

  

    [image: ]


  




  

    RANDOM ACTS OF LUST




    Primula Bond


  




  

    Published by Accent Press Ltd – 2010




    ISBN 9781907726439




    Copyright © Primula Bond 2010




    The right of Primula Bond to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.




    The story contained within this book is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.




    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, electrostatic, magnetic tape, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the written permission of the publishers: Xcite Books, Suite 11769, 2nd Floor, 145-157 St John Street, London EC1V 4PY




    Winner of Jade Erotic Awards:


    Erotic Fiction Publisher


    "Xcite has delighted its readers with a wealth of superb titles and first class storytelling. Their titles have far outstripped the others for both quality of the product and sensual erotic content."


  




  

    Shadows




    THE PHONE RANG AND I dropped the casserole.




    All over the floor. All over John’s cracked terracotta. Brown cubes of lamb, button mushrooms, half-baked dumplings, green spits of coriander, twigs of rosemary, diced orange carrots, the rest of the Rioja. The bouquet garni made it as far as my new boots, spattering mottled gobs over the dagger-sharp toes.




    ‘That was Suki. They’re on their way. About twenty minutes now.’ John came into the kitchen and tried twice to shove the phone back into its stained plastic wall mount.




    ‘It doesn’t go there. That’s the hall phone.’ The oven door gaped beside me, belching out heat. Inside, drenched in olive oil, my root vegetables were crisping black. I leaned against the huge old fridge and frowned at the way he was fumbling. ‘Not nervous, are you?’




    The door hummed against my spine. I wished I could just stay there all day, stuck like a novelty magnet. I stared at the star-shaped splatter all over the floor. All over the cracked terracotta. The heavy central mess. Stripes of sauce elongating like limbs making a bid for freedom. How stupid was that, trying to cook boeuf bourguignon for an awarding-winning chef?




    The dish itself was intact apart from a heart shaped crack in its side. The lid was in smithereens.




    ‘What do you mean?’ He looked vaguely round at me. ‘About this visit?’




    ‘About seeing him. It’s been six years –’




    ‘Darling, he’s been busy on the other side of the world, that’s all. We’re not estranged. Not any more. He’s got used to the idea of my marrying again. So it’s time he met you. Time he met my bride.’ John rubbed the palms of his hands together and swivelled the top half of his body in a stiff, military movement. ‘So what happened here?’




    I held the oven gloves out, still linking my wrists like handcuffs. ‘There’s a hole in these. I was checking the casserole and the phone rang and the fingers burnt right through.’




    ‘I’m sorry. Should have got new stuff sorted out. We never used to bother. This was only ever meant to be our holiday home.’ John took a couple of j-cloths off the sink and flapped them at me. ‘Don’t worry. It wasn’t our best china. And don’t be pissed off just because of a flawed oven glove?’




    The cloths dangled uselessly between us. His dead wife’s j-cloths. I crossed my arms. My breasts enveloped them, warm and heavy. My pale green sweater felt tight. It was probably way too tight for this grand introduction, but sod that. I liked the way my breasts jutted out in that Hollywood starlet way, expensively upholstered and impossible to ignore. They might be lifted by satin-covered whalebone and kissed by cashmere, but my breasts were still my best friends. They’d earned me a fortune over the years, even when my face didn’t fit. And I was only a handful of years older than my scary stepchildren, for God’s sake. Why should I shroud myself in some shapeless blouse and mash myself into another woman’s peeling wallpaper?




    ‘I’ll have to go to the village and get something else to eat. They must do some sort of ready meal. Takeaway. Anything.’




    ‘I doubt there’s anywhere open on a Sunday in these ’ere parts.’ John’s mouth twitched at his evil attempt at a Devon accent. ‘Bread and cheese will do. Soup. I don’t know why you went to so much trouble in the first place, Flo. They’re not royalty. And Suki knows you hate cooking.’




    ‘I can’t have your son coming all the way from Sydney for a lump of Stilton. What would Gordon Ramsay’s mini-me make of that?’




    ‘They’re not coming for the food, for God’s sake.’




    John wrapped his arm round me. It’s why I married him, despite all the clicking tongues. Because when he wasn’t covered in paint and dust he wore mossy tweed jackets like a proper gentleman and the moment those arms were round me I calmed down. On our wedding day three months before I shook like a leaf. He wrapped his arm round me on the steps of the registry office while the smattering of guests took pictures. Relax, darling. They’re not the paparazzi, he whispered, more’s the pity. He made me laugh. So I never told him why I was shaking.




    ‘Those are cool boots,’ he said now, and we both bent to look. ‘Not what I’d call suitable for trudging along a rough old beach, but cool nevertheless.’ Normally it would have been exactly the right thing to say. He knelt down with the j-cloth and wiped the droplets off the ox-blood red leather. Then he kissed my foot. ‘A sex kitten like you needs a good seeing to, preferably twice a day, so what’s the matter with me?’ He ran his hand up my leg, tweaked the top of my stockings. ‘Christ! Getting a hard-on these days is like getting blood out of a stone!’




    My chest tightened. My new husband’s fine head of hair was thinning on top.




    ‘Get up, Johnny, please.’ I tugged at his shoulders. ‘I hate you grovelling about on the floor. It doesn’t suit you. And nor does the stud talk.’




    He was unable to hide the wince as his knees straightened. The hand holding the dirty cloth smoothed feebly at his hair as if he knew what I’d been thinking. But how could he know that the sight of him looking suddenly old was making me panic?




    ‘Just making you even more gorgeous for our guests.’ He tipped my chin up. ‘My beautiful wife. You’re like a pure-bred Arab mare, you know that? Always jittery.’




    I let him admire me for a moment longer. His long fingers traced the faint scarred hollow of my cheekbone, pressed my lips into a sexy pout. Some red lipstick smeared onto his fingers. A year ago he traced my cheekbones for the first time, when my agent commissioned him to sculpt a bust of me. That’s how we met. John carved me out of stone, like Pygmalion.




    And though he was only supposed to be sculpting my head and shoulders that day he went on moulding the rest of my body and I couldn’t stop him. I was cold all over, we both were. It was mid winter, like now, and he was a widower. I was the scarred survivor of a stupid accident, and when he touched me I started shivering. His fingers were so warm, and strong. He was used to wrestling shapes out of blocks of wood or stone and he was just as rough with me. And it was exactly what I wanted. He pummelled my arms and legs and neck and spine, twisted me about, his hair white and wild, so different from any other lover, like a sexy muscular wizard.




    And after he had recreated my head and shoulders, my bust, and stuck it on a plinth ready for casting and paced round it a few times, he came back to me and ran his hands all over me, feeling me, cupped my breasts, then my buttocks, slid his fingers into the warm crack there, trailing them through the dark cleft splitting under me and up to where it opened up, pink like blossom. My knees shook as he stood behind me, measuring every secret inch. Gradually my thighs opened wider for those rough, roaming fingers until he reached my pussy and peeled me open like a fruit.




    Then he calmly took the robe loosely covering me and ripped it right away, leaving me naked, white and trembling, freezing on that pedestal thing, my skin pricking up in tight goose bumps. My breasts, usually photographed tickled by exotic lingerie, juddered with each heartbeat and rose upwards as if fighting the cold air. My nipples stood stiff and red like sore berries in the harsh winter light flooding his glass studio.




    That day, barely a year ago, he was still strong enough to lift me and throw me down on some lumpy old sacking in the corner where he reared over me, pinching my nipples until they burned with the desire rocketing through me. He opened my arms and legs like a sacrifice, then pulled his cock out of a gap in his overalls. I bit my lip, squealing with shock and tasting blood, as he knelt on my legs and held my arms above my head to keep me still. All the time his blue eyes were on me. His big fingers closed round his cock and he pummelled himself rapidly, just there above my splayed, bare pussy, and I squirmed with frustration, trying to lift my pussy, thinking he was going to come all over me, but then I could see his cock was huge and hard and ready and he let go of it, let it spring free from his fist but it was so hard it barely moved. He took his weight on his hands and with one fierce jab of his hips he stuck it into me, pushed it right up and in, and fucked me because our lives depended on it.




    His eyes fluttered closed now for a kiss. A shadow of that first, fast, furious fucking. This was what made me shake on our wedding day. I was afraid that soon it would all be shadows.




    I darted forwards to peck him first, on the mouth. It felt hard, and bristly. Odd. Normally he was scrupulous about shaving. I reached round him for the car keys. His shoulder felt bony as I brushed against it. ‘Nevertheless, this won’t do. I’m going out to find something proper to eat.’




    ‘You’re the one who’s nervous. You’ve already met Suki, so that’s ticked off.’ John dabbed the end of my nose with the cloth. ‘And Stuart will love you, because I do.’




    I opened the back door and the world rushed in. It was like switching on a soundtrack. Sea gulls, the slow drag of pebbles followed by the muffled crash of waves. You had to scramble down a little path to get to the beach. But you could still hear it.




    ‘I wish we could just have Christmas here on our own. Me and you.’




    A breeze batted past my ears, flipping the pages of my recipe book. I tied a scarf round my head like a fishwife.




    ‘Don’t rush off, Flo. You’re acting like a teenager, not a siren of the glossies –’




    ‘Ex siren of the glossies –’ I fingered my scar.




    ‘My siren.’ He held up his hand. Yes, it was still shaking, but now he looked like a stern headmaster, just the way I liked it. ‘I want you here with me, Mrs Floyd, gliding about with champagne.’




    Dead grass scraped against the half-open gate behind me. I backed out of the kitchen door, sensing freedom and wondering why I wanted, so badly, to escape.




    ‘Well, don’t be long, will you?’ John was bending down again, laboriously mopping at the congealing lunch. He looked up. There was a very slight film across one of those cobalt blue eyes. ‘I need you.’




    The village store was open, and stocked with tons of food. Into the boot went wine, more milk and cheese, cream, chocolate, the last remaining organic chicken. Surely even I could manage that? Smear it with lemon juice and thyme like they do on the TV, use the roasting time to sink the last of the Dom Perignon John had saved from his farewell exhibition?




    The French patisserie next door was open, too. It was so warm in there. I couldn’t decide, just stood and breathed the aroma of fresh bread, buttery croissants, custard doughnuts, apple pies, bulging, shiny pasties.




    ‘Made your choice?’




    ‘I’d like to stay in here all day.’ I smiled at the bun-faced lady behind the counter. ‘Bit of a gathering back at home.’




    ‘John OK? He’s not been down here, since – for years,’ she said as she took my money. Or rather, John’s money. She tapped the side of her head. ‘And I heard he’d gone downhill?’




    I let the coins rest on the palm of my hand, quelling the anger. ‘I’m the new Mrs Floyd, actually. And he’s fine. Stopped working, because of the arthritis, but he’s fine.’




    ‘Well, he must be fighting fit, a glamorous young wife like you to keep happy. I’m afraid we’re closing now, dear. Nearly Christmas. All got homes to go to.’




    The bags of unnecessary food rattled and bumped about in the boot where John’s easels and chisels and drums of plaster used to go. I drove as slowly as I could out of the car park. I couldn’t put it off for ever. They’d be there any minute now. My new stepson, the conquering hero, crowding into that cluttered kitchen. His small, restless sister scrutinising her mother’s empty cupboards, shrouded as always in expensive black. I’d never seen Suki wear anything colourful or clinging, had no idea if she possessed womanly breasts or the narrow hips of a boy. She would turn about slowly, silently arch her thick eyebrows.




    Get a grip. I was the mistress of the house. Yeah. Mistress was the word. My shag-me boots and the short, flirty skirt made me feel like some tart their old dad had picked up in a bar.




    A broad shaft of sunshine suddenly swept a path of gold across the grey beach. I jumped out of the car to follow it, all the way to the silvery water’s edge, running awkwardly in my high heels over the uneven sand. Not suitable for trudging along a rough old beach.




    ‘Lick my boots!’ I yelled at the waves. ‘I dare you!’




    My voice was catching in the wind. All I could see then was my husband, crouched at my feet on the kitchen floor, amongst the stew I’d just trashed, trying to clean my boots. I tried to see the sexy side of it, but my stomach clenched with nausea. My champion. Everyone said he’d rescued me, breathed life back into me, immortalised me too. And he had. But while my youth was set in stone for the moment, he was withering before my eyes.




    The water was reaching to grab at me again, straining but not quite reaching me. Every so often a wave rolled over, offered me a reluctant flash of sky blue.




    Up on the cliff John must be been puffing life into the logs, because smoke was threading out of the chimney.




    I could smell the wine and the log fire and a dazzling, nostril-pricking cologne as soon as I stepped in from the cold. I entered through the back door, bustling with provisions, the lady bountiful, but no one saw me.




    ‘Not stone. She was like alabaster. Her skin glows, you know.’




    ‘Like a weeping angel?’




    ‘Och, no, Stuart.’ Since when had John acquired a Scottish accent? My Flo’s no angel!’




    They had their backs to me, but that was OK. It meant I could hover in front of the hall mirror, tug my hair across my uneven cheek, smooth on a little more lipstick.




    They were arranged in front of the bay window. There was John on the right, Suki on the left, in something black, kneeling on the wide sill. A stranger in the middle. It was like the captain’s window, curved round the bow of the ship to survey the ocean.




    ‘And that’s just the way I like her.’ John’s chuckle was deep in his chest. But as he lifted his glass I noticed him press the flat of his other hand against the panelled wall.




    ‘I’m sure you do, Dad. Because in fairy stories,’ the third person, speaking in John’s deep voice, half turned so that the harsh light etched out his profile, a long sharp nose, the full curve of a lower lip, ‘the wicked stepmother is always the sexiest.’




    His eyes caught mine on the word ‘sexiest’ and pinned me back. I’d taken a step towards my husband but the man in the middle stopped me. He caught me hovering on the edge of the room like a moth and pinned me right there so I couldn’t move. Shadows flitted between the two men, the younger face stitched briefly onto my husband’s to show me how he used to look.




    No sick thumping of the heart now. It stopped beating completely.




    I could even hear the waves on the beach below. My senses were pricked up like antennae. I could hear John swallowing, the creak of the windowsill as Suki stood up. The hiccup of the fridge in the kitchen. All I could see in the flickering fire light was the stranger’s cobalt blue eyes and the way his hands fell down to his sides as if he’d been shot.




    ‘Here she is. The hunter and gatherer returns.’ John cleared his throat. ‘Darling. Come and have a drink.’




    ‘Hello, Flo. Meet my brother Stuart.’




    I nodded in Suki’s direction, but I still couldn’t drag my eyes away. The air around him and me crystallised, locking us inside.




    ‘Florence. How do you do?’




    When I didn’t move he walked over the old carpet and took my hand. I started to jerk it up and down like a robot, tilting my scarred cheek automatically away.




    ‘Stuart. You’re here at last.’




    My voice rushed in my ears like the last thing you hear before you faint. He was lifting my hand towards his mouth. He had dark curly hair and was unshaven like a rock star and like all rock stars he seemed terribly young. So young. His curved lips parted slightly and I wanted him to lick my fingers. I wanted to stuff my fingers between his teeth so that he had to eat them.




    But he kissed the back of my hand. His lips were warm and damp and, Christ, was that the tip of his tongue brushing across the skin? My pussy twitched, sucking the flimsy silk of my knickers up between my lips and releasing the sharp scent of my own arousal. He closed his eyes briefly, his nose still pressed against my knuckles, and that’s when I knew it for sure. The stark difference between despair and desire.




    ‘You old charmer! Where did you learn to do that?’




    Suki pushed him jokily aside. Her arm hooked round my neck. I gave a silly, fluttering laugh and scrunched my shoulders like a child aping pleasure. Suki’s jaw bumped against my ear, moving my hair.




    ‘You must be starving, driving all that way?’




    I was talking to Stuart but Suki dragged him away to the old sofa and sat against him, her hand on his thigh. I rested my elbow on the mantelpiece, acutely aware of the way my breasts seemed to swell up and out with the movement. My back was to the mirror, the heat of the flames licking my legs, pricking my nipples into life, sending sweat trickling down my spine. And then at last I looked at John.




    His face was a mask, like one of his own sculptures. Only for a second. His eyes had dropped backwards into his skull as if they were looking along a tunnel. His eyes weren’t on me, they were on the tableau of us all, but he pushed himself off the panelled wall and came towards me.




    ‘That’s my position, surely?’ He copied my stance by the mantelpiece, elbow crooked, legs crossed nonchalantly at the ankle. ‘The head of hearth and home?’




    I laughed again, but this time my laugh was low and perfectly calm. I turned my body towards my husband and laid my hand over his. But every part of me sang as if I’d been stung by nettles, because Stuart was here now, on the other side of the room. Suki started to chat, her voice a little higher than usual, and the cobalt blue eyes of her brother roamed the room so subtly that no one else would know it, fell on his father, his sister, the furniture, and at last on me, each part of me in turn, savouring toe, wrist, hip, mouth, oh God, and breasts. I was being surreptitiously stripped.




    I smiled widely at John while his son looked at my breasts and my nipples stiffened and pushed at the soft cashmere, so wicked to be so turned on in that room, with those particular people, at that significant moment, nipples shooting the message through my body that I desired my stepson.




    ‘Dad said you were worried about the lunch,’ Suki said, taking the champagne out of the bucket. ‘You dashed out into the cold to feed us.’




    ‘Yes.’




    ‘No need.’ She nudged her father’s arm, making him spill a little of his drink. ‘Stuart can do it.’




    John slid his fingers out from my hand and tapped them restlessly. ‘Stuart? Would that not be a bit of a busman’s holiday?’




    I noticed a cleft in Stuart’s chin. John has one just the same.




    ‘No more than you coming home to sculpt your beautiful wife every night.’




    There was another hush, like the pause before a wave turns. He made the word ‘sculpt’ sound filthy.




    ‘I don’t work any more. Didn’t Suki tell you?’ John held his hands up like surgeons do once they’ve scrubbed in. ‘These are useless now.’




    ‘Not useless, Johnny,’ I tried to say, but I was studying Stuart’s shoulder, where the yarn of his fisherman’s sweater was unravelling.




    Suki wagged her finger. ‘You look like a Victorian patriarch, Dad, glowering from the fireplace like that. You know, asking if Stuart’s intentions are honourable.’




    I glanced at Stuart and he at me, tiny unknowable glances already perfected.




    ‘I should have been here this summer to ask you. I heard you married Florence virtually the moment you met!’ Stuart’s eyes snapped towards his father. ‘Who knows? Perhaps I might have stopped you.’




    ‘But can you blame me for wanting her? Look at her.’




    And all three Floyds looked at me.




    ‘But you also had a deadline, didn’t you, Dad?’ Suki broke the silence, holding her glass tightly in front of her mouth. ‘To finish the sculpture for that facial scarring exhibition –’




    I let my breath out sharply, blowing my hair from my face. ‘Thanks for that, Suki.’




    ‘I don’t blame you at all, Dad.’ Stuart stared frankly at my face, my cheek carved with the pattern of a shattered windscreen. ‘You were lucky to get there first.’




    ‘Ours was the star exhibit,’ John replied quietly. ‘And once I’d tasted her body there seemed no point in waiting.’




    I blushed hot. Maybe we all did. I don’t know if he looked at me then because Stuart and I were staring at each other again as if staring might go some way to satisfying the gnawing hunger.




    ‘No, Dad,’ Stuart said quietly, ‘no point at all.’




    ‘And so now,’ I said, turning to leave the room again, ‘we are going to have a bloody good weekend. That right, Stuart?’




    ‘Absolutely right. But only if I can help with the lunch.’




    ‘Us youngsters have to be off in the morning. Big reunion. I’ve organised a parade of old flames for Stuart to re-ignite.’ Suki perched forwards on the sofa as if she’d been trying to grab him, but already Stuart was following me out of the door. ‘So there’s not much time for catching up.’




    ‘Well if my son’s busy getting to know his stepmother,’ my husband said, rousing himself, ‘Suki and I had better take a walk together.’




    ‘Is Stuart what you expected, Flo? Or should I say Florence.’ Suki flung her scarf round her neck. A tassel caught me in the eye. She came closer. ‘He’s gorgeous, isn’t he? I’m so proud of him.’




    ‘Yes. He’s gorgeous. Exactly like your father.’




    ‘Here that, Dad? You’ve got competition.’




    A blush scorched the edges of my scalp. ‘Competition?’




    ‘Well, Dad got the trophy wife, but Stuart’s the rising star. Everyone in Scotland’s talking about him.’




    ‘Scotland?’ John and I spoke in unison.




    ‘Didn’t we tell you? He’s not going back to Australia. He’s staying in Edinburgh with me.’




    In the kitchen, Stuart was sharpening a knife.




    ‘His tiramisu is wicked.’ Suki giggled. ‘So who’s king of the heap now?’




    ‘Don’t be silly, Suki!’ John opened the front door and the wind barged in. ‘No one can hold a candle to my wife. And what’s the point of tiramisu? This is Britain, not Sicily.’




    ‘More’s the pity,’ I said, laughing into his cheek.




    John rested against me briefly, then he was gone.




    ‘He’s worried that you and Stuart won’t get on. So make it work, Flo. OK?’ Suki leaned into the kitchen, one leg up behind her in a coquettish ballerina pose. ‘Sure you want to be stuck in here, honey?’




    Stuart didn’t answer. I banged the door shut, and somehow my hand landed on his chest.




    ‘What’s your scent?’




    There was no need to keep staring at him. Those cobalt eyes. Those curved lips. He was John, thirty years younger. A great wave of regret washed over me. But here was his son, real, warm, and drawing me like a magnet. I could feel his heart racing.




    ‘Something citrus I picked up in Morocco.’




    ‘It’s like the bouquet in a Benedictine. Makes my nose prickle.’




    He laughed, a deep reverberation under my hand. Then he swung the rucksack. ‘I’m afraid I’m very sad. I bring my own herbs. Do you mind?’




    I shook my head, letting him go. I swung one leg across the breakfast stool. ‘So chicken OK?’




    ‘No time. We’ll have smoked salmon for lunch. And my gift to you and Dad. Figs.’ Out of a brown paper bag rolled green and purple ovals. He picked one up, made a cross over one end, then squeezed the other end. The green skin of the fruit puckered and ripped slightly, and there was the moist redness of the innards, studded with tiny seeds. ‘These Greek ones are in season now.’




    My whole body felt loose, as if I could fall off that stool any moment. My armpits were damp, my breasts were tingling. Up between my fidgety legs, my pussy was getting wet.




    ‘I lace the figs with honey, mascarpone, if there is any. Some liqueur. So sweet,’ he said, scooping out the flesh and letting it ooze between his fingers. ‘Try it.’




    I smiled as juice dribbled over my bottom lip and on to his finger. He wiped the finger across my mouth again so that my lips yielded and opened. He pushed his finger in between my teeth. I tasted the mixture of clean skin and moist fig. My heart was racing. I whimpered as I sucked his finger right in to my mouth. His mouth parted, lips glistening as he smiled and pushed it in further. The rush of desire knocked the breath out of me.




    Then he pulled his finger out with a sticky sound. I sat up, crossed my legs primly. Cleared my throat as if everything was just dandy. Slowly, nonchalantly, he put the same finger to his own lips and licked it. My pussy clenched tight. Moisture seeped into my knickers.




    ‘And what will you do with the poor chicken?’ My voice was husky as he backed away to the table.




    He bent to chop the green herbs, coiled in that way chefs have, feet dancing impatiently. Dark strands of hair fell over his eyebrows. He wiped at his forehead with his arm.




    ‘Marinade until this evening.’ He made incisions in the plump flesh, and started to rub a butter and herb mixture all over the chicken. Into the cavity between the bird’s legs. His fingers were long. ‘It has to go in deep. It’ll taste orgasmic, you’ll see. Push gently like you’re making love to the bird. Never fuck it.’




    I closed my eyes as the word drove in to me. I tipped my head back on my neck, ran my tongue over my lips. It’s how I used to pose when I was modelling lingerie. But that was simulating excitement in a studio full of cameras. There was no simulation here. I was ready to come right there on the stool.




    He washed his hands. My whole body tightened as he moved back across the floor in slow motion, hands still wet, so close I could see the boyish flush streaking his face.




    ‘They’ll be back soon.’




    He nodded, looking up my body. That’s how young men look. Like boys, like it’s still so new. The present before it’s unwrapped. He pulled me close. Closer. I was grasping for breath.




    ‘Dad was right. You are pure alabaster,’ he said, lifting a strand of my hair away from my face. Away from the scar. He looked at it without flinching. ‘I can see why he fell for you.’




    But the shadow of his father didn’t stop the next thing happening. I lifted my face and he smothered my mouth with his, all hot wet lips and teeth and tongue.




    ‘Oh Christ, Stuart, we can’t, we –’ I tried to stop, honestly I did, but all I could see were those eyes and that face, so beautiful and familiar yet so bloody young. He pulled away, and that sweet, genuine effort clinched it for me. I needed that cold space between us, that empty space between my legs, I needed it filled, and so then we were tangled in the kind of violent, greedy, blood-letting kiss that makes you go deaf and blind.




    ‘Not enough time, oh God, no time.’ He slammed me back against the ancient, sturdy fridge and inside it wine bottles rattled. But we went on kissing, his tongue ramming into my mouth, me unable to breathe, my pussy throbbing and aching for him now that it was grinding against the rough fabric of his jeans, grating the tender lips so that they eased open to rub the sore clit inside. He ran his hands under my sweater, squeezing my breasts, making my skin shiver, but that wasn’t enough, he unhooked my bra expertly and why oh why did an image flash up of him undressing younger women before I had the chance to find him, his first girl, first love, first fuck – but then he was kneading my breasts, flesh yielding like dough under his hands and I moaned as he lifted my breasts like two warm cakes and kissed them, running his tongue over the pale skin, then circling each raspberry nipple, tasting everything like food, and he moaned, too, sucking one dark nipple into a point, shocks of pleasure streaking through me, then sucking the other, two tight beacons burning hot, showing the world how bad we were being.




    ‘Did he touch you like this the very first time?’ He squeezed my cheeks between his hands. ‘When he was sculpting your lovely face? Did you fuck the first time?’




    ‘Yes,’ I said brutally.




    ‘Christ, how am I going to bear it?’




    The wildness and fury was just like John that first time we fucked in his cold studio. Desperate laughter coiled in my chest.




    I gasped, pushing his mouth back onto my nipples. ‘What can’t you bear?’




    He bit me, hard, then still sucking he flipped my skirt up round my waist, then sank his fingers into the soft flesh of my butt cheeks to lift me so that I was forced to wrap my legs round him. God, he was strong. My pussy slicked open against his stomach, moistening the lacy knickers as my skirt drifted round my waist.




    ‘The jealousy, Florence. You, in his bed, night after night. The fucking jealousy!’




    I kissed him, tangling my fingers in his hair. I wanted to hear more.




    ‘That he got here first, met and married you before I got the chance –’




    ‘You’re not making sense,’ I laughed softly. His words were shadows of my own. We were rocking together against the fridge, his cock hard in his jeans. ‘You’ve met me now!’




    ‘Yes, but it’s too late! He’s got you. He’s got you to touch, to fuck, whenever he wants, and I –’




    I tightened my thighs round his hips and reached between them to unbutton his flies.




    ‘And you, my darling, are fucking me right now!’




    He groaned and dug his fingers into my butt cheeks, easing them apart, and then his fingers were in the damp crack between them, searching and sliding over my tender flesh, slipping easily in and out of my wet cunt. I was seething with excitement now, opening myself wider to swallow his fingers, to grip him, grinding my cunt against his sweater, smearing it with my pussy juices as I wound my fingers in his hair to smother him between my damp breasts.




    He groaned unevenly as his fingers slid in and out of me, releasing more of my strong, musky scent, driving me wild with wanting. I slid my hand into his jeans and found his cock, hot and hard. We were both gasping and grunting like animals, slamming and banging against the fridge. His teeth nipped again and again at my nipples.




    Suddenly we could hear, far below on the cliff path, the murmur of voices and my heart plummeted.




    Stuart lifted his head, lips wet with sucking, and we stared at each other, eyes glittering in the fading afternoon light. I was quivering violently now, with the effort of gripping him and with the ferocious desire to have him, right there in his mother’s kitchen.




    ‘Christ, Florence, what are we going to do?’ His gorgeous face was so close to mine. ‘I have to stop –’




    ‘No, you can’t. Be quick.’ I kissed him hard. He paused, then his tongue pushed hungrily around mine and I let my feet drop to the floor and we staggered backwards to the table.




    I barely felt the scratch of rough wood against my back as we fell and he reared over me on his hands and knees. I unzipped his trousers and there was his cock standing hard and straight and there were my legs, hooking him into me.




    He shoved me hurriedly across the table. Something else made of china toppled off and smashed. Above us as my head jammed over the edge I could see elongated splashes of boeuf bourguignon, all across the ceiling. Our bodies were stuck together now and we both breathed in and held it as his cock slid into me. I was so wet, but my body gripped him, held him tight inside, my arms and legs were wound round him as if welded to his bones and his hands were still squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples as he bit and licked at my neck, pausing to listen, and then we were rocking wildly together, his cock thrusting up and through me and filling me totally.




    Outside the voices were closer but we still had time and though it was wrong it felt right. No way could we stop. My body sucked in my stepson’s cock, scraping across the table as he fucked me. I squeezed him harder until he groaned and shuddered and then I was too excited to hold back and I ground myself against him, coming and coming, scratching his lovely back to give him something to remember, as every bit of me would remember him, and then even as we leapt apart and got shakily back on our feet the ecstasy, in me at least, kept coming in waves until we could breathe again.




    John and Suki were climbing slowly up the cliff path. My mouth was bruised. We stood inches apart, upright like soldiers.




    Suki looked up to open the gate. Saw us side by side in the bright room against the darkening world outside. John waved but the vigorous gesture took his balance. As if he’d got older in the tiny hour that he had walked with Suki along the beach, now he sketched an old man’s dither in the lane, his feet treading water to turn him, his hand gripping out for Suki. Or for me.




    He saw us framed in the kitchen. Maybe he could see how our lips were wet. And his face froze.




    ‘He’s old, and he’s ill,’ I told Stuart as Suki opened the door and let in the chill. ‘And I love him.’




    ‘I love him, but I love you too,’ Stuart said, peeling away a sliver of smoked salmon. ‘So I’ll wait.’


  




  

    The Glass-blower




    JENNIFER DIDN’T KNOW WHAT the hell she was doing on a singles holiday, let alone in Venice of all places. Everyone on the trip denied they were looking for love, or even sex. Just enjoying the view with like-minded people. But why else had they paid through the nose to join a dating agency? Why else were they spending a long weekend traipsing round the most romantic city on earth?




    And what a motley crew they were. At least Jennifer had a couple of broken engagements under her belt, and could prove, if necessary, that she’d lost her virginity. This lot were like some kind of sociological experiment deposited from outer space. The men were like defrocked priests, blinking dazedly in the cold light of real life. And the women were like kids playing dress-up in their too tight clothes and too bright lipstick.




    And yet. Like the animals in the Ark they were, stealthily, pairing up. Keith and Vince, the accountants, had been seen slurping oysters in a dingy waterside bar with Serena and Alissia, the highlight-flicking chalet girls. And Michael, the psychotherapist, had definitely copped off with Jane the violin teacher. You could tell by the love bite.




    ‘I’m not sure I can stand it another day. Don’t know why I signed up for this in the first place,’ muttered Jennifer to Hazel, the pale gardening columnist, as they sat on the windblown Zattere fulfilling the pizza-eating section of the itinerary. ‘Ain’t never going to have sex again at this rate, let alone find the man of my dreams.’




    ‘Forget romance, then,’ replied Hazel, licking olive oil off her lower lip. They both stared through the steamed-up window at a huge cruise ship plying down the Giudecca canal, dwarfing the city.




    ‘Concentrate on finding pure sex, do you mean? Because I’m frustrated as hell! It’s been months –’




    ‘Me too!’ Hazel blushed, then laughed. ‘But what I meant was, we’re all desperate now we’re forty, but that’s no reason to be a quitter.’




    Jennifer hadn’t realised how husky Hazel’s voice was. In fact, she’d never heard her speak before. The heat in the restaurant had made her cheeks glow, and the oil had made her normally chapped lips glisten.




    ‘But they’ve marched us round all the sights, haven’t they? Rialto Bridge, the Jewish quarter, coffee at Florians – what else is there?’ Jennifer swallowed her cold beer. ‘It’s all very lovely here, but I ought to get home before the credit crunch closes me down completely –’




    ‘But what’s waiting for you in London, apart from your shrinking property company?’ asked Hazel, curling her tongue round a long strand of melted mozzarella. ‘The singles scene there is shit.’




    ‘Too true, sister.’ Jennifer dabbed a blob of melted cheese off Hazel’s chin and then they clinked their thick beer glasses, blushing.




    ‘Anyway, there’s one thing we haven’t seen yet,’ Hazel winked. She had very long eyelashes and zero make-up. ‘Tacky and touristy it may be, but you can’t leave Venice without seeing them blowing glass.’




    * * *




    Which is how they came to be standing round a kind of freezing warehouse on the island of Murano. In front of them, blazing heat like a scene from Dante’s Inferno, complete with doomed souls. Behind, a vicious breeze cutting straight off the iron grey water separating them from the domes and spires of the city, rising like a herbaceous border on the horizon.




    Then this guy sauntered out from a back room, unbuttoning a loose white shirt. No fanfare, except some sort of greeting and a long hard stare straight into Jennifer’s eyes. The tour leaders clapped, but Jennifer was rigid with excitement. The shirt came off, and as he took up a long metal pipe and plunged it into a bubbling furnace the back of his head, spine and legs were splashed with darkness, his face, chest and arms thrown into relief by the roaring light.




    ‘Caravaggio, wasn’t it?’ Frederick the ex-police officer remarked from the back of the watching group. ‘Didn’t he paint Bacchus and all those tortured saints in exactly this half-light?’




    ‘I think the tourist board makes them do this deliberately,’ Hazel giggled softly. ‘You know, look all virile and sweaty.’




    ‘Sexy as,’ breathed Serena.




    ‘Open fire, bare hands, unprotected face. Obviously have no truck with health and safety,’ added Keith.




    Everyone spluttered like school kids trying to be good in church.




    The muscles in his shoulders and arms flexed as the glass-blower grasped the pipe. His ribs jabbed through his skin, the heat must knock the breath out of you, and running down his stomach – the jeans low-slung, hanging off his hips – a thin line of dark hair ran from his navel down, down into his jeans. Into his boxers where the hair would fan out round his big, sleeping cock.




    Jennifer’s pussy twitched. Sod this bunch, she thought, tracing hearts in the dusty floor with the pointed toe of her boot. I’ll have this one washed and brought to my tent.




    Now a wedge of muscle thickened down each side of his back as he manipulated his iron pipe, dipping it into the furnace again. Jennifer’s stomach swallow-dived.




    ‘Apparently that’s called the glory hole!’ Hazel whispered. Her blonde hair tickled Jennifer’s face like wisps of silk. ‘How naughty is that?’




    Jennifer squealed with laughter. ‘He can plunge his pipe into my glory hole any time!’




    The glass-blower scoped out a sort of jelly and skipped like Nureyev across to a slab of marble where he rolled and flipped it, constantly lifting and twisting and swinging his pipe. Then he lowered his mouth and his cheeks pulled in as he started to suck. Jennifer gasped. She put her hand into her coat, down between her legs. Her pussy felt hot and damp under her jeans. The glass-blower rotated and twisted his pipe as his cheeks blew life into the red-hot globule gathered at the end and coaxed it into shape.




    ‘Magnifico,’ sighed Hazel.




    The glass elongated at the end of the pipe and, as it swelled and grew, yes, just like a hard-on, a frantic desire gripped Jennifer. Her pussy felt really wet now. She wanted something, the pipe, the guy’s cock, whatever, hot and hard, filling her. He sketched another pas de deux with his instrument, loving it, his fingers coaxing the elegant line of metal as he breathed air down the tube, and look how the globular mass responded, fading from garish tangerine to a rosy hue and conformed into a lovely oval.




    ‘That’s the sexiest thing ever.’ It came out as a growl. She could hardly breathe. She wanted those hands running over her, coaxing her into amazing shapes and then a mind-blowing climax. ‘I’m going to follow him home. I’ll go mad if I don’t have him.’




    ‘Christ, you really are horny, aren’t you?’ Hazel was still very close. She slid her arm briefly round Jennifer’s waist. Jennifer liked the feel of it there, and it was cold when Hazel moved away. ‘But you’re crazy! You’ll get lost.’




    ‘I want an adventure, Hazel.’




    The ballet slowed as the glass-blower, still swinging his pipe to keep the momentum, rolled the dark pink mass onto another slab and then suddenly, with his free hand, took pincers to the neck of the glass, which had stretched into a column. Jennifer expected it to screech out for mercy as he tightened his grip and decapitated it. Then it was over. The glass had turned into a beautiful vase and the glass-blower wandered out of sight.




    Jennifer clutched at some nearby display shelving. There was a frantic rattling of fragile glassware as she rapidly, and silently, came.




    Magnifico was the word.




    Hazel was right. Jennifer did get lost. At first the solitude was blissful. The strain of being nice to all these earnest strangers was getting to her. She wriggled away from the others and followed the glass-blower on to the vaporetto, back into the city. The alleyways cobwebbed like veins as she tried to keep up with him. Then he ducked through a green stained arch into a tiny dove-grey- and honey-coloured campo. No one passed her. There was the odd tinkle of music through a half-open window, the clatter of cutlery, the snap of a bed sheet, but only brief snatches, as if voices or music or footsteps were an interruption to some other, deeper, process flowing through the water beneath.




    She had only paused for a second. But the glass-blower had vanished.




    She panicked, then, heart thumping. Glanced around wildly. It was dark, and she had no idea how to get back to the hotel. Suddenly she missed the others and their inane laughter. Hazel with her map.




    Then someone sighed, across the square, quietly, definitely female, and answered by a rough male sigh. No words. So quiet they were just like breaths, in and out. Surely it was him. The glass-blower. She looked around. A curtain curled like a red tongue out of a window in the corner, but nothing else moved. Somewhere a bell tolled.




    The private sighs stretched into elongated moans. The hairs on her arms started to prickle. She walked towards the house, stopped by the door. There was a creaking of bed springs which sang slowly, in a rhythm. The ragged moans rose into wordless gasping, so close to fear or pain, now panting in time to the creaking. Jennifer’s nipples stiffened, her silk underwear clinging to the hard points, and once again she felt moisture seeping into her knickers. It was like she was in there with them, whispering, kissing, touching, arousing each other in their secret room. The square reverberated with the rhythmic sounds, their animal groaning as the man’s cock thrust into the woman. The bed was banging and they were groaning, the moans rising to that uninhibited pitch where pleasure meets pain. Jennifer was rocking, too, on the doorstep, cold hands rubbing at herself under her coat, one finger matching the heady rhythm echoing from the window, finger running up, down her crack, making it wet, making her so jealous, she could picture the sex-soaked scene through that shuttered window, the wrinkled sheets, the bed thumping against the wall, a man’s muscular buttocks slamming between a woman’s wide-open thighs.




    Like a wildlife film when you see lions humping. They were hard at it up there, and her fingers rubbed faster across her crotch and then the woman was straining for breath, hissing ‘yes, yes’, though surely it should be ‘si, si’, maybe she was riding him, breasts bouncing, hard nipples catching between his teeth, his fingers digging into her haunches to keep her rammed onto his big cock. Jennifer moaned as her pussy clutched frantically at nothing real and then she subsided on to the step, cold and exhausted.




    ‘Jennifer!’




    ‘Sssh, don’t disturb me – them.’ She pointed to the window. The lovers were done.




    ‘The glass-blower wasn’t the answer, sweetie. Come on. Let’s get you back!’




    ‘How did you know I was here?’ she asked, letting Hazel lead her through another archway, down another silent alleyway.




    ‘Followed you, silly. Look, here we are already!’




    Hazel pushed her into a little yard studded with lemon trees and up a stone staircase. Ripples of watery light slipped through lamplight. Somewhere out there gondolas and vaporetti plied the khaki water, carrying tourists, barge-loads of food, works of art.




    ‘And here’s my little room.’




    It was enormous, like a palace. Arched doors looked over the Grand Canal. Acres of marble floor stretched from the door to a four-poster bed at the far end. Hazel lit some red candles round the bed and waved a big bottle of Chianti.




    ‘How the hell did you score this?’




    Jennifer sank into mounds of duvet and pillow, kicking off her tight boots and taking a big swig of Hazel’s wine.




    ‘Persuaded the manager on the first night, of course. I sucked his cock.’ Hazel sat down beside Jennifer and pulled off her coat. ‘I’m sick of hotels taking the piss out of us singletons and putting us in broom cupboards with a supplement. This is the honeymoon suite.’




    ‘I don’t believe you, Hazel. Seducing that great lummox? You’re just a wee mouse!’ Jennifer took another swig of wine and lay back. ‘And anyway, what about the honeymooners?’




    Hazel pulled her woolly jumper over her head, kicked off her jeans. ‘Who honeymoons in December?’




    ‘Always moving, always busy, Hazel.’ The wine had gone straight to Jennifer’s head. Warmth was seeping through her, loosening her limbs. ‘What are you doing now?’




    ‘Need a shower. Cocktails at the Danieli, remember?’




    Jennifer closed her eyes. ‘Too tired to get ready.’




    ‘Just watch me, then.’




    Something in Hazel’s voice pricked at Jennifer. She opened her eyes. Hazel was by the bed, wrapping a towel round her naked body. Her skin was translucent white and with her pale blonde hair she looked like an angel in the candlelight.




    Jennifer gasped.




    ‘Christ, you look amazing, Hazel. Almost as if clothes get in the way! If you did seduce Signor Whatsit that first day he’d have died and gone to heaven.’




    ‘Not just the first day.’ Hazel shrugged. She opened the towel briefly, showing her milk white body, then tucked it in again. ‘He sound happy to you just now?’




    Jennifer blinked.




    ‘In the square? You had no idea that’s the back of our hotel? The couple you were listening to just now was him and me.’ She took Jennifer’s jumper and pulled it over her head. ‘I pleasure him every evening, before he opens the bar.’




    ‘Pleasure him?’ Jennifer shivered as the cooler air crept over her arms. ‘Oh, darling Hazel, I love the quaint way you talk –’




    Hazel lifted one long pale leg and sat astride Jennifer, her towel falling open over her thighs, slipping down over her breasts.




    ‘But at least I’m having sex, Jenni.’




    ‘OK, OK, don’t rub it in.’ Jennifer slapped at Hazel angrily. ‘So everyone’s at it except me!’




    Hazel caught Jennifer’s arm and held it down. ‘You don’t have to be left out, not now you’re with me. I really fancy you, Jenni,’ she said quietly. She leaned over and brushed her lips across Jennifer’s mouth. ‘You see, I know I’ve been fucking the manager, but actually it’s women I’m really into.’




    Jennifer was too stunned to stop her. The other woman’s lips felt so soft compared with a man’s. Like pillows. And wet.




    ‘You’re in the wrong place,’ Jennifer muttered, when Hazel pulled away. ‘I’m not a lesbian, you know.’




    ‘Oh fuck it, who needs labels?’ Hazel’s face was close. She smelt of warm skin and sweet custard. ‘It’s sex you’re after, isn’t it, Jenni? Well, I can give it to you, right here on a plate.’




    ‘Not what I want.’ Jennifer tried to slide backwards off the bed. ‘I mean, that doesn’t really count as sex, does it?’




    ‘You do talk bollocks.’ Still pinning Jennifer down with her legs, Hazel unbuttoned her shirt and opened it. Jennifer’s breasts rose up, shocked at their exposure. ‘So if you haven’t been touched by a woman before, I want to be the first.’




    Jennifer turned her head, tried to move away, but the bed was so comfortable. The sounds outside so foreign. The candlelight so hypnotic. And Hazel’s hands, sliding down Jennifer’s ribcage, over her hips, pulling off her jeans, were so soft and gentle that Jennifer was powerless.




    Suddenly Hazel reached round and unclipped Jennifer’s bra. The breath rasped in her throat as Hazel took Jennifer’s breasts in her hands. At the touch of her fingers Jennifer pushed herself towards Hazel, she couldn’t help it, her nipples shrinking into points as the air met them. Her insides started swirling as Hazel sat across her legs, fondled her breasts, biting her lip with apparent pleasure, squeezing and pressing them together as each forefinger circled each hard raspberry nipple, flicking at them until they were sore and tingling with shocked desire.




    And then Hazel leaned down and took one nipple into her mouth and started to suck it. Jennifer’s pussy went tight as she watched Hazel’s lips pucker and suck, lick and kiss, and the nipple growing hard and wet with Hazel’s saliva. Then Hazel pinched that nipple and started to suck the other one. Jennifer fell back on her elbows and realised that she was spreading open her legs under the weight of Hazel’s bare bottom, and grinding up against her automatically, her frustrated, empty, hot cunt aching for something to fill it.




    Hazel felt her move, and lifted her face.




    ‘This girl stuff not right for you?’ she asked in her customary whisper. Her mouth, wet from all that licking, slid over Jennifer’s face. She flicked her tongue across Jennifer’s lips, coaxing her mouth open. ‘Want me to stop?’




    ‘God, no don’t stop. I want you to keep doing it!’




    Jennifer’s head felt as if it was going to fly open. She started to suck on Hazel’s tongue, circling it in and out of her mouth, then probing in, hard, like a penis, and then she realised that this must be how men felt. Because suddenly she wanted to dominate little Hazel, take her over, touch her, feel her. All over. She reached up to pull the towel off, running her hands over Hazel’s cool white shoulders and spine and then brought them round to the front and nearly screamed as Hazel’s soft white breasts bounced heavily into her hands, big and warm, similar yet so different from her own, and anyway she had never really fondled her own, just let others do it, but now she relished the sexy softness of another woman’s tits.




    She pulled away from the wet kiss and watched her fingers pinching and teasing, arousing Hazel, watched the pale nipples filling with colour, growing long and tight, demanding to be suckled and there, that was the entire point of them. To be suckled.




    Electrical charges sizzled through Jennifer. She fell onto her back and shifted Hazel slightly up so that the nipples were dangling above her like ripening berries and Hazel hung there, smiling down, as her breasts crushed into Jennifer’s nose and cheeks, warm skin and a musky perfume as everything pressed into her face and she took one hard nipple into her mouth, feeling it grate against her teeth, slide onto her tongue, and then she sucked, hard, stroking the soft flesh of Hazel’s breasts pressing into her face, biting first one nipple then the other, feeling her own nipples burning in response.
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