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WHAT A FIX!



Ned and Joy were inseparable. Literally. They were in love from the moment they saw one another. At the time of their first meeting, they both had different partners. Ned was seeing a striking and statuesque waitress from Denmark. Joy was seeing a professional athlete. They both seemed wonderfully happy with their respective matches. Cupid had other plans.

They first met when they went to an after-show party with their respective partners. The party followed the premier of a wonderful romantic play. Both couples knew cast members. Different cast members. The party was a glamorous affair attended by cohorts of beautiful people. Ned and Joy mixed in glitzy circles and were used to being around wonderful human specimens of both genders (it is important for you to know that both of them were regularly exposed to glorious human forms, and that they didn’t fall in love purely out of physical attraction). The nature of the show may have affected them; heightened their intellectual and emotional desire for an incredible intimate relationship–but being in that state was unusual for neither of them. The particular circumstances of that night were not sufficient to cement their love. One can only say that Ned and Joy were destined to be united, because the instant their glances collided, Destiny drove felt, but unseen, multi-pointed hooks into their hearts and those barbs were tethered with a single strand of invisible, unseverable twine…I apologise, but I must interrupt the tale for moment here. The concept of destiny deeply troubles me. If our lives are predestined, this negates the value of us living them. Because of this, I use the word destined with great reserve. In this tale, I use it to mean that the force drawing them together was so powerful and inescapable, that you can only conclude that from the moment they met, they were meant to be together. In this sense, ‘destined’ does not mean ‘pre-determined’ it means ‘inevitable with the insight of hindsight’. There are a trillion things that could have prevented them from ever meeting. But they did meet. And from the moment they first bathed mentally undressed in one another’s lustful stares, they’d captured one another’s hearts. From then on, they were destined to be together.

How they engineered the break-ups of their existing relationships and beat a path to one another’s lives is unimportant. Within a short period of time, they were seeing each other. At the start of their relationship, whilst slightly smothered by fresh leaves that had fallen from the shaken trees of their previous relationships, their passion smouldered unseen. During this period they maintained their existing lifestyles. But the fire picked-up very quickly and flames began to replace the revealing wisps of smoke that curled silently away from them. They became a small bonfire in the undergrowth which rapidly grew into a raging wild fire. Once that had taken hold, they fuelled and consumed themselves, then fuelled and consumed themselves again, like a blazing forest that magically regenerates, never running out of combustible material. Others were less poetic in their assessment of Ned and Joy’s conduct. They saw the billowing smoke, but deemed it something foul, like noxious fumes emanating from burning crack cocaine. To those observers, Ned and Joy were all-consumed addicts, abandoning social graces and devoting themselves slavishly to their privately-shared narcotic. When they were apart, they yearned for one another’s company. When they were together, they behaved like sex-obsessed teenagers, utterly absorbed in each other, as if tasting erotic interaction for the very first time. Friends found their behaviour hard to deal with. Their professional and social lives suffered immensely. Even family members were uncomfortable with their constant need for one another. As a couple, they soon didn’t fit in anywhere. They were rejected. Junkies don’t mind being rejected. Addiction is a vicious circle. All you want is your drug, so you lose interest in anything else. Those around you cannot cope with your addiction and eventually they leave you to get on with it. Being deserted by friends and family, and sacked from their jobs, did not worry Ned and Joy. In fact, being presented with huge amounts of uninterrupted time together was exactly what they desired. Their old lives went up in smoke. Once there were no remaining ties, they sold-up, and left the city they’d lived in. They decided they wanted a simple life where they could share everything; every experience, every taste, sound and smell. They downsized and bought a small farm in the mountains. It was a goat-and-arable-farm of a decent size. It had a good herd of healthy animals and easily sustained them. It cost a lot less than their place in the city, so they had money left over too. They felt set-up for life.

Ned and Joy loved their new existence. The nearest human habitation was over six miles away. Travellers rarely trekked past. They produced wonderful cheese, which a travelling gourmet food tradesman collected once a month before swiftly going on his way. They had their own fresh water spring which gurgled out refreshing healthy natural spring water. The herd, as is the nature of goats, needed very little looking after. On the rare occasions they needed to visit it, the walk to the town was picturesque and secluded–offering plenty of good fucking locations en route. Quite simply, they could spend hours every day having passionate sex with one another. Which is what they did. They consummated their relationship constantly.

If you ever met them, you’d say their minds were linked. They were like one person. They desired the same things; they shared memories like they had experienced them from a singular perspective; they enjoyed the same food, in the same way; they even breathed in sync (whether sat pawing one another or looking at each other longingly from opposite sides of a room). They were as intertwined as two spirits could be and they matched their spiritual interdependence with constant physical interconnection. Ned and Joy were the most into-each-other couple in the history of humanity. But the tale of their relationship eclipses romance. Theirs was a love affair so intense it led to fusion.

One seemingly unremarkable morning, soon after Ned had returned from his daily inspection of the herd and Joy had laid breakfast, they were shagging as usual. They waltzed naked around the kitchen table in an erotic dance of physical union. They bumped into, and copulated against or on top of, every piece of furniture they encountered during their rousing duet. As always, objects and foodstuffs that came to hand were used as sex aids and stimuli. They fucked and fucked and fucked and fucked and fucked. Up to this point, things were relatively routine. When they both eventually came together, they were lying on the large draining board beside the sink. They stayed pressed together through to the very last squeeze of Ned’s sperm into Joy’s vagina. After that, they lay together some more as Joy ground her pussy around his still-firm cock, coming one more time. Then they lay together some more in post-orgasmic abandon. They lay there until thirst and hunger cruelly forced them to disengage. At this point things got a little weird. When they began to unravel themselves from their lengthy post-coital embrace, they found that they couldn’t. Well, not fully. During the last phase of their love-making, Joy’s left hand and Ned’s right hand had been clasped together. They stayed that way. The skin of their palms and the insides of their fingers had become one. Where they touched, the cells of the skin on their hands had joined together as tightly as the atoms of a diamond. The connection ran to the root of the cell structures, with not only their epidermis, but also their dermis, combining to form a singular mass of living tissue.

This strange physical bonding surprised them. But it didn’t trouble them. They got on with their lives as best they could, redesigning their garments, altering the way they carried out their regular tasks, but still fucking lots. Although Ned and Joy had pretty much kept themselves to themselves since moving to the mountains, they weren’t completely isolated from society. They made their occasional shag-laced journeys into town; there was the cheese trader and a few others who visited them from time to time and there were occasional passers-by. Word got out. People started talking about a couple who were permanently stuck together (it was already widely known and discussed that they copulated constantly). They started to get visitors. Inquisitive folk would hike all the way to their home to stare at them. At first the cemented couple tried to hide from their onlookers. But trying to evade the gazes prolonged each onlooker’s stay. They’d hang around until they’d had a good eyeful. So Ned and Joy gave them a good look and eventually got used to the visitors. Rumours of the connection were confirmed by first-hand witnesses. The trickle of spectators became a steady flow, which resulted in a constant band of onlookers milling about, so they let the local authority build a hiking lodge in their grounds. It got very cold in the mountains. Travellers would spend a few awe-struck nights in it before moving on. Allowing the construction of the shelter was typical of this warm-hearted couple’s generosity.

Over time, the nature of the pilgrims changed. For the first few months it was casual voyeurs, living relatively close by or in the area on holiday, who made the trek. But after the initial surge of general fascination died down, those prepared to make the arduous, meandering journey were increasingly individuals with a healthy / unhealthy interest in human sexual activity. Soon Ned and Joy’s visitors were almost entirely composed of those obsessed with, dedicated to, or addicted to sex, many of whom made repeated and prolonged visits to their little fertile plateau. Their followers included people with sexual commitment or performance issues; those engaged in sex or eroticism as a profession; and those with a scientific or academic interest in rutting. In the lodge, groups of ‘devotees’ regularly engaged in impromptu orgies and sex shows. Ned and Joy knew what was going on, but never partook, they were only ever interested in one another. They were as compassionate as they were passionate, and always made time for their disciples. They gave talks on sexual matters and the small fees they requested in return compensated them to some extent for the inconvenience of their unique physical connection. Which seemed fair. Ned and Joy became sages for the sex-needy. But whenever they weren’t busy preaching or otherwise tending to their disparate flock, they got on with their fucking.


One day, during a particularly good shag, with both sets of hands clasped together (the stuck set on one side and the previously detachable set on the other), the phenomena repeated itself. Ned’s left hand and Joy’s right became affixed. Having one hand permanently stuck to one of your lover’s can be an inconvenience. Having both sets of hands permanently attached can be a downright nuisance. From this point on, the lovers needed constant attendance. Fortunately, their already substantial throng of worshippers grew. There are innumerable reasons why many more people would choose to see them once they were joined at both hands, but this tale is long enough without me listing them. In essence, the reoccurrence of the event hugely enhanced their credibility as the living embodiment; the manifested deity of human sexual attraction. Added to that, their increased vulnerability elicited a hugely amplified duty of care from their disciples. The lodge was extended. Pilgrims were attracted from all around the world. The conjoined pair were tended to day and night. A global business sprang up, trading on their condition and lectures










OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
SELECTIONS FROM

MY
AUAT
ATE ITS QWN
ECE

TALES FOR ADULTS

ALEX BURRETT






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





