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1. Block

 A quiet, gurgling
sound came from the next room. The sound of whiskey being poured
into a glass. Just a drink – not a large one. Megan could tell. By
now, she didn’t have to focus to determine the amount of whiskey –
didn’t even look up from the book she was reading - she just
subconsciously knew. And she didn’t really take note unless she
could hear the tumbler filling up halfway or more.

Years ago, the sound would have been preceded
by the hard clinking of ice cubes. But Adam never bothered with
that anymore. Neat was fine. He’d also accustomed himself to
somewhat cheaper brands of scotch – and whenever she was in the
mood for a drink herself, Megan found herself missing the vintage
single malts he used to buy. And so, she usually let Adam keep his
whiskey to himself. If she wanted a drink, she was happy buying her
own.

Soon she heard the soft clacking of the
computer keyboard. Adam almost only drank when he was writing. ”The
creative juice” he liked to call it – but not in a flippant manner.
In fact, he tended to view his drinking habits with a certain
bitter sarcasm. As if alcohol was a demon he wasn’t fighting
anymore – but who hadn’t surrendered, either – as if they’d reached
some kind of reluctant compromise. Or perhaps more like a Faustian
bargain: That he would never become an alcoholic – but the price he
had to pay was that he would never stop drinking, either.

Megan never worried. Adam never seemed drunk,
never got aggressive or violent – or sat around weeping with
self-pity. None of that. He’d just have a drink and write another
chapter. Of course, she’d be concerned if his drinking ever seemed
to affect his work in a negative way. But it seemed to be quite the
opposite. Every day, Adam sat down at his laptop and did a
perfectly decent day’s work. Except – it was a day’s work with
alcohol. And afterwards he’d come into the kitchen and quietly make
himself a cup of his favorite tea – as friendly and agreeable as
ever. Only slightly grumpy if the writing hadn’t gone well.

And it wasn’t going well today. That was
another thing Megan had learned by living with an author for so
many years. The soft, steady clacking of the computer keyboard
meant that Adam was making progress. A few taps now and then – but
mostly quiet – was a bad sign. Meaning that he was staring into
space, not finding the inspiration to form a single new sentence –
or critically reviewing what he had already written, unable to
change it for the better.

She felt sorry for him – wishing only there
was something she could do. He had been working on the new book for
weeks, and for some reason work on this one had proved much more
difficult than on the previous ones. Without thinking, she looked
at the cover of the book she was reading. It wasn’t one of Adam’s –
it was pleasantly entertaining, passed the time well, and had some
nicely explicit sex scenes. But she liked Adam’s books better. They
had more depth – more grit. When Adam wrote sex scenes, you weren’t
just a spectator, a voyeur gawking at the action – you physically
felt it as if you were taking part yourself.

Megan had understood that in the new novel
Adam wanted to take it a step further. He never wanted to talk too
much about his works in progress, but he wanted this one to somehow
go deeper – not just describe sex, but discuss it. What urges drove
the characters, what went on in their minds – how human sexuality
even works. After hearing about this plan, Megan had begun to worry
that it was really quite a daunting project to take on. After all –
how did human sexuality actually work? We’re all driven by it –
knows how it makes us feel – but from where do the urges originate?
Why are our desires, our kinks and fetishes all so incredibly
different? What turns one person on may be absolutely repulsive to
another. Megan hadn’t even told her friends what went on between
her and Adam in the bedroom. Not even hinted at it. She was certain
that many of them would be just horrified.

She shook her head at the thought – what
business was it of theirs, anyway? – and returned to her book. As
she was well into a sex scene – feeling herself getting pleasantly
aroused – her concentration was broken by sounds from the next
room. Adam’s chair scraping across the floor, and his footsteps as
he got up to join her in the living-room.

She looked up to find him standing in the
door, holding his unfinished drink. He sighed. She smiled at
him.

”Not going well?” she asked.

He shook his head.

”I don’t know,” he replied. ”Well, I
do know, actually. It’s not.”

”Take a break, then,” Megan said.

He looked around the room and into his glass.
Then he took a sip.

”I’m not sure,” he said. ”I shouldn’t really
... Oh, what the hell. You know? I think I do need a break.”

Megan nodded.

”Right,” she said. ”Just take a minute or
two. You’ll feel better afterwards.”

Adam sat down in the couch, facing her.

”So,” he said,”what are you reading?”

Megan held up the book cover for him to
see.

”Mmm,” he said approvingly. ”She’s pretty
good.”

Megan shrugged. She looked at the cover
again, then put the book down on the floor next to her chair.

”It’s not great literature. But it’s good
fun.”

”Yeah,” Adam agreed. ”And she knows that’s
all it is. Nothing wrong with that.”

”Do you know her?”

”I think I met her once or twice at a book
signing. She probably wouldn’t remember me.”

He took another sip of his drink.

”Oh,” Megan said. ”I bet she would.”

Adam smiled. That grateful, uncertain smile.
As if he was never sure he deserved praise in any form.

”And so ... you’re stuck?” she asked.

She knew a lot of authors didn’t like to talk
about their writing process – and especially not if it wasn’t going
well. But Adam usually didn’t mind. As long as she didn’t ask about
what he was writing, he even seemed to welcome her questions
– as if talking it over might actually help him get going again.
She hoped it did, anyway. And sure enough – her query didn’t seem
to bother him. In fact, he smiled faintly.

”Yes,” he said. ”Not really getting
anywhere.”

”Out of ideas?”

He shook his head.

”Nah,” he replied. ”It’s just the feeling ...
the feeling isn’t right. And that’s very important.”

”Mm-hm,” she said. ”Well, don’t you think it
will do you good to do something else? To get your mind off it.
Something else to occupy your mind and make you forget about the
writing for a while.”

”Yes,” he said severely.

The smile was gone from his face. Now he just
sat staring at her.

”Adam?” she asked.

He paused for quite a while before
replying:

”Stand up. And take your clothes off.”

Megan gasped. She hadn’t expected this.
Slowly, she got up from the chair.

”Hurry up,” Adam said. ”I want to see you
naked right now.”

Megan glanced at the big windows of their
living room. The blinds weren’t drawn – anyone could see them – but
she knew that Adam wouldn’t care about her protests. Hesitantly she
began to undress. She slipped out of her blouse and skirt and
placed them on the chair. Sighing, she unbuttoned her bra, freeing
her breasts. Adam leaned back in the couch, savoring the view.
Megan bent down to pull her panties off, then stood up straight,
letting Adam enjoy the view of her naked body.

”Spread your legs,” he said quietly.

Megan stood with her feet apart, her toes
digging into the soft carpet.

”Wider!” Adam ordered.

She spread her legs as far apart as she
could, feeling her thigh muscles tensing. It felt as if her pussy
was opening up, her labia gently parting, allowing Adam a glimpse
of her pink insides. His grin indicated that he liked what he
saw.

”Good girl,” he said approvingly.

Megan took a deep breath.

”I mean,” he went on. ”You have been a good
girl, haven’t you?”

”I ...”

Megan broke off in mid-sentence. It didn’t
matter what she said anyway.

”Hm? Or have you been a naughty little
slut?”

She winced at the sound of the word – winced
with anticipation. Adam picked up her book from the floor and waved
it in the air.

”Reading filthy stories like this,” he said.
”I bet you get all hot and bothered. And touch yourself. Don’t
you?”

Megan didn’t reply.

”Show me,” Adam said. ”Show me how you play
with your cunt.”

She looked him straight in the eyes, slowly
lifted her fingers to her mouth and sucked them. Keeping the eye
contact, she sensuously slid two fingers in and out between her
lips until they glistened and dripped with saliva. Then – just as
slowly – she reached down and let her fingertips touch the base of
her clit. She gasped at her own touch. Fixing her gaze on Adam she
slowly began to masturbate. Her legs trembled.

”Are you wet?” he asked.

Megan gasped – and nodded in reply.

”So you are a dirty little girl – aren’t
you?”

”Y-yes,” she replied.

Adam reached out his hand towards the
bookcase. They always had one of Megan’s favorite vibrators on
display here. It was really quite convenient. But they always had
to remember to put it away whenever there were guests in the house.
Sometimes they forgot – and the awkward silences whenever a guest
noticed it were absolutely hilarious.

Adam picked up the dildo, stood up, and
slowly walked towards her.

”Keep going,” he said calmly. ”Play with your
clit.”

Whimpering, Megan obeyed. She was so wet now,
her juices trickled down the insides of her thighs. Adam held up
the vibrator, making sure she saw it.

”I’m going to make you come now,” he said.
”Do you want to come?”

Did she? She craved the physical pleasure, of
course. And the whole scenario turned her on – being naked, ordered
about, forced to masturbate in front of Adam – she enjoyed the
humiliation of it. That always heightened her arousal – drove her
lust to a fever pitch. But – somewhere at the back of her mind she
still found it humiliating – and part of her felt some primal,
instinctive reaction – wanted to protest, wanted to make it stop.
She fought the urge to complain – and feeling the struggle going on
inside her mind seemed to excite her even more. God, she was wet
now!

“Well, do you?” Adam asked again.

“You bastard!” she whispered. “Why are you
doing this to me?”

Adam grinned. Megan heard the loud buzzing
noise as he turned on the vibrator. And then the electrifying shock
as she felt the latex toy vibrating against her clit. Adam just
held it there, as juice trickled down the insides of her quivering
thighs. Ever so gradually she felt her orgasm approaching – first
just as the slightest murmur of pleasure – but soon the sensations
seemed to grow uncontrollably, taking hold of her entire body.
Megan closed her eyes, gasping as she surrendered to her climax. As
she was just about to collapse, Adam’s strong arm grabbed her
around the waist, steadying her as she came.

“Aaah!” she cried. “Aaah!”

“Yes,” Adam whispered into her ear. “Good
girl.”

She felt his fingers poking into her slippery
cunt. Then he pulled them out and put them to her lips. She sucked
them greedily, tasting the sweet spiciness of her own juices. The
taste was delicious – arousing – shameful – all at once. Her head
was spinning. She hardly noticed Adam turning off the vibrator and
putting it away. For the time being, at least.

As he stood behind her she heard the
familiar, faint sound of his belt being pulled out of the loops in
his pants. She knew what was going to happen next.

“Bend over,” he said calmly.

Naked and still shaking, Megan bent over,
grabbing her ankles with her hands. The belt whistled through the
air and hit her hard on both buttocks at once.

Whack!

“Aaah! Fuck!”

“Shut up!” Adam gasped. “You dirty slut! Take
this! And this!”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Adam kept whipping her, his black leather
belt hitting her shapely ass over and over. Megan grit her teeth as
the stinging pain made her buttocks burn. It was pain – and it was
exquisite pleasure. She could hardly endure it – but she loved
every second.

“Ah!” she cried. “Ah! Ah! Shit!”

“Yes! Like that!”

She could hear the excitement in Adam’s
voice. This turned him on as much as it did her. Surely, he would
be getting an erection by now – a big, fat hard-on, just waiting to
burst out of his pants. The thought of it made her juicy cunt
tremble as he whipped her mercilessly.

“Please,” she whimpered. “Fuck me. Please
…”

The beating stopped. She could hear Adam
breathing hard from the strain – and from excitement.

“Say that again,” he gasped. “Say it like you
mean it.”

Megan turned around to face him. He stood
with his belt in his hand, his face red and sweaty.

“I want your cock inside me,” she said
quietly.

Breathing rapidly, he stared back at her –
his eyes glazed over with lust. She spread her legs – and with two
fingers she pulled apart her labia, showing off the wet, pink
insides of her pussy.

“Don’t you want it?” she whispered.

Adam undid his zipper and pulled his pants
down. His huge, swollen cock popped out, tense as a spring. With a
grunt of animal lust he grabbed Megan and threw her down on the
soft carpet.

“Yeah?” he gasped. “You want it? You want my
cock?”

Without waiting for an answer, he lay on top
of her and guided his swollen member towards the entrance to her
cunt. And with one powerful motion, he buried the entire length of
the shaft inside her.

“Ohhh!” she moaned.

His hands grabbed her hips, grabbed them
tight. And immediately he began thrusting – vigorously driving his
fat tool in and out of Megan’s tender, slippery flesh. He groaned
loudly with pleasure. She felt her cunt opening to him, stretching
around his shaft – clenching it as tightly as she could. As if her
pussy muscles wanted to grab that pumping cock and hold it still
inside her. But it was no use: He was too strong, his thrusts too
powerful. All she could do was feel him relentlessly plunging in
and out of her slick hole. She was just his toy. He was using her –
and the thought excited her, made her tremble again, her eyes
closed in ecstasy.

Adam fucked her in deep, powerful strokes –
she could feel his impressive muscular strength – the sheer force
of his masculine body. The very thought of this sexually excited
man using all his energy to plunge into her cunt again and again
made Megan’s juices flow abundantly – drove her closer and closer
to orgasm.

“You like that?” he whispered breathlessly
into her ear. “You like that?”

“Mmm,” she whimpered.

But suddenly she felt him pulling out,
leaving her pussy empty and open. She moaned in protest. It was as
if her labia were snapping – wanting to pull him back in. As she
looked up, she saw his cock – wet and glistening, twitching just
above her belly – only a few inches away from the mouth of her cunt
– her itching pleasure zone.

“What was that?” he sneered. “I can’t hear
you …”

His fist grabbed his shaft, lazily
masturbating as he watched her squirm impatiently beneath him.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “I love it. Please don’t
stop.”

Adam grinned.

“Beg for it!” he gasped.

“Fuck me …” she whimpered. “Please … fuck me
…”

“Louder!”

Megan took a deep breath, her entire body
trembling.

“Fuck me!” she cried. “Fuck meee!”

The neighbors would hear, she thought. And
she absolutely, positively didn’t care at all. Let them listen –
let them think whatever they liked – as long as she got Adam’s fat
cock back into her aching cunt. She saw his eyes gleaming – mad
with lust. He let out a roar as he once again buried the entire
length of his shaft inside her flesh:

”Ahhh!”

“Aaah!” she replied.

He began thrusting immediately – hard, fast,
relentlessly. Megan kicked her heels on the carpet, writhed and
whimpered, feeling her partner’s massive tool penetrating her over
and over. She knew she was about to come again – and he felt it,
too.

“Yeah?” he hissed through gritted teeth. “Are
you coming? Yeah?”

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes! Make me come.
Please.”

She felt his cock bulging inside her cunt –
and he roared like an animal as he drove her to one more climax.
Megan shrieked as it hit her, juices spurting from her quivering
pussy. Adam thrust into her to the hilt as he, too, began to
ejaculate.

“Fuuck!” he yelled. “Yes!”

His threw his arms around her. She felt him
gasping for breath as his swollen shaft jumped and spurted inside
her cunt – emptied himself of spunk, filling her up as he groaned
helplessly. He held her so tight she could hardly breathe.

As their orgasms subsided, she noticed the
silence. Only their excited breathing was heard. She felt the heat
of his sweaty skin against her own. If they could only lie here
forever ....

“Wow,” he finally whispered. “That was
amazing. You’re amazing.”

He laughed nervously.

“So are you,” she said, stroking his hair.
“You big, bad man.”

They kissed tenderly. How she wished he could
have stayed hard forever - but gradually his cock grew soft and
eventually slipped slowly out of her cunt. She felt the thick mix
of her juices and his semen oozing from her pussy.

“Mmm,” she purred.

Slowly, Adam got up and looked around the
room as if he’d forgotten how he’d got there.

“Do you want anything?” he asked.

“Just water,” she replied.

He nodded, left the room, and came back a few
seconds later with a plastic bottle of spring water – drops of
condensation twinkled on its surface. Megan – thirsty as hell –
thought she’d never seen anything more delicious.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He handed her the bottle, she unscrewed the
cap and drank. Adam took his glass and poured himself another
whiskey. Putting down the bottle, Megan stood up and began picking
up her clothes.

“No,” Adam said. “Please don’t. Come
here.”

He gestured to the armchair, then sat down
naked on the couch. Megan smiled. Adam had a bit of a naturist
streak – he loved walking around the house in the nude. She always
felt slightly self-conscious and would have preferred to cover
herself up – but on the other hand there was something very sexy
about it. Anyway, she loved to look at Adam’s naked body – and she
could tell he loved looking at hers, too. She stood by the
armchair, hesitating, then asked:

”Want to look in the book?”

Adam smiled.

“Sure.”

Megan went to the bookshelf and pulled out a
heavy volume. She brought it over to the couch, sat down next to
Adam and opened it. He gently put his arm around her.


2. Plans

 The name of the
volume was “Ars Erotica”. It could best be described as a kinky
coffee table book: A huge collection of erotic illustrations from
around the world – and leafing through it and enjoying the pictures
together had become a favorite ritual for the two of them. And yet
– Adam’s attitude to the book had been slightly strange. Not to the
pictures – he loved erotic art at least as much as she did – but to
the book itself. This didn’t make any sense, she thought. After
all, it was his book to begin with – he had brought it into their
relationship. But it was as if he didn’t like to mention it, didn’t
like to touch it. She would always have to take it from the shelf –
and once she did, he always relaxed and enjoyed leafing through it
together with her.

There were all kinds of illustrations in all
kinds of styles: Old caricatures, classic painting, cartoon-style
illustrations, even modern artworks - where Megan sometimes had to
squint to pick out the abstract renditions of cocks, vaginas and
breasts. But once she did, they could never be unseen. Megan was
very impressed by the selection of artworks: Whatever the style,
every artist managed to toe the fine line between the pornographic
and the artistically detached. Almost every single image was
simultaneously aesthetically beautiful – and arousingly erotic.
This time, a beautiful pastel of a sweaty couple entwined in the
art of lovemaking was the first to catch Megan’s eye. She gazed at
it, fascinated for a full minute. Then she slowly turned her head
to look at Adam.

“You know,” she said quietly “It’s sort of
scary how well you know what I like. Because - you really do.”

Adam shrugged.

“I don’t know,” he said. “It just happens to
be what turns me on as well.”

“That’s even scarier,” she replied. “Like we
were ... made for each other? You know I don’t believe in that sort
of thing.”

Adam laughed.

“But it’s not that complicated,” he said.
“You like being bossed around – and I like to boss around. Simple
as that.”

“The power,” she said slowly. “I like to feel
your power.”

“And you like to submit to it.”

“Mm-hm.” She paused. “I wonder why that
is.”

Adam turned a page in the “Ars Erotica”. A
delicate ink drawing showed a woman tied up and suspended in ropes.
A man had his hugely swollen cock in her mouth and was beating her
butt with a small whip. Megan whimpered slightly at the sight.

“Like that?” Adam asked. “You like that?”

She nodded.

“You know what Oscar Wilde said?” he went on.
“’Everything in the world is about sex - except sex. Sex is about
power’.”

“He had a point,” Megan agreed. “All sex is
power play one way or the other.”

”Seduction is power play,” Adam said.

“Exactly,” Megan replied. “One person wants
something – and needs to get the other person on board. And we use
any means necessary – from sweet talk to brute force.”

”So brute force is sexy?” Adam asked.

He turned the page on what appeared to be
some kind of engraving. In this image there were no ropes. A
grotesquely muscular man was holding a writhing, screaming woman
down and impaling her on his swollen cock. Megan swallowed.

“Yeah,” she said, pointing at the picture.
“Just look at that. Brute force is sexy as hell. It signals lust –
desire – that you really want me. That you want me so much that
nothing is going to hold you back – that you’ll spend all your
energy to overpower me.”

Adam nodded.

”Do you remember the first time I spanked
you?” he asked.

Megan giggled happily. Remember? How could
she ever forget? It was one of the most arousing memories she had –
and one she often relived in her mind.

They’d known each other for just a few weeks
and had been in the middle of a particularly vigorous act of
lovemaking. Megan had already come at least twice. Adam had plunged
into her brutally – she had shrieked with pleasure, egging him on,
urging him to go harder, faster.

Then suddenly, unexpectedly, he’d stopped and
pulled out. She vividly remembered the sight of his bone-hard cock,
jumping impatiently, her juices dripping from the shaft. He’d
grabbed her and placed her on all fours. Gasping for breath, she
just stood there, confused, waiting.

And then – the leather belt. He must have
pulled it off his pants – she hadn’t noticed. He folded it into a
loop and wrapped the ends – and the buckle – around his fist. She
closed her eyes, already sure what was coming.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Please.”

Please. She’d asked for it. She’d been
willing to beg for it. Not until that day had she even considered
physical pain to be a turn-on. Sadists and masochists were depraved
weirdoes living on the edge of society. She certainly was nothing
like that. Or so she’d thought. But now – sweating and shivering as
her lover drew back the arm holding the belt – she wanted him to
hit her. Wanted to feel the hard, black leather hitting her
buttocks. She couldn’t wait to discover what that particular pain
felt like – how much would it hurt – and would she be able to
endure it? Yes, she promised herself – she would endure as much
pain as he could administer – she wanted to feel it all. Megan bit
her lip.

“Aaah!”

She cried out loud as the first blow landed
on her buttocks. A violent, stinging pain. She could hear Adam
grunting with contentment. And he didn’t hesitate for a second. The
belt whistled through the air as he drew it back and hit her
again.

“Ow!” And again. “Ow!”

She remembered the shock and the excitement.
The shock – because it actually hurt more and in a different way
than she’d expected. But also – it really, really turned her on.
Without thinking, Megan’s fingers had found her clit and soon she
was masturbating as he kept spanking her with the hard leather
belt. Had he ever seen her touching herself before? Probably – just
ever so gently teasing her clit – but today she was jacking off
feverishly, droplets of juice flying around her rubbing fingers.
She felt yet another climax approaching.

Megan had gasped at the sensation. She’d
often come by masturbating – without having a cock inside her. But
this was different: Not being fucked – but spanked – to orgasm.
That felt too weird – too perverted.

“Please,” she pleaded. “Fuck me. Please!”

“No!” Adam replied.

Smack! Smack!

“I want to spank your ass!” he gasped. “And
that’s what’s going to make you come. I want to watch!”

“Aaah!” she’d cried as she came. “Aaah!”

Juices had flowed abundantly from her
quivering cunt. And immediately, she’d heard the sound of the belt
dropping to the floor – and felt Adam’s erect cock plunging into
her slippery hole.

“Yes!” he’d roared. “Yes!”

He’d fucked her relentlessly to two more
orgasms – and then – finally – surrendered himself – his twitching
member exploding in a torrent of white-hot spunk. He’d wrapped his
sweaty arms around her sweaty torso, grunting and emptying himself
into her.

She’d known then that she’d never leave him.
Never.

Megan looked lovingly into his eyes – and saw
the same love looking back at her.

For a while she’d felt slightly ashamed. But
Adam had immediately sensed that and gradually made her realize
that whatever sexual urges she had, there was nothing wrong with
them. Whatever brought her pleasure should be cherished. And the
spanking had excited both of them immensely. Adam confided that he
had spent years looking for a woman like her. And now that he’d
found her, he wasn’t going to let her go.

The next time she pulled “Ars Erotica” from
the shelf, she’d turned to images depicting spankings – by hand, by
whip, or by belt. And Adam had held her and kissed her as they
savored the illustrations of kinky sexuality.

This June they’d been together for ten years.
Never married, never even formally engaged – but they both
considered the day of the spanking their anniversary. And shortly
after that they’d bought the two engagement rings they’d worn ever
since – and still wore at this moment. Their relationship and sex
life had evolved since then – they’d experimented with whatever
they felt like trying out – and almost every time to their mutual
satisfaction. Megan wondered whether other couples – their friends,
for instance – were still as turned on by each other as they were.
Did they have as much – and as good – sex as they did? She
seriously doubted it. Of course, by now they were no longer
constantly fucking like they did when they first fell in love. But
whenever they were in the same room, Megan still felt that slight
tingle of sexual energy. It was actually hard for her to
concentrate on anything when Adam was standing next to her. Her
thoughts would invariably turn to the sex they’d had recently – or
the sex she wanted to have right now. So yes – they were a very
happy couple. And it all started with a spanking ten years ago.

“Ten years,” Adam said. “We should
celebrate.”

Megan nodded.

“Sounds good,” she said. “Like – a second
honeymoon?”

Adam smiled.

“Definitely,” he replied. “Except as you may
recall – we never had a first honeymoon.”

“That’s true,” Megan laughed. “But you have
to admit: It felt like it.”

Their recollection of that time couldn’t
possibly be true – for many practical reasons. But the way they
both remembered it they’d stayed in bed for something like two
weeks, having sex non-stop. That was what it had felt like. And
that’s what they both liked to think.

“So,” Adam said. “Should we take a trip
somewhere?”

“That would be great,” she suggested. “I put
in a lot of extra hours at the company – they owe me the time off.
And a change of scenery might help you write.”

“Yeah,” Adam replied. “I don’t really believe
in writer’s block, as they call it – but ... it seems to have hit
me this time.”

“We don’t have to go far away,” she said.
“Doesn’t have to be exotic – just different. No beaches, please.
Beaches are boring – I never know what to do there. But ... an
interesting city, perhaps.”

“And sexy.”

“Ooh, definitely. Let’s go to a sexy
city.”

Adam smiled.

“How about ... Berlin?” he said.

“Mmm,” Megan replied. “I like the sound of
that. I’ve never been, but ...”

“But what does it make you think of?”

“I don’t know. Decadence. Fetish parties, gay
and bisexual clubs, late nights on the town. I can’t remember: Did
you ever go there?”

Adam shrugged.

“Years ago,” he said. “Just briefly. A
conference. Didn’t get to see much of the city. But it looked
exciting. I’d love to go back.”

“Let’s do it!” Megan said. “Berlin it
is.”

“I’ll get the laptop.”

Adam fetched his laptop from the studio – and
they started searching for airplanes and hotels.

“Potsdamer Platz,” Megan said. “Isn’t that
right in the middle of everything?”

“I think so,” Adam said. “Berlin is huge. But
Potsdamer Platz has train station, buses, everything.”

“The view is nice.”

“Oh,” Adam said. “I know. That’s the
Tiergarten park – right behind Potsdamer Platz. It’s like Berlin’s
answer to Central Park.”

Megan nodded.

“And it’s not that expensive,” she said.
“Let’s go with that.”

“We could sleep on it,” Adam suggested.

Megan shook her head.

“No,” she said. “Let’s make the decision now.
Book the plane, book the hotel – then it’s done – and we have a
nice second honeymoon to look
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