So that means no more taking
orders without question, huh? You have your own free will to do
what you want, when you want.”

Before I could respond, I felt
her foot
slipping in between my legs. But this was no stocking-clad caress.
She was still wearing her stilettos, and the pointed toe of one of
them pushed against my cock, which had begun to swell within my
underwear. I gulped.

“I guess not. Not in my
professional life, anyway.”

She raised an eyebrow.

The conversation was temporarily
halted as a waiter came to the table, notepad and pen poised.

“Good evening,” he said, smiling
at us both and completely oblivious to what was taking place under
the table, “will you be eating with us this evening?”

I was about to ask him to come
back in a few minutes when we’d had chance to peruse the menu. But Cassie
clearly had other ideas. Pressing her toe painfully against my
burgeoning erection, she replied, “No, thank you. But would you
mind bringing us another bottle of this wine and charging it to Mr.
Holden’s room?” She pointed out the bottle in question on the
menu.

Expensive tastes. But that was Cassie all
over.

“Certainly, madam. I’ll be right
back.”

Alone once more, I
looked at her,
waiting for an explanation. I didn’t prompt her, knowing she’d only
speak when she was good and ready.

Cassie’s foot began moving, chafing up and
down my crotch. It was both less and more painful than before; she
was no longer digging the toe of her shoe into me, but she was
making my cock so hard that I felt like it was going to burst out
of my clothes, Incredible Hulk style. If she carried on much
longer, I was going to come in my pants. She’d love that,
humiliating me and making me sit there with my own spunk drying and
cooling in my underwear. She’d get off on it.

“We’re going to get room
service.” She finally deigned to tell me; her foot now alternating
between rough strokes and sharp little digs. I gritted my teeth as
I felt my balls tighten in anticipation of their release. “And then
you’re going to make me come. Depending on how well you do, I may
possibly let you climax too. Then, and only then, will we have a
conversation about our future.”

As I felt my orgasm approach, I
knew two things for certain. One; that I couldn’t wait to bury my face
between her legs and feel her come all over my face, and two; that
whilst I was on my knees, I would beg Cassie to be my
wife.

After all, she was the only bitch for
me. And she knew it.


 Belle and the Beasts

Belle
walked up the long gravel driveway, begrudging every step that
brought her closer to the looming property at its end. She’d
deliberately left the mansion house until last, and even as she
reached the gate she’d crossed her fingers that it would be locked
so she could turn around and go home. No such luck. It swung open
easily, and her potential excuse for not knocking on the front door
disappeared into thin air.

She
tried to convince herself that it wouldn’t be that bad. Perhaps her
sister, Anna, had been exaggerating when she said that the
inhabitants were just as creepy and unpleasant as the house itself.
Anna was known for her wild imagination, after all.

The thought steeled her resolve. Belle stood straighter, and
increased her pace up the seemingly never-ending drive. Soon, she
caught her first glimpse of the house between the trees that lined
the path. Ugh. Anna hadn’t been exaggerating about the building, at any rate.
It was just as spooky as she’d described it. If a person was being
polite, they’d call it gothic. If they were being honest, they’d
call it a dump. It was all turrets, balconies and tiny,
grubby-looking window panes. It had probably been gorgeous in its
heyday, but now it just screamed neglect.

It
didn’t matter what she thought, anyway. She was just here to
collect the confounded book and be on her way. Anna was really
poorly in bed, and she’d begged Belle to go around the
neighbourhood and do her catalogue collection so she didn’t lose
any time or potential orders. Being the caring, dutiful big sister,
Belle had agreed. And now here she was, at the last house on the
route and just one door knock away from heading back home to curl
up with a good book.

Reaching
the huge, imposing front door, adorned with a grotesque
gargoyle-type thing, Belle rolled her eyes. It was like these
people had gone out of their way to make their house as uninviting
as possible to keep people away. What could possibly make them so
anti-social? Surely they didn’t just keep themselves to themselves,
and never venture into the outside world. Who could live like
that?

Pushing
her thoughts aside, Belle grasped the gargoyle-knocker and rapped
smartly on the door. She took a small step back and waited. And
waited. Soon, she wondered if nobody was in, or if they were just
ignoring the door. There was no way they didn’t hear her knocking
on the door. Unless they were showering, or in the garden, or
listening to music...

She
knocked again. Just one more catalogue to go and she could hand the
lot over to her sister. Job done.

The door
swung open, and immediately Belle saw why Anna was always so
reticent about visiting this place.

“What?” said the man who now stood in the doorway, his arms
folded. “What do you want?”

Belle,
who was rarely lost for words, couldn’t quite make hers come out
properly. “I—I’ve come for th—the makeup catalogue.”

“Oh, it’s you, is it?” He peered at her, his expression impossible to fathom
underneath so much hair – facial and regular. “Well, tell whoever
is in charge to stop putting these damn things through the door.
There are no women living here, so what do we want with bloody
makeup?”

With
that, he stepped back into the gloom of the hallway and retrieved
something from a table. Holding it out to Belle, the man continued,
“And the next time, it’s going in the bin, all right? I’m fed up of
them!”

Belle snatched the catalogue from his hand, indignant at the
way she was being spoken to. “All right, all right. I’ll pass the
message on. There’s no need to be so bloody beastly, is there? No wonder there
are no women living here, if you speak to them like
that!”

Then,
before she had chance to turn tail and get the hell away from the
nasty piece of work, his arm shot out and grabbed hers.

“Beastly?” he said, leaning in close and all but growling into
her ear. “I’ll show you beastly!”

With
that, he tugged her into the house and slammed the door behind
them, dragging her into the next room and pushing her into a chair.
She dropped her bag of catalogues in the hall in her fright.
Belle’s already elevated pulse began to pound madly and she gripped
the arms of the chair to try and alleviate her panic. What had she
done? She’d stood up for herself against this man and had obviously
sparked an awful temper. Now she had to get out of here as soon as
possible. There was no telling what he was going to do.

Trying
to outrun him was useless, she knew. He stood at least a foot
taller than her, and despite his incredibly unkempt
appearance—which, she couldn’t help noticing, seemed to match the
state of his house—he looked as though he cared for his
physique.

That
left trying to reason with him. Which, considering the way he’d
flown off the handle wouldn’t be an easy task, either.

Suddenly, Belle had a thought. When he’d been mid-rant, he’d
said “we,” with regards to the inhabitants of the house. So that
meant there was someone else living there. Perhaps they’d be more
reasonable than this hairy, grumpy so-and-so. She just had to
figure out how to get them—no, him,
there were no women living in the house—down here.
Screaming would just antagonise her would-be abductor, and who knew
if he’d turn violent? She wouldn’t be any use to anyone with a
broken neck, or a slit throat.

It was
simple. She’d have to keep The Beast—as she’d started thinking of
him—talking, and hope that the sound of their conversation would
pique the curiosity of the other fellow and bring him down here to
make his housemate see sense and let her go.

As The
Beast paced up and down the wooden floor in front of her chair,
Belle looked around, trying to figure out the layout of the house.
It was huge, so there was no telling whether her plan would work.
The other man could be in the furthest wing where even her loudest
scream might not reach his ears. It didn’t matter. She had to give
it a shot, anyway.

In her
loudest voice, Belle said, “What do you want with me? I’m sorry for
what I said to you, but I just didn’t appreciate being spoken to
like that.”

The
Beast froze; then, without moving the rest of his body, turned his
face towards her. The effect was eerie, and Belle squirmed in her
chair.

In a
low, menacing tone, he said, “I told you. I’m going to show you
beastly.”

Keeping
her expression neutral, Belle had to concede to herself that she
had no idea what he was talking about. Therefore she had no clue
how to respond.

“Um, okay,” she said. “Would you like to elaborate?”

He spun his entire body to face her this time, drawing up to
his full height and looming over her as he barked the words, “Do
you even know what you are saying, girl? You want to see beastly? You have no idea
what you are asking for.”

She hadn’t been aware she’d been asking for anything, other
than him to stop talking in riddles, but his words set the cogs in
her brain turning. The way he kept repeating the word
beastly, it was almost as
if rather than using it as a describing word, he was using it as a
name. I’m going to show you
Beastly.

If she was right, then she was sure in trouble. Because if
this guy—The Beast—had someone that he called Beastly, then she should at
least try to make a run for it, rather than waiting to see who
could possibly be worse. If she stayed here, she was a sitting
duck, and she’d always thought if anything like this ever happened
to her, she wouldn’t go down without a fight. Of course, she’d
never actually believed she’d end up in such a predicament. But
hey, life was full of surprises.

Just as
she tensed her arms, ready to propel herself out of the chair and
make a bid for freedom, a noise drew both hers and The Beast’s
attention to the huge winding staircase to Belle’s left. Hardly
knowing what she was doing, Belle let out a hearty
laugh.

“Him?” She slapped the arm of the chair in her mirth. “He’s
Beastly? You’ve got to be joking. He’s—”

By now,
the newcomer had descended the stairs, bypassed The Beast and drawn
closer to her. When he stood right in front of her chair, he folded
his arms, adopted a bored expression and said, “I’m
what?”

Belle had to force the words out of her mouth, and when they
came they were barely audible, even to her. “You’re...
gorgeous.”

It was
true. This man—Beastly, apparently—was the most attractive man
she’d ever laid eyes on. He had longish hair so dark it was almost
black, and looked like he’d just tumbled out of bed. He was pale,
with an aquiline nose, high cheekbones and blue eyes ringed by long
dark lashes that she felt she could stare into forever.

She was
making a start on the forever when a strangled sound came from The
Beast. Belle snapped her attention from Beastly to The
Beast—really, these names were getting quite confusing—wondering
what on earth was wrong with him. It was only when he doubled over,
clutching his stomach that she realised what was going on. He was
laughing. At her.

He
choked out some words in spite of his hilarity. “G—gorgeous? She
thinks you’re gorgeous, mate! Beastly’s got an admirer!”

Beastly
spun to face his housemate. Belle couldn’t see his face, but she
suspected he wasn’t amused. His next words both confirmed her
suspicions, and revealed the nature of their
relationship.

“Shut up, brother. Or I will shut you up.”

His tone
was as cold as ice, and a shiver ran up Belle’s spine, even though
the words hadn’t been directed at her. An inkling came to her of
exactly why he might be called Beastly.

Belle
watched as he turned ninety degrees. He could now see both her and
his brother, whose mirth had disappeared and was replaced with a
look of chagrin.

“So,” he said, nodding his head towards Belle, “what is she
doing here? I presume she’s not your new girlfriend.”

Now it
was Beastly’s turn to laugh, and although the relevant sound came
from his lips, the emotion never reached his eyes.

He
really was a cold, creepy motherfucker, Belle thought. And yet...
as she looked at him—at both of the brothers, in fact—she
experienced a tingling in her groin which was usually reserved for
when she read dirty romance novels. What the hell was wrong with
her? Surely she wasn’t turned on by this situation? Two brothers,
one super hairy with a vile temper, and the other who was
perfection personified and yet as scary as fuck. They could have
dozens of mutilated bodies buried in the extensive grounds of their
crumbling mansion. Her thoughts were interrupted by The Beast’s
response.
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