

  

    [image: cover]


  




  

    SPRING IN MY STEP




    An erotic novella




    Sallyanne Rogers



    





    When Cath meets Robbie for the first time, she decides to hold back on telling him she’s a Morris dancer who’s about to be featured in a TV programme about contemporary British culture. She’s not expecting more than a one-night stand in the first place, so there’s no need to complicate things.




    However, what started out as a bit of fun looks like it could turn into something more, as the two of them find their mutual attraction too strong to resist.The documentary crew are on the hunt for juicy controversies in the run up to the May Day festival at Waterleigh Bridge, and it seems that Robbie has a secret of his own.




    If he and Cath find out the truth about one another, will it bring them closer or tear them apart?


  




  

    


    


    


    To Esps, Smiffs and most of all Alberts


  




  

    Chapter One




    If we’d been honest with each other from the start, would it still have turned out the same way? I suppose it might have been better, but then again, it could have been a whole lot worse. Some people make a big deal out of total honesty, but if everyone always told the brutal truth, straight up, most of us would hardly get laid at all. That night in the Harlequin Bar, I think both our minds were running along an identical track: time enough to mention the you-know-what when you’ve decided whether you want to take it any further, thanks. We were drunk, we were horny, and we’d both decided, ironically enough, that the other one looked good on the dance floor.




    It was a night when I knew I was looking good, anyway. I’d re-dyed my short, spiky hair a darker shade of pink about a week ago, and found a truly amazing pair of neon-pink trousers that were actually long enough for five-foot-ten me in the Cancer Research shop that afternoon. It was my former flatmate Joanna’s 29th birthday, and she had decided to round up all the old gang, along with some of her other friends, for a night in the Harlequin, which was a club I hadn’t been for about three years, so it was great to find that it hadn’t changed at all. It was still two floors of dark, dirty, slightly weird-smelling mayhem; still home to a high percentage of tattooed, pierced, freaky but interesting people.




    Just as we’d always done back in the days when six of us lived in two adjoining flats close to Shoreditch station, we spent the first couple of hours in the upstairs bar, piled round the big table at the back, catching up on what we’d all been doing since the last time we’d met up. It was only once the wine and gin had really started flowing that we decided to head downstairs and shake our stuff to whatever mix of retro-punk-indie-metal was going on down there. At the end of the night, probably, we would hit the fried chicken shop and try to fend off any hangovers with bucketloads of carbs and grease. Unless anyone got a better offer, of course.




    I wasn’t really thinking about better offers when we started dancing. I hadn’t had any I felt like taking up for several months, not since Phil and I agreed, amicably enough, that we were tired of a relationship that didn’t seem to be going anywhere. As for my mates, Joanna had her long-term partner, Miles, with her; some of the other girls seemed to have dates with them, some didn’t, but no one seemed to mind either way.




    I spotted Robbie, though I didn’t know what his name was then, about halfway through a frenzied thrashabout we were all having to The Libertines. He was difficult to miss, being well over six feet tall, with messy blonde hair and a sleeveless white T-shirt. Niiiiice, I thought, and danced my way into his line of sight. He clocked me, or I think he did, but all the bodies bouncing off bodies stopped me getting any closer, so I carried on enjoying the music. Once I’d noticed him, though, I kept on noticing him, even as we all wandered on and off the dance floor, slipping in and out of shouted conversations and taking turns to fight our way to the bar. Because dancing is such a big thing for me, I do pay attention to how other people move and, just like anything else, some people can really do it, most are basically OK, and there are some you couldn’t teach to hear the beat at gunpoint. This tall-fair-and-glorious was one of the ones who definitely knew what his feet were for. If I hadn’t had quite so much cheap gin in my bloodstream at that point, I might have worked out just what it was about his moves that got to me, but I don’t think I even considered it. Not then, anyway.




    So there came a moment when we were elbow to elbow at the bar. I hadn’t engineered it – much – but he looked down at me and grinned, and I got this glorious, shuddery rush all up and down my body, from my upper lip to my lower ones, if you know what I mean, and I said something like, ‘Sorry, were you here first?’




    ‘I don’t mind coming second,’ he said, and we both got the giggles at the sheer filthy cheesiness of that. We swapped names, then – Cath and Robbie – and chatted a bit. Do you come here often, no, not been for ages, are you local, it’s my mate’s birthday, I’m out with people from work, blah blah, good music here, yeah but bar staff straight out of The Walking Dead.




    The last bit had always been true in the Harlequin, which seemed to pick employees for their above-average sulkiness and slow-moving incompetence. A good ten minutes later, neither of us was any nearer getting served, but we’d bonded some more over a mutual loathing of The X Factor and football – his workmates’ preferred topics of conversation, by all accounts – and discovered that neither of us was a morning person. Then the Kaiser Chiefs came on and he put out a hand and asked me if I’d like to dance.




    If watching him dance had attracted me initially, actually dancing with him was the thing that finished the job. It was as though we were reading each other’s minds: even though we hardly touched each other at all, every move we made was in harmony. We stayed on the floor for another two tracks and then the DJ put on some awful doom-laden death metal thing, and we looked at each other and headed back toward the bar.




    ‘Let me get you a drink,’ he said. ‘I got paid yesterday.’




    I said yes, thanks, gin and tonic, and then excused myself and bolted off to the loo. I was so turned on I was almost scaring myself. My face felt hot, and I could feel how hard and erect my nipples were, and wanted to check they weren’t poking too obviously through my bra and shirt.




    Of course, when I got there, Joanna and Meg were propping up the sink and having a gossip, and both of them wanted to know how I was getting on.




    ‘We saw you dancing with Eric the Viking, or whatever he’s called,’ Meg said with a grin. ‘Does he know you’re nearly famous?’




    ‘Oh, do fuck off,’ I said, but not nastily. ‘I told you, no one’s going to see the bloody thing, if it ever gets broadcast. It’ll be on the Single White Insomniac channel at four in the morning, you wait.’




    ‘And all over YouTube the next day,’ Joanna said, and I growled at her. They dropped the subject after that, but at least it had reduced my physical state to something more like normal, and neither my face nor my chest gave any indication that only a few moments ago I’d been seriously wondering if I was going to come just from standing next to him.




    What Meg and Joanna had been teasing me about was a documentary I’d been roped into, which I’d been daft enough to tell them about earlier on. It’s not that I’ve ever been ashamed of my hobby – I love it and I’m pretty good at it, and so are the rest of my teammates – it’s just that I have heard every single joke on the subject a million times before, and I didn’t feel inclined to have to listen to them again from somebody I was pretty keen to pull. Yes, Morris dancing suffers from a bit of an image problem, if you believe the mainstream press, but then so does pretty much everything that doesn’t involve Z-list celebrities and shopping. I love dancing, I love performing in front of an audience, I have a soft spot for tradition – especially the kind of tradition that you can play around with – oh, and I like the drinking and general misbehaviour that’s a massive part of the whole scene. I also liked being part of my own team, the Waterleigh Wenches, as we were more than a little bit controversial, according to some people.




    Playing around with tradition? That was us: depending on who you asked, we were either a bunch of excitingly subversive modernisers or attention-seeking slappers who should be banned. I thought we were having fun and waking the audiences up a bit. Probably one of the reasons Jo and Meg switched pretty rapidly to telling me that Amanda, another of the gang, had pulled someone who was supposedly the drummer in a band was in an attempt to head me off before I started ranting on about Morris stuff again …




    I was a bit worried that I’d been in the ladies’ long enough for Robbie to think I’d vanished on him, but he was leaning against one of the pillars at the end of the bar when I finally emerged, holding a drink in each hand and talking to a rather self-conscious looking bloke with short hair and too-clean jeans on, who I guessed to be one of the aforementioned workmates. Robbie spotted me and grinned, raising the glass that hopefully held my gin – it ought to, as the other one was a pint. He didn’t introduce me to Clean Jeans, but then the workmate, or whoever he was, showed no interest in meeting me and took himself off the minute I got there.




    So Robbie and I drank our drinks, and talked some more, and then we danced some more, and it was just as good as it had been earlier. The pace was a lot faster, and people were starting to bash into each other a bit more, but that was OK. One surge of what looked like veteran punks knocked me right into Robbie, but he just put one arm round me and pulled me against his long, lean body, and that was definitely OK. I could feel the heat of his hand between my shoulder blades and all my nerve ends were tingling. Robbie grinned, and then he kissed me. It wasn’t tentative, but it wasn’t too pushy either, and I kissed him back before breaking away with a grin of my own. We carried on dancing, then, but I found myself speculating silently about what he might look like naked, and once again, a steady pulse of arousal started up between my legs. I knew I wanted to have him, and was pretty sure he felt the same way: when we’d been briefly wrapped around each other, I’d been pressed up against something that indicated he was interested, put it that way.




    The thing was, now I lived in South Waterleigh, which was a good way further west, I’d arranged to crash on Joanna and Miles’s sofa that night rather than braving three different night buses to get me home. It wasn’t that I thought either of them would object to me wanting to entertain a guest, it was more that, having slept on that sofa before, I knew just how uncomfortable and how bloody small it was. I wondered where Robbie lived, and who with, and it actually occurred to me to suggest sneaking into the ladies’ for a quick one up against a cubicle wall, it being far too cold for getting up to anything in the dark alley round the back of the bar. I hadn’t done anything like that for a couple of years, though I wouldn’t say I’d never done it, but it had been a long, long time since anyone had turned me on the way he did.




    It was getting late, now, and the Harlequin was starting to wind down a bit. There were even a few vacant seats around the half-dozen tables at the back of the room, and when Robbie saw me glance at them, he took my hand again and said, ‘Let’s sit down for a bit.’




    ‘Good idea,’ I replied, and we made for the nearest one. Neither of us said anything for a minute or two once we’d sat down, and then I offered to go to the bar, just as the loud chime of last orders sounded, and triggered a mini-stampede around us.




    ‘Don’t worry about it,’ Robbie said. ‘Not worth it – the Undead’ll never get half of this lot served before they close.’ I shrugged, but agreed that he had a point. Looking around, I saw Joanna and Amanda, who was hand in hand with a short, bearded bloke I assumed was the drummer she’d pulled, in a huddle with most of the rest of the gang, and wondered if I ought to bring up the subject of how we were going to finish the night, or if he would say something first.




    ‘There’s plenty of booze back at mine,’ Robbie said suddenly. ‘Well, at my brother’s flat, anyway. I’m staying there at the moment because my heating’s fucked and he’s in Australia for a month. Do you want to come back with me tonight?’




    I almost laughed with sheer relief. ‘Yeah, love to. Only reason I didn’t ask you first was because I was going to be staying at my mates’ tonight and it’s a bit cramped. Just let me go and find them and tell them what’s going on. Back in a minute.’




    Of course, I had to endure a certain amount of piss-taking off Joanna and the others – Amanda having made a quick exit with her new friend – but in the end they wished me well and I went back to where Robbie was sitting, and said I was ready to go if he was. I felt quite glad that, having planned to stay with Jo, I had my toothbrush and a change of clothes in my rucksack. Though my intention was naturally to get to bed naked, with him to keep me warm, I was pleased that I’d packed the black satin nightshirt I got for Christmas rather than my tatty old pyjamas. It was the end of March, but fairly Arctic outside, which meant that Robbie had a coat in the cloakroom to queue for as well so I didn’t have to feel awkward about keeping him waiting. It did occur to me that I might have let myself in for a murderous night bus journey anyway – and possibly an even worse one in the morning – if his brother’s place turned out to be somewhere south of the river, but as we made our way out into the freezing night he said, ‘It’s not far, it’s near Kings Cross.’ Great, I thought, straight there on the night bus and straight home on the Piccadilly Line whenever I surfaced.




    The bus was fairly crowded, so we had to stand, but neither of us minded much. I was very aware of the heat of his lovely body next to mine, and I liked the way he kept an arm lightly round me, one hand sliding up underneath my coat to rest on my hip with a little caressing movement from time to time. In a seat near the back, I spotted a couple snogging each other’s face off and felt a mixture of envy and superiority. I thought there was something slightly adolescent about getting stuck in on a crowded bus, but at the same time, I was absolutely aching to take things further with Robbie.




    We talked a bit, amused by the coincidence of both of us being away from home that night. He lived in Dalston, nearer the centre of town than me but not impossibly far away for any future meetings. If there were going to be any: I wasn’t going to think that far ahead just yet.




    Robbie’s brother’s place was not too far from the bus stop, on the top floor of one of those nice, partly gentrified Victorian terraces, and he made some crack about it being not much better than his own flat, just a bit tidier.




    ‘What do you want to drink, then?’ he said, once we were settled on the big, low sofa. ‘He’s got most things – gin, whisky, wine, lager. There was some bitter, but I nicked that last night, and it was fairly rubbish stuff anyway.’ I asked for gin, and it turned out that the only thing to mix it with was cranberry juice, but it wasn’t too horrible a combination. Robbie got himself a whisky and water, and put on a CD of something that wasn’t all that familiar to me: Gothy, atmospheric stuff with a deep-voiced male singer. I quite liked it, though. The flat was gloriously warm, as well, which might have made me sleepy if I hadn’t been feeling so incredibly aroused. It seemed like every nerve ending I possessed was throbbing with anticipation, yet at the same time I wanted to draw out every second, stay right there in the moment.




    Robbie put his drink on the low wooden table and lay back on the sofa, pressing his leg against mine.




    ‘Do you want to come here?’ he said, and there were several ways I could have taken that remark. As it was, I put my own drink down and leant languidly over him, very slowly bringing my body closer to his. I kissed him, a bit carefully at first, but he brought a hand up to cup the back of my head, his fingers gently caressing the very short, spiky hairs at the back of my neck. We both opened our mouths a little as our lips met, and our tongues made contact. He put his other arm round me, pulling me down to lie on top of him, and I could feel how hard he was. I had one leg draped over his, the other drawn up on the sofa so my still-clothed crotch was resting against his covered shaft. I began to wriggle my hips, slowly and rhythmically, rubbing myself against him and he held me tighter, beginning to push upward, and all the time kissing me, the kisses getting deeper and more intense. The seam of my tight pink trousers pressed against my swollen clit through my sheer little knickers, and I was aware of getting wetter and wetter from the friction.




    Robbie took hold of my hips, clutching me against him, and whispered, ‘Do you want to come? Do you want to do it like this the first time? I’m pretty close myself.’




    ‘I want to see you,’ I said, even though I knew that I was nearly at the point where I wouldn’t be able to hold myself back. ‘I want to touch you.’




    ‘Yeah, touching, that sounds good,’ he said.




    I raised myself up enough for us to be able to undo each other’s pants and stick our hands inside, but it was a little bit clumsy and awkward, so I said, ‘Let’s get undressed, it’ll make life easier.’ Pausing for a minute helped me get a bit more control over myself, as well. I wasn’t entirely sorry; I wanted to savour it, not just let loose in a clumsy tangle on the sofa and fall asleep.




    ‘Let’s get into the bedroom, as well. There’s more room on the bed.’




    I told him that was his best idea yet and, hand in hand, we hurried across the hall to what he assured me was the spare bedroom rather than his brother’s lair.




    The fact that we’d left our shoes in the hall meant it wasn’t too difficult to yank off socks with trousers, but we did both just chuck everything on the floor as we stripped, being far more intent on each other’s bodies than on tidiness. The one thing he did do was grab a pack of condoms out of his jeans pocket and stick them on the bedside table, which saved me having to run back into the front room and scrabble desperately in my bag to see if I had any.




    Naked, Robbie was every bit as gorgeous as I’d expected: smooth-chested, his skin very slightly olive-toned all over. The intensity of mutual lust had eased up a little after the clothes-removing pause in the action, so we were able to take our time. I lay beside him, propping myself up on my elbow, and kissed his neck and then his nipples, feeling them stiffen against my lips and tongue. He stroked my shoulders and then the upper slopes of my tits and I wanted him to suck them, but when he started brushing his thumbs very lightly round and round each nipple, again and again, I forgot about sucking and moaned; I couldn’t help it.




    Clenching the muscles in my arse and my quim, I could feel how swollen and wet my labia had become, and wondered whether I was actually dripping with excitement. A similar idea seemed to have occurred to Robbie, because he stroked his way over the curve of my hip, down across my thigh, and then put his hand between my legs and started to explore me with his fingers. I shuddered with pleasure and parted my thighs as much as I could.




    ‘Oh, you’re lovely,’ he muttered. ‘Lovely and warm and wet. You’re wet for me, aren’t you, love?’ He had two fingers inside me now, working them in and out. His cock was jutting upward, rigid and ready, the foreskin right back and the head of it glistening with moisture. I wrapped my hand round it and gently squeezed, enjoying the heat and strength and hardness of it.




    ‘Can I fuck you?’ he said. ‘Can I just fuck you, Cath? You’re amazing, you drive me crazy.’




    My mouth had gone dry and I couldn’t speak, so I reached over for the condoms, letting my boobs brush against his face as I did so, and he kissed them, lightly and teasingly. It was a challenge to get the little foil packet out of the box and open it while he was fingering and teasing my pussy, and I had to clench my teeth a couple of times in order not to just collapse onto my back and give in to the orgasm I knew was getting closer by the second. He took his hand away while I rolled the tight, slippery rubber over his hot, engorged shaft, and lay there sucking my juices from his fingers, something I found wickedly dirty and appealing. His total appreciation of me was a turn-on in itself, and I hoped I was making it clear to him that I was every bit as enthusiastic about his body and his cock and the prospect of having him inside me.




    When the condom was in place, he took me by the shoulders and rolled me gently onto my back, before positioning himself between my thighs. He looked down at me and licked his lips, and said, ‘Do you like it hard and fast? Or do you want it slow and easy?’




    ‘Could you do it slow and easy?’ I teased. ‘If I asked you nicely?’ He was gripping his thick, latex-sheathed prick and rubbing the head of it up and down my pussy lips.




    ‘I can do anything,’ he said. ‘Well, just about anything. But maybe not for long, right now.’




    I thought for a moment of teasing him a little longer, prolonging the anticipation, but I couldn’t do it. I opened my legs even wider and said, ‘Fuck me. Fuck me hard.’




    He slid all the way inside me with the first thrust, and raised himself up above me a little and said, ‘OK, Cath, OK?’




    It was almost like the very last second before you launch yourself down a waterslide or out of a plane, a delicious, shivery tension that was bringing me out in goosebumps. I tried to find a word and couldn’t say one. I just let out a little gasping whimper of assent, and wrapped my arms around him, and he groaned and plunged himself into me. Away we went, hard and fast, pounding our bodies against one another, crying out and clutching each other, and I brought my legs up and wrapped them round him, pulling him even deeper in, feeling the friction and pressure of his pubic bone against my clit. Then I let go completely, the climax I’d been waiting for rushing over me like a tidal wave, unstoppable, making me dig my nails into his back and nearly bite my tongue trying not to scream. My pussy walls convulsed around his cock, gripping and squeezing him tight, and these spasms triggered a similar response from him. He bit my shoulder, then threw back his head and gave a couple of harsh, hoarse cries as he came in three or four powerful thrusts inside me.




    We hugged for a while with him still inside me, then he got up and did the necessary condom disposal and bathroom visit. When he’d finished, it was my turn, and another moment of brief gladness that I had my overnight stuff like toothbrush and make-up removing wipes. The heating had gone off and the flat felt chilly, so I even dug out my black silk number and chucked it on before returning to the bed.




    I had assumed, being fairly fuzzy with endorphins and drink as well as tiredness, that Robbie would be asleep when I got back, but he was awake enough to say, ‘Don’t just disappear tomorrow. We’ll do it some more.’
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