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Rebecca 

Kristina Lloyd

LAST NIGHT I dreamt he came on my face again. Men stood around me, menacing and lustful, and I was naked and scared, kneeling on the floor. Smudges of neon edged into the dusk, blooms of pink, violet and electric blue. My arms were trapped behind my back, fingers gripping my flesh. All I could see was a confusion of legs and leering faces, their eyes fixed on me while I watched the swift shuffe of his hand.

The moment was held. I waited for him, my arched back making my breasts jut and my belly curve. In the gloom, I was pale, smooth and slender but then I’m often at my best in my dreams. It looked as if I were offering myself to the men. No, it looked as if I were being offered with no say in the matter whatsoever. And that’s how it felt. No choice, no control. Occasionally, I wriggled in protest but that appeared only to amuse and encourage them. I had a sense they were calling me names like ‘slut’ and ‘whore’ but, as is the way with dreams, the words went unheard. All that remained was a deep sense of shame and a sombre, sulky pleasure unfurling inside me. I hated it and I loved it. I wanted it and I didn’t. And strange though it may seem, the urge to flee fuelled the longing to stay.

Max tapped my face, landing a couple of mild slaps on my cheek. The message was I should open my mouth. So I did. I no longer saw myself and instead I, the dreamer, slipped behind my eyes. I was surrounded by engorged cocks, white knuckles, crisp thickets of pubes and hairy thighs. Hands pumped, eyes gleamed, muscles tightened and mouths laughed. But the only thing that mattered, the only thing I truly saw was Max’s cock. In the half-light, it was a ruby flare shuddering as he worked his shaft, his thumb and forefinger dancing a frenzy below his glans.

I noted his wrist, strong and thick, blurred by dark hair. Even in my dream I was aware of how his wrist’s vulnerable underside, with its blue veins, pale skin and delicate tendons, contrasted so beautifully with his jerking forearm’s easy masculinity. His fist speeded up, he edged closer, and then he peaked, the liquid pearl of his come shimmering in arcs and spurts before splashing onto my shame.

I woke, sticky-eyed, but it wasn’t the sticky I wanted. Drowsily, I rolled over in search of him, humiliation and need muddling my brain. Next to me, the pillow was empty, just a dent where his head had been and a single dark hair, curled like a question mark. I knew at once he was with her. Oh, sure, I realise that to most people it would simply look as if he were making toast in the kitchen. But I am not most people, and nor was Rebecca.

I slipped my hands between my thighs. I was slick with moisture. Briefly, I regretted Max not being there to sort me out but then I worried I may have been talking in my sleep. He was better off downstairs with Rebecca. Once, I saw photographs of her in the room I’m not supposed to go in. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not trying to make out Max has forbidden me from entering but when I first came to this house, a week before I moved in, I asked what was behind the closed door and he said, ‘Rebecca’s stuff.’ For a long time, that was as good as a lock to me. Not any more.

Those photographs practically destroyed me. I couldn’t stop looking at her. She was stunning, a tall, boyishly athletic woman with jet-black hair spiking softly in an urchin crop. She had a finely boned face, made for magazines, and lips which were intriguingly neat and narrow. There was something cruel yet beautiful about those lips and, in every picture, she exuded serenity and self-possession.

I’d always known I walked in her shadow and when I saw what I was up against, I realised I could do nothing other than fail. People look at me with barely veiled pity when they discover I’m the new girlfriend, and I can’t say I blame them. I haven’t a cat in hell’s chance, have I? They must wonder about Max too and why he’s now prepared to settle for so little. They probably think he’s given up after losing Rebecca.

I can understand their concerns. After all, our relationship happened so fast. One minute we’re shagging on my best friend’s sofa after getting off at a speed-dating event hosted by a local nightclub, Azure Blue. The next minute, I’ve got my own key and I’m moving in. Well, my landlady was selling my old place so I was between flats and Max offered. It’s temporary while I find a new home, and it’s more comfortable than Vanessa’s sofa. Plus, Max and I were so horny for each other that my moving in felt quite natural.

As I lay in bed, I could hear him pottering about in the kitchen, the TV babbling away, the smell of toast and coffee drifting up the stairs. I blame what I did next on the dream. It lingered in my mind and swirled between my thighs, an awful yearning to taste more shame and to suffer. I had a sense of regret – strange to regret a dream – and yet stronger than the regret was a longing to be there still; to be trapped in that neon-lit pit, a bunch of crude, randy brutes jeering and jostling as he came on my face.

Those dark needs made me feel scorched inside, hollowed out with loneliness. I had the impulse to share my dream as lovers often do and yet I feared his response. Max didn’t know I liked that sort of thing. Most of the time, I try to fool myself into thinking I don’t like it either. It’s so vulgar and debasing. But I’ve had my dreams long enough to know they’re not going away. The trouble is, they’re getting worse. I often wish I could shut my stuff away much as he’s shut away Rebecca’s stuff – her real stuff; I don’t know about her dreams – but what I crave can’t be boxed or caged.

I stretched, rubbing sleep from my eyes. My cunt was soft and swollen, a beat of need ticking there. I couldn’t bear the thought of joining Max at the breakfast table as if this were just another day. After all, people can let their entire lives pass by doing that, can’t they? So I slipped on my dressing gown then crossed the landing to shut the bathroom door, hoping to fool him into thinking I was in there. I didn’t have a plan so much as a compulsion which had me tiptoeing up the steep, narrow stairs to the closed room in the attic. I imagine at various points in the house’s history the attic’s been used as a maid’s room, a nursery and perhaps, more recently, a guest bedroom.

As soon as I walked in, I felt Rebecca all around me. Beneath the sloping, primrose-yellow walls, her clothes were racked on rails draped with ghostly white sheets. Her perfume hung in the air, an exotic heady scent mingling with the mustiness of neglect. A small sash window in a dormer recess left the room’s shadows untouched by daylight. Knowing the view from there was the best in the house, I went directly to it. Spring sunshine glittered on the sea down in the bay, and the forest leading to the beach was bright with the fresh green of new growth.

Rebecca like to swim, didn’t she? I could see her slicing through the water, arms flicking, elbows high as she crested the waves. Later, she would emerge onto the sand, her wet hair a glistening cap of jet. She would jog inland, muscles flexing in her perfectly toned thighs, her small breasts bobbing inside her black Speedo. Around her, drops of water would shimmer like a halo of silver sparks.

I could see how all the men would be hot for her. They’d watch from the corners of their eyes and, across the beach, cocks would be twitching and lifting inside the swim trunks of so many beautifully burnished sunbathers and surfers. They would always be hot for her, and I, dreamer at the window, would always be hot for them. All of them. One after the other. Or maybe one at either end. Two inside me, or maybe even three.

I picked at a blister of paint on the window frame, desire throbbing between my thighs. I imagined a gang of hard horny men gathered around me, water sliding along their muscled contours, caught droplets glinting in hair on shins, thighs, arms and chests. One would tenderly draw my hair back from my face, holding it in a ponytail. Then he’d pinch my jaw with his free hand, forcing my mouth open, and he’d say, ‘OK, who wants to fuck her face?’

I broke off from my fantasy, suddenly aware of a presence in the attic. My heart began to race and my palms prickled with heat. I turned, convinced I was being watched. Had Max crept up the stairs? Something brushed my leg. I squealed and jumped. That fucking cat! Max has a black Siamese called Danny. It hates me, I’m sure. And yet there it was, sidling up to me and trying to slither around my ankles. I didn’t trust it one iota.

I raised the window, hoping to get rid of Rebecca’s scent. A warm soft breeze touched my face, and gulls wheeled in the blue sky, their cries shrill and noisy. I could picture the attic as Rebecca’s dressing room where she would wander through, selecting clothes for the day. She had so many clothes: three rails plus a broad oak wardrobe I hadn’t even looked in yet.

In the corner was a cream loom chair, empty save for a cushion featuring a sequinned elephant. The wicker creaked when I sat and I stayed there a short while thinking, I am Rebecca and this is my domain. Then I tried to repeat the sentence using my own name but found I couldn’t do it. So profound was my inability to reclaim the space by substituting my name for hers you could be forgiven for thinking I didn’t even have a name. The conclusion was obvious: Rebecca ruled this space and, though she was gone, her reign would continue for many more years, most likely for ever.

I sighed and crossed to the wardrobe. Being with Max was hopeless. He’d never be able to see me for what I was because his eyes were fogged with Rebecca. There was a tiny key in the wardrobe but the doors were unlocked. Again, it was as if Rebecca’s name were enough to keep people at bay. The hinges groaned and I gazed at a shuffed rainbow of clothes. Pale rose, shrimp pink, candy, fuchsia and scarlet were interrupted by a wedge of khaki and bottle green before resuming at cherry, burgundy, magenta and purple. I fancied they’d once hung in a neat spectrum of grouped colours then someone had transferred them to this wardrobe by moving them in great armfuls, paying scant attention to the order. Max probably, emptying a bedroom wardrobe to offer space to his new lover, me. I ran my fingers along the fabrics, breathing in small pockets of fragrance released by the movement.

I wondered how it must have felt to be Rebecca, to have lived in this fabulous house in this sweet seaside town with Max’s unconditional love. I tried imagining myself as her, browsing the wardrobe on an ordinary Sunday morning, mulling over the perfect outfit before choosing one to make his eyes light up. I wondered if anything would fit me. Something loose or adjustable, perhaps.

Pink tends to drain me and I find black too harsh for my complexion but they were clearly colours Rebecca favoured. I riffed through her clothes, wincing when the coat hangers squeaked. But Max was two floors below; he would never hear. I was hoping he would take the dog out soon, as was his routine, and I was listening for the slam of the back door, eager to have the house to myself.

I selected a couple of dresses – one in a turquoise floral print, another a slinky little number in claret threaded with silver. Standing in front of a cheval mirror, positioned as if someone might still use it, I slipped off my robe and held the dresses to my body in turn. My reflection was about two stone too heavy. I tossed the dresses aside, held up a cherry-red shift dress. Same story. I continued, selecting and rejecting before finally wriggling into a tight black pencil skirt. There was some give in the fabric but even so, once I’d tugged it over my hips, I couldn’t get the zip higher than a couple of inches. Ah well. I turned to check my rear in the mirror, amused to see the split of my buttocks bared by the gaping fabric, flesh spilling over the waistband, seams puckering around fat. It felt so wonderfully disrespectful.

Next, I chose a delicate, flamingo-pink chiffon blouse with daisies embroidered on the collar. My shoulders are narrow so I had no problem getting the blouse on. Fastening it, however, was a different matter. I managed to button the garment up to my breasts but when I tried the next button at cleavage height, I succeeded for only three seconds. As soon as I drew breath, the button pinged off leaving me with a neckline that was far beyond plunging and far beyond decent. The cat darted after the button while I tucked the blouse into the waist of my half-open skirt. In the glass, I grinned at the sight of the tiny buttons straining against their holes, of my bulging breasts and my nipples pressing against the sheer fabric. How lewd they looked, two big rosy blooms mocking those demure little daisies.

I thought of my fantasy guys at the beach and imagined, if I were at their feet and dressed like this, they’d know exactly how to treat me: like a dirty, greedy slut. My thoughts pulled me away from the present once again and, even as I conjured up scenarios of myself being passed around and used by a bunch of strangers, I was reminded again that it was getting worse. Or rather I was getting worse. My dark thoughts were breaking out of my sleeping dreams and coming to life in my daydreams. I was making them happen. I was orchestrating events in my head. I was in control, no excuses. This wasn’t my subconscious running the show when my defences were down. This was me exploring my mind, chasing wanton thoughts down the corridors of my brain and opening the doors of my psyche to find big strong men in there doing unspeakable things to me.

Standing before the mirror, scarcely even registering my reflection, I pictured a guy with his hands hooked under my arm, keeping me steady while his mate fucked me senseless. Moisture seeped between my thighs and I upped the tempo of my sexy mental narrative. Being in the attic was enormously liberating. It was a secret space under the roof, remote from real life; a room that was part of the house and yet didn’t quite belong. There were no rules or routines here so I was free to let my imagination off its leash. And let it off I did by introducing a third guy into the action. He was just threatening to fuck me in the arse when that queer sense of a presence returned.

Momentarily, I wondered if it were my own guilt seeking to interrupt the blue movie of my mind. But no, the feeling was much stronger than that. I turned, ready to glare at the cat. Instead, I found myself looking directly at Max. My stomach flipped. Oh hell. Not walking the dog then. He stood in the doorway, shirtless above a pair of baggy, calf-length shorts. His ink-black hair romped in short curls around his unshaven face, anger making his dark brows hunker down over his glinting bronze eyes. He looked furious and gorgeous in equal measure.

The attic’s isolation had clearly affected me because, instead of feeling embarrassed by my transgression, I was spurred on to greater boldness. I tossed back my hair.

‘I’m Rebecca,’ I said defiantly. ‘She was a slut, wasn’t she? A slut. And she got what she deserved.’

‘What the fuck are you playing at?’ demanded Max.

‘I want to have a good time,’ I replied briskly.

His eyes scanned the room. ‘What? By ruining her clothes?’

‘Yes,’ I hissed. ‘Yes. I want to ruin her clothes.’ I gestured around the attic at the garments I’d flung to the ground and those on rails cloaked by dust sheets. I was about to stride over to one of the rails but, when I moved, I realised the skirt was too tight to afford me dignity. I stayed still. ‘No,’ I said. ‘I want you to ruin them. Was she a slut? Tell me, Max. Was she? Is that why you never speak about her? Because she was a slut and you’re ashamed?’

Max cocked his head, looking thoughtful. He narrowed his eyes at me. ‘Do you want her to be a slut?’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Yes. And I want you to treat me the way you treated her. Treat me like a slut!’

Max thrust his hands deep into his front pockets, leaned against the door jamb and looked me up and down. His gaze was deliberately lecherous as he trawled my too-tight get-up, lingering on my squashed, deep cleavage.

‘Well, you’re certainly dressed like a slut,’ he said coolly.

‘I’m dressed like Rebecca,’ I replied. ‘So treat me like her. Do to me what you did to her. Call me names and fuck me. Go on, do it! Fuck me like you would fuck Rebecca.’

The cat slunk out of the room as if offended, tail waving grandly in the air. Max swaggered towards me, his lips tilting in an arrogant grin. I wondered if I’d said the wrong thing. Had I pushed it too far? Was her perfume addling my brain?

Standing a pace or so in front of me, hands still in his pockets, Max smirked, nodding almost imperceptibly. In his eyes was a dangerous gleam full of plots, plans and perversions. I’d never seen him look at me that way before. Presumably I was seeing the Max Rebecca used to see. My jealousy quadrupled.

He made a loose fist and gently chucked me under the chin, tipping my head back a fraction. ‘I’ve always known you wanted it like this,’ he said, smiling. ‘Hot little bitch.’

My groin liquefied at the sound of those words. ‘Sweetpea’ and ‘babes’ do nothing for me but ‘hot little bitch’ has me weak. Max dropped his hand and nudged me under each breast, lifting my flesh fractionally. Across my tits, the blouse was as tight as strapping.

‘Aren’t you?’ said Max smoothly. ‘A hot little bitch who likes it nasty. Aren’t you, Rebecca? Huh?’ My nipples crinkled to hard nubs and Max, as if he had all the time in the world, scuffed his thumbs over them, flicking back and forth like a metronome. ‘Look at these tits,’ he said. ‘So obvious. I don’t know why you even bother wearing clothes.’

With that, he grasped the neck of the blouse and tugged so fiercely I might have been in a bodice-ripper romance. All the buttons popped off, exposing me to the waist. Max shoved the collar past my shoulders then deftly tucked the blouse either side of my breasts. ‘There,’ he said. ‘Let’s take a look at what we’ve got, shall we?’

He thrust his hands into his pockets again and strode slowly away, eyeing me with the possessive glee of a man relishing his authority. I was panting a little, shocked and excited. The heat in my cheeks was strong; my head was pulsing with a rush of blood. Max began circling me at a distance, smiling enigmatically. He looked so hot, his skin creamily pale from the winter months, the dark hair of his chest thinning to a narrow line on his belly then disappearing into his low-slung shorts.

For a long time, he said nothing and with every second of silence, I felt more and more exposed. Before long, I was positively cringing to be standing alone in the middle of the room, clothes arranged to display my breasts and their taut, flushed nipples. I grew desperate for a word or touch, for anything to take the emphasis off me and reduce the intensity of Max’s scrutiny. I had no idea what was running through his mind but the more he stalked and pondered, prowling in circles like a careful predator, the more convinced I became that it would be twisted and relentless. And the more convinced I became, the wetter I became.

Max moved towards me. ‘Excellent tits,’ he said. He bounced each one, tapping their undersides as if checking out their springiness. ‘Yes, very good. Now open your mouth.’

‘Max, no,’ I protested. More than anything I was starting to feel silly.

‘Open your mouth,’ he said, his tone so light and patient it brooked no refusal.

Reluctantly, I did so. Crouching down a little, Max peered inside my mouth, tilting his head this way and that. Clearly, I was no gift horse.

‘Hmm, looks fine,’ he said, as if to himself. Then louder, ‘Obviously, I don’t want to go sticking my dick into any old hole.’

He stood straighter. I gawped at him.

‘Close your mouth,’ he said. ‘You look foolish.’

I clamped it shut. Max smiled faintly as if pleased his new tricks were working. Standing sideways on to me, he gently rocked his pelvis forwards. His crotch nudged against my hip so I could feel the swell of him inside his shorts. He rubbed back and forth, making sure I knew he was hard. ‘Gonna get that dick inside you soon,’ he murmured. ‘Where do you want it? Mouth, pussy or arse?’

I stayed silent. He kept on slowly rocking.

‘What’s up?’ he said. ‘Cat got your tongue?’

I continued to say nothing.

‘Well,’ he said. ‘Let’s see what your cunt says, shall we?’

He moved in front of me and began pushing the skirt up my legs but it was so damn tight it got stuck around mid thigh. Max cursed, spun me around, tugged at the skirt’s back slit and ripped. I immediately felt more comfortable.

‘Better access,’ said Max, resuming his position by my side. He bent to caress me above one knee then slid his big broad hand to the top of my thigh. He rested it there, firmly massaging the flash. Goosebumps of anticipation prickled across my skin. I did my best to be stoic but his massage tickled wisps of my pubes and the nearness of his hand had me dizzy with need. He trailed his thumb along my folds, brushing so gently I couldn’t help but whimper.

I wanted so much more and Max seemed to take great delight in denying me that. He trailed his fingers around my thighs, painting shapes on my flesh. He strummed my clit once or twice. He reached below to caress my buttocks, smiling all the while at my clear discomfort. I ached for the solid penetration he withheld and, though I tried to suppress my cries of want, several bleats and groans escaped me. I could feel Max’s smile grow with every sound, his touch becoming lighter. I had not known sadism could be so tender.

When he finally pushed two fingers inside me, it was with the softly condescending words, ‘There we go. Better now?’

My senses spun, heat rising to fill my head. He hooked his fingers to press against my sweet spot, and every rub against my inner wall heightened my arousal. My cunt seemed to simultaneously open around his fingers, as if I were blossoming like a flower, and yet also seemed to thicken and swell, my pulpiness clinging to those clever fingers. I tried to conceal my hunger, knowing the revelation of it would prove me a slut, but my pooling moisture and shallow breath betrayed me.

‘That nice?’ he asked kindly. He stood so close his words tickled my ear. I whimpered quietly in response, and then again more loudly when I felt the sure touch of his thumb on my clitoris. ‘Are you going to come?’ he murmured. ‘Going to show me what a greedy whore you are?’

He nudged my clit, a heavy, leisurely rock that had me melting onto his fingers. I didn’t think I had much choice. My orgasm rose, fluttering closer and closer while two conflicting emotions danced inside me. On the one hand, it thrilled me that Max had responded so eagerly to my sluttish desires. But I squirmed inwardly from knowing that he knew I liked this. My secret shame was no longer quite so secret.

‘Come on, babes,’ he murmured. ‘Show me what you’re made of.’ He sounded so deliciously sleazy, so sure of his ability to get me off. And he had good reason to be confident because my climax was coiling tighter as his thumb worked me faster. And then I was there, right there, clenching on his fingers and crying wantonly as white-hot stars flared in my mind. Release surged up to my head and down to my toes, and I was left feeling zonked with bliss.

‘There’s a good girl,’ he said gently, withdrawing his fingers. He was talking to me as if I were his new pet. I wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d stroked my hair or made me sit up and beg for treats. His tone irked and excited me in equal measure. I wasn’t sure if I wanted more or less of it. As it turned out the choice wasn’t mine. In a firmer voice, he said, ‘Now get on your knees then I can test your mouth.’

I was more than ready to kneel, my climax having drained all strength from me, so I fell to the ground, my ragged clothes proving no hindrance to ease of movement. My dreams, sleeping and waking, came back to me in a flood of images as I opened my mouth. Max freed himself from his zip and his cock bounced out, ruddy and stern, only inches from my lips. Without delay, he slotted himself hard and deep into my throat, his fingers tangling in my hair. I spluttered a little, desperately clasping his hips and trying to hold him steady as I drew back on his length.

‘This is what you want, isn’t it?’ cooed Max. ‘A mouthful of cock.’

He was dead right. At my own pace, I slurped back and forth, opening my throat to him as best I could and making his head butt deep. My greed urged him on and before long we’d found our rhythm. It felt as if he were being mean to me by recklessly fucking my mouth but I knew deep down he was attentive to my comfort. Nonetheless, his zest made my eyes water.

‘Look at me,’ he said, and I did, peering up at him through a veil of tears glittering like the sea in the bay. I blinked them away, clearing my vision. Max looked down at me, smirking cruelly as he focused on his cock pumping into my snug lips. As he thrust, I pictured a kaleidoscopic fracturing of his erection, a shifting honeycomb of flushed knobs, tucked-up balls and veined shafts, all eager to take their pleasure from my mouth.

After several minutes, Max withdrew. His breath was ragged, his eyes glinting with enthusiasm and drama. I was breathless too but Max was in no mood for resting. He leaned down to tap the side of my arse, chivvying me along. ‘Come on,’ he said. ‘On your back, legs spread. I want to check out this other hole.’

His crudeness thrilled me though I muttered my distaste. Hitching my skirt higher, I assumed the position while Max undressed, kicking his shorts aside. The spring sunlight carried a soft silvery quality, edging into the shadows and smudging the attic with a mercury haze. Naked, Max looked superb. His skin gleamed like ivory and in sharp contrast, his body hair was scraps of rich black velvet. His cock angled obscenely from the cloud of his pubes and I opened myself wide as he joined me on the floor. He pushed my legs back so my knees were against my breasts and I heard fabric tear. I couldn’t tell if it were the skirt, the blouse or both, but who cared? The only thing that mattered was my overwhelming need to have Max’s hard cock inside me.

When his stout head rubbed at the slippery crevice of my cunt, I couldn’t help but wail, ‘Oh, please, please.’

‘Please what?’ asked Max. He hovered at my entrance, nudging and teasing.

‘Please, just . . .’

‘Just what?’ His tone was stern and impatient.

‘Please fuck me,’ I breathed. ‘Please fuck . . .’

‘Slut,’ said Max, sounding rather gratified.

His cock pressed slowly forwards, prising my wet flesh apart, and then he was lodged deep inside me, his solid girth filling me so beautifully. I cried out, hooking my legs over his shoulders to secure our position. With leisurely ease, Max drew back, holding himself at his furthest reach before ramming home once again.

‘Slut,’ he repeated. ‘Begging for my cock, begging to get fucked.’

Over and over, he plunged into me.

‘Yes, yes,’ I gasped, hardly knowing what I was affrming.

The shaft of his cock slid over my G-spot, and the bump of his lunges rubbed the bump of my clit. My nearness swelled, my body so sensitive to pleasure. Then I remembered I was meant to be Rebecca, that Max was treating me like a slut because I’d stepped into her shoes. Well, I thought, if that’s what’s required, so be it. I would gladly take her place time and again if it meant seeing action like this.

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I’m a slut. I’m Rebecca, I’m your greedy little –’

‘No, you’re not,’ cut in Max. ‘You’re not her. You’re nobody, you hear? Just some whore I picked up. I don’t even know you. Don’t know your name. Don’t care either. You’re just a fuck to me, a slut. Just a . . . a cheap, nameless slut!’

His words shivered through me. His callousness, his demolition of my identity was exquisitely freeing. We might have been strangers, wanting nothing but satisfaction from each other. It was all about sex – heartless, greedy, passionate sex. How strange and heavenly that we could unite in lust by conjuring up this distance and anonymity.

‘You don’t count,’ he gasped. ‘No name, no nothing. Just a hole.’

He made me think of those lost lonely places, outskirts of towns, warehouses by the docks, empty cottages, forgotten alleys and valentine’s roses crushed underfoot. Like the attic, they didn’t belong; they were places for secrets, shame and safety, places where you were answerable to no one but yourself.

‘No name,’ gasped Max, and he bent closer, his body grinding on my clit. My climax fluttered higher, tighter, then, with a few more thrusts, I came hard, three distinct clutches of ecstasy squeezing at my core. Max didn’t even pause.

‘No name,’ he said again.

I heard the familiar rise in his voice, the gathering groans and urgency. I knew he was close but then, as if he’d seen my dream, he pulled out and moved hurriedly up my body. With his cock in his hand, he jerked hard and fast then he came on my face, his bursts of warmth splashing onto my cheek and spicing my lips.

Max rolled onto his back with a groan of exhaustion and I smeared his come into my mouth. He tasted sharp and briny, reminding me of the sea Rebecca once swam in.

After an uncertain silence, I asked, ‘Is that what you used to do together? Was she a slut?’

Max scoffed. ‘I wish.’

‘Tell me,’ I replied.

For a long time, he didn’t answer. Then, ‘Let’s just say, if she’d been as interested in fucking as she was in clothes, I’d have been a very happy man.’ He rubbed his hand over his face. ‘Um, actually, that’s not true. There’d need to be a lot of other changes as well. Starting with personality.’

Max leaned away, grabbed his shorts and fished out his cigarettes. I was confused. He’d said so little about Rebecca since we’d met and I’d assumed his silence meant he was still broken-hearted from her dumping him.

‘I thought she was a goer,’ I said. ‘And she ran off with your best mate.’

Max laughed as he flicked open his Zippo and struck the cog. The flame shot high and bright, the gas purring faintly. He drew on his cigarette, the tip an ember-red glow.

‘Nah!’ he said, snapping shut his lighter. ‘And I hardly knew the bloke to be honest. Just knew she fancied him cause he had an Aston Martin. Poor sod did me a favour really.’ Max exhaled a stream of smoke. ‘I’d wanted out for ages. Next step, she collects her stuff. I’m sick of it hanging around here. I’ve half a mind to torch it.’ He pulled hard on his cigarette again, and I watched the column of ash gathering at the end.

‘I’d rather have your stuff around,’ he went on. ‘Your stuff and you.’ He grinned, smoke trickling from his lips. ‘Especially now I know you’re a dirty little slut.’

I inhaled the smell of his cigarette. Outside, a gull cried in the clear blue sky. I could feel the spectre of Rebecca leaving the room, leaving us in peace as Max’s cigarette smoke strangled her perfume, the last intangible vestiges of his ex.

And I reached out to touch him, wanting to reassure myself this wasn’t a dream. Then I licked my lips, tasting him there, all bitter, burnt and salty, and I knew for certain this was wonderfully real.

Kristina Lloyd is the author of the Black Lace novels Darker Than Love, Asking for Trouble and Split. Her novella The Vampire’s Heart is publishedin the Black Lace collection Lust Bites. Her short stories appear in numerous Black Lace anthologies. 


Slut 

Charlotte Stein

  I COULDN’T PUT a name to him at first. I’m not used to using a name like that for boys. But he is nonetheless: slut.

He isn’t a slut in the same way that some guys are – players and bounders and cads. The word ‘slut’ doesn’t quite seem to apply to them. But it applies to him, when we’re in the stationery cupboard together.

We’re in there, and he smiles his little sly slut’s smile at me. At the time I didn’t know what that smile meant, but I did soon after. I did when he turned around and bent over as though to reach for something on a low shelf, and his bum very obviously pressed into the front of my skirt.

Not even the front of my skirt. Into my groin. Definitely against my groin. He even had to kind of crouch to do it, because he’s very tall. But he managed it nonetheless, and I felt those firm buttocks push into the place where my pussy is.

He did it like a woman urging her bottom back for a man’s cock. He did it like an animal seeking a mounting. I had no idea how he expected me to mount him, but after the initial shock that’s what I thought of anyway.

I’ve never wished so fiercely that I had a cock. A big fat cock that I could have plunged into his tight little arsehole – made him beg for it, made him whimper and whine and twist on me.

It occurred to me later that he was gay and some kind of fascination with me had gripped him. Perhaps he felt that I was a rather mannish woman, perfect for trying out straightness.

But that misconception didn’t last long.

It stopped when I caught him looking down my top. It stopped even more when I deliberately leaned forwards and let him see further, and he couldn’t even contain his little sigh of satisfaction.

He didn’t even look embarrassed when I flicked my gaze to his face and finally, finally, his eyes drew up and away from my tits to meet mine. I think he tried to contain that sly slut’s smile of his, but other than that he did nothing. Because sluts never do anything about getting caught, being a slut.

He became even more flagrant when I ogled him openly and lewdly. I caught him changing in his cubicle – just his shirt, nothing more – and instead of walking away and giving him his privacy, I stood there and ogled him. I did it like a challenge. I drew my gaze over his long lean torso, the slow slide down into his narrow hips, his thickly broad shoulders and his skin, oh, his lovely pale milk skin. I didn’t apologise for it; I didn’t let myself be nervous. I imagined what it must be like to be a man, if he were the woman. His sluttishness would make me confident, horny, unabashed. Why shouldn’t I look if he delights in it?

And he did delight in it. Far from stopping, he had worked his vest oh so slowly up, up over his thick chest, fingers skimming his gorgeous skin as though wanting them to be my fingers, burning dark eyes never leaving mine.

Right at the very last moment he had bitten his lip, and dropped his gaze. I think I loved him, for that.

He does more things that I love him for. Many more things. Many more things that my pussy loves him for. He becomes a clit-tease, a filthy little temptress, pushing on my nerves and my restraint.

Surely he knows. Surely he knows that soon I won’t have any.

When in a board meeting, an important meeting that he is only present at to take minutes in his silly too-big handwriting, I know that he looks. I can feel his eyes ever returning to me, waiting for me to look back. Sluts are only satisfied when you look back. He wants my attention on him, confirming his attractiveness. Making him sure that what he has worn that day pleases and excites me.

And it does. I have no idea how he knew, but I have a thing for men in V-neck jumpers. Buttoned up like a female relic from the eighteenth century, tie knotted too tight for comfort, material clinging in a way that suggests the wearer is not aware it is clinging. No one who wears V-neck jumpers could be aware that they’re in something clingy.

Except for him. He obviously designed it that way: the perfect trap for my desire.

But clearly, he isn’t satisfied with the effect just yet. It isn’t quite enough for me to occasionally admire his shoulders, or to wonder what it would be like to hook my finger into the loop of his tie and lead him around the offce like a dog. That dog who wanted me to mount it, back in the stationery cupboard.

No. He has to go one step further. He has to push it. He has to lean back in those thankfully smooth and soundless meeting room chairs, stretching his glorious body out for my delectation. He has to take his pen, and pat it lightly against his full lower lip. That lower lip I want to bite.

Even worse, he then decides to part those biteable lips, and just ever so slightly nudge the pen inside. I see his perfect white teeth bite down – not hard enough to leave any sort of mark, but not lightly either. The perfect biting strength for, say, a nipple. And then maybe his tongue could . . . oh yes. Just flicker against the thing in his mouth. And maybe he could then . . .

Suck.

I watch his cheeks hollow, just a little, just enough to put a person in mind of a little boy sucking on a lollipop, rather than anything lewd. But, of course, it’s lewd to me. It’s lewd because I know what he is and what it means, the tease.

Because that’s what he’s doing, really. He’s teasing me with his perfectly cut features and his broad shoulders and his limpid eyes and his sucking mouth. He probably thinks I won’t do a thing about any of it, because how could such a lovely creature as him be interested in me?

But he’s a fool. I would say he’s playing with fire, but fire has nothing on my libido.

When the meeting ends, I line my voice with calm cool iron and say to him: ‘Can I see you in my offce, Brad?’

Of course he has a name like Brad. Something wholesome and cute. If he were a girl, he’d be called Candy.

‘Of course, Ms Layton,’ he replies, and oh the devil pushes just the right hint of bemusement into his voice. Why, he has no idea what I might want with him. He is only a little insignificant peon. What on earth could he have done wrong?

I am going to show you what you have done wrong, Brad.

I hear him lolloping after me. He’s very tall and near gangly, despite the bulk of his chest and shoulders. I suppose that’s why I don’t feel intimidated by his size, though I accept that there are other reasons.

It’s hard to be intimidated by a floozy.

Even though I think he wants me to be intimidated. I think he wants me to be in awe of his sexual power, in thrall to him. I should be hypnotised and tormented by his behaviour and the way he looks. Big boss woman Ms Layton brought low? We’ll see.

Once we’re inside the safety of my offce, I close the door behind us. I lock it. He jerks a little when I do, but it’s too late for him to be surprised and innocent. Now he’s going to have to pay the piper.

‘Have I . . .?’ he starts to say, but I think something in my expression stops him.

‘Yes. You’ve done something very wrong. Very wrong indeed.’

His face falls – and he does it well, too. It hardly looks put on at all.

‘I’m so sorry, Ms Layton,’ he says. ‘How can I make it up?’

Again, it’s all very convincing. He’s a clever boy.

‘Bend over that desk, and write on the notepad I have there exactly what you’ve done wrong, and how you expect to resolve the matter.’

He hesitates for the barest of moments. I see his tongue touch his upper teeth. And then he does exactly what I’ve asked.

He presents his rump to me perfectly, just like in the stationary cupboard, and then he takes up my best pen and starts scribbling with it. Each time he scribbles, his bottom wiggles just a little bit.

It’s delightful. It’s begging for my hand. I don’t know why he makes that little shocked sound when I whack my palm against that begging flesh.

‘Hoh!’ he gasps. But he doesn’t stop writing. He doesn’t even turn around. It’s the third slap he looks back at me on, and I see his eyes so naked and his cheeks flushed and that mouth hanging open. Shock and sex and hunger all stirred up together.

‘Eyes front,’ I tell him. ‘While I punish you.’

‘Is this how you punish all your staff?’ he asks, so I reach around and unbuckle his belt. Clearly he needs something more severe, and he doesn’t deny it. He doesn’t even go to stop my hand or ask again if I do this with all staff, he just moans and whispers something I can’t hear.

‘Louder,’ I say, so he shouts out with a break in the middle: ‘I can’t believe this is happening!’

‘What did you think would happen, tease?’

‘I –’ he starts to say, but then I yank his Calvin Kleins down to meet the trousers that are now around his ankles, and he groans for me some more.

He has stopped writing altogether now. The pen is still clutched in his hand, however, though that doesn’t last long. Once his underpants hit the floor so does the pen, and though I can’t see, I know exactly what he’s doing: jerking off. His thighs butt against the desk. His hips roll. I hear that slick clicking of a hand shuttling up and down a stiff cock, and he must know I can, too. But he doesn’t stop. Not even when I slap his bare buttocks hard enough to leave a mark.

Instead he gasps: ‘I’m going to come all over the nice neat writing I’ve just done for you.’

‘Bad slut,’ I tell him, and slap right over the handprint I’ve just made.

Unfortunately, this only makes him groan and fuck himself harder. I actually think he’s really going to come that quickly; I can see his bum cheeks clenching and he’s making far too much noise and soon he’s babbling: ‘God, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I need to come so bad. God, I’ve been thinking about your tits all afternoon.’

I yank on his arm and get his hand away from his cock as punishment. He squirms with frustration, but doesn’t try to start it up with his other hand, as though he was just waiting for me to stop him and a show of stopping him is enough.

‘All afternoon?’

‘Yeeessss,’ he whines, and I want to turn him around so much. I want to see his gorgeous face all crumpled with impatience and lust, and then I want to watch him tug his cock until it gleams.

‘Is this something you’ve done before?’

Oddly, I feel like a doctor. It isn’t a terrible feeling by any means.

‘What? Think about . . . your tits . . . or jerk off at work?’

That last bit comes out in a rush, and sets me glowing. Oh, to think of him doing himself in one of the stalls or in his cubicle under his desk! My clit twinges in sympathy.

‘Usually I . . . Usually I have to . . . you know. Because I’ve been thinking about you.’

‘What do you think about me doing?’

‘I catch you. I catch you playing with yourself. Playing with your nipples, with your shirt open and your skirt up.’

Oh Jesus, that’s nice. I’ve done it before, too, in my offce. With the door locked, of course, but sometimes I’m daring enough to leave the blinds open, hoping that some beefy window cleaner will chance by and see me as lewd as can be, legs spread open, fingers strumming my clit to a great big juicy orgasm.

I need to come so bad now that I can feel my clit straining against the material of my panties, and I’m wet enough to feel it when I move. Maybe I’ll make him watch while I bring myself off with that little buzzing dildo I keep in my bag. Maybe I’ll make him lick my clit with his hands tied behind his back so that he can’t do himself. Maybe I’ll let him fuck me over the desk, great handfuls of my tits in his big hands, some window cleaner watching with his cock in his fist.

Oh, the possibilities are endless when you’ve got a slut on your hands.

‘You like my tits and my nipples, huh?’

‘Yes,’ he gusts out.

I circle the desk slowly, leaving his sore arse and all that shameful need to not look him in the face behind. My legs almost buckle when I get a look at him – firm, endlessly curving prick as red and glistening as you please, shirt tails flapping, face flushed and slack. He looks like he could devour just about anyone right now. I could probably bring in Margot from accounting, and have him hump her over my couch.

‘Would you like to see them now?’

‘Seriously? Jesus, yes.’

I think it’s the most sincere I’ve ever heard any man sound. I don’t think he knows how to be anything but, though I suppose that’s what sluts are really made of – honesty. He cannot be anything but honest about his own desires.

So I reward him by unbuttoning my shirt. He answers me by breathing hard and going for his cock again, but I tell him no. No, the price he has to pay for the sight of my breasts is keeping his hands by his sides.

It delights me that when I tell him this, he closes his eyes and clenches his teeth, but still obeys. The hands at his sides become fists – I hadn’t realised how much fun sluts were to play with. Do men do this all the time? Make them beg and plead and clench their teeth?

What fun.

I slide my shirt all the way off and then unfasten the front clasp of my bra. His eyes have completely forgone my face but I can’t blame him. I’m too flattered to blame him – he looks like he’s about to see God.

My sensitive nipples brush the lace of the cups as I peel the material away, but the soft sigh of my pleasure is freely given when he sighs too.

‘Are you turned on?’ he moans – I think more because my nipples are so small and tight than because I sighed. ‘Does it turn you on, screwing around with me like this?’

‘You know, I think it does,’ I say.

His eyes shutter closed again for the briefest moment. ‘Can I jerk off?’

‘Not yet.’

‘Please. Please. I think I’m gonna burst.’

‘You’ll live. Now, I want you to come here and play with my tits. Do you think you can do that?’

I don’t think he can do it fast enough. He almost trips over his own trousers getting to me, and then his hands lunge at my breasts as though magnetised. I slap them. He says sorry. But even when he’s saying it he can’t stop ogling them. I suppose they’re nice breasts – firm and full, nipples spiking upwards, skin as soft and fair as his – but even so. I just hadn’t realised, in between all of his teasing and cheekiness, that he might be so horny for me.

‘Lick your fingers, first,’ I tell him, and he does so real quick without any kind of teasing show. But then he waits, he waits, and that’s even better. ‘Now gently pinch and stroke them.’

He’s not a bad boy at all; I was wrong. He’s very, very good. He licks and strokes and thumbs my nipples, sometimes lightly pinching, other times just circling, ever slick and smooth. The ache from those tight tips soon transfers itself to my swollen clit and my empty, creaming pussy, but I squeeze my thighs together against it.

‘Suck them,’ I say, and he immediately falls to it, licking and sucking and mouthing until I’m shivering with pleasure. I even let out an ‘Oh yes, just like that,’ and he groans into the flesh of my breast.

It makes it so that I can’t wait any longer. I slip my knickers down while he’s still licking and playing with my breasts, and then I pull away briefly to sit on the desk, legs spread. The cool air feels wonderful against my heated cunt, my stiff bud, but God his mouth would feel so much better.

I don’t even have to order him either. He pushes up my skirt immediately, exposing my slick spread sex to his gaze.

‘You’ve done that to me, tease,’ I say, and part my sex lips with two fingers to give him a better view. My clit stands out proud and coated in my own arousal, and I can’t resist stroking it, lightly. ‘What are you going to do about it?’

He drops to his knees immediately. I am reminded of someone about to die and praying to God to deliver him, and, I have to say, I don’t mind that at all. He can pray all he wants at the altar of my pussy.

He hesitates before he leans forwards, but all that does is remind me how little he has hesitated so far. Not even at the lines I made him write. Not even at the spanking. But then again, you can’t exactly hesitate when you’ve rubbed your bottom into someone’s groin. It’s like a game of chicken, and no one wants to be the one who puts their foot on the brake first.

I wonder where my brake would have been, if I hadn’t decided to punish him. Would I have let him keep pushing me, going further and further? How far would he have gone?

Dirty pictures in my inbox, I think. Naughty emails and memos and oh, I should have let this game go on longer. I miss what I never got to see – him jerking off, just for me.

But now he’s licking at me, fingering me, fucking me with his mouth and hands and I can’t complain. He laves his tongue over my clit roughly at first, but soon more softly, more teasing, more exploratory.

Occasionally he replaces his flickering tongue with two fingers, scissoring around my clit and rubbing while he laps and mouths at the entrance to my pussy. The back and forth is maddening, but the caress of his tongue around every part of me sends slivers of sensation up my spine and back again. He coaxes out sensitive places I didn’t know I had, ever eager.

It’s the eagerness that makes him good really. But then he has to be – good I mean. He probably services women all the time.

Finally I give in and order him to bring me off, tugging him up by the thick hair at the nape of his neck so that his tongue can work my clit. Hearing my urgency, he laps quickly, pushing two thick fingers inside me and twisting them as he does.

It’s too much. My body seizes and my clit swells against his tongue, fresh liquid spilling over his fingers as I orgasm with a fistful of his hair clenched in my hand and my back arching. I grunt like an animal and tell him mindlessly, ‘Yes, I’m coming, I’m coming.’ Mindlessly because of course he can’t fail to realise what’s happening. 
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