

  	
	    
	      Also by Hanzel Stone

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bisexual Adventures Series

          
        
          
	          Bi-Curious Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Melanie’s Mistress

          
        
          
	          Rachel’s Revenge

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Eden's Garden

          
        
          
	          Addicted

          
        
          
	          Sharing Sabina

          
        
          
	          Scissors & Fruit

          
        
          
	          Eden's Garden: Sharing Sabina, Scissors & Fruit, Girl Talk, Addicted

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      My Secret Hobby

          
        
          
	          Test Driving Crystal

          
        
          
	          Dinner For Four

          
        
          
	          Training Raelene

          
        
          
	          Are We Going To Do That?!

          
        
          
	          My Secret Hobby: The First Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Potent

          
        
          
	          Pregnant on Purpose

          
        
          
	          Knocked Up

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Seeded

          
        
          
	          Knocked Up (Again!)

          
        
          
	          Seeded: The Pregnant Duology

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Virgin Seekers

          
        
          
	          Better Than A Book

          
        
          
	          Virgin Huntress

          
        
          
	          Deflowering Mischa

          
        
          
	          Happy Hunting

          
        
          
	          Book Detective

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Made To Share

          
        
          
	          Trois

          
        
          
	          FMLYOM

          
        
          
	          Another Happy Couple

          
        
          
	          A Simple Request

          
        
          
	          Payback Is A Bitch

          
        
          
	          Another Dumb Blond

          
        
          
	          Hand Model

          
        
          
	          Mariposa

          
        
          
	          Tramp Stamp Club

          
        
          
	          Magic Moment

          
        
          
	          Shooting Blanks

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Virgin Seekers

          
        
          
	          Rocked & Rolled

          
        
          
	          Extracurricular Activity

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Hanzel Stone’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


​SCISSORS & FRUIT

****************************************
[image: ]


(Book 3 In The Eden’s Garden Series)

by

Hanzel Stone

​Copyright 2015 by Hanzel Stone

All worldwide rights reserved

All books are a work of fiction and all characters depicted in this book are over the age of 18.  Names, characters, places and situations are the product of the author’s creation and are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locations is purely coincidental.  Any Person or Persons found to be infringing on this copyright will face legal action.

––––––––
[image: ]


Read all of Hanzel Stone’s books:

Something Special

Test Driving Crystal

Dinner For Four

Training Raelene

Are We Going To Do That?!

The First Collection: Five Book Bundle

Eden’s Garden - Addicted

Eden’s Garden - Sharing Sabina

Eden’s Garden: Three Book Collection

Eden’s Garden- Scissors & Fruit

Eden’s Garden - Girl Talk, A Collection of Four Short Stories

Eden’s Garden: Four Book Bundle - Addicted, Sharing Sabina, Scissors & Fruit, Girl Talk

Lin Fong - An Erotic Short Story

Degraded - In The Bar

Degraded - In The Bath

Degraded - In The Car

Degraded - Everywhere

Duo Érotique

Disgusted - With Myself

Disgusted - With You

Disgusted - With Us

Disgusted - Completely

Disgusted - Completely & Everywhere

​Table Of Contents

––––––––

Scissors & Fruit

Read More

About Hanzel Stone

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Scissors & Fruit


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


“I’ll be right back Eden, just relax.”

I have no idea how I’ve gotten myself into this situation.  I’m lying on my back on Mark’s bed, wrists and ankles tied to each of the bed posts, candles lighting the room just so, the flickering of the flame glowing off of the black leather blindfold lying next to me on the nightstand.  Oh, and I’m still fully clothed.

Mark had seemed like such a normal guy when I first met him.  It was 2 a.m. and JC’s birthday party had finally come to an end, she’d absolutely loved the gift of Sabina that I’d given her, and Sabina had worked up the entire room when she revealed a surprising kink (even for being as promiscuous as she was) while being gang banged, sorry, I mean ‘test driven’ by three of the guys.

Afterward, most of the ladies had gone back to Crystal and Anika’s duplex for some girl talk, and I was about to join them when I felt a gentle touch on my elbow and heard Mark’s voice ask, “Do you have a little time for me?”

I’d been wanting to session with Mark all evening so I didn’t wait to be asked twice.

“I’ve got all the time in the world,” I smiled back, and after a quick drive across town we’d settled in his living room, warming up and getting to know each other.

“So how did someone like you get involved in the Hobby?” he asked, taking a sip of his wine and watching me for my reaction, keeping his eyes locked with mine.

“Someone like me?” I laughed, fighting the urge to allow myself to be intimidated by him.  “What, you think I’m too good for this?”

“Touché,” he laughed back.  “No, what I mean is you’re a psychiatrist, right?  You counsel people on their sexual addictions all day long, like the lovely Sabina tonight, for example, yet here you are coming back to my place at two in the morning.”

“Oh I see, so you’re trying to psycho-analyze me, is that it?” I teased him, and when he started to look defensive I added, “OK, you be the doctor and I’ll be the patient.”  I paused to collect my thoughts, bathing my mouth with his wine to savor all of the different flavors, then continued.

“So I guess at some point I started to get bored with my 9-5 day job, even though I like what I do, don’t get me wrong.  One night over drinks I was talking to a girl friend who worked for a lady who arranged dinner dates for men who were in town on business, all on the up-and-up.  The guys were just looking for company for dinner, nothing more, at least at first.”

Mark nodded and waited, figuring there would be more to the story.

I rolled my eyes to emphasize the words ‘at least at first’, then continued.  “After you have dinner with the same man more than once, he naturally expects more.  So eventually I got into the routine of going back to his hotel with him and giving a blow job to the guy.  Nothing more.  I mean after all, he’s spending a lot of money to have me join him for dinner, and then the cost of the dinner itself.  For a guy that I met more than once, I figured it’s the least I could do.”

He nodded in agreement.  “Sounds like a good gig.  You’ve got your day job and you’re making good money on the side, no doubt,” Mark said, gesturing toward my body while still watching my face to see how I’d react to his toying with me.  “So what got you into escorting?”

“It was a good gig alright, but the woman who we worked for was sucking the life right out of us.  For example, I’d be out to dinner with friends, and my phone would go off and she’d expect me to drop whatever it is I was doing.  This kept happening time after time so finally I said enough is enough, and just went UTR, you know, ‘under the radar’.  It’s still a good business to be in.  Men will always want variety and when they do, I’m there for them.”

Mark smiled at that.  “You’re right, men do need variety, don’t we?  And tonight I’m glad that you’re here.”

“Well thank you.  Now it’s your turn.  So what about you, what’s your story?”

“Ah, quid pro quo, eh?  I work in real estate, some investment of my own, some sales and leasing, some property management.  I own a small company, also kind of under the radar, but we do pretty well.”

I didn’t ask the name of his company, just as he hadn’t asked me the name of the woman I worked for or the name of my psychiatric practice.  Sort of an un-written rule of the Hobby, knowing only as much as you need to know about the people you session with.

“It’s a pretty competitive market from what I hear,” I said.  “I suppose some of your clients expect you to do almost anything to get a listing?”

Mark thought for a moment, then, “Well, not so much me, probably because I own the company.  But some of the women who work for me, sure, absolutely.”

I arched my eyebrows, genuinely surprised.  “You mean they actually have to put out to get a deal done?”

Mark shook his head, looking me in the eyes, and a bit of a playful glimmer danced in his look.  “No, they don’t have to do anything.  The people that work for me do well for themselves, but some of the women in my firm want to do even better, and are willing to go the extra mile, so to speak.  Like you said, men need variety and they figure if it helps them to close the deal, then why not?”

‘Why not, indeed?’ I thought to myself.  In a way, what they were doing to make their real estate commission wasn’t all that different from what I was doing outside of my psychiatric practice.

“So you don’t blame them for doing what they do,” Mark said more than asked, reading my thoughts perfectly.  At this point, I’ll admit, I was starting to get a bit unsettled by how well he seemed to get into my mind.

I shook my head.  “No, I don’t blame them for anything.  You said yourself the people that work for you make good money, so I have to assume the women that, um, ,put out, do it because they want to, as you said, not because they have to.”

He nodded his head in agreement.  “Sure.  They’re grown ups and they know what they’re doing.  They’re just offering an extra incentive to get the end result that they want.”

A thought crossed my mind.  “The guys that work for you.  They don’t get pissed off because some of the women in your firm offer themselves as an extra ‘incentive’?”

Mark gave me a huge grin, almost as if he thought I was naive.  “Oh, the men are perfectly fine with it.  Usually they team up, a man and a woman on each team, so it’s a win-win situation for everyone.”

Wow, I had no idea that real estate worked this way.  Mark laughed.  Again, he’d read my thoughts completely.  “Surprised?” he asked.

“A little, to be honest.  But you’re obviously successful at what you do, so who am I to judge?” I replied.

Then, probably because it was almost 3 a.m., I’d had two glasses of wine and god knows how much to drink and not nearly enough to eat at JC’s party, because I’d sat at a table with Mark and watched JC eat out Sabina just a few feet away from us, because we’d watched Sabina get gang banged while JC held Sabina’s legs spread open wide, watched her beg to be marked with the sperm of the three men who had taken turns fucking her, who then answered her request by simultaneously unloading blast after blast of their cream on her face, or maybe because that deliciously warm wetness is welling up in my sex and I just wanted to get down and fuck this guy that I’d been with for the past several hours . . . probably because of all of this, some of it, or hell if I know, none of it, I let my guard down just a little too much and let my curiosity get the better of me.

“So what’s the kinkiest thing one of your people has had to do to close a deal?” I asked, lowering my eyes to break Mark’s stare, to keep him from reading in my eyes what I was really thinking.

I could feel him still looking at me, watching me, reading me, when he said, “Stand up and I’ll show you.”  He took my hand.  “Let’s go into the bedroom.”

So now here I am, laying on my back on his bed, still fully clothed, wrists and ankles tied to his four poster bed, leather blindfold on the nightstand, while he excuses himself from the room, telling me to relax, while I think to myself, ‘I’m the psychiatrist, I’m the one who graduated top of her class from one of the best universities in the country.  I’m the one who should be telling you to relax.’

That’s how the fuck I got into this situation.

And then the doorbell rings.  I strain against my restraints to lift myself from his bed, to see who’s at the door, until the muscles burn in my abs, but I can’t see a thing.  There are voices, muffled, I think it’s another man but I can’t be sure.  Then nothing, quiet, and I hear the door latch shut and see the lights dim in the living room that we were in only a short while ago.

Mark comes back into the bedroom and again I lift, strain and feel my abs burn, trying and failing to sit
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