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Dedicated to men who wear glasses ...




1

Something in the Water


‘I DARE YOU,’ he’d said, and she’d told him not to be silly.

‘I dare you,’ he’d said, and she’d told him to go away, because she wasn’t thirsty.

‘I dare you,’ he’d said, she’d told him not to keep going on, because it was all bullshit anyway.

The problem was Daniella Stratton hadn’t been as sure of herself as she’d sounded, and those naughty, bespectacled brown eyes had been - and still were - irresistible. Not sure what she was letting herself in for, she’d taken the glass of water he’d handed her, and drunk down its contents - then rallied with more of her bravado.

‘And anyway, Mister clever Mitchell, the famous ‘magic potion’ doesn’t work on me. So don’t hold your breath for a reaction!’

 



Four hours later, alone in the staff bathroom of the Bouvier Manor Hotel, Dani Stratton was furious. Still angry with Mitch for goading her; but even crosser with herself, for letting her nemesis get the better of her. Again.

Why the hell can’t I ever say ‘no’ to a dare? she wondered with a sigh. And why on earth couldn’t  she cope with a smooth-talking, brown-eyed charmer whose smile was equally hard to say ‘no’ to? Stroppy, ignorant, or even flirtatious guests were a piece of cake to her - she seemed to have an inborn knack for diplomacy — but that bastard Joseph Mitchell? He seemed to get to her again and again.

Stepping naked and dripping from the tiny shower, Dani felt hotter and more bothered than she had when she’d first stepped in the damn thing. She never should have drunk that glass of water, not only because it was letting Mitch score a point, but because there was always the slimmest chance that the stories about the mineral spring were true. It seemed a silly notion, but Bouvier Manor Spring Water - the so-called ‘magic potion’ — was supposed to be an aphrodisiac. Dani didn’t believe in anything that didn’t have a rational, scientific explanation, but even so, she could feel something at work in her bloodstream. Her body was warm and tingling, and her breasts and her sex felt exquisitely sensitive - and all thanks to wretched Joseph Mitchell and his mind-bending brandy-brown eyes. Something was making her feel horny, and it was either the water or him!

Ah, but do you even have to drink the stuff? Dani pondered, looking up at the dripping shower head with suspicion. What if the effects were absorbed through the skin as well? What if there was some truth in the tales, and she’d been taking in the chemical - or whatever it was - every time she showered? She was beginning to lose all faith in her self-control ... Which was exactly what that devil Mitch wanted!

The man was a swine! A beast! A gorgeous, macho horror! She’d seen him watching and  waiting and grinning that flawless white grin of his, and it infuriated her. His pure, unfiltered lechery made her want to smack him in the mouth, and he just laughed when she caught him ogling her legs or her full, rounded bosom. What made it much worse was the fact that her woefully un-feminist half found his scrutiny flattering, and that she couldn’t stop looking at  him!

Not that there wasn’t plenty to look at. Joseph Mitchell had started at the Bouvier Manor two weeks ago - in the junior reception job that Dani had just moved up from - and immediately set female hearts beating. Dani thought it was something to do with him having a mature man’s body combined with the face of a pretty young boy. He was the basic ‘tall, dark and handsome’ hunk, but his eyes were wicked and devilish, and he had a slow, cynical smile that kept him from being a cliché. Male bimbos didn’t usually wear glasses either.

‘I’ve got to hand it to you, Mitch,’ she murmured thoughtfully, wrapping a thin, over-washed towel around her sensitised body and attempting to rub herself dry, ‘If you weren’t such an MCP, I’d make a pass at you!’

The most annoying thing about Mitch - and in some ways also the most appealing - was his total and unflappable calm. He was a teaser, and perfectly and infuriatingly insolent sometimes, but at heart she sensed he was dependable. He drove her crazy, but he was also a constant. A friend in times that weren’t easy. The atmosphere at the Bouvier Manor was extremely peculiar these days because everybody was on tenterhooks. The place had been sold, and there was talk of management shake-ups and a draconian  new regime. Nothing radical had actually happened yet, but it was only a matter of weeks before a faceless consortium took them over.

Mitch, however, didn’t seem worried at all, and his outrageous good humour was a distraction. As was his raw, sexy cheek!

Sitting on the edge of the bath and pulling a comb through her long red hair, Dani could easily picture his smile. That filthy, roguish, woman-stripping smirk that made her poor body moisten and shiver. Especially when she merged that expression with the rest of him. With the muscles, the broad chest, and those lean, suggestive hips. He’d be an ideal catch if he wasn’t so insulting, she thought, working her way patiently through a tangled wet curl. Even so, she still felt inclined to encourage him. His package alone was worth the hassle!

‘Now who’s being a chauvinist?’ she muttered, leaping up again, her body wildly restless and hot. Her knotted towel slid subversively to the floor, and on the point of reaching down for it, she hesitated. The night was warm and her skin felt electric and glowing. She didn’t want to be covered. She wanted to be bare and free and voluptuous, every part of her available and open. The image of Mitch appeared in her mind again, and she kicked the towel across the room in frustration.

They’d been playing subtext sex-games with each other since Day One, she realised. Flirting, eye contact, talking ever so slightly dirty all the time. It’d soon turned into an unspoken trial of endurance. He’d accidentally brush up against her; then she’d pay him back by subtly invading his space. And so on and so on and so on.

As a nervous sweat broke out in her armpits,  she imagined invading him now. Prising open the buttons of his shirt, wiggling her fingers inside, then stroking the warm plane of his chest. She’d seen him in the hotel gym only yesterday, and the body beneath the clothes was every bit as exciting as she’d hoped for. Solid shoulders and pectorals; flat stomach; thighs ... Oh boy, those thighs! They were like long living slabs of tanned power; and she could almost feel them pressed against her now, flexing in a slow, steady rhythm as he thrust into her again and again.

‘Dani! Cool it for God’s sake!’ she cried, knowing it was already hopeless. She tried to eject Mitch from her thoughts, then almost as suddenly let him in again. With a sharp sigh of recognition, she saw him as she’d seen him yesterday, in the gym. Half-naked, snarling with effort, and perspiring. A pair of thin, marl shorts scarcely covered his modesty, and the rest of him was shining and bare. Except - and this puzzled her - that he still had on his glasses. Those elegant, metal-framed specs of his, that made his bright eyes seem brighter than ever.

The thought of Mitch’s eye-wear made Dani smile in her reverie. She sat down again on the bath’s edge, and peered into the mirror on the wall beside her. Rubbing away the veil of steam, she studied her image, smoothing her wet red hair out of her eyes ... Eyes that were always hidden behind contact lenses; not because they were in anyway defective - her vision was perfect - but because fate, or her genes, or whatever, had chosen to give her one blue eye and one that was brown.

Dani found her idiosyncratic eyes quite attractive - they gave character to a conventionally pretty face - but she knew that other  people found them strange. Mitch, she suspected, would make a big joke of them, and find a way to make the humour sexual. He did this, as a rule, with most things - and with everything that had to do with her!

Still in the grip of her fantasy, Dani slid off her cool, narrow perch and lay down on the nubbly old bathmat. What she was about to do was madness, pure madness, but she was wallowing helplessly in desire. A hunger that wouldn’t let her think...

Closing her eyes, she studied the dark screen behind her eyelids, then saw herself and Mitch here together, face to face in this small steam-filled room. He was sitting on the flipped-down lid of the lavatory - his body nude and totally relaxed. His skin was damp with moisture, his long muscular thighs were parted, and his dark eyes were intent behind his glasses. He was gazing downwards; down towards the beautiful, gleaming erection that jutted up from his loins like a tower.

Dani had never seen Mitch’s penis, but in the gym his skimpy shorts hadn’t hidden much. It was a simple matter to extrapolate, to use her wishful, lustful thinking, and build a picture of his masculine glory.

In silent abstraction, her mirage began to stroke his own member, teasing it with slowly sliding fingers to an even greater hardness and redness. Watching, knowing he was a dream but not caring, Dani stirred her bottom uneasily on the bathmat while her inner self rose up, crossed the room and stood over Mitch. His thick, yearning rod seemed to twitch at her in greeting, and as if reading his own flesh, Mitch looked up, his eyes desperate and pleading in an expression she’d never seen before.

He was begging her to have mercy on him, she realised. Humbly offering her his body, making it ready as both a tribute to her loveliness and an implement to furnish her with pleasure. In both imagination and dream, Dani felt her vulva grow heavy and liquid. She wanted him, and that was no fantasy at all. As her fingers stole down towards her centre, Mitch’s brown eyes lit up with new hope.

What Dani imagined now was so intense and vivid that she could almost believe she was living it. To all intents and purposes, she stood before him, touching her own body delicately and for her own pleasure, while he continued to suffer for its beauty. His penis looked so hard it must be painful; yet still he continued to rub it furiously, his hips bucking upwards and towards her, and his bare rump lifting clear of the seat.

Dani felt implacable. He’d been disgustingly sexist towards her, yet now it seemed he wanted her madly. More than anything in the world, she thought archly, yet he hadn’t done anything to deserve her ...

Why should she have pity on him, just because he had a perfect, almost godlike physique and a long and magnificent penis? She could make her own pleasure - she didn’t need him. He was just a toy now, a living love-doll. A stimulating piece of male meat. Let him perform and entertain her and be done with it.

Back on the floor, on her bathmat, Dani squirmed and caressed her own body - shaking her head in confusion and denial, while dream-Mitch sobbed out his deep anguish.

‘Please,’ he seemed to beg - even though all Dani could hear was her own panting voice. ‘Please,’ murmured Mitch again, his slim pelvis  waving and pumping and his erection dancing lewdly to its tune.

‘No,’ she whispered, and saw tears of stress glittering in his eyes. He was too far gone now - he needed the release she wouldn’t give him - and that knowledge made her body sing with power.

Beneath her fingertips, her slick flesh fluttered, and she gasped. She was close too. She wanted what poor Mitch was begging for, and probably needed it even more than he did. Being as cruel to herself as she was to him, she pushed two fingers firmly into her body, and smashed her thumb down squarely on her clitoris. In her mind, she saw Mitch’s handsome face twist in agony, and his tortured cock leap and start to throb. Silky, jetting whiteness shot out from its tip; impossibly thick and copious as it flew through the misty bathroom air. Dani watched it arc, sublimely, then begin to fall; and as it did so her own moment took her. Her real, pounding, pulsing moment, an orgasm so intense and fiery that she screamed out aloud in her rapture - still clearly seeing Mitch’s slippery fingers and the thick spurts of his seed.

She saw his lips move too, saw him trying to speak - then suddenly, she heard him shouting loudly.

‘Dani! Are you all right in there?’

The words were punctuated by a sharp, insistent knocking at the door, and the voice itself was knowing.

For a minute, nothing made sense, then with a whimper of horror, Dani drifted back down into her body. Into her rippling and still trembling body...

The worst and most embarrassing thing had  happened. The thing she’d almost been expecting. Almost wanted. She’d pleasured herself right to orgasm, and as she often did, she’d howled out her relief as she climaxed.

Yes indeed, here in the tiled, echoing silence of the bathroom, she’d shrieked like a banshee in her ecstasy - while its cause, the star of her fantasy, was standing just feet away in the corridor.

‘Dani? Are you sure you’re all right?’ Mitch persisted, his laugh unmistakably salacious.

‘Yes I am! Don’t fuss! It’s nothing,’ Dani called out resignedly, then smiled. ‘I just thought I saw something in the water ...’
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The Devil Down Below

‘NOTHING IN THE water this morning then?’

Mitch’s eyes glinted mischievously behind his glasses as he looked up from the register, and Dani felt a strong urge to slap him. To wipe the smirk from his handsome face with the flat of her wide open hand. But it was a new day today, she decided, and she would stay in control from now on.

‘No, nothing whatsoever,’ she answered crisply, sliding around behind the desk and taking her place at his side. ‘And there was nothing last night, either. It was just a trick of the light.’ She moved an inch closer, daring him to back off — but knowing there was little chance he would.

‘And anyway ...’ she continued, making it look as if she was checking the latest signatures whilst surreptitiously taking a deep sniff of Mitch’s surprisingly expensive-smelling cologne, ‘what were you doing lurking around outside the bathroom when you knew there was a woman inside? I know you’re a pervert, Mitch, but do you really have to be so obvious?’

‘I needed a shower,’ he replied, all innocence.  Dani noticed him fiddling with a button on the bill printer, flicking it again and again in a most irritating fashion that she didn’t think was good for the mechanism. ‘I’d been running and I was all sweaty ... I kept checking the bathroom door discreetly, but you didn’t seem inclined to come out. Just how long had you been in there?’

The unspoken addendum was ‘and what were you doing’, but Mitch didn’t ask it, because Dani suspected — with some horror - that in his own devious way he’d really known. Especially after the scream.

‘Not long,’ she answered airily, then frowned at Mitch’s continued fidgeting with the printer.

‘How long?’

‘Long enough! Mind your own business! And what the devil are you doing with that?’

‘Trying to fix it,’ he replied amiably, crouching down to look at the control panel. ‘Why so defensive today, Dani? Got something to hide?’

The change of tack, and the fact that his large, strong body was now pressed against the whole length of the side of her leg, shocked Dani into momentary silence. A silence that gave Mitch the advantage.

‘You know, that didn’t sound like a scream of fear to me at all ... It sounded more like a scream of pleasure. I tend to hear a lot of those, you know,’ he observed smugly.

You arrogant bastard! thought Dani, straightening the already straight register. She would have abused him to his face - or more correctly to the top of his head - but just at that moment Lois, the Assistant Manager, came gliding like a queen down the staircase, an expression of displeasure on her face.

Lois French was a beautiful woman, Dani had  to admit, but domineering. And this morning she looked decidedly both. Her sleek blonde coiffure had not a hair out of place, and made Dani feel dishevelled, in spite of the attention she always paid to her own immaculate turnout. The Assistant Manager’s make-up was perfect too. A trifle heavy, Dani thought, especially with that severe blue suit; but even so, the red, red lips and darkly drawn eyes were compelling in a stern sort of way.

‘Daniella,’ the other woman said abruptly as she walked up to the heavy oak reception desk and stood before it, hands on hips, ‘Has anyone been up to mend Ms Barrie’s shower yet? She’s been waiting since last night, and it really shouldn’t be necessary for her to ring me personally about it!’

‘I ... um ... I don’t know,’ answered Dani, feeling flummoxed as she always did by Lois’s smooth, cold manner. She tried to kick Mitch, who was hidden from sight by the front panel of the desk, and whose task it had been to check on the shower. ‘I think Joseph has it on his list of chores, but ... but he’s very busy, Miss French. I’m sure he hasn’t overlooked it intentionally.’ She kicked again, then swallowed and sensed the beginnings of a blush. Instead of coming out of his hiding place, Mitch was silently sliding further under the desk, tucking his body in neatly as he did so.

‘Well, when you see him, remind him!’ instructed Lois, turning round the register to check it.

At the very same instant, Dani felt something like the lightest touch of a feather running slowly up the inside of her thigh. It was a fingertip, tracing the sheer nylon of her stocking, moving  delicately over its welt, then settling on the bare skin above. She must’ve made some soft sound of protest, because Lois looked up again sharply.

‘Are you all right?’ she enquired, ‘You look a little flushed. I hope you’re not coming down with something. We all need to be right on our toes at the moment, you know. We’re probably under surveillance already. The MJK Consortium is notorious for its sly management tactics. There’s probably a mole here right now, watching every move we make, and taking notes. Checking us out for slack that can be trimmed.’

Dani listened to this harangue with only a tiny portion of her mind. She was too busy wondering what Mitch was watching, and what he might check out next. The exploratory finger was travelling rather measuredly over her thigh, as if testing the firmness of her flesh and the smoothness and softness of her skin. Dani was acutely aware of what lay at the apex of those thighs, and how handily it was placed for Mitch’s studies.

‘Are you listening to me?’ demanded Lois, her blue eyes flashing.

‘Yes!’ Dani’s answer was more of a squeak than a word, because in his hiding place, Mitch was efficiently easing her slim pencil skirt up the higher reaches of her thighs. She felt him bunch it at the level of her hips, an inch or two below the edge of the desk, then kiss the skin just above her left stocking.

‘Good,’ Lois said, not looking entirely convinced. ‘Well, let’s just go through the particulars of today’s new guests. I want everyone pampered to within an inch of their lives. This is the worst possible time for complaints.’

Under normal circumstances, Dani would have  enjoyed a briefing like this. She loved working at the hotel, and found the eccentricities of their wealthy clientele endlessly fascinating. This morning, however, it was impossible to concentrate. She had all the fascination she could handle, and a dread of what might happen next.

She listened to words that seemed to be coming from a great, great distance, and answered them purely on auto-pilot; all the time conscious of her lewd and perilous situation. She was standing in a semi-public place with her skirt pushed up almost to her waist. Her only precarious shield was an ordinary wooden reception desk, beneath which a man was making free with her body.

She bit the inside of her lip as Mitch’s fingers pressed lightly against the gusset of her panties. He was hardly touching her, but she realised to her profound shame that the fabric between her legs was already sodden, as if the fear was as exciting as the contact. Or perhaps more so. As Lois made some comment that demanded and received a response, Dani felt her tormentor press harder; using three merciless fingers to mould the thin cotton to the shape of her so it soaked up the moisture of her lust. In her mind she sobbed with pleasure, feeling him centre on her clitoris through her panties, then flick skilfully with the tip of his thumb. She was aware of her nipples hardening and swelling, and pushing against her bra and her white poplin blouse.

Would Lois notice that? she wondered hazily, almost wanting it to happen. Her jacket was unfastened at the moment, and with a slight movement of her shoulders she made it gape open a little. Down below, her clitoris got a long, lingering rub, and her thigh yet another soft kiss.

He’s paying me back for last night, she thought,  as the folds of her sex began to quiver and she fought to keep her face bland and attentive. His fingers were scurrying about between her legs now, up to something; and dazedly, she shifted her weight, opening her thighs to give him more space. She knew she was losing it, and not thinking straight, because she suddenly realised there was no real ‘last night’ to be paid for.

‘Now, I want you to be careful with these two,’ said Lois, running a lacquered fingernail across two adjacent names in the register. Dani refocused her eyes as best she could, and looked down, feeling an unlacquered fingertip slide deftly into the leg of her knickers, displacing both elastic and lace.

‘They’re sharing the honeymoon suite. They’re not married. And he looks about eighteen.’ Lois’s finely plucked brows described a significant arc. ‘She’s forty if she’s a day, and loaded. But I don’t want anybody implying there’s anything untoward going on ... Do you understand?’

Dani nodded, aware only of the progress of what felt like half of Mitch’s hand inside her panties.

‘Amy Lovingood’s husband left her a huge fortune in properties,’ Lois continued, her voice precise but very hushed now, as the first guests began appearing en route to the dining room. ‘Consequently, it’s not beyond the realms of possibility that she could be the power behind MJK. So look sharp, eh?’

‘Yes, Miss French.’ To her own ears, Dani’s voice seemed to have no force at all. Her vulva was being fingered now, steadily and remorselessly, every small, swollen fold of it examined. She could almost hear the slicking of her own warm juices as Mitch stirred them and sampled their  texture. A cry rose in her throat, then died behind her lips as a second hand pulled down her panties at the back - almost baring her behind completely - then slid rudely into the cleft of her bottom.

Lois had turned away now, and was smiling a greeting to one of the guests, an extremely good-looking young blond man whose hair was long and tousled and whose face was vaguely familiar. Dani knew she should have recognised him instantly, but her mind was in a state of malfunction. She could concentrate on nothing but her crotch, and the way it was being violated, both fore and aft, by demonically inquisitive fingers.

He’s that tennis player, she thought detachedly of the handsome blond. It’s a shame he lost. I wanted him to win again ... She tried to focus on the world-famous athlete, and remember his near miss at Wimbledon; but she couldn’t. She smiled at him when he smiled charmingly at her, but in reality she barely saw him. All that was in her mind now was the trembling topography of her own troubled vulva, and the ministrations of a devil down below. The laughing-eyed Lucifer who was blowing on the hot, bare skin of her thighs as his forefinger pried at her anus.

This was the worst intrustion of all. More obscene and personal than anything he could do to her sex, a fact he seemed clearly aware of.

Above the desk, Jamie Rivera, the tennis star, smiled again. No doubt puzzled and intrigued by the languorous expression on the face of a hotel receptionist he’d scarcely exchanged a dozen words with. Dani’s lips were parted, and she knew that her face must be pink and her eyes bright, but she was helpless, completely helpless. Mitch was gliding his fingertips repeatedly over  her bottom now, always returning to her crumpled and forbidden little portal. It seemed to fascinate him, because each time he returned to it, he pressed into it a little further and harder.

It was almost impossible to keep her hips still, but Dani tried - fighting an intense desire to reach down below her waist herself. She wanted to either dash Mitch’s hands away, or help him - by rubbing like a maenad at her clitoris while he worked more strongly on her rear. As it was, she picked up a pencil and pretended to toy with it absently - then almost snapped the hapless thing in two pieces as a finger pushed its way into her body.

At that moment, Jamie Rivera returned his attention to Lois - who was indeed quite worthy of it - and Dani was thankful for the very tiniest of mercies. She just didn’t know how long she could stand there; trying to look normal, efficient and friendly, with a man’s forefinger inserted in her bottom.

She didn’t know which bothered her most: the indignity or the excitement. The way she was responding disturbed her profoundly, but it was something that seemed to happen often. If a lover caressed her bottom, she went crazy. Just the slightest little tease and her legs were thrashing, her hips bucking and her whole body wiggling and squirming and trying to bear down on the pressure. If she was touched there while a man was inside her, she’d orgasm almost immediately, gasp and grunt and cry, and be unable to contain her reactions. And if she was kissed there, or plagued by either tongue or vibrator, she’d scream and almost wet herself with pleasure, so frightening were the sensations she experienced.

Looking out on to the sunlit lobby, Dani could  feel Mitch’s warm breath on her buttocks: wafting gently around the hole he was stretching and playing across the tissues of her sex. Her clitoris was a hard, aching button, almost shouting with a voice of its own that someone reach forward and give it attention. Watching Jamie and Lois move away, and sobbing an unspoken thanks to someone or anyone, Dani slid her hand slyly down into her panties.

Mitch’s fingers tried to twine with hers and distract her, but Dani wouldn’t let herself be swayed. Scrabbling wildly, she pushed her bottom back hard against Mitch’s face, and took in more of his impudent digit. She felt him kiss one half-revealed cheek, lick it, then close his teeth in a playful mock-bite. But just as he pretended to nibble and gnaw the firm muscle, Dani’s finger made the contact it sought.

She came immediately, and would have fallen but for Mitch effortlessly taking her weight. Her body throbbed furiously, filling her belly and loins with delectable waves of silvery, tingling warmth, yet at the same time she had a distinct, almost tranquil awareness of how uncomfortable her molester must feel. She was having an orgasm, the very pinnacle of pleasurable human sensation, while Mitch was crouched like a troll, part-way between her legs, his wrist and neck at two different, impossible angles so he could both kiss the smooth surface of her bottom and have his finger lodged snugly inside her.

Serves him bloody well right! she thought, suppressing a giggle of satisfaction when she was finally able to think - and even laugh - again. Deliberately, she let her body sag to increase his discomfort. She didn’t feel sorry at all, and as several more guests passed by, she smiled and  pretended to look down behind the desk, in search of some lost document or other.

‘I hate you!’ she mimed, as Mitch tumbled on to his side behind her, his finger popping out as he fell. Its abrupt leaving made her gasp, and under the guise of searching for the pencil she’d never dropped, she too squatted down behind the desk, making hasty adjustments to her clothing - and trying her best to elbow Mitch in the ear or the eye in the process.

When she bobbed her head up again, the lobby was empty. Thank God!

‘I hate you,’ she said again, her voice fierce as she looked down once more. ‘You’re a swine and a filthy, perverted bastard! I ought to get you sacked.’

Mitch just grinned, his eyes glinting behind his glasses as he lay back on the dull grey carpet, his fingers laced in a cradle behind his head. His thick, dark hair was slightly askew at the front, but otherwise he looked perfectly normal, perfectly sartorial, and unshaken in any way, shape or form. Dani thought about the sharp toe of her smart court shoe, but before she could use it effectively, her adversary had leapt lightly and gracefully to his feet.

‘I don’t know what you’re complaining about,’ he observed blandly, glancing over Dani’s shoulder at the register, then without any warning whatsoever, sliding a hand right around her back under her jacket, curving it inwards around her ribcage, and cupping her left breast warmly through her blouse. She felt him heft its soft weight in his fingers, as if assessing its firmness and shape.

‘Get off!’ hissed Dani, and this time her elbow did hit home, stabbing Mitch efficiently in the midriff.

‘Ouch!’ he protested, dancing out of the way and rubbing at his wound.

‘You should thank me, not try to maim me,’ he continued, pretending to be aggrieved, but laughing at the same time. ‘I gave you an orgasm in the middle of an otherwise very tedious conversation with the Ice Queen. You’re very ungrateful. I was only trying to liven up your day.’

‘If you don’t get out of my sight this instant, I shall end your day, Mitchell, and end your miserable life with it. Now go and get Ms “best-selling authoress” Barrie’s shower sorted out, will you? It might even be her that owns this place, if you think about it ... They make millions, some of these writers, you know.’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ he answered smartly, sliding out from behind the counter, then snapping her a crisp but disrespectful salute. Still grinning, he walked away across the hall but stopped at the foot of the staircase and turned towards her again. ‘And don’t forget to let me know if there are any other little jobs you want doing. You know how good I am at fixing things ... Getting into nooks and crannies and what have you ... If you know what I mean?’

With that, he winked behind his spectacles, and Dani would have screamed the foulest of profanities - and told him he wasn’t supposed to use the front stairs! - if a well-dressed couple hadn’t just that moment appeared in the main entrance and started walking in the direction of the desk. Summoning all her business-school training, Dani smiled like the superbly efficient, conscientious receptionist she was, and welcomed them to the Bouvier Manor - while Mitch disappeared towards the first-floor landing.

The funny thing was though, when the couple were gone and on their way to their room, Dani couldn’t even remember what they looked like. She tried, but all she kept seeing were a pair of twinkling brown eyes behind lightly tinted glasses. Eyes that went with a soft, deliciously evil laugh, and the sensation of sweet pleasure between her thighs ...
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