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A Member of the Profession


    by Angel Propps





    ‘You don't understand,’ I said to the blank-faced man behind the counter at the jewellery store. ‘I need to return this ring. I am no longer engaged and ... And what could I say? My bastard ex fiancé had decided to dump me three weeks before our wedding and head off to Europe for a few months with every dollar in our joint bank account. The bills from the wedding had all come due and even after my parents had given what they could I had been stuck with cancellation fees and costs that were eating away every dollar I could lay my fingers on. I was broke and desperate and I wanted the man behind the counter to allow me to return the ring so I could at least have a little money in my pocket.




    ‘No,’ the thin and prissy-faced man said stuffily, ‘You don't understand. You cannot return that ring for a refund because it did not come from this store.’ He said that last with a look of utter distaste that would have been funny on any other day.




    ‘I don't understand,’ I said angrily. ‘What do you mean it did not come from here? Here is the box and it says... ’




    ‘No matter what the box says, the ring did not come from here. That is not even a diamond, it is a cubic zirconia.’




    I stared at him and then down at the ring he had lain on the counter like it would dirty his hand if he touched it too long. A stunning blonde stood at the long counter pretending not to hear us and I had enough time to wonder if she was there to pick out her own ring before I burst into tears. I could not help it, I was just a wreck. I grabbed the box that held the ring the bastard had given me and went out their door reflecting bitterly that he had certainly pulled a fast one on me. I had a bum ring and he had all the checking account money. I was trying to find ways to pay for everything and he was walking across good old Paris.




    ‘Wait,’ a husky voice said from behind me. I spun around and there she was; a tall, thin beauty in full make-up and dangerous red stilettos and a red and white designer sundress that cost more than my entire wardrobe. It was barely noon. I stood there and she came closer, I could smell the musky bitterness of her perfume, see the perfectly glossed streaks in her honey and platinum hair.




    ‘What do you want?’ I could hear the tiredness in my voice.




    ‘I couldn't help but overhear. I was wondering ... I could ... if you would like to make some money I could help you with that.’




    I stared at her. She looked like a model or a life sized doll. I couldn't figure out what she wanted with me so I just asked, ‘What do you mean?’




    We were standing outside the glass windows of the jewellery store and she took my arm and guided me out of the jeweller’s vision before she spoke. ‘I like sex,’ she said bluntly, ‘I like to fuck. I don't want a relationship or to be bothered with dinner and dancing or sweet words. I don't like games; I just want to get laid. If you want to let me fuck you I will pay you $1,000.’




    I burst into laughter. I mean it had to be a joke. For one second I actually looked around to see if I could spot the camera crew. There I stood, all five foot five and one hundred and fifty four pounds of me. Dark brown hair that hung to my shoulders, a face that was pretty when it wasn't so worried looking. Stubborn curves of both hip and tits and thick thighs that always seemed to draw attention. Nothing special. I mean Demi Moore might get hit on like that but me?




    ‘OK, $2,000.’




    She wasn't joking. I stood there looking at her face and the thing that kept me rooted to the spot was that simple truth. She meant it. She wanted to pay me two grand to fuck me.




    ‘I'm not gay.’




    ‘Neither am I. I am married, though, to a 74-year-old bastard who has a private eye who follows me as a career so there’s no way I can talk to men. If I could I would, believe it.’




    I knew it was insane. I mean who does that kind of thing? But I kept thinking of the way the jerk behind the jewellery store counter had been fawning over her when I walked in. I kept looking at the beauty shopped hair and the perfect toenails peeking from the open toes of her stilettos. I kept thinking how much I could get done with two grand.




    ‘Fuck it,’ I said, ‘I'm in.’




    Half an hour later I was wondering if I was crazy all over again. She had put me in her limo's plushy interior and we had chatted casually. She had whispered that there was a camera and the driver was nosy and a spy to boot so we pretended to be old college friends who had run into each other again.




    We had not been inside her luxurious condominium for ten minutes before I was tied to her bed. Literally. She had me stripped bare, shoved down onto the mattress and restrained so fast I did not know what hit me. I was flat on my back with my legs hoisted high and tied to the bed posts so that they were wide open and my ass cheeks were exposed. My arms were outstretched and also tied while a hard red ball gag was shoved in between my lips before I could even think.




    ‘Now we are ready to fuck,’ she purred and I stared as she took the dress off. Under it she was both unbelievably beautiful and naked. Her tits were small but firm, her ass curved upwards and her belly in. Her ribs stuck out and her pussy was clean shaven. I had to fight to breathe I was so scared but turned on all at the same time. ‘You better be worth my money, bitch,’ she added and I screamed behind the gag as she slapped my ass cheeks with one dainty hand.




    The spanking went on for a long time. At first I quivered and shrieked, tried to get away but then the pain faded and a boiling lust ignited in my belly. I could feel come dripping down the crack of my ass and dropping onto the bed. My eyes rolled back in my head and I whimpered with pleasure when she pushed a finger deep inside me.




    ‘You like that?’ She asked and then there were more fingers and her thumb was rubbing my clit fiercely, making me beg helplessly. I could feel how swollen and hard my clit was and she laughed as she took her hand away from me and left me straining upwards in need.




    She laughed again, a musical tinkle of sound and walked away from the bed. I could hear the faint click of her stilettos as she moved. Fear caused me to look over but I almost instantly wished I hadn't. She had a harness, something I had only ever seen on the pornos the bastard had liked so much and she was placing this gigantic cock in it, wriggling to get it just right and when she gave a happy sigh and clicked her way back to the bed I started to beg.




    ‘I can't understand you,’ she said coolly, ‘I don't speak poverty. Now if you want this to stop it will, but you won't get a dime from me, do you understand?’




    Rage and shame flooded my chest but my pussy was still dripping. I could not believe it. I could not possibly want that humiliation. I tried to form the words fuck you but the gag would not allow me to speak. She placed a tiny silver bell in my right hand and said, ‘You ring that bell, bitch, if you want to quit. Do you get it?’




    ‘Mhmmm uhhh,’ I got out and she climbed up into the bed, deliberately letting that cock slide across my belly, my chest and then she slapped me across the face with her tiny hand and rubbed that cock against the gag and my lips.




    ‘Bet you want me, you slummy little whore,’ she said and I groaned. ‘I bet you wish you could afford something as nice as this.’ I watched as her hands rubbed her tits, pinched at her nipples and raised them into hard pink peaks, ‘You are not good enough to taste my pussy. You will never be good enough for me. ‘




    I burst into tears and she backed away from my face so she could bite and suck at my large and dark nipples. They rose up, begging for her rough attention and she slapped them, twisted and bit them again and again until I screamed in misery.




    I came screaming and with her mouth on my aching nipples. I came wondering if this crazy doll baby woman was going to kill me. I came wondering if I even gave a shit if I did get killed. The way I was coming might have been worth it.




    ‘I am going to fuck you until you beg me to stop,’ she said and I had time to take one breath before she was inside me. That cock was enormous and I could feel it stretching me open wider and wider. She shoved it in as hard as she could while I lay there helpless under her. I could feel tears running down my cheeks and she laughed again as those tears streaked my face and ran down my chin. ‘Feels good doesn't it, you cheap bitch? You like that?’




    I nodded. Well, I did like it. I had never done anything like it, felt anything like it and I didn't want it to end. Her perfect body slapped against mine as she fucked me. Her tiny tits bounced and her razor sharp hip bones slammed cruelly against the inside of my thighs. Her hands twisted into my hair and she yanked my head up, forcing me to look into her eyes as she brutally used my cunt.




    ‘You better not come again. If you do, I am gonna pull this cock out of your cunt and stuff it in your asshole. Do you hear me?’




    ‘Yes!’ I screamed and she laughed at my muffled agreement.




    I had to look at her and she knew it. She locked her eyes on to mine and shoved herself into me harder and faster, grinding and thrusting until my pussy was soaked and sore. She reached over to the pillow and picked up the odd shaped object that she had laid there and with a flick of her wrist it began to purr. I screamed and tried to get away but she had tied me well. I could not escape from the cock, from the powerful pulsing hum of the vibrator as she worked it against my clit.




    ‘Don't come, you slut,’ she yelled at me. She had let go of my hair and she used her free hand to slap me lightly across the face again even as she fucked me even deeper than ever before.




    ‘I won't,’ I sobbed behind my restraint but she ignored it and pushed the vibrator harder against the throbbing knot of my clit. It was too much to take. She kept yelling for me not to come and the cock was fucking me so good, it felt so fucking right inside me. The vibrator purred. She fucked my pussy. I wanted to stay right there for ever.




    ‘If you come it's going in your ass,’ she warned and I arched helplessly upwards, ‘I mean it, you are gonna get fucked in the ass and it will hurt. Is that what you want?’




    Please let me come, I thought as I tried to arch my ass higher. I wanted to feel every inch of that cock, wanted to take every bit of it and the vibrator was stimulating me to the point I was nearly crazy with lust. I wanted to come and I wanted her to fuck me in the ass. I loved anal, something she obviously didn't know and I was glad she didn't. I had the feeling if she knew she would not have wanted to do it so badly.




    ‘Don't come,’ she said again and I did. I whimpered and twisted, slobbering and drooling down my chin as she used me roughly. I knew she had turned me into a slave to her twisted game. I didn't give a shit, I wanted it.




    ‘You bitch you knew better than that,’ she said and then she withdrew from my cunt. I could feel come spooling and pooling down my thighs and I screamed once, then closed my eyes in complete ecstasy as she went inside my willing ass. I lifted myself, shoving myself up higher and resting on my shoulders so she could get in deeper. She laughed and slapped me again, a light little love tap that stung against my right cheek.




    I have no idea how long she fucked me. I know I came over and over and I could tell when she did by the way she went faster and harder into me and then stopped, breathing deeply and whimpering. The sunlight drifted across the bed as she collapsed on top of me, groans coming from between her lips.




    I would have held her but she did not untie me. That she did not want comfort was obvious anyway, she rested for a moment and then got off me. As soon as she had her breath she led me to a large, marble accented bathroom and we got into a standing shower together. She soaped me and I soaped her, the rich lather smelled of lilacs and the towels we dried with were thick and fluffy. I would have loved to simply bask in the decadence of it but she had grown tired and slightly irritated by that time.




    At the front door, while I waited for her driver to bring her car around so I could go back to the jewellery store and retrieve mine, she handed me the two grand as well as an extra five crisp $100 bills.




    ‘As a tip,’ she said as I looked at her. ‘Listen, if you want ... well I have friends in the same position. Every once in a while they like ... you know ... to be serviced. None of us want women who look or live like us. We don't want anyone in our crowd, we need ...’




    She didn't finish. She didn't need to. It was easy to see that what she wanted was to be the one in charge sometimes. I wondered how often she felt as powerless and helpless as I had felt beneath her in that bed. How often she had lain beneath that old bastard of hers feeling trapped and used. We weren't that different really, she was doing what she had to do to make her lifestyle possible and I had just sold myself in the same way. The real differences were that I got to leave and go out and live my real life while she had to stay there. And I had fucking loved everything she had done to me.




    ‘I'm in,’ I said again, and she grinned and gave me an almost tender kiss on the cheek.




    That was six months ago. I have met a few of her friends and have had a lot of fun with them. They are all gorgeous, kinky fuck-crazy women who like to be visited by the old college friend. Their husbands think I am the nerdy poor girl who went to school on scholarships and they laugh when they see me coming. I laugh too because they do not know that when their backs are turned their wives are giving me the pussy they pay for.




    Am I a whore? You would probably say so. I don't care. Everyone sells themselves in one way or another. Everyone is a whore. Some of us just like it more.


  




  

    
Arjun’s Wedding


    by Carmel Lockyer





    My breasts had been wrapped around with shiny black bondage tape – so bound and criss-crossed that they offered themselves up in defiance of gravity. Both wrists too were fastened, although a silky tether ran between them and the bed-head, giving me a little scope to move around. That tether had been a silk scarf around my shoulders an hour ago, providing a rich purple contrast to my lavender dress.




    My legs were free, able to kick out if I wanted to, or spread wide if that was my preference, and everything else that was happening was inclining me towards the spreading option, although I was fighting it for as long as possible because I wanted to prolong my current pleasure in the situation.




    “Everything else” was a dark head that was dipping over my body, now nipping my belly with its teeth, then gently nuzzling my neck, then allowing its long black hair to trail across my breasts. It was strong hands, now pinching the skin of my upper arms so I shivered in excitement, then rubbing flat warm palms over my already aching nipples. “Everything else” was just 20 years old, all male, all mine, and … heading for the bedroom door.




    ‘Wait!’ My voice came out as a squeak.




    He turned and grinned at me. ‘Quiet, Meli. I’m needed at the wedding. Don’t worry, I’ll be back soon. You won’t even miss me.’




    I watched the door swing closed behind him and wondered how the hell I was going to explain my situation if some wedding guest wandered into the room by mistake. My body began to cool and goose pimples rose on my breasts and thighs. Not miss him? I was aching for him already. I lay in the soft light from the bedside lamps and wondered quite how I’d got myself into this.




    Arjun was my ex’s best mate. When Hilad and I split, Arjun stayed in touch, just the occasional phone call, stuff like that, and then one day this red and gold card appeared in the post, all curly writing and bling, and the only thing I could pick out was his name. So I called him.




    ‘Melinda.’ He always made my name sound exotic, the way he said it. ‘You got your invitation?’




    ‘Invitation to what?’




    ‘My wedding!’




    Well that was a bit of a shock. ‘Um … arranged wedding?’ I asked, then I could have bitten my tongue off. Tactless or what?




    ‘Um … yeah, hang on.’ I heard him close a door, then his voice dropped. ‘Sort of, anyway. Vidya’s matchmaker contacted my family, but we’ve been spending time together, sort of informally, and we’re, like, totally compatible.’




    I giggled, Arjun was outrageous.




    ‘What does she do for a living?’




    ‘She’s an Ayurvedic therapist, very hands-on.’




    I giggled again, then asked the difficult question. ‘Will he be there?’




    ‘Look, Meli, you’re my friend now. If Hilad and his new lady are there, so what? It’s gonna be in a big hotel so there’s plenty of chance to get away from him if you want.’




    ‘Yeah …’ I wasn’t convinced though. I didn’t think I wanted to see Hilad and the fiancé picked out by his mum to be a good Asian wife. But somehow, Arjun made me promise to attend and even said he’d send his Uncle Krishna to collect me on the day, so there was no getting out of it.




    I looked in the mirror. White pasty skin looked back at me and there was nothing exotic about that. I wasn’t a glacial Nordic beauty or Russian Ice Queen, I was just a boring brunette Brit. I pinched my upper arm hard, watching the pale flesh turn pink and fade again. ‘Fake tan,’ I said aloud, and rang the local tanning parlour.




    Two days later, six tones darker, and one set of acrylic nails into the bargain, I tried to put together an outfit. A fusion wedding in Birmingham in April – even Trinny and Susannah would struggle to say what to wear. Add in the need for it to be ‘ex-boyfriend impressing without being slutty’ and ‘acceptable to a bunch of elderly Asian women’ as twin criteria for success and it began to look like mission impossible. I was almost resigned to wearing the burgundy salwar kameez I’d bought for last Diwali, when I’d expected Hilad to introduce me to his family. Instead, he’d rung me the night before and told me his father was very ill and the family thought it was time he settled down.




    ‘So?’ I said.




    ‘So a matchmaker in India is finding me a wife. My father will see my bride before he dies.’




    Just like that. End of relationship. End of the best sex I’d ever had. End of sharing my bed several nights a week with a man who seemed to have no fear of being emasculated, who loved sex toys as much as I did, who was prepared to dress up, drag up, role-play or act out any fantasy that either of us could come up with. Hilad had been the dream lover and like a dream he’d vanished into the cold light of reality. That was six months ago and I’d heard through Arjun that a young woman from Mumbai had been invited to come to England to meet Hilad’s family – and she hadn’t gone back, although no wedding had been arranged yet, or no wedding that Arjun had told me about. Instead he was the one getting married.




    I rang him. ‘Look, Arjun, it’s really nice of you to invite me but I have nothing to wear and anyway, I won’t know anybody there or have a clue what to do – I really think …’




    He cut me off by talking across me. ‘Melinda, you’re going to love Vidya and she’s going to love you. A Hindu wedding takes all day, and is mainly standing around and gossiping and you’re great at that. And if you’re really worried about what to wear, I’ll send Uncle Krishna to take you shopping. He knows Birmingham like the back of his hand – he’s a taxi driver, you know.’




    I sighed. There was a certain temptation to seeing Hilad again and getting a glance at his “new lady” as Arjun put it. ‘Well OK, but if I can’t find something good to wear I’m not coming, right?’




    ‘Right. Can you take a morning off work? Taxi business is always quieter in the morning, you know.’




    So I’d ended up being talked round by Arjun again, and now I was going shopping with his uncle – what fun that would be. Not. I’d met a couple of Hilad’s uncles in the past; they were nice men, but barrel-bodied and hairy, fat wrists carrying flashy watches and shiny leather loafers on their small nimble feet. I’d joked to Hilad that he’d end up like them and he’d said, ‘No way, Meli, I’ll buy a corset to keep my waist and have my chest waxed.’ And then he’d taken me to Pussy Galore and bought me the sexiest red patent leather corset I’d ever seen, saying that he’d want it back for himself one day, to make sure he didn’t turn into his uncles.




    I had to stop thinking about Hilad. The problem was that I’d had no meaningful relationship, except with a rabbit vibrator, since we’d split, and I was all too aware that love and marriage ended up in bed, which was a place I’d found to be cold and lonely since I’d lost Hilad.




    OK, so substitute sex was all I was going to get. I pulled off the salwar and dragged the toy chest out from under my bed. It was packed with things I’d bought for Hilad or he’d bought for me, or we’d chosen together, giggling over the catalogues and online sex shops we’d browsed together. Top of the heap was a big deep blue dildo that he’d used on me hundreds of times, making me gasp as it entered me, filling me to a point that was almost unbearable, and then suddenly switching over into massive banging pleasure that made my fillings rattle as he pumped the big baby deeper until I plunged into orgasm.




    Big Blue wasn’t going to work for me as a solo job. I dug a bit deeper and found a set of bondage gear we’d used for weeks on end: soft leather cuffs for wrist and ankle that fastened to my bedposts. We’d taken it in turns to wear the restraints, one of us submitting to everything the other one could devise to cause pleasure. Hilad’s greatest discovery had been that a gentle spanking on my buttocks made me so aroused I would beg and plead for him to fuck me.




    Mine had been that unlike most people, Hilad loved to have his feet tickled and could be sent into quivering ecstasy if I drew a feather across his toes. He’d never actually come when I did it, but he’d got very close and then, when I mounted him he’d just explode into whatever kinky new condom we were trying on that occasion. Happy days.




    And there, under some dressing-up clothes, was a lovely surprise. We’d bought the black glass dildo with a stopper back when we first got together but we were always too impatient to use it as it should be used, so it had slipped to the bottom of the box and I’d forgotten all about it. I lifted it, admiring its elegant shape and then carried it to the bathroom where I filled it with warm water and replaced the stopper.




    Back on the bed, I lubed the glass well with my favourite “tingle” gel and lay back, eyes closed as I slipped the hot hardness inside me, imagining it was somebody else’s hands doing the work of manipulating the slick surface in and out until I came.




    It wasn’t a pleasure, it was a necessity, like sneezing or coughing, so when the tremors of orgasm had passed I started again, working the dildo until my hand began to ache and my thigh muscles twitched with exhaustion. Then I relaxed, cradling the cooling glass vessel against my breasts, and wondered if I’d ever again have the kind of fun I’d had with Hilad.




    Next morning, I was still sipping coffee when the doorbell rang. Uncle Krishna was early. I pulled open the door and stared. There was a boy on my doorstep. But what a boy! Not tall, but slim, with dark hair tied back in a ponytail, a pure white Armani shirt and tight black jeans, a smile like a slice of heaven … he could have made a fortune as a male stripper, or been a contender for Bollywood hero status. I think I probably sighed.




    ‘Melinda Carson?’




    I nodded. He held out his hand. ‘I’m Krishna, Arjun’s uncle.’




    I spluttered into my coffee, felt it head up the back of my nose and panicked. Don’t let me dribble coffee down my nose in front of this Indian god! So I ran back to the bathroom, leaving the flat door wide open, and stood there with a towel over my head and my face tipped back until I was sure all risk of a nose fountain had passed.




    When I went back into the kitchen, Krishna was sitting at my breakfast bar.




    ‘You’re Arjun’s uncle?’ It was all I could think of to say.




    ‘Yeah, I know. Mad innit? My dad is his eldest brother. I was one of those menopausal babies, so he was already in double figures when I was born.’




    ‘And you’re a taxi driver?’




    Krishna grinned again. ‘Manner of speaking. Actually I’m not – the insurance for me to drive a cab at my age would be mega-high. But at college I developed some new software to help dispatch cabs. Found a partner to invest in it and we set up a cab business – so although I don’t generally drive, I do get out with the drivers to see how it’s working. We’re hoping one of the big sat nav companies will buy the programme and make us rich, once we’ve ironed all the bugs out.’




    My head was spinning and it wasn’t just the caffeine sinus-irrigation that was making me light headed. ‘It’s a lot to take in. How old are you, exactly?’




    ‘I’m 20.’ He stood, unconsciously smoothing down his shirt and drawing my attention to his taut abs. ‘Are you ready to go out on the prowl?’




    ‘The what?’




    ‘Hunting down a dress, right? Arjie told me that I’m on the job until you’re suited. It’s like a quest, innit?’




    I grabbed my bag. I was starting to think I’d walked on to a Bollywood film set but who cared! Krishna was gorgeous and I could see that it was going to be very difficult to find the right dress – it could take all day!




    From not too far away I could hear music, Indian wedding music, mixed with loud laughter. For a moment I tensed up, then the door opened again and Krishna reappeared in his wedding kurta of purple and gold. He walked towards me, grinning, and put his right hand on my carefully barbered mound. My legs slid apart as if he’d pressed the “open” button.




    ‘Now?’ I asked, with considerably more pleading than I’d expected in my tone.




    His grin grew bigger. ‘Not a hope, Meli. The party will be going on for hours yet, there’s no rush.’ But his hand slipped down and found the soft wet flesh that I pushed up into his touch before he laughed and pulled away before returning to his teasing game.




    I began to thrash from side to side, unable to bear the tension of not coming any longer. Krishna buried his face in my neck and began to kiss me, hot and hard, his teeth gnawing on the tendons in a way that would have made my legs weak if they weren’t already totally liquid. If my hands had been free I would have grabbed his hard-on right then, certain that he wouldn’t have been able to resist a good squeeze of his glans, but I was helpless, deliciously unable to do anything but accept what he was willing to offer and endure what he was taking pleasure in handing out. Even Hilad had never pushed me to this point, in fact I hadn’t known there was a point this far along the joined path of pain and pleasure, and I wondered what else I might discover.




    Krishna spoke, but his words were muffled by my hair and the position he was in.




    ‘What?’ I tried to turn my head so I could hear him.




    ‘Gotta go again Meli. Got to do my duty as an uncle of the groom. Back soon …’ His fingers trailed down my body and then rose to straighten his hair. ‘Do I look decent?’




    He stuck his hip out and pouted, and I was again amazed at how little machismo Indian guys had, and how absolutely wonderful it was that they were able to enjoy their feminine side so completely. Mind you, I would have been happier if he’d enjoyed my feminine side a bit more thoroughly – I was aching to come!




    Krishna walked to the door, then turned round and came back to me, putting one knee on the bed and sliding two fingers straight into me. He must have known what was going to happen because even before I realised myself that I was about to head into screaming orgasm, his other hand came down gently but very firmly over my mouth and I screamed into his fingers as my whole body, from my heels to my shoulders, rose from the bed in a huge curve that was simply focused on getting as much of his hand inside me as possible. It didn’t build, it just arrived, like a fast car, the way that guys always say they come but I never had, it was like slamming into a brick wall of pleasure and being knocked out by total physical joy. I swear the whole world went velvet black.




    Then, while I was shuddering and moaning with the aftershock of complete orgasm, Krishna bent, kissed me, slipping his tongue into my mouth and out again, and left once more.




    I let my body relax, wondering if Krishna smelt of me and sex, and whether Hilad would recognise the fragrance. I’d seen the woman who was destined to become his wife – she was tiny and silent and seemed completely fazed by the wedding. I was pretty boggled by it myself – I’d had no idea that Hilad was quite so “fusion”, and Vidya turned out to be a total head-case in the best possible way. The do was a blend of Posh and Becks meets traditional Hindu. Vidya was wearing a red and gold ball gown, Hilad sported a traditional kurta with an embroidered waistcoat over the top, bearing an orchid buttonhole. The groomsmen wore kurtas and top hats and the bridesmaids wore saris and killer heels. It was the most amazing mixture of cultures and styles and somehow they were managing to pull it all off.




    I’d really been enjoying the party, not least because Hilad obviously hadn’t expected to see me. My lavender silk dress toned brilliantly with Krishna’s kurta and I saw Hilad scowl as he worked out that Krishna and I knew each other. Revenge would have been sweet, if I’d even cared, but I didn’t. I was so past caring that I barely noticed his bad temper.




    Finding the dress had been fun, mainly because Krishna seemed to want to show me the whole of Birmingham before we got down to shopping. We began by drinking lassi in a little Indian café where everybody seemed to be his relative.




    ‘So, apart from being Arjun’s uncle, and the youngest taxi-driver in Brum, what else should I know about you?’ I couldn’t believe I was flirting with him, OK, he wasn’t exactly a toy-boy – 20 to my 27 wasn’t that much of a stretch, but I’d never been interested in men younger than myself. But I couldn’t help it; he seemed to enjoy life so much that it was infectious.




    He became serious for a second. ‘OK. I have five brothers and six sisters. My mother thinks I’m a miracle because she was fifty-one when I was born. I’ve been spoilt all my life, I have the IQ of a genius and I’m named for the love-god. That’s all you need to know.’




    ‘The love-god?’ If I was flirting, he was taking it to the next level.




    ‘Lord Krishna is said to have had 16,000 concubines. That’s who I’m named for.’




    Phew! This young man certainly wasn’t lacking in confidence. I found myself wiping my mouth extra-carefully so I didn’t end up with a lassi-moustache for the rest of the day. Whether I was hoping he would kiss me or not, I preferred not to consider, but I knew that if he did, I wasn’t going to complain.




    We went to his sister’s sari shop, his sister-in-law’s boutique, one brother’s supermarket to pick up groceries, another brother’s house to drop them off – it was a web of interrelationships where everybody welcomed Krishna when he arrived and begged him to stay when it was time to leave. He was right, he was spoilt. On the other hand though, he was always smiling and funny, and clearly adored his brothers and sisters as much as they did him.




    We finished the day in a tiny shop I hadn’t even known existed, run by a sister of one of Krishna’s sisters-in-law. I couldn’t even work out the relationships and no longer cared, I was having a great time. They sold one-off dresses, many of them produced by fashion students at the end of their courses for the final show. Most of the stuff was too whacky for me, but one dress, lavender silk with a handkerchief hem, was perfect.




    I turned my head; I could see it now, crumpled on the floor beside the bed. I looked up, straining my neck to see the purple silk scarf that Krishna had handed me at the end of our trip. ‘This is for you,’ he’d said. ‘I want you to wear it to the wedding.’




    I hadn’t been wrong to read something significant into that.




    Straight after Arjun and Vidya walked around the ceremonial fire four times, with Vidya giggling like crazy the whole way, Krishna took my arm and led me to a bedroom off the main wedding suite.




    ‘You know it’s good luck to make love during a wedding, don’t you, Meli?’ He grinned at me and I grinned back as he lifted the scarf from my shoulders and slid the dress down my arms. Then, before I fully realised what was going on, he’d knotted the scarf around my wrists and bent to slide his arms beneath my shoulders and knees, carrying me the two steps to the bed, before kneeling in front of me and taking a roll of bondage tape from the pocket of his kurta.




    ‘And you know that Indian weddings can last for days, don’t you, Meli?’ His eyes were very dark and hot, and I nodded, struck silent by the intensity of the moment. There was still fun, but now there was something stronger and darker in the way he looked at me.




    So I let him bind my breasts and tie me to the bed. I lay there, and felt my heart thudding as if somebody was beating a drum far away. Krishna bent over me, his lips brushing my forehead, ‘I have to go and make sure my nephew gets married properly. But I’ll be back soon, Meli, to take care of you.’




    I lay there, hearing the distant music and laughter, wondering, but only idly, if Hilad and his “new lady” were having a good time. I certainly was!




    The door opened again. Krisha stood before me, but this time, instead of walking to the bed he stopped and pulled off his kurta, revealing those muscular abs that I’d been so aware of the day he took me shopping.




    ‘Now,’ he said, ‘the wedding can do without me. But I can’t do without you any more.’




    He walked over and knelt on the bed, pulling a handful of condoms from his pocket. I watched as he rolled it onto his cock, giving the job a level of care and attention that made me hotter than ever. Then he stroked my belly and thighs, watching my face as I arched and twisted under his hands, wanting him, until eventually he grinned again, and lowered himself, sliding himself inside me with silky ease.




    I felt the scream building again, as his length filled me and we moved against each other without friction. Krishna rose, pressing his mouth over mine, so that my cries were muffled by his soft lips. ‘You scream, Meli,’ he whispered, when the orgasm was over. ‘You yell and scream as much as you like, we’ve got all night.’




    I bucked my hips so that he went even deeper. ‘Trust me, Krishna,’ I muttered between gasps of pleasure. ‘I’ll make you scream with pleasure too, before this night’s over.’




    And I looked up into his dark eyes and knew that I’d said exactly what he wanted to hear.
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