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CHAPTER ONE


Desmond was happy to be
able to put his feet up after a mare of a day at work. Jacquie had
pouted when he'd declined her invitation to 'some
take out and just a couple of drinks' at hers with Nate - he knew a
couple of drinks usually lead to waking up on her couch with his
face in a puddle of drool and a pounding skull. He hated to
admit it, but the man could drink him under the table, and
Natealways seemed to egg them on. He still had to return to the
studio in the morning, and he'd rather not do it on a Jacquie
induced hangover.

 

Instead, he was looking forward to
spending some quality time with his new toy - a brand new
iPhone he'd purchased just that week. He was still trying to figure
his way around the interface and find out what sorts of cool apps
he wanted to get. He was messing around with the camera feature
when a knock on his door startled him.

 

"Yeah, come in," Desmond
called out as he posed for a silly selfie.

 

The door opened and closed
and he turned to see DemureDavis standing in his flat wrapped in
nothing but a terry-cloth bathrobe. A rather thin
terry-cloth bathrobe.

 

"Oh, am I glad you're
here, Desmond," she said. "Would you mind terribly if I borrowed
your facilities?"

 

"Um, yeah...
what?"

 

"I really am sorry, but I
tried Jacquie, and she's not there - there's some sort of plumbing
issue in my flat. Maintenance is supposed to see to it in the
morning, but I was getting ready to hop in the shower, you
see."

 

After the initial shock of
seeing her wore off, Desmond grinned and, pocketing his
phone, leapt
to his feet. "You're back!" In two strides he had
her engulfed in a bear hug.

 

"Put me down you daft
man," she said through a burst of giggles. "It's good to see you
too, honey."

 

"When did you get
in?"

 

"Flight landed in London
this morning, but I had a few things to take care of before I could
get out here. Just drove in about half an hour ago."


Desmond took a step back
and drank in the sight of her. He was terribly fond of Demure. She
had mentored him when he first joined the company but had
subsequently left in search of greener pastures, to the US of all
places. "Gosh. It really is fantastic to have you back."

 

"Thank you, honey. Now
about that shower... I'm afraid I haven't seen running water since
leaving New York yesterday."

 

He noticed she was
clutching a toiletry bag, and for some reason, it tickled him
to see her feet were bare, and her toes were painted an alarming
shade of purple. "Yeah, yeah. Go right ahead. If you don't
mind, it's a bit of a mess. Sorry."

 

"At this stage, you could
be keeping snakes in there, and I wouldn't care. This way,
right?" She pointed down the passage, and he nodded. He followed
her with his eyes as she traipsed off to his bathroom, her hips
doing that unconscious sway that caught him every time. He shook
his head and grinned. Life was always full of the unexpected when
Demure was around. He couldn't wait to start shooting with her
again.

 

He was about to plonk back
down on the sofa when he remembered there were no clean towels in
his bathroom.

 

He shot through to the
cupboard in the spare room where he kept some of that stuff and
managed to pull out a couple of clean albeit mismatched towels for
Demure to use. Clutching the bath linens, he tentatively rapped on
the bathroom door. When Demure didn't answer, he knocked a little
louder, and then put his ear to the door.

 

She had his radio blasting
some ridiculous pop song and was singing along rather loudly and
off key. He really didn't want to embarrass her.

 

He supposed he could just
leave the towels outside the door, but then how would she know they
were there? She'd be dripping wet with nothing to dry herself with.
 An image flashed through his mind, and Desmond blushed. He
probably shouldn't be thinking of Demure like that. He would just
crack open the door and slip the towels inside. That should be
okay. She wouldn't even know he was there. Besides, it's not like
he would be able to see her through the opaque shower
curtain.

 

Desmond turned the knob
slowly and opened the door just wide enough to pass the towels
through. Just as he was about to close the door again, he looked up
and froze. He caught a glimpse of pale gold skin and the curve of
her back. Christ. She
hadn't pulled the curtain all the way closed, and through the gap,
he could see a portion of her naked body. From her thigh to her
round full arse and her impossibly tiny waist, then up her back to
her long neck, exposed due to her curls now twisted up on top of
her head as she worked a lather of shampoo through them.
She had no idea he was there, staring.

 

He knew he should shut the
door and walk away, but he was mesmerised. He'd seen Demure naked
before–a flash of skin
at their gym when he’d accidentally walked into the women’s locker room, and she had a gorgeous
body - but this was different. There was something so physical
about her, so ripe and magnetic. He was hardening in his jeans
quite against his will. Fuck, he should get out of there right now,
what the hell was he doing? She could turn around any moment and
spot him spying on her. He couldn't help himself, though. He
watched as soap and water slid down her curves, caressing her skin
in a way his fingers were suddenly itching to do.

 

With shaking hands, he
reached into the pocket of his jeans, biting back a groan as he
brushed against his erection. His mind blanked of thought. He
certainly wasn't going to think about what he was contemplating.
Carefully, he pulled out his new phone and tapped the camera icon.
He raised it up until the line of her exposed back was brought into
the frame. She was rinsing out her hair,
now, her head thrown back and her back arched. He took a shallow
breath, and just as Demure lifted an arm to expose a part of her
breast, Desmond pressed the button to release the shutter and took
the photo.

 

He quickly stuffed the
phone back into
his pocket and closed the door softly.  With
a pounding heart, he stumbled back through to the lounge. What had
he done? Christ, he was going to go to hell. Desmond ran his hand
through his hair several times. What sort of person was he? He'd
just violated her privacy, and now he had evidence of it
on his phone. Fuck.

 

He collapsed onto a chair
and squeezed his eyes shut, but it was no good. The image of Demure
in his shower was seared onto his retina, and his phone was burning
a hole in his pocket. And then there was the problem of his very
prominent erection pushing up against the zip of his low hanging
jeans. His hand dropped involuntarily to his crotch, and he
squeezed at the bulge, letting out a small moan. Then, he slipped
his hand beneath the band of his pants and grasped his
cock.

 

His mind brought forth the
vision of Demure, naked and dripping from the shower, stalking
towards him with a hungry look on her face. Quickly, he unbuttoned
his jeans and slipped them down a fraction, just enough for him to
free his cock and give him room to find release.

 

Desmond screwed his eyes
shut and worked
his hand up and down his length with regular
strokes. The smooth skin of his cock chafed without proper
lubrication, frustrating him, so he brought his hand up to spit
into it when he heard the bathroom door click open. Desmond yelped
and scrambled for the first thing he could find, a tatty old
blanket, which he dragged up over his exposed crotch. He shut his
eyes and feigned sleep.

 

Her soft footfalls against
the wood of his floor sounded like thunder to his ears.

 

"Taking a nap,
honey?"

 

His eyes snapped open.
"Yeah." His voice was a croak. "Long day."

 

She was wearing one of his
towels wrapped around her head, and her robe pulled tightly
around her, was a bit damp. He could see the shape of her nipples
through the cloth. His cock twitched beneath the
blanket, and he paled.

 

"Everything okay?" she
said.

 

"Yeah. Yeah, fine. Just,
you know, knackered."

 

"All right. I'll leave you
to it, then. Thanks for letting me use your shower. I almost feel
human again."

 

"No problem.
Anytime."

 

"I'll just... let
myself out, then?"

 

"Yeah. Okay."

 

Demure turned, and Desmond
bit his lip hard at how her bathrobe clung to her curves,
accentuating the shape of her arse deliciously. When she reached
the door, she turned and said, "How about we catch up in the
morning? Come over for breakfast - I'll make you pancakes, American
style. I even brought some maple syrup with me this
time."

 

He nodded. "Okay. Sounds
good."

 

"All right, then. See you
tomorrow, honey." She cocked her head and gave him an odd look.
Desmond glanced down at his crotch, fearful he had exposed himself
somehow, but there was no way she could know unless she had
x-ray vision. He gave her a sickly sort of smile and
nodded.

 

She vanished out into the
night, closing the door behind her, and he collapsed back onto the
chair.

 

Desmond slid down and,
spitting into his hand, reached under the blanket. This time the
friction was good. The saliva mixed with the precum that
seeped from his tip, and he was able to find a smooth rhythm with
his hand.  It didn't take long before his blood pounded
through his veins and the build-up began at the base of his spine.
He was so close, it was agonising, but, for some reason, he
couldn't quite bring himself over the edge.

 

With a groan of
frustration, Desmond finally gave in and pulled his phone from his
pocket. He tapped the phone with a shaking finger
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