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    This book is dedicated to sex and romance and love and all the other good things the world could use more of.
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    Chapter One




    HE PRACTICALLY FELL on top of Rita, his hand grazing her left breast in the complete darkness. She yelped and grabbed him to keep from losing her balance.




    ‘God, I’m sorry!’ He gasped. ‘Bloody nuisance, this, isn’t it?’ His voice was warm, melodious, by far the most pleasant thing that had happened to Rita since she left Paris. ‘Oh dear. You’re trembling. Are you all right?’




    ‘I’m claustrophobic.’ Her words were thin and shaky, as though she didn’t fully trust herself to let them out. ‘It wouldn’t be so bad if I didn’t know where we are.’ For an embarrassing moment, she realised she was still clinging to him, but the embarrassment passed, and suddenly she didn’t care. If they were going to die trapped in a train in the Eurostar tunnel, buried beneath a gazillion gallons of water, she’d just as soon not do it alone.




    He either understood, or was too polite to leave her in such distress. He wrapped his arms around her engulfing her in a muscular embrace, the scent of which was maleness barely masked by deodorant and some spicy cologne, both fading at the end of a day much longer than either of them had anticipated. ‘Don’t worry.’ In the darkness, he misjudged the distance between them and his lips brushed her earlobe. ‘It’s just an electrical malfunction. Anyway we’re better off down here than in the snowstorm up above. Sounds like all London is shut down. Who’d have expected snow this late in the spring? Never mind that, where else do you get the chance to cuddle strangers in the dark?’




    He pressed a little closer to her, and she was relieved to find other thoughts, thoughts more welcome than those of their predicament, pushing their way into her head. He felt good, broad-shouldered and tall, easy to lean on.




    ‘Why are you huddled here in the corner rather than hunkered down in your seat?’




    She concentrated on his warm breath pressing against the top of her ear. ‘I was on my way back from the loo when the lights went out and …’




    ‘And this is as far as you got.’




    She nodded against his chest, honing in on the reassuring sound of his heartbeat.




    ‘Shall I help you back to your seat then?’




    The train lurched forward, and she yelped again, tightening her grip around his neck. ‘No, please. It’s better if I just don’t move.’




    There was a long pause. ‘Do you want me to stay with you?’




    She realised the poor man had little choice clenched in her strangle hold, as he was. ‘I don’t want to be any trouble,’ she lied.




    He readjusted his stance and tightened his embrace. ‘No trouble at all. I can’t think of a better way to pass the time than in the arms of a beautiful woman. You are beautiful, aren’t you?’




    In spite of the stress she felt, she forced a laugh. ‘Gorgeous, actually. Too bad you can’t see for yourself.’




    He ran a hand down the contour of her spine to rest low on the small of her back. ‘I don’t have to see you to admire you.’




    The thought that the man was rather cheeky barely crossed her mind before he lifted her fingers to his lips and planted a warm kiss across the back of her knuckles. ‘I’m Edward. I’m from London. Clearly you’re not.’




    ‘Rita,’ she replied. ‘I’m from Seattle, but I live in London now.’




    ‘Well Rita, from Seattle, we’ve established that you’re an exotic beauty. Perhaps you’d like to return the favour.’ He lifted her hand to his face and guided it gently over the slight stubble of his cheek. As her hand cupped his well-formed chin, he pulled her middle finger into his mouth and nibbled it, teasing the pad of it with his tongue. Suddenly her struggle to breathe had nothing to do with being claustrophobic.




    ‘Well?’ He asked pulling her hand away to massage her fingers. ‘What do you think? Am I acceptable?’




    If he was cheeky, she was downright brazen. She stopped his words with her mouth, amazed at how easily she had found the mark in total darkness. Perhaps it was the darkness that made her so bold, but, whatever it was, he didn’t disappoint. His mouth was warm, opening eagerly to the probing of her tongue, responding in kind, caressing her hard palate, nipping at the fullness of her lower lip before pulling away just enough to speak.




    ‘There, you see? It’s not so bad being in the dark, is it? The other senses are too often overlooked, which is very sad, since they offer such exquisite delights.’ His hand moved up to cup her cheek, and he raked a thumb across her still parted lips. ‘Taste, for example. Few pleasures exceed that of the tongue.’




    She heard him fumbling in the darkness, then she heard the rattling of foil. ‘Open your mouth,’ he whispered. ‘I have something that’ll make you feel better, guaranteed. Oh don’t worry, it’s nothing illegal.’




    Reluctantly she opened her mouth, which he primed with a wet kiss, then slipped a chocolate truffle between her lips. It was covered liberally in cocoa and warmed exquisitely almost, but not quite, to the steamy melting point of his body temperature, which only enhanced the sharp, edgy flavour that separates expensive chocolate from the cheap stuff.




    She gasped her surprise, then moaned softly at the intensity of the taste.




    ‘Don’t bite,’ he kissed her jaw, then her throat. ‘Savour it, roll it around in your mouth. There are places on the tongue that taste only sweet and places that taste only bitter or salt, or sour. Chocolate can have all those flavours. Caress it in your mouth like you’re making love to it, and you’ll be amazed at what you taste.’




    She cheeked the truffle, slurring her words as she spoke. ‘I thought I was tasting you.’




    He chuckled softly. ‘Everything tastes better with chocolate.’ Without another word, he took her mouth, plunging his tongue deep against the melting truffle, whirling it, lapping at it, sighing with the pleasure of it. The more liquid and heated the truffle became, the more liquid and heated Rita became.




    ‘The taste buds can distinguish wonderfully subtle flavours,’ he said between tongue dances. In the meantime he slipped his hand under her skirt, stopping to caress a suspender. Rita had always hated tights, and sexy or not, she preferred suspenders and stockings, which she found much less confining.




    Still sharing the truffle in her mouth, he shoved aside the crotch of her panties and plunged a finger between her swollen labia, moaning his satisfaction at finding her so slippery and receptive.




    She ground herself against his fingers. Wriggling and squirming until she was practically sitting on his palm, the heel of it rubbing deliciously against her clit, while they savoured the taste of the truffle.




    He smeared chocolate against her lips as he whispered, ‘It’s amazing how closely linked scent and taste are.’ Then he pulled his hand from her panties, and she caught the salty sweet scent of herself just before he plunged a wet finger into her mouth, allowing her to suckle her own juices.




    ‘You see? The taste is completely different when you add your own flavour.’ He pulled his fingers away to taste for himself, then plunged his tongue back into her mouth.




    ‘What about your flavour,’ she gasped when they came up for air, dribbling chocolate and saliva down their chins.




    She didn’t have to ask twice. Suddenly they were tugging and pulling at his trousers and struggling to get them open enough to extricate his enthusiastic erection. When the warmth of it, the heavy shape of it, pressed against her hand, she dropped into a squat and took it into her mouth, finding him thick and smooth and slightly salty with a warm yeasty scent not unlike new-made bread, like pain au chocolat, she thought.




    He curled his fingers in the waves of her hair and shifted his hips. She adjusted, nearly gagging in her efforts to take more of him into her mouth and still hang on to the last taste of chocolate as long as possible.




    It was inevitable that her hand, the one not stroking Edward’s distended balls, would find its way between her legs.




    But her fingers weren’t enough. She stood quickly, nearly bumping him in the chin with her head. ‘I want more than a taste,’ she gasped, already shoving her skirt up and turning her bottom to him, guiding his cock toward its goal. The thought crossed her mind that, if the lights came back on, they would very much be caught in the act. But when Edward spread her lips with warm fingers and slipped inside her, she forgot all about the risk and thrust back against him.




    Surely people around them – even in the total darkness – could figure out what was going on. Who knew? Maybe some of them had also slipped hands in trousers or under skirts for some pleasurable relief from the stress of the situation.




    She could tell by Edward’s bruising grip on her hips that he was about to come, and she was riding the edge of her own orgasm, just barely managing to hold back, just a little longer, just a few more seconds.




    It hit with such force that for a moment she thought her worst fears had been realised, and there had been an explosion on the train. But there were no screams, though she was desperately trying to keep from screaming herself. That must surely mean that the explosion was personal.




    In the midst of the intense pleasure hurtling through her, Edward grunted in her ear, ‘You still want to taste me? Let me come in your mouth.’




    As she pulled off him, and they fumbled to switch positions, from somewhere he produced another truffle and shoved it into her mouth, followed in short succession by his engorged cock.




    Quickly she cheeked the chocolate to make room for his penis, which she took as deep into her throat as she could, trying to savour both truffle and thrusting cock without choking on either.




    The curl of his fingers in her hair tightened as he pulled her mouth further on to him with each thrust until, at last, he grunted the first spurt of semen into her mouth, which blended with the chocolate in an earthy richness that made her pussy twitch again. Chocolate and sex, chocolate and come. The taste alone catapulted her to another orgasm.




    As his grip lessened on her hair, she knew exactly what to do next. Holding the last of his come in her cheek next to the truffle, she stood, took his face between her hands, and teased his lips apart, drizzling the blending of maleness and chocolate onto his tongue.




    They were still gobbling hungrily at each other’s mouths when the conductor’s voice came over the intercom. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, a train has just arrived to tow us into Ashford. Upon our arrival, another train will be waiting for those of you who wish to continue on to London St. Pancras. For those of you who would prefer, arrangements have been made to put you up at a hotel in Ashford for the night and get you safely on your way in the morning. Once again, we apologise for the inconvenience.’




    The car erupted in a buzz of conversation as people discussed their options and their relief that at least something was finally happening.




    ‘What will you do?’ He asked. She heard him zip his fly, then she felt him carefully wiping between her pussy lips with what must have been his handkerchief.




    ‘I’ll stay,’ she said, opening her legs to his ministerings, almost wishing the conductor had kept his mouth shut long enough for round two. ‘With all the snow, I can’t get home even if I do get to London. You?’




    ‘I have to go.’ He pressed a lingering kiss to the inside of her thigh just above where the stocking was attached to the garter belt. ‘Business. It would have been lovely to continue the fun in a hotel room. But I can’t. Not this time. Come on. Let me help you back to your seat.’




    When they arrived in her car, by the light of his mobile, she found her place much more quickly than she would have liked. ‘Give me your phone,’ he said once she was seated.




    She did as he asked. He keyed in something and handed it back. ‘Now you have my number. Text me.’ Then he gave her a brain searing kiss and left as the train lurched forward and gathered speed. She hadn’t even seen his face.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    ‘OH FOR FUCK’S SAKE, just text the man already.’ From where she sprawled on the sofa, Rita’s friend, Kate, stretched to check if the lacquer she had just applied to her toenails was dry. ‘He did ask you to.’




    Rita refilled their wine glasses and flopped back into the recliner. ‘I keep wondering if I imagined the whole incident, with the stress of being trapped in the dark under the channel, you know, the fear of dying without getting laid. I mean it’s been so long.’




    ‘Not so long any more, you lucky cow.’




    ‘And that’s another thing. What if he thinks I’m a slut, I mean I did kiss him first.’




    Kate rolled her eyes. ‘Honestly, you Americans are so squeamish about sex. You’re never going to know what he thinks if you don’t text him.’ Kate grabbed Rita’s mobile from where it lay on the coffee table and pulled up the directory. ‘You see? Look. Says right here Edward, the only Edward you know, isn’t it? Edward with no last name.’




    ‘Christ! That’s right. I don’t even know his last name. I don’t even know what he looks like.’ Rita lunged for her phone, but Kate pulled it away with a giggle.




    ‘You definitely know what he feels like, hon, and what he tastes like. I’ll be riding my rabbit to fantasies of jiz and expensive chocolate for months to come, thanks to you.’




    ‘What are you doing? Kate? Kate, give me back my phone.’




    With a wicked laugh, Rita’s friend leapt off the sofa just out of her reach, texting frantically, and as Rita was about to tackle her, she tossed the phone back, barely missing her wine glass.




    Rita fumbled to catch it. ‘What the hell did you do?’ But being familiar with Kate’s naughty little mind, she already knew the answer. On screen the text message read:




    Sun nite was gr8. Would luv 2 do it again. R.




    The message had been sent.




    ‘Kate! Damn it, how could you? Now for sure he’ll think I’m a slut and – ’




    Her reprimand was interrupted by the beep of an incoming text. She nearly dropped the phone. Kate was instantly at her side.




    ‘Well? Is it from him? What’d he say?’ She shoved in close and looked over Rita’s shoulder at the text that read:




    Me 2. Drinks and din @ The Mount. 8:30 Sat? E.




    ‘The Mount!’ Kate practically squealed in her ear. ‘Even God can’t get rezzies at The




    Mount. And even if he could, he couldn’t afford to actually go there. The bloke must be rolling in dosh.’ She danced a little jig in front of the sofa. ‘Find out if he has a friend.’




    Saturday night, Rita arrived by taxi at the reclaimed warehouse along the Thames that was The Mount. But for the Jags and Porsches arriving as fast as the valets could drive them away, no one would have guessed it was a favourite hangout of people with money.




    Suddenly a sleek white limo pulled up in front of the awning protecting The Mount’s customers from inclement weather. A liveried driver opened the door with military precision. The woman who stepped out had to be the perfect female. Her full, high breasts were well displayed in a simple silver gown. The low back hugged the exquisite narrowing line of her long spine, culminating in an elegantly small waist, which blossomed into the swell of her hips and rounded hillocks of her bottom. Her ripe wheat hair was caught up in a simple chignon exposing the elegant arch of her neck and shoulders.




    The woman lingered to shake hands with a few adoring worshipers, then glided into The Mount as though her feet never touched the ground.




    ‘I can’t believe it,’ the taxi driver breathed. ‘That’s Vivienne.’




    ‘I know.’ Rita said. Kate would never believe she’d seen the goddess herself in person.




    ‘In all the times I’ve dropped people here, this is the first time I’ve ever actually seen her,’ the driver said.




    Rita swallowed her nerves and stepped out of the cab. Granted, she wasn’t Vivienne, but, she reassured herself, she knew how to dress to for success. The midnight blue sheath caressed her curves almost like Edward had, and the double spaghetti straps offered her full breasts just enough support to get by with the braless plunge that displayed her abundant cleavage without being too slutty. Twin slits up the sides of her gown gave tantalizing glimpses of her thighs as she walked. The matching stilettos were not quite fuck-me shoes, but they could definitely be classified as make-love-to-me-naughtily shoes.




    Inside she found herself in a lounge panelled in mahogany and filled with richly upholstered chairs and sofas strategically placed to offer an atmosphere of intimacy. The room was decorated in leather, wood and wealth. Several couples and small groups, dressed to kill, talked softly, nursing their drinks in quiet nooks and crannies while waiting for their tables. But Vivienne was not among them.




    ‘May I help you?’




    With a start, Rita turned to find herself face to face with a woman swathed in black, caressing a martini. The parts of her anatomy that weren’t being fondled by designer silk were dripping in pearls and diamonds, which Rita had no doubt were real. In fact, she was sure any one item of the woman’s stunning ensemble would have maxed out her credit card and cost her first born, if she ever had one. Intimidation hit like a slap in the face, and she would have happily slipped back out the door and made a run for it if she hadn’t been caught in the act, or at least that’s how she felt. She stepped forward and offered a weak smile. ‘Yes. I’m here to meet Edward.’ She hoped no last name was required.




    The woman did not smile back. ‘Of course. You must be Rita. Edward’s expecting you. Come with me.’




    She was led through a restaurant full of sleek diners who spoke quietly over the tinkle of fine crystal and silver, then past a dance floor, where couples moved to a big band medley. Up above the dining room on a cast iron catwalk, no doubt a remnant of the original warehouse, stood the exquisite Vivienne gazing out over the diners below like a queen overlooking her realm That was pretty much what she was, Rita thought. By her side, and slightly in the shadow, stood a man bending to whisper in her ear. She didn’t seem pleased with whatever he was telling her.




    The woman in black hurried Rita past the queen of The Mount and her consort, down a long hallway that opened on to several private dining rooms, most with private dance floors surrounded by dark, intimate booths.




    ‘The Mount is a dance club,’ the woman said, noticing Rita’s curiosity. ‘Mostly ballroom and Latin. It was once an old wool warehouse. Restoring it was quite a risk, but you’d be surprised at the number of people who love to dance.’ Rita wondered what planet this woman thought she was from that she needed to tell her the obvious. Everyone in London knew the guidebook history of The Mount. But it was what the guide books didn’t say that intrigued everyone.




    In one of the more intimate dining rooms the woman guided her to a lushly upholstered booth near the back away from the dance floor and the few other diners who occupied the room.




    ‘Edward will join you shortly.’ With that, the woman turned on you-could-only-afford-to-fuck-me-in-your-dreams stilettos and retreated back through the maze of rooms.




    Before she was out of sight, a server approached Rita’s table with two glasses and a bottle of Moët et Chandon on ice. ‘I’m Aurora.’ She sat her burden down on the table. ‘Edward has instructed me to apologise for his small delay.’ It was only her name and a slight feminine pout which assured Rita that Aurora was actually a woman. Her androgynous features were accentuated by white blonde hair cropped short. She was dressed in a black suit, waistcoat and tie, completely camouflaging the swell of her small breasts. When she spoke, even her voice was deep, and gravelly. ‘There is one other thing Edward asked me to give you.’ From her pocket, the waitress produced a black velvet blindfold. ‘He asks that you wear this. He said you would understand.’




    A frisson of anticipation laced with the tiniest hint of fear ran up Rita’s spine and accumulated at the tips of her nipples as the waitress stepped behind her and secured the blindfold. That done, she filled a glass and placed it in Rita’s hand. ‘Enjoy the fizz,’ she said. Then she left.




    The scent of oregano and basil and other more subtle seasonings blended with the smell of expensive perfume. Glasses clinked, people laughed, and somewhere in the background the melodic strains of String of Pearls wafted on the air. She had only just tasted the champagne when a warm body scooted into the booth next to her. She recognised Edward’s scent a split second before his hand cupped her cheek and his mouth covered hers, familiar territory, she thought, as her tongue became reacquainted with his.




    ‘I hope you don’t mind the blindfold,’ he said when he came up for air. He slid warm fingers under the spaghetti straps and caressing her left shoulder. ‘Being in the dark was so much fun last time.’




    She ran a hand over his cheek, raking a thumb lightly over a fluttering eyelid. ‘What about you? You’re not wearing a blindfold. That’s hardly fair.’




    He chuckled, and she felt his warm breath against her earlobe. ‘I never said I play fair. I was right though. You are exquisite, but I wouldn’t have imagined your hair to be chestnut’ He caressed her tresses, pushing a strand back behind her shoulders to fondle her nape. ‘For some reason I was certain that cascade of silk would be strawberry blonde.’ He ran his other hand up the outside of her thigh, toying with the exposed edge of her garter belt, making her squirm. ‘Guess in some cases, there’s just no substitute for the sense of sight.’




    ‘But I want to see you too. I want to know what you look like.’




    ‘You will in good time. That is if you want to play my little game. Of course you could take off the blindfold. I can’t stop you, but admit it, it’s fun not knowing. A bit of an adventure, an initiation almost.’




    ‘An initiation?’




    ‘Yeah, you know, at the beginning, when a man and a woman are just getting to know each other, it’s like an initiation, don’t you think?’




    ‘I never thought of it like that, kind of like a hazing?’




    He chuckled. ‘Can be. Could be, if you want it to be.’ He nipped her earlobe, ‘Or maybe like an induction into some secret cult with secret rituals of wild, kinky sex.’




    ‘Mmm. Sounds good. Where do I sign up?’




    Another chuckle. ‘All you have to do is keep the blindfold on until I say you can take it off. Let your other senses do the work.’ His finger slipped beneath the suspender to stroke her thigh, making concentration next to impossible.




    ‘I’ve always wanted to be a member of a secret sex cult.’ Breathing was becoming more of an effort as his touch became more insistent. ‘OK then. I’m in. Have your way with me.’




    There was a long moment of silence, and for a split second Rita wondered if she had said something wrong, if she been too forward, too quick with her answer. But just when she was about to back track, he leaned in and kissed her softly on the mouth. She could almost hear his heart beating in his words when at last he spoke. ‘Then welcome to your new playground.’ His hand slipped underneath the spaghetti straps to cup her breast and stroke her engorged areola. ‘Expensive dress?’




    ‘What?’ Intimidation knotted her stomach. ‘Does it matter?’




    ‘Not really.’ She could hear him filling the champagne flute. ‘I’ll buy you a new one.’ He lifted the glass to her lips. Just as the taste hit her tongue he pulled it away and she felt a cold wet splash over her left breast. She stifled a yelp, but not before his lips clamped down tight on her drenched nipple, and the friction of tongue and teeth on wet silk caused delicious shock waves down her belly all the way to her cunt.




    ‘You know,’ he said between sucklings, ‘at the command of Louis 15th, the original champagne glass was said to have been shaped like the breasts of his mistress, Madame Pompadour. I can understand why. Once you’ve suckled champagne from a beautiful breast, champagne alone, no matter how expensive, isn’t nearly as nice.’




    Another cold splash across both breasts and down her cleavage. She gasped and held him to her as he shoved down the spaghetti straps and freed her into his hungry mouth. ‘What if people are watching?’ she whispered.




    ‘Don’t worry. I know the owner.’




    Another drizzle of fizz, but this time over her belly, dripping down icily against her mound. She squirmed and ground her hips against the seat.




    ‘Open your legs for me,’ he whispered. ‘There’s one cup even more perfect than Louis’s design.’




    She did as he asked, wriggling and lifting her butt, her pussy clenching in anticipation. In one fluid motion, he shoved the dress up over her hips and pulled her panties down and off over her shoes. She wasn’t sure how he had managed it, but he manoeuvred himself onto the floor beneath the table. Before she could figure it out, cold liquid bubbles tickled her clit and dribbled down between her labia chased by the white hot lavishings of his tongue.




    She moaned and everything inside her tensed with the surprise of it, the tantalizing, bracing shock of it, just before everything went molten and she slid down in the booth until her bottom was practically off the seat.




    His hands kneaded her buttocks, thumbs spreading her folds open to the explorations of his mouth. ‘The perfect cocktail,’ he spoke against her pussy. ‘Champagne and lady juices.’




    The music changed to a Latin beat, and behind her blindfolded eyes, bright flashes of colour burst and exploded like fireworks as she rocked and thrust, concentrating only on his mouth and her pussy and the sweet tart scent of champagne bubbling against her slit. She was so focused that she nearly slid off the seat when he pulled away, and she heard scrambling under the table.




    ‘What’s wrong,’ she gasped. ‘What is it?’




    ‘Excuse me, but might I have this dance?’




    The voice near her ear at the side of the booth startled her and she jumped. It wasn’t Edward’s!




    ‘I love Latin dancing, don’t you?’




    ‘What? Dance?’ She gasped. ‘Now’s not a good time. Who are you? Edward? What’s going on?’




    There was the familiar whisper in her other ear. ‘Go with Alex, Rita. Trust me, now’s a very good time.’




    Before she could protest further, she was half dragged, half tangoed on to the floor. ‘How can I dance,’ she panted, ‘when I can’t even see?’




    There was a humid chuckle close to her nape. ‘What? You don’t trust me to lead you?’




    ‘Not when my brain’s in my knickers.’ She struggled to catch her breath.




    ‘You’re not wearing any.’ The words were pressed to her ear in a warm kiss, followed by a sigh of resignation. ‘Oh all right.’ He pulled off the blindfold, and she found herself squinting at a lovely face in a halo of blond curls. A well-muscled man with a dancer’s body pulled her into an intimate tango. She was so close that she could feel the bulge in his trousers and wondered how the hell he could still move so gracefully. Heat flared with the driving pulse of the percussion, and his groin rubbed deliciously against her mound with each shifting beat of the music.




    Without warning, he lowered her into a heart-pounding dip, and she yelped out loud, causing several dancers to glance in their direction. As he pulled her back to him, she spoke between clenched teeth. ‘Is this some kind of a joke, Edward gets me all excited then hands me over to someone else? That is if I was with Edward at all. How the hell would I know?’




    ‘Shshshs.’ Alex covered her mouth with a kiss. ‘Relax. Of course you were with Edward, still are. I’m his gift to you. When you’re done with me, I’ll take you back to him.’




    ‘When I’m done with you? What’s that suppose to mean?’ She shot a glance into the darkness at the edge of the dance floor, but to no avail. She was blindfolded when Alex led her from the table. She had no idea where Edward was.




    Once more he lowered her into a dip, this time pulling her up slowly, lingering to kiss the mounds of her breasts, nipples chilled stiff and clearly visible through the champagne soak fabric. Her pussy clenched with a wave of sensation that reminded her just how close to orgasm she had been when Edward had handed her over. ‘What do you mean you’re his gift to me?’




    ‘Edward’s a bit of a voyeur, and he wants to watch your pleasure.’




    ‘What? And have a wank? Oh that’s just great.’




    Alex chuckled, and she realised his hand was working its way beneath the slit of her dress. ‘Hardly. Edward isn’t exactly what I’d call a wanker. Trust me, he’ll be more than ready for you when you’re finished with me.’ He shoved the hem of her dress aside until her bare pussy pressed against the bulge in his trousers, then he flicked a finger into her pout so quickly she wouldn’t have been sure it happened if not for the rush of pleasure and wetness. He pulled her still closer. ‘You need to come. Use me. That’s what I’m here for.’




    ‘I thought that was Edward’s job.’




    Another chuckle. ‘I promise you, Edward won’t disappoint.’ He thrust hard against her. ‘Do you want me?’




    ‘What do you think? You just fingered my cunt.’




    Another dip, this time slow and serpentine. With a deft hand, he freed his cock. She didn’t know how he’d managed it, but there, in plain sight with moves that would have made a magician jealous, he slipped his substantial erection between her legs, then he lifted her onto him. With one thrust and a grunt she was completely penetrated. All she could do was wrap her legs around him and hang on, marvelling that with each thrust he never missed a beat of the music. In fact, he continued the dance as though nothing out of the ordinary was happening, hands cupped supportively under her arse, dancing amid the few other couples who moved beneath the sparkle of the disco ball. Were they blind? Could they not see that Alex was slinking around the dance floor, hammering her cunt with each pulse of the tango?




    And she didn’t care. It was totally insane, but she didn’t care. They were thrusting and swaying with the music, and somewhere in the darkness Edward was watching with his cock aching to be inside her. She wondered if he were touching himself. She wondered if his balls felt close to bursting. She certainly hoped so. She wondered if, when she returned, he would take her right there in the booth, her pussy still wet from her erotic dance with Alex. She imagined her fizz-soaked cunt swallowing up Edward’s penis in hungry gulps.




    That did it. Suddenly it was as though champagne had been uncorked inside her. She gave a startled little cry as her orgasm exploded up through her, rocking her from head to toe with its impact.




    When the aftershocks subsided and the music stopped, Alex danced her off the floor to a discreet nook near a linen cabinet and helped her dismount. Then with a heavy grunt, he spurted his wad into a handkerchief he’d extricated from his pocket. When he finished wiping his cock, he said, ‘It wouldn’t be polite for me to come inside you when you’re with Edward.’




    The sense of excitement she felt at Alex’s words was visceral. And surprising. She’d just had totally hot sex with him, and in truth she wouldn’t know Edward if she saw him, but still it was Edward she wanted. Maybe their time together on the train had somehow bonded them. It was certainly a relief knowing that he hadn’t pawned her off, even on such a good lover as Alex.




    While Alex tucked himself in, Rita had time for a quick glance around the room. Her eyes now accustomed to the light, she could see only one booth occupied by a single diner. And though that booth was in shadow, she could still make out the shape of a tall muscular man seated, watching.




    ‘There, now I’m presentable again.’ Alex held the blindfold up for Rita. ‘I’ll just slip this on and take you back to Edward.’




    ‘Wait.’ She ran a hand through her dishevelled hair and smoothed down the front of her wet dress. ‘I’m sure I look a mess. Can I just nip to the ladies and freshen up a bit before you take me back? I’d feel so much better.’




    He nodded to the restrooms on the other side of the linen closet, then handed her the blindfold. ‘I’ll wait here.’




    She locked herself in the stall and plopped down on the throne to plan her next move. Though she had agreed to the blindfold, suddenly she wanted desperately to see Edward, to know what he looked like. And, in all fairness, it would serve him right to wait with a raging hard-on while she took her time in the loo. After all, he had handed her off to Alex just when things were getting hot. She would sneak up behind, put the blindfold on him, then she would be the one in control, and what fun she would have.


  




  

    Chapter Three




    ‘RITA HOLLY. COME WITH US.’




    She had just stepped out of the ladies and was sneaking around behind the linen closet. To her relief, Alex was gone, and the coast was clear to Edward – at least it had been until the two tank-sized security guards in Armani suits appeared out of nowhere, flanking her and herding her back down the hall toward the main restaurant.




    ‘What’s this all about?’ she asked. ‘I was just heading back to my table and – ’




    ‘We know what you were doing, Ms Holly. Alex gave us the heads-up. You’re not very good at following rules, are you?’




    ‘Excuse me?’




    The smaller of the two grabbed the blindfold away from her and held it up.




    ‘Oh that. Edward said the blindfold was –’




    The guard held up his hand. ‘Rules are rules.’




    They marched her down the hall and through the main restaurant, where she was suddenly, painfully aware of her dishevelled appearance and how it must look, her being escorted by two glorified bouncers.




    ‘I haven’t done anything wrong. You can’t treat me like this.’ In spite of her best efforts to remain calm, she couldn’t shake the feeling that everyone in the restaurant was looking on in disapproval.




    As they turned down another hallway, the big bouncer opened the first door they came to and motioned her inside. Her heart jumped in her throat as the door slammed behind her.




    There was a gravelly laugh. ‘You’re not a prisoner if that’s what you think.’




    She turned with a start and found herself face to face with Aurora, the waitress, who offered her a feline smile. ‘You’re free to go whenever you like. Shall I call you a cab?’




    ‘Where’s Edward? I want to see him.’




    Aurora’s gaze took in Rita’s wet top nearly bursting with her heavy nipples, then followed the line of her body down to where her thighs came together and the dress clung to her champagne soaked mound leaving little to the imagination.




    ‘You enjoyed Alex, I assume.’




    ‘Is that what this is all about? I was tricked. I had a date with Edward, but I’ve never seen his face, then Alex asked me – ’




    ‘Enough!’ Aurora raised her hand, and for a frightening moment, Rita thought she was going to slap her. ‘I know all about you and Edward. We tried to tell him you didn’t belong here, that it would be a mistake to bring you, but he wouldn’t listen, would he?’




    ‘What the hell are you talking about? It was a date. That’s all, a date!’




    Aurora slid off her jacket and hung it carefully over a cedar hanger on the back of the door. ‘Edward doesn’t date, and if he did, he certainly wouldn’t do it here.’




    ‘I want to see him.’ Jesus, what was she thinking? She should get the hell out of this nut-house. It might be the place for bored rich people, but it was no place for her, and yet … ‘I want to see Edward.’ If nothing else, she wanted to give him a good piece of her mind. Who did he think he was humiliating her like this?




    Aurora stepped nose to nose with her and ran a heavy hand down her cheek to rest on her throat, thumb caressing one side, fingers producing just enough pressure along the other to make it slightly uncomfortable. ‘You broke the rules, the rules you agreed to.’




    Rita shoved her hand away and stepped back. ‘You mean with the blindfold? It was only a game, and it was just between us.’




    ‘We take games very seriously here at The Mount. You can’t change the rules. It’s Edward’s game, his rules to make. I’ll call you a cab, then the game’s over, and you lose.’




    Take the fucking cab. That’s the smart thing to do, a part of Rita’s brain screamed. And yet she heard herself saying. ‘If I don’t want to lose? If I want to see Edward?’




    The woman offered her a contemptuous grunt. ‘Then you have to pay the penalty for breaking the rules, and Edward has to agree to continue the game. Personally, I think he’s wasting his time. There are better people for him to play with, but Edward always has been stubborn. So what’s it going to be? Are you going to take the penalty?’ She jerked open to the door. ‘Or go home where you belong?’




    Suddenly all the evening’s humiliation and manipulation bubbled into rage just beneath Rita’s sternum, and being bullied by a butched-up waitress was the final straw. She moved to the door, gaze locked on Aurora, who stepped aside.




    But instead of leaving, she gave the door an explosive slam that made even Aurora jump. ‘I’m staying. I’m staying until I see Edward.’




    The words were barely out before Aurora grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head back against her muscular shoulder. ‘Breaking the rules in the middle of a game is serious.’ Her hand still wound tightly in Rita’s hair, she half dragged, half guided her to a leather upholstered settee and shoved her down on it. ‘I can’t punish you without Edward witnessing. It’s his game.’ The sculpted contempt on Aurora’s face was the last thing Rita saw before another blindfold ensconced her in darkness.




    ‘You punish me? What the hell do you have to do with this?’ She reached for the blindfold, but the waitress wrenched her hand away none too gently. ‘I’m the enforcer. It’s my job to make sure the rules aren’t broken and to punish those who do break them.’




    ‘This is insane. I want to – ’




    Her protest died in her throat with a little gasp as the other woman’s hand slid between her legs and probed her pantyless cunt, then she heard her suckle her fingers. ‘I see Edward’s shown you the best way to enjoy champagne, though you probably didn’t deserve it. Now wait here, and don’t move, or you’ll make your punishment even worse.’ This time Rita heard the click of the lock as Aurora left.




    She had no way of judging how long she waited. And now, thanks to her stupidity, she had cut off her only way of escape. But Aurora said she would return with Edward. And Rita definitely wanted to have a few words with him. If it meant being roughed up a bit by Butch Woman, well she could handle that. She was not about to let Edward get away with treating her this way.




    She reached down to stroke the wet spot low on her belly, and the anger was subsumed into something a little more intriguing. Her pussy quivered when she thought about Edward lapping champagne from her cunt and Edward watching her and Alex on the dance floor. And Alex refusing to come inside her out of deference to Edward. There was an awful lot of deference to Edward, and for some mindless reason, that made her feel proud, in spite of the desire to strangle him with his own blindfold.




    But what if Edward was just the gang leader, like some kind of mafia boss, and what if she never saw the light of day again. She’d heard all kinds of rumours about the mysterious Mount. Where the hell was her sense of self-preservation? Was her wounded pride worth her going along with this insanity – insanity that might be very dangerous?




    She was seriously contemplating yanking off the blindfold and making a run for it when the door burst open and Edward called her name. Suddenly she was engulfed in his arms, and her mouth was consumed with his kisses. He pulled away just enough to speak, his breath coming in fast, tense gulps against her parted lips. ‘Are you all right, Rita?’




    ‘How the hell do you think I am? Dinner and drinks, you said. You didn’t mention humiliating me in front of half of London’s rich and powerful. I don’t understand any of this. I thought you were just teasing me with the blindfold, and then there was Alex. I just wanted to see what you look like.’ She felt dangerously close to tears, which made her even more angry. She swallowed back the lump in her throat. ‘Then these bouncers came and Aurora pulled my hair and – ’




    He stopped her words with another kiss. ‘And yet you chose to stay and play the game with me.’ He cradled her close to his hammering heart and stroked her hair. ‘I’m so proud of you. I knew I wasn’t wrong in choosing you. I promise you won’t regret it.’ His hand came to rest low on her belly, his thumb stroking her mound through the dampness of the dress.




    ‘Get away from her, Edward.’ Aurora commanded. ‘You know the rules. You can’t have her until I’ve exacted punishment.’




    He caressed Rita’s cheek. ‘Listen very carefully, darling. In order for the game to continue, in order for us to be together, I must let Aurora punish you, and I have to watch without interfering. Do you understand?’




    ‘But –’




    ‘I’m sorry, Rita, but I can’t explain anything until that happens. Are you OK with that?’




    She nodded, and in spite of her best efforts she felt tears seeping into the blindfold.




    ‘That’s my brave girl. If you take your punishment, I promise you, the game will be so worth it. You’ll see.’




    ‘And if I win?’ Her voice sounded loud in the sudden quiet of the room. ‘What’s my reward, if I win?’




    She heard the click of Aurora’s heals and smelled her perfume. ‘What you get,’ she said, taking Edward’s place next to her, ‘Is membership.’




    ‘Membership?’




    To her surprise, Aurora pulled off the blindfold and held her chin in a vice grip. ‘Membership into The Mount, which is more than you deserve.’




    ‘What?’




    The resounding slap across her face stung like fire and made her eyes water, but the gasp she heard wasn’t her own. As her eyes focused through the tears she saw a man sitting stiff-backed on the edge of a wooden chair. His face was concealed in an expressionless golden mask, which covered all but the bow of his lips. Otherwise he could have passed for any of the male diners at The Mount that night. ‘Edward?’ She half whispered rubbing her stinging cheek.




    There was a slight nod of his head before Aurora vice-gripped her chin again.




    ‘You give me your undivided attention, or I’ll call you a cab whether you want or not.’ Aurora slapped her again. ‘Are we clear?’




    ‘We’re clear,’ Rita breathed.




    Aurora pulled off her tie, then yanked Rita’s hands behind her back and bound them with it. While Rita watched, she leisurely removed the waistcoat and shirt until she stood before them stripped to the waist except for a black leather bra displaying small firm tits and supple ropey muscles that might have belonged to a female body-builder. ‘Good, then let’s just see what’s so special about you that Edward would risk everything for.’




    ‘Shut up, Aurora.’ Edward’s back stiffened against the chair. ‘Your job is to punish, nothing more.’




    ‘Then stop interrupting me and let me do my job.’ Aurora grabbed both spaghetti straps and yanked them down exposing Rita’s goose-fleshed breasts. ‘Couldn’t be these that won Edward over.’ She slapped Rita’s tits in turn, then pinched her nipples until she gasped at the pain that went straight to her pussy, where it was amazingly transformed to pleasure. ‘Edward can have all the nice tits he wants, including mine.’ She grabbed Rita’s right hand and shoved it inside the plunge of her bra and over the muscular dome of her breast until her pointing nipple pressed into Rita’s palm.




    Rita held her breath. Was this punishment, fondling another woman’s tits? Surely not. It felt too good.




    ‘Can’t be this.’ Still holding Rita’s fingers against her breast, Aurora slid her other hand under Rita’s dress. ‘No matter how much Moët et Chandon he pours into it, it’s still just a cunt, and there are plenty of cunts aching to ride Edward’s cock.’ She ran her open palm between Rita’s legs, spreading her labia, pressing against her clit, then giving it a sharp slap, chuckling as Rita flinched.




    ‘Doesn’t matter. I’m just here to punish you for breaking the rules.’ She grabbed the front of Rita’s dress between the side slits and yanked it as though it were a leash. Rita followed, feeling cool air on her exposed pussy.




    Standing in front of a straight-back chair upholstered in chintz, Aurora undid her trousers and slid them off to reveal suspenders and black net stockings framing her shaved, panty-less mound. Then she sat down, wriggling and squirming her bottom against the chair until she was comfortable. ‘Edward, be a dear, and give me your knife.’




    Rita’s pulse quickened, as Edward retrieved a large Vitronox from his pocket, which he handed to Aurora, the golden mask completely disguising any emotions her request might have elicited.




    Aurora opened the knife expertly. ‘Turn around,’ she ordered.




    But Rita stood frozen to the floor unable to move.




    There was a hard slap across her breasts. ‘I said turn around.’
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