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    Chapter One




    ‘This is the girl.’




    Angelito looked at the photograph. He was surprised. He hadn’t expected her to look like that. ‘You are sure?’




    ‘I’m certain. She’ll be there tonight. Don’t screw this up, Angelito. You know how important she is.’




    Angelito nodded once, and left the room.




    





    ‘And the winning ticket is … Number 42!’




    Lindsey checked her ticket. ‘Damn it,’ she muttered. She sheepishly raised her hand and stood up, trying to avoid eye contact with the people staring at her. Mr Carlyle looked her way and smiled, throwing his hands wide apart and proclaiming, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, the winner of our first prize, a ticket to see the sold-out Angelito Tarrago show tonight, Lindsey Wade!’




    There was a quiet ripple of polite applause as Lindsey nervously shuffled her way from the back of the room to the front, keeping her head down, her dark blonde hair falling into her face as she walked. She suddenly felt very conscious that she wasn’t wearing any make-up, and felt judgmental eyes on her baggy black trousers and her high-necked dull beige sweater. She had only entered the raffle because it was a charity event; her workmates would have guilt-tripped her endlessly if she hadn’t taken part. And now she had won the first prize: one ticket to a magic show. She didn’t even like magic shows. And she didn’t like the man she was now shaking hands with for a photograph.




    Lindsey had been working for John Carlyle for the past two years, and it had taken considerably less time than that for her to see the smug old lech who hid beneath the sharp suits. But he was her boss, so she shook his hand, smiled awkwardly for the photo, accepted a kiss on the cheek and walked back to her desk at reception, her face flushed with embarrassment.




    She sat down and took a quick sip of water to calm her nerves. Almost on cue, her friend, Cammie, walked over to her with a devilish grin fixed on her full lips, her big brown eyes glimmering with a hint of naughtiness. Lindsey briefly perused Cammie’s outfit and, as usual, was left feeling vastly inferior. Her long, perfectly straightened dark brown hair fell beyond her shoulders onto an outfit that made her look more like a secretary from the 1950s than a modern paralegal: a white shirt with thin vertical grey stripes that disguised her small breasts, the short cut of the sleeves revealing her thin, lightly tanned arms; paired with a figure-hugging pencil skirt that showed off the curvy arse she always insisted on drawing attention to.




    ‘Look at you, off to see the world-famous Angelito Tarrago!’ Cammie said as she perched on the edge of Lindsey’s desk. She had fun with the pronunciation, rolling the “r” of the Spaniard’s name and making exaggerated gestures with her hands.




    Lindsey snorted, staring down at nothing in particular. ‘Do you want to go instead?’




    ‘I’d love to, but I’m seeing Jason tonight.’




    Lindsey had only met Jason a few times, and their conversations had always been very superficial. He seemed nice, though, if a little shallow. She thought that he seemed like a good fit for Cammie; probably a better choice of partner than Cammie realised. Lindsey jumped at the chance to send the conversation away from herself and asked, ‘How’s it going with him anyway?’




    ‘It’s going good,’ Cammie replied with an accentuated slowness. ‘I don’t think it’s really going anywhere, but he treats me well and he’s incredibly hot and we have great sex, so I can’t really complain!’




    Lindsey couldn’t help but wince. Cammie was often this brutally honest about sex when she spoke to her female friends, and although Lindsey had known her long enough to become accustomed to hearing about it, she still couldn’t understand the need to talk about something so private.




    ‘In fact, tonight,’ continued Cammie, ‘I’m going to surprise him and –’ her voice dropped to a little more than a whisper ‘ –indulge one of his fantasies. He told me he’s always wanted to try bondage, so I’m leaving my door unlocked, putting something sexy on, and tying myself up. Then I’ll just wait for him to come over.’ She grinned, almost as if she expected Lindsey would suddenly change her entire personality and start giggling with her.




    ‘You’re leaving your door unlocked? What if some stranger just walks in?’




    ‘Then I guess he’ll fuck me instead,’ she quipped, while Lindsey tried not to be offended by Cammie’s throwaway use of that word. ‘But anyway, this isn’t about me. You need to be going to that show tonight. You won it, you deserve to go!’




    ‘You expect me to go on my own?’




    ‘Sure, why not? It’s a magic show, not a nightclub. Just sit down and be entertained. You could do with some fun.’ Cammie affectionately touched Lindsey’s shoulder in a gesture of comfort, but Lindsey instinctively drew away, instantly regretting the motion. She liked Cammie; she didn’t want to offend her. She just wasn’t comfortable with personal conversations like this.




    ‘How long has it been now? Since … Since Eddie, I mean,’ Cammie continued.




    Lindsey paused, took a deep breath, and then replied, ‘Three months.’




    Cammie took a moment and gently asked, ‘So don’t you think you deserve some fun?’




    ‘When I think of having fun, the first thing that springs to mind isn’t a magic show,’ Lindsey replied in a too-serious tone.




    Cammie chuckled. ‘Seriously Linds, you’ll enjoy it more than you think. Angelito Tarrago is incredible; don’t pretend like you didn’t watch that stunt he did on TV last year with the Sphinx. You’ll have a great time. Even if you don’t, it’s only a couple of hours wasted. And it’s not like you have to pay for it.’ She leant in and stroked Lindsey’s arm and this time Lindsey forced herself to remain still. Her hair dangled in her face, hiding the deep green eyes that shone with a hint of sadness.




    





    John Carlyle sat at his desk, watching this exchange through the tall panes of glass that surrounded his private office. In the 20 years since he and his associate Benjamin Boone had founded the company, he’d had his pick of all the naïve young girls looking to further their careers in law. He was well aware that he had a reputation for being a dirty old man, but he had no objections to it; he knew that reputation was well founded. But for all his best efforts, no matter how much he’d plied her with alcohol at Christmas parties, he’d never got anywhere with Cammie. And still she had the nerve to dress like that.




    His lips curled into a snarl as he thought of what he could do to her, given the opportunity. Those plump, juicy lips … He exhaled hard as he unzipped himself under his expensive mahogany desk, his eyes locked on the movement of Cammie’s beautiful mouth as she spoke to the boring one on reception. He wrapped the fingers of one hand tightly around his swelling cock and stroked himself, picturing Cammie on her knees in front of him.




    ‘Fucking dirty slut,’ he grumbled under his breath, visualising himself holding her head perfectly still – two hands firmly gripping the back of her skull as he penetrated those big, soft, glossy lips. Her eyes would stare up at him innocently, beginning to water as he pumped in and out of her unmoving mouth, the tip slamming hard into the back of her throat. All would be silent but for muffled grunts as she struggled to get a breath into her lungs.




    ‘One day I’ll have you,’ he groaned aloud as his grip tightened, his clenched fist pumping harder and faster, his eyes fixed on the subtle movements of Cammie’s lips.




    





    ‘Besides, he’s sexy as hell.’ Cammie grinned. ‘You should go. You really should. A lot of people would kill for that ticket.’




    ‘Well, I don’t know about the killing, but I guess you’re right,’ Lindsey muttered, ‘but what should –’




    Cammie took this as a sign that she had won this debate; she smiled her brilliant smile and interrupted Lindsey. ‘I’ve got to be home and ready for Jason by eight, but I’ve got enough time to drive you home and help you pick an outfit.’ She turned and started to walk off, her peachy arse wiggling. ‘Pick you up from your desk at five!’




    Only three hours after she’d finished work, Lindsey stood nervously in a bustling queue outside the theatre. It was cold and dark – November had firmly set in. Acutely aware of how uncomfortable she felt, Lindsey realised this was the first time in three months that she had left the house in the evening.




    Keeping her eyes directed at her feet, she half-walked, half-stumbled through the inside of the dimly lit theatre in simple black high heels teamed with figure-hugging designer jeans and a light blue top that showed a little more cleavage than she felt comfortable with. She wore the same make-up she always used to wear on a night out: a little mascara on her sweet eyes combined with a subtle pink lipstick. The entire outfit was comprised of things she hadn’t worn in months, and that knowledge made her feel on edge and out of place. She wasn’t that woman any more. Unfortunately, Cammie was persistent.




    She turned her head left to right and back again as she struggled to find her seat. E4, E5, D4, D5, C4, C5 … C6. Lindsey cursed to herself as she realised she would be sitting only three rows from the front in the centre block of seats, with only one empty seat between her and the aisle. The theatre was large and ostentatious, with plush, comfortable red seats and a huge stone arch around the stage area. Her heart fell heavy with shame as she glanced around and realised that she was the only person in the vicinity who was there alone. Everywhere she looked, couples chatted with their arms around each other, and groups of women giggled with the anticipation of seeing a world-famous entertainer.




    A mere five minutes had passed before Lindsey’s already weak confidence took another pounding as she felt someone sit down in the empty seat to the left of her. She meekly glanced to see who it was, praying it would be some dowdy grandmother or a kindly nun. No such luck. She couldn’t help but take a sharp intake of breath at the sight – a tall man, probably a little older than her, with floppy dark hair that swept into his eyes. He was wearing black jeans with a casual white shirt. She could tell just from a brief glance at the fit of his clothes that he had the type of slender, toned body Cammie would go crazy for. She briefly wondered if it were the type of body she would go crazy for herself, and she gazed unhappily down at her feet as she realised that she didn’t know any more.




    As the man sat down, something like a spark tore through Lindsey, beginning somewhere in her midriff and heading off in two directions simultaneously. All at once her head felt woozy and her eyelids became heavy; a shiver danced all the way over her arms to the tips of her fingers; and her thighs instinctively clenched tightly against each other as a wet tingle erupted in her sex. Not knowing why, and certainly not being the type of person to do such a thing, she quite deliberately turned her head to the stranger and smiled.




    He didn’t need to turn; he was already looking at her with a curious look in his mesmerising eyes. He had an odd face, somewhere in between man and boy; youthful good looks contrasting with the world-weary, jaded expression of an older, more cynical man. He had a day or two’s worth of dark stubble around the sharp definition of his jaw line, and his intangibly bright green eyes seemed to almost sing to her. Lindsey was convinced that, just for the briefest of moments, she caught a flicker of yellow in those eyes, but then dismissed the observation as a trick of the light.




    She attempted to say “Hi” but no words came out; instead her lips parted a fraction and some breath quietly slipped her body.




    The lights in the theatre suddenly went out altogether and a booming, over-the-top voice exploded from the speakers.




    ‘Ladies and gentlemen … What you are about to witness is the result of decades of training. Secrets of magicians past, handed down from generation to generation. He has dined with kings, performed miracles, and created some of the most incredible feats you will ever set eyes on. The number one magician in the world … Angelito Tarrago!’




    Despite the cheesy intro the theatre erupted into thunderous applause; some people were even standing as intense bright lights shone back and forth over the hundreds upon hundreds of people in the audience. Lindsey felt like she had never seen lights so bright.




    As suddenly as they had started, the house lights abruptly shut off.




    Seconds passed, the applause dying down to quiet, confused muttering.




    A blood-red spotlight flicked on, illuminating a small circle of the stage, moving as it followed the imposing figure striding across the wooden floor. Dead silence filled the whole venue. Not even a breath could be heard in that huge space; only the slow, rhythmic knock-knock-knock of shoes on theatre stage.




    The man was tall already, easily breaking the six-foot mark, but the stage made him appear even taller. He looked amazing; Lindsey found herself uncontrollably drawn to him even though he was roughly twice her age, and didn’t look anything like any of her previous boyfriends or crushes. She’d seen him on TV before and hadn’t batted an eyelid, but in the flesh he was something else. His torso was broad, accentuated by a thin black shirt with the top two buttons unfastened, revealing the olive skin beneath. His jet-black hair was long yet masculine, and would probably be past his shoulders if it weren’t scraped back and tied. He had a clean-shaved face, with a chiselled, angular jaw, and a commanding Roman nose beneath his piercing, ice-blue eyes. It took Lindsey almost a minute before she realised she hadn’t been breathing and she desperately needed to blink.




    Angelito was utterly mesmerising. He performed his first illusion without a word, somehow turning a clear plastic telephone sitting on a small table into a shower of bubbles that floated away toward the ceiling, the trick garnering rapturous applause from the audience.




    When the magician did speak, he did so loudly and confidently with frequent pauses in his sentences. The ears of everyone in the room were at his mercy. No one coughed, sneezed, or stirred in their seats; they simply sat, hanging on his every word. He spoke with a strong Spanish lilt in his deep voice.




    ‘Ladies and gentlemen … Please welcome to the stage my beautiful assistant – Teagan.’




    The room burst into more clapping as Teagan walked briskly onto the stage with her head held high and an immaculate white smile on her face. Lindsey recognised her as the girl on the posters plastered all over London, and she didn’t need to hear the girl speak to establish that Angelito must have hired her in California. Normally the sight of a girl like this would have made Lindsey cower inside herself but, for some reason, on this night she just wasn’t bothered.




    Teagan was like a men’s magazine fantasy woman made flesh. Blue-eyed and tall, with long, wavy platinum blonde hair. A toned, almost skinny figure, with golden skin and tight abdominals. Her disproportionately large, rounded breasts were encased in a skin-tight black top that showed off as much as possible for a family show. It was cut low at the top, exposing more than half of her chest, the lower end of the garment cutting off immediately below the bottom curve of her breasts. As if to make the costume more socially acceptable, it had one long sleeve for her right arm, the other arm left bare, and a delicate silver trim that followed the cuts of the fabric. A matching skirt that barely covered her rear showed off her long, thin legs; the look then completed with a pair of high stiletto heels. The expensive mass of diamonds on her neck and her bare wrist sparkled constantly under the stage lights. She couldn’t have been much older than 19 – a classic slice of American pie. Lindsey registered noise as the men in the audience shuffled uncomfortably in their seats.




    





    As time passed and the show progressed, Lindsey found herself gradually losing all peripheral vision until only the stage remained. Her other senses then seemed to dull and lose focus, though there was always the constant tingle just below her belly and the pleasant fogginess in her head. Her concept of time was the last to go – she couldn’t tell if she’d been watching for 20 minutes or a couple of hours.




    Incredible magic trick followed incredible magic trick. Teagan was transformed into a living, breathing tiger in what seemed like a second, and back again in seemingly less time than that. Angelito walked through a solid full-length mirror and came out the other side wearing completely different clothes. A helicopter, complete with pilot, appeared on-stage from nowhere. Three times, a large troupe of female dancers in skimpy, flamboyant costumes entertained the crowd as a diversion, their gyrating hips, toned stomachs and colourful headdresses drawing all eyes to them while black-clad stagehands, almost invisible against the black backdrop, prepared the stage for the next illusion.




    Throughout the whole performance, Lindsey sat mesmerised. She didn’t know whether it was the lights, the sound, the atmosphere, or just simply being out of her house for once, but she felt like she was on a different planet. Her hang-ups had all but disappeared; she hadn’t retreated into herself once since the show had started. She didn’t even become laden with nerves when Teagan appeared next to her and offered her hand, standing in the aisle right next to the empty seat at Lindsey’s side.




    A thought crossed Lindsey’s mind. Wasn’t there a man sitting there before? She willingly, sleepily took the assistant’s hand and was led the short distance from her seat to the vast stage. On the ascent up the stage steps she grinned to herself, uncharacteristically amused by how different her last walk through a crowd had been, less than 12 hours earlier.




    Between the dreamy, almost trance-like state she was in and the stage lights that beamed directly onto her from somewhere way above, she couldn’t make out a single face in the crowd. They were just a sea of murmuring shapes. The magician spoke to them of the trick he was about to perform, as stagehands brought out a metal structure built like a vertical bed, a support behind it keeping the contraption upright. Three long leather belts hung from the left hand side of the bed at varying heights, with clasps and padlocks matching their heights on the right-hand side. Teagan walked in front of the structure, her face beaming, her well-rehearsed movements proving her experience in the field. She then blindly took two steps backwards, pressing her back against the steel, as Angelito walked to Lindsey with a microphone in his hand. He casually put his arm around her shoulder and spoke to her, though his eyes were on the audience.




    ‘My dear, please, what is your name?’




    Lindsey leant forward some; she put her lips a little too close to the microphone and quietly said, ‘Lindsey Wade.’




    ‘Hello, Lindsey Wade. This is my closing act for the evening, and I need your help. What I need you to do is tie up my assistant.’




    Some excited giggles from the crowd followed that statement, along with a small round of applause. Angelito turned to them, raising an eyebrow in mock surprise. As a second burst of laughter made Lindsey’s cheeks go red, Angelito looked her in the eye, his expression friendly, gesturing to her that he wasn’t joking about her role in this performance. She stood transfixed for a second, unable to tear herself away from the piercing blue eyes that seemed to look directly into her soul. Then, remembering she was on a stage and hundreds of people were watching her, she made an effort to pull herself together, turning around and clumsily beginning to pull the straps across the American beauty.




    She started to seal the top strap, which ran underneath Teagan’s shoulders, seemingly perfectly placed so as not to cover up any of her cleavage. The assistant, unencumbered with a microphone, quietly muttered “Tighter” in Lindsey’s ear. Lindsey couldn’t look her in the eyes – it was a strange, uncomfortable situation to be in. She was standing far too close to a younger girl who wasn’t wearing nearly enough and whose literally unbelievable good looks made her nervous, and to top it all off she was doing this in front of a very, very large crowd. But given her present circumstances she had no choice but to oblige, so she pulled the strap tighter before fastening it and closing the padlock.




    Over two almost silent minutes that seemed like an agonising fifteen, Lindsey attached the remaining two ties; one ran across the middle of Teagan’s firm stomach, each side of the strap also serving to restrain her arms. The third and final strap pinned her legs down at the ankles. The magician moved over and, after slowly turning left and right with his arms outstretched, showing the entire crowd what was in his hands, added a final touch to Teagan’s predicament: a thick, black blindfold, presumably to prevent her from being able to see the locks. Angelito then gently manoeuvred Lindsey to the front of the stage as a ripple of appreciative noise came from the crowd.




    ‘So, Lindsey Wade. Are you happy that the straps are tight?’ he asked, before pointing the microphone to her lips.




    ‘Yes.’




    ‘Please try and release the padlocks. Are they securely locked?’




    Lindsey obeyed the instruction, half-heartedly pulling on the padlocks, and nodded her head in confirmation.




    ‘Ladies and gentlemen, please give Lindsey Wade a huge round of applause!’




    More than a thousand pairs of hands obliged, as Angelito leant in close to her and whispered, ‘Well done, my dear. Please go and take your seat.’ She felt his breath on her skin; it was warm and inviting. The magician spoke his goodbyes to the crowd in advance of his finale, thanking everyone for their attendance, as Lindsey returned to her seat, unknown faces in the crowd all smiling at her as she made the short walk back to row C. Her cheeks were burning with the adrenaline of having played a role – albeit a very small one – in the final trick of one of the world’s biggest magic shows. Wait until Cammie hears about this, she thought, smiling happily as she sat down to watch the payoff to the illusion she had helped to set up.




    Silence fell as dramatic music played, tribal drumbeats increasing in tempo and volume, the stage lights falling once again to a dim red. Angelito picked up a huge red satin sheet and stood to Teagan’s side, his eyes prowling the auditorium, his broad chest rising and falling as his breathing accelerated. As the music built in a crescendo, he threw the sheet up in the air. It completely obscured the view of the two performers, but for no more than a second at most.




    The sheet floated to the floor. The entire crowd stood up and cheered and whooped. Angelito was restrained on the metal rig, his assistant standing next to him, picking up the sheet as she hit the low point of a bow to the crowd. She threw the sheet back up into the air, and the stage was flooded with blinding white light as the satin dropped to the ground for the final time. The metal apparatus stood centre-stage, its leather belts hanging limply. The magician and his assistant were nowhere to be seen.




    The house lights came on, impolitely signalling the audience to leave. Lindsey stood agog at what she’d just seen, the noise from the surrounding crowd almost enough to deafen her.




    As she left the auditorium, she overheard several groups of people who had flaunted the theatre’s “no photography” rule complaining that all of the pictures they had taken were completely and utterly blank.




    After a short taxi ride home, Lindsey arrived at her small terraced house in Deptford and stepped inside, locking the door behind her. The evening’s entertainment had left her in an odd state of both tiredness and exhilaration, and in an attempt to unwind before going to bed she put a relaxing CD on while she began her nightly routine. She double-checked the doors were locked, pulled the curtains shut across all the windows, kicked off her shoes in no particular direction and then stripped to her underwear, putting her top into the dirty laundry basket and hanging her jeans on the back of one of the wooden chairs in the criminally underused dining room. As she did so, one of the rear pockets emptied itself onto the floor. She bent down to clean up her mess, and noticed a small silver card in amongst some money and an old shopping list.




    Confused, she picked up the silver card. No doubt it was a flyer she had been given by someone on the street which she’d then put in her pocket without registering the thought. Aside from the colouring the side facing her was blank; as she flipped it over to see what was on the other side, her heart skipped a beat and her body shivered like someone had just walked over her grave. She stood staring at the card for several seconds, a confused ruffle fixed on her forehead.




    On the top right corner of the card “TARRAGO ENTERTAINMENT INC.” was written in small font, underneath which were a Los Angeles address and an American telephone number. In the centre of the card was hand-written black ink. It said simply “Call me”, with a different phone number beneath. She couldn’t take her eyes off it. ‘How did that get there?’ she asked out loud. Without looking where she was going, she moved over to her sofa and sat down, transfixed by the card; trying to establish how and when the card got in her pocket and, most importantly, why. She made a conscious effort to relax her body and sit more comfortably as she began to run through the events of the evening in her mind.




    The answer came to her suddenly: it could only have happened when she was brought on stage! It was the only time she was anywhere near anyone else other than the crowd, and there was no way someone in the audience could have put a card in her back pocket while she was sitting down. That explained the how and the when, but not the why. Was this card really from Angelito Tarrago himself? Lindsey pondered this for a short while, reluctant to admit there was even a remote possibility that the magician wanted to see her again. He could have any woman in the world – why on Earth would a world-famous celebrity be interested in a receptionist from south-east London?




    She still had hold of the card; she clutched it like it was the most valuable thing in the world. She toyed with the idea of calling the number right then, even if just to see if this was nothing more than a cruel prank, but an overwhelming fear prevented her from doing so. She wanted to, but her heart was racing faster than she had ever known. She lightly shut her eyes and replayed the evening again, trying to cover every available angle just in case she had missed a crucial detail.




    





    Teagan was bringing her onstage. The magician spoke while the metal bed was set up. Lindsey was being asked to help with the trick. The audience laughed.




    The music in Lindsey’s living room started to become inaudible, her eyes closing further as the memory became increasingly vivid. The business card slipped loosely out of her fingers.




    The top strap of the contraption was being brought across Lindsey’s chest. She looked down to watch it being fastened, then raised her eyes to see the person restraining her. Teagan’s sparkling blue eyes locked into a lustful gaze with Lindsey’s. The assistant’s hands moved ever so slightly over Lindsey’s breasts as the strap moved across her chest, her nipples quickly tightening and growing, waves of subtle pleasure moving through her chest and then continuing downwards. The second strap was attached just above her jeans. This time Lindsey did not feel Teagan’s touch but she wished she had. Her crotch burned with desire, moisture soaking through her delicate underwear. Suddenly there was no vision. Just feeling. The blindfold must have been placed over her eyes.




    She felt the weight of denim moving down her body until her jeans were off her legs completely, her black underwear swiftly following; the insides of her thighs wet with her juices. Two hands simultaneously pushed her legs apart at the ankles and the third strap was attached, pinning her completely against the cold steel. She felt free; the folds of skin below her small triangle of dark blonde hair were open and eager, but she didn’t know whether the satin sheet was raised or whether the whole crowd could see her, completely on display from the waist down. Nothing moved and no sound was made.




    Suddenly her head jerked back and banged harshly against the metal and a startled yelp slipped her parted lips as she felt wet pressure on the rigid bud of her clit. The tongue moved in short, sharp circles, teasing her, sending powerful shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body that left her panting and swearing under her breath. For a short time she didn’t know whose tongue it was, and the not knowing excited her even further. It was only when the mouth closed around her and she felt the slight grain of stubble and the pressure of a masculine nose that she realised it must be the magician. He worked her softly, his tongue probing her gently but deliberately, before it slid inside her, to where no tongue had ever been. Her face burned; heat built up in her very core and increasingly loud moans fell from her mouth until her entire body convulsed with an eruption so strong that it prevented her from making a sound.




    





    Lindsey opened her eyes suddenly. It took her several seconds to realise where she was. The CD had finished playing and her living room was in total silence. She looked down at herself. One bra strap was halfway down her arm, the breast jutting out of its cup, her swollen pink nipple softening even as she looked at it in confusion. Her panties were taut around her knees, her legs spread. She realised with horror where her hand was, and quickly pulled away from herself like an arachnophobe that had accidentally almost touched a spider.




    She noticed her fingers glistening under the light. She didn’t know what do to; all at once she wanted to cry, put some clothes on, and scrub her hands clean until they bled. Instead she just sat there and tried to make sense of what had just happened. ‘It was just a dream,’ she told herself, ‘this happens to people all the time.’ In her heart of hearts she didn’t really believe it; it had been too vivid and she remembered too much for it to have been a dream, but she had to think something.




    She was appalled; she had never consciously thought of sex before, let alone touched herself. Not to mention the shocking details of her thoughts. She stood up, pulled her underwear back on, and went straight to bed without removing her make-up or brushing her teeth. She fell asleep feeling bemused and dirty, her heart full of guilt and shame.




    The silver business card remained face up on the ageing cream sofa, inches away from a dark, wet stain that would never wash out.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    At 8.15 on Saturday morning, the loud buzz of Lindsey’s alarm clock immediately wrenched her out of her troubled sleep and back into reality. She had fallen asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow, but she had tossed and turned for hours with bizarre, vivid dreams haunting her. She was already having trouble remembering the specifics, but one of them involved her being fired from a job she’d never actually had, and there were definitely several about bunnies.




    Over the course of the morning she sat in her dining room and drank cup after cup of hot tea in silence, desperately trying to understand what had happened the previous night. Eventually she went for a long, hot shower, ridding herself of the unclean feeling that had lingered with her since those strange thoughts had occupied her mind.




    Nude save for a thick white towel wrapped around her, she headed back downstairs and almost sat down before she noticed the business card on the sofa. Her heart fluttered unpleasantly and a wave of nauseating panic overtook her. After another cup of tea she came to the conclusion that sitting around being nervous wasn’t helping her, so she did the only thing she could do and picked up the telephone.




    During the long conversation with Cammie, Lindsey filled her in on the evening’s events – to a point. She told her all about the show itself, how she had been taken up on stage to help with the final trick and, most importantly, the business card. She left out the part about what had happened after she had arrived home. Cammie couldn’t contain herself when she heard about the business card, and screamed with excitement like a teenage girl at a boy band concert. She couldn’t believe that Lindsey was seriously entertaining the notion of not calling the magician, and threatened to call him herself if Lindsey didn’t do the right thing and make the call.




    ‘He’s a celebrity,’ she had said. ‘Even if nothing happens, he’s a celebrity! Think of the places he might take you to! Oh my God, Linds, you have to go. In fact, you know what? You’re going. I’m coming over later and I’m giving you a makeover. You call him right now. I’m hanging up.’




    Lindsey held the business card and played with it for some time before actually dialling. Even then, she hung up immediately after pressing the final digit, before the phone started ringing. On her fourth attempt, she actually let it ring to the point of being answered.




    ‘Hello?’ came the voice on the other end of the line. It was a female voice.




    Lindsey froze rigid and silent, wondering if she’d dialled a wrong number, or if her worst fears had just been confirmed and this really was a horrible prank. She looked at the number again, noticing the unfamiliar, assumedly American format of the digits.




    ‘Hello?’ a little louder this time. This time Lindsey noticed a definite Stateside twang to the voice.




    ‘Um … Hello? Is this … Is this the right number for – uh – Mr Tarrago?’




    A playful giggle came through the speaker. ‘Is this Lindsey Wade?’




    ‘Yes,’ replied Lindsey, very confused. ‘Who’s this?’




    ‘Hey Lindsey, it’s Teagan. You did a good job last night!’




    ‘Uh, thanks. Are you back in America already?’




    ‘No, we’ve got a couple of shows left yet. Why?’




    ‘The number. It’s American.’




    ‘Yeah, it’s Angelito’s cell. He told me to expect your call.’




    Lindsey paused again, noting there was no question, yet Teagan had stopped talking. She didn’t know what she was supposed to say. A croaky noise came from her throat before the chirpy Californian spoke again.




    ‘Lindsey? Are you there?’




    ‘Yeah, sorry. The card said for me to call Mr Tarrago. Is he there?’




    Teagan giggled again. Her endlessly cheerful attitude was already becoming irritating.




    ‘Mr Tarrago?’ she mimicked in an amused tone. ‘You can call him Angelito, you know. He’s at a meeting right now, but he told me you’d be calling. He’d like to take you out to dinner tonight. He’ll send a car to pick you up. If you let me know your address I’ll pass it on; the car will be with you at seven tonight.’




    Lindsey obliged the information and politely said goodbye. It was only after she hung up that she realised how quickly her heart had been racing for the duration of the call. The fear had left her palms clammy with sweat and her mouth sticky and dry. It suddenly dawned on her how thankful she was that Cammie was coming over to help her out – this was possibly the most daunting, frightening thing she had ever agreed to do in her life.




    ‘You call him right now. I’m hanging up.’ Cammie did what she promised to do and hung up before Lindsey even had chance to say goodbye, and then walked into the large, stylised bathroom of her modest Chelsea apartment, startling Jason. He was standing naked in front of the mirror, shaving his face. Cammie appraised his body from the feet up and smiled at her own good taste. They had met through a mutual friend; he was a successful City boy and showed all the traits that came with it. His dark blond hair was salon-styled once every two weeks, and his strict skincare regime left him with a permanently crystal-clear complexion. Being a couple of inches shorter than most of his peers, Jason made up for it by working out for at least two hours every day of the week. He was so muscular that he resembled the kind of plastic action hero figure young boys play with. The definition lines of each and every muscle cut much deeper than the norm, and the veins in his arms popped out violently. Save for his trimmed pubic hair, his entire body was waxed twice a week, leaving his youthful skin lastingly smooth.




    ‘I’m going to see Lindsey later, Jase,’ said Cammie, standing in nothing but a set of tiny black underwear.




    He spoke as he rinsed his razor in the sink, ‘Again? Didn’t you only see her last night?’




    ‘Yes, but she’s got a hot date tonight. And I mean hot.’




    At this Jason looked up into the mirror, talking to Cammie’s reflection in the glass. ‘I can see you looking at my arse, you know.’ Cammie chuckled, and Jason asked, ‘Who’s she going out with? Anyone I know?’




    ‘Doubt it.’ Cammie paused for dramatic effect before speaking again. ‘It’s someone you may have heard of though. Know the name … Angelito Tarrago?’




    Jason turned sharply on his heel, his penis swinging freely in the air. ‘Are you kidding?’ he asked loudly.




    She couldn’t stop herself from smiling. She loved a good story. ‘No. I’m serious. Angelito Tarrago has asked Lindsey out on a date.’




    ‘How the hell did she meet him?’




    Cammie shrugged her shoulders. ‘She went to his show and he slipped her his number. I told you I’d made her look good.’ She grinned.




    ‘Wow!’ He paused for a short while. ‘Jealous?’




    She laughed bitterly. She’d only been seeing Jason for two months and already he’d started with the “jealous” comments. Normally these little jibes started when they noticed how much attention she got from other men, not when discussing a celebrity she was unlikely to ever meet. Still, he was right. She was a little jealous, but not enough for it to bother her at all; envious was probably a better word, she thought. She had spent a number of sessions with her vibrators, constructing elaborate sexual fantasies where, by a range of ridiculous means, various gorgeous celebrities just happened to arrive at her door. Angelito was simply one of many.




    But Cammie had a trump card to play with this little game; she had seen how Jason stared at the posters advertising the Angelito Tarrago show as he walked around London – specifically, how he stared at the sluttily dressed blonde girl. He always tried to make it look like he wasn’t staring, but she caught him out every time. She’d just not mentioned it before – “boys will be boys” was her usual way of thinking.




    ‘Why,’ she eventually responded, ‘are you? Knowing that Lindsey will be able to talk to that blonde girl? She was on stage with the both of them last night, you know. She tied the girl up.’




    Jason was unprepared for this statement; the revelation that Cammie knew he liked Teagan and the startling mental image of her being tied up took him completely by surprise. Cammie’s eyes were fixed on his penis as it swelled slightly.




    ‘Oh, do you like that? What is it you like, is it her big, fake tits?’ She reached behind herself and unfastened her bra, sliding it off her shoulders and throwing it aside. She played with her small breasts as she spoke; her French manicured nails tweaking and teasing the increasingly stiff, dark points of her nipples. ‘Are these not good enough for you any more?’




    Jason’s cock grew thicker and longer as he stood naked, watching her toy with her perky breasts. He tried not to touch himself but the yearning quickly became too much, and his hand slipped down and squeezed his own hardness.




    ‘Aww,’ Cammie said. ‘Is it making you horny just thinking about her? Bless.’ She took a step closer to Jason and softly dragged the white tips of her nails along his impressive length. ‘I bet you want to fuck her right now, don’t you? Are you thinking about her cunt?’




    With her other hand she reached down inside her thong and rubbed herself. She slowly withdrew her fingers and asked, ‘Are you wondering what she tastes like? That tight, sweet pussy of hers?’




    She put two of her fingers knuckle-deep into her own mouth and sucked. She made a show of it; her eyes locked into Jason’s, every movement of her lips deliberately controlled, her tongue working skilfully around her digits. Jason couldn’t cope any more and gripped Cammie on each side of her tiny waist, his biceps flexing as he turned her around and lifted her onto the countertop.




    ‘You’re a dirty bitch, you know that?’ he grumbled as his hands moved to her hips.




    Cammie gasped and grinned, momentarily raising her arse off the counter while Jason deftly peeled her thong off and let it drop to the floor. As he opened one of the bathroom drawers to grab a condom, she muttered, ‘Jase?’




    ‘Yeah?’




    ‘Fuck me like you’d fuck her.’




    Jason immediately gave up on finding a condom. He responded to Cammie with a grunt as he brusquely yanked her toward the edge of the counter, her wet slit explicitly exposed as he put his arms between her legs and pushed them wide apart. ‘Fuck me,’ moaned Cammie, her eyelids half-shut and her body tense already from expectation alone. She squealed loudly as Jason suddenly filled her, pushing in as hard and deep as he could from the first thrust. He pumped forcefully in and out of her, his thick cock pushing her walls apart, the grip of his hands tight on her thin ankles. He groaned and grunted as he pleasured her, catching a brief glimpse of himself in the mirror behind Cammie’s head and inwardly marvelling at what his body must look like from her point of view. Their eyes then locked into each other’s: his were determined, almost angry; hers looking up with a girlish innocence that betrayed her filthy mouth.




    ‘Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,’ moaned Cammie, over and over again. Jason pounded at her while she reached behind herself with one hand for balance, the other hand reaching down, the tip of her middle finger moving over her clitoris as fast as she could manage. They both looked down at the same time, watching his ample cock disappear and reappear half an inch below her fingertip, and both felt an unbearable heat rapidly building up until they simultaneously climaxed loudly.




    Jason leant forward breathlessly and softly kissed Cammie, his arms still spreading her legs, his cock slowly diminishing inside her. She responded by flicking her tongue over his lips, and then she smiled and purred.




    ‘I’m not done with you yet, lover,’ said Cammie with a glint in her eyes as she pushed Jason’s head down. He took the hint and got on his knees, his tongue eager to probe inside her. His hands firmly gripped the backs of her thighs to support her, while his lips locked around her. She writhed with pleasure, a stream of obscenities pouring from her mouth while he devoured her, eagerly drinking the mixture of both their juices that came from her as he took her to –then past – the brink of ecstasy.




    





    Several hours later, Cammie was in Lindsey’s bedroom, looking through her wardrobe while Lindsey stripped herself of the scruffy clothes she had been lounging around in all day.




    ‘How about this? Have I seen this before?’ Cammie asked, pulling out a red dress that Lindsey had bought two years ago and never actually worn. It was an impulse purchase that was much more revealing than Lindsey felt comfortable with: short by her standards, stopping just above the knee; and up top it was easily the most low-cut item of clothing she had ever purchased. Just as Lindsey was about to answer the question, Cammie turned around and spoke again.




    ‘No. No, no, no. You can’t wear that underwear. You might get lucky tonight.’




    Lindsey’s shock registered in her voice. ‘What?’




    ‘It’s just a bit – average. You need something nice and sexy. You never know what might happen.’




    ‘Are you kidding? I’m not going to sleep with him. Who do you think I am?’




    ‘Hell, I’d fuck him. It’s not like you’re a virgin, you know.’




    Lindsey’s hands instinctively covered the small pot of her belly while she spoke. ‘Yeah, but one person, ever. And it’s not like that was casual sex. I’m not that kind of girl, Cam.’




    Cammie began to realise that she might have chosen her words more carefully. ‘I don’t mean that … All I’m saying is that particular underwear is not good for a night out with someone like him. Look at it this way; even if nothing happens and you don’t even kiss, there’s still a chance your bra might show. And you want to look good, right?’




    ‘Yes, but –’




    ‘No buts. Off.’




    Lindsey looked incredulously at Cammie. ‘Are you serious?’




    ‘Yes. Off with it.’ Cammie’s voice was that of a concerned friend: serious but amicable.




    Lindsey froze before replying. ‘Turn around then. And don’t look until I tell you to.’




    Cammie let slip a friendly laugh. ‘Oh, come on, Linds, it’s only me. What do you think I’m going to do? Just take it off and put something sexier on. Hell, I’ll get naked if it’ll help you.’




    ‘No, no, you don’t need to do that,’ replied Lindsey, her words accelerating as she tried to cover up how flustered she was. ‘All right. Just … Just wait until I find something better.’




    Cammie watched with an amused smile on her face as Lindsey rummaged through her bedside drawers, pulling out all manner of undergarments. She noticed that her friend really needed to go shopping and made a mental note to organise a trip with her. After a time Lindsey pulled out a red lace bra and matching thong. It had been the one sexy outfit she had ever purchased, specifically to please Eddie. She felt a pang of sadness but tried to ignore it, noticing Cammie’s grinning face nodding in approval at her choice. She turned her back to Cammie and removed her bra and panties. Her heart pounded as she stood naked, realising that, aside from when she’d been a baby, Cammie was now number two on the list of people who had ever seen her naked.




    She felt eyes on her; she couldn’t shake the feeling that Cammie had ignored her request to turn around and was looking at her body, mentally assessing the curves of her pale buttocks. Adrenaline was pumping through her veins and the back of her throat dried up as she hurriedly pulled on the underwear Cammie had helped to select. Lindsey tried to ignore the nagging thought in the dark recesses of her mind that told her this was a good kind of adrenaline, like riding a scary rollercoaster. She was loath to admit it, but standing there almost completely naked while her friend silently appraised her … It was exciting her.
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