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It was the bloody draught. The candle flickered briefly and Ellie stood in utter darkness. She could tiptoe back following the panelling, but she feared the rats she’d seen last week. The narrow corridor seemed further from the servants’ quarters than ever. Then she heard a familiar voice.

“On your knees pretty boy and smell my cunt.”

She could clearly hear Her Ladyship through the oak door that separated the secret passageway from the main bedroom. Ellie had brought the young nobleman there on Lady Julia’s order. She’d foreseen the reason, but not this.

“Stay there, young Master, I need to descend my labia to your luscious mouth.”

These were no words for a lady. But Ellie was familiar with the vocabulary. She’d helped in her uncle’s tavern from the vulnerable age of eight. At twelve she was assigned to the kitchen of Langley Manor. She’d been surrounded by foul mouths since then, and zestfully discovered the stables near the evergreen shrubs to be a haystack of fornication.

“Your tongue is a wicked Welshman, Master Alwyn. You may proceed towards the darker part of the woods.”

Ellie giggled and blushed. She felt a tingle in her own bush. The dark corridor wasn’t as eerie anymore.

“Bugger me!” Lady Julia yelped like her King Charles-spaniels. Ellie thrust her hand between her legs.

“Now fuck me like a true Welsh mountain ram.” Ellie drove in two fingers and followed her Lady’s rhythm of upper-class breeding.
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Jennifer came in a rush. She’d longed to be filled by Jack’s cock all day. Now that he’d entered her, the real feeling was much more intense than she’d imagined behind her office desk. Jack’s handsome face was blurred as she watched him through her lashes, occupied by the sensations in and around her pussy. He placed his large hands under her buttocks, spreading them and lifting her for a better angle to penetrate deeper. Her orgasm came as he repeatedly thrust himself inside her with gentle force. She wanted more of him now. She swung her legs forward, leaning them against his chest. He instantly heaved her up higher and she wriggled up until she could bend her knees over his shoulders. It gave her the leverage to push herself against his pelvis harder and to encourage him to pound her. They craved to fuck like this for as long as they could manage.

Jack kept telling her to take the long route to his house, but she insisted on going through the park. He’d called it her self-imposed walk of shame. But for Jennifer, it wasn’t about anyone’s gaze. It was about mirroring herself in them, the ordinary people. They were unaware, guiltless.

The first time Jennifer and Jack had fucked, they’d found that their chemistry was explosive as soon as their naked bodies touched. Like magnesium and oxygen, their thermo-synthesis created a brightness that could penetrate all darkness, even the kind they both carried.

She could avoid the path alongside the fence. But she needed to confront herself with the couples lingering around the love locks. To watch them read the inscriptions and whisper about how they too could secure their love.

“Motherfucker, why did I stop going to the gym?” Jack uttered out of breath. Jennifer pushed him off her playfully, grinning. She climbed on top of him and started to rub her clit against his pubis. She held his face in her hands and delved into a kissing spree. Their saliva, their sweat and their sex juices lubed their bodies and faces. Jack’s cock had gone a bit limp but it was growing hard again as she kept rubbing on him. Jennifer had come on him like this before and she wanted it again. Every time she shoved backwards his growing erection slid against her ass brushing her anus. She could have him in there today, but not right away. She needed another orgasm first and wanted to taste him before suggesting an anal fuck. Jack cupped her boobs and pulled her nipples with his thumb and forefinger. As she upped her pace, he tested her pain threshold. It got her nearer the orgasm she was sprinting to. It built like a leaping pole bending before springing to its full length again with double the force. The rapture caused Jennifer to collapse on Jack’s chest, lapping his mouth and face like a puppy. He held her tight as she quivered through spasms of pleasure.

She knew the love lock’s exact place amongst the many. Without touching it, she always inspected it thoroughly. In the corner of the ‘L’ she noticed a speck of rust. Scrutinising the lock was her way to defuse the knot of mourning in her stomach that tangled with her excitement of going to Jack for another ravenous fuck.

“You want to fanny?” Jennifer whispered into Jack’s ear. It was her anal pun for Jack being American and her being English. Had Lindsey ever thought of this? Had they ever...? Jack answered by flipping her over. She pushed her ass up in full view of him. He positioned the tip of his cock against her wet star. She spread wider and waited for the sting of him entering. As Jack slowly pushed his length in, a tear formed in Jennifer’s eye. And others followed. While Jack buggered her, she experienced an outlandish feeling of delight mixed with grief and guilt. Jack’s semen burst into her rectum. Jennifer relished it and screamed into the wet pillow.

Jennifer believed that her sister Lindsey observed them after leaving her mortal coil. Sharing Jack in this afterlife was hurting what was most vulnerable, but it felt sacred and right too. They were evoking Lindsey. Lost in the desire to dwindle in the past, they resembled the engraved love lock secured to the fence in the park. 
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"Rebecca and I have some issues,” Dylan says it almost casually but a heavy silence comes over the dining table. I catch Sylvia’s inquisitive look. She and Barry have been talking about how their sex life has changed over the years. Sylvia corrected Barry saying it has ‘evolved’. They exchanged naughty smiles and then turned to me and Dylan for a response.

“Do you mean ‘let’s skip the subject’ or do you want to talk about it?” Sylvia takes the initiative, as always. It’s a trait of hers I like. She’s sincere in her attempt to help us out but I can also hear the curiosity in her voice. I feel Dylan looking at me for support to answer her question. I just shrug.

“It’s fine,” Barry says. “Let’s leave it. Becca is clearly not in the mood.” Of course, Barry tries to save me. I have always been the damsel in distress. Already in Kindergarten, the boys came running to my rescue. I have battled through most of my life to get rid of this image but I have only succeeded up to a level. To Barry and alphas like him, I’m a fragile little sister and it remains difficult to change that.

“No,” I say in defiance of my protector. I turn towards Dylan: “Let’s talk about it.”

“And what exactly are we talking about?” Sylvia asks. I watch Dylan shy away from her stern look. When he looks at me for support again, I just raise an eyebrow.

“Well...” Dylan hesitates to continue. “For lack of a better word, I’d say Becca has become frigid.” I can only stare at the Tiramisu on my plate. The creamy mascarpone in my mouth suddenly tastes sour.

“For fuck’s sake, Dylan,” Sylvia exclaims, “that is such a Victorian choice of words.”

“I said for lack of...” he rebukes.

“Whatever, Sir Gawain,” Sylvia says and she turns to me. “Still want to talk about it, Rebecca?” I’m not sure but something tells me that if I don’t, our weekend together will be ruined. We’ve planned to go on a long walk tomorrow. I don’t want my so-called frigidness to hang over us like the sword of Damocles. The cottage we’ve rented is snug and cosy. The vintage wood stove has heated the kitchen-diner quite a bit. With all the wine I’ve already drunk combined with the rabbit-beer-stew Barry has cooked for us, I feel more confident to tackle our ‘issues’. So I start talking. A lot.

“I haven’t been in the mood for quite some time. My menopause started last year. I have hot flashes constantly. I feel insecure about my body, even though I know that’s silly. I love Dylan as much as I always did.” I put my hand on his hand, but he refrains from looking at me. I continue.

“But when we’re in bed and I sense that
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