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 Blurb

Fancy a blast from the past? Then dip in to five short stories from the
Lucy Felthouse archive. A handful of her earliest published tales
have been polished up and presented to you in one seriously hot
collection. Enjoy a sexy soldier, a buxom babe, erotic daydreams,
filthy phone sex and a language barrier, and see where it all began
for this prolific author of erotica and erotic romance.

 


Dedication

To everyone
reading this, thank you so much for picking up this book. I hope
you enjoy it.

To my fellow
Brit Babes, thank you for continuing to be a constant source of
inspiration, support and fun.

Last, but not
least, thank you to the Brit Babes Street Team for all your support
and the giggles. You keep me going when things get tough. Extra
special thanks for helping me with the title on this one!


 1Fantasy Assignment

I couldn’t
believe my luck when I heard what my next editorial assignment was.
In fact I discreetly pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t
dreaming.

My editor wanted me to write an article on Single Living
Accommodation in the British Army. The British Army. Big deal, I hear you thinking. Perhaps I’d better
explain. I have a real thing about men in uniform, I always have
had. Stick me in front of a hot guy in uniform and I’m putty in
their hands. So you see, I was rather excited at the prospect of
being around all those sexy men. And even better, I was going to be paid
for it. Talk about perks of the job.

The article
was planned into an upcoming edition of the glossy women’s magazine
I work for. The ‘careers special’ was designed to give the readers
an insight into different industries and jobs within them.

I only had a few days to prepare for my assignment, so I
did my homework and made lots of notes. I always like to be well
prepared, to avoid the chance of messing something up and getting a
bollocking from the editor.

Soon enough,
the day arrived and I dragged myself out of bed at 6 a.m.—a chore
in itself as I’m not a morning person—got my things together and
took a taxi to the train station. I had strict instructions on
where I had to change trains, where I should go and who I should
look for when arriving at my destination. Corporal Matt Stokes
would be there waiting for me. Given he’d be in uniform, I wasn’t
too worried about recognising him.

When I boarded the first train and got settled into my
seat, I grabbed my bag and pulled out a magazine. After reading the
same page three times and realising I still had no idea what it was
about, I gave up. I allowed my mind to wander. Would Corporal
Stokes be attractive? Would he be tall and slim; small and
well-built? Aloof, cheeky; who knew? All I knew for sure was that
there was a good chance I’d think he was sexy simply because of
what he was wearing. In my opinion, the uniform screams masculinity
and sex. It hides what is beneath, leaving that to your
imagination, but gives the impression of the wearer being rough and
ready—just how I like my men.

After a speedy change of trains, I relaxed and let my
thoughts wander for some time, until I heard the announcement that
my station was the next one. I got myself ready, checked I had all
my stuff together and perched on the edge of my seat. I was also
aware that my daydreams had left me feeling more than a little
horny, and as a consequence, my underwear was damp. I smiled to
myself. I hadn’t even set eyes on a squaddie yet and my mind was in the gutter.
Heaven knows what I’d be like when I was surrounded by hard male
bodies, and the smell of sweat and spunk.

Perhaps I’d become immune to the charm of the uniform after
seeing it constantly for a couple of days? Only time would tell.
Five minutes to be precise; which was the time it took for the
train to pull in at the platform and for me to get off and look
around for my lift. As I’d expected, he wasn’t difficult to spot.
As soon as I laid eyes on the six foot plus frame
of Corporal Stokes,
I knew I would never get bored of that uniform as long as I lived.
Especially on him.

Towering over
most of the people milling around, he stood against the wall, out
of the way of the crowds. From where I stood I could see he had
dark hair and eyes, and that was about it. I scraped a hand briefly
through my hair and headed over to him.

He caught my
eye as I approached.

“Corporal Stokes?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Ma’am? What the fuck? Did he think I was royalty or
something? Hell, who cared, it was damn kinky and this man could call me
anything he wanted, whenever he felt like it. He was the most
divine creature I’d ever laid eyes on. Your classic tall, dark and
handsome sex god.

“I’m Charlene Collins. Good to meet you.”

I stuck out my hand and he shook it, then offered to take
my bags. I let him. After all, he had the muscle for it, and it
presented the perfect opportunity to check out his arse as he bent
to pick them up. It was definitely worth it. His combat trousers
went taut and I had a good look at what I suspected was a nice firm backside.
I quickly averted my eyes as he stood, then followed his lead as we
left the station.

Parked outside
was a dark green 4x4. What was I expecting, a limo? Trouble was, I
had no idea how I was going to get in the damn thing, given I wore
a tight pencil skirt with slits up the side and stiletto heels.
Bollocks.

Corporal Stokes strode over to the vehicle, unlocked it and
put my bags in the back. He was just about to open his door and hop
in when he noticed me dithering on the passenger side. A slight frown on
his face, he walked around to me. Then he appeared to really notice
me for the first time. His eyes travelled from my beautiful but
completely impractical shoes, to my tight knee-length skirt, and
finally to my trendy white blouse, buttoned to reveal just a hint
of cleavage. I saw the comprehension dawn on his face, followed by
that slight frown again. In an instant, it was gone.

“Ma’am,” he said, his eyes glinting with amusement, “let me
help you. I’m going to have to lift you onto the seat. Watch your
head.”

He proceeded to steer me so I was facing him, my back to
the truck. Then his hands were on my hips, lifting me as though I
was weightless until my backside rested on the seat. I could then
easily swivel myself around to sit properly without displaying my
underwear to the world. But I didn’t. I remained frozen in place
for a couple of seconds, Corporal Stokes’ hands still on my waist
until I steadied myself. Well, I was certainly in no rush for him
to let go.

Our eyes met.
I felt a trickle of moisture between my thighs and looked down,
sure it was obvious to the world. But it broke the spell. Once our
eye contact was severed, Corporal Stokes cleared his throat loudly
as he removed his hands then stepped back and prepared to close the
door of the truck.

I hastily shuffled so I was facing the right way and
grasped the seatbelt with slightly trembling fingers, which didn’t
want to do their job. I managed to wrench it across my body and
fumble around trying to clip it into place as Corporal Stokes got into the
driver’s side of the 4x4. He hopped in effortlessly, fired the
engine and put on his own safety belt. He glanced across at me to
make sure I was secure, then wrenched the vehicle into gear before
pulling out of the car parking space and heading for the
exit.

As the countryside sailed past, I took advantage of the
fact Corporal Stokes was concentrating on driving and studied him
as subtly as possible. I glanced at his profile. He really was what
many women would consider a good catch. As I said, he was tall with
dark hair and eyes. He also had a very sensual mouth with full lips
which I could imagine doing all kinds of unspeakable things to
me…

Ahem, anyway.
As it was a warm day, he’d rolled the sleeves up on his shirt to
reveal lovely muscular arms. I briefly wondered if his thighs would
follow suit, then thought it probably wasn’t a good idea to allow
myself to think about what was under those combats. It could get me
into all kinds of trouble.

In an attempt to distract myself, I made idle conversation with
Corporal Stokes, who soon insisted I called him Matt. I found out
his age—same as me, 25—how long he’d been in the army, whether he’d
been deployed before, and so on. He turned to glance at me
occasionally as he answered my questions. Which I had lots of,
according to him.

“I’m a journalist; it’s my job to ask questions.”

“But you’re not writing an article about me!”

“No, but I’m just taking an interest in the nice young man
that’s kindly picked me up. Is that a crime? I’m still human, you
know.”

He had the
good grace to look embarrassed. “I’m sorry. It’s just in my nature
and my job description to be suspicious of everyone. I didn’t mean
anything by it.”

“It’s okay. Taking abuse is another part of my job
role.”

He grimaced.
“I said I’m sorry. Look, we’re nearly here.”

I wasn’t sure what we were supposed to be looking at,
exactly. We were motoring through a quaint little village, which
didn’t look at all military. I didn’t know what to expect, but my
pervy mind
was hoping for dozens of men in uniform walking the streets. Damn
my libido-driven imagination.

A few moments
later we turned left up a long road which had a kind of gatehouse
at the other end. We trundled up to the gates and were waved
through after the guard had a cursory glance inside the truck, and
nodded at me.

Matt manoeuvred the truck through the grounds and the
groups of uniformed men—finally! There were women too, of course,
but I wasn’t interested in them. Though I could certainly see the
logic behind
their career choice. He headed for some garages and pulled the
vehicle inside, then killed the engine. Great, I thought, now I’ve got to attempt to get out of this
damn thing. Preferably without flashing my pants.

I needn’t have worried, though. Matt came to
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