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Notes to You the Reader

1. Because this novel operates in two timelines moving at different speeds, you will find beneath each chapter heading the dates, and occasionally times, for ancient Rome and the future.

2. Regarding speech patterns, characters from the future will use contractions such as ‘I’ll’ and ‘shouldn’t’ for faster speech flow, conveying their hurried pace of life. However, when speaking in the Roman tongue, such characters will not use contractions as they adjust to the ancient world. When coupled with the Leluuwahn frequent use of ‘yes’, it can allow the reader to identify characters without the need for ‘she said / he said’.
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​Chapter 1

Nate’s First Night
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Ancient Rome - June 30, 40 CE

The Future - July 12, 2042

The two frequent the same space, yes. Sos will be pleased that the Lord’s plan is in motion with no sign of the Shining One yet.

I

Age lines. They were accelerating across Jane’s face in every mirror she used. No matter how many times I chemical peel and ex-fucking-foliate the little shits won’t curl up and die. Removing a small vial from her Ghisellini clutch purse, Jane dabbed specks of cream around each eye while listening to two young, plum-in-the-mouth women as they queued behind her to use the nightclub’s cramped washbasin and mirror. Daddy’s little tramps can wait.

“She looks in her early thirties,” one whispered a little too loudly, her nose crinkled in contempt. “Nice clutch though.”

The second woman raised her eyebrows, nodding in Jane’s direction, and changed the subject. “How was that guy with the square jaw and tousled hair in the red shirt at the bar? Great bum. Not sure about his jeans. Do you think he might be gay?”

“No. I watched where his eyes fell. He’s not gay, but I prefer his friend with the dark hair and dark eyes. More achievable and not too tall for me.”

Oh no. Fear stabbed Jane in her stomach. A grey hair.

“He looked like husband material, but I want a man who needs taming.”

“What did you think of the other one?”

“The one with the weak chin? You’re joking, aren’t you? I ruled him out at first glance.”

Square Jaw. I noticed him too. Shoulder-length unruly hair, dark blue eyes, thick chest, and butt-hugging blue jeans with a Lycra crotch. Banish wrinkles, my arse. This cream is making them worse. Jane replaced the cap on the vial, sucked in her non-existent tummy, and unzipped her top to ensure no man would notice the crow’s feet at the edges of her eyes. I’ll beat the little bitches to him. She was dressed in her finest Dior clothes to camouflage the worst of her past. The daughter of a Kings Cross working girl, pimped from a young age by a drug addled mother unconstrained by maternal instincts, Jane had never experienced the comfort and security of a parent’s embrace. Neither had she enjoyed the money her mother promised for the deeds she performed.

Good. Square Jaw is still there. He hadn’t noticed her yet, but he soon would. Jane could seduce a man with her confidant stance and elegant walk. She knew better than most that the promise of what could be was a woman’s most powerful weapon to provoke a man’s interest.

Her prey moved from the bar, towards the restrooms, and she resolved to examine his firmness on return. I might even audit his two friend’s equipment. No. Those two are not on my shopping list. Tonight is not about me. Jane was on a mission for her tennis club, and in Square Jaw she may have found what they were looking for.

I

Eighteen-year-old Nate with his friends Trev, a friend since Scouts, and Bart, a mate from high school, had spent the afternoon in Sydney watching football. Nate’s team, the South Sydney Rabbitoh’s, had thrashed cross town rivals the Manly Sea Eagles and his mood and libido needed the attentions of one or more of the provocatively dressed women in the bar. In conflict with his libido was a heart that ached for a keeper, a girl to hold hands with and talk to, not a one-night stand.

To attract a keeper I need to be sophisticated. Nate sipped his beer, a Black Old, a dark brew as the name suggests with a burnt taste he enjoyed. What will he order? Nate trained his eyes and ears on a slim, tall, dark-haired man in a suit who had just placed both hands on the bar. A Black Bull neat? The barman poured a straight scotch whisky. I could drink that. Nate’s attention returned to the women.

The constant parade of short skirts and low-cut tops created more excitement than his new Lycra-front jeans could hide. While the pants were great for ‘advertising,’ as Bart had insisted, Nate was concerned they might reveal the strength of his enthusiasm. He had disgraced himself with a wet spot once before and made a dash for the gents to discover his concern had been justified.

Shit. He untucked his shirt hoping it, and the dimly lit bar, would spare him from embarrassment. Look casual, just look casual. He returned to his mates, lifted a handful of salted peanuts from a bowl on the bar to his mouth, I hope they don’t feed the butterflies in my stomach, and washed them down with a mouthful of Black Old. Just look casual.

“Where did you buy that?” Bart pointed to Trev’s cream shirt with blue, red, green, and white stripes.

“Like it, do you?” Trev smoothed his shirt out across his chest with his free hand; the other holding a schooner.

“No, I just wanted to know where not to shop.” The three shared a laugh. 

The nightclub was starting to fill, though for the moment there remained enough room for Bart and Nate to each rest an arm on the bar, Nate with his back to a side wall. In an hour it would be difficult to reach the bar, let alone stand there and drink. Not that Bart would mind; any excuse not to buy a round was fine with him.

Sydney was a multicultural metropolis where all shades of skin colour could be found. Nate came from convict stock with blue eyes, fair hair, and a golden tan. Bart was Greek and Trev Spanish, both Aussie by birth.

“So, did you manage to blow yourself up again this week, Nate?” Bart sipped his beer and waited for the answer.

Nate was an apprentice at a fireworks factory an hour north of Sydney. “No...well...almost.”

“Almost? You need to change jobs before you kill yourself, mate.” Trev placed a hand on Nate’s shoulder. “What happened this time?”

“Well, you remember how I didn’t secure the mortar properly and the rocket took off sideways before shooting into the sky?”

“And exploded above your head.” Bart laughed. “You idiot!”

“This time I didn’t pack the gunpowder properly, the rocket misfired and landed near my feet.”

“It exploded near your feet? Better than near your head, I guess,” said Trev shaking his.

“Well ... not really. It ignited another rocket that exploded over the office, and then my boss exploded and fired me.”

“Fired you? It’s probably for the better, Nate. What’ll you do now?” Trev knew Nate struggled to pay his rent on an expensive apartment on Pauls Corner in Gosford. The apartment overlooked the Brisbane Waters, a Pacific Ocean inlet an hour north of Sydney.

“I don’t know. Maybe I could...”

“Excuse me, boys.” Jane pressed her lithe body between the three mates. Looking down her nose at Bart, you do have a weak chin, unusual with olive skin, and facing Trev with her back to Nate, she pressed her leather-clad bottom into Nate’s crotch, reached to the bar to pluck a single peanut from a bowl to place it on her outstretched tongue.

Although Bart and Trev were no innocents, Nate was still a virgin. Her bottom against his groin made his chest tighten and Lycra stretch, relegating consideration of his finances to another day. Her skinny bum feels good. Though Nate preferred the sight of a full-bodied and curvaceous woman, he longed to grab this one’s slim love handles to pull her closer. She beat him to it, reaching around with her left hand to squeeze his bottom. Wow. She has to be feeling my boner. Her stilettos had Jane’s bottom at Nate’s crotch height, and the perfume of her dark hair encouraged him to close his eyes and imagine more.

“Yes.” The word slipped out before Nate could stop it, thankful nothing else escaped before it should. Feeling her move away, he opened his eyes to watch her hips sway their way to the other end of the bar.

I

Not too drunk yet, Jane thought as she sat on a bar stool. He rose to the occasion the moment I touched him and felt more than adequate. Some lingering eye contact and he’s mine tonight.

With the latest antibot dispenser implanted in her stomach to slowly release millions of magical little gizmos into her body for the next twenty years, Jane had no concern for social diseases. Hundreds of antibot robots roamed her body at any one time to kill everything that did not belong. Each antibot lasted only four weeks and was programmed to exit the body via urine after three. The antibots were expensive but well worth the cost for nouveau riche and promiscuous Jane. To rise from the gutter and gain respectability she had found and killed a rich husband, then moved to another to play the same game. Tonight, she had a different deed to perform. She signalled the bartender to give her another ‘double screw’, a sweet and bitter fusion of Cointreau and orange juice.

I

“Did you enjoy that?” Trev smiled at Nate.

“You’re kidding, aren’t you? You can’t be into grannies, Nate.”

“He’s a virgin, you dickhead.”

“Keep your voice down. I don’t want the world to know that.”

“No one’s paying any attention to us,” Trev said with an eye on a passing mini skirt.

“She is.” Nate pointed to the thin, stylish woman in designer clothes who had pressed herself against him. There is nothing cheap about her.

“Don’t worry; she can’t hear us from over there. Are you going to try for her?” Trev looked to the other end of the bar where the woman now sat. He knew Nate wanted a keeper, not a one-night stand, and offered some quiet advice. “It’s better to know what to do before you meet the one you want to do it with.”

While Nate’s heart and crotch continued their argument, his head determined Trev’s advice to be sound. “Do you think she’d be interested?”

“Are you kidding?” Bart turned his back to the bar and spread his arms lazily across it. “That one would take all three of us on board if she could, but at her age she’d be drier than the Simpson Desert and more capable than sandpaper of wearing a hole in your dick.”

“Bullshit. How would you know that?” asked Trev.

“Hey...I know. I spent a night with a cougar at the Melbourne Grand Prix last year. Not as stylish but just as slim as the one over there, probably the same age, about fifty, and she was so dry she wore a hole in my dick. I know.”

“That one,” Trev nodded down the bar, “is not fifty. She’d be in her mid-thirties at most. Honestly Bart, you’ve got more tickets on yourself than the floor of the TAB”, a local betting office. “Women are like cars; you need to turn them on before you drive them. A little foreplay helps.”

“Hey, I know how to turn them on, and drive them, but the older they get, the drier they get, Drooper.”

“That only happened once, and I was drunk.” Trev skulled the last of his beer and ordered another.

Nate had one ear in the conversation and both eyes on the cougar. She held my bum. He took a mouthful of beer to calm his jangling nerves. It did not work; his heart pounded harder. No. Don’t do it. Wait for a keeper. But her fulsome breasts, barely contained by a purple blouse zippered only to half-mast, had ensnared his eyes. Adjusting his crotch to hide his enthusiasm, Nate glanced down to check for a wet spot.

Thank Christ for that. The one that had been there, if still present, was no longer visible in the subdued lighting of the bar. He looked back to the cougar’s chest, then lifted his eyes to her face. SHIT. She’s smiling at me. He looked away and swigged his beer. When he looked back her smile was wider. SHIT. Blood rushed to his face faster than it raced to his crotch, while sweat poured from his brow. What do I do?

“You want to ball her, don’t you? Don’t do it, mate. See that one over there?” Bart pointed to a bottle-blonde with a cheeky smile, flat chest, broad bottom, and weightlifter thighs in a shorter than short skirt. “She’ll be a better ride. The ones with walnuts for breasts are keen to please, and once you’ve ridden a big bum you’ll never look at a full-bodied wench the same way again. She’s bodacious.” At twenty-three, Bart had been with enough women to believe he was an expert on them all and enjoyed embellishing his achievements.

“Bodacious? What does bodacious mean?” I wish I had Bart’s knowledge of women.

“You know—smart, daring, confident, that sort of thing. She’d be a tiger in the sack.” If I had your looks, Nate, I could get any woman I want.

Although Trev had experienced female company across three continents, his understanding of women was like that of most men: limited. He worked for his parents as a barista in their café. As their only child they allowed him the freedom to take holidays on a moment’s notice when a cheap airfare was found.

“Oh yeah, Mr Experience?” Trev was still stewing over Bart’s ‘Drooper’ comment. “You know everything about women, but you can’t keep a girlfriend.”

Trev’s prescient assumption regarding Bart’s lack of foreplay had begun to raise the hairs on Bart’s back, but his observation of Bart’s inability to maintain a relationship had cut too close to the bone. Bart’s last three girlfriends had dumped him, leaving him with a damaged ego he tried to veil with bravado.

“I know what women want. They want a strong man telling them what to do. After all, God made them for our entertainment; it’s in the bible. Eve was for Adam’s entertainment. Cooking, cleaning, and sex, and not necessarily in that order.”

“I’m not a believer, Bart, but I don’t think He quite meant it like that,” Nate countered.

“I am a believer, and there is no way He meant it like that.” Trev said and shook his head.

“Yeah, well I think He did, and if you want to prove me wrong then have a chat with Him next time you’re in church and get back to me.”

“If ever I meet Him, or His son, I will. Not likely though,” Nate mused, not believing he would be accepted into a heaven that to him did not exist.

Trev put his hand on Nate’s shoulder. “You don’t need to meet them, just talk to them. Millions do every day.”

Nate shrugged and looked away to his cougar, only to look away on seeing her looking back. Shit. What do I do?

Trev reached out for a change of subject. “If you want to try for her, have another drink to calm your nerves first. No more than one or you’ll end up doing less than you can. Too much and you will wake up with a head that feels like it’s spent the night in a vice.”

“A Berocca can fix that. But listen, dickhead, like I said before: don’t go for the old one. Go for the fat-bottomed blonde in the mini skirt over there.”

Nate had no love for being called a dickhead, and his libido was unconcerned for what Bart and Trev thought; it knew what it wanted. Maybe just once before I find my keeper.

“Hey, is that Miss Dobson over there?” Bart pointed to another cougar with long, wavy brunette hair with an improbably large bosom.

“I think it is.” Trev rubbed his chin. The three remembered Miss Dobson well from their home economics classes at school. Her knitting lessons had been a favourite amongst the boys. With a level tone and a devilish look in her eye, she would reach around from behind to assist with difficult stitches. Being petite, her arms barely reached around to the boys’ needles, requiring her ample bosom to press into their backs as she corrected their technique.

“Wouldn’t I like to cast on with her.” Bart remembered his knitting terminology. “I always wanted to put my face in those breasts.”

“Didn’t we all?” Trev’s chest and nether region were rising. “I’d love to knit one and purl two with her.” He and Bart watched Miss Dobson walk to the powder room. “Hey Nate, do that trick where you touch your tongue to your nose.” With Miss Dobson gone Trev noticed Nate’s eyes were still captivated by the cougar.

“Why?”

“Sometimes you have to walk through the rain to get to your rainbow.” It was a line Trev had heard at his great grandmothers’ funeral.

I hope tonight doesn’t rain on my dream of finding a keeper.

I

Nice length. I could make use of that. Jane licked the rim of her cocktail glass while admiring Nate’s oral dexterity. To her the three young men were like characters in a familiar movie, their body language and expressions betraying their thoughts. One made out he knew everything. Another not so certain, while the shy one could only keep eye contact with her falsely advertised, gel bra enhanced breasts.

Brushing up against the boy had confirmed he was fit. Keep his eyes interested, Jane pushed her chest out, and he will be mine tonight, and tomorrow if his performance warrants a second interview. She looked down as she slowly lowered her zip below her bra. When she looked up, his eyes are dinner plates.

“Another drink, ma’am?” the bartender asked.

“Choc malt.”

“Pardon? We don’t serve milkshakes here, ma’am.”

The bartender went unheard as Jane moved towards Nate with the poise of a supermodel, her hips and breasts in predator mode. Facing him, she reached to the bar, placed another peanut on her tongue, then pressed him against the wall with her hand then body knowing her gaping top would reveal some areola. From Nate’s wide-eyed look, the boy may have popped his cork in his pants.

Snuggling her left arm through his right, Jane walked Nate away from the bar with her long, dark hair trailing behind her. She gave his bottom a slap and a squeeze as they stepped out onto the street. Men love having their arse squeezed.

“You look great in that outfit. Oh shit.” Nate, oblivious to his path and the cold night air, had stumbled over an empty beer bottle, Janes grip on this arm proving his saviour. “Thanks.”

Jane shivered against the cold and hugged Nates arm. “No problem. Just keep me warm.” 

I

“She’s going to eat him alive.” Bart sighed.

“I’m sure he hopes so.” As his mate and the cougar disappeared out the door, Trev turned his attention to Miss Dobson.

I

“They have met Sos, yes. I suspect they retire to couple.”

“Good. Follow them, Buzzeere. We must do as our Lord instructs. Have you felt the Shining One’s presence, seen his sign, yes?”

“No.” And I hope not to. I have no need of mischief on my first quest. The red sky of Lucifer had not been present since Buzzeere had arrived in the future. He opened his dark brown eyes to end the telepathy, then flew through Sydney’s skyline to continue manipulating the young man at the centre of his Lord’s scheme.

I

“Your lips are so soft and tasty,” Nate said through their tangle of tongues.

Flavoured lipstick works every time. Now in her hotel room on Park Street, Jane unlaced Nate’s pants and placed the lace around his neck to lead her latest boy toy to the living room. When she stood him on a chair as directed Jane noticed a dark spot on his pants. It was barely noticeable on the black Lycra, but it was there. Primed for passion already. She pulled his pants down and...

“Sponge Bob underwear?”

Bugger. “Oh...they...I like Sponge Bob ... and ... they hug my gear nicely.”

Jane dropped Sponge Bob to Nate’s ankles. Tan lines. Didi won’t like that. 

Nate kicked his pants and underwear away while Jane enclosed his firmness in one hand and cradled his testicles in the other to achieve the sense of power she craved.

“Thank Christ for that.” With his pants off, Nate no longer had need of concern for a wet spot.

“Pardon?”

“Nothing.”

First it was ‘Yes,’ then I’m ‘soft and tasty’ and now it’s ‘Thank Christ.’ The boy can’t control his tongue. The tennis club will help him there. Jane began inspecting him for tell-tale signs of disease, not that she need worry with antibots patrolling her body. The inspection was a residual habit from her mother’s teachings in Kings Cross. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Umm...well...”

He can’t think what to say. Hold their balls and you hold their brains. With his erect manhood at head height, Jane opened her mouth in a wide, yawning motion, and relaxed her tongue to the floor of her mouth to welcome all of him in, just as her mother had taught her. It was an age-old and effective technique.
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​Chapter 2

Gaius is Saved
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Ancient Rome - June 30, 40 CE

The Future - July 12, 2042

Gaius Julius Caesar Augustus Germanicus, Emperor of Rome, beloved by his people as Caligula or Little Boots, lay upon a featherdown mattress under a purple silk sheet within his marble lined bedroom, unconscious and approaching death. His falling sickness, endured since birth, had progressed. Tumbling from his favourite horse in the morning, still unconscious at early evening, the young emperor’s physician, Hippocrates, had diagnosed his passing by nightfall.

Caligula’s three sisters, contrary to custom of selection before puberty, he had raised to Virgins of the Temple of Vesta by decree. They could mend their brothers injuries by permitting him to inhale the smoke from the burning leaves of their sacred bush, but to do so would unbalance him; temple scrolls recorded the descent into madness of untrained minds who inhaled the smoke. Given their brother’s unfettered imperial powers, he could unleash a malevolence across the known world. Rome would not prosper under a crazed ruler, and his hunger for the sacred smoke could exhaust the temple’s hoard of the slow-growing plant.

“Of what do you speak, my daughters?” Agrippina was sitting at her son’s side, holding his hands between hers. A once strong but now ailing woman, her breathing was shallow.

“We pine at the impending loss of our brother and emperor.” Agrippina the Younger, eldest of the sisters, was petite, slim and promiscuous, and a near twin to her second sibling.

“My hearing is not as weak as you think. This bush you speak of ... it is from your temple?”

Julia Livilla, last from her mother’s womb, confirmed Agrippina’s suspicion with a nod, only to receive admonishing looks from her siblings. It was known to all that the Virgins tended the eternal flame of Rome, a flame fuelled by Aleppo pine, Cherry laurels, and Mediterranean olive, a flame essential for the security of Rome. But none outside the temple knew of their sacred bush and the properties of the smoke from its burning, a smoke that could heal, a smoke if used cautiously could train the minds of prospective Vestalium Maxima’s, the greatest of Vestal’s, to enable them to transcend base instincts on their path to a higher consciousness. Julia Livilla, who had not consumed the sacred smoke, looked down and fidgeted with the red and white ribbons tied at her waist, ribbons that signified her high position in Rome. She often clashed with her sisters over their promiscuity and loyalty to the city versus her chaste ways and loyalty to familia. Physically she was also their opposite, her curvaceous figure the subject of derision by her skeletal sisters.

“How can you even consider withholding aid from your emperor? ... You will make the necessary preparations for healing my son ... now.”

“If you heard our conversation, Mother, you would know that the sacred smoke cannot be inhaled by the untrained. Gaius will grow mad and die, taking others with him as he abuses his authority.” Agrippina the Younger held her chin high.

“Your lack of faith in your brother saddens me. He has survived the murders of his father and brothers to become the sole male survivor of our familia. He protected us from your great uncle Tiberius during our years of imprisonment.” Agrippina struggled to recover her breath and stave off the tightness in her chest. “With scant training he has become the most loved emperor Rome has seen, restoring democratic elections, abolishing taxes, ... and ending the treason trials Tiberius foolishly embarked upon while simultaneously constructing roads, ... temples and aqueducts. Far more projects has he in planning, and yet you deem it prudent, ... to allow your brother to pass from this world?”

“It is pointless to rescue him from death, only for him to kill and be killed.” Julia Drusilla looked for and received approval from her elder sister. “He will endanger Rome, Mother. We must be practical. Our duty is to Rome.”

“Your brother is Rome, and it will take a strong man, ... with strong accomplices, to slay him,” though Rome has no dearth of such men. Agrippina’s shallow breathing quickened as her passion to save her son’s life rose.

“Please calm yourself, Mother.” Julia Livilla placed a hand on her mother’s shoulder. “It does you no good to—”

“Perhaps Uncle Claudius could assume the mantle of emperor? That could satisfy the Temple and the Senate.” Julia Drusilla preferred compromise to conflict.

“Your uncle is weak, both of mind and body, and he lacks the support of the legions. ... Banish from your thoughts all concern for others when your brother ... and emperor has need of you. He is admired by all from the rising to the setting of the sun ... and has lifted you to the high station of Vestal, a station many are aware that two of you are unworthy of. ... Try as you may, the flaunting of one rule with open legs cannot be offset by the championing ... of another with closed hearts. Gaius deserves your aid. He deserves every assistance his subjects can give. ... You are his subjects; your temple is part of his empire. Your emperor DEMANDS your assistance.”

“You cannot speak for him, Mother.” Agrippina the Younger stared down her nose at her mother. How dare you chastise those who tend the Sacred Flame. “No one speaks for the emperor without his permission.”

“I have spoken for him since his birth. ... You and your temple have the obligation to heal him for the good of Rome. ... If he does turn mad as you say, then as a familia, we will ... protect him as he has protected us.”

“I agree with Mother,” Julia Livilla whispered with the firmness of a field mouse, “and when we use the bush on Gaius, we should also allow mother to inhale the sacred smoke.”

“Thank you, Julia. At least one of my daughters has compassion, but no. Gaius must have it all.”

“I do not think you understand, Mother. If we...”

“Do it!” Agrippina ordered her namesake, her chest heaving from the effort.

Three sisters bowed their heads, yielding yet troubled by the mind-bending properties of the sacred bush on their brother. Julia Drusilla closed her eyes. When sane he declared his horse Incitatus a senator. When mad what will our brother inflict upon Rome? 

II

Dangling over the edge of the Tarpeian Rock, held back from death by the loving hands of his mother and youngest sister, Gaius burned under a scorching sun as he struggled to find a toehold on the face of the cliff.

His other eldest sisters stood with arms crossed, watching, offering no aid. If ever I regain the summit I will punish them. I will rain every plague possible upon them, and every reward in my grasp for Mother and my beloved Julia Livilla; praise be to Jupiter they are here for me.

In the background stood his Uncle Claudius. Physically weak, mentally delicate, he does not stand with me. A more wretched creature one could not find yet those two think him capable of leadership.

My strength fails, yet Mother and Julia remain my bulwarks. Their love will save me from the rocks below. They are forever my safe harbour.

Agrippina brushed stray hairs from her son’s face to place them behind his ear, then gently held his chin and stroked his cheek with her thumb. Oh Mummy. The moment returned Gaius to is childhood, to the comfort she had provided after the death of his father. I must fight as hard as they to save the life of their emperor.
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​Chapter 3

Found by the Lost
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Ancient Rome - June 30, 40 CE

The Future - July 12, 2042

Balbina was one of dozens of Lost on watch, waiting to rescue the young unwanted progeny of the Empire. Each rescue brought the same feelings, her heart soft to every child rescued, every rescue hardening her heart against Rome.

Abandonment of unwanted children was nothing new; it had been common for centuries. Romulus, founder of the great city, had himself been abandoned as a baby. If Romulus could rise to greatness, then the Lost knew any child rescued could achieve it.

Over the centuries, most abandoned infants had deformities. Missing fingers, hands, toes or feet. Arms and legs deformed; spines twisted. No eyes. A torso not in proportion with its limbs. Regardless of a child’s problem, abandoned newborns became part of the Lost, as Balbina had two decades prior. She had been wrapped in purple silk, a mark of royalty. If ever Balbina found a child wrapped in purple, she would keep it for her own rather than deliver it to her band’s crèche.

The Lost, the abandoned who had grown to create communities of their own, considered every rescued child to be one of them. It was a bond that united them in purpose, if not in society. Their small bands had no government, no royal line as with the Empire. While there were men to lead each band, none of those leaders had the support to lead all the Lost, and without leadership, her people were adrift.

Some hoped that one day their numbers would grow to challenge the might of the Empire. Only a few knew that numbers would not be enough. They would need a leader to rally behind and weapons to fight with. Weapons need artisans to craft them, and of those they had none.

Babies without obvious flaws were rarely discarded. But today’s boy was an exception. Physically perfect, his blond hair, blue eyes, and fair skin told of Germanic lineage, yet his white silk blanket, fringed in leopard skin and embroidered with an eagle in one corner was clearly from a patrician familia.

“Y-y-y-you will be s-s-safe with m-me, Me-Me-Medeely.” Cradling him against her generous bosom, twenty-year-old Balbina would be a mother to Medeely, something she had never experienced in her crèche. He would feel secure, safe, and special. He was not in purple, but he was in silk, and that was enough for Balbina.
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​Chapter 4

The Proposal
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Ancient Rome - June 30, 40 CE

The Future - July 13, 2042

“Next time you can get your own fucking breakfast.”

“What?” Nate asked, struggling to open his heavy eyes.

It was morning, and having left Nate asleep in her hotel room, Jane had returned from McDonalds. She dumped the food and coffee on a bedside table, ran her fingers through her long mane to tame the damage done by an early morning breeze, then ripped back the bed sheets to admire her heavy-eyed sex toy as she slapped and squeezed a cheek of his bare bottom. There were bruises on his torso she had not noticed the night before. I didn’t put those there, though the scratches are mine. With his muscular physique and cool demeanour during pain, he must play one of the rugby codes. To Jane, the marks heighten his masculinity. This boy is a piece of art those two young bitches last night could only dream of bedding. The businessmen at the Cross, and her two dead husbands, were never this good. He had the strength to pick me up and lower me onto his mouth. Jane slapped and squeezed his other butt cheek.

Where am I? The fog in Nate’s head began to clear. Memories of the night before, the first time he had been with a woman, rushed to him. After enjoying her mouth, she had manoeuvred him into a warm shower to gel him up and shave his privates. Not bothering to wash the gel away, she had ridden him like a cowgirl on a stallion, her stilettos used as spurs to steer him around the room and back to the bed. Nate ran a hand across his bottom and viewed his palm through squinted eyes.

No more blood ... and no cuddle to wake me, just a slap on my bum, but how wrong was Bart about cougars? Nate rolled onto his back and placed his hands behind his head. I am no virgin now. Her demonic howls released me from that embarrassment. She looks good in the morning after sounding like a daughter of Lucifer last night. I wonder if I’m as good in bed as she made me sound. She?... Shit. What’s her name? “Good morning.”

“Good morning my arse. They only had one service line open, and in front of me was a perfumed, metro sexual piece of white middle-aged male mediocrity taking orders for coffee from his prissy, blinged up, manicured, bitch of a wife. Women aren’t attracted to men who are easily pushed around, boy.” And the bastard was holding a little girl’s hand. The sight always put Jane on edge recalling memories of her past.

“Really.” It sounds like the poor guy was just buying his wife a coffee.

“Then three pillow-biters walked up behind me discussing the coffee they were going to order. One faggot said he wanted a non-fat, sugar-free vanilla latte, another a non-fat mocha frappuccino, and the last little bum chum said he wanted a non-fat, half-caffe something or other with skim fucking milk. They probably all wanted non-fat because they gave each other too much fat last night.”

“Right.” How do I respond to that? And vanilla? Jane flavours herself with vanilla. Jane! That’s her name. Wow. She woke me up in the middle of the night in a 69er position, her bald, vanilla coated pussy on my face. What were the flavours inside? The memory had Nate licking his lips. Caramel, banana, chocolate with choc malt so deep I could barely get my tongue onto it, despite having picked her up to turn her around.

“And when I finally got to the counter the little islander girl could barely understand English, let alone speak it. She must have walked straight from her canoe to the counter. I hope she got my coffee right. I didn’t see the little coconut make it.” With global warming causing sea levels to rise, Pacific Islanders had been making their way to Australia.

So, she doesn’t like men, women, straights, gays, whites or blacks? This woman is definitely no keeper. Last night’s high-class Jane has performed a reverse metamorphosis to change from a butterfly to the devil worshipper she sounds like during sex.

“Not very PC, am I?”

You sound like Dad.

“All those PC fucking Nazis ever do is piss off the silent majority like me to keep the whinging minorities happy. Screw them.”

Yep, just like Dad with a few more expletives. I couldn’t take her home to meet Mum. Nate tried never to use the F word, having promised his mother not to swear. “What did you buy?” Maybe a change of subject will see the classy woman of last night return.

“I bought you a cappuccino and a bacon-and-egg McMuffin. Now get the coffee table from the lounge room and place it at the end of the bed.”

“Sounds good.” Not much of a meal. I would have preferred a hot chocolate and three McMuffins. Nate retrieved the coffee table as demanded. “What did you get for yourself?”

“A triple espresso.”

“Only coffee?”

“Hot and strong.” I’m addicted. Better coffee than drugs though like my oh so sweet mummy. Cow! Jane moved their breakfast to the table. With her hands now free, she whacked and squeezed Nate’s bare bottom again as they stood beside the bed, then made a show of undressing before picking up the TV remote. “I think this thing controls your cock too,” she said, pointing the remote towards Nate’s erection. “Now get on the bed.”

“Lay there yourself, face down, head at the TV end,” Nate replied, returning with interest the whack and squeeze Jane had given him. “Women do not like servile men.” Screw you.

Jane stared at him for a moment. He has a forceful tongue in more ways than one. “You learn quickly, boy, but don’t expect to get away with it every time.” Jane looked him up and down, then lay on the bed as instructed, spread her legs just a little while propping herself up on her elbows, her eyes only leaving him when she reached for her coffee.

Nate picked up his breakfast and mounted her bottom. Shit. I can’t get in. He placed his McMuffin on her back, spread her cheeks with both hands and pushed a little harder.

“Some foreplay normally helps, dear.”

“Oh. Sorry.” That’s what Trev said too. Oh well ... I think ... a little further down ... push a bit harder ... yes, I’m in.

Unrefined but effective, a lot like this coffee. There’s no better way to start the day than drinking a coffee with a man in the saddle.

I like it when she wiggles her bum.

As Nate settled into a rhythm and munched on his McMuffin, Jane settled into her coffee, pushing back against his thrusts as they watched the Sunday Morning Business Show hosted by big-breasted Tina Totter. “Tina is always in blue, and politicians are always arguing. Why can’t they stop playing politics and just run the country?” Sometimes I’d like to punch those guys in the head.

“Because they have to play politics to achieve and maintain their position, dear. No position, no power, no running the country.” The naivety and oh! ... the vigour of youth. Holy fuck he’s in deep.

Makes sense, I guess. Tina looks nice in sky blue, and the show interested him, especially the conversations regarding military tensions in Asia. Japan had accused China of locking weapon-guiding radar on naval ships. North Korea was suffering food shortages and had sent warplanes in and out of South Korean air space to deflect attention from its problems. India and Pakistan were engaged in an escalating skirmish in their off again on again border dispute, and China was becoming more assertive in its claim to resource-rich waters owned by the Philippines and Vietnam. With China’s military budget larger than that of the US, the Chinese could defeat all other Asian nations combined.

Where will it all end? Nate thought as he devoured his bacon-and-egg McMuffin.

“Nate...NATE.”

“Huh?”

“Lost interest, have you?” Jane twisted around, balanced on an elbow and glaring at him.

“No, no. This is interesting. Bit of a worry though. The problems in Asia remind me of the situation in Europe in the early 1900s. Lots of issues over many years between different countries eventually allowed a relatively small incident in Kosovo to escalate into World War 1. In Asia, if something happens to draw the US or Europe into shielding an ally from Chinese aggression, it could erupt into nuclear war. And if that happens...”

“Into wars and current events, are you?”

“Yes. I studied modern history at school, and ...”

“At the moment I’d prefer you were a bit more into me. Your artillery’s gone soft, dear.”

“Huh...oh.” His eyes met hers. “I’m on it.” Nate swallowed the last of his McMuffin and coffee, then handed the empty cup to Jane who threw it on the floor. Working to revive his flagging excitement, Tina’s breasts helped but the potential for war weighed on his mind. Another distraction were the advertisements for hypersonic airliners, and fusion-powered tourism to the moon. I’d love to go there. Fortunately, he was still firm enough to be inside Jane, but his gun wasn’t completely inside her holster.

And then Betty, the prissy platinum blonde weather woman with a mouth so tight it appeared she disapproved of everything came to his rescue. What a bum. Nate ogled the profile of Betty’s butt as she briefed her audience on the day’s weather forecast. She always wears the tightest skirts, always purple, and they hug her sticky-outy buns to perfection with never a panty line in sight. It’s a G-string or nothing for Betty.

“I know what I would like to brief her on,” Nate said, and immediately regretted it.

“And what might that be?”

“That she...ah...presents her...” don’t say buns, “weather well.”

“It seems Betty has reloaded your gun. She does have a great arse, doesn’t she?”

“Ah...yes?”

“You’d like to jump on it, wouldn’t you”?

Yes, and ride it into the sunset while sucking on Tina’s tits but I’m not telling you that. Anyway, you’re the one who turned the TV on, not me. It’s not my fault I’m screwing you while thinking of her. What am I doing with you anyway? I want a keeper not a daughter of the Devil.

Jane smiled at his silent discomfort and reached around to withdraw his now well-oiled manhood and slide him up and down between her buttocks. That’s right. Pretend my arse is Betty’s.

Is she going to...? Nate held his breath, his heart pounding and his cock so hard it almost hurt.

Looking into dark blue eyes that were focused on her hand, Jane slid him slowly down between her cheeks to slip him into...where he had come from. Give him a hint, a suggestion of hope for his innermost desire and you can string a man along for years. No way is he diving into my arse.

Oh well. Nate breathed again and pushed himself in all the way. It does feel good in there.

“You love the shape of her arse, don’t you? Her hips and buttocks tantalise you.”

“You feel great,” Nate said as his mind’s eye screwed Betty.

Jane pushed back. “Go on. Give it to her, and suck on Tina’s big nipples while you do.” She reached around and placed a finger in his mouth.

Hmm. Vanilla. How does she know Tina has big nipples? Nate regularly watched the Sunday Morning Business Show and had never noticed Tina’s nipples through her conservative tops. Screwing Jane while sucking on her vanilla finger while watching Betty and Tina, knowing that Jane knew he was thinking about screwing Betty and Tina, and knowing that Jane was OK with that was...well...this is unbelievable. It wasn’t long before Nate tumbled from Jane onto his back to relax in his afterglow.

Jane needed no such rest. She hopped off the bed, downed the remnants of her coffee, threw away the cup, put on and zipped up her top, strode to the bathroom to refresh and clean herself before returning to shove the remainder of her clothes in a bag. After tucking her hair under a skullcap made from a fishnet stocking, she donned a long blonde wig and oversized golden hoop earrings. Wrap-around sunnies finished an outfit that transformed her into a 1960s sex kitten. Wearing only a top, stilettos, wig, earrings and sunglasses, Jane slung her bag over her shoulder and walked to the door without a word to Nate.

She’s leaving? “Where are you going?”

“Home.”

“Wearing no pants?”

“Makes for an exciting trip.”

Probably would, and not just for you. “Where’s home?”

With a wry smile and a look of satisfaction, Jane left him hanging momentarily.

“Get your pants on, stud, if you need to, and I’ll take you there too.” She licked the cream off his cappuccino’d top lip before sitting in a chair by the door, legs crossed, fingers typing on her phone.

What should I do? First, Nate had never wanted a one-night stand, and if Jane left now he would feel used. Maybe we could spend the day together? Second, although he wasn’t playing today due to a strained calf muscle, his coach expected him to turn up to the game. What would my teammates do?

You look way out of your comfort zone, boy. Jane stashed her phone in her bag. The tennis ladies are going to eat you alive.

IV

I can’t believe this. Nate was standing beside Jane in the corridor outside their hotel room, she wearing no pants and no underwear while he wore discomfort. Nate held his breath as the elevator door opened. Empty. Thank Christ for that. Nate breathed again.

They entered the lift and Jane pressed the button for the level two car park. How many people will get in on the way down? None did; the lift did not stop until it reached their destination where the door opened to expose two middle-aged men holding hands, one short and chubby, the other tall and skinny wearing sunglasses. Jane exited the lift and turned right.

“That’s Bald Barbara,” the skinny one said, jumping up and down and clapping his hands. “We should try that, Marvin. I want to do it. I want to do it.”

“Ring-a-ding-ding,” Marvin enthused, uninterested in Jane, his eyes expressing his appetite for Nate. “What a shame his pants are on.” Marvin puffed out his chest and assumed what he thought to be a butch pose while his partner Henry chuckled and snapped photos of Jane.

Nate reflexively squeezed his butt cheeks together as he raced to catch Jane. “How does that work?” She takes very long strides in those heels. “You’re the one walking around with no pants on, and I’m the one getting all the attention.”

“They’re gay you idiot,” Jane said over her shoulder, not breaking stride, accentuating the sway of her tanned buttocks for her paparazzi. The wig and sunglasses blocked her identity as it had when she was young and servicing the businessmen her mother pimped her to. It was her time with businessmen that taught Jane to enjoy sex, the power of control, and the thrill of fleecing their wallets with extra services her mother knew nothing of. She learnt that to be truly seductive she needed to allow her inner self to shine through. And businessmen were good business, some wishing only to talk. Listen or screw, the money was the same.

It was losing her virginity to a paedophile she resented most. Jane despised her mother for it and all the men that followed the first, covetous of a pre-pubescent girl. She wanted to cut off their genitals and shove them down their throats for hurting her, and she never saw a cent of the cash her drug-addicted mother had promised to bank for her.

“Already paid for the room?”

“Account.” Jane approached a royal blue Volvo station wagon with elegant sweeping lines, its front doors and tailgate opening as she approached. “You drive,” she instructed and threw her bag in the rear.

So, she’s a regular. Nate sat in the driver’s seat, pulling the joystick down between his legs. After adjusting his seat, he pushed a button on the door and the mirrors adjusted themselves to his position. What was the name the skinny one called her? Nate had read stories in the e-papers and heard reports on the radio of a woman seen strutting half naked around Sydney. The media had nicknamed her “Bald Barbara, that’s it” in reference to her waxed crotch.

“So, where’s home, Barbara?”

“Just press the home button on the GPS, dear.”

Home was on the leafy north shore of Sydney, guarded by tall, remote-controlled, solid metal gates of Troy. Fuuuuuck! Sorry Mum. A winding red gravel driveway made its way past a blue tennis court, red rose bushes, and a sandstone-and-glass-enclosed swimming pool beside a giant oak tree straining against a now roaring breeze before terminating at a five-car garage.

Jane has serious money. I love that oak tree. One day, some way, I want a home with a tree like that; a home with nature’s splendour in my own backyard where kids can climb and birds can sing and with my soul mate build a life for our family. I like those roses too.

Nate’s wide eyes and open mouth told Jane he was impressed. And so he should be! “Put your tongue back in, stud. I don’t want it getting damaged.”

The five-car garage contained a vintage white MG, a yellow Porsche, a silver Aston Martin, and a 1970’s Australian made red Holden Sandman panel van with air-brushed pictures of a scantily clad warrior princess as garish garnishing along its sides. There has to be a bed in the back of that thing. They entered the house through the back door, the only way I haven’t entered Jane, which led to an expansive aromatic kitchen occupied by a full-bodied girl with long dark and wavy hair with peach shaped buttocks facing a microwave oven. She seemed comfortable in wafer thin orange and green striped pants that had snuggled themselves up her bottom, and Nate could see no bra under her purple and pink checked singlet top. Nice bum. Interesting colour choices and those biscuits must be the source of that delicious aroma. A girl who can cook?

“Hello, dear.”

“Hello, Mummy.” The girl put a hand to her chin and did not turn around. Oh gosh. I should have worn makeup.

Jane has a daughter? She doesn’t seem maternal. And Mummy? Talk about north shore.

“I understand you had a good night. Alex rang to say she’s organised the tennis ladies for twelve thirty.”

The girl spoke at such a relaxed pace that Nate thought she may not be playing with a full deck. It was around 10:30 a.m., and to him the concept of upper-class north shore ladies playing tennis at midday on Sunday was strange. Shouldn’t they be sipping cocktails or French champagne, or washing down scones and cucumber sandwiches with Devonshire tea with their little fingers sticking out?

“Sarah, this is Nate. Nate, this is my daughter, Sarah.” Jane, still naked from the waist down, threw her bag on the kitchen counter for it to slide to a stop against a toaster as she poured herself a coffee from a glass pot kept warm on a gas cook top.

“Hello, Nate.” Sarah remained focused on the microwave’s progress.

“Hi.” If her face is half as good as her bum she’ll be a stunner.

Bing! Whatever was cooking had finished. Sarah removed a mug from the microwave, held it up to her face and turned around.

Nate had difficulty taking his eyes from her free swinging, but not overly large, breasts. When she offered him a hot chocolate he looked up and said, “Ah, no thank you,” and noticed a large ruby ring on her right hand. He gave her a brief smile, and to his delight her eyes returned it with warmth. Hazel; what a lovely colour. “You can cook?” he asked pointing to the biscuits.

“A little.” Sarah surveyed him over the rim of her mug. That red shirt fits him nicely.

“Ahh,” exclaimed Jane after her first sip of coffee. “Would you mind giving Nate a tour of the house while I shower, dear.” It was an order, not a request, as Jane walked from the kitchen. Sarah had grown up with the privileged lifestyle of a businessman’s daughter that Jane, as a child, could only dream of.

Nate shook his head to escape Sarah’s eyes. Does Mummy arrive home half naked so regularly that you don’t even raise an eyebrow? A pity. With those warm eyes and that bum and cooking you could be a keeper. He admired her bottom as it wobbled its way through a dining room where high-backed chairs ringed a dark timber table. This is like King Arthur’s court.

I should have worn different pants. My bottom looks fat in these. I need to get him talking so he doesn’t notice. “Did you enjoy your night with Mummy?”

How much does she know? “Your mother’s very...” Nate searched for a sentence that did not include exciting, tasty, daring, kinky, imaginative, racist, or homophobic, to land on “Your mother is ... very accommodating.”

Leaving the dining room they entered a library featuring floor to ceiling bookshelves packed tightly with leather bound tomes.

“Wow. You even have a ladder on rails.”

“Do you read, Nate?” Sarah asked as she admired his broad shoulders, lowering her cup and guard for the first time.

A pretty face too. “Not really. Until recently I was an apprentice at a fireworks factory and read mostly to study. Other than that, only the sports pages.” I love your eyes. Wow, and that’s a big pimple on your chin. But those hazel eyes ...

“Are you working now?” Sarah turned away, sipping her drink. I think he noticed my pimple. Oh well. He’ll see more than that soon.

“No, but something will come along,” Nate said trying not to ogle her wobbling bottom, and hopefully soon than later or I’ll lose the apartment.

“I read a little. I like fashion and read magazines from television shows like Make Me a Model and Designed for Me. Have you watched them?”

“No.” I haven’t even heard of them. “There are so many channels these days.”

“Well, Designed for Me is really helpful. It shows how each body shape needs its own clothing style and how different colours suit different skin tones. Anyone can go on the show if you’re lucky enough to have your name drawn from their barrel. You email your photo, and they determine your body shape. Each week two lucky winners star on the show.”

You need to pray your name is drawn next, Sarah; that top doesn’t match those pants. Despite the poor clothing choices, Nate continued to appreciate the movement of her body within them.

They sailed through a billiard room, Sarah making small talk between sips of her hot chocolate, Nate following. Nice view. On the far side they ascended a curved timber staircase, Sarah leading, Nate following. At the top of the stairs was a timber floored hallway with a red runner rug down its centre. The hall had one door to the right, and one to the left, with a bay window and seat at the far end. Sarah led Nate through the door on the right where a palatial, timber floored bedroom with crimson walls unfolded. At the centre of the room was a dark timbered, four-poster bed with an awning and seating for five on one side.

A bed with a viewing area? Nate stood quietly considering the implications when a message came through on his phone.

It was Trev. ‘How did you go? I knitted with Ms Dobson ;-)’

Half his luck. I’ll bet Ms Dobson is nowhere near as weird as Jane and Sarah.

Nate returned his phone to his pocket, intending to reply later, and looked around. The room was so large and the ceiling so high that the giant bed did not overpower it. Swords, pikes, axes, balls and chains. With the dining room, this place feels like an old English castle. To the right was a cabinet running the length of the wall, cut in half by a door with a tiled entry. “Bathroom?” he asked, Sarah nodding in reply. A liquor cabinet was against the wall ahead, and to the left were windows that overlooked the driveway, tennis court, swimming pool, and that majestic oak tree. From the kitchen to the bedroom, Sarah had spoken in a soft, slow, and reserved tone. Nate had admired her all the way, only half listening to her pleasantries until ...

“It’s time to take off your clothes.”

“Pardon?” He was listening now.

“I can do it for you if you like.”

“Do what for me, Sarah?”

“Take your clothes off, silly.”

Nate’s mouth hung open. The possibility of Sarah being a keeper had evaporated, at least for the moment. This isn’t just strange; it’s downright kinky. I hope today doesn’t turn into a family affair.

“Where’s Daddy?” Nate looked to the door.

“Daddy died when I was eight.” Sarah placed her mug on the liquor cabinet.

Oh shit. “I’m sorry to hear it,” and relieved.

Looking down and away, Sarah spoke softly. “Mummy isn’t my real mummy. She married Daddy when I was seven. My real mummy died in a skiing accident when holidaying with Mummy and Daddy when I was six. Mummy then married Daddy, and eight months later Daddy died of a heart attack. Mummy is all the family I have now.”

What a sad story. How do I respond to that? “Was Mummy married before she married Daddy?”

“Yes, but her husband was quite old when she married him, and he died of a heart attack shortly after my real mummy died.” Sarah had her back to Nate as she spoke and then turned around with hands on hips. “Now...would you like me to take your clothes off, or will you do that yourself?”

What was it Trev said? You have to walk through the rain to get to your rainbow? Enjoy yourself, get some experience, and then resume the search for a keeper. Nate held up his arms and fell into her Sarah’s eyes.

Sarah slowly and gently unbuttoned his shirt, running her hands across his chest to drop his shirt to the floor. Nice tan and he works out, not so much he looks into himself though. She was unhurried, which for Nate was good considering his pecker was low on peck post his earlier foray. She guided him to sit on the bed with her hands on his chest. Kneeling to remove his shoes, unlacing each with care, Sarah folded his socks and pushed them inside his shoes. Asking him to stand on the bed, she unlaced his pants to pull them and his Sponge Bob underwear to his ankles. You’re funny, Nate.

Just like Mummy did last night. Reaching up to grasp one of the beds timber crossbars, Nate did a chin-up, kicked his clothes away, and his excitement at being naked before Sarah began to show. Landing on his feet on the bed, he reached down and held Sarah’s chin in one hand. “You have beautiful eyes, Sarah.” Maybe you could be a keeper.

“Thank you.” He looks strong, but he doesn’t sunbake in the nude. Didi won’t like his tan lines. She and Mummy will be here soon. If only we were somewhere else, Nate, somewhere away from here. When he released her chin Sarah dropped her head and bit her bottom lip at the sight of his manhood staring up at her. That’s big.

Nate looked down as she cradled and massaged his man parts.

Sarah sighed and released him. “Why does Mummy always do that?”

“Do what?” Don’t stop now. And always?

“Mummy shaved you. You will be prickly tomorrow. I prefer men to be smooth in my hands.”

How many men has she had in her hands? And this mother-daughter thing ... Nate shook his head. I’m out of here once this is finished.

While Nate stood naked in his thoughts, Sarah was busy locking shackles around his ankles. Each shackle had a leather strap attached that ran to one of the corner posts of the bed. She pushed him from his feet onto his back, straddled his chest and leant forward to position his arms above his head.

Wow. Sarah’s nipples were pressing through her thin cotton top. I’m not the only one who needs to be bound. Nate rolled her over, swapping positions to sit on her chest, his enthusiasm flourishing between her breasts.

Oh my. It’s even bigger now.

Spying the shackles Sarah had intended for his wrists, Nate raised her struggling arms above her head ...

“Wait. We shouldn’t...”

... and kissed her. A kiss will keep her quiet. Shackle no. 1 in place. Her lips are so soft.

Sarah twisted her head sideways. “But Nate...”

Nate pushed his tongue down her throat, clicked shackle no. 2 into place, and felt Sarah relax beneath him. She wants this.

Oh no.

Nate lifted his head and asked, “Now. What were you trying to say?” Are those bedroom eyes? Such a lovely colour.

“The keys to the shackles are in the top drawer of that cabinet over there.”

Nate looked to where Sarah was pointing. It was a cabinet to the left of the bathroom. Running his eyes over the length of their bonds he judged they were bound to the bed with no means of escape. Oops.

“I’m so stupid. I should have kept the keys with me.”

“You’re not stupid. You made a mistake, that’s all.”

“You’re just saying that. Mummy and the tennis ladies all say I’m stupid, except Amanda.”

“You’re not stupid. You’re beautiful.”

“You don’t mean that.” Mummy says men lie to get what they want. “Mummy wants me to wax you before she returns.”

“Why?” You are so beautiful.

“Because Mummy and her friends, our neighbours, may have a job offer for you, and she wants you to look your best. If you’re not waxed when her friends arrive she’ll be angry with me.”

Jane and her neighbours? What type of employee works in the buff? Anyway, I can’t have Jane angry with her. “OK. Let’s move the bed to the keys.”

Shit this is heavy. They had moved the chairs away. Nate, with his shoulder to the bed and his naked body near parallel to the floor, looked like an American football linebacker as he pushed it towards freedom.

Sarah, fully clothed, lay on the bed looking over the edge at him, a fingernail between her teeth. My but his shoulders look good. She ran a gentle hand across them. When the bed reached the cabinet Sarah retrieved the keys, pocketed them, turned and said “I’m so stupid. I moved the keys yesterday. They’re in the cabinet under that window.” She pointed to the far side of the room, avoiding eye contact with Nate. “Sorry.”

You’re kidding? Why didn’t you think of that earlier? “That’s OK. It’s not a problem.” Nate put his shoulder to the other side of the bed to push and push and push a now lighter load towards the other side of the room.

This time Sarah watched his behind from behind. This view is so wicked.

When Sarah unlocked them, Nate sat on the bed to regain his breath. Sarah raced to the bathroom. “I need to wax you before Mummy arrives.”

Nate was looking out the window above the cabinet, listening to the sounds of a microwave emanating from the bathroom, when a dark-skinned little man with silver hair in the shape of a teardrop popped his head up and peered through the window. What? Is there a balcony outside? Nate leaped to the window to find no balcony, and no little man.

Sarah re-entered the room with a smile, a bowl, a paint brush, tweezers, and an old-fashioned shaving razor that glinted under the bedroom lights. For a moment Nate forgot the little man at the window, his interest piqued by Sarah’s razor, Sarah noticing the quizzical look in his eyes.

“This?” Sarah held up the razor. Nate nodded. “Don’t worry. I’ll only use it to tidy stray hairs once I’ve finished your waxing. Have you been waxed before?”

“No, and you didn’t tell me what kind of work Jane has in mind for me.”

“Mummy thinks you’ll make a willing lothario.”

“Lothario?”

“A gentleman friend.”

“You mean a gigolo?”

“Mummy prefers to say lothario.”

Am I in a dream or a nightmare?

If only someone like him could want someone like me, and only me. Sarah waxed Nate’s front, rolled him over to do the same to his back, and when finished ran her hands over his body to check for stray hairs. Those remaining were plucked with tweezers or sliced with the razor.

She has wonderful hands, beautiful eyes, and this has been fun. I may have a keeper.

“You’re ready for inspection,” Sarah said with an approving pat on his lily white nice little bottom.

Hearing footfalls in the hallway, stilettos, they have their own sound, Nate turned to see Jane stride in, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, a riding crop in her right hand. She wore a Zorro mask, a steel studded leather choker, quarter cup bra, over the knee-high heeled boots all in black with a thick silver chain with black pearls for a G-string that her hungry crotch was busy eating.

Jane’s stance was wide with hands on hips as she asked, “Sarah, why is the bed over there?” They look sheepish. Where does she keep the keys? “You two idiots managed to lock yourselves onto the bed, didn’t you?” For fucks sake. Jane pinched the bridge of her nose and shook her head.

Though embarrassed, Nate could not take his eyes from Jane. I’m sitting naked on a bed, next to a girl I could fall in love with, and her mother, the only woman I have ever made love to, walks in dressed so erotically she has me boning up again. Can life get any weirder than this?

The rolling thunder of heels on carpet outside the room announced the imminent arrival of more women.

Sounds like it could. The neighbours? If they’re dressed like Jane they’re not here for scones, tea and cucumber sandwiches.

Five male fantasies marched single file into the bedroom, identically attired to Jane except for G-strings coloured to coordinate with the martinis they carried. One fantasy was perched on red heels rather than over the knee boots. Each stood straight backed, feet apart, backs to the bed facing chairs Sarah had hurriedly arranged as before.

Wow! Weirder has arrived. Colour coded sex on stilts. Nate’s mouth and eyes were wide, the eye of his manhood focused on them too. “Nice bum.”

It can’t be mine; mine is too fat.

Yes, the boy loves my buns. My gym time is working.

If only I had Betty’s bottom.

He didn’t say that about my bottom when I led him here. 

At a click of Jane’s fingers the ladies pirouetted, sat in unison, crossing their legs right over left like a team of oversexed synchronised swimmers.

“Wow...so many sensational women.” A second thought had escaped him, a little quieter, but not quite quiet enough. They weren’t all to his liking, but the fact they were dressed to impress gave Nate a wide smile. And their perfume is so feminine.

The seated women preened their hair and adjusted their meagre attire.

I shouldn’t have cancelled the hairdresser yesterday.

This G-string doesn’t cover my fat tummy.

That’s one mighty boner he has there.

My thighs look so fat when they’re crossed.

“I see you’re interested in our new arrivals, Nate,” Jane said as she ran her riding crop up the length of his erection, “so please allow me to make introductions.”

Nate stood out of politeness, not bothering to hide himself. No point trying to cover what they’ve already seen.

“Sarah, get changed. Ladies,” Jane said to the scantily dressed gathering. They can’t take their eyes from him. “LADIES! This is Nate. Nate, these are the ladies of my tennis club. I suggest you do your best to impress them. Doing so could be lucrative for you.”

Lucrative? So, the money is good. I wonder if Sarah will return dressed like them. He looked to the bathroom.

“On your left, in pink, is Alex.” Alex was slim-hipped and middle-aged. “Alex enjoys fencing, taking weekly lessons,” and more, “from an Olympic champion.”

And I like my men young and fresh. I’ll impress you, boy. Alex was on the move the moment Jane mentioned her name, placing her martini on the floor to shout “Datemi una spada, give me a sword,” before retrieving with both hands a rapier from the wall behind her. She slashed the shining blade through the air, twirling her way towards him, giving advice as she went. “Stay balanced. Keep your feet apart. Elbows bent and close to your body. Don’t charge in recklessly. If you lunge and miss,” she thrust the sword towards Nate’s crotch to balance his manhood upon it, “your opponent can take advantage. And be sure to stay relaxed, gorgeous,” she advised as she tilted her sword to allow his testicles to fall from it. Next, she ran the edge of her blade down each ... of the muscles ... of his abdomen. “He has nice muscle definition, Jane.” He can work out with me anytime.

“Well, that was exciting.” For a moment I thought she was going to neuter me.

Yes. It worked. Alex moved back to her seat, spiked her blade into the timber floor, swept up her martini and crossed her legs
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