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A Girl Walks into a Blind Date

Every woman knows that internet dating is a lottery: you never know what kind of prize you’re going to get. The sex god you’ve finally agreed to meet for coffee could be the stable, witty catch he’s made himself out to be, but he’s just as likely to be an out-of-work accountant with halitosis and three ex-wives.

You pour yourself a glass of wine and settle down with your laptop. You’ve dipped your toe in pickmydate.com’s murky waters before, with mixed results, and about a month ago you decided to give it one last try. After excluding the guys whose pictures were clearly ripped off bodybuilders’ forums, and anyone who called themselves the ‘world’s bestest lover man’, you narrowed your choices down to three. You’ve been chatting to them for a couple of weeks now – keeping it light – and so far, so good.

There’s ‘FireflyNYC’, who says he’s a fireman from New York City – two massive pluses in his favour. His profile pics are impressive, although you can’t quite make out his face – they show a tall, hefty guy in a uniform and helmet, in the midst of scenes of derring-do. He’s made you laugh a few times and seems to genuinely love his job, but on the downside, his spelling isn’t the greatest – usually a no-no for you. Plus, his favourite movies of all time are An Affair to Remember and Taxi Driver, which means he’s either a closet romantic or a psychopath. Hmmm.

Then there’s ‘CountCanaletto36’, who says he’s descended from a long line of Venetian aristocrats and hails from ‘the most beautiful city in the world’. His photographs show a tanned man with an aquiline profile and thick black hair – in one, he’s leaning against the balcony of what looks like a gilded palazzo in Venice, and in another, he’s wearing sunglasses and ski-gear against a snowy Alpine backdrop – and his messages are so beautifully written they’re almost poetic. His interests include ‘opera, literature and extreme sports’, and he gives his occupation as ‘entrepreneur’. He’s confided in the course of some increasingly intimate chats that his real name is Count Claudio Lazzari, and you appreciate the trust implied. Sure, he still sounds way too good to be true, but you’re not stupid – you’ve done some discreet online investigation, and he does indeed appear to be who he says he is.

And last but not least, there’s ‘LittleDutchBoy’, a sculptor from Amsterdam. He’s adventurous, quirky, and the word Bohemian could have been invented for him. It doesn’t hurt that his pics show a cute guy with longish curly hair, and a very buff torso, but his English could use some help – sometimes when you’re chatting to him, you get the impression you’re in a relationship with Google Translate.

You log on, hoping you’ll find a playmate, and you’re pleased to see that all three of them have sent you messages. Maybe tonight should be the night to take things a little further. Who do you want to chat to first?

If you fancy some hot talk with the fireman, go to page 4.

If you’re in the mood for the sexy sculptor, go to page 8.

For a little romantic banter with the aristocratic Italian, go to page 12.



You’ve decided to talk dirty with the fireman


Feeling slightly reckless, you ask Firefly if he’d like to take things a little further and, unsurprisingly, he’s more than keen.






<I’ve never done this before> you type.


<Me niether>








Those typos could end up being a real passion killer. You’ll just have to try to ignore them.






<So … how shall we start?>


<U can tell me what yr wearing … >








You’re actually in your favourite flannel nightshirt, decorated with characters from South Park and ancient coffee stains. Not the sexiest outfit in the world. Time to lie.






<A black, see-through fifties-style negligee and my favourite purple g-string. Oh! And high heels>


<Mmmm. Purple is my favorite color>


<Mine too>








Mine too? That’s pathetic – surely you can do better than that. You think for a second, then type:






<It’s getting hot in here. Is it hot where you are?>


<SO HOT>


<How can I cool myself down? Do you have a hose I can borrow?>


<Yeah, I do. U cn borrow it anytime, baby>


<Is it big?>


<HUGE. And if yr very good, I’ll let you touch my helmet>








Fireman puns are just too easy. You can’t really say this is turning you on, but it’s fun.






<I’ve always wanted to stroke a fireman’s helmet. What does it feel like?>


<It’s hard, baby. Real hard. Like my POLE>


You giggle. <Mmmm. Now I’m really getting hot>


<You mite need to take something off>


<I might. Oh look, I’m slowly lowering the straps of my negligee … >


<Do it baby … do it slowly … >


<It’s fallen on to the ground. All I’m wearing now is my g-string and heels. What should I do next?>


<Touch yr beasts>








You can’t help it, you burst out laughing.






<My BEASTS?>


<Sorry. Got 2 excited!!! Forgot the R>


<It happens>


<Yeah. Still LOLing>








LOLing? Oh dear, but you type:






<Me too [image: Image]!>


<Wait. Brb>








He’s back online in thirty seconds.






<Gotta go. Rain chek???>


<Sure. And be safe out there>


<U 2 XXXX>








That was amusing rather than erotic, and although you hope he might be a bit more articulate in person than online, at least he has a sense of humour. Plus you’re getting used to the poor spelling. What to do now?


To chat to the sculptor, go to page 8.


To message the Count, go to page 12.


To call it a night, go to page 19.




You’ve decided to chat to the sculptor


Online flirting is going to be something of a challenge via Google Translate, but what the hell, you think – you’ll try anything once.






<So, how’s Amsterdam tonight?> you type.


<Amsterdam is a beautiful city>


<I hear it’s also a very sexy city … >


<It would be more sexy if you are here>








Now we’re talking, you think, beginning to feel a little flushed.






<How do you know? You’ve never even met me>


<You sound sexy>


<You’ve never heard me either>


<I am artist. I do not hear to know that you are sexy. I have imagination>


<Is that so? And do you imagine me often?>


<Yes, if I say the truth. I imagined the night before, you were here>








You type a response, feel shy, delete it, retype it, and then press ‘enter’ before you can change your mind again:






<And what were you imagining?>


<I imagining that you were here and we kissed>


<Really? And was I a good kisser?>


<Yes very well. Almost as well as myself>








You laugh. There’s nothing sexier than a man with a sense of humour. Even in the weird world of Google Translate, he’s funny.






<Well … maybe you could give me some lessons?>








Mmm. He could give you kissing lessons, and you could give him English lessons …






<I would like>


<I think I’d like more>


<And in my imagining, when we were done with kisses, I let my hand go into your panties and fingered you to coming>








You swallow. This is getting serious. Heat rushes through your body, and you wriggle a little, letting your own fingers wander down south.






<you hav a verry vivid inagimation>


<Are you now touching yourself?>


<what makess you say that>


<I’m here the one who has bad English, so I think you must be typing with one hand only>








Caught out, you snap both hands on to the keyboard, trying to decide how to respond. You’re flushed, partly from embarrassment and partly from arousal. How do you answer? You don’t want to tell him the truth – that just a few words from him has you fiddling in your drawers. Mercifully, he notices your long pause and comes to your rescue by changing the subject.






<Maybe you should just come to Amsterdam, then we no longer have to make a fantasy>


<Maybe … > you type. And then you add


<maybe … > again.








Your computer pings as a chat request comes in from someone else.






<Maybe you should not perhaps come, but definitely>


<It’s definitely a maybe>








You’ll leave him to figure out that phrase on his own.






<Thanks for the chat, sexy boy. Talk again soon. xxx>








You log out quickly before he can suck you back in, and check your inbox – there’s a new message from the Count, and one from Firefly too. Do you respond, or have you had your fill of juicy banter for one night?


To chat to the fireman, go to page 4.


To message the Count, go to page 12.


To call it a night, go to page 19.




You’ve decided to chat to the Count






<Ciao bella!> comes the Count’s usual greeting, and you tell him it’s great to hear from him, wondering whether it would be cheesy to send one of those kiss-wink emoticons that indicates ‘I’m feeling flirty’.








As if your thoughts are being transmitted through the cyber-ether, he types:






<I have something to ask you tonight>








Ooh. This sounds promising.






<Anything you like!> you respond.


<May I be very bold? May I picture you naked?>








You gulp a bit. But you have to admit, you’re keen on the idea – and what harm can it do?






<Er, sure, go ahead. But be warned, I might be picturing stuff too>


<Those beautiful breasts. I am sure the skin is as soft and smooth as cream. Right now, I am imagining strawberries with my cream. Cherries. Wait, grapes! Plump and firm and ripe on my tongue … >








Your nipples have leapt to attention at his words. You slide a hand inside your top and click over to his photo, admiring his sensual mouth, the strong shape of the bow of his top lip, the glint of white teeth. You imagine that mouth travelling down the bare skin of your chest, kissing its way over your breasts, capturing your nipples. Your breath starts coming a little faster, and your hand trails down to play with one of your breasts, rolling the nipple gently between your fingertips.






<Is that all right? I haven’t offended? Must I stop?>


<No!>


<Good, so you like?>


<Um yes>








You can’t wait to see where this will lead. You’re a bit nervous – you know all about cyber-sex, but you’ve never actually tried it. So far, you’re mostly intrigued – and more than a little turned on.






<I need to taste more of this cream>


<Be my guest>


<Lapping, like a cat. Ah, you taste so good, you are so sweet and sexy, all at the same time … >


<Thanks, you’re pretty sexy too>


<So you are enjoying this? Me, I am enjoying it very much. And shall I tell you what I enjoy even more?>


<Go ahead!>


<Figs>


<???>


<They are my favourite. I am thinking how much I like to run my thumb down the tender skin, peeling it apart, opening up the fruit … >








Heat flushes through you as the penny drops, and a thrill surges through your pussy. Hastily, you type back <wow> with one hand as you shift your laptop aside and tug down your cotton knickers. You take another quick look at his profile pic, and this time you imagine his mouth travelling south. Giving a little moan at the thought of those firm lips ministering to your tropical zones, you adjust the pillows behind you and let your knees fall apart. Meanwhile, Claudio is still typing:






<to expose the soft deep pink flesh, the juice … >








And you can’t resist, your own fingers slip down to your thighs, your middle finger curling in to part your pussy lips, which are swollen and damp. Between them, you’re certainly as juicy as Claudio is imagining …






<i like to split the fig wide open, and then eat the inside, pressing it into my mouth, using my tongue to catch every drop>








You whimper, shamelessly stroking your pussy, running your finger up from the wet opening to your clit as you watch the screen, anticipating the little ‘ping’ sound that accompanies each line of chat.






<figs and cream, the perfect combination>


<yss> you type, not very accurately.








Fortunately, Claudio (who, you notice, has abandoned the use of capital letters) is too much of a gentleman to comment.






<i especially like the dark, musky figs>








And then, a few seconds later:






<so succulent ripe>








You’re beyond typing, helplessly massaging your clit, feeling the sense of urgency growing in your soaking pussy, the ache deep in your pelvis demanding relief.






<I lick the delicate inner skin>


<then I go back for more>








As his words appear on the screen, you tip over the edge, coming in a glorious flood, your body bending like a bow against your pillows. Your laptop slides off the duvet, but you’re enjoying yourself too much to care. Pleasure radiates through your body, and for a few long seconds, it really feels as if Claudio’s right there with you, and that he’s just given you a fabulously satisfying orgasm.


You realise that’s exactly what has happened – in a manner of speaking – and scrabble for your laptop. Fortunately, you haven’t accidentally switched it off, or exited the program, and there are several messages waiting for you in the chat window:






<but perhaps this is enough for you>


<bella?>


<I hope I have not gone too far?>


<no no> you type hastily. <that was really really great>


<Ah, I trust you are satisfied? I know I am>








You blush. And then stretch, knitting your hands until your knuckles crack.






<Mmmm. Let’s say I’ll sleep well tonight>


<In which case, let me kiss you goodnight and wish you good dreams. Of me, I hope. Xxx>








You smile and type back <xxxx>. You always thought cyber-sex might be a bit impersonal, even tacky, but it was surprisingly romantic. And very, very hot. It certainly hit the spot … You pad off to run a bath, still grinning.


Go to page 19.



You’ve decided to call it a night

Well, that was interesting. You have a luxurious bath, make yourself some cocoa and are about to head off to bed when your laptop beeps yet again. There are three messages waiting for you from pickmydate.com. The first is from the sculptor:



<Perhaps it is the time that we get together?>





The second is from the Count:



<Bella, I feel a great longing to see your beautiful face in person>





And the third is from FireflyNYC:



<Hey. Wanna meet IRL?>





Wow. What are the chances of all three of them coming up with the same idea? And what should you do now? You’ve got your bonus from work, and you could easily take some time off. But are you really going to fly off and meet a relative stranger in an unknown city?

You mull it over. Worst-case scenario, if you go to New York and it doesn’t work out with Firefly, you can always do some shopping, see the sights and soak up the atmosphere. And who doesn’t want to explore Venice? Even Venetians like to go there for their holidays. Then there’s Amsterdam: everything you’ve heard about it suggests you could be in for a wild ride – on a bicycle, if that’s your choice.

Decisions, decisions …

If you’d like to go Dutch and visit your sculptor, go to page 21.

If you decide to count in the Count, go to page 113.

If you take up Firefly’s offer, go to page 245.



You’ve decided to go to Amsterdam to see the sculptor


You type:






<You’re on! I’ve decided to come to Amsterdam!>








LittleDutchBoy’s message blips on to the screen almost the second you’ve pressed ‘enter’.






<Fantastical! When you are coming?>








As soon as possible, you think, but you decide not to type that. You quickly Google flights. There’s a reasonably priced one leaving in a couple of days. You send him the details.






<I am send you my address now, also my name, which is Sven!> he responds. <See you coming soon!! XXX>








You smile. At least the letter X can’t get lost in translation.


You open a new page to search for ‘boutique hotels, Amsterdam’, but as you scroll down, you accidentally click on one of the ads in the side bar. A window pops open and ‘Kink’s Online Boudoir’ flashes before your eyes. Curious, you scroll down the page. You’re not a complete stranger to sex toys. Someone once gave you a vibrator for a gag birthday gift, and it’s been a close friend on and off, ever since. But you’ve never actually been in a sex shop, or bought anything fancier than a little playful lubricant or condoms from your local pharmacy.


Three items catch your eye as you navigate the site. The first is a white latex nurse’s outfit. Its skintight boned bodice laces up the back with a red silk ribbon, and its skirt is so short, there would be very little polite sitting-down in it. It also comes with white fishnet stockings, red patent-leather stilettos that make you want to click your heels twice and say ‘there’s no place like home’, a headpiece with the obligatory red cross decal, and a pair of barely-there knickers that on closer inspection are almost entirely crotchless.


Hey, if meeting LittleDutchBoy for the first time gets awkward, you should be able to kiss and make it all better in this get-up.


The next item that catches your eye is billed as a ‘Starter Bondage Kit’. Bondage isn’t something you’ve ever tried before, but then you’ve never booked a flight to meet a blind date before either, so it appears that this is turning into a day for trying out new things. The kit contains a pair of handcuffs that look like the real thing, a black leather whip with a number of knotted tails, a riding-crop, and a rather ridiculous black leather mask with a zip for a mouth. Sven may not be able to speak perfect English, and your Dutch is non-existent, but surely neither of you will have any problem understanding the universal language of spanky-spanky?


You scroll down further and lean in for a closer look at a purple trinket. It’s a bullet-shaped ornament with a small wireless remote control, like a garage-door clicker. According to the blurb, it’s a ‘Remote Control Love Egg’. The vibrating bullet goes into your pussy, and whoever has the remote control chooses the level, intensity and duration of the vibrations. Imagine the possibilities.


You should definitely get a little saucy something to take with you. You don’t have to use it if you don’t want to, but what fun if you do. The only question is: which item should you pick?


If you pick the naughty nurse’s outfit, go to page 25.


If you pick the starter bondage kit, go to page 29.


If you pick the remote-controlled bullet, go to page 58.




You’ve picked the naughty nurse’s outfit


Your mouse hovers over ‘add to basket’: you take a deep breath and click. The details page appears asking where you want your outfit delivered. You’re about to fill in your home address when a better idea pops into your head. You could have it sent directly to Sven with a suggestive note written with the kind assistance of Google Translate. You do the maths. They offer a twenty-four-hour courier service, so the package should arrive at his place tomorrow, giving him a taste of what’s to come. It’s such a cute little outfit, what red-blooded man wouldn’t find it tantalising?


You fish around for the scrap of paper on which you’ve copied down his address, tap it in, add your credit card details, and agree to the terms and conditions. Then you type a quick note:






Dear Sven,


I’m looking forward to meeting you in the flesh. I know this is a little kinky, but I thought this outfit would be a great way to break the ice. I hope you like it?


See you soon.


X








With the help of Google Translate, it becomes:






Geachte Sven,


Ik kijk er naar uit u te ontmoeten in het vlees. Ik weet dat dit een beetje kinky, maar ik dacht dat dit outfit zou een geweldige manier om het ijs te brekenzijn. Ik hoop dat je het leuk?


Tot snel weerziens.


X








You copy and paste it into the field provided and click ‘send’. This is going to be one blind date neither of you will ever forget. Then you haul out your suitcase. That’s your first holiday outfit sorted, and while you don’t plan on wearing too many clothes while you’re in Amsterdam, you should probably pack a few other items, just in case.


You’re hunting for your passport the next morning, when you hear the ping of a message landing in your inbox. You’ve been hovering around your laptop, waiting for a response to your note, grinning as you imagine the look on Sven’s face when the gift arrives.


Yes, it’s from him! Feeling a tingle in your nether regions, you hesitate before opening the message to prolong the anticipation. How can you be this hot and bothered just thinking of someone you’ve never even met? It must be the thought of all the things he’s going to do to you with those sculptor hands of his. Unable to resist any longer, you open his message. You’re surprised – it’s in Dutch, and he usually translates his messages first. You quickly cut and paste it into Google Translate.






Your parcel arrived today.


The contents surprised me somewhat.


I think it is wise to tell you that I am here not like you.


So maybe we’re coming to Amsterdam better move to a later time.


I am currently also working on because a new job, so it does not look so good to you now to see Amsterdam.


I have your Gimp Suit returned to sender.


I hope you find what you are looking for.


Sven








Your cheeks burn fuchsia. A gimp suit? What’s he talking about? The online sex shop must have delivered the wrong package. With the language barrier, how can you even begin to explain the mistake to him? And even if you could, would you ever be able to look him in the eye? What a disaster.


Your computer pings again. You shudder, hoping it’s not Sven, and peek at the screen through your fingers. Thankfully, it’s a message from Firefly, just dropping by to say ‘hi’.


Hmmm. Maybe you don’t have to cancel your trip after all: you could just pick another location – and who doesn’t love a New York fireman? Then there’s the lure of your aristocratic playboy in Italy … you’ve always wanted to go to Venice. You know what they say about one door closing …


To go to Venice to visit the Count, go to page 113.


To go to New York City to check out the fireman, go to page 245.




You’ve picked the starter bondage kit


You shuffle forward in the queue, your ticket and passport in hand. You can’t believe you’re doing this! Who jumps on a plane to go on a blind date? Clearly you do. Your heart thumps at the prospect of what the next few days might hold. After you’ve arrived and located your hotel, the first thing you’re planning on doing is telling Sven that you’ve arrived safely. Then maybe dinner together – and after that, who knows?


You clutch your carry-on bag closer. As well as the usual travel paraphernalia, it contains a new book, spare underwear and your starter bondage kit. You were going to bury it at the bottom of your suitcase, but what if it got lost in transit and officials had to open your case to identify the owner? You’d be far too embarrassed to claim it back, so you decided to take the kit on board with you instead.


You’re so busy daydreaming, you step through the metal detector frame without putting your bag on the conveyor belt. There’s a high-pitched beeping sound, and you’re ushered sternly back through to the other side.


‘Shoes,’ a gruff security guard barks at you.


You take them off and drop them into the tray with your bag.


‘Belt.’


You remove that too, then walk back through the metal detector. Sirens blare, lights flash and you’re instantly descended on by several more security guards. You do a quick mental body search. What could have set off the machines this time? Your necklace, or perhaps the wire in your bra?


But it’s not you, it’s your bag. Uh-oh. Your throat feels like you’re swallowing an acorn. A female guard frisks you while two others whip through your bag. One pulls out the handcuffs, blinks, and then glares at you. The other is staring at the knotted whip and – oh, the horror – the zip-up mask. It dawns on you that the passengers in the neighbouring queues are staring at you with a mixture of shock and glee – it looks like you’ve scored yourself a starring role in hundreds of future travelling anecdotes, along with a couple of Instagram and Facebook posts.


The airport security interrogation room contains nothing but a metal table, two chairs and a camera on a tripod in the corner. A small red light on it blinks as you shift in your seat. A million thoughts race through your mind. How exactly are you going to explain this? Will you be arrested? And are you going to make your flight?


After what feels like an age, the door opens, a man steps inside, and there’s a subtle shift in the atmosphere. You’re not sure what you were expecting, but this isn’t it. This guy is tall, with broad shoulders, and dark-brown hair. He’s wearing a pair of tightly fitting jeans, a checked shirt and black boots. He looks more like a rugged TV soap star named Ridge, Twig or Storm than an airport official.


‘Sorry to have kept you waiting,’ he says, flipping open your passport, and comparing you with your photograph. You wince; to say it’s an unflattering likeness is an understatement. It looks like a mug-shot, which won’t help your cause here.


He catches your eye, and it might just be you, but is that a tiny zing of chemistry between you? He has a square jaw and perfectly white teeth, and the blue of his eyes is made even deeper by long black eyelashes. You glance down at his hands. They’re larger than average (and no wedding ring). You cast a quick look at his Timberland boots – also larger than average.


‘Aren’t you security guys supposed to be in uniform?’ you blurt.


He assesses you for a long moment. ‘This is my uniform,’ he says. ‘I usually work undercover. I get called in to deal with the more … unusual cases.’


‘Oh.’


‘So, let’s see what we have here,’ he says, dropping your bag on the table.


A flush races up your neck to your cheeks. ‘There’s been a terrible mix-up …’ you stutter. ‘I’m not … it’s not …’


He unzips your bag, and the first thing he pulls out is a black lace g-string. He folds it professionally without making eye contact and returns it to your bag, then he slowly unpacks and places each offending item on the table, noting them down on his clipboard as he does so.


‘Handcuffs, police issue. Large whip. Small whip …’


You slide down as far as you can in your seat, wishing the floor would open up and swallow you.


‘… and maybe you’d like to explain this?’ he asks, holding up the mask.


‘It’s freezing in Amsterdam at this time of year,’ you say.


He takes the seat across from you, his expression serious. ‘You can see how bad this looks, can’t you?’ he says.


You nod, unable to find your voice.


‘We take matters of international security extremely seriously …’


‘I’m not a terrorist!’ you squeak, fear ripping through you, as visions of yourself in a cell in Guantánamo Bay spring to mind. You clearly watch far too much late-night television.


‘It’s okay,’ he says, his voice gentler. ‘We didn’t think you were.’ A small smile cracks the corners of his lips. This man should be playing a security agent on TV, instead of being one in real life. He’s far too good-looking for this.
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