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  A Rose without Thorns




  Carol thinks that in Brian the bodybuilder she’s met the perfect man. When he lies to her, can her love survive?




  In a French Country Vineyard




  Carol falls for young Frenchman Lucien and he learns the arts of love in a night of passion. Is their ecstasy worth the lesson her husband teaches, in the gloomy cellar beneath the winery?




  Laodameia




  Laodameia’s arranged marriage starts badly but she teaches her husband to love her as wife, huntress and companion. When he’s called away she refuses to do without him. How will the Gods reconcile this paradox, and what price will she have to pay?




  Torrid Teasers Volume 56




  Everyone gets Frisky at Weddings




  Bridesmaid Jenny risks a night of passion with a stranger. Then his girlfriend discovers them...




  Dancing with Douglas




  Laura persuades her mother’s boyfriend to buy her a lap-dance while he watches. On the way home she tests his loyalty. Will he succumb? Will she?




  In an English Country Dungeon




  Helen is impatient to enter a world of domination and punishment. What she learns in the course of a terribly long weekend is matched by what she teaches her tormentors. How can a slave make demands upon her master? What must he do when she does?




  In the Japanese Knot Garden




  Helen’s friend Carol is fascinated by display of Japanese Rope Bondage and longs to experience it herself. The Rope Master’s and his assistant have their own conflicting needs. Can Helen satisfy them all by being cruel to be kind?




  Rhoda




  Fun-loving Rhoda has a passion for big men, and struggles to keep her hands off her boss and his obese friend—and theirs off her. When the boss’s wife intervenes, Rhoda is presented with a new temptation, which she’s not certain she’s able—or willing—to resist.




  In a Welsh Country Garden




  Following her illness and surgery, John has treated Gwen too gently and they haven’t made love, a source of sadness to them both. On a weekend break at Welsh country hotel a young couple makes Gwen a startling proposition. Can it restore Gwen’s self-belief and John’s desire for her?




  Virginia




  Virginia has resolved to take no husband to her bed—without his wife’s permission! She is mistress to successful businessman Peter, and model and mistress to artist Mick. Then her old horse falls ill, and her men both propose marriage. How can she pay the vet's bills yet retain her precious independence?




  Dedication




  To the men in my life.




  




  “My pussy’s cold,” Eileen announced. I don’t believe I just said that. She glanced round hastily. The nearest walker was yards away. No one could hear, not in this freezing wind. And it aches with cold.




  “So’s my willie,” said a deep voice.




  Eileen stopped in horror.




  “Oops!” A hooded shape brushed past her, stopped and turned. He pulled back the hood. It was Hugh.




  “Are you all right, Eileen?” He grinned, but didn’t glance down. “Apart from the... What you said.”




  “I’m so sorry. I do apologise. It just slipped out.”




  Hugh’s eyes twinkled and the grin threatened to detach the top of his head. Eileen stepped past him and hurried on, her face temporarily hot, despite the driving sleet. Hugh’s long stride, crunching through the heather beside the path, kept pace with her.




  “I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you. Could I make it up to you by lending you a glove? I’ve got a spare pair of woollen ones.”




  “I’ve got gloves.” Eileen waved them.




  “Not where I’ve got one.”




  “What?”




  “This wind; it chills all the bits that stick out. I can hardly feel my nose. I was thinking it’s all very well for you ladies, but then you surprised me. Awful, isn’t it?”




  “Yes...”




  “So I had a brainwave. I tucked a spare glove in my pants and I’m more comfortable now.”




  “I’m so glad.” Her sarcasm was lost on the wind, because he went on.




  “I’ve got a spare one, if you’d like to try it. It’s perfectly clean. And you can rinse it through afterwards, of course.”




  Eileen opened her mouth two or three times before she got a word out. “You’re offering to let me stuff your glove in my...underwear?”




  “Yes.” There was a pause. “It does sound a bit odd, now you mention it. I didn’t want to think about your—you getting cold. If it—if you didn’t have to. If I could help prevent it.”




  Eileen’s smile at this mixture of impertinence and embarrassment was hidden in her hood. “It’s very kind of you, I’m sure. I think I’d rather you didn’t think about my—me at all.”




  “Of course not. I’m sorry. I was quite out of order. I apologise for having embarrassed you.” Hugh strode off ahead. His thighs and buttocks were clad in green walking tights the padded jacket was too short to hide.




  No wonder his poor willie’s cold. Even with extra protection. Eileen grinned, unable to avoid picturing the shrunken appendage poking down one of the glove’s fingers. Ashamed, she hurried to catch him up.
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