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Merry Christmas,  Mister Lawson



THEY WERE PAYING her triple rate for Christmas Eve. Triple rate and reduced hours ... and there was no way on earth she was earning it!

The Logicorp Party had been such a sedate affair that the fall-out of canapes, crisps and other assorted mess was minimal. To Nattie Romaine, it almost seemed like cheating to take the extra money, but as the company’s Japanese masters had no idea of what constituted a proper seasonal bash in the first place, and were prepared to pay top whack to any person who’d come in and clean up afterwards, how could a poor hard-up student resist? Especially a student who’d nowhere to go on Christmas Eve anyway.

Under normal circumstances, Nattie would’ve told them to shove it. But circumstances weren’t normal this year, and when the domestic supervisor had said, ‘Any chance you could do Christmas Eve, Natalia?’, Nattie had grimly confirmed she could.

To be alone and sulking tonight was ideal. She’d purposedly not gone home for Christmas, so that  she and Andy could celebrate together. But now he  was celebrating with somebody else, and she didn’t want to celebrate, full stop. Not with family, not with friends, not with anybody! At the moment, her happiest thoughts came from here; from the necessary part-time cleaning job that topped up her meagre student loan.

Here comes the best bit, she thought, as she pushed open the door to the division head’s office - the luxurious acre sized enclosure that was the domain of Mr Jared Michael Lawson, the sexiest thing on two legs that Nattie had seen in a long time!

Very few cleaners got to meet the owners of the offices they tended, but Nattie was lucky. Not only was Mr Lawson fabulously tall, dark and handsome, he was also a workaholic. Nattie’s shifts alternated between early mornings, and evenings from seven until nine, but even so Mr Lawson was often at his desk while she worked. There was one particular instance she had special cause to remember: one glorious, blessed-by-heaven dawn ... But it was no use getting into that now, or she wouldn’t finish dusting before midnight! This is such a horny-looking office, Nattie decided, throwing her back into her hoovering and wondering if Mr L. ever thought of her as a person. He always seemed too busy even to notice her presence.

The man had beautiful taste, there was no denying it. The room was as cool and smooth as he was, with a massive antique desk that added just the right amount of classy yet rough-hewn ruggedness, it had the same tough, matter-of-fact edge that its owner possessed in abundance. There were no tacky Christmas decorations in here either, and not a single empty glass from the party - even  though Mr L. did have a well-stocked drinks cabinet for entertaining his VIP visitors. This suite needed even less cleaning than the rest of the floor, but that didn’t stop Nattie expending far more time and energy in it than she had in any other office.

When she’d finally dusted and polished the main area to perfection, she turned her attention to the adjacent ‘executive’ washroom; one of Mr Lawson’s hard-earned perks. It was here that she’d had her ‘particular instance’, she recalled fondly. As she began scrubbing the sink with cream cleaner, she permitted herself a little memory.

She’d come in very quietly that morning - still half-asleep, to be honest - and just assumed that it was the security man who’d opened up and switched on the lights. It was only when she’d padded almost all the way across the office and heard the sound of running water from the washroom, that she’d realised it was Mr Lawson who’d beaten her into work yet again.

He’d been standing in front of the wash-basin, unconsciously posing like a pin-up in just the skimpiest of black, thong-like underpants. He’d been splashing water over his chest and under his arms, and as his flight bag had been open beside him, he’d probably just got in from the airport.

Nattie had crept away then, and started on somebody else’s office, but the image of that long, bronzed body - clad only in the sauciest of undies - had haunted her brain ever since.

She’d thought of him during lectures, on buses and while buying her modest amounts of shopping. She’d filled every idle minute with that picture of him, made it the focus of her frequent masturbation sessions; even - to her great shame - used the sight of it to concentrate her pleasure while Andy had  been making his rather abbreviated and unthrilling love to her.

Was that why they’d split? Andy hadn’t been the most perceptive of men, but she wondered if on some subliminal level he’d become aware of his rival in her mind. Maybe so ... But that was still no excuse for him dumping her just before Christmas. She was willing to bet that Mr Lawson wouldn’t have been such a rat to whatever lucky woman he was involved with. Putting down the lid of the lavatory, Nattie sat down, stuck out her legs and leaned back. It was Christmas after all, so she decided to give herself a present: a beautiful Mr Lawson fantasy.

Slowly opening her mind, she coaxed the man in question inside. She saw the brown limbs, the tight, muscular bottom, the bulge in those teasing black briefs ... but the quality of image wasn’t clear. The light in the bathroom was too harsh and intrusive, bouncing off the tiles and hurting her eyes. With a sigh, she got up, flipped the switch, and settled down again in the darkness.

In her fantasy, it was slushy romance that initially held sway. They were in a restaurant, dining intimately, with champagne, roses, significant looks, the full bit. Mr Lawson was all smiles, sweet words and compliments ... Presently, he was escorting her to his limousine and helping her inside it - but with lots of little fondles in the process. Sly gliding strokes tantalised her breasts and bottom; gropes, to put it bluntly ... In her dream, Nattie’s expensive designer frock was so exquisitely sheer and thin that his fingers burned warm where they touched.

In real life, she knew very well that Mr Lawson was a sophisticated and discerning man with  impeccable manners; but in fantasyland it was perfectly okay that he behave like an adolescent sex fiend and feel her up at every available opportunity. Within seconds of the car moving off, he was peeling down the top of her cocktail dress and baring her soft warm breasts.

Cocktail dress? Nattie asked of her dreaming self, knowing she’d never actually worn one and probably wouldn’t ever want to. In the same way that she’d never ever bother to put up her soft blonde locks in such an elaborate and soignée hairstyle.

But it didn’t matter how well-groomed she looked, Mr L. seemed intent on changing all that. Within seconds her hair was down and he’d uncovered her breasts and nipples. Her dark pink nipples that were already as hard as cherry pips. She could easily imagine how his cultured fingertips might feel on her skin, but to make the experience more valid, she unbuttoned her overall, pushed her T-shirt up to her armpits, then cupped her bra-less breasts in her hands. Squeezing herself tightly, she caressed her stoney nipples with her fingers, just as an experienced lover like Mr L. might do. Or Jared, as she liked to think of him at moments like these.

As she stroked and aroused her own breasts, her mind showed Jared overtaking her; moving further ... He was sliding up her skirt now, running it smoothly over her silky stockings and her even silkier legs. The action was so suave and accomplished that the thought of it, plus her own tender touches at her nipples, made the heart of her sex moisten freely. Jared’s phantom fingers slid with sure, practised ease into her frilly, figured satin panties, then delicately stirred her hot flesh.

Wriggling on her impromptu throne, Nattie  longed to recreate everything with accuracy: to smoothly unclothe her own sex, then caress it elegantly to pleasure with her fingers. But her tight denim jeans made things awkward, and meant she’d never match the sleek grace of Jared.

Nevertheless, she tried. Skimming down the zip, she opened up her frayed but serviceable denims, inveigled her fingers inside them, and then into her just-as-tatty knickers.

Just as she was about to dive deeper and seek out her clitoris, a noise in the outer office stopped her dead. Desire itself didn’t die, but for thirty long seconds her limbs and her body were frozen. There was somebody moving about out there. At the any moment she’d be discovered skulking in her hideout, possibly in the act of masturbation!

As she sat on the toilet, immobile and with her fingers still trapped inside her clothes, she had a flash of quite startling lucidity. The steps outside were uneven and hesitant - not a bit like Mr Lawson’s usual confident strides. Yet she still knew it was him. She also got the definite impression he was drunk. As if to confirm her suspicions she heard an angry, muttering voice, then a stumble and a colourful curse.

What the hell was going on? She could imagine anybody getting slightly tiddly on Christmas Eve, even a smooth operator like Mr Lawson. But falling down drunk? Solitary Christmases were for romantic lovers like Natalia Romaine, not for debonair ladykillers like Jared Michael Lawson. Especially as there was a silver-framed photograph of a woman in a prominent position on his desk - an object that Nattie had always studiously ignored.

Even as she thought of the frame, there was a crash, a splintering, and the word ‘bitch’ perfectly  enunciated in his deep-dark, bitter-chocolate voice. ‘Bitch,’ he growled again as Nattie finally pulled her hand from her jeans and tugged her T-shirt back down to her waist.

‘Dammed fucking bitch,’ he elaborated with a good deal more violence.

Nattie was behind the bathroom door now, and observing him through a convenient crack between door and jamb. As he swore, she flinched, but then calmed again. He obviously hadn’t the slightest awareness of her presence, because he was sitting in his huge, leather covered chair, his long legs stretched and spread, and his straight body tellingly slumped. The silver-framed picture was lying on the floor some feet away, and on the desk before him was a tumbler full of amber fluid that Nattie assumed to be whisky. ‘Bitch,’ he reiterated, his anger, sorrow, disappointment or whatever seeming to combine with the liquor in erasing his extensive vocabulary.

‘Don’t need you, you know,’ he muttered on, pulling at the buttoms of his shirt. His jacket was already on the floor not far from the picture. ‘I can make my own fun ...’ He giggled then - the sound strangely sexy and boyish - and started struggling with his elegant, crocodile-skin belt and the zip of his dove grey trousers.

Holy Christ! though Nattie wildly, recognising immediately what her idol was up to. The very same act that she’d been about to perform.

Beneath the grey designer tailoring were plain dark briefs, but Nattie didn’t get much time to study them. Almost immediately his equipment was on view. His penis; so superbly stiff and furiously red with its swollen and shiny-slick glans. She sighed, then wished she hadn’t, terrified that the man outside might be sober in an instant if he heard her.

Oh God, Mr Lawson, you’re beautiful! she thought breathlessly when the immediate danger was past. He was entirely absorbed in his own self-pleasure now; his eyes were closed, his breathing was heavy and he seemed oblivious to everything else in the world but the long bar of flesh in his fingers.

Nattie felt her own sex ache as her fantasy made careful love to his. The woman who’d ditched him or whatever must be mad! she thought, gaining a comforting new perspective on her own recent letdown. If she’d lost a man like Mr Lawson at Christmas, she really would be unhappy. Instead of feeling just mildly upset over an insensitive twerp like Andy.

What’s more - she told herself philosophically - if she’d been out celebrating with Andy tonight, she wouldn’t have had chance to see this!

Mr Lawson was in motion now, writhing in his deep, executive chair, his lean body bucking, his tanned hands a masturbating blur. He was groaning too; not flinging insults to his silver-framed betrayer anymore, but simply encouraging his own randy efforts with an evocative catalogue of grunts, sighs and broken, unintelligible words.

Andy would have come ages ago, observed Nattie, almost dispassionately. Her ex had a problem with pre-emptive spurting, whereas Mr L. seemed to be going on forever! His erection was invulnerable to his own ferocious fingers. He was wrenching at his flesh like a sex-crazed maniac, his chest awash with sweat and his angry red shaft all coated with the silver of his juices.

Is it the booze? Nattie wondered. Was he so aroused, so hard and so pissed that ejaculation and orgasm were impossible? It certainly seemed so. But  if that meant she could watch him for longer, there was no way she was about to complain!

‘Oh God,’ he moaned, more delectable than ever in his torments. His heels were dragging on the carpet, and he was tossing his head from side to side, dishevelling his usually-neat curls. ‘Oh God,’ he gasped again, licking his lips, his whole lean face stretched taut in an agony of pleasure. ‘Oh, please! I can’t—’ he babbled, then suddenly his lust-darkened eyes snapped open and his grimace seemed to soften to a smile.

Nattie saw him settle back down into his seat, his cock still rampant, but his body a little more relaxed. It was as if he’d found an agreeable solution to his problem and was gathering his wits for his final implementation.

‘Okay ... Come out. You’re going to have to help me with this.’ He was looking straight down at his penis, and jiggling it playfully, but his voice was pitched towards the doorway.

If anyone had asked her, Nattie would’ve sworn that her heart stopped beating then. But nobody was asking her anything, and a moment later Mr Lawson repeated his order, his voice ragged and uneven as he started panting and gasping again.

‘Come out. I know you’re in there.’

He’d find her eventually, she realised, so there seemed no point in lingering. She pulled up the zip of her jeans and stepped out of the bathroom and the shadows.

‘Now how did I know it was going to be you?’ he asked, his lazy smile widening and his fingers still toying with his cock. ‘You’re the girl who always watches me, aren’t you? The shy girl ... The pretty one who never says a word.’

Even though she could move, Nattie couldn’t  speak. Dumbstruck she walked towards him, her eyes locked tightly on that rosy pole of manflesh and the narrow brown hand that gripped it.

It was a time for neither debate or explanation. Nattie remained rapt and silent. Mr Lawson said simply, ‘Please. Will you help me?’

Driven purely by instinct, she started pulling off her shabby working clothes. This god needed a woman’s body around him for his pleasure. And though she recognised her many shortcomings, when it came to the moment she was a female with the necessary anatomy ...

When her T-shirt came off, he smiled in approval. When she stumbled, struggling out of her close-fitting jeans, he laughed softly - though his brown eyes were benign, not mocking. When she was nude, he reached out towards her, his expression full of raw, burning hunger and his prick pointing straight towards her pussy.

A few moments ago, she’d been bemoaning her own lack of grace, but as Mr Lawson took her hand and helped her to straddle his lap, Nattie found a new and hitherto unknown source of poise. Astonished by her own lithe confidence, and the smooth way her limbs meshed with his, she moved over him, tucked his cock into her body and slid down on it slowly and sensually.

They both sighed as he bucked upwards to fill her completely. He, because she was so obviously the comfort he sought; she, because she’d never been so stretched and so pleasured. Mr Lawson felt vast inside her: his penis so alive, and so hot. His hands closed tightly on her buttocks; first to hold her and soothe her, then to move and guide her in pursuit of the optimum sensation. Her sensation as well as his ... Without thinking, she leaned forward and  braced herself, one hand on his muscular shoulder. The other hand slid quite naturally down to her sex, a fingertip settling delicately on her clitoris to compliment the fullness in her pussy.

‘Yes!’ mouthed Mr Lawson, the heat in his eyes telling Nattie that he liked what she’d done.

Strangers, yet bonded, they rocked and writhed and swayed together in the cradle of the big leather chair. Nattie had never consciously employed sexual skills before, but now she discovered that she possessed some. Clamping her internal muscles around him, she caressed Mr Lawson with her body and almost shouted with triumph when he whimpered and struggled in response. His large cock seemed to swell up inside her, reaching inwards and bringing pure, bubbling joy to every deep-seated crevice and niche. In a frenzy, she rubbed and pummelled at her clitoris to the rhythm of his pleasure-crazed lunges. For what felt like hours they cried and squirmed and sweated together. Their bodies were mated as if they’d been loving each other for decades, and intended to go on for decades more ...

But at length the sweet moment came. Nattie’s orgasm seemed to fall from the sky like a star, dropping downwards in a glorious incandescent blaze and melding with Mr Lawson’s rising surge of release. He cried out hoarsely, then silenced his own mouth with hers, pressing their lips together in a long wet kiss that sealed and perfected their climax.

‘I imagine you’ll be expected at a party or something now, won’t you?’ he asked quietly, a good while later. The force of their pleasure seemed to have burnt off the effects of the alcohol somehow, and his voice sounded normal and controlled.

Nattie was lying in his arms now, draped across  his knee, her naked body moist with his semen. Still overwhelmed, she shook her head - unwilling to open her mouth, re-establish hard reality, and highlight the disparity of their lives.

When he spoke, his soft, rich tones were tentative. It seemed unthinkable, and incredible, but to Nattie it almost sounded as if he were pleading.

‘I don’t suppose you’d consider coming home with me for a fireside feast, would you?’ he asked.

‘Champagne, nuts, cheese, mince pies: you know the sort of thing ...’ As she sat up straight, to look at him, she caught the tail-end of a glance towards the fallen photo-frame.

‘Okay, I admit it ...’ he said, sounding momentarily bitter. ‘It was originally planned for somebody else ...’ He paused for a second, as if shaking off a demon, then gave Nattie a warm, open smile, ‘But right now, I’d much rather share it with you.’

It was totally crazy, but the decision was effortless. ‘I’d love to,’ she whispered, then daringly pressed a kiss to his cheek.

Her acceptance seemed to galvanise him. Matching her kiss with one of his own, he urged her up on to her feet, stroking the curve of her hip as he did so. His eyes went dark, then bright with a fresh, new burst of desire; but he grinned in an attempt to contain it. The word ‘later’ hung delightfully in the air between them, and he pushed his slightly-rising penis back into his briefs, zipped his trousers, then stood up beside her.

‘Get your clothes on, pretty girl, and I’ll rustle up a taxi.’

Wondering where her knickers were, Nattie watched him run his fingers through this crisp dark hair, then efficiently put the rest of his clothing to rights - no mean feat after she’d rubbed her  seeping, sweating body all over him.

As he reached for the telephone, he hesitated. ‘Just one more thing,’ he said thoughtfully, and Nattie bit her lip, wondering if he’d just changed his mind.

‘Merry Christmas, Nattie,’ he whispered in her ear as he pulled her still only half-covered body back against him.

So you do know my name! she thought happily, pushing her breasts against the cotton of his shirt and realising - all over again - that it was the magical night before Christmas. In spite of his casual mention of nuts and mince pies and stuff, what’d happened in the big leather chair had made her forget the festivity of the season.

But now, held tight in such strong, gorgeous arms, she did remember - and her feeling of goodwill to all men could’ve lit up every street in the city. ‘Merry Christmas, Mr Lawson,’ she murmured as she pressed her bare belly against his groin.

Well, at least she knew what to give him as a present!




The Fruits of Learning


I NEVER REALISED I could be this happy, thought Madeleine blissfully as she accepted a peach from Delrina’s golden bowl. Laying aside her book, she bit into the fruit’s velvet skin, and as its ripe, sweet taste exploded on her tongue she sighed with pleasure, and felt the peach-juice dribble over her chin and drip down on to the slope of her breast. Licking her lips, and taking another large bite, she lolled back amongst the silk-covered cushions, closed her eyes, and remembered how she’d come to this place ...

 



It’d all begun when her father couldn’t pay the Prince’s tribute.

The shame had been terrible, but there’d been worse to come when the Royal Chamberlain had suggested a solution. Madeleine hadn’t known which to fear the most: year after year of debt and dishonour as her family struggled to find the money, or the total surrender of her body when she entered the Prince’s service.

Madeleine had heard tales of such delicate arrangements, but had always dismissed them as  hearsay. The ageing Prince was noted for his over-developed sexual appetites - especially where younger women were concerned - but it seemed preposterous that he could have her by command. Didn’t he keep his Byzantine houris for such loathsome purposes? There were three pampered, licentious women, often glimpsed frolicking in the verdant palace gardens, their voluptuous, satin-skinned bodies lightly clad in tiny scraps of cloth of gold. Surely such beauty as theirs was enough to satisfy his Highness’s needs? What could he want with a skinny, bookish virgin?

Still, the sacrifice had to be made - it was the only way to avoid Papa’s ruin.

Though innocent in body, Madeleine well knew what passed between men and women. An intelligent girl, as well as pretty in her own fragile way, she’d deduced a great deal from her studies of literature and biology. To reproduce, it seemed, a man and woman must couple, and in this joining lay the ultimate pleasure. The touch of a man was supposed to be all that a women might crave, but for her own part, Madeleine was doubtful. She found the notion of a naked man fondling her and mounting her repellent. She knew that in this respect she wasn’t like most girls of her age, but she couldn’t see any way to change what she felt.

Nevertheless, despite her terrors, Madeleine was aware of her duty. When the day of her summons to the palace came, she followed the Royal Chamberlain without protest and tried stoically not to dwell on her fate.

At the gate of the sumptuous women’s quarters, she was met by the Prince’s three beauties.

‘Don’t be afraid, little one,’ said Delrina, the tallest and most lovely, giving Madeleine a smile of great  sweetness and understanding. ‘You’ll be safe here with us. And you’ll find a new way to be happy.’

Madeleine would have liked to dispute this, but Delrina’s gentle charm was soothing. The Byzantine woman had eyes that were warm as brown velvet, and her mouth was soft and rosy. Her long, glistening black hair was crowned by a pretty, gilded cap, and like her companions, Nadia and Laurelina, she was sublimely curvaceous, and graced with proudest and lushest of bosoms, a tiny, tiny waist, and hips that flared elegantly yet ripely beneath the frill of her pleated silk skirt - the only garment that covered her body.

Nadia and Laurelina - blonde and redheaded respectively - were both equally enchanting and both wore the same bizarre outfits. They seemed bright-eyed and happy, and not the slightest bit troubled by their captivity. When she looked at them, Madeleine felt confused. She should have despised them for their willing submission, yet all three women had a strange and seductive effect on her, and their presence made her feel quite relaxed. She was still nervous of what the future might hold for her, but her new companions made the fear a little less.

‘Come, we’ll show you our sanctuary,’ said Nadia gently, her green eyes glinting. She took Madeleine’s arm and, as they walked, the tip of the concubine’s uncovered breast brushed lightly against Madeleine’s elbow. The tiny, bouncing contact produced a frisson of intense sensation, and Madeleine felt her whole body turn quivery and glowing. The relaxation she’d felt increased to a strange, heavy lethargy, and her own breasts seemed to swell and start aching. Her simple, woollen gown seemed suddenly too tight and in her  belly there was a long, low stirring.

Shaken, she allowed the three young women to lead her down an exquisitely decorated corridor and into a room of yet more opulence and refinement. Elaborately embroidered hangings covered all four walls - except where there were a series of tall, well-filled bookcases and leaded windows trimmed with multicoloured glass - and underfoot there was a thick Persian carpet. The centre of chamber was furnished not with the usual wooden chairs and tables, but with a number of deep, upholstered divans, strewn with cushions and long, satin throws. Through two open arched doorways beyond, Madeleine could see other areas of equal luxury: an inner garden with a marble-lined pool and playing fountain, and a huge, airy, blue and gold tiled bathing room. The air in the chamber was fresh, and circulated freely, yet carried the perfume of roses and musk.

‘This is our haven,’ murmured Laurelina, gesturing towards the centre of the room with a toss of her burnished red hair.

‘Our sanctuary,’ whispered Nadia, pressing her breast more closely against Madeleine’s arm.

‘Our school of love,’ finished Delrina with a slow sensuous smile, taking her place at Madeleine’s other elbow, as between them, she and Nadia led their charge towards the bathing room. ‘This is where we were taught the arts of love by the women who came before us, and they in turn were taught by the those who preceded them.’ Reaching out, she touched Madeleine’s blushing cheek and let her hand trail slowly downwards, ‘This is where you too will learn many skills and accomplishments ... but not necessarily for the pleasure of the Prince.’

Not sure what the other woman meant, Madeleine  allowed herself to be led into the bath-house.

Aren’t they his servants? she wondered. His mistresses? How is it that they all seemed so powerful?

As the women undressed her, Madeleine began to shake more and more. First her dress, then her undergarments were peeled away from her pale, waif-like body; as each item of clothing was discarded, all three of the women examined the lightly freckled skin that was revealed. Madeleine’s cheeks turned from blush pink to deepest, ruddy crimson as the secrets of her flesh were explored.

She moaned as Delrina took hold of her breasts, one in each soft-skinned hand, and seemed to weigh them and assess their tender firmness. She whimpered and swayed on her feet as Nadia’s nimble fingertips slid into her furrow and travelled over each fold and indentation. She cried out hoarsely, and almost fell, as Laurelina drew a single hot fingertip between the cheeks of her bottom, then pushed wickedly at the most-forbidden entrance.

‘Please,’ begged Madeleine, with no real idea what she asked for as the the three women continued to probe her. Their slender fingers traversed and rubbed until her poor body was melting with excitement. She felt embarrassment and shame, but within and beyond it she felt the dawning of an amazing new knowledge.

For what seemed like an age she was pinned at the centre of a triangle of beauty, her naked female shape its prime focus. Then, as first Delrina, then Nadia and Laurelina withdrew, she cried out at the loss of their touch.

‘Come, we will bathe you now,’ said Delrina, taking Madeleine’s hand in her own, then leading  her towards the scented pool.

Used to the spartan facilities of her family’s ordinary home, Madeleine was stunned by the richness around her. The slowly lapping water was deep enough at one end to stand in, although the women chose the shallower area in which to carry out their intimate ablutions. Flinging off their skimpy clothing, they joined her in the pool, and set about their task with a gentle enthusiasm. Stirred as she was by the way they’d caressed her, Madeleine accepted everything in a pliant, dreamy silence.

Once again their fingers searched her naked body this time coating it with a dense, creamy lather that slithered like an unguent across her skin. The thick white foam was scented with almonds, and every place it touched seemed to tingle. Madeleine sensed that this too was part of the preparation for pleasure; that within the soap itself there was some esoteric ingredient that aroused her to a heightened sensitivity. She felt herself leaning heavily into every stroke of the washcloth, constantly wishing it would go further and further. Her wet thighs slid apart with little conscious effort, and she sighed when the cloth went between them.

She knew now that a crisis of some kind was approaching, an unknown pinnacle of physical sensation. Every part of her was filled with a deep, sweet yearning, laden with a hunger that she couldn’t quite define. Maybe this was the ‘desire’ the books spoke of: the rapture, the very transports of passion? It seemed almost incomprehensible that she should feel it with these women when the idea of a man made her shudder, and yet somehow she was helpless to resist.

‘Surrender, my darling,’ murmured Delrina, sliding the washcloth back and forth with great  purpose. ‘There’s nothing to fear from your body.’ As the dark woman pressed harder, the others also moved in close: each attending to a different part of Madeleine, and touching her where they’d touched her before.

Suddenly, a feeling like no other seemed to burst between Madeleine’s twisting thighs. Heat, lightness, and a great and euphoric rush of pleasure. She could feel the very quick of her womanhood throbbing, yet the awareness of it seemed to speed through every bit of her, from her top of her head to the tips of her toes.

‘Yes! Yes!’ chanted Nadia and Laurelina in a chorus as Madeleine collapsed in their arms. She could no longer support the weight of her body and would have sunk beneath the water without them.

‘That’s the first lesson,’ she heard Delrina whisper, then heard no more as the second one began.
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