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  To my Dad.




  Your shoes made the book. X




  Chapter 1




  Love is but the discovery of ourselves in others, and the delight in the recognition.




  ~ Alexander Smith




  Juliette sucked at her bottom lip, her teeth pulling it into her mouth and nipping at the seam. It was something she always did when she was nervous. Her cheeks were just starting to blush, her chest was flushed pink and she was feeling a little apprehensive. But strangely she was excited all at the same time.




  Normal female insecurities were filling her head and tickling at her nerves. Perhaps she should have stuck at Weight Watchers and laid off the chocolate biscuits. Had she shaved her armpits? Were her legs smooth?




  Oh and dear God, she thought, what if he goes down on me? Do I have time to freshen up?




  Juliette’s excitement was due to a mix of both fear and desire. A chemistry of passion and anxiety was now pulsing through her veins and Juliette’s heartbeat raced in response to the adrenaline hit, as her body made ready to “fight or to flee.”




  Nathaniel drank in the scent of her arousal. Juliette may not have been totally sure of what her body was doing but Nathaniel picked up on it, and his body was responding accordingly. His groin was aching, his shaft was engorged and his pupils dilated with the pure need of her.




  Nathaniel approached Juliette slowly and with great care. He’d sensed that she was nervous and, like any cornered creature, Juliette was likely to bolt straight past him if he pressed her too quickly or startled her with his touch.




  He reassured her by cupping her face ever so softly with his large palms and as he did so his gaze met hers, seeking her approval.




  Nathaniel looked at Juliette’s milky skin. She was like carved alabaster.




  How beautiful her skin is, it seems to glow from within.




  Little freckles patterned her face, like the footprints of tiny fairies running over her nose and cheeks. Sweet Jesus, there is something about you, Juliette Rowan, that I can’t get enough of. I just can’t take my eyes off you.




  Undoubtedly Nathaniel was stirred by the sight of Juliette. As he drank her in, he wondered how it would feel to stroke her flesh and taste her, knowing that she was ripe for his touch. His body pulled taut with anticipation.




  Juliette’s red hair fell about her shoulders in ribbons of gold, red and copper and Nathaniel lifted a lock, taking it up to his nostrils and closing his eyes as he inhaled her luscious violet scent.




  Gently, Nathaniel stroked her cheeks with his hands, caressing her elfin face with a touch so delicate it was as if he was handling fine porcelain.




  “You are quite beautiful Juliette,” he purred to her as he gazed upon her face.




  He stroked her jawline and lifted her face up and brushed her lips gently with his. Juliette responded by opening her mouth. As he kissed her she let out a soft mewl and Nathaniel’s dick throbbed in acknowledgement.




  Nathaniel continued to kiss and nuzzle her neck, lingering on the sensitive skin where her vein fluttered to meet his touch.




  He nipped the base of her ear and whispered just what he had planned to do to her—ultimately, that when he had exhausted her with his passion, he was going to make her come.




  Juliette felt herself weaken at those words that were so full of lust and desire. Nathaniel wanted her to shatter under his touch, and with his confidence and the base force that drove him on, he had told her so.




  She could smell cloves, her nostrils full of the spicy scent and she could feel the strong pulse of blood surging through her veins causing a ringing in her ears. Juliette was now struggling to stay upright and in control, her head was swimming and her legs felt as if they were boneless beneath her. Oh, not now, she bemoaned to herself, but before she had lost her balance, Nathaniel’s strong arms had scooped her up as she had weakened.




  Juliette’s head rested against his chest as he carried her to the bed.




  Burying her head in the sweet security of it, Juliette drank in his scent. He smelt delicious and she thought this man is so perfect I guess even his dick would taste of chocolate and she giggled out loud as she did so.




  Nathaniel smiled in response to her light laughter, raising an eyebrow in wonderment at what Juliette had found so funny, but he kept his gaze firmly fixed on her. It was almost as if she thought he was watching his prey. Juliette tried to avoid his look, feeling embarrassed and a bit confused by the intensity of his stare and she turned her head away.




  Juliette was becoming more flushed, trapped by her emotions and feeling dizzy from the mixture of desire and nerves. She could feel the power of his presence. It travelled throughout her body and went straight down to the core of her desire, swelling up in her pussy.




  “Keep your eyes on me, Juliette.” Nathaniel was direct in his speech; he was giving Juliette instructions. His stare was full of control as he spoke.




  Juliette turned to face him and she wanted to tell him: “Who the hell do you think you are? No one gives me orders!” But her mouth opened and nothing came out of it—the vigour of Nathaniel’s gaze quietened her voice. His need to control her was totally bewitching to Juliette and flamed her lust for him further.




  Nathaniel laid her down on the bed and kissed Juliette with an urgency that surprised her. He teased the seam of her lips and found them opening them up to him. As he did so he demanded her tongue, using his mouth and tongue expertly to tease her. Taking all of her mouth in his, leaving her quite breathless.




  Juliette was under no illusions: this guy was a natural lover with a polished technique and she once more wondered whether she was up to that technique.




  As Nathaniel stood up and pulled his shirt over his head he caught the expression of delight on Juliette’s face as she viewed his incredible body. He responded with a wink and the most wicked grin. Juliette’s reaction was just fuelling the male pride in him further.




  Excited, she flushed with colour once more at the realisation she’d been caught admiring him.




  Her skilled lover continued to undress himself and, as he did so, Juliette could simply not look away from him, for he was akin to a Grecian god. Nathaniel had strongly defined muscles beneath his olive skin, which seemed in the half-light to have the lustre of gold. He was simply beautiful and this image of male perfection took Juliette’s breath away.




  Juliette was quickly aware that Nathaniel went commando once he’d freed himself of his trousers and found that his erection was just as impressive as the rest of his body. She marvelled at the length and girth of him. Nathaniel’s rightly placed amongst the stallions in the stables, Juliette mused to herself, and this thought caused her to giggle. She blushed a deeper pink, averted her gaze and bit her lip, drawing a little blood as she did so.




  Nathaniel’s broad smile turned to a smirk as he said:




  “Look what you’ve done to me, woman,” gesturing to his cock. He stroked the stiff length of it as he strode back to the bed.




  Nathaniel was obviously body confident and seemed even more relaxed once out of his clothes. He oozed sexual prowess and he seemed to revel in his nakedness while his amethyst eyes grew darker with desire.




  As he looked at Juliette, gone was the reassuring smile. Nathaniel’s body was now tense and his muscles taut. His mind had focused on his prey and his body was making ready to claim her.




  Nathaniel was tall, a full six-foot four. He had a deep chest and broad shoulders. When Juliette watched him walk towards her she noticed that his movements for such a tall strong man were careful and fluid. He sort of prowls, she thought, he’s almost wolf-like.




  Juliette was slightly unnerved by the change in Nathaniel. She gripped at the sheets, pulling them over her. Her body was now tense; she was a little frightened at the passion this man was focusing on her. It seemed impossible to run out on him when her desire for him was so great. But excited as she was, Juliette was gripped with anxiety. “Oh dear God,” Juliette muttered to herself, “playtime’s definitely over.”




  “Nathaniel I need to tell you,” she muttered. “Mmm I don’t know how to but I, well, I struggle...” Juliette just couldn’t go on. She wanted so much to explain to him that she couldn’t climax. But how could she find the words to tell this beautiful body-confident Adonis that she was such a failure in bed? “I have... Well, I can’t... I...”




  Nathaniel interrupted her, sensing her fears and knowing exactly what she was trying to say and how much embarrassment it was causing her to try to explain.




  “I want you to trust me, Juliette, I want you to let me lead you,” Nathaniel purred. “Women are like delicate instruments. And played with the right amount of passion and skill they will all make music.”




  Nathaniel emphasised the word all and Juliette hoped to God that his words were spoken in earnest, for he seemed too impassioned to be a chancer.




  “Let me play you, Juliette, let me pleasure you. I want to explore you and taste every goddamned undiscovered inch of you. Juliette you have nothing to fear from me—I will guide you to find your release. I will make you come, be assured of that.”




  Juliette was wet with desire just from the way this man spoke to her, let alone how he touched her. She ached for his hands to be on her, and his tongue, oh yes, she wanted him tasting every undiscovered inch of her secret parts. However, Juliette may have been confused about how to respond. Her head was hesitant to commit herself but the female force, the internal goddess in her, had stirred and was responsive to everything about him.




  Nathaniel stroked her hair and asked her: “Do you want me to touch you, Juliette?”




  Juliette could only nod, her voice silent and trapped in her throat.




  He bent over, easing the sheet from her grip. Nathaniel focused on Juliette, giving her a smile of reassurance. But Nathaniel could feel her body become rigid and nervous to his touch.




  “Relax, Juliette,” he instructed, his voice calm but direct. “Let me pleasure you.”




  His hands soon travelled to her right breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers. He brought his lips down on to it, licking and suckling on the tight bud. He pulled her nipple along his teeth, nipping at her flesh. Ever so gently, he grazed her skin with his sharp canines. Juliette let out a soft cry followed by a gasp, and her body quivered in response to him.




  The sound of her cry and the feel of her shiver heightened Nathaniel’s desire still further. His dick was acknowledging Juliette’s pleasure by pulsing almost to the edge of pain in response.




  “You are so bloody exquisite!” Nathaniel said as he looked at Juliette’s nearly naked form. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me, woman.”




  Nathaniel climbed on top of her, caging her with his strong body. He did so slowly and kissed her gently. All the while he kept reassuring her with playful whispers of how much delight he was taking in her beauty, and how he was enjoying unwrapping her nakedness.




  He moved from her mouth back to her body, tracing his tongue along her sternum. His hot breath tickled her as it travelled down past her belly button toward her sex, causing Juliette to squirm in delight as he played her.




  Juliette was trembling with desire. Her pulse was racing and her body was responding to his light touch. Juliette Rowan was teetering on the edge of ecstasy and she could feel a need in her growing and controlling her totally. Juliette was wet for this man and he knew it.




  Her fingers were gripping at the sheets but Juliette was not only holding on physically. She was fighting Nathaniel’s touch. Juliette was struggling to submit to the passion and desire that was growing deep in the core of her.




  Nathaniel sensed her reluctance to give in to her female force. The challenge of harnessing her inner goddess and forcing her to a climax made him want her all the more, and he growled with pleasure.




  Expertly, he lifted her right thigh and pulled at her panties with his teeth, breaking the flimsy lace and exposing a small thatch of auburn curls that were slightly silky with the essence of her own arousal.




  Instinctively, with all the female fears of the intimacy of his touch, Juliette’s hands came down and she pushed Nathaniel’s head away.




  “No... I ... Oh God... I can’t do this, Nathaniel.”




  Nathaniel raised his head to look at her.




  “I swear that I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do, Juliette. Tell me you don’t want me to touch you and I won’t do so, but I know what you want. I feel your need and I can release your rush. There is no shame in this. It’s just your pleasure, your pleasure alone. Do you trust me, Juliette?”




  Juliette nodded, but Nathaniel could sense that once again Juliette felt cornered. He could smell the change in her. She was feeling insecure, and at any moment she could take flight and bolt straight past him and away from the very thing that frightened and controlled her most: her own raging desire.




  Nathan wondered how someone who was so lovely, so beautiful to behold, could have so little self-confidence. Women are the most obscure of creatures, he mused. But wickedly Nathaniel knew that the fear and reluctance of her own sexuality only inflamed his own desire more. Nathaniel enjoyed the kill but relished the chase even more.




  Moving back up the bed he looked at her with the most incredible amethyst eyes. They were so beautiful that she knew they were going to be her undoing.




  He beamed at her with a smile so seductive it was like silk and said, “I looked at your skin—I wondered how good it would feel to touch it, or even better to taste it and I wasn’t disappointed. You feel like cool satin sheets and you taste like honey. I looked at your hair and thought that no artist could paint that colour and curl, no pallet of oils would compare, and now I look at your beautiful face and mouth and I think it would be a God blessed man that made that face flush and that mouth open and cry out his name when she succumbed to his touch in climax. I can be that man, Juliette. Dear God, don’t deny me! Let me!”




  Nathaniel traced her jawline with his thumb. Then he started to kiss her once more. Opening her up to his tongue, pulling her lip into his mouth. Nathaniel licked off the little drops of blood from where she had bitten her lip, purring with delight as he did so.




  Juliette could feel him hard against her thigh and he eased himself up and down, letting her feel all the length of him.




  Nathaniel wanted her to feel his sex, he wanted her to know that she and only she was the reason his cock was engorged and hard, his want and need for her solid and throbbing against her thigh.




  His lips left hers and he travelled to her neck, kissing her, nipping at her skin playfully. Nathaniel whispered to her: “I want to taste every inch of you. And Juliette, I want to bring you to the edge of your yearning and I want you to plead, beg even, for my touch. And believe me when I’ve nearly exhausted you, you will beg.”




  He raised his head back up and looked at Juliette, his eyes molten and his stare a direct challenge. This time she didn’t avert from his intense searching gaze but looked him straight back as if calling his bluff, challenging him to make good on his words.




  Nathaniel’s pupils were dilated and oblique with desire. Just a tracing of amethyst was visible. His features were hard and demanding now. There was no smile of reassurance, just an expression of want and question.




  Juliette took a deep breath and the words tumbled out of her mouth: “Okay. I’m ready. I trust you!”




  Nathaniel kept his gaze on her and there was a wicked passion in that smouldering stare. His evident need of her excited and frightened Juliette both at the same time.




  He kissed her full and hard, and his fingers plunged into her flame-coloured hair. He gripped her tightly, entwining his fingers through her locks and, taking a handful he pulled Juliette to him. Nathaniel was a possessive man and his desire to claim her was starting to control him. He pressed her down with his thighs, pinning her like a vice. Nathaniel weighed at least two hundred pounds and as his weight settled on her she could feel his groin throb.




  For this man was letting Juliette know that he was the one in control.




  Sliding down her body, he let his tongue travel around Juliette’s breasts and torso as if he was tracing ribbons from her nipples to her navel. She gasped in pleasure as he did so.




  He raised his head to catch her eyes, demanding that she should acknowledge what he was doing to her, and then he let his tongue travel deeper down her body towards her pussy.




  “Good girl,” he praised her as she kept still, letting him work his magic. “I’m going to lick every delicious inch of you, Juliette Rowan. You taste of honey and I’m mad for you.” His voice was raspy and breathless.




  Juliette did begin to make a soft half-hearted appeal for him to stop, but her body betrayed her, just as Nathaniel was picking up the heady scent of her arousal. His nostrils flared with delight as he did so and he vocalised his delight with a groan.




  He lifted her leg up, placing it on his broad shoulders, exposing her fully to his gaze. The deep growl that he released told Juliette exactly how the sight of her sex open to him made him feel and she shivered in response.




  The gentle lover kissed the soft skin of her thigh, and he then swiftly ripped off what was left of her panties. Nathaniel nipped at her inner thigh, not breaking the skin, but leaving his mark on her. Juliette squealed. Her mouth was open and gasping, the cry caused by a mixture of the swift pain of his bite and the knowledge of his presence there at her cleft.




  The sweet smell of her sex, now so dewy with her arousal, inflamed him with pure lascivious desire. Nathaniel was struggling to keep himself from biting with force into her soft flesh. The passion in him was building with every sound and sigh that Juliette made. He was playing this beautiful instrument with urgency now, and she was responding by hitting every note.




  Nathaniel let her leg fall back from his shoulder, and his large strong palms were rested on her knees.




  Juliette clamped her thighs tightly together, finding that she was rigid with apprehension.




  Nathaniel looked her straight in the eyes and said, “Open your legs to me.”




  Juliette swallowed and looked up at him from under her heavy lashes. Her green eyes were wide and starry. She began to open her mouth to speak. But seeing Nathaniel’s challenging stare, she thought better of it and bit into her lip, sucking the soft flesh into her mouth.




  “You’re mine. Open your legs to me, Juliette,” he said once more. This was not a request but an instruction.




  Juliette’s face blushed and her chest was marked with scarlet wheals from her shame. She just couldn’t look at Nathaniel anymore and averted her eyes. The embarrassment of exposing herself so intimately to him was terrifying, yet she was excited by it, too. Truthfully she wanted his gaze on her, she felt thrilled at the sexual power that the lust he felt for her gave her. His instruction disturbed and delighted her all at once, and the thought of him looking at her in such a carnal way just made her even more wet.




  Slowly, Juliette opened up her legs, trembling as she did so, presenting her pussy to him.




  Nathaniel growled a throaty moan as he looked down at Juliette’s soft pink cleft, which was now fully open, moist and inviting.




  As he shivered at her exposed beauty he said: “That is a delicious sight. You are like a flower in full bloom ready to be picked.” And with that he drank the scent of her in and let out a soft growl.




  The sound of Nathaniel’s pleasure at the sight and aroma of her body, open and exposed to him, ignited the woman in Juliette. It made her feel feminine and sexy. She was struggling somewhere between ecstasy and embarrassment. She desperately wanted his touch on her. She had a fire in her pussy and she wanted him to taste her right there in the folds of her cleft. Juliette was feeling something that she had never been able to feel in lovemaking before. Finally, she was feeling desired and in control.




  “I have a thirst for you, Juliette. Do you want my mouth on you? Do you?”




  Nathaniel didn’t wait for Juliette to reply: her body was answering for her. Her back was arching up and her groin was bucking forward towards him.




  He burrowed into the folds of this blooming flower hard and fast, licking and suckling on her sex. And when he found her feminine pearl, he pulled it into his mouth, running his teeth over it, teasing her until she was gasping for breath. She could feel just the edge of his teeth graze her clit and the feeling was driving her wild for him. Juliette did try to pull away, but a mix of shame and ecstasy was totally controlling her. However, Nathaniel’s strong muscular arms were holding her buttocks and thighs and it took little of his considerable strength to pull a struggling Juliette back to his mouth. He wasn’t going to let her fear or embarrassment deny him this kill. He greedily drank in the syrup that flowed from her.




  Juliette felt the graze of his stubble skim the soft skin of her vulva and she was now mewling and crying out. She had never been anywhere near this peak of arousal before and her senses were on fire. Her blood was burning and she could feel an indescribable rush surging through her, hardening her nipples and stripping her nerves raw and bare.




  For Juliette was relaxing to Nathaniel, giving herself permission to enjoy the magic of his expert tongue. She bought her hands down to his head. This time she didn’t push him away, instead she lay her hands there, her instincts forcing her to bury her fingers in his hair and urge him to push his tongue further into her.




  As Nathaniel brought Juliette to the edge of her release he cruelly denied her the pleasure of a climax. He wasn’t finished yet. Nathaniel wanted Juliette exhausted, spent and begging him for some release. He moved back up her body and as he did so, he brushed her lips with a lingering kiss. She could taste the musky sweetness of her own juices on his lips and she was shocked to find this stirring her to new heights of excitement.




  One of Nathaniel’s hands cupped her breast and caressed it tenderly while the other went downwards, to explore where his mouth had just been between her legs.




  Nathaniel whispered to Juliette as his mouth kissed her ear: “Tell me you want me, Juliette! Who do you want, Juliette? Do you want me?”




  “Yes!” she screamed out. “I want you, Nathaniel! Please! Oh please!”




  As she spoke his fingers left her feminine pearl and one finger entered her very slowly: just the tip of an intrusion. He was playing with her, toying with her inner goddess.




  This man was a skilled and artful lover. He knew his game but for some reason that he could not fathom, he wanted to see Juliette beg and he needed her to be broken.




  She followed his touch, begging for him to enter her.




  “Oh, dear God! Please, Nathaniel!” She was breathless and writhing to his touch, her need of him was all consuming.




  “Do you want more, Juliette?” he whispered to her.




  She nodded, unable to speak, her voice frozen in her throat as she panted.




  Nathaniel obliged her. And the entry of one finger was steadily followed by a second, spreading her sheath wide and causing Juliette to whimper. She was pushing her hips, tilting in to his touch. Demanding more of him as his fingers were penetrating her.




  But he was careful not to rush her. He sensed her insecurities, so he continued to pleasure her at a pace she felt comfortable with. In giving Juliette nothing to fight against she was soon picking up the pace, rocking and grinding onto him.




  Nathaniel felt the change in Juliette’s body as he sensed her need. She was searching for her climax and she was begging him to give it to her. His delight in this was acknowledged by the length of him, his cock throbbing and pulsing until it was almost painful.




  The powerful man was growling with the strain. His body was taut with his own desires and he was struggling to force himself to stay in control. Nathaniel was on the edge of his overwhelming urge of desire for her now. He was fighting his urge just to climb on top of her and claim her as his and his alone.




  Nathaniel rocked Juliette, pushing harder and probing deeper, cupping her sex so that she could grind on him. As Juliette continued to search out her peak, Nathaniel was giving it to her, all the magic she needed to do so was right there in his expert hands.




  Juliette was floating. Her body was succumbing to the power of Nathaniel’s touch. She could hear the sound of someone crying out: “Nathaniel!”




  Oh God, it’s me. It’s me that’s crying out.




  She was trembling, her body going boneless and the tremendous pressure that pulsed through her veins was driving her to a new home.




  The crazed woman looked down and saw that Nathaniel’s face was now between her legs, licking and sucking on her quim and her body was bucking into him.




  The fire of the passion in her was overwhelming. The blood was burning in her, turning her clit into a molten fire.




  With an electric all-powerful force, Juliette threw her head back and let out a loud high-pitched cry of pure pleasure. She cried out Nathaniel’s name as her body shook and the rush of her climax ripped through her. Juliette broke, she shattered to him with such force, it even surprised cocksure Nathaniel, such was its intensity.




  Nathaniel looked up, and over the beautiful sculptured skin of his face a wicked grin kissed his lips. Like the cat who had had its cream: and it was Juliette’s cream he had been lapping on.




  He had bewitched Juliette and he was delighted with himself.




  Purring with satisfaction he looked upon Juliette and whispered, “God, you are quite exquisite.”




  Her chest was still heaving and her body was flushed scarlet from her climax.




  I did that to you. Nathaniel wallowed in the male pride of his accomplishment.




  Nathaniel moved up the bed and kissed her fully and with passion. Enjoying the feel of the aftershocks of Juliette’s release as her body still bucked against him, stirred his groin.




  His cock was throbbing in response, reminding him of his need for release.




  He gathered Juliette once more into his comforting muscular arms, her head rested on his chest, her breathing still quick and her body was still trembling from not only her first ever orgasm, but also in the sheer intensity of it.




  Nathaniel smelt wonderful and Juliette buried herself into him as she felt the flutter in her groin softening.




  He kissed the top of her head and his free hand stroked her hair as he softly whispered, “Juliette Rowan, you have absolutely no idea how beautiful you are.”




  Juliette’s hand went to Nathaniel’s shaft.




  “Hey, Tiger, let’s leave something for next time,” Nathaniel joked as he grabbed her hand and brought it back to his chest.




  “I just thought I should pleasure you too,” Juliette replied as she looked up to catch his gaze. Her green eyes were wide and she pulled at her lip. She was blushing once more, a little embarrassed for appearing so unusually forward.




  Nathaniel looked at Juliette, seeing her elfin face all red with shame and exhaustion. He studied her features: those wide emerald eyes and the pout of her mouth just inflamed him beyond measure. He wanted to gather her up.




  Instead he just smiled and replied, “Oh hey, I’m very flattered but I can see you’re tired and when you get to know me better, you’ll discover that I’m a patient man and I have the stamina of—”




  Before he could finish his sentence Juliette was asleep. Her head was rising and falling with the rhythm of Nathaniel’s breathing.




  He could feel the hotness of her breath on his skin. The touchpaper of his desire was once more ignited. There was a pooling in his groin and his shaft pleaded with him for satisfaction.




  The truth was that Nathaniel wanted her touch on his body desperately. His patience was only holding at this time to protect what he was and how Juliette would react to him, unguarded. Nathaniel wanted Juliette under him right now. He wanted her crying out his name, writhing to his touch as she climaxed with his cock deep inside her.




  He wanted to be filling her warm cavern with the length of him sheathed within it. Nathaniel wanted her milking his cum as he drove into her. At this time, the huge effort of reigning in his base desire, and not mounting Juliette and claiming her right now, was purgatory.




  Nathaniel eased himself from under her and walked to the shower. He turned to look at Juliette sleeping and exhaled with frustration. Her face was framed by a halo of fiery locks, her milky-white body soft and silky. Just the slightest hint of the tight little rosebud peeking from the sheet as her breast rose and fell with her breathing and he knew with this sight that he was a broken man.




  “Oh damnation!” he cursed. “Truly you are a witch, Juliette.”




  He sighed but it wasn’t only sexual desire that Nathaniel was battling with. The cocksure “expert lover” found that he cared for Juliette, and to be honest, this frightened him.




  For many years Nathaniel had been used to taking from others whenever and whatever he wanted, always the attentive lover but never the reliable partner. Nathaniel was someone that his friends would describe as somewhat of a libertine. But this was different, Nathaniel was now feeling such emotions that he was struggling with them. He felt a deep need to confine Juliette, wanting to keep her close to him alone. He felt the need to protect her.




  How the hell did he let this happen, he wondered?




  He knew more about Juliette’s past than she did. Nathaniel knew the secret a scared little girl had locked away. The secret that the woman she had become was too frightened to face.




  The wheels were turning in Nathaniel’s head. If only he had not been dealt such a difficult hand. Natural selection had picked him out to be who and what he was, and he sure felt at that moment that it had shafted him.




  Nathaniel had spent years living in two worlds. Both at times were like a living hell for him. Now he was carrying those burning fires of it around inside him.




  He was flesh and bone. But he was descended from giants. The kind that other men could only dream of standing upon the shoulders of. The devil’s water had flowed strong in his veins, and had done so for centuries.




  “How in God’s name I am going to adjust to the bewitchment that Juliette Rowan controls me with, God only knows,” he sighed to himself.




  As he let the hot water run over his body he took his engorged shaft in his hand. His cock was aching with desire for her and he was desperately in need of some release. Steadying himself, he placed his free hand against the shower wall. Nathaniel closed his eyes. He thought of Juliette’s soft lustrous skin. He imagined her beneath him, ripe and responsive to his touch. Recalling the taste of her arousal, he groaned. He thought of how the scent of violets had filled his nostrils as his hands raked through her hair. When Nathaniel recalled the sound of her climax as she had shattered to him, his body needed little further encouragement, as he too found his release. As he climaxed, Nathaniel growled out Juliette’s name in damnation.




  Chapter 2




  The greatest healing therapy is friendship and love.




  ~ Hubert Humphrey




  A few weeks earlier...




  Juliette left Dr Ravens’s rooms on Harley Street muttering as she did so, “Bloody waste of time and a waste of money, the man’s a blooming quack.”




  She rushed to the kerbside to try and hail a cab.




  “Oh great!” she said out loud.




  It was starting to spit with drizzle and Juliette looked for somewhere to try and take shelter. The prospect of her hair turning into a mass of crimson coloured frizz was a disaster she wanted to avoid. But as the drizzle was getting heavier she realised that she might just have to rock the “Ginger Afro” look after all.




  Just at that moment her rescuer was in sight. She considered that London cabbies were lifesavers for women. They were a brotherhood of knights who rescued damsels in distress. For instance, they could rescue you from the pain of those four-inch heels, which had seemed a such a good idea to wear at the start of the night, when they were starting to bite. Often they could act as a hero to a damsel who found herself caught in a cloudburst.




  Juliette’s knight arrived on cue, just as the drizzle turned to a downpour.




  The “Knight Rescuer” who answered Juliette’s call was called Stan, who for five uninterrupted minutes talked mostly to himself about the professional cricketer Jimmy Anderson. Juliette was taking little interest in how Jimmy Anderson had a bowling technique rarely seen in this day and age. She was not at all bothered that Jimmy’s ankles would most probably “pay for it” either.




  “Yes, I guess they will,” Juliette replied absent mindedly. She wasn’t altogether sure of what she was agreeing with.




  Juliette vaguely knew who Jimmy Anderson was and she’d gathered he played cricket. And if she recalled correctly, Jimmy was decidedly easy on the eye.




  However, tonight Juliette’s mind was unable to concentrate on Jimmy, bloody cricket, or anything else for that matter. It was full of unanswered questions. She’d been mortified with embarrassment during her clinic appointment with Dr Raven.




  To be honest a little bit of fear of the prospect of “where she went from here” had been thrown into the mix to further perplex her.




  Ben, her boyfriend, had thought it a great idea to book Juliette an appointment with Dr Raven. His ex-girlfriend, Jo-Anne, had been “so helpful in suggesting it” Ben had said.




  “He suffers with his side muscle,” Cabbie Stan said, intruding on her thoughts. “He’ll pay for that too, you mark my words—”




  “—Sorry?” Juliette replied.




  Stan was still trying to enlighten Juliette on Jimmy Anderson’s injuries, those that were past, present and possible in future.




  “Yes, I guess so,” Juliette replied, not wanting to sound rude but not really caring what the hell happened to the wretched sportsman.




  Perhaps she should ask Cabbie Stan what his take on sex therapy was. After all, it seemed open season on Juliette’s abilities, or lack of them, in bed. Why not ask Stan’s opinion, she thought, what with Ben her boyfriend, his ex-lover Jo-Anne, and now Dr Raven, all having their opinion on how she should ‘move things forward’.




  Dr Raven was what was known as a “Sex Therapist.”




  He had excellent references and had apparently been the “tool” to many women managing to experience an orgasm, or so Jo-Anne had said.




  Juliette had felt pretty humiliated when Ben had relayed the conversation he’d had with Jo-Ann, about how Juliette was unable to reach a climax. How this was quite a problem. Apparently, according to Jo-Anne, Juliette shouldn’t be so selfish and should think about how this problem, that was Juliette’s and Juliette’s alone, was affecting Ben. Juliette had greeted her suggestion of using a sex toy provided by the therapist with sarcasm. “Oh goody,” she replied in disgust. “Does this ‘tool’ of Dr Raven’s require batteries? Or will it just be plugged into a wall socket? Or even better charged by a generator, as it rogers me into sexual submission?”




  The expressions on Ben and Jo-Annes’ faces had been priceless.




  Juliette recalled with some pain how she had then locked herself in the spare room. Then ate a whole tub of Ben and Jerry’s, thus breaking her Weight Watchers’ resolve and blowing some seventy-two points, just because of the sheer stress of it all.




  Ben’s ever available advice was: “We’ve talked about guilt and emotional feelings, haven’t we, Juliette?”




  Eventually Juliette had succumbed to the verbal battering and had agreed to see Dr Raven and to try to be responsive to his “magic tool.” That’s how she’d found herself in this position today.




  “Hey Stan,” she asked, interrupting his cricketing monologue, “could you change the destination please? Can you drop me at an address in NW11?”




  “Of course,” Stan replied. “And, Lady, did you know that poor old Jimmy got it in the goolies last week?”




  Poor Jimmy, Juliette thought, feeling his pain, realising that it had obviously been open season on his genitals too.




  When she arrived at her North London destination, her friend Sabine answered the door wearing no clothes at all.




  “Oh, dear God, Sab!” Juliette said, shaking her head and laughing.




  “Well, I thought that since that jackass you’re with can’t get you fired up, it was worth a go!” She winked at Juliette and added, “I’ll get the wine.”




  Sabine proceeded to tell Juliette that, although she would love to ride her like a pony at the 3.30 at Kempton Races, in fact her nakedness was actually not for Juliette’s benefit at all, but was intended as a treat for the guy who was living across from her, in flat 21a.




  It seemed that the man at flat 21a could see straight into Sabine’s bedroom from his window. It transpired that Sabine had been having some fun which had progressed into quite a strange sexual relationship with this lucky character.




  “Strange,” Juliette said. “Hell, it must be an odd relationship Sabine, if you describe it as ‘strange’.”




  Sabine was openly lesbian but on certain occasions she would be bisexual. If she found a man attractive or unusual she would “use” him for her pleasure or for research.




  “I was masturbating,” Sabine explained, “cupping myself, playing with my pussy, whilst standing by my balcony window. I suppose I was in full view.” Sabine spoke in a matter-of-fact manner.




  “Sure, you were masturbating, like you do, in full view,” Juliette responded sarcastically, “’cos it’s not weird or pervy.”




  Sabine wasn’t bothered by Juliette’s raised eyebrows and sarcasm. She continued to tell Juliette how the man living in flat 21a came to his window and watched her masturbate.




  He nodded on occasion, so as to give his approval to the erotic performance he was party to. He left only after Sabine had successfully climaxed and gone away from the window herself.




  The day after that a package had arrived at Sabine’s house. It contained a beautifully wrapped box containing a bottle of incredibly expensive perfume: Baccarat’s Les Larmes Sacrées de Thèbes, as well as a very large green vibrator with a handwritten note saying: use me.




  Later that day Sabine had sprayed herself with the delicious perfume and once more came to her balcony window, naked.




  The man from flat 21a was already there. Sabine showed him the vibrator he’d sent her and he’d nodded in approval and blown her a kiss.




  Sabine was extraordinarily sexy and Juliette imagined how beautiful she would look bathed in the London half-light, touching her breasts and butt with the vibrator.




  Juliette’s friend when on to say that she’d then inserted the sex toy into her cleft. And had worked the tool back and forth in her pussy until she hit her peak.




  Other objects had been delivered to Sabine’s flat over next few days, she told her friend. Sabine would joyfully masturbate with them, all the while being watched by the man in 21a.




  “What kind of objects did he send you?” Juliette asked.




  “Fruit, vegetables, a statuette and even wine,” Sabine replied.




  “No note, saying, drink me on it?” Juliette quipped.




  Sabine pulled a face. The Alice-Through-The-Looking-Glass quip had been lost on her. She was in work mode and she regarded this as serious research.




  Although thoroughly amusing to Juliette, who giggled uncontrollably, Sabine was focused literally on the “job-in-hand” for the time being.




  “I don’t masturbate in front of strangers every night, Ginger,” the bisexual girl explained. “Unlike you, I have a great sex life, people to see and places to go. But he fascinates me. For the time being I’m having fun with it and I’m hoping my masturbatory experiences on strangers will be a published paper at some point. You shouldn’t giggle so much,” she chided Juliette, “this is educational research.”




  Juliette didn’t offer any words of caution. Sabine was very able to look after herself. Although she was slim and beautiful, she was also positively Amazonian. And Sabine was so academically sharp that she was in fact lethal in both the physical and the intellectual sense.




  Actually, Sabine was more than a match for any man.




  “Is it nearly nine?” Juliette asked.




  “Yes. Would you like to join in, Ginger? I think it’s going to be different tonight.”




  Sabine winked as she jokingly asked Juliette to take part in her fun. She was less focused now, as she was finding Juliette’s humour infectious.




  “No,” her friend answered. “You forget that I’m sexually inept. And anyway I’m not sure I want to insert a courgette or an aubergine into any of my orifices, but I’ll stay and watch the show. If the professor thing goes tits-up for you, you could be the London version of Sticky Vicky! Who knows, you could produce a dove out of your muff just like Sticky Vicky does.”




  At nine o’clock Sabine stood naked with the balcony window wide open.




  From the chair just to the left of her Juliette could see the balcony at 21a. There stood the guy from 21a, and he was naked too.




  Earlier that day Sabine had sent him a note saying just two words: get naked.




  “Told you it was going to be different tonight.” Sabine beamed at Juliette with delight. “See? He’s naked too!”




  As Sabine started to insert the vibrator into her cleft, Juliette couldn’t help but feel a little embarrassed. She giggled at the ridiculousness of the situation. Juliette was watching her best friend butt-naked, masturbating, as some weirdo who was also naked, watched from across the street. But odd as it was, she did feel a little aroused herself.




  Juliette had never had any sexual desire for Sabine. Although Sabine had tried to seduce her on many occasions, Juliette had never had need of her in a sexual way. But this was giving Juliette a show that would have graced any high class establishment in Soho. The scene in front of her was very erotic.




  Sabine was working herself into quite a frenzy, her pleasure audible, with her moaning and gasping as her passion took her over from rational thought.




  She caressed herself with the wetness of the toy, and to the guy from flat 21a’s obvious pleasure, she licked her own juices off it.




  Sabine’s tall lean body was now flushed with arousal. Her nipples were proud and erect, standing off her body like little pink cherries, ready and ripe for picking. At that moment Juliette could have reached out and caressed them, taken them in her mouth.




  Just for a few seconds, Juliette thought how it would feel to pull them into her mouth and run her tongue over them.




  Juliette was a bit off-guard and Sabine had sensed her interest in the situation. Sabine knew that if she’d touched Juliette at that point she would have responded, but she decided not to. Although she would have loved to have Juliette’s mouth on hers. And to have felt Juliette’s touch on her intimate parts.




  Sabine loved Juliette as her friend so dearly, that she didn’t want to spoil their friendship, so she left her be. But as Sabine enjoyed her own body and fingered her clit, she imagined that it was Juliette’s hands on it, and not her own.




  The man from flat 21a had his erect shaft in his hand. It looked to be of a good girth and of an exceptional length.




  Juliette found herself blushing and giggling.




  The guy from 21a was stroking his dick in rhythm, watching hard, so as to match the savage thrusts of Sabine’s hips.




  “Oh! Yes!” Sabine exclaimed in delight as she saw him start to touch himself.




  The guy from 21a had sandy hair that flopped forward and back as he firmly thrust his dick into his palm. His body wasn’t sculptured or toned but it wasn’t unattractive, and Juliette wondered how he had found himself in this odd position.




  How do you find yourself watching a woman masturbate across the road while you yourself are simultaneously having a wank?




  Juliette stifled her laugh, choking a little on the realisation that she, too, was watching the pair of them doing exactly that!




  Nodding in approval as Sabine cried out and reached her climax, the man from flat 21a followed quickly. His release was so loud it was audible even across the road at Sabine’s, when he gave a howl of ecstasy as he came.




  Juliette gulped her wine, unsure that she actually had observed what she had. She turned to Sabine, saying, “Well, that wasn’t fucked up, was it?”




  Sabine fell onto the sofa in a fit of giggles and replied, “Fucked up? Oh really? Now tell me about why the hell you were seeing Dr Crow.” She winked suggestively.




  Juliette protested that it was Dr Raven, not Dr Crow. Ben was only trying to be helpful in suggesting the consultation with the sex therapist, she protested, going on to say that it wasn’t really fair on him if she struggled to reach a climax when he was trying so hard to make her come.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
| AT

Kings Broop Book 1

1 ®

‘"4

3 %?
g? ,

A

Fon e Sfadloads

EVE ¢ IRVING





