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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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NOTE TO READERS

This is a collection of three standalone contemporary romances, all linked by the same exclusive club, Seduce. This book is meant for adults and contains explicit, open-door love scenes. While all three stories are primarily FM romances, book 1 — Liberation — also contains MM and MFM relationships. However, there is no cheating, and all  the stories have a full romance arc with a guaranteed HEA. 


LIBERATION

Book 1





FOREWORD


Liberation is the first story I ever wrote, and it holds a special place in my heart. I remember that time well. It was summer, and I had just come to the end of a mentally exhausting term at the school where I worked as a teacher; and since we were on the tail end of the Covid pandemic, there were no plans for us to go anywhere on vacation. So, one day, I took my laptop to the kitchen table and sat down to try to write a story. The result was this book, Liberation.

I wrote this story as a form of escapism. Although it's a contemporary romance, not a fantasy, for me, it was like entering an alternate reality in which I could indulge in the naughty fantasies that I would most likely never experience in real life. The main character in this story, like me, is of Arab descent. I wanted her to be from the Levant region where I originally hail from, but in order to keep enough distance between real me and my fictional character, I decided to make Hana a Palestinian. 

This character is not intended as a representation of Palestinians, Arabs or any particular community. She is a work of fiction, but with elements of my lived experience—I too grew up in a sheltered environment with a very protective father, and throughout my teens and early adulthood, I dreamed of being free to date, experience romantic love—and have sex. Like Hana, I too applied to do a Masters degree away from the family home in London as a form of liberation, and in the hope of finding exciting romantic adventure. I can't say I experienced the things that Hana did, but like her, I did find my own path to independence and fulfillment.

This story is a sliding door into an alternate adventure I could have had. It was written as an escape, and is intended as such. So, buckle up and enjoy—high heat and a happily ever after guaranteed.

Please also note:

As some of the characters in the book are of Arab descent, I thought it would be useful to give the meaning of a few Arabic words you will encounter in the text. 




Habibty: darling 




Sahtain: the Arabic equivalent of saying "Bon Appetit" 




Waraq Eneb: A dish consisting of vine leaves with a stuffing of rice and minced lamb. 




Maklouba: A dish consisting of rice, lamb and eggplants with tomatoes. The word maklouba literally means "upside down". This is because the lamb, eggplants and rice are placed in layers in a casserole, then tipped upside down on to a serving dish. 



M.M. Wakeford


February 2026


Chapter 1

Hana

Congratulations! It is my pleasure to inform you that you have been admitted to the Master of Arts Program in the Social Sciences at the University of Chicago.


I read the letter with growing excitement. Not only have I been accepted on this prestigious postgraduate program, but they’re also offering me a merit-based scholarship. Now, all that’s left is to get dad to agree—which will be no small task.

All my life, I’ve lived at home with my family, in a comfortable house in a leafy suburb of south London. I never left the nest, like so many people do, to go to university or find a job. Not out of choice though. I’d love to have my own space and independence, to date a guy and be able to bring him back home, but that’s not a straightforward thing to do in my family.

My dad is Palestinian. My mum’s English, from a small village in Somerset. They met in medical school, fell in love and got married. Then they had three children. My older sister Hiba, me and Hamza, my younger brother. Yes, all our names start with an H, don’t ask me why. Dad might have married out of the tribe, but he’s still pretty traditional in his thinking. Any hint of me moving out of the family home has been met with a categorical “Over my dead body!” by him. He’s holding out hope that I will marry some nice Palestinian, or failing that, some nice Muslim boy from a good upstanding family. For that to happen, I must remain pure and my reputation unsullied. So, good luck with that moving out thing. 

If only dad knew the truth though. That I’ve not been a virgin since my last year of university when I dated Pete Morton for six months. He was my first boyfriend. Really, my only boyfriend. It took much skill and manoeuvring to date him without my family’s knowledge. Our bedroom encounters were quickies in his room in the university halls of residence, in between lectures or during the lunch hour. Since Pete, my love life has been something like a desert.

A few months ago, I decided it was time I did something about it. First, I had to find a way to move out, so I applied to a few post-graduate programs, thinking this was my most likely option. Education is a holy grail for my family—I’ve never seen my dad prouder than the day I graduated from university with a First-Class degree in educational psychology. It’s the only reason why my dad would permit his precious daughter to leave the safe haven of the family home. Plus, it will increase my prospects of getting a better paying job than the one I have now. Let’s hope it works.

I wait until after dinner, when dad is sitting back all mellow, sipping his customary mint tea. “Dad,” I say, “I’d like to show you something.”

He smiles at me fondly. “What is it, habibty?”


I hand him the letter. He peruses it, then puts it down with a frown. “What is this, Hana?”

“It’s an offer from the University of Chicago to study on a very prestigious postgraduate program, with a scholarship to boot, so we won’t have to pay my tuition fees.”

“I have eyes, Hana, but that’s not what I asked. What is this about? When did you even apply for this?”

“A few months ago. I’ve been thinking about getting a master’s degree for a while now, and someone at work mentioned they had been to study in America on a scholarship, so I looked into it.”

“By why America? There are plenty of very good universities right here in London.”

“I know dad, but this program is unique, and incredibly well regarded. This could be a great opportunity for me.”

Dad harrumphs. Mum comes over to look over his shoulder at the letter. “Oh wow!” she exclaims. “Yousef, this is amazing. Do you know how hard it is to get an offer like this? I know for a fact that Emad sent out loads of scholarship applications for a masters in America and didn’t get a single offer.”

I glance at mum gratefully. Emad is my cousin, and something of a highflyer academically. Dad should be tickled pink by the idea that his own daughter could be outdoing him, as there’s always been some competitiveness between dad and his older brother, Emad’s dad. My dad doesn’t usually miss an opportunity to rub his own children’s success in his brother’s face—and vice versa.

I watch dad’s expression soften at the thought. “Hmm.” But then a scowl appears on his face once again. “Hana, this is impressive, but I don’t see how you can go live in America all on your own.”

And this is when I play my trump card. My dad’s younger sister, my auntie Reema, lives in Chicago with her husband and kids. “I won’t be alone out there,” I say, “auntie Reema can keep an eye on me and make sure I’m ok.”

It takes a bit more persuasion, but eventually he concedes. As I get into bed that night, my mind is whirl of anticipation and excitement. I’m moving to Chicago, all on my own. I’m twenty-five years old, and I feel as if my life is only now about to begin.


Chapter 2

Carter


I do my usual walk around Caliem, checking the main dance floor, the VIP section, the chill lounge and the bar areas. Everything seems to be ticking along nicely. It’s always with a feeling of pride that I complete this nightly ritual. It took an immense amount of hard graft to get Caliem up and running. Now, five years later, the club I started up with my two best friends is a well-oiled machine.

The name Caliem is made up of the first two letters of each of our names—Carter, Liv, Emilio. Not very imaginative I know, but that’s what we ended up agreeing on after lots of debate. It’s also not too far removed from the Spanish word “caliente”, which means hot. Though it’s anything but hot at the moment; Sunday is always the quietest night of the week.

Satisfied that all is as it should be, I decide to head out, leaving things in the capable hands of Ronnie, my manager. Tonight, there’s another place I need to be.

It’s only a fifteen-minute drive to our latest venture, a private members' club we named Seduce. Some people might call Seduce a sex club. I prefer to think of it as a place where people go to be seduced—be it visually or physically.

Seduce has been open for a year now, and it’s going from strength to strength. It’s a place where like-minded people can unwind, relax and let themselves be seduced, as the name suggests. Stressed out executives and politicians rub shoulders with married couples needing a place to refresh their sex lives or get away from the rigors of parenting young children. Singletons tired of swiping left or right come to us wanting to have a good time in a safe space before returning to the banality of their daily existence. We cater to them all.

I park the car and walk towards the entrance. From the outside, there’s nothing much to see—we value our members’ privacy and don’t advertise our presence. From the nondescript exterior, I walk into a smart looking reception area. I greet Brad, who’s on duty tonight. “How’s it going?” I ask him.

He gives me a wide smile. One reason why I chose him for this role is his sunny, outgoing disposition. “Great! We’re nearly at full capacity tonight. You’re just in time for Aaron and Eva’s performance. I hear it’s going to be quite something.”

Eva and Aaron perform for us two evenings a week, seducing us with their incredibly erotic and explicit show. She’s an amazing dancer with a lush body and zero inhibitions. She’s also a single mom looking to make ends meet, so our club is the perfect place for her to strut her stuff and earn good money while keeping safe.

Her dance partner, Aaron, is a sculptor by day—I have some of his work in my home—and a sexy performer by night. His girlfriend Carmen doesn’t mind what he does, as long as he doesn’t cross her hard limit of penetrative sex. That leaves a lot of possibilities on the table.

I smile back at Brad. “Looking forward to it.” Then I walk through a set of large double doors and enter a different world. I wanted Seduce to have an old-style speakeasy vibe, with softly-lit interiors and glamorous décor that harks back to a bygone age. Sophie, our interior designer and also my co-owner Emilio’s wife, did an incredible job at making this aspiration into a reality. On first walking through the doors, one is hit with a sense of entering a hidden oasis of illicit activity, just like in the prohibition era.

I walk towards the bar, where Janine is making cocktails for a group of people. I nod my head at them in greeting, then sit at a bar stool to look around me. As Brad said, we’re at near capacity. All the tables, except the one reserved for management, are occupied with our members consuming the excellent cuisine catered by Liv, my friend and co-owner. Jazz music can be heard playing over the gentle hum of voices. Then the lights dim, and a sexy tune begins to play as Aaron and Eva strut on to the stage.

They start a provocative dance, grinding their hips and writhing to the sexy thrum of the music. Gradually, they disrobe until Eva wears nothing but a pair of black stilettos and Aaron nothing but a black bowtie. They’re equal opportunity performers those two. Their dance routine is not just about Eva titillating the men with her tits and ass. Aaron gets equal billing and just as much attention for his chiselled abs and long, thick cock on full display. I notice a couple sitting at a nearby table almost drool as Aaron’s cock comes into full view.

Aaron laps up the attention, stroking himself as he sways and grinds his hips, until his cock stands magnificently erect. The lady sitting on the bar stool beside me opens her legs and starts stroking her clit under her skirt, her panties nowhere in sight. Elsewhere in the room, other people are openly displaying their arousal. Some men’s pants are unzipped, and their cocks out while they stroke themselves, or in some cases, have their partners stroking them.  

I’m intrigued when Aaron does something new, towards the end of their routine. He turns Eva around so her back is to the audience, and bends her over, squeezing her luscious ass and giving it rhythmic slaps as she shimmies it to the beat of the music. Each slap makes the flesh on her butt jiggle alluringly. There is something about the soft spread of a woman’s ass that just gets me every time. I’m not the only one. The men—and some women—in the audience are captivated by the sight.

After a while, he spreads out her ass cheeks, showing us the pucker of her back hole. Then, from a hidden box, he takes out a large butt plug with a green tassel at the end and lubes it. Ever so slowly, still to the beat of the music, he eases the plug into her asshole until nothing but the tassel swings from Eva’s swaying bottom.

Eva rises to her full height and begins dancing, touching herself and teasing us with the tassel on her tail. Then, she gets a mischievous look on her face and summons Aaron to her. “Your turn,” she mouthes, and swings him down to the same position she’d held a moment back, bent over with his sculpted ass facing the audience.

She kneads the two firm cheeks and slaps them to the rhythm of the music, then spreads them wide to reveal Aaron’s brown puckered asshole. Removing a second butt plug from the box, also with a green tassel, she lubes it and slowly moves the tip in and out of Aaron’s hole in sensuous time with the music, until the plug is inserted fully, leaving him too with a swishing green tail. I guess Carmen’s definition of penetrative sex is being stretched tonight.

Together, the two dance and touch themselves. Aaron strokes his engorged cock while swaying his hips to show us the swishing tassel in his ass. To the beating crescendo of the music, they sway and touch themselves until they both reach their climax, Aaron with a spectacular shot of creamy cum all over Eva’s beautiful perky breasts. Slowly, he then runs a finger through the sticky mess on her breasts and lifts it to Eva’s mouth, tucking the finger in so she can suck it clean. Then he kisses her gently in thanks, and the performance is over.

The lady stroking her clit next to me is also reaching her own climax. She closes her eyes and moans in pleasure—hopefully the first of many orgasms she’ll be having this evening. Happy customers are return customers, I reflect, thinking back to the mantra I learned at business school.

The lights come back on, now the show is over. I watch as people around me kiss and strip until they’re naked. There won’t be any sex here though. We have a rule at the club that people stay clothed until 9:00 pm—we prefer them dressed while they eat dinner—and that all sexual activity takes place in the rooms beyond, not in the main dining area. To the corner on my right is a door that leads to a long corridor, from which there are many differently themed rooms for our members to explore, and where they can engage in consensual sexual play. As I watch, people start filing through that door, eager for the next part of their evening to commence.

I nod and smile at a few people, regulars at the club. One of them, an attractive brunette called Jude, looks back at me with a come-hither look. I quirk my lips and shake my head. My own cock is still hard from watching the show, but I won’t be having sex with anyone here tonight. I have a strict policy of not mixing business with pleasure, and I’ve always tried to keep my sex life separate from my work. Not that I have much of a sex life these days.

I can’t remember the last time I had a girlfriend. It just seems like the work I do is not conducive to having a committed, long-term relationship. I’m out most nights until the early hours of the morning. While that suits me just fine, as I’m a night owl by nature, it’s less than ideal for most other people.

It would seem strange that I, owner of both a nightclub and a sex club, am not getting laid on the regular when there’s plenty of opportunities for a quick hook-up. I guess I’m so busy these days, that I hardly have the time or inclination to go looking for any action. But really, it’s more than that. I’ve got to an age where a hook-up with a stranger just doesn’t cut it for me anymore—not after the mind-blowing sex I’ve had with my friends over the years. Liv, Emilio, his wife Sophie and I are not just best friends—we’re also occasional lovers.

I know most people wouldn’t understand the kind of relationship we have. It’s unconventional, a little taboo, but it’s built firmly on trust and love. Having said that, it’s been quite a while since any of us have had any sexual play together. Liv has a new boyfriend who she’s been dating for the last three months; Sophie is pregnant with her first child. Now that she and Emilio are having a baby, I expect things between us will shift. Maybe we’ll still get to have sex together on special occasions in the future, but I’m guessing these will be few and far between. Maybe we’ll stop altogether. Who knows? For the time being, I’m celibate as a monk.

I give myself a mental shrug. This sad rumination on my life is not going to do me any good or change anything about my current predicament. Soon, I promise myself, I’m going to do something to fix this situation, but for now, there’s work to do. I make my way up a private set of stairs to my office and get to it. It’s 3:00 am when I finally make it back home, falling straight into bed in an exhausted stupor.

I wake the following morning and stretch lazily as my mind drifts back to last night’s reflections. If I were to summarize my current situation, it would be this. I’m in my early thirties and a successful entrepreneur with a job that keeps me out late every night. I have three close friends who I love dearly and trust, and who occasionally have incredible sex with me. And—I’m lonely.

Something needs to change, and soon. With a sigh, I get out of bed and get showered. As a panacea for my morning blues, I decide to treat myself to a sinful cinnamon roll from the coffee shop around the corner before heading over to Seduce for my weekly meeting with Emilio and Liv.

The coffee shop is quiet as I enter, with only one other person in the line ahead of me. I stand behind a petite brunette, waiting to place my order. “A latte please,” I hear her say with an English sounding accent. “Oh, and can I have that last cinnamon roll as well please?”

Just my luck. As she turns, with my cinnamon roll and coffee in her hand, I glare at her.


Chapter 3

Carter

Fifteen years ago


I climb up the steps to Liv’s house and ring the doorbell. Her dad answers the door, a kind smile on his face. “Hey Carter, come on in.”

I step inside my home from home—I spend more time here than I do at my own house, which has turned into the epicenter of a cold war between my parents. Liv’s my best friend, and her dad’s great—laid-back and easy-going—the opposite of mine. I grin, “Hey Mr Turner, what’s on the menu tonight?”

“It’s gonna be good. Liv’s made chicken fricassée with herb rice, followed by an apple tart with home-made vanilla ice cream. Hope you’re hungry!”

I laugh, patting my belly. “I’m a growing boy; I’m always hungry.”

Mr Turner chuckles as I follow him into the large eat-in kitchen, where Liv is spooning a little sauce into her mouth. Satisfied, she turns to me. “Just in time, Carter. Food’s ready.”

“I’ll set the table,” I say.

Liv’s mom passed away three years ago, and since then, Liv has made it her mission to keep house for her dad. She started helping out with the cooking, then took over that responsibility completely. Having mastered the basics, this past year she started experimenting with more sophisticated cuisine. Her dad and I have been the happy recipients of all her culinary efforts.

Soon we’re sitting around the table, savoring the fragrant rice and chicken. “This is awesome, Liv,” I say, tucking into a second helping.

She frowns. “I think the sauce needed a little more sharpness. Maybe a hint of mustard?”

“It tasted just fine to me.”

She ignores me and adds a note to her recipe folder. The chicken was delicious, but Liv is a perfectionist. There’s no doubt in my mind that she’ll make a successful career in the food industry one day. In fact, she’s hoping to study at the Culinary Institute of America in New York after we graduate from high school. I, on the other hand, am headed to the University of Chicago for a business major.

Sometime later, we’re up in her room, finishing an English project that’s due in tomorrow. I spend a lot of time here, but my relationship with Liv is platonic. We shared a few fumbled kisses in our early teens when we were experimenting, but nothing more. I’ve never thought of Liv romantically. I’ve known her since she was in diapers, and our friendship is too close, too warts and all for that. The girlfriends I’ve had in the past haven’t been quite so understanding though, many of them jealous of the time I spend here. I broke up with Jenna, my last girlfriend, after a fight about my taking Liv to a culinary event instead of attending some stupid party Jenna wanted to go to. I really have no time for that type of petty behavior and even less time for girlfriends who don’t respect the fact that Liv is my best friend.

I’m packing up my stuff, readying to go home, when Liv surprises the shit out of me. “Carter,” she says. “I need you to do something for me.”

“Sure, what is it?”

“I want you to take my virginity.”

I sit back down in astonishment. “What did you just say?”

“You heard me. I want to lose my virginity to you.”

I shake my head. “What the fuck, Liv? We’re friends.”

“Am I not attractive enough for you?”

“You know that’s not true.” I would have been blind not to have noticed when Liv started sprouting breasts a few years ago, nor to have noticed how gorgeous she’s become. But by all that’s holy, she’s my goddamn friend. One does not fuck friends.

Liv sits down facing me, eyes serious. “Listen to me, Carter, I’ve thought this through. I know there’s nothing romantic between us. Trust me, I’ve never felt an ounce of jealousy for any of your girlfriends. The things is, I want someone I can trust for my first time, and I want someone that’s experienced so I at least get to enjoy it. I’ve heard what all the girls say about your skills in bed.”

I stare at her, still nonplussed. “You know this could end our friendship.”

“It won’t. I promise.”

“How do you know that?”

“Because I do. Carter, I love you as a friend, but I never, ever want to be your girlfriend.”

Now I’m offended. “Why? What’s wrong with me? Am I not boyfriend material?”

“For me, frankly no.”

I cross my arms. “Well that’s just fucking great.”

“Oh come on, Carter, don’t pretend you’d ever want me as your girlfriend.”

“No I don’t, but that wasn’t a nice thing to say, especially when you’re asking what you just did.”

She sighs, with a long-suffering expression on her face. I know that martyred look very well, and it always pisses me off. No, I have no desire to ever be Liv’s boyfriend. She’s a great friend, but she can also irritate the hell out of me.

She stands now, hands on hips, and stares me down. “Ok, let’s start this again shall we? Can we both agree that we have zero interest in being involved romantically?”

I nod emphatically.

“So, what’s the problem then? We can sleep together without it becoming something more than friendship.”

I think about it. “Just sex, and we stay friends?”

“Just sex, and we’ll always be best friends.”

The idea, once planted in my head, begins to take seed. Having sex without the complications of a romantic relationship, with someone who I genuinely like and find attractive, seems like a win-win situation. Yet there is a risk to the fabric of our friendship if we cross the line into sleeping together. Thinking back on it though, it’s true what Liv said. She’s never been remotely jealous of any of my girlfriends. Slowly, my face breaks into a smile. “Well then, I’m in.”

◆◆◆

A year later


I rummage through the heap of clothes on the bed, looking for a clean shirt to wear. Not having much luck, I start sniffing the shirts, trying to find the least offensive one. That’s when I’m hit by a flying missile, in the form of a clean shirt, coming my way from the opposite bunk. I grab it, and smile at Emilio. “Thanks,” I say.

I got lucky when I was assigned Emilio as my roommate. We hit if off straight away. Emilio Wan, of Mexican and Malaysian parentage, is one of the most beautiful people I know, both inside and out.  From the first day we met, I was drawn to his calm, chilled demeanor, and to his kindness. Unlike my friendships with other guys where I always felt I needed to measure up, like in a macho pissing contest, Emilio has made me feel accepted just the way I am; more nerd than jock. I’ve confided in him, telling him the story of my fucked-up family and all about my unusual friendship with Liv. Last Thanksgiving, when my parents were going through their nasty divorce, he invited me to his home. Estrella, his mom, immediately embraced me as part of the family.

Emilio is quite the ladies’ man. The girls can’t get enough of his dark and mysterious slanting eyes, tall, muscled body and calm confidence. He draws them to him like a magnet. Although we’re both serious about our studies—him more than me as he’s on a scholarship—we also want to have a good time. We’re young and horny, and the university is our playground. There’s not much we keep from one another. We’ve gotten into the habit of jerking off together in our dorm room, describing our latest escapades. A few times, we’ve tagged team in a threesome. Emilio has a liberated attitude to sex. His mantra is: “If it feels good and everyone involved consents, then do it.” So, we’re experimenting and having fun.

“When’s Liv arriving?” asks Emilio.

“She said she’d be here in the early evening, maybe around seven.”

Liv’s at culinary school in New York, but we still visit each other from time to time. Since that first occasion when she lost her virginity to me, we’ve had sex plenty of times, but still maintained our friendship. We have an unspoken pact that our relationship is platonic when each or any of us is dating someone else, but when we’re single, our friendship comes with “benefits”.

Emilio met Liv on her last visit here, and they got on like a house on fire. He introduced her to his favorite eateries and taught her his dad’s family recipe for making beef rendang. A major win for Emilio, as the way to Liv’s heart is paved with food. On her last evening with us, we went to watch a local band play and then danced the night away at a nearby club. By the way Liv and Emilio were dancing suggestively together, it was clear to me that both were sexually attracted to the other, though nothing happened between them. Emilio discreetly took himself off to an all-night diner while Liv and I went back to our dorm to have a fuck. I know he’ll want to give us our space during this visit too, which is cool. He confirms it with his next words.

“You want me out of the way tonight? I can stay over with Jacob.”

“No, that’s ok. Just give us an hour, then come over say at eight. We can all go get something to eat then.”

“Ok, will do.”

I finish getting dressed, look at my watch, and hotfoot it to my next class. Mid-afternoon, I get a call from Liv. “I managed to get an earlier flight, so I’m heading your way now,” she says. “You done with your classes today?”

“Yeah, I’m just walking back to my dorm now. I’ll see you soon.”

The moment Liv arrives, we get right down to business, shedding our clothes, and hopping into bed. It feels so good to stroke her soft skin and inhale her familiar, unique female scent. I dive for her pussy and lap at her. I know just how she likes it—long rhythmic strokes of my tongue along her clit from bottom to top, then slowly inserting my fingers in and out of her wet cunt, finding her G spot. It doesn’t take long for her to come; she must have been primed and ready before even getting here.

I sit up and start lining my cock with her slit. “Hang on,” she says, “let me go on top.” I oblige and lie on my back while she straddles and rides my cock. It’s at this moment that the door opens and Emilio strides in. He pauses, frozen for a few seconds, before turning to leave, mumbling an apology. Liv stops him. “Don’t go!”

As he turns, she smiles and asks, “Join us?”

He doesn’t need to get asked twice. In seconds he’s naked and standing beside us on the bed. Liv and Emilio share a long, deep kiss, as her hand reaches down to stroke his cock, already dripping with precum. What a turn on it is to lie on my back with this visual of my best friend jerking my other best friend’s cock while squeezing my own cock with her tight pussy. If I’m not careful, I’m going to blow too early. Just when I’m nearing the point of no return, Emilio stops Liv’s hand. He looks her straight in the eye and says, “I want to fuck your ass with this cock while Carter is inside your pussy. Will you let me?”

Liv nods emphatically. “Yes, yes please.”

Emilio turns to me, putting his hand on my cheek. He looks at me with his dark liquid eyes for a moment, making sure I too am on board with this. What he sees must reassure him. Then he rummages in the bedside drawer for the bottle of lube and a condom. “Bend forward,” he says, “I need to prep you.”

Liv leans towards me. I look at her with concern. “Are you sure you want this, Livvie? You know you can say no.”

“Are you kidding? Yeah, I’m sure,” she laughs. “I’ve been dying to try this ever since you told me about the threesome you had with Emilio. But I’m going to need you to distract me from the initial pain. Kiss me.”

So I do as she asks, kissing her and fondling her beautiful breasts while Emilio inserts first one lubed finger inside her, then another, then one more, stretching her until she’s ready to take his cock. He kisses the back of her neck as he lines up his sheathed cock to her puckered hole and pushes in gently. “Relax,” he says. He withdraws, then pushes back in a little deeper this time.

I kiss Liv, tangling my tongue with hers. Emilio draws back, then burrows further into Liv’s ass. It’s a tight fit, with my dick already stretching out her pussy. I can feel every inch of his cock as it enters her from behind. The feeling is indescribable. So incredibly tight. I have done this before with Emilio of course, but this feels different. One final push and Emilio is all the way inside Liv, his balls smacking against mine. A feeling of wonder comes over me at being so intimately connected with the two most important people in my life. Then Emilio starts to thrust in and out, and all thought leaves my head. I’m engulfed in pure sensation as I move my cock in and out of Liv’s pussy, in tandem with Emilio’s thrusts. Liv gasps and fixes her big blue eyes on mine. I stare back hypnotized, as all three of us move as one. Emilio’s thrusts are no longer gentle. He hammers Liv with his cock, chasing his release with a feral groan, and taking the both of us along for the ride. With a deep moan, Liv orgasms, her pussy spasming violently on my cock. It’s too much. I come with a loud groan and Emilio follows suit shortly after.

For several moments, we lay still, frozen in our intimate embrace. A swirl of intense emotion rushes through me. I’m overcome by love for these two people. In that moment, I know with a gut deep certainty that Liv and Emilio will always be an important part of my life. My throat thickens and my eyes glisten, but then the moment passes. Emilio pulls out and goes to dispose of the condom, coming back with a wet washcloth to gently clean up Liv, while I lie back in a daze.

From that day on, Liv visits us every few months. When she does, we spend hours in bed together all three of us, exploring each other’s bodies and satisfying our deepest and darkest desires. In the safety of our shared intimacy, anything can be said with no fear or judgement. Emilio and I have kissed and sucked each other’s cock—my first sexual experience with another man, not his. Nothing is out of bounds. I can’t claim to have suddenly discovered my bisexuality. I still prefer women first and foremost. But with Emilio, it’s different. The love I feel for him transcends everything, even my sexuality. He’s comfort, joy, excitement and liberation. His masterful calm gives me direction. I’m no longer at sea, adrift in loneliness, but tethered to a powerful ship that forges ahead. Liv feels it too—that magnetic pull that Emilio casts on the both of us.

For the rest of our college years, we continue our occasional sexual liaisons. When Liv is away, we don’t live like monks. We still date other girls, though as we reach our senior year, perhaps less frenetically so. Liv too has her own life and boyfriends in New York. The times we come together though are always special. Each time we do, I feel that same love, that same certainty of our unbreakable bond.

It does sometimes make me wonder about my relationship with Liv and whether it could ever become something more than very good friends with benefits. I know I love her. I trust her. We have sexual chemistry. I can talk to her about anything. And yet, each time I think about us being romantically involved, I discard the idea. The thought of her being with other men never fills me with jealousy, and I’m fairly certain she feels the same way about my dating other women. There’s also something free spirited about Liv. I don’t think any man could ever tie her down—and I know I’m not the man who would ever want to.


Chapter 4

Hana


I look at my watch. 10:41 am on a Monday morning. I have just enough time to grab a coffee and one of those sinfully delicious cinnamon rolls before I need to be at my next class—though I’ll have to pay for it with a jog later today. Decision made, I head towards the coffee shop at the end of my street. A light breeze ruffles the loose strands of my hair as I walk, and the leaves crunch crisply under my feet.

I take a deep breath and smile. Autumn is spectacular in this part of the world—sorry, Fall. I’m in America now, so I should speak the lingo. The leaves are a gorgeous concoction of shades from russet to ochre to a pale yellow. Fall back home in London is nothing quite like this. Even with my most recent dating mishap fresh in my mind, I feel a sense of hope and optimism.

I’ve still not quite got the hang of this dating business. Who could blame me? I may be twenty-five, but in terms of experience I’m no better off than an eighteen-year-old. On arrival in Chicago, I met my roommate Kate, who is the absolute best. Not only is she neat and tidy, but she has also made it her mission to take me out to socialize and introduce me to her friends. She was the one who set me up on a double date with Josh, a good friend of Max, her boyfriend. Josh is quite good looking in a preppy kind of way, and I’ve been flattered by his attention. After going on a handful of dates, I took the plunge and slept with him. Everything was going well I thought, until yesterday afternoon when I spotted Josh with another girl, smooching in Starbucks.

After I got over my shock, I worked up the nerve to text him about it. His response? “We never said we would be exclusive, Hana.” That made me feel foolish; I just assumed we were. Josh still wants to date me, and other girls at the same time. Seriously. Well that’s a no from me. I know we were using protection, but I feel a bit icky thinking about how his dick has been dipping into other vaginas. Eww. Maybe I should go get myself tested, get the all clear. I make a mental note to do so, just as I enter the coffee shop.

Oh good, nobody in the line. I order a latte and nab the last cinnamon roll, then turn to find somewhere to sit. That’s when I see him. A tall, good-looking man with dark blond hair is standing right behind me, and the look he gives me is positively murderous. What on earth? I stand there bewildered for an instant, then something makes me bark, “What’s your problem?” Even I’m surprised by the confident, stroppy tone in my voice.

“It’s nothing,” he says.

“Well, if it’s nothing, then why are you giving me a dirty look?” My my, I’m on a roll today.


He has the grace to look shamefaced, but then explains, “I was hoping for a cinnamon roll, but you just took the last one.”

I look at the cinnamon roll on my plate. “You’re mad because of this? Seriously?” What, is he five that he’s getting upset over losing a sweet? I shake my head. What a man-child!

A slight flush suffuses his face. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to cause offence. I was feeling a bit down, and I wanted to indulge in a cinnamon roll as a pick me up to make my morning a little better. But that’s ok though, you enjoy it. Have a nice day.”

I stand my ground. “Ok, here’s the deal. I’ll share half of my roll with you if you tell me why you were feeling down.” Bold move, Hana, very bold.


“Ah, no. Thanks, but no.”

I shrug my shoulders, all casual. “Oh well, your loss.” Then I turn to walk away. I hear him order his coffee while I sit myself down at a table by the window. I sip my drink and try to take in what just happened. I’m kicking myself for offering half the roll, but part of me is also proud for having had the guts to do it. I need to be like this more often. Being assertive; it feels good.

I sense a shadow hovering over me, then he speaks. “It’s personal. The reason why I was feeling down. I’m not comfortable talking about it. But I really want some of that cinnamon roll.”

“Bad break-up?” I hazard a guess.

“No, nothing like that. More of a rumination on the sad state of my life.”

“Ah. I hear you. Ruminating on the sad state of my life is something I do too. Far too often. Come and sit.” I take the knife and slice the roll in half. He joins me at the table, and I offer him half of the roll, taking a bite out of the other. We both moan in pleasure at the same time.

“These are so good,” I say.

“That they are,” he agrees, staring at me. Then he looks down at the pastry in his hand. “I have to exert supreme self-control not to have one of these every day for breakfast.” He gobbles up the rest of his roll in two big bites. I dispatch mine in a daintier fashion, then look at him.

“Feel better?” I ask.

He smiles. “Much better, thanks. I should pay you for my half of this.”

I stop him as he reaches into his pocket for his wallet.

“No need. Glad to have spread a little happiness.” I look at my watch and pick up my coffee. “I need to be on my way if I want to get to class on time. See you around.” I stand up and smile my goodbye.

He smiles back. “Thanks again. Enjoy your class.”


Chapter 5

Carter


As she walks out of the coffee shop, I kick myself for not having asked her name or gotten her number. I must be losing my touch. I used to be such a slick operator when it came to picking up girls. Not that I necessarily wanted to pick up this girl. She’s probably too young if she’s still in college.

I didn’t think she looked like much at first, until she flashed those dark eyes at me and mocked me for being mad at her. And that look of pure bliss on her face when she took a bite out of the pastry. I know a sensual woman when I see one. I watched her lips as she ate. Lovely full lips, just perfect for kissing. Or for doing other things...

I sigh. No point dwelling on the matter. I missed my chance, though perhaps I should make it a point to come here more often. Who knows? I might just run into her again. And if I do, I better up my game next time.

I swallow down my coffee then head to my car. I have a meeting to get to. A half hour later, I stride into the bar area of Seduce, and spot Liv and Emilio sitting at our usual table. Eric, our assistant manager, is with them. I slide into the plush seat beside Liv. “Am I late?”

“Nah,” smirks Emilio, “We just got here. Eric’s been telling us about Eva and Aaron’s show last night. I’m sorry I missed it.”

“Oh yeah? It was quite something. A big guy like Aaron getting plugged in the butt with a tassel hanging out of his ass.” I chuckle. “The crowd loved it.”

Liv snorts. “I can imagine. If they’re gonna repeat that routine, I better stick around tomorrow once the dinner service is done.”

“Which reminds me.” I look over at Emilio. “I need to find out where he got those butt plugs from. They would make the perfect Christmas gift for you and Sophie. His and hers plugs so you can both swish your tails at each other,” I tease.

Emilio mock glowers at me. “Careful,” he grunts, “or I’ll be using it on your sorry ass!”

I bat my eyelashes playfully. “That,” I purr, “would be my pleasure.”

Liv bursts out laughing. In my periphery vision, I see Eric shifting uncomfortably in his seat. He’s still not used to our dirty banter. Well, he’s going to have to acclimatize to dirty talk and much more if he ever wants to be promoted to full manager of this sex club. Still, it’s early days. “Hey, Eric,” I say, “can you find out from Aaron who’s stocking those butt plugs? We need to have them in the Seduce boutique. Joking aside, I can see them selling in a big way. Maybe see if you can get a variety of colors too.”

“On it,” he responds, and makes a note of it on his iPad.

“On to other matters,” says Emilio, looking at me. “A friend of my cousin Jaime has a villa near the beach in Huatelco which he’s agreed to rent to us for Thanksgiving. It’s our last chance to fly before Sophie’s grounded, so we were thinking of spending the holiday there. Kind of like a babymoon. Wanna join us?”

I hesitate, so he adds, “Come on man, you need a break. It’s been nonstop with you for over a year, getting Seduce up and running. It would do you good to recharge, get some sea air, work on that tan. We’d love to have you there with us. Maybe bring a plus one?” He raises a brow at me. He knows full well there isn’t any significant other in my life at the moment, though I plan to work on that. He’s probably figured out my earlier sad ruminations, mind reader that he is. There’s not much I can hide from my best friend.

He presses his point. “Liv here has agreed to supervise the clubs in our absence and I’m sure Eric can step up and take care of things for a few days.”

Eric nods. “Sure, no problem,” he says, sitting up straight.

I shrug. “Thanks, Milio. I’ll think it over.”

He nods briskly. “You do that.”

Then the conversation shifts to other work matters. Forty minutes later, the meeting is over and we all stand to leave. Emilio follows me into my office and shuts the door behind him. He sits on a chair opposite my desk, then looks me straight in the eye. “I meant what I said earlier. We really want you there with us. It’s been a while since the three of us got some naked threesome action. I hear the villa’s in a secluded location on a cliff. Lots of privacy.” His eyes twinkle suggestively.

I throw him a look. “Not much naked threesome action if I bring along a plus one.”

“Interesting. I take it you’ve met someone?”

“Nah, but I’ve been thinking lately about making an effort. Start dating again.”

He nods. “Yeah, it’s time. No point having all this success Carter if you can’t sit back and enjoy life. Besides, Caliem’s a smooth sailing ship now. You don’t need to be there every minute of every night. Ronnie’s been learning the ropes for what, three years now? You know she’s ready to take charge when you’re not around.”

“I know.” Though letting go and trusting others with my baby is easier said than done.

“Listen,” he says, “it will be good for us either way. If you come alone, then we bring on the sexy times. But if you meet a girl you like and bring her along, then that’s great too. We want you to be happy, Carter, even if it means we miss out on the other stuff. It’s going to have to take a back seat anyway, with the baby coming. Things will have to change.”

“Yeah, I figured that.” I huff and expel a long breath. “You know, Thanksgiving is only six weeks away. Not much time for me to find that plus one.”

“You think? Within six weeks of meeting Sophie, we were already living together, and I knew she was going to be my wife.”

I shake my head at him. “Milio, you and Sophie are the exception, not the rule. Most other people, well they take a bit longer to couple up.”

“Keep an open mind is all I’m saying.” Emilio looks at me shrewdly. “Are you sure you haven’t met someone? I’m sensing something’s going on with you.”

“No, nothing like that, but…” Then I tell him all about my encounter with cinnamon roll girl this morning.

He laughs. “Dude, you couldn’t even slip her your number before she made her getaway? You’re getting rusty in your old age!”

“Don’t remind me. I’ve been cursing myself over it.”

He chuckles, then sits forward on the chair, placing his elbows on his knees and looking pensive. He hesitates for a moment, then begins, “There’s something I’ve been meaning to say to you for a while now.” He pauses, thinking through his next words. I wait, wondering where this conversation is going.

Slowly, he continues. “This thing we’ve had. You, me, Sophie and Liv. The sex. It’s been amazing, and don’t get me wrong, I have no regrets about any of it. But.. I know the hedonistic pleasure has had a cost. On you. One perhaps we never anticipated. What we feel when we come together sexually is so intense.” He huffs out a quick laugh, then goes on. “You know, there have been times when the three of us making love has felt like a religious experience. It’s brought us so close together, bonded us in a way that I treasure. But it’s also made it that much harder for you to develop a bond with someone else. I’m sure your ex-girlfriends have sensed this, even if they didn’t know the details.”

He sighs. “I know too, that after experiencing the things we have, casual hook-ups are never going to cut it for you. Don’t think I haven’t noticed your celibacy the past few months. Probably your driest spell ever, what with Sophie and I focused on getting pregnant, and Liv out of the picture until she ditches her latest man, which she will eventually. I’m not sure that one is ever going to settle down.”

He fixes his eyes on me, before continuing, “All this has made me realize that sex with us has been like a crutch to you. When you can have what we have on the regular, there’s less need to seek it elsewhere. Tell me honestly, when was the last time you had sex with someone other than me, Sophie or Liv?”

I rub my face with hands that have gone ever so slightly shaky. “Honestly? I don’t know. Several years at least.”

“That’s what I figured.”

There is silence for a long minute. Then I ask the question. “So, are you saying we should end it? Not have sex together anymore?”

“No, that’s not what I’m saying at all. The future will bring what it will bring. I’m not one to say never again. I’m talking more about the immediate horizon. Soon, Sophie and I will be all about changing diapers, breastfeeding and trying to catch up on our sleep. Becoming parents is going to take over our lives for a while until we find our groove. But I think, if and when Liv becomes single again, it might be an idea for you two not to hook up. Give yourself the space to focus on you and finding yourself a partner. You, my friend, are made for giving and receiving love. Some lucky woman is going to catch you, if you only let her.”

He stands and walks towards me, saying, “Further down the line, who knows what will happen? I’m sure there will come a time when we re-open the conversation about having sex together again.” I stand up too, and walk into his arms, letting him engulf me in a tight, comforting hug.

We pull apart, and with my heart in my eyes, I tell him, “Thanks, Emilio. And I hear you. I’ve been thinking along the same lines, but you, as usual, articulated it better than I ever could.” I kiss him softly on the lips. “I want you to know I’ve treasured our lovemaking. A religious experience you say? Yeah, I can relate to that.” I smile and kiss him again. “I can never regret any moment with you, Sophie or Liv. Never.” And I fall into his arms again. This time we kiss long and hard, tongues seeking and finding, latching and sucking with urgency, knowing this might be a goodbye, at least for a while. He tastes of coffee and of him, a unique essence I try to savor one last time.

Eventually, the kiss ends and Emilio steps back grinning. “Now isn’t that a better way for friends to show their love than the usual manly thump on the shoulder,” he says, giving my shoulder a big thump. 

I thump his shoulder back good naturedly, then look down in dismay at the tent in both of our pants. “Only problem with friends showing their love this way is the Pavlovian response,” I say.

Emilio considers me for a moment, then comes to a decision and declares, “Well, my friend, it is my privilege to take care of this Pavlovian response.” Dropping down to his knees, he unhooks the belt of my pants and tugs at the zipper, bringing my pants and boxer briefs down in one go. My hard cock springs out, already dripping with precum.

Emilio licks the tip, savoring me just as I had been savoring his taste earlier. He laps at me a few more times, then opens his mouth to take me in deep to the back of his throat, so deep that his nose burrows into my neat tuft of golden-brown pubic hair. I sense him inhaling my essence before he pulls back, sucking on my shaft, then licking it. Again and again, he pulls me deep into his throat, sucking and licking, sucking and licking.

I close my eyes and give in to the sensation of pure, unalloyed pleasure. No one gives head like Emilio. Liv, Sophie and countless other girls have blown me, and they were good, but no one has ever equalled Emilio in his power and intensity. My shaft thickens and Emilio’s pace quickens, sucking me in a building rhythm until I come, spurting my load into his welcoming mouth. I emit a loud groan of pleasure. “Ah, that feels good.” Emilio cleans me up with his tongue, then lifts my boxers and pants, pulling the zipper up and adjusting my belt. Then he stands and gives me a quick kiss on the mouth. “Thank you,” I say breathlessly.

“No, thank you.” He smiles one last time and walks out of the room.

I fall back into my chair in a daze. After a few minutes, I gather myself up enough to power up my laptop and check my emails. But I’m distracted. Snippets of the conversation I’ve just had with Emilio bombard my mind. Sex with the three of them has been like a crutch to me. Our sexual relationship has made it that much harder for me to develop a bond with someone else. My ex-girlfriends sensed this and were wary of committing to me. I need to have space to focus on me and find a partner.

Over and over, I turn these thoughts in my head. It all makes sense. It seems so obvious now. But the decision is not that easy. I think back to that last intense kiss and Emilio’s mouth on my cock. I remember the taste of Sophie’s pussy and the feel of her riding my cock. I remember the feel of Liv’s beautiful tits in my hands and how much I like to suck them. The intense passion of our coupling. All this I will have to give up for the foreseeable future. I know it’s the right decision, but God, it hurts. Like an addict going cold turkey, I’m going to miss my sexual fix from my good friends. But I need to do this.

Liv pops her head in with sandwich, a turkey and swiss on rye, just the way I like it. I thank her absently, then go back to my befuddled wonderings. For hours, I sit at my desk, deep in thought. Finally, I close my laptop, and get up. The only thing to do is drive home, get changed and go for a run. Maybe that will clear the cobwebs.


Chapter 6

Hana


I get back to my dorm just after 4:00 pm. All day, I’ve been thinking about my encounter in the coffee shop with the handsome stranger. I wish I had asked him his name. I replay our conversation over and over. I wonder what it was that was making him feel so down this morning. Not a breakup he said. What else could it be? What on earth could such a god of delicious handsomeness be feeling down about? Has he lost his job? Is his career in limbo? Is he about to get evicted? Is he secretly in love with his best friend’s girl? I hope it’s not that last one.

God, why did I just walk out without asking for his number? Girls can do that in this modern day and age, can’t they? I sigh. On the positive side, handsome stranger has pushed all thoughts of Josh from my head.

I pass Kate on her way out to her part-time job at the university bookshop. She smiles at me. “Hey. What’s up?” she asks.

“Oh, nothing much,” I say, “except for my meeting and chatting up a handsome god in the coffee shop.”

She raises her brows in surprise. “Oh wow, I need to hear about this! Promise you’ll tell me when I get back?”

“Will do,” I say. She waves and heads out.

I enter our room and flop on to my bed. The dorm room isn’t massive. There is just enough space for two twin beds and a bedside table beside each bed. Beyond the two beds is a small wardrobe for each occupant of the room, and two desks artfully separated by a standing bookshelf to give the illusion of privacy. The walls are painted a plain shade of pale gray. Accents of color are added with the sapphire blue bedspread which mum insisted I bring along with me. I’m glad she did. It does give the room a bit more color, and it’s also a comforting reminder of my bedroom back home.

One good thing about the room is that it is bright, thanks to the large windows overlooking the park. Which reminds me. I should heft myself out of bed and go for a run to burn off that cinnamon roll. Although it was only half a roll, so maybe there’s no need to go to the trouble. I close my eyes, then get assailed by guilt almost immediately. It’s this kind of laziness that has made it nigh on impossible for me to shed those niggling extra pounds that I know I ought to shed. Starting today, I shall be more disciplined.

I get up and change into leggings, a sports bra—necessary to hold my D cups in check—and and a T-shirt. I tie my hair into a ponytail and pull on my trainers. Walking down the stairs, I open my jogging playlist on my phone, tuck it into my armband and pull on my wireless headband. My jogging playlist is exactly twenty-five minutes long, because that’s my limit of how long I can run for, including time for a warmup and a cool down. Athletic I will never be. I walk briskly along to the park with my warm-up track, Cake’s version of “I will survive”.

I stop after a while to stretch my calves, then start to jog at a gentle pace, listening to classic rock on my headphones. I breathe in through my nose, out through my mouth as I’ve been taught to do, relax my arms and look around, admiring the view and pretending that I’m enjoying myself. I never somehow manage to trick myself into believing that running is fun, but I keep trying.

Past the halfway mark, my jogging playlist starts bellowing more motivational songs to keep me going. I hear the opening riff of “Eye of the tiger” by Survivor, and I brace myself for one last spurt, increasing my stride to match the rhythmic beat of the song, and knowing that once the song is over, I can begin my cool down. Not long now. Just a little bit longer. Nearly there. Finally. I slow down to a walk, face flushed, and try to catch my breath.

Oh shit! Of all the massive shitty luck, just at this moment, when I’m looking less than my best, I see him again. Handsome stranger from the coffee shop. He’s walking straight towards me. Looking hot! Shirtless, sweaty, I can see a defined muscular chest, and is that a tattoo below his left collar bone? Oh my! Maybe he won’t notice me. I might be able to just slip by. Ok, so he’s looking straight at me. Perhaps he doesn’t remember me? A lot could have happened since this morning to erase me from his memory. Ok, brazen it out, keep going. Then he stops right in front of me and grins. “Well hi there,” he says.


Chapter 7

Carter


Going for a run was the right call. I’ve been pounding the sidewalk for the last half hour, emptying my mind of everything and just listening to the playlist on my earbuds. Finally, I slow down and take off my shirt to try to cool off. It’s unseasonably warm for October, the last remnants of summer clinging on. I take a long drink out of my water bottle, then start walking back towards my house.

That’s when I see her. The girl from the coffee shop this morning. What are the odds? Surely this must be a sign. She’s looking cute, her cheeks pink and her hair pulled up in a ponytail. She’s still out of breath from her run, and my eyes briefly zoom in to her full breasts, straining against the confines of her sports bra beneath the T-shirt. Then I look back up and quicken my pace towards her. At the very least this time, I’m going to get her name and number.

I stop in front of her with a big cheesy grin. “Well hi there,” is all I think to say.

She smiles back, a bit shy. “Hi yourself.” Then she adds, “How’s the rest of your day been?”

I grunt. “It’s been interesting, to say the least. I needed a run to try to clear my head.”

“And did it work? Clearing your head, I mean.”

“Yeah, it worked,” I reply, “especially now that I’ve seen you again. I’m Carter, by the way.”

“Hi Carter. I’m Hana. Nice to meet you again.”

Hana. The name suits her. I put on my most winning smile. “Well, Hana, would you walk with me to that park bench over there and talk awhile?”

She hesitates a fraction of a second, then nods her head. “Sure.”

We turn and start heading towards the park bench. “So, Hana, where are you from? I can’t tell for sure but your accent sounds like you might be from England. Am I right?”

“That’s right I am. I grew up in London, but I’m only partly English. I’m a half breed. My mum’s English and my dad is Palestinian.”

Palestinian. That must account for her beautiful dark eyes. Looking closely, I see a smattering of freckles on the top of her nose and cheeks. A fascinating combination. I want to know more. “I’m guessing you’re here as a student. Undergraduate or postgraduate?”

“Postgraduate!” she laughs, and I inwardly sigh in relief. “I arrived here just over a month ago to do a master’s in social sciences. And what about you? What is it you do, Carter?”

Now this could go either way. Some women are thrilled when I tell them what I do, others hesitant, thinking I must be a player. Well, that’s not too far off the mark. I have played, a lot. But given my celibate state these past few months, I would not call myself that anymore.

“I co-own a nightclub. Caliem. Have you heard of it?”

By now, we’ve reached the park bench and we sit down. She looks blankly at me. “No, I haven’t had time yet to acquaint myself with the night scene.”

I can’t quite get a read on her reaction, but I plough on. “Well, you must come and check it out. Let me know when. I’ll make sure you jump the lines and get the VIP treatment.” I don’t miss the opportunity to get her number. “Pass me your cell phone, so I can program in my number.”

She passes it to me, and I can see what’s on her jogging playlist. “Eye of the tiger. Good choice for running,” I say as I save my number on her phone then send a text to mine, so I know hers. I hand it back to her.

“So, did you always want to own a nightclub? Were you an avid clubber in your youth?”

I laugh. “It wasn’t part of my life plan,” I say. “In fact, I studied business right here at the University of Chicago. I kind of fell into it I guess. I’ve always been into music big time and yeah, while in college I did my fair share of partying, but I wasn’t planning to work in that sector at all. In fact, when I graduated, my dad helped get me a job in banking – he’s an investment banker—and well, I hated it. I tried sticking at it for eight long months, I really did. I kept thinking, it’s gotta get better, just give it time. Then, I realized it wasn’t gonna get better and so I bailed.”

“I can imagine your dad wasn’t too pleased.”

“You imagine right, especially when I left my white-collar job to go work as a bartender in a club. Yeah, he was mad. He cut me off and washed his hands of me.”

“No way!” She looks shocked. “What about your mum, if I may ask?”

“Oh, my mom didn’t really much care. She and dad are divorced, and she lives on the west coast with husband number two. I don’t see or talk to her much.” Hana looks at me sadly, and suddenly, I’m keenly embarrassed by the sob story I’ve just been telling. Jesus! Way to attract a girl. I try to sound a little more upbeat. “But hey, my grandpa approves. He thinks it’s wildly funny that the proud heir of my dad’s Wasp family is running a nightclub. Actually, he’s the one who made it all possible by leaving me some money in a trust fund.”

“Your grandpa sounds like a great guy.”

“Yeah, he is,” I say. She looks at her watch, and I can tell she’s getting ready to leave. I take the plunge. “Well, Hana, I’ve really enjoyed talking to you and I’d love to know more about you. Would you let me take you out to dinner sometime this week?”

She looks surprised. Why is she surprised? Does she not realize I’m into her? Her cute face flushes and then she smiles. “Yes,” she says, “I’d like that.”

Great! See, I’m not so off my game after all. Next step, set the date. “How about tomorrow evening?” I ask. “I could pick you up at seven.”

“Sounds good.”

“Ok, well how about I walk you back to your dorm. That way I know where to pick you up from.”

We get up and start walking together towards her dorm. I ask her about her food preferences. I once made the mistake of taking a date to a sushi bar, only to find out she couldn’t stand raw fish.

“I’m easy,” she says, “I like most foods. I just don’t eat pork.”

“Is that a religious thing?” I ask.

“Yes, I guess so. I was brought up a Muslim, though I don’t really practise the religion much. We don’t eat pork or drink alcohol at home, so the habit has just stuck.”

“No problem,” I say, “I can work with that.”

We continue talking as we walk. She’s remarkably easy to talk to. Before I know it, we’re standing in front of her dorm. I know it’s too soon for a kiss—though what I would give to kiss those sweet lips of hers. A handshake just doesn’t feel right. Too formal. So I give her shoulder a gentle squeeze, and say, “See you tomorrow!” And then I head back home, a lightness in my steps for the first time in a long time.


Chapter 8

Hana


We’ve stopped in front of my dorm, and Carter looks at me. Is he going to kiss me? Yes please. Actually, better not. I’m all sweaty still. Best wait until I’m nice and fresh. Maybe we should shake hands. Then he reaches across and gives my shoulder a squeeze. A bolt of electricity goes through me at the touch. I get a whiff of him. Manly musk infused with the smell of sweat. Then he says, “See you tomorrow!” and walks away.

Heart pounding, I make my way inside. What the fuck just happened? I run up the stairs and enter my room. Quickly, I undress and get into the shower. I wash my hair and body, then towel off. I go to sit on the edge of my bed and put my hand to my heart. It's still pounding a mile a minute. What the fuck just happened?

I get into comfortable sweats and towel dry my hair, brushing out the tangles. I should do some work on my latest assignment, but I’m too distracted. I open my textbook and try to read. My mind is all over the place. He squeezed my shoulder and I felt it all the way to my toes. Oh God, I need to calm down. Take deep breaths. It’s only a date. I’ve been on dates before. Just last week with Josh in fact. I wasn’t hyperventilating then. Why now? But I know why. It’s Carter.

He’s the one who’s making my heart beat double time. A nightclub owner. I never imagined I would ever go out with a nightclub owner. Does that mean he’s some kind of a playboy? I didn’t get a playboy vibe from him. To be fair, I’ve not been in the habit of mixing with playboys, so maybe I wouldn’t recognize one if I saw one. Yes he’s gorgeous but he’s also… nice. Easy to talk to. There’s a gentleness in his eyes. I get the sense that he has a big heart with lots of love to give. Woah. I’m jumping ahead. I can’t know any of that. I hardly know him!

The door opens, and Kate walks in. She dumps her bag then sits on her bed facing me, curiosity evident in her expression. “So,” she demands. “Tell me!”

I tell her the whole story, from the cinnamon roll episode all the way to the shoulder squeeze at my door. She gasps and shrieks in amazement as she listens to my tale. “Caliem,” she says, “I’ve heard of it. It’s in River North. Oh my God, we have to go there. Just wait until I tell Max!” Then she looks at me with eyes narrowed. “Do you have something to wear for tomorrow? Show me what you got.”

We spend the rest of the evening going through my wardrobe choices, eventually choosing a classic little black dress which I accessorize with a cream cardigan. I’m all set. I go to sleep, dreaming about a squeeze on my shoulder that sends a jolt of electricity through me.


Chapter 9

Carter


I open my eyes and look at my bedside clock. 10:01 am. I stretch my body, feeling the soft sheets gently caressing my skin. My cock thickens, but I ignore it and jump out of bed. I take a deep breath in and try to relax my heartbeat. It’s only a date, Carter, only a date. Nothing to get too excited about. You’ve been on plenty of dates before. But for some reason, this feels different, momentous, important. I shake my head and berate myself. Why am I acting like an inexperienced pup? I’m a man of the world. It’s just a date, and I need to chill.

I shower, get dressed and make myself a coffee. Everything feels different. I go through the motions of my everyday life, driving to Caliem to check on yesterday’s numbers and interview new personnel. All day I feel displaced from my body, as if I’m observing myself from beyond. At times I feel my pulse beating loudly in my temple. I’m here in the flesh, but not really here. Part of me is floating on a cloud somewhere. It’s just… bizarre.

I speak to Ronnie, my manager at Caliem, letting her know she’s on her own tonight. Then I head over to Seduce and work on some admin for a while. Emilio is nowhere in sight, which is a good thing as I don’t think I could hide the state I’m in from him. I speak to Eric, letting him know I won’t be in tonight and going through some pointers with him.

Then I walk over to the kitchen, where Liv is poring over her menu for the day. I put my arms around her from behind, nuzzling her neck and inhaling the sweet essence of this wonderful woman I love dearly. She squeezes my arms and turns to me with a smile. “Hey you,” she says, and kisses me softly on the lips. “Something’s different about you today.”

“I’m going out on a date tonight. Can you keep an eye on things here, Livvie? I’m sure Eric will manage fine, but I would feel better knowing you’re here too.”

“Sure,” she breathes, then gives me a hug. “No problem, I’ll take care of things here.” She steps back and looks me in the eye. “So, tell me. Who’s the lucky girl?”

“Her name’s Hana. I met her yesterday in the coffee shop around the corner from my house. We fought over the last cinnamon roll then we each took a half. I ran into her again later during my jog and asked her out.”

“Well, good luck and have fun,” Liv says, “I’ll hold the fort here, never fear.”

“Thanks, Livvie.” I kiss her lightly and say goodbye. Then I get into my car and drive home to get ready.

In the shower, I hold my stiff cock and wonder whether I should jerk off, take the edge off. I decide not to. I’m too wired to masturbate. I get out of the shower, dry off and walk to my closet. I pick out some dark jeans and a light blue button down. I look at my watch. 6:30 pm. Much too soon to walk over to her place. I reach for my phone and see there’s a text from Hana.


Hana: Looking forward to tonight. See you at 7. xoxo


Me: Can’t wait. See you soon. Xxx

What the hell, I’m just going to go, early or not. I walk out my front door and arrive at her dorm five minutes later. I’m twenty minutes early, but I send her a text anyway.


Me: I’m here. Come down whenever you’re ready.


Hana: Give me just a minute or two and I’ll be right down.

A few minutes later, the door open and Hana emerges. My heart which has been skipping furiously all through the day suddenly stills. She walks towards me, and I blurt out, “You look beautiful.” Then I take her in my arms and kiss her. I press those soft lips to mine once, twice, three times. She opens to me, and I slip my tongue in for a long, deep kiss. Then I pull back and smile. “Sorry. I’m supposed to kiss you at the end of the date, not at the start. I just couldn’t help myself.”

She laughs and touches my cheek with her soft fingers. “That’s ok. I like it better this way. It means I don’t have to spend the whole evening anticipating our first kiss.”

I chuckle, “Good point.” I kiss her one more time, then force myself to step back. I take hold of her hand, not wanting to lose physical contact. “What do you think of Mexican food?” I ask.

“I love it!” she says.

“Well then, let’s go.” And I lead her by the hand towards the restaurant.

Dinner flies by. We talk. We laugh. We sigh in bliss as we take a bite from our tacos. I wipe a bit of sauce from the corner of her mouth, then kiss the spot. Throughout dinner, we’re constantly touching. A hand on her arm. Tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. Her hand resting on my thigh. A touch of her fingers on my cheek.

As I pay the check, I make a mental note to take things slow. Best not to rush things. Walk her home, kiss and say goodnight. Be a gentleman. That’s the plan. So I surprise myself as we head out of the restaurant when I turn to her and say, “Come home with me.”

“Yes,” is all she says.


Chapter 10

Hana


I’ve been on edge all day. I tried to focus during my classes, taking detailed notes without really taking anything in. I smiled and chatted with my classmates. I even managed a joke. On the surface, I wore a veneer of normality. Underneath, another story. Now I’m back at the dorm. I shower and get myself ready. Do my hair and put on some light make-up. I don’t want to look as if I’m trying too hard.

Kate is out with her boyfriend, so I have the room to myself. I’m glad. I don’t think I have the wherewithal to talk to anyone right now. I fire off a text at Carter, telling him I’m looking forward to our date. I hope I don’t sound too keen. I brush my hair one last time and put my heels on. Then I look at my watch and sigh. It’s only 6:30 pm. I have another half hour at least to wait. I get a text back from Carter and smile. It seems he too can’t wait for our date.

Standing up, I pace around my room taking deep breaths in and trying to get some perspective. For goodness’ sake, Hana, this is just a date. Just a date. The phone pings with a message. It’s Carter. He’s outside waiting for me. I text back that I’m on my way down, give myself one last onceover in front of the mirror and take a deep breath. This is it.

I walk down the stairs and open the front door to my building. There he is. He’s even more handsome than I remember in dark jeans and a light blue shirt. He stares at me and says, “You look beautiful.” Then I’m in his arms and he’s kissing me. I feel his warmth all around me and smell his heady man smell. His lips feel soft and warm and welcoming. As he comes in for his next kiss, I open up and let his tongue slide inside. I savor the taste of him. We stay like this for a long time, our bodies pressed close together, my hands on his chest, his arms engulfing me, our lips and tongues greeting each other like long lost friends.

Afterwards, we walk to the restaurant hand in hand, talking easily. Did I only meet him yesterday? Already he seems familiar. All through the meal, we share little touches, and our eyes never stray far from one another. We laugh. We sigh over the delicious Mexican food, polishing off every single bite on our plates. Everything feels easy, nothing is forced. I don’t act coy; he doesn’t play games. He’s into me. I know it, just as he knows I’m into him. It’s a certainty that we’re going to sleep together. The question is how soon? If we consider our walk in the park as a first date and this one our second, then perhaps next date we can go all the way?

I stroke a strand of hair away from his brow. It feels soft and silky. My hand slides down to his face, and I feel the slight roughness of scruff under my fingers. His beautiful hazel eyes, so kind and gentle and warm, speak to mine in a language my soul recognizes. I’m vaguely aware of my surroundings, like a blurry camera lens scoping a scene before it focuses and finds what it’s looking for. Him, I see in sharp detail.

All too soon, Carter gets the check, and I feel a sense of disappointment. I’m not ready for this date to end quite yet. Maybe we can go get a drink somewhere before he walks me home. It’s only a few blocks to my dorm. I inwardly curse those short few blocks that are hastening the end to this perfect date. So when Carter looks at me and says, “Come home with me,” I feel no doubt, no hesitation.

“Yes,” I respond.

We stroll hand in hand, occasionally stopping to kiss before resuming our walk. Our dinner conversation, so effortless and easy, has come to a halt. Now, we walk together in charged silence, intensely aware of the other, knowing we are about to cross a line from casual friendship to intimacy. A voice in my head tries to reason with me. Surely this is too soon. You barely know this man. You are letting lust cloud your judgement. Each time, my inner voice responds with, “This feels right.”
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