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Love Against the Odds




ONE EXCLUSIVE CLUB. 

THREE UNFORGETTABLE STORIES OF FINDING LOVE AGAINST THE ODDS.

Book 1 - Liberation


A high-spice contemporary romance featuring FM and MFM relationships

Two strangers. One chance meeting. A connection that changes everything.

Book 2 - Duplication


A high-spice contemporary romance with a parallel universe twist

Two worlds. One impossible love. And a clock that's already ticking.

Book 3 - Determination


A high-spice contemporary romance

Two people. Two very different lives. One voice that changes everything.
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Preface

This is a work of fiction that features a parallel universe with a very different moral code to ours. Please bear this in mind and suspend judgement if you can. It’s all a bit of hokum really, but lots of fun—and spice!

Please note this is a steamy romance novel with scenes of an explicit nature, not suitable for any person under 18 years of age. Our hero and heroine do get a happily ever after, and there is never any cheating by the main characters.


Chapter 1

Lainey


Lorna pulls the strip of wax sharply, and I try to suppress a groan. Over the years, I’ve gotten better at handling the discomfort of my fortnightly sessions at the grooming parlour I frequent. However, this part of my obligatory grooming is something I still find incredibly painful. Lorna has tried many times to convince me to go for a laser treatment instead. Perhaps one day I will. The thing is, laser hair removal is so permanent, and there’s a tiny niggling thought in my head that one day, I might not want my pussy entirely bare. Fashions might change. Who knows? So for now, I go through this ordeal every two weeks like clockwork.

At least, there’s a reward at the end of the pain. Lorna looks up at me with a soothing smile. “All done,” she says. “Your pussy looks beautiful. Want me to lick or finger fuck?”

I think for a minute. What I need is a different kind of burn to distract me from the sting on my still raw skin. “Could you lick it and fuck my ass with a dildo?”

“Sure thing.” She opens a drawer containing the standard issue sex toys. “What size would you like? B3 good for you?” She holds out a medium sized silicone penis, around seven inches long.

“Yes, thanks.” I open my legs, lifting my hips so she can place a small pillow under me, giving her better access to my back hole. She gazes at it admiringly.

“Such a pretty rosebud. Mind if I lick it first?”

“Be my guest.”

With another smile, she leans down and begins to lick me, gently at first, with little laps in and around my hole. Then she gets down to business. Her clever tongue laves me over and over, then starts burrowing into my tight passage, loosening the entrance in preparation for the B3 dick. That’s my favourite size for anal. I usually like an A2 for vaginal penetration, or if I’m in the mood for extra stretching, an A1. But for anal, B3 works best for me. Lorna, bless her, remembers this from the few other occasions I’ve requested ass fucking. That’s why I keep coming back to her parlour, even though it’s not strictly speaking the closest one to my home.

Many lovely licks later, she sits up and squeezes some lubricant on her fingers. Slowly, she inserts one into my ass.

“Mmm,” I murmur, “that feels good.”

She adds a second finger, then a third, scissoring in and out of my hole. When she’s prepped me to her satisfaction, she takes hold of the B3 and lubricates it. “Ready?” she enquires.

“Yeah.”

The penis presses into me slowly but deliberately, not stopping until it’s fully inserted. I take a sharp breath as it pushes past the tight ring of muscles, feeling the burn. God, yes I need that—the tingling pain that reminds me I’m still alive. Lorna turns to sip some Screo from a nearby bottle, swishing it in her mouth before swallowing it down. Screo is required after anal contact, to avoid passing on any infection to my pussy. The drink has a pleasant fruity taste which masks its potent antiseptic properties. It also gives the person drinking it a light buzz for a short time. There’s an added bonus in that the proprietary ingredients in the liquid give a tingling sensation to the person being licked, increasing the pleasure. Personally, I’m a big fan of Screo. Its creators deserve every bit of the billions they earned from their invention. And ok, perhaps I’m also a bit biased seeing as I work for the Screo corporation, though in a very junior position. No millions or billions coming my way anytime soon.

Lorna starts moving the dildo in and out of my ass, then bends down to eat my pussy. Her tongue laps at me, with long slow licks up and down, then she zeroes in on my clit, finding that small bundle of nerve endings and making it tingle. On and on she feathers her Screo infused tongue on my throbbing clit, while fucking my ass with increasing tempo. I close my eyes and sigh as the sensations wash over me. My orgasm approaches like a tidal wave, and then I’m moaning, engulfed in pure pleasure. I come on her tongue with sweet, aching spasms.

After a while, I feel her place a soft blanket over me, and the sound of relaxing music in the background. The lights dim, and Lorna leaves me to recover in my own time, while she goes to her next client. I doze for a while, my body like putty, still feeling the tingling after-effects of waxing, fucking and Screo. Even though I’m not rolling in money and I’ve yet to find a mate, life is good. Can’t complain. I fleetingly wonder what it must be like for the other humans living in the parallel universe, whose grim society doesn’t understand or value the physical pleasure we give freely to each other here. What a sad place it must be. I can’t imagine a life where people’s bodies are kept hidden and inaccessible to others, and where sex is only acceptable with mates—or whatever they call it over there. It’s a good thing they don’t know about us, or else they’d all be queuing to get into our world.

With a sigh of contentment, I get up and tap my phone to put on my bra. Larger sized breasts like mine do need the support of a bra, so I unfortunately can’t walk around with my breasts free. However, I’ve recently splurged and bought myself a Fantex bra. It’s worth every penny I paid. Using patented technology, the bra moulds to my body automatically at the press of a button on my phone app, giving me all the lift and support I need. When I want the bra off, it’s another press of the button for it to fall away. The material of the bra is sheer, making my breasts appear naked. Good thing too, because they’re one of my best features, even if I say so myself.

As we’re in late September and the weather is getting a bit chilly, I also don a light gauzy dress on top. I slip my feet into comfortable sandals, and then I’m ready to go. As I leave the room, I tap my phone to pay Lorna, giving her a generous tip. Walking out of the parlour, onto the High Street, I tap my phone again, this time to call for transport. Within seconds, a drone drops down beside me. I open the small side door and get inside.

There’s two young men, maybe in their mid-twenties, already lounging on the back seats. One of the men is sucking the other’s cock. They both pause briefly to give me a quick greeting and ask if I want to join them. “No thanks,” I say, “I’ve had my fun for today.” They shrug and continue their play, while I make my way to a front seat and sit down, putting my earphones on to listen to songs on my playlist. My brother has given me the password to a website that funnels movies and songs from the other world, and I’ve developed a liking for them, particularly songs by “classic” rock bands. I suppose there are some positive things about that other world.

Ten minutes later, we’re stopping again, this time to pick up an older woman, maybe in her late thirties or early forties. She greets us, then comes to sit beside me. Her small breasts peek out of her open blouse, the nipples dark and pointy, begging to be sucked. I smile at her as I take off my earpieces. “May I?” I ask, eyeing her breasts.

She smiles back gratefully. “Please,” she says.

I palm her perky breasts in my hands. I find small breasts with big protruding nipples fascinating, probably because they’re the opposite of mine. My nipples are small and pink, and have to be teased out. I squeeze the woman’s nipples between my thumb and forefinger, giving them a tug. She sighs in contentment, so I lean down to lick first one, then the other. I love the pebbled feel of them. I bite on one, then suck it, hearing the woman groan in pleasure.

I suckle her happily, inhaling her scent while my hand roams down to lift her dress and find her wet pussy—nobody on our world wears undies, unless a person is menstruating. I press two fingers inside her and start fucking her with them rapidly, not stopping my strong pulls on her nipples with my hungry mouth. I suck and fuck her, feeling her pleasure grow. She moans, then pants loudly as she comes. I slowly withdraw my fingers and lick them, tasting her flavour. Mmm, sweet with a sharp, musky tang. I kiss her soft, plump lips, and she smiles. “Thank you,” she says. “I really needed that. It’s been a long day.”

“My pleasure,” I smile back, and give her one final kiss as I feel the drone dropping to my street level. “Peace out.” I walk the short distance to my building, entering the door code. I decide to take the stairs, instead of waiting for the lift. I swiftly jog up the three flights to my floor, not stopping until I reach my flat. Using a retinal scanner to unlock the door, I enter quickly and drop my bag on the side table. I take off my sandals, then make my way to the kitchen, feeling hungry.

On inspection, my fridge yields very little in the way of nourishing food, so I decide to order in. I tap my phone and place my usual order with the local pizza place—a deep pan veggie delight with extra cheese. I swallow my daily Chex tablet, which prevents all STDs, then settle down on my sofa to browse through the latest movies available on the other world website called Netflix. I pick a movie and have it ready to start as soon as my dinner arrives. That’s the sum total of my evening: sitting alone in my flat, eating pizza and watching a movie.

I shouldn’t complain, but it’s at times like these that I’m reminded of my lonely existence. Mum died a few years ago, and dad has drowned his sorrows in work. My brother’s great when he’s around, but his work is of the secret variety, which involves travelling to distant places. I suspect it’s something to do with spying on the other world, but he won’t tell me for sure.

I need a mate, I think for the zillionth time. I’ve tried the usual routes: dating apps and going to a matchmaker, even having my blood tested for a compatible match. I’ve not met anyone that really sees and understands me, no one I could see myself sharing a life with, or having children with. It’s not that I’m particularly picky. The problem, I think, is that I’m a bit different from the norm. Maybe blame those other world movies I watch.

No, that’s not what it is. I’m just a loner who finds it difficult to make friends. I don’t follow the crowd. I’ll find myself sitting among people, listening to their conversations, and thinking the opposite viewpoint to those being expressed—but of course unable to voice my differing views. There should be someone out there for me though, someone who also doesn’t fit in with the crowd. I haven’t met them yet.

The doorbell rings and I go to open the door. Lance is standing outside my flat, naked as the day he was born, holding a pizza box aloft. His long cock swings a little from the exertion of running up the stairs, and his balls hang low, heavy sacs full of cum—I should know, since I’ve blown him a time or two. “Hey, Lainey,” he grins and kisses me. “Want some company with the pizza?”

I consider. Lance is a good fuck, but he’ll want to hang around in my space afterwards, and I’ll find him irritating. He’ll also want some of my pizza, and I’m not in the mood to share. I smile and shake my head. “Thanks for the offer, Lance, but I’m not in the mood for company tonight.”

“No probs.”

I take the pizza from him and wave goodbye. Back in my living room, I place the box on the coffee table, press play on the movie and take a slice of pizza. I sigh in pleasure as I take my first bite. I really shouldn’t complain. Life could be a lot worse than this. The good mood is dispelled when the doorbell rings again. Hell and damnation! Who is it now, disturbing my peace? I stomp to the door and open it with a scowl on my face.

“Is that the way to welcome your long-lost bro?” asks an amused voice. Mason, my older brother, strolls nonchalantly into the flat, wearing a loose shirt that stops above his groin, proudly displaying his pierced cock. He went through a lot of pain to get that Prince Albert and doesn’t lose any opportunity to have it on display. Even on the coldest winter days, he’ll somehow find a way to make sure his pride and joy can be seen by all.

Mason spots my open pizza box and makes a beeline for it, helping himself to a slice before I can snap it shut. “Hey, that’s mine!” I take the box and move it away from his thieving hands. He smirks and settles back on the sofa, planting his perfectly manicured feet on the coffee table. With a huff, I go to sit next to him, ensuring my pizza is on the other side of me. I take out a slice and start eating again. “To what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?” I ask, my mouth still chewing.

Mason pretends to look offended. “Do I need an excuse to see my beloved sister?”

I return his gaze with a long, sceptical look. He bursts out laughing. “Ok, so I do have an ulterior motive. But I also want to hang out with you. It’s been too long.” He kisses my cheek and gives me an affectionate hug. Just in time, I manage to stop his sneaky hand from reaching down my arm for a slice of pizza.

“Oh no you don’t. Next time, bring your own.”

He sighs and admits defeat. “Ok, ok, don’t share. Though that’s a poor way to treat your loving brother who’s about to help you get a new job.”

“I already have a job.”

His look turns to disgust. “What you call a job is a mere few levels above slave labour. I’m talking about a real job here, Lainey. One that pays well and that will properly challenge you.”

Despite myself, I’m intrigued. I wait for him to continue, but he hesitates for a moment. “I suppose you may have already guessed the kind of work I do.”

I shrug. “All I know is that it’s top secret, and I’m guessing it has something to do with the other world.”

“You guessed right. For the last few years, I’ve been closely monitoring some key people in high places in that world. That’s why you’ve seen so little of me. I’ve been spending a lot of time over there.”

I sit up. “You mean there’s a way to go there?”

He looks impatient. “Of course there is. We’ve always known about it.”

“Oh.”

His face softens. “Sorry, Lainey, I forget sometimes that most people are totally in the dark about this. I doubt some people even believe there’s an alternate universe out there. But not you. Not after I’ve given you access to their culture.” He glances at the screen, which is still frozen on the movie, Mission Impossible, which I had just started to watch.

“I know they exist, and that somehow you can tap into their digital media. I just didn’t realise there was a known way to physically go there. How do you do it?”

“Hmm, that’s something I’m not allowed to disclose. All you need to know for now is that we can get across to that world and back.”

I’m still puzzled about the job. “So, what is it you want me to do?”

He speaks carefully, as if choosing his every word. “As I told you, I’ve spent years monitoring key figures in that world. At first, it was purely for intelligence gathering, but over the last year, there’s also been another reason. The higher ups over here have a plan which they’d like to put into action, but it’s a delicate matter. The idea is to negotiate a population exchange between our worlds. They would send us the hedonistic, free loving people who would thrive over here, while we would send over there the parts of our society who don’t fit with our ethos of free love.”

I know he’s alluding to some cults that have sprung up on our planet, comprising people who do not want to live our sexually free lifestyle. They’re a minority, but growing in numbers, and no doubt causing some concern.

“You mean the cults, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he replies. “For some time, there’s been some talk about getting those people off planet to go somewhere they can live the kind of life they want without having to be in a cult. We know that historically, cult leaders become corrupt and use their power coercively. We don’t want that to happen here, yet we understand why some people may want to live apart from us. From what I’ve seen of the other world, it would suit our people who want monogamous relationships. We’re hoping to sweeten the deal with some technology exchanges too. Hopefully, this could be a win-win negotiation for all of us, but we have to tread carefully.”

I ponder these new revelations. Yes, the idea makes sense. “Does anyone in the other world know about us?”

“A few. First contact has been made and there’s been some high-level conversations with members of the British government over there. Right now, we’re in the process of building trust. The other world humans are naturally suspicious of us. Before we can start any negotiations, we are going to need to establish diplomatic relations and show them that we mean them no harm. To that end, they have agreed to send over a delegation of high-level diplomats to live here for six months. In total, there will be three of them coming over—two men and a woman. We’ve secured a safe house for them to live in. They will be given access to communications with their own world, so they can report back to them about us.”

He smirks. “We will of course be monitoring all those communications. While they live here, they will have to keep a low profile, as we are not ready to disclose the existence of the other world to our people just yet. This means they are going to have to assimilate: dress like us and behave like us. That’s where you come in. They are going to need someone to help them navigate day-to-day life in our world, and you’re the perfect person for the job. You have a good understanding of their culture, so you are better placed than most to anticipate their needs. Why else do you think I’ve given you access to all those movies?”

I sit in silence, trying to digest all this information. The prospect of meeting people from the other world is tantalising, as is the possibility of ditching the drudgery of my current employment. I still have questions though. “What exactly will my job entail, and what will I get paid?”

My brother’s eyes dance. “We’ll be paying you fifty thousand pounds for the six months. You will have to move into the house with them, although that shouldn’t be a hardship.” He looks around my small, dingy flat and wrinkles his nose. “Your job will be to teach them how to assimilate into our society. You will take them out to observe the way we live and assist them in any way you can. You’ll also report back to us every week on their activities.”

He nods his head again towards the movie frozen on my screen. “As you will already have gathered, their world is a mirror of ours. They have the same countries and languages, even the same street names as us. Don’t ask me why that is, it just is. I can tell you; it was a bit of a shock seeing the other Derwent Avenue when I was there.” That’s the street we grew up in, and where my dad still lives. It feels weird to think there’s another version of it somewhere.

“When do I start?”

Mason beams. “So that’s a yes to the job?”

“As if there could be any doubt,” I say wryly.

He hugs me to him. “I didn’t want to take anything for granted, but I’m glad. I’ve hated the way those assholes at Screo have treated you. I promise, this will be a much better gig. As for the starting date, how about now? I’ll email you some info on the three people you’ll be working with—think of it as your homework. I’ll also send you a contract and a non-disclosure agreement you’ll have to sign. By the way, they arrive the day after tomorrow. You’ll need to be there to escort them to their new home and help them settle in.”

“Ok, I can do that.”

“Now,” my brother says, rubbing his hands with glee, “how about I help you write your letter of resignation to Screo?”


Chapter 2

Dominic


I sit in the back of the Range Rover, watching the endless fields pass me by as we drive towards the North East coast. Our destination is some small village called Whitburn, a little to the north of Sunderland. From there, we will be escorted late in the night to the place where the barrier between our world and theirs exists. Who knows what will happen to us then. Will we ever return? I force myself to acknowledge that this could be the very last time I see my own world.

I glance across the seat to my silent companions. I know Laura Yardley quite well, as we were both posted in the Kenyan embassy a few years ago. I was mildly surprised when I found out she was going to be one of the delegates on our diplomatic mission. I’ve always rated Laura highly. She’s excellent at her job and a first-rate diplomat. However, this is no ordinary mission. As far as I understand, we will be going to a world where morals differ significantly from ours.  As part of our assimilation process, we are going to have to dress like them and in public at least, act like them. I have never seen Laura in anything less than her buttoned up work suits. Is she prepared for what lies ahead?

To be honest, I’m not so keen on the idea of walking around with my cock swinging loose and no underpants, though with the autumnal weather drawing in, we will be allowed to wear clothes that allow us some degree of coverage. Nevertheless, we will be expected to partake in certain sexual acts when we’re out in public. I draw a quick breath. I don’t like to think of myself as a prude, but the most exhibitionist I’ve been in my life so far is the time I fucked Ella on a deserted beach during our honeymoon. I grimace. At least I don’t have to worry about that side of things anymore. The divorce papers were signed and sealed a week ago. I’m officially a free man.

I look to the other side of me, at the third person who will be accompanying us to the other world. I know very little about Nicholas Clifford. I only met him a few hours ago. He seems confident and self-assured. He walks with a swagger that tells me he at least will have no problems disrobing in public. He may be just the person for the goals of this mission. Time will tell.

The car turns on to a winding road, then slows to a stop in front of a bungalow situated at the edge of a small field that separates it from the sea. A man stands outside the house, obviously awaiting our arrival. We open the car doors and walk towards him. Immediately, the car drives off, leaving us with nothing but the clothes on our backs. We have been told that we can take nothing with us. No suitcase, no gadgets. Just us.

The man approaches us with a big smile on his face. He appears to be in his mid-thirties. Brown wavy hair blows across his handsome face. I can see the edge of a tribal looking tattoo along his right arm. “Hi,” he says cheerfully. “I’m Mason Brooks, and I’ll be escorting you personally across the divide. May I just say how happy I am that you are coming over to see and experience our world. I promise we are going to do everything in our power to make your stay with us comfortable.”

I smile back and shake his hand. “Hello Mason, good to meet you. I’m Dominic Burton, and this is Laura Yardley and Nicholas Clifford.”

Greetings are exchanged all round, then Mason gets serious. “Ok, I’m going to ask you to follow me. We are going to walk a path down to the seashore.”

We start walking, tracking Mason over grass then onto a rocky slope down to the sea. The waves crash down onto the shore, and I wonder how on earth we are going to cross this supposed divide. Are we walking into the sea?

We come to a stop, and I look around me one last time. The beach is absolutely deserted this late into the night. Only the beam from Mason’s torch lights the way ahead. Mason gestures to a large zipped-up bag, which I only now notice is lying at his feet. He unzips it and hands out what appears to be some kind of wetsuit to each of us. “Pull them over your heads,” he instructs. We do as he says. They are rather large, hanging loose around our bodies. Then Mason taps something on his phone, and suddenly the suits tighten, enfolding us snuggly. Mason then hands out a strange type of helmet I have never seen before. He smiles and explains. “This will allow you to keep breathing underwater. Please put it on like this.” And he demonstrates for us how to do it.

Next, Mason places a harness around his waist and clips a rope from it on to all three of our wetsuits so we are attached. I guess that is to stop any of us from being swept away. He removes his helmet so he can speak to us again and smiles reassuringly. “We are not going to be underwater for long, but visibility may be poor, so please hold on to the rope. Are you ready to go?”

For a moment, I wonder what madness has possessed me to agree to this. Then I take a deep breath and nod. The others follow suit. Mason grins. “Then let’s go!” He puts the helmet back on and starts walking into the waves. With a wildly pounding heart, I follow in his footsteps, feeling the water pool around me.

I expect a shock of cold from the near freezing temperature of the sea, but instead I’m snug and warm in the confines of my wetsuit. Interesting. It must have excellent water and heat proofing. Soon, I’m completely submerged in the water and no longer able to walk. I simply paddle along, holding on tightly to the rope. All is dark around me. I can’t see Mason ahead, and a quick turn behind shows me nothing more than murky water all around me. I feel utterly alone and lost, but I pull myself together. This is not the time to panic.

How long this goes on for, I don’t know. It feels like hours to me, but perhaps it’s only a few minutes. We keep moving in the dark, the swaying motion of the water my only indication that I’m in the sea. All of a sudden, I feel a zap on my body, like a shock wave. It’s not painful, but I feel it to my very core. Then I’m being pulled forward at great speed and dragged ever deeper into the water. I can only liken the sensation to that of a rollercoaster, a bizarre underwater theme ride.
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