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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’ wife intervenes, Rhoda is presented with a new temptation, which she’s not certain she’s able—or willing—to resist.


  Dedication


  To Susan, who had faith in me and in this story.


  


  “Use it or lose it,” they say. John always used to take delight in my body. I couldn’t see why; it was a perfectly ordinary body, maybe a bit overweight. Broad in the beam, and my hips got broader as the years passed. He still took, and gave, pleasure.


  “Well, sweetheart,” he’d say, slapping my rump like a pony’s, “d’you feel romantic tonight?”


  And I often did. Nothing fancy, but fun. He’d kiss me all over and caress my breasts until we were both ready for him to fill me with his strong, straight penis.


  I was always disappointed with the size of my boobs, though John never complained.


  “Just a pretty handful each,” he’d say.


  Then he’d stroke and suck my nipples until they tingled with excitement. He could get almost the whole of a breast into his mouth. They grew each time I was pregnant, of course, but then shrank back again. Other women’s breasts seemed to get pumped up larger with each baby. It seemed so unfair. He looked at other women, of course, what man doesn’t? But he never touched one, not after we were married.


  “Use it or lose it.” Sometimes you lose it even if you do use it, and after I found the lump we just stopped. I recovered, and five years later was pronounced still clear. That’s as good as you get. But the sex stopped. Its lack became an ache that I hoped would fade in time. I think John was afraid of hurting me, but at the time, and afterward, I worried that he found my lopsided body repellent. He remained affectionate, though, always laying on little treats and surprises for me. But he handled me as if I would break, when all I wanted was to be crushed to him. We became old.


  One of our favourite treats, especially after we retired, was a weekend at the tiny Belmont Hotel, in North Wales. The food and wine were excellent, and we’d always book a room with a view over the lawns and down the valley. It was so beautiful, that even when I couldn’t sleep, I’d sit at the window in the early morning, watching the colours of the mountains change as the sun rose.


  About six o’clock on a Saturday morning in September I was sitting reading, glancing every so often at the view, when I noticed people on the lawn below me. They were tall and pale, almost ethereal, so that I wondered if they were ghosts. Until they embraced and I saw they were naked. A young couple—I recognised them from dinner the previous night—were running and playing in the early sunlight.


  Her breasts were perfect, bouncing and shaking as she ran, teasing him and pretending to hide behind the trees in the garden. He ran silently after her, his excitement springing from his groin like a sword. He was as beautiful as she was.
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