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INTRODUCTION: NAKED GIRLS IN ALL THEIR GLORY


Smooth. Sleek. Naked. Bare. All of these words describe the women you’ll find in this book, women who let you peek beneath their skirt hems, unbutton their blouses, reach inside their panties and in so doing, reveal something essential about themselves. They aren’t content to simply let sex happen but are compelled to explore the ways their bodies react to every tactile moment.

These are not stories about body image or learning to love your curves. These are sensual tales in which women and men celebrate the joy of being carnal, lusty, hungry and animalistic; stories in which the urge to get naked, in the literal and figurative senses, drives women to boldly go where they haven’t before.

In the opening story, the stunning sauna romp “Löyly,” by Angela Caperton, Sorrow Cove becomes a very happy place when our heroine, Andie, submits to a sensual beating in the intense heat. Caperton writes, “Blood pounded in my veins and pooled suspiciously in my belly. Anticipation added an edge of  tension and vulnerability before the bright shock of the strike. It wasn’t hard, but the leaves laced my skin with firm control, a lush wetness and a shimmer of sting that slashed my back with an awakening charge of delight. I closed my eyes, savoring the moment, the fresh scent of the birch binding me in a cloud of awareness and newfound sensation.”

Food and sex are clearly twin appetites waiting to be released, and in “The Sushi Girl,” by Anika Gupta, they converge in a work setting for the narrator as she balances raw fish on her body. She doesn’t just lie there, though; she engages with her customers, lets them look and taste even as she makes sure her naked body, while still, speaks loudly.

Each of these women are stripped, whether literally, as in Clancy Nacht’s story of the same name, or in some other way that leaves them vulnerable, exposed, open to whoever they’ve let enter their most personal space. Even when they are acting as voyeurs, watching others strip down, as in “Live Action,” by Susan St. Aubin, they are being changed by what they see, by the skin that speaks to them and their fantasies.

For other characters, adorning their bodies—with tattoos in “Ink,” by Jennifer Peters, or the sensual strokes of a paintbrush in “True Colors,” by Louisa Harte—is a way to live a more vibrant, outspoken life, and their reward is a richer sex life than they’d had before. That makes sense, because when we bare all, we invite others to touch, to feel every curve, every bend, every inch of skin.

Ultimately, this is a book about getting to know your body from the outside in, about showing yourself off for a lover and knowing the power the naked body holds. At the gym, in the shower, on the subway, at a tea party, the women in Smooth  leave behind their inhibitions and go where many women have only dreamed about. Sexy, playful, sensual and celebratory,  these nineteen stories will be sure to entice you as they reveal so much skin.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel 
New York City






LÖYLY

Angela Caperton

 



 



 



 



 



 




Alone, at the north end of nowhere, I looked out through the rented Equinox’s windshield at the green roof of the hotel. Copper. Copper had been king in this part of Michigan a lifetime ago. In a more civilized place, the owners of the hotel might have to hire a private army to keep thieves from stripping the roof, but not out here—it was too far away from anything to warrant the attention of scavengers.

I really had lost my mind. What the fuck was I going to do at a snowbound resort on Lake Superior in fucking November? Damn you to hell, Jeff. “Best snowmobiling in the country! You’ll love it!”

“You’ll love it,” I mimicked as I clutched the steering wheel and contemplated spinning out of the driveway and hauling ass back to Savannah.

A young man—puppy, really—stepped smartly down the wide steps that led to a wide wraparound porch. His navy blue parka was unzipped, the hotel logo shining gold on the right  shoulder. He walked around the front of the SUV and opened the driver’s door.

“Welcome to Sorrow Cove!” He puffed mist and the blast of cold air that slapped me in the face nearly killed me. I shut off the engine of the SUV, took the keys and my purse and exited the car.

The young man efficiently scribbled information on a claim ticket and I handed him the keys.

“Your name, miss?” he asked as he made notes on the ticket.

“Andie Fortner.”

He nodded and handed me the claim ticket. “Your luggage in the back?”

“Yes.”

“My name’s Luke. I’ll park your car and take your bags to your room, Miss Fortner. Enjoy your stay at Sorrow Cove.” He grinned at me with genuine hospitality, and I found my cheeks cracking against the cold to return it.

“Thank you,” I managed, hoping my dismay at my own idiocy didn’t echo in the words.

He drove away. I stood for a moment in the gray slush of the driveway and stared up at the mammoth Queen Anne-style mansion, water dripping in a steady stream from its gutters. Snow covered every inch of the landscape, weighing down massive boughs of cedars and evergreens, topping winter-bare hedges and what I imagined were lush lawns in the summer.

Snow. Goddamn snow.

“Fuck,” I said under my breath as I made my way into the hotel.

 



I stared at the dull mourning-gray ceiling of the spacious room. A deliciously soft bed cradled me in the warmth of my own  body. I didn’t want to move, didn’t dare breach the cocoon I’d wrapped around myself. Jeff should have been there with me, his strong arms around me, his cock nudging my ass, a living alarm clock. He liked fucking in the mornings, liked working out the kinks with a ride or a suck. Bastard.

Why had I listened to Sonia? “Just go, honey! It’s already paid for, I bet there aren’t any refunds. Extending his contract in Riyadh was Jeff’s choice—not yours.”

No more. Jeff had blown me off more times than I could count, and this little vacation had been his idea, not mine. I pulled the covers over my head and spent the next several minutes envisioning Jeff being eaten by cannibals.

I groaned and shoved the covers away, letting the blast of morning air temper my resolve. I wasn’t going to stay in bed and wallow. After all, Lake Superior was practically at my door-step and I had made it this far. Within an hour I had showered, dressed and armed myself with a map, determination and a pocket full of credit cards. A little breakfast and I’d be ready to tackle anything.

Except a blizzard.

I stepped off the stairs into the lobby, dominated by wide bay windows that provided guests with a glorious view of the cove, the lake and the woods on the east side of the estate. This morning the view was monochromatic, swirling, thick white with whiter highlights battering the panes of glass. I ignored the ball of unease forming in my stomach and walked into the empty dining room, the massive fireplace on one end filling the room with warmth and the pleasant scent of burning wood. A young woman in tight jeans and a thick sweater smiled at me and motioned. “Please, have a seat. Can I get you coffee?”

“Black.” I looked out the windows again and smiled. “Big.”

I ate my breakfast in silence, watched a few couples come  and go, listened to the murmurs of quiet conversation and willed the snow to stop. I can handle a lot of things, but a big SUV in a whiteout was not one of them.

Full of coffee and breakfast, I made my way to the front desk. “Good morning, Ms. Fortner. How can I help you?”

“What can you tell me about the weather?”

The clerk’s bald head nearly blushed. “The snow should slow by tomorrow.”

“Slow?”

“Yes, we’re in for a few days of it here, but tomorrow the snowmobiling and cross-country skiing should be excellent.”

“I was hoping to do a little sightseeing actually, maybe some shopping.”

He didn’t laugh, didn’t even smile, but I could feel his desire to do both. “The roads to town are closed right now, Ms. Fortner. They should be open tomorrow, once the plows come through.”

I nodded as I envisioned myself holed up for days, only one room service tray away from hanging myself with shoelaces.

“My credit cards are safe for another day,” I said sardonically.

“There’s a game room to the left and a small gym and indoor pool behind the dining room. And the sauna. It’s not in the main building, but you can get to it from the pool area, or from the hall exit. Just follow the walkway.”

I looked out the windows at the endless falling wall of white. Sure. Just follow the walkway. My luck, I’d end up in Canada.

“Thank you,” I said, and headed back up the stairs to my room, kicking myself in the ass all the way. I should have fucking held out for Martinique.

 



I’d been surprised by the pool, really. I knew from making the reservations that the resort had a pool, but I wasn’t expecting  a pool I could actually do laps in. Who knew the tundra tribe understood the needs of us South-Coasters. The heated water and condensation on the broad bay windows made me feel at home—except for the snow beyond, of course.

I swam for an hour, then I dragged my pruned body out of the pool, showered in the little changing room and stepped back out on the deck to stand transfixed by the vista beyond the foggy windows. While annoyed by the shitty weather, I loved the beauty and serenity of the snowfall. The large flakes drifted down completely at the whim of whatever wind might blow. Some fell heavy, wet, like obese calcified raindrops; others drifted to the ground in intricate Zen paths.

The perfect blanket over the ground amazed me. Painted green, the smoothness of the carpet would have been the envy of Augusta National.

Except for the quickly filling divots leading off into the veil. Footprints made not long ago, headed toward what?

The sauna. Someone apparently had a GPS and had found the temple of Sorrow Cove.

The grin started in my belly, and without a moment’s analysis, I wrapped my robe around myself, scuffed on my rubber clogs and found the door leading outside. The blast of cold air almost made me run back to my room, but I had to do this—I had to beat the elements, had to take control of the vacation I’d never wanted but had inherited. If this trip was going to have any meaning, I needed to make it my own, not let it stay Jeff’s irrelevancy.

The snow kissed my hair and clung to my robe, the cold air keeping it from melting right away. My breath sprayed in front of me like fueled smoke as I squinted against the snowfall to focus on the little shack, the destination of the quickly filling tracks.

When I reached the little building, I pulled the door open, praying I’d not find hedge trimmers and jugs of pesticide. My prayers were answered with a vision—glorious, living sculpture.

Rodin. Michelangelo.

Sculpted thighs; corded arms, pecs and abs; a brooding countenance.

And not one beautiful inch concealed by clothing.

“The door. You let the steam out.”

Steam? Out? No, I thought as I let the closing door slap me in the butt. All the steam must be in here, boiling my blood, peaking my heartbeat. Surely I was producing enough heat now to replace any that had escaped in smoky plumes through the open door.

I was staring at his nakedness. “Oh, I’m sorry! I didn’t realize—” I turned quickly, fumbling for the door latch.

“No, please stay.” Not the Yooper accent of the locals. Dutch, maybe? “Welcome.”

Beyond the door—snow and another gutter ball on the score-card. I could do this. I had to do this.

I turned back around and smiled, feeling a little foolish as Adonis pulled a towel over his groin. Damn.

He jutted his chin toward the wall, and I saw a row of wooden pegs. A thick moss green robe hung from one of the pegs, and I quickly removed my own robe and hung it beside his.

The small room was completely made of wood—smooth slats of cedar covered the floor, the walls, the ceiling and the two-level bench. Adonis sat at one end of the lower bench beside what looked like a stove filled with large gray and brown rocks. A bucket of water sat at his feet.

He leaned over and dipped a ladle into the water and looked over his shoulder at me. “Sit,” he nodded to the bench. I tried to look casual as I took a seat a comfortable distance from him and  watched as he poured the water over the rocks.

Steam rose from the hot stones, quickly dissipating. Heat bloomed in the room and I found myself smiling.

Adonis sat back on the bench and looked at me. Small beads of sweat glistened on his upper lip. What would he do if I offered to lick the sweat off? He reached out a long-fingered hand. “I am Matias. Matias Toskala.”

I grinned and gripped his hand in a polite shake. “Andie Fortner.” Naked. Only a tenuous scrap of terry stood between us. “I’m really sorry about barging in. I didn’t know,” my voice trailed off as my cheeks burned.

“I was not expecting anyone else, but it is okay. Naked is best for sauna.” He brushed long light brown bangs from his forehead.

“It is?” Smooth, Andie.


“Tradition. Back home, saunas are enjoyed bare, though not often men and women together.”

“Where’s home?”

“Helsinki, Finland. I teach at university and am here to lecture at the school in Hancock.”

“I’d say you’re a long way from home but considering the weather and the fact that we’re in a sauna, I guess I’m the alien here.” If my accent didn’t scream Dixie draft, Dolly Parton would weep.

He laughed softly, his smile genuine and disarming. “Do you know about saunas?”

“I know they’re hot, and make you sweat, but that’s about all—oh, and that they are best experienced naked.” I said with a grin.

Naked. He wasn’t putting the moves on me, and he was comfortable with his own nakedness. What the hell? I’d dashed through a blizzard to reach this shack, and if a real live Finn was  telling me naked was the way to go, well, tan lines be damned, naked was what I was going to be.

If my knees would hold me up.

I stood and slid the straps of my one-piece off my shoulders and in a momentary flood of courage, peeled the wet material off my body in one hopefully graceful movement. I waited for the high school marching band to burst through the doors and seal my embarrassment, but it didn’t happen. Instead, the shock of my spontaneity melted like butter into an odd ease. I walked back over to the peg where my robe hung and deposited my suit. It was the turning back around and walking the two steps to my towel that seemed unreasonable.

With a deep breath and racing heart, I made that turn and took my seat again. I looked at Matias with a broad smile. He was watching me, all of me, but there was no leer in his eyes, just calm appraisal.

“So, naked’s best. What else about saunas?”

His eyebrow quirked, but his face remained passive. He took up the ladle again and poured more water over the stones. There was a little mist, but the steam quickly filled the room with more heat. “That is löyly—steam—but it means more. Löyly is also spirit.”

“The sauna has a spirit?”

“It can be said, yes.” He poured another ladle over the rocks. As the heat washed over me, my bones turned to putty and every pore in my skin sighed.

I smiled. Better spirit than the bourbon I’d drunk the night before.

Matias moved his towel aside. I tried not to stare but his cock bounced attractively as he rose from his seat. Reaching to the wall, he took what appeared to be a small tree limb from its hook. On the long branches, bright green leaves shone with  moisture. “This is a vihta—birch leaves. We beat the skin with the branches.”

“Beat?”

He gave the gathered branches a little shake, then stretched across his opposite shoulder to swat his back. More attractive bouncing followed, and I really had to resist reaching out to touch him.

“They stimulate the skin,” he said and held the branches out to me.

“Okay,” I said without much conviction, but hey, in for a penny, in for a pound.

I tried to wrap my hand around the gathered stems, but the individual thin branches seemed determined to flop their own way in spite of the straw binding at the base.

He chuckled again and reached for the branches. “Here,” he said, taking the vihta in a masterful hand that had the branches sliding into submission. He dipped the leaves into another bucket of water, then smiled at me. “Turn away, and pull your hair back. You will see.”


See what? I wondered as I did as he said. Naked and alone with a naked man about to be flayed with a tree: I could see the postcard to my mother now.

Blood pounded in my veins and pooled suspiciously in my belly. Anticipation added an edge of tension and vulnerability before the bright shock of the strike. It wasn’t hard, but the leaves laced my skin with firm control, a lush wetness and a shimmer of sting that slashed my back with an awakening charge of delight. I closed my eyes, savoring the moment, the fresh scent of the birch binding me in a cloud of awareness and newfound sensation.

The second strike layered the first, a few leaf tips stroking the backs of my arms and the nape of my exposed neck. The  rich cream of arousal mixed with wonder as the birch blessed my skin. My back warmed further, the skin made new with the sharp, green kisses. My mind drifted, like it did after too much wine, and I arched like a cat, my back bowed to invite the next strike, the tender flesh over my ribs and sides of my breasts exposed.

Beads of perspiration and condensation trickled down my sides and under my breasts, and my pussy, exposed to the steam of the sauna, to this bizarre, otherworldly moment, swelled and slicked.

Every inch of my skin hummed with the heat and humidity of the sauna, and my mind became the fulcrum between my body and my soul. Desire coursed through me, my pussy anticipating the next strike of the birch with a heartbeat pulse that nearly melted me. My breath matched the rolling press of air, water and fire.

The next strike sliced my upper back, light nettles bolting sensation from the side of my right breast directly to the untouched nipple. I imagined Matias’s teeth clamping on the nub, sucking at the nipple, cupping the weight and branding me with his tongue.

I needed his cock. I wanted him in the most savage, most basic way a man and woman could connect. I needed him to fuck me. He’d beaten me, after all. I willingly sat in this little hut of wet fire and let him strike me with sticks. His balls slapping my ass didn’t seem a stretch.

I leaned far forward, my arms trembling, my breath a rush in my ears, and the birch fell again twice, rapidly, the second harder than the first and lashing just across the crack of my ass. Nerves raw, flayed to the feverish temperature of the sauna, I felt the last strike across the small of my back and the top of my ass and it tossed me to the edge of orgasm.

I moaned. I barely heard it above the ringing pulse in my ears, my lips, my pussy, but the sound rattled off the wood walls of the sauna.

I dripped from my nose, my arms, my chin, my sex. Every inch of me bloomed and reached, seeking yet full, as I plumped with liquid fire even as I was released, renewed, revived. Jeff’s dismissal, my mundane job, the honest absurdity of my being in Michigan in November all faded comfortably into the realm of the inconsequential. All that mattered was the sure pulse of my blood, the heavy drop of my heart, the electric thrill of my nerves. Water collected on my skin, housed me, cleansed me, invigorated me, and I, for the first time in my life, felt everything.

The hiss of water on hot stones barely registered. I hungered for the blow; for the leaves to cut and slap my skin, my body, my being into frenzy, but only the sizzle of dying water greeted my ears.

Awkward, I settled back on my towel and looked over my shoulder at Matias. He smiled, polite and knowing, and his eyes, the shining mysterious green of sage, burned into me.

“So now you know some of the sauna,” he said as he rose. “But nothing is good if too much. Best to see more at different times.”

He moved, fluid and sure, to his robe hanging on the post. “It is time to go,” he said over his shoulder. “Don’t stay too long, Andie Fortner.” He opened the door, the frozen air killed by the steam before it reached me, then the door closed and he was gone.

I flopped back on the bench. What the hell had I done wrong? My fingers drifted to my clit, but I could not bring myself to shatter the thrum that radiated through me.

I stayed another fifteen minutes, stretched on the low bench, bare as the moon and totally enraptured by the heat and humidity,  even while I unsuccessfully willed Matias back into the shack.

Fuck. What? Did he only like blondes? Was it my accent? Did I drool too much while he was using the birch?

I managed to coagulate my limp muscles and bones and rose to don my robe. Rubber clogs in place, swimsuit stuffed into the robe pocket, I opened the door and bravely faced the blizzard. The shock of the cold invigorated me, but that didn’t keep me from nearly running to the door of the pool.

Less than two minutes later I was in my room. The cottony warmth and artificial comfort were walls I wanted to blast apart.

I fell on the bed and closed my eyes, trying to filter what had just happened, trying to recapture the perfect freedom of the experience. In the span of thirty minutes, I had stripped to my skin in front of a man I didn’t know, had talked to that man, had let him beat me with leaves and had…had…

The rap on my door nearly stopped my heart. I jolted off the bed, clutching the robe at my throat.

I pressed my ear to the door and spoke firmly. “Yes?”

Muffled but recognizable came a voice: “It’s Matias.”

Heat, the flush of unseen steam, gushed through me, tapped that illusive germ of my knowing and began the slow expanse of understanding I’d discovered in the sauna. I pressed my thighs together in hopes of stilling the blitz of desire that rapped my pussy with snare precision and sent my heart to wild trilling.

I opened the door, only half holding my robe closed and smiled at the handsome Finn, his long, dark blond bangs falling over his green eyes. He still wore his robe. Full lips curled in an almost sheepish grin. He leaned against the door frame and braised me with an openly lustful gaze.

“The sauna, you liked it?” he asked, his accent bronze and weighted. “You liked the vihta?”

Saliva pooled in my mouth, but I clutched the door like an unwanted defense. “I did, very much. I liked it more than I thought I would.”

“Saunas, they are not for sex. For cleansing, for contemplation…for…opening.” His face contorted as he seemed to struggle for words. He reached out and stroked my cheek, and the same hand that had held the clutch of birch traced my lips, my chin. Shivers of desire collected in my stomach.

I smiled and cupped his face in my hands. My robe opened and his warm hands took the opportunity to reach in and begin a slow exploration. “I may not know what saunas are for,” I said, “but we both know what they can inspire. The question is, would the löyly approve?”

Matias’s smile broke like dawn. He held up his strong right hand, the index and middle finger crossed. “Don’t worry, Andie,” he said with solemn assurance. “Me and the löyly are like that.”

I reached under his robe. Oh, yes. Hot, carved marble. He crossed the threshold, gathered me in his arms. The touch of our lips sizzled, water on hot rocks, the steam a gift of spirit and will.

He stripped me, his hands rough and tender. He claimed all of me by the right he knew I had bequeathed him, by the power of what he had shown me. I licked the line of his jaw and his neck, tasting salt and delicious spice. My left hand trailed down his chest, across his abs and into the gold tangle at the base of his belly.

Silk-covered wood, long and hard. Oh, yes, beat me again. I held his cock in my hand, and he lengthened and hardened more. He pushed me back onto the bed. I spread open for him, beyond ready. That my pussy didn’t shout orders like a drill sergeant amazed me.

His throaty chuckle conveyed his understanding. No ceremony—none needed—he thrust cleanly and deeply, filling me in one breath-stealing slide, making me whole. Firm, talented hands stroked and pulled, and his mouth met mine with heat that shamed the sauna. We gasped together, breath mingling, our skin becoming seamless, slicking with sweat where we touched. Electric, majestic, unstoppable, we rose together, vapor against the cold, rapture a promise in the match of souls.

I creamed, my greedy pussy filled with his slick cock and with the elixir of my orgasm. He ground into me, thrusting deep. He reached climax and stayed all the way in me as though he wanted to pierce my soul.

As bright ripples of orgasm bound us, we became the heat and the steam, and ecstasy became a divine gift of fire and water, body and soul.

In that moment, Matias and I, together we were the löyly.
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Don’t let them talk you into staying at the villa, I thought as I listened to my husband’s half of the phone conversation. I know we really need a holiday, and it’ll be lovely to see Bill and Laura again, but not there, not this year.


“Great, so it’s all settled,” I heard Jon say. “I’ll let Sarah know. I’m sure she’ll be delighted.” He put the phone down and turned to me. “We’re sorted. Bill’s just booked the villa for the third week in June. It’s not too hot then, and it means we get out there before the schools break up.”

I tried not to let my face fall. I didn’t want him to see how disappointed I was by the decision. Holidaying with Bill and Laura had never been a problem before; we’d been friends with the couple for years, ever since Bill had become my husband’s project manager at work. Even though they were both a good ten years older than us, we seemed to have more in common with them than most people our own age. I can’t remember who first suggested we should all go on holiday together, but that  year we spent a week at a villa in the south of France. Bill had found the place on the Internet, and it had been perfect: quiet and secluded, with the nearest neighbors half a mile down the road. We had spent the time lounging by the pool, the four of us so relaxed in each other’s company that we had been happy to swim and sunbathe naked together, and the night before we were due to return to England, after dinner in a nearby restaurant and maybe one too many liqueur coffees, we had ended up swapping partners. Feeling Bill’s thick cock thrusting up into me while I watched Jon eagerly lick Laura’s pussy was one of the most exciting things I had ever done. None of us had any regrets as we traveled to the airport the following morning and, indeed, there was an unspoken feeling that if the circumstances were right, we would all be happy to do it again.

The next year, the villa wasn’t available when all four of us were free, and so we settled on a break in Amsterdam, staying on a houseboat on one of the city’s main canals. It soon became clear that we were all eager to repeat the fun and games we’d enjoyed the time before, but the slightly cramped confines of the boat didn’t exactly lend themselves to sexual experimentation. Instead, we made our first ever visit to a swing club, though from the confident way Bill and Laura strode around the place wearing nothing more than tiny towels—which they both quickly discarded—I sensed that, unlike us, they weren’t exactly new to the scene. Hand in hand with my husband, I wandered through the club, taking in the sight of so many combinations of lovers and reveling in the feeling of being an unashamed voyeur. Though I knew I could never pair off with a stranger, as so many of the women here were doing, I was more than happy to join Jon, Bill and Laura in one of the private playrooms for a foursome. I was aware that, as we fucked, people might be watching through the small, high windows designed for the purpose—but  that only added to the thrill. In the company of our good friends, I was beginning to discover and enjoy a side of my sexuality I had never known existed.

We had vaguely started discussing where we might go the following year, when I had my accident. Walking home from the tube station on a wet weeknight, I was hit by a plumber’s van that lost control and mounted the pavement. Most of my memories from that night are still a blank, but my injuries were so severe that I was in the hospital for a couple of months and needed a series of extensive skin grafts. The result was that I now had scars that ran from my right breast all the way down to my hip, and the skin on that side of my body had a strangely taut look to it that would never fully go away.

I supposed I was lucky; if the scarring had been on my face, I knew I would have been stared at in the street, and even people I had known for a long time would have looked at me differently without meaning to. At least I was able to hide what I couldn’t help but think of as my disfigurement beneath my clothing.

But now Jon had agreed to our going on a holiday where everyone would more than likely take the opportunity to strip off completely—and I just couldn’t do that anymore. Since I had finally come out of the hospital, I had been incredibly reluctant to let him see me naked, worried that he would find the sight of my scarred body a turnoff. To his eternal credit, he had been nothing but sympathetic. He had always loved to see me in seductive lingerie, and now he actively encouraged me to leave it on for sex, treating me to skimpy silk nighties and gorgeous velvet and lace basques that flattered my slender figure. He would dress me in stockings and suspenders and then spend ages kissing my stockinged feet before working his way up my legs, so that by the time his teasing tongue finally reached my pussy, I was frantic with impatience to be licked there. On the very rare  occasions when I was naked as we fucked, I always made sure the lights were off and we were in the spooning position, so I could lie on my damaged side. It wasn’t always entirely comfortable, but it kept Jon’s roving hands away from the places I didn’t want him to touch.

I hadn’t explained any of this to anyone else; I had never really needed to, as I had never been one for dressing in low-cut or midriff-revealing tops, even before the accident. But holidays were different. Bill and Laura would quickly notice that I had traded in my usual bikini for…for what? A one-piece would have to be chosen very carefully, so that it didn’t draw attention to any of the scarring. Otherwise, I could just sink into middle age about twenty years before my time and settle for one of those unflattering floral kaftans they sell in the back pages of the Sunday supplements.

It was all so silly. It wasn’t as though either of our friends possessed a perfect centerfold body. Bill had one of those cocks that is barely there when it’s limp and seems to come surging out of nowhere to full hardness, while Laura’s breasts were heavy and pendulous and she had a little round tummy that never went away no matter how hard she exercised, and yet they were both completely comfortable with their naked state. That was what had changed. I was no longer comfortable in my own skin: though the surgeons had worked so skillfully to patch me up, my body didn’t feel like mine anymore. Perhaps it never would.

I thought I had managed to keep my expression neutral, but Jon knows me far too well for that. “You are okay with this, aren’t you, Sarah?” he asked.

“I’m sure we’ll have a good time,” I replied, “but…well, I’m worried about Bob and Laura seeing my scars. I just don’t think I can go naked anymore, and I don’t want them to think I’ve turned into some kind of prude.”

“They’ll never think that of you, love,” he assured me, giving me a hug. “Don’t worry. This could turn out to be the best holiday you’ve ever had.”

 



The French sun was hot on the back of my neck as we got out of the taxi. It was late afternoon, and the villa seemed to bask in the heat, fat bumblebees suckling in the hibiscus flowers that grew round the doorway.

Laura wheeled her case behind her as she walked up the path. “This place hasn’t changed a bit,” she said, her tone excited. “God, I can’t wait to strip off and dive into the pool.”

“Sounds like an idea,” Bob agreed, stuffing his wallet back into his pocket after paying the taxi driver. “Let’s dump the luggage and then we’ll go for a swim. Jon, the owners said they’d stock the fridge for us—can you check if they put a bottle of fizz in there, like I asked? You going to join us in the pool, Sarah?”

“Just let me settle in a little first,” I said, “and then I’ll be with you.”
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