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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 the 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 and his assistant have their own conflicting needs. Can Helen satisfy them all by being cruel to be kind?


  Dedication


  To Sue, of Enlightenment,

  without whom waxing would have been even more difficult

  and painful.


  Chapter 1

  Interview


  “One last question, Miss Simpson. Under what circumstances did you leave your last employment?” The big man leant back, as if he’d laid down an ace.


  Rhoda had prepared for this; she’d heard it before; it was only to be expected. And, as Mr. Randall put his head on one side and smiled encouragement, the circumstances were uppermost in her mind. Sitting in a chair like this in a room like this, opposite a man like this. Blushing like this. Her mother would be ashamed of her; she’d brought her up not to be embarrassed at anything. Besides, it was nothing to be ashamed of, was it? People did it all the time. It wasn’t illegal. Randall here wouldn’t be shocked. Judging by the appraising glances he’d been giving her and the smile that suffused his face when her nipples had sprung up and poked peaks in the jersey dress, he wouldn’t even be surprised.


  The pat answer she’d prepared stumbled from her lips. “My boss and I disagreed about the boundary between business and private life.”


  Randall’s mouth dropped open and he frowned. “And that means?”


  “He…” He thought that because I’d fucked him, he could fuck with me. I told him to fuck off but in the end it was me that had to. “We had… We had an inappropriate relationship.” That’s what his wife called it, anyway.


  “I see.” The way his gaze flickered over her body, an inappropriate relationship was exactly what he had in mind.


  If only my nipples weren’t pointing at him like fingerposts.


  “I think we both learned from the experience, but it was impossible to carry on.” She shook her head. “It won’t happen again.” Terry told me I mustn’t. Her nipples had risen when her last boss had interviewed her, too.


  “Good,” he said.


  She had no doubt he lied.


  “I’m sure it won’t.” He took one lingering look at her.


  Perhaps I should have worn a longer skirt. Then he smiled and made a mark on his pad. It looked like a little tick, though it could have been a cross.


  “Well, Miss Simpson, I’ve got another couple of…applicants to see, so I’ll be in touch tomorrow morning. I need to sleep on it.” He gave her what he obviously thought was a boyish grin and stood. “So, until tomorrow…”


  He held out a broad pink hand and she rose and offered her long brown one. He gripped her slightly too long.


  “Until tomorrow, then, Mr. Randall.”


  As she walked to the door his gaze on her rump was like a caress.


  * * * *


  Terry was doing chins on a bar wedged in the kitchen doorframe. His shoulders filled it and rubbed the paintwork. Below the bare chest his shorts were dark with sweat and his thighs bulged like car tires. “Hi, love,” he grunted, carrying on. “How did it go?”


  “Dunno. I’ll hear in the morning. What’s for dinner?”


  “Chicken. It’s on.” He grimaced, and a drop of sweat appeared on the end of his nose. “Seventy-eight…seventy-nine…”


  “I’ll put the kettle on.”


  “Okay.” Terry paused with his nose touching the lintel and curled his knees up.


  Rhoda ducked underneath him and into the kitchen. She turned over the chicken thighs under the grill and lit the flame under the rice kettle.


  Watching his shoulders inflate and relax, she tugged her dress over her head and hung it on a chair. She bent to slip off her pants and her little breasts jiggled, her nipples, erect all the way home on the bus, pointed this way and that. She smoothed her short, dark hair down over her scalp and stepped forward.


  “Ninety-six, ninety-seven—” His body was quivering with effort.


  “Don’t stop at a hundred,” she said, her breath stirring the sweat droplets on his broad back. Her nipples stretched out towards him. He was huge, awesome. She’d had the same feeling when she’d stood close to a steam engine on the enthusiasts’ railway at Bewdley.


  “Whut?”


  “I’ll count you out,” she said. “Ninety-nine, a hundred… hundred and one, hundred and two… Come on, three more, then hang there. Hundred and three…hundred and four…hundred and five. And stay up. No, stay up.”


  But he’d already relaxed his arms and hung at full stretch, gasping, legs still folded up.


  “Okay,” she said, “I’ll count ten and then up you go: a hundred and six and hold it.”


  He nodded, droplets glistening on his shaven scalp.


  “One, two, three, four…” She turned away quickly and switched off the rice. “Six, seven, eight, nine, and… Up!”


  While Terry held the hundred and sixth, Rhoda pressed her hungry nipples into his wet skin and reached round his quivering chest as far as she could. She clasped his pecs. His nipples were standing out, too. She wiped her face on his back till it was wet, then, pressing her lips onto his spine, unfastened his shorts.


  “Okay, you can lower your feet, but keep hold of the bar.”


  He stepped out of the shorts unbidden and they were tossed aside. Rhoda stroked him from wrist to waist, collecting his sweat then stepping back to daub it over her body before embracing him again. His armpits were pleasantly fragrant, she captured their scent and anointed herself with that, too.


  “You’re beautiful,” she whispered. “I want you so badly. I want to eat you up.” She ran her hands down his sides onto his thighs and tried to cup his buttocks. “You’ve got a wonderful butt.” She knelt and kissed each proud summit, then sat on the floor and hugged his legs. They were slippery with sweat. At her hands’ urging he opened them, allowing access to the soft skin between.


  When she’d caressed his legs completely from toe to hip, she paused, one hand on his hipbone, the other cupping a buttock. “Are you ready for dinner, then?”


  “Go on,” he said.


  “Make dinner?” she teased.


  “You know what I want. What you want. At least I hope you do.”


  She did want to. She wanted to even more than he did, if that were possible. She squirmed past his hip and knelt before him. When he looked down, she looked up and grinned. His penis stood, stiff and hungry as her nipples. She took it in one hand and clasped his balls in the other. “Is this what you want?”


  He released the bar and shook his arms and shoulders. Placing one hand on each buttock he pushed his abdomen forward and smiled. “If it’s what you want.”


  She replied by licking the head of his cock like a lollipop, bending and turning it in her fingers so that her tongue could reach every part. When she’d captured every nuance of its flavour and it glistened, she took it into her mouth and sucked gently, continuing to tickle its opening with the tip of her tongue. His balls squirmed in their sac. She fondled them with her fingers, separating them from his body and each other. He was starting to quiver and gasp again, as if performing chin-up number one hundred and seven, when she called a halt.


  “Okay, I think you’re about ready,” she said, releasing him. “Now it’s my turn.” She stood and pushed past him into the kitchen. A stool stood inviting by the breakfast bar. She sat on it and spun round to face him. When she crossed her legs and propped her elbow on her knee, her chin on her wrist, he looked mystified.


  But not for long. “Excuse me, my lady,” he said, kneeling at her feet and closing his legs carefully on his impatient penis. It would have to wait while he solved this conundrum. He grasped her foot and raised it to his lips. He kissed each toe in turn. “This little piggy went to market; this little piggy stayed at home; this little piggy had roast beef; this little piggy had none. And this little piggy—” He kissed her little toe and raised her foot slowly, higher and higher, until she had to fling out the other one and grasp the stool with her hands to avoid toppling off.


  When she was as uncomfortable as he had been in chin-up number one hundred and six, he bent down and started to lick her pussy. All the way home… With one foot raised high above her head and the other barely touching the floor, she was unprotected, vulnerable. Even if she’d not been in a state of high excitement since she left Randall, the unusual position and the care with which his tongue probed and tickled her labia would soon have brought her orgasm as close as his had been when she’d called a halt.


  Sensing her ripeness, Terry stood and presented his cock head to her entrance. She clasped his shoulders and thrust herself up to him. He slipped readily inside.


  With one ankle on his shoulder and one foot on the floor, her bottom perched on the edge of the rocking stool, Rhoda cried out as he brought them both to orgasm with powerful thrusts from those buttocks she’d so admired minutes before.


  When he was confident she had done, Terry shrugged her leg from his shoulder and sat her back on the stool. His penis glistened so beautifully in the light from the cooker that she bent and kissed it, licking the head and taking it into her mouth to drink their mingled fluids. His hands caressed her shoulders until she looked up and grinned.


  “Again?” she said, “or do you want your dinner?”


  “Sorry, love, I’m knackered.” He drew her up to him and kissed her smeared lips. “Later, maybe.”


  “You go and shower,” she said, disentangling herself, “while I get dinner ready.”


  “Okay, love.” He hugged her tight and kissed her forehead. “I love you.”


  Rhoda lit the gas under the rice and turned the chicken again, then poured frozen peas into a pan and thought of Terry, relaxing in the shower. When they’d met, a couple of years ago, she’d have joined him and made him stand braced in the corner while she climbed onto him. But the shower really was too small to share with her bulky lover. Two years ago that wouldn’t have mattered; she’d have squeezed in anyway. Am I getting old? Slowing down? Or is he? She made up his protein drink from the big tub on the worktop and thought of his shoulders quivering with effort, then sniffed her arm for the smell of his sweat. No, we’re not slowing down. He’s just been working hard. Poor lamb was looking forward to a rest, then I came in. She laughed, and set about laying the table.


  “Hello love,” he said, hugging her from behind.


  The big man was silent on bare feet. She twisted to face him and felt the softness of the towelling robe she’d stolen from a hotel. “Do you want to shower while I finish off?”


  Rhoda looked up at his face. He’s worn out, he just wants to doze in front of the telly then have an early night. “No, you warm up the telly and I’ll bring it in.” She picked up the protein drink. “Here, take this in with you.”


  The meal only wanted plating up, so she filled the kettle and put Red Bush teabags in two mugs. Red Bush, eh? She massaged her pubic mound, felt the hairs spring up against her fingers. Perhaps he’d like me to dye it. With that thought, she picked up the tray and took it into the living room.


  Terry was almost asleep, but when she put down the tray and shook him, he smiled at her breasts and tried to grab them. She easily evaded him. Boy, you are tired. “Come on, have your dinner, then we’ll have an early night.”


  “How did it go, today?” he said. “I’m sorry, I never asked.”


  “I didn’t really give you the opportunity, did I?”


  “No.” He chuckled, and his shoulders shook. “Well, did you get the job?”


  “I don’t know. I won’t know till tomorrow. He said he’d sleep on it. I expect he’s got to ask his wife.”


  “What was he like?”


  “About forty, a big man. Not muscled like you, but big. Pleasant enough. Not frightening, but… You know: a man.”


  “Did you like him?”


  “…Yes. Yes, I did.”


  “Did he like you?”


  “He didn’t say so.”


  “But he liked you. Of course he liked you.”


  “Uh-uh. I told him I wasn’t going to sleep with him, though.”


  “Oh. How did he take that? Did he ask you to?”


  “I told him about Mr. Kelly, that I’d learned my lesson there. I’m sorry, Terry.”


  “Love, I’ve told you before, I don’t mind if you sleep with the boss, if it’s what you want to do. As long as you tell me all about it.” He grinned. “And get a pay rise.”


  “No, it only causes trouble—if not with him, then with his wife.”


  Terry sucked each chicken bone before adding it to the stack on the side of his plate. “What’s the job like? Is it a big office?”


  “No. There’s only the two women who do orders and invoices. He said I’ll spend most of my time on the phone, fielding his calls and being nice to customers.”


  “What are they like? Did you meet them?”


  “I was introduced to them. I think they disapproved of me.”


  “Oh?”


  “I don’t think they approve of anyone. You know what spinsters get like when they spend a lot of time together. They certainly don’t approve of him!”


  “Do you want the job?”


  “Of course I do; it’ll mean more money, then we can both join the gym and get you trained up properly. Get a proper programme sorted out.” She wagged her finger at him. “What were you doing today? It was supposed to be your day off.”


  He rubbed his chin. “I thought I’d just do abs, pecs and biceps in the morning and rest in the afternoon, but I got carried away. You know how it is.”


  “The sooner we get you into the gym and sorted out the better. Now off to bed with you.”


  His resistance to being put to bed was half-hearted. Poor lamb, he’s worn out. She tucked him in and kissed his forehead like a mother.


  “You have…shower and join me…later,” he mumbled. “Second thoughts, don’t have shower…join me now.”


  “Snuggle down, big boy. I’ll tidy up a bit and then if you’re still awake…”


  But he wasn’t.


  Clothed to mid-thigh in one of his T-shirts, Rhoda washed up and sorted out the next day’s meals. Terry had pinned up a protein schedule, so she worked within that. Must get a job lot of tinned tuna and eggs. She loaded the washing machine and put it on. It was mostly his training gear. His food and fresh clothing requirements seemed to dominate the housekeeping effort, but… She hugged her breasts to herself. He’s worth it.


  There wasn’t a lot on the television, so about ten o’clock she had her shower and slipped into bed beside her sleeping lover. His warm bulk and beauty had its usual effect on her, but instead of sliding her hand over his hip and onto his cock, she pressed both hands between her legs. Let him sleep. Squeezing and rocking rather than stroking, she quietly brought herself off. Terry gave no sign of waking until she finished and cuddled up to him. Then he captured her hand and poked her fingers one by one into his mouth. This little piggy went to market…


  * * * *


  George was subdued and spoke hardly a word when he came in. He poured Valerie her usual Fino from the bottle in the fridge and himself a whiskey, then sat and stared at the television. Valerie was watching a programme about house-hunters, something she knew he found irritating: he’d spent a lot on the house and saw no point in moving somewhere less satisfactory and comfortable. He’d no curiosity, as Valerie had, in the antics and aspirations of the people. He simply sat and sipped his drink. He didn’t even make sarcastic comments as he usually did.


  She took a sip of her Fino. “Busy day, dear?”


  “Uh-uh.”


  She muted the set and glared at him over her spectacles.


  “Well?”


  He shrugged. “Interviewed for the new assistant today.”


  “Really? What were they like? Pretty?”


  “I suppose so,” he said.


  She switched off the television and gave him her full attention. “Tell me about them.”


  George finished his whiskey and went for a refill. Valerie set down her drink and waited for him. He returned and sat, staring at the empty set.


  “Come on, George, what’s the matter?”


  He sighed, then turned in his chair to face her. “There are two, and I can’t decide between them.”


  “Tell me about them. Are they both capable of doing the job?”


  “I think so.”


  “How old are they?”


  “In their twenties. Both of them.”


  “What do they look like?”


  “The blonde’s got long hair. Blue eyes.”


  “Big boobs?”


  George’s eyes opened wide. She stared him down. “So-so.”


  “As big as mine?”


  He stared at Valerie’s breasts as if he’d never seen them before. He smiled; he grinned; his gaze became impertinent.


  Valerie felt herself colouring up, and found she’d folded her arms across her bosom.


  George looked away; his shoulders sagged. “No,” he said, “No.”


  “Pretty?”


  “Very. Only about five foot. Nice smile.”


  “And you can’t decide? George, I do hope you’re not planning to sleep with her.”


  “No, Val, of course not. No. Of course not.”


  Methinks he doth… “What’s the other one like? She must be a corker.”


  He shook his head. “No, she’s tall, with short dark hair, broad shoulders, strong arms.”


  “So she can look after herself, then… What are her boobs like?”


  “Tiny.”


  “She sounds perfect, from my point of view. What’s wrong with her? Or, rather, what’s wrong with the blonde?”


  “She’s all right, very pretty, but this tall, gawky girl’s got something… Something about her… A twinkle in the eye.”


  “Bedroom eyes?”


  George shook his head. “No, it’s just… She’s got a sense of humour. I think we’ll get along very well. And not in bed, either. She told me she’d had some trouble with that and had learned her lesson.”


  “A sensible girl, not pretty, who can hold her own and keep your hands off her? She sounds perfect. Hire her.”


  But George wouldn’t commit himself, and they didn’t discuss it again. After dinner, at Valerie’s suggestion, they watched an adventure film, but though she’d suggested it for his benefit, he couldn’t settle. In the end he said he’d turn in and have an early night, and she knew what that meant. As soon as he’d gone she switched to something she wanted, and watched a rather dull sitcom while tears ran down her cheeks.


  Chapter 2

  Result


  “Hello?”


  “Hello? Miss Simpson? Miss Rhoda Simpson?”


  “Who’s calling?”


  “Oh, sorry, this is George Randall. I interviewed you, and I’m ringing to tell you the results.”


  “Oh.” Rhoda made a face at Terry. “And they are…”


  “Er, you got the job. Is that all right?”


  “I’ve got the job?” Rhoda raised the hem of her T-shirt and shook her breasts at Terry. He gave her both thumbs-up. “Yes, that’s quite all right.”


  “Good. Now, when can you start?”


  “Start? Er, I don’t know. When can you do with me?”


  “Do with… What about next Monday?”


  “Monday?”


  “Unless you could start sooner?”


  “Tomorrow?”


  “Yes, unless you can start this morning…”


  “This morning? But I can’t get there till—” She shook her head. “—You’re taking the mickey, aren’t you?”


  “Yes, I’m taking the mickey. You can take a joke, then. I can see we’re going to get along just fine. Tomorrow will do.”


  “Thank you. Mr. Randall, that’ll be fine. I’ll see you then.”


  “I’m looking forward to it, Miss Simpson.”


  “Rhoda.”


  “Goodbye, then, Rhoda.”


  “Goodbye… Mr. Randall.”


  “Yee-hah! I got the job! I got the job!” Rhoda jumped up and down until Terry caught her and then they jumped up and down together, finishing with her cradled in his arms.


  “Right,” he said. “What do you want to do—go shopping, or have sex?”


  She slid her hands over his face to his ears, took hold of each one and massaged them between her finger and thumb in the way that she knew always turned him on. “Guess,” she said.


  “Have sex—” he began.


  “—and then go shopping,” she said.


  He carried her into the bedroom and called, “Clear!”


  She obediently released his ears and crossed her arms over her chest so that he could pitch her onto the bed, where she was peeling off her T-shirt before she stopped bouncing. He stripped off his clothes before joining her.


  “Lie still, she said, pushing him onto his back. “I want to give you a treat.”


  “What is it?”


  “Wait a bit.” She knelt astride his legs and took his penis into her mouth, making him quiver with excitement, though that was not her primary objective. When it stood proud and glistened, she put her feet on either side of his narrow waist, and squatted so that his cock tip touched her labia, already plump and moist to greet it. She rocked to and fro to position it into the entrance to her hungry vagina and lowered herself until the lip of her entrance located in the groove under his cock head.


  “I know what it is,” he whispered. “The lady goes…”


  “Nim… Nim… Nim.” With each word she clenched and released the muscles in her groin, falling and rising a finger’s breadth and caressing him exquisitely. He breathed shallowly, in time with the massage, as if he feared doing anything to end it. “Nim… Nim… Nim,” she went, mapping the shape of him as she moved up and down. Her opening rode over the lower rim of his cock head, closed a little on its neck, then opened gradually as his stalk broadened. The slow downward movement ceased and as she rose her vagina’s mouth closed into the neck, until forced open by the sudden expansion of the base of the head. And back down, slowly.


  When first she’d introduced Terry to this treat, her muscles hadn’t had the stamina to keep it up for long. But now, and the shapeliness and strength of her thighs, buttocks and abdomen bore this out, she’d practiced so much that she could keep going longer than he could bear. The quivering of his frame indicated his wish for her to engulf more of his length. But, “Nim… Nim… Nim,” she went, with the same slow cadence, mapping his penis until she could almost taste it. At last, she took pity on him.


  “The gentleman goes?” she said.


  “The gentleman goes trot, trot, trot,” he gasped.


  “Trot… Trot… Trot.” Rhoda responded by increasing the cadence and length of her stroke until she was swallowing and unswallowing him from his head to halfway down the shaft. To her map she added the broadening of his stalk, while continuing to refresh her memory of the contours halfway up the head, without releasing her vagina’s hold on him. “Trot… Trot… Trot.” She allowed her body to sway slightly from side to side as she rose and fell, so that one side of her entrance was sliding into the neck as the other remained high on the head. On the next downstroke the other side would lead the way into the neck. “Trot… Trot… Trot.” She wished sometimes she was a sculptress, so that she could model his penis. She already knew how she’d check the accuracy of her modelling.


  “The farmer…” Terry breathed. “The farmer…”


  “The gentleman goes trot, trot, trot.” Rhoda wasn’t about to hurry his pleasure even if he demanded it. “Trot… Trot… Trot.” And then she relented.


  “The farmer goes a-canter, a-canter, a-canter.” Now she was engulfing and releasing him from base to tip, falling and rising slowly as befitted the delicious length of the penis her vagina had to swallow. “A-canter… A-canter… A-canter.”


  Terry’s eyes were unfocussed and his head was moving from side to side in time with her. His abdomen was rocking against her, to increase the depth of penetration and allowing her to rise clear of him so that each time his penis had to find her entrance again. They were now both so slippery that this presented no problem, in fact she could hear the sounds of their slick sexes connecting and penetrating. At any other moment it would have made her laugh, but Terry was approaching his climax like a runaway horse, so it was time to invoke the final rider.


  “The huntsman goes…” she said. He was unable to speak, so she finished for him, “A-gallop, a-gallop, a-gallop!” And she rode the full length of him as quickly and as violently as she could without dismounting. “A-gallop, a-gallop, a-gallop, a-gallop, a-gallop…”


  His eyes sprang open, his fists clenched, and despite the pace of their penetration she felt the tremors in his penis that said he was coming. She twisted her feet round without dislodging him and could now crush her pussy against him with all her weight. The sudden, sustained pressure on her clitoris precipitated her own orgasm, and she sat down hard on him, her hands pressing down on her knees, as their sexes pulsed together in triumph. She smiled down at his beautiful, powerful, conquered torso, and he gazed on her with eyes that seemed totally black.


  “You look…” he gasped. “You look like the cat that swallowed the cream.”


  Rhoda smiled. “Later… We’ve got shopping to do. I need a dress for work, and sensible knickers. And we need to see about your gym membership. Then when we’ve done all that, if you’re not too tired, I’ll see if there’s any cream for me to swallow.”


  “Knickers? You’re not going to start wearing knickers, are you?”


  “I think it’s mandatory, don’t you? Especially if I’m going to leave the boss alone, and save all my loving for you.”


  Terry carried her to the shower and bathed her so thoroughly that she was ready to go back to bed again. He refused her offer to bathe him, so she pulled on some jeans and a T-shirt and reviewed her work clothes while he got ready. She had a smart grey trouser suit and the grey jersey dress she’d worn for the interview. Everything else was too casual—how many pairs of jeans does one woman need?—or too revealing.


  “Perhaps I ought to get a nun’s habit.” Randall would probably like it.


  “I need something that isn’t grey,” she announced.


  “You what?”


  “Not grey.”


  “Yes, all right,” said Terry.


  You’re not listening, are you? “I thought a tutu and Wellington boots would be nice?”


  “Mmm. Very nice.”


  “Or a basque and a bowler hat?”


  “I’d love you to wear that,” he whispered, hugging her from behind. “But it’s hardly suitable for work.”


  Rhoda twisted round in his arms and kissed him. “I said,” she said, tapping his nose with her finger, “I need to buy something that isn’t grey. I’ve got two grey outfits already.”


  “Brown?”


  “Ugh!”


  “Blue, then. Not red.”


  * * * *


  At the shops it was difficult to find something that Terry thought was suitable for the office but wasn’t frumpy or old-fashioned, or both. Rhoda finally settled on a mid-blue dress with decorative white buttons down the front, and a plain black skirt, not too short, she could wear with a variety of tops. Terry wouldn’t let her buy a white blouse to go with it unless she bought a white bra or slip to wear under it, so in the end she bought sweaters in green and turquoise.


  They loaded everything into the car, and Terry was about to drive home when she stopped him.


  “Terry, now we’ve bought me a lot of things, it’s time to buy you something.”


  “I don’t need anything. And that was work clothes for you. I don’t need any more work clothes.” He patted his jeans.


  “Just drive where I say.”


  “All right.” He shrugged.


  Rhoda directed him to the gym, and insisted on signing them both up for six months’ membership.


  “Six months,” Terry protested. “It’s a lot of money, and well…”


  My job may not last?


  “It’s exactly what we need: the competition’s nearly six months away, and you need me to come with you to keep you at it.”


  “But what if?”


  “What if nothing.” She kissed his cheek. “If worse comes to worst I’ll simply get another job, that’s all. It’ll be all right, you’ll see.” I hope so.


  When they returned to the flat, Rhoda insisted on trying on everything and Terry insisted on taking it off her, folding it carefully. Then he seized her and flung her, giggling, onto the bed.


  Rhoda watched him take off and fold his own clothes, while yawning and toying with her pubic hair. She’d not trimmed it, and it had grown into a luxuriant, springy bush. “Come on, slow coach. Getting old?” she teased.


  But when he was ready she held up a finger. “Stop, I’ve had an idea.” Terry usually liked Rhoda’s ideas, so he obediently lay on his front as she directed.


  She made him spread his arms and legs, then, beginning at his ankle, began to brush him carefully with her pubic hair, avoiding rubbing her sex against him.


  “Is that what I think it is?” he whispered.


  “Yes, if what you think it is, is this.” The tickling touch was as teasing for her as she hoped it was for him. It was tempting to crush her pussy down onto his wrist or let him flex his fist against her. Most difficult was the broad expanse of his back, for she had to support her weight above him while maintaining the delicate featherlike touch.


  “Okay then, roll over.”


  Terry’s penis, squashed into the bed, sprang upright when he shifted onto his back. It was beautiful, pulsing, trying to pump itself taller and fatter. But Rhoda disciplined herself, brushing his shins first, avoiding feet and hands for fear he’d break her resolve. He turned his head to watch as she tickled each arm to the shoulder. Then she sat back on her heels.


  “Now keep quite still,” she said, drew his arms down by his sides, and, facing down his body, knelt astride his head with her hands .


  “You’re beautiful,” he said.


  She felt the breeze of his breath as she brushed him from her brow to her chin and back again.


  At last, she succumbed to the temptation of the penis standing in front of her face, and took it into her mouth. Terry took this as the signal to grasp her buttocks and crush her pussy to him, rubbing her against his face, then taking her clitoris into his mouth as she held him in hers.


  Chapter 3

  New Girl


  “And this is the office, as you know.”


  George laid his hand on Rhoda’s waist as he ushered her through the door. She heard him breathe in through his nose, as if savouring her perfume, and smiled to herself.


  “Brenda and Joan, here, really run the business.” Two women of indeterminate old age regarded them over the tops of spectacles, then glanced at each other before resuming work at their computer workstations.


  “Hello, Brenda…Joan,” said Rhoda, advancing towards them and looking from one to another for a clue as to which was which.


  “Ladies, this is Rhoda, my new P.A.,” George announced, before turning to her. “As well as answering and redirecting phone calls and keeping my appointments, etcetera, I want you to help Brenda and Joan when you can. They’ll tell you what to do.”


  Brenda—or is she Joan?—snorted, at which Joan—or is she Brenda?—grinned and dipped her head.


  “Ladies, can you take Rhoda under your wing, show her round, sort her out a logon on the system, and so on, please?” He indicated a desk covered in box files and scraps of paper. “This’ll be your desk. Looks like you’d better do a bit of tidying up, to begin with.” He turned to go. “If there’s anything you want to know, just ask.” He disappeared.


  At random, Rhoda chose the smaller, rounder, woman and smiled at her, “Hello, Brenda?”


  The woman screwed up her face for a microsecond in what Rhoda assumed was meant to be a smile and shook her head.


  “Sorry; Joan?” This time the smile lasted a fraction longer and was accompanied by a nod. Rhoda beamed back. Do as you would be done by… She turned to the gaunt one and smiled warmly, “Then you must be Brenda?” She was rewarded with a grimace and two sharp nods, which reminded her of a TV film about animal behaviour, where she’d seen reptiles and birds use the same double nod as a threat display.


  “Splendid. I’m sure the three of us will get on together like a house on fire.” She turned to each in turn and forced the corners of her mouth to turn up. They nodded in unison and bent to their work. Yes, a house on fire—or some other disaster.


  She went to the desk she’d been allocated. The seat cover had a worrying stain and when she sat down she found the chair was at the lower limit of its travel. She tried the various levers and managed to tilt the seat and lower the back before the seat raised itself asthmatically and sank two inches when she sat back down on it.


  Someone said, “Won’t last five minutes.”


  By trial and error she got the chair to sink to the correct level and sat on it.


  There wasn’t room to put an elbow on the desk. She considered sweeping everything off onto the floor, then settled for stacking the papers in a pile.


  “Don’t mix them up!” a voice snarled, and Brenda and Joan descended like vultures and snatched the papers from her hands, sorting and stacking them with a concerted display of efficiency and annoyance.


  Rhoda laid her hands in her lap and watched the show. When it was over, she folded her arms and beamed from one to the other. “Thank you ladies, I could never have sorted those all out on my own.”


  “Hmph!” They retreated to their roosts and the phone rang. Rhoda looked from one to the other, then shrugged. As she picked it up, she heard someone say, “Not five minutes.”


  “Randall Non-Ferrous. How can I help you?”


  “Hallo,” said a man’s voice. “Who are you?”


  “Randall Non-Ferrous; this is Mr. Randall’s P.A.”


  “Oh. I thought you’d gone.”


  “I’m Mr. Randall’s new P.A. Can I help you, sir?”


  “Ooh, I expect so. Are you pretty? What are you doing tonight?”


  “Who’s calling, please?”


  “Can you put me through to George, sweetheart?”


  “I’ll see if he’s free. Who shall I say is calling?”


  “Tell him it’s Percy.”


  “Percy who?”


  “Just Percy. He knows who I am. But before you do, can you tell me your name, love?”


  “I’m Miss Simpson. I’ll see if he’s available. Putting you on hold.”


  “H—”


  Rhoda switched to George’s line.


  “Mr. Randall, there’s a man on the phone for you. He says his name’s Percy, no second name, and you’ll know who he is.”


  “Percy? Percy Collins?” Randall chuckled. “What did he say to you?”


  “He asked to speak to you. He didn’t say what about.”


  “Did he say anything to you?”


  “No.”


  “Don’t take offence if he does; it’s just his way. He doesn’t mean anything by it.”


  “Shall I put him through to you, now?”


  “Yes, please, love—Miss Simpson.”


  “Very well.” She switched lines.


  “Mr. Collins—”


  “You put me on hold! Nobody puts me on hold!”


  “Thank you for your patience, sir. Putting you through.”


  “Hmph. Maybe ten minutes,” said a voice. It sounded like victory.


  The monitor was so filthy it took three make-up removal tissues to clean it. Then she switched it on and saw that a session was logged in by Cheryl but locked.


  “Excuse me, Brenda, it’s logged in to someone called ‘Cheryl.’”


  “Log her off then. She doesn’t work here any more.”


  “Have you got her password, please?”


  “No,” she snarled. “She left without telling us, didn’t she?”


  Joan nodded.


  “Can you tell me the administrator’s password so I can log her off, please?”


  “No! Of course not.”


  “Okay.” Rhoda pressed and held the on/off switch on the base unit until it gave in and shut down. When she restarted it she got a login prompt. “Can you give me a username and password, please?”


  “Huh! I suppose I’ll have to set you up on the system.”


  “Yes, please.”


  “Go and make the tea while I do it, then.”


  Rhoda rose and looked round. “Where’s the kettle?”


  “In the tea point,” said Joan. “It’s through there.”


  “Thank you.”


  “What’s your name?” Brenda snapped.


  Don’t you remember? “Rhoda. That’s R, H, O, D, A.”


  “Hmph!” said Brenda.


  Rhoda found the small kitchen, filled the kettle, washed three cups and put a teabag in each. While the kettle boiled, she washed up the remaining cups and plates. Some of them had been there a long time.


  The phone rang in the office. She left it for the old biddies to answer. It went on ringing. She hurried back. As she reached for it, Brenda said, “Telephone.”


  “Put me through to my husband,” said a woman’s voice.


  “Yes, madam. Sorry to keep you waiting.”


  “Are you the new girl?”


  “Yes, Mrs. Randall.”


  “You won’t last long.”


  “Sorry, Mrs. Randall.”


  “Well?”


  Rhoda put her through, then made the tea, found a pub tray, and took them in. “I didn’t find any sugar so I suppose no one has it?”


  “Hmph!”


  As she placed a cup on Joan’s desk, Joan placed a dirty World’s Best Grandma mug on the tray. “We have our own mugs. The cups are for guests.”


  You could have said earlier. “Do you want me to pour yours into this?”


  She shook her head and screwed up her nose. “No.”


  Brenda had a big china mug with flowers on. Rhoda took the dirty mugs to the kitchen and left them to soak in the sink, then sat at her desk and sipped her tea.
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