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Nothing like a hound dog in London

Malka Selby

––––––––
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GLOBULES OF SALIVA dripped from menacing canine teeth. The enormous black dogs looked hungry, violent, and much too close for comfort. Heaven knows how I didn’t see them approaching before they came within five feet.

When I noticed them, it was too late. The dog duo rushed forward, tugging at the ends of their very long leashes, and their warm breaths smelled of raw meat, death, and decay.

I only had an instant to register my distaste before a sudden gust of wind knocked me off balance. It forced me to step back, to steady myself. The same blast of air brought the dogs to a temporary halt as if a solid but invisible wall forced its way between us. As a bonus, it blew the stench of their poor oral hygiene in another direction.

The reprieve lasted only a moment before the dogs lunged. It all happened so fast that I didn’t see the dogs’ owner.

My life flashed in front of my eyes, but I never discovered how it ended.

A man stepped between the slathering hounds and me, and not a moment too soon. His rapid hand movements blurred in front of him while I froze, helpless with terror.

The creatures slowly slinked backward. They appeared as stunned as I was, and that was when I saw each of them had their massive, powerful jaws wrapped around what you might call a stick. It appeared more like two giant dogs the size of horses chewing on baby tree trunks.

The man whose intervention had cut short my terrifying ordeal altered the course of my first twenty-four hours in London.

“Are you all right?” When he turned to face me, he looked about my age, early twenties. I expected heroes to be older. Like his clothes and his tightly curled hair, his eyes were almost completed black, a mostly dilated pupil surrounded by a slither of the darkest brown I’d ever seen. 

“I’m fine,” I lied; I was shaken. “No harm done to me, but what about you? What were you thinking? Did you see the size of those teeth? They might have eaten you whole.” I talk a lot when I’m shaken. “They weren’t normal. Do you usually step into danger like that? And why were you carrying those logs?”

As if I was a wild animal in need of soothing, he raised his hand, palm towards me. “I saw the dogs from some distance away and noticed that you hadn’t seen them. I simply picked up the first things I saw lying on the street to use for defense.” His hands swept the space in front of him as he answered calmly. He didn’t appear shaken at all. Anyone would think battling rabid dogs was all part of an ordinary night out in London.

“Thank you.” Glancing over his shoulder, I expected to see the dogs and their owners, but they’d vanished, possibly taking a turn down a side street.

A second figure appeared alongside my savior, but I paid him no attention until he asked, “Do you need any help?” 

Still trembling with fear and shock, I shook my head. “No, thanks. I’m fine.” Not fine at all.

“We can escort you to the station or stay with you if you’re waiting for a lift, if you want.” Apparently, these two men were together. “Don’t worry; we’ll make sure you don’t see those hell hounds again.”

Hell hounds? Is that the official name of the breed? 

A fitting name. I’d never seen anything like them.

“I’m sure I’ll be fine,” I repeated like the part of my brain that controlled speech was stuck in one groove. There were no dogs within sight, so I readjusted my eyes to focus on the gallant men.

Two sets of concerned eyes watched me. I had the full attention of two handsome young men, so the night wasn’t all bad.

“Really, I’ll be okay. I’m staying in this hotel right here.” I nodded at the building to my left. We stood just a few feet from the door. “I don’t need to go anywhere. It was just bad timing that I met those dogs. A minute later, and I’d have been safely inside.”

At least chatting distracted me from dwelling on the lucky escape. And these men weren’t just any listeners but two distractingly hot guys. I refocused again to make sure they really were young, handsome, and gallant. To my mind, those things didn’t go together in the twenty-first century, did they?

“We’re staying in this same hotel.” My savior tilted his head and raised his dark eyebrows in surprise. An attractive smile formed on his appealing full lips. “Let’s get inside, shall we?”

I liked the way his tongue licked his lips after he spoke. I wouldn’t mind hearing him saying the same thing to me (let’s get inside, shall we?) under very different circumstances that also involved licking.

Chivalrously, he rolled his arm and bent his body in a slight bow as he said, “After you.”

Another freakish gust of wind blew along the street. I shivered and moved toward the door, fishing my keycard from my pocket at the same time. It was just after midnight, so the outer door was locked, or at least it should have been.

A group of people on their way out of the hotel held the door open for the three of us, making the white square of plastic redundant. The polite action by these strangers made me wonder how easily people who weren’t guests could just wander into the hotel. It didn’t bear thinking about. And then I stopped thinking about that because the elevator was waiting for us with the doors open.

“We’re on the third floor. You’re welcome to come to our room for a drink if you want some company while you get over the shock.” The sultry voice of the other guy issued the invitation as we entered the small square box. His warm breath caressed my ear.

“But I don’t know you.” I hit the button for the third floor.

My erogenous areas tingled with arousal.

My brain should have sent me danger alerts about entering a hotel room outnumbered by two strange men. Instead, it occurred to me that being ravished in a hotel room by wild boys was far preferable to being savaged by wild dogs. 

“My name’s Charlie,” said the dark handsome savior with the fast hands. And broad shoulders. And intense dark eyes. “And this is Neal.”

“Now you know our names, and we have beer,” Neal added, like they were a double act.

“I’m Malka, and I like the sound of a beer. I mean, I like the taste of it too. If you want to talk about beer drinking, I’m all for it.”

Leaning against the wall of the elevator with his thumbs hooked in the top of his low hanging jeans, Charlie flashed a seductive smile. “Well, Malka who likes beer, that’s put us all on first-name terms. Just say if there’s anything else we can do to make you happy.” He carried on grinning: all milky white teeth contrasting with his warm acorn skin.

Undress?

My brain flooded with inappropriate ideas before I thought of an answer that I could share.

“You should send a message to a friend telling her where you are. That’s a way to make sure you’re safe.” Neal’s suggestion endeared him to me. I’d gotten the measure of him already. A thoughtful and kind man with a smoldering, sexy friend. 

I didn’t have a phone and couldn’t text anyone, but it wasn’t something I’d often admit to. I didn’t want people to think of me as pathetic or a freak. The fact was, I was the only adult on the planet without a mobile phone. I’d acknowledge the weirdness of my situation only to my closest friends. Me and technology, we didn’t get along. Maybe I should have been born at least a century earlier. And in the current situation, I could do without the strangers believing I was vulnerable.

Shrugging in what I intended as a carefree way, I said, “I’m on the third floor as well, so it wouldn’t be too far out of my way to stop by for a sociable drink with you guys. And my instincts tell me you’re good people.”

We arrived on the third floor. Charlie led the way, and I followed his swagger along the corridor to their room.

“Malka—it’s an unusual name.” Neal walked beside me. He must have noticed that I had fixed my gaze on his friend’s arse, but he didn’t comment on that.

“I guess it might be. I’ve met a few women with the same name while I’ve been traveling, but none in England. The name’s Jewish and means queen.”

“Are you a Jewish queen?”

I laughed. “I wasn’t raised as any religion. I’m not sure about my ancestors. I expect they were Christian, as most English people are. And I went to a Christian school.” And I hoped we’d leave my background there. I didn’t like confessing to either a privileged education in an elite private school afforded by only the richest families, along with the fact of my criminally absent parents. It was all too out of the ordinary.

“Sounds much the same as us.” Charlie swiped the plastic keycard. It didn’t work. He tried it again and then again. The third time brought success, and he switched on the light as he led the way into the room. He sat down on one of the two beds and pointed to the only chair for me.

These dudes were easy to get along with, and as we were all staying in a budget hotel at King’s Cross, we had plenty in common, for sure. They were British, judging by their accents, and about my age.

At least they had two beds, which was lucky for them.

Betty and I had to share a bed. We’d only pitched up at the hotel a few hours earlier, searching for a room when we arrived straight off the train in from mainland Europe. It was dusk, and the hotel only had a few rooms left. We had no choice but to take a room for two sleeping in the same bed. Still, Betty was my dear friend from school, and we’d just spent years traveling and roughing it together. This wasn’t the first time we’d shared a bed.

“Beer? Or something stronger?” Neal offered. He’d trailed in behind and remained near the door to rummage through their luggage. He held up a bottle and a bottle opener. “We’re prepared for most things, so long as it requires alcohol.”

From where I sat, I had a good opportunity to watch him. Neal was just as fit as his friend. Appearance-wise, they looked like a couple of magazine fashion models. The sort of guys who would have no trouble tempting different women back to their rooms every night. Yet, I’d found them making their way back to their hotel room empty-handed, or they would have been if they hadn’t met me outside. And they didn’t seem arrogant, which I associated with guys who looked like that.

After kicking his shoes off, Charlie lay back, stretching out on the bed. “Or, if you prefer, not so strong? We’ve got bottles of water.”

A pack of nine sat on the desk beside me, unopened and still wrapped in aqua-blue plastic. I couldn’t miss them.

“I’ll go for a beer, thanks. It’s after midnight. Don’t you think it’s rather late for people to be out walking their dogs?”

“Dunno.” Charlie placed his hands behind his head, which was only slightly raised by his pillow. His T-shirt rode up, revealing washboard abs. “I’ve never had a dog.”

In time to rehydrate my drying mouth, Neal handed me a bottle of lager and a bottle opener. I levered the metal top loose from the bottle and gave the opener back. Taking a big glug from the bottle, I downed half of it in no time. “If those dogs got closer without biting, I’d have died from dog-breath intoxication. They should’ve been wearing muzzles. What breed did you say they were? Do you think they’re on the dangerous dog breeds register?”

“I’ve no idea. They were too big to be pit bulls.” Neal perched on the very edge of his bed with his knees wide apart and two beers in his hands, one apparently for Charlie.

“Didn’t one of you mention a dog breed before?” I asked. I thought they’d called the dogs by a specific name, but the word had fallen from my memory. They exchanged glances and didn’t answer.

“You know, while we were away, we spent many a night telling stories around campfires on beaches.” Neal shifted his weight on the bed. “I’m not suggesting we light a fire in this room, but we’d be more comfortable if we put the pillows and duvets on the floor. It’d be cozy.”

Charlie swung his legs around to place his feet back on the floor. “Great idea, Na—, Neal. more comfortable and closer.” He stood up and threw his bedding into the pit between the beds.

“I’m all for it,” I agreed. Anything to get off the plastic chair that was designed to be cheap and robust rather than stylish and comfortable. Dropping down next to Charlie, I made myself at home on his bed linen pile, which involved sitting right up close to him. I was aware of the warmth of his arm next to mine and the faint pleasant scent of cologne.

Before joining us in the makeshift pit of cushions, Neal got up and gathered more drinks, both beer and water. He put them on the floor at the foot of his bed. “We might need sustenance within arm’s reach.” Not only was he a practically minded and attentive gentleman, I decided he was every bit as sexy as his friend.

Charlie leaned forward to accept a beer bottle opened by Neal. “I like the way you’re thinking. Cheers, mate.”

When he sat down opposite me, Neal stretched his long legs out beside me, on the other side from Charlie. Neal picked up my feet and removed my shoes, putting them to one side. He placed my feet, still in their socks, onto his lap.

Attempting to control my emotions, I focused on what had brought me to their room. “Wouldn’t it be unfortunate to be killed by a dog just a few feet from the safety of my hotel?”

Neal’s fingers pressed firmly against the bases of both feet as he rubbed them. “You were never in any danger.”

How do you know that?

I merely purred as his fingers began to work the soles of my feet. Instead of telling him how much I liked what he was doing, I said, “Says the man who stood by and watched but did nothing.” Intended as friendly banter, my teasing may have sounded harsh. “Hey, don’t worry. I wouldn’t have saved you from a rabid brutal beast, either. The man who stepped in front of those dogs needs a sanity check.” I nudged Charlie in the ribs and realized we were actually leaning on one another. “If your friend wasn’t there, I think they’d have had my throat.”

“You do know hardly anyone dies from dog bites? Especially not in England. The dogs were more than likely going to lick you all over before I gave them those sticks to chew on.” Charlie picked up a bottle of water and pushed it into my hands. “Water before more beer.”

I couldn’t disagree with that wisdom.

Neal passed me my second bottle of the amber nectar, again lid still sealed firmly in place. After all the bad stories I’d heard on my travels of drinks being spiked, I appreciated seeing sealed bottles. I felt safe with these guys.

“If there’s any dog who’d want to lick you all over, it’s my mate sitting beside you,” Neal said.

“Fuck off, Neal. I’m not a dog.”

My heart beat a little faster. I ignored Charlie’s rebuff and asked Neal, “He’s good with his tongue, is he?”

Neal flashed a cheeky grin. His eyes sparkled. “If there was going to be any nuzzling involved, I think it’s Ch—, Charlie, who’s your man for the job.”

As Neal stuttered, the temperature in the room rose a couple of degrees. A warm breeze circled my neck; I thought the hotel room air conditioning must have clicked on.

Neal might have tapped into my horny brainwaves with his comment, but I could raise the ante.

“Only Charlie? My friend Betty’s gone off to spend the night with two guys she met this evening.” Lucky Betty. “I don’t think one of the guys was going to be left out. In fact, isn’t there a saying, ‘one man’s good and two men are better’?”

Charlie turned his head towards me, which put his mouth very near mine. “I’m not impressed by a friend leaving you alone in London like that, where you might be attacked and eaten by wild beasts.”

“You just said hardly anyone ever dies because of a dog bite, as if I was at more risk of being run over by the night bus.” My body might react in the usual way to how gorgeous this man looked and smelled, but the feminist in me refused to let any man tell me women need to take additional precautions for our own safety simply because we were women. Even if I had enjoyed him being gallant and chivalrous. “Anyway, she didn’t just abandon me. She asked me if it was okay. We were only in the bar next to the hotel. A girl should be able to walk from one building to another, just a few yards, at any time of day or night.”

Having reached the ends of my feet, Neal squeezed my toes. “I agree with you. The streets should be safe for everyone. I’m not so sure about your misquote. Isn’t it from Orwell’s Animal Farm? We read it in school.”

His fingers distracted me by kneading my heel and ankle, and I wondered what else those strong fingers could do. I had no idea that feet in general, and my toes in particular, had a direct connection with the clitoris.

“I read Animal Farm at my school too.” Even I heard how breathless I sounded when I spoke. And it wasn’t George Orwell that had me gasping.

“Then you remember it wrong. It’s four legs good, two legs better.” Charlie’s voice sounded like a low-pitched purring lion in my ear.

My insides heated to the core, and one area became considerably wetter.

“Hmm, that can’t be right.” I pointed at Charlie. “You’ve got two legs, and he’s got two legs. Four’s definitely better. You two saved me from the jaws of death, and I think I’m entitled to celebrate the splendid things being alive has to offer.” I turned my face toward Charlie. His face was right there next to mine. His rough-stubbled cheek scratched against me, but when it met mine, his mouth was something else. He tasted of red-hot, sexy man: yes, that is an official flavor.

Even though I was busy kissing his friend, Neal didn’t stop working on my feet. He pulled my toes and twisted his fingers around and in between them and twisting the cotton sock fabric at the same time. He squeezed my little toe and said, “This little piggy went to market.” Moving to the next toe, he did the same. “This little piggy went to school.” And then the next. As he worked through the digits, each squeeze and pull tugged away a layer of my protective inhibitions and took away my breath.

“This little piggy had none.” Neal’s voice sounded sultry.

Pulling away from Charlie, I declared, “There’s no need for any of us to have none.” And I resumed the kiss while they took me closer to squealing all the way home.

Although this seemed sluttish and forward of me, I’d never felt safer. It was like I’d known these guys forever. And, what’s more, I’d grown sick of being careful and boring. I’d done that for years while traveling in countries where I didn’t speak the national language. I’d come back without a personal horror story about being raped or drugged, thank goodness, but I’d not slept with nearly enough people, in my opinion, and I’d never had a threesome.

Neal didn’t disappoint when his little piggy ran home. Firmly, he stroked his hand right up my leg and up the inside of my thigh. The movement was slow enough for me to call a halt if I’d wanted to (I didn’t), but fast enough to be perfect.

Don’t stop.

“Don’t stop.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Gasping for air in the King’s Cross hotel

Malka Selby

––––––––
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SLOWLY, I SLIPPED BACKWARD until I lay on the makeshift mattress of duvet and pillows between the beds. Charlie came with me, his lips sealed with mine in a breathtaking kiss that continued when he was half on top of me.

A warm breeze seemed to whip around the room; it must have come in through an open window, even though the sound of traffic did not. Or it might have been a silent air conditioning system, if such a thing existed.

Neal moved with me too. He changed his position so that he lay next to me. Meanwhile, his hand smoothed up and over my jeans, pausing when he reached the sensitive part at the top of my inner thigh. Thick denim didn’t prevent this from feeling incredible and intimate. His warm hand cupped my crotch. The pressure of his fingers created friction where it mattered most and where I wanted them. He pressed against my nub. He didn’t stop there. His hand continued up, and he popped the top button of my jeans but attempted to disrobe me no further.

I gasped when he tucked his fingers just under the waistband of my jeans and stroked my bare stomach. Instead of going deeper, he drew his hand up under my top until he found Charlie’s hand already cupping one of my breasts. Luckily, I have two.

Neal’s hand worked its way under Charlie’s body until I had the hands of two men squeezing my breasts and teasing my nipples.

I broke my kiss with Charlie to turn and kiss Neal. And why not? Neither of the men seemed to mind sharing me, so I intended to make the most of it.

I hadn’t figured out where to put my own hands, so I decided using them to pop open my jeans and push them down might be an excellent move. It was already late at night, and I wanted to encourage these guys to get on with things, not politely take their time. I didn’t need seducing.

When Charlie realized what I was doing, he sat up. I was too busy with my mouth attached to the other guy’s face to check on Charlie, but he batted my hands away and took over. He pulled my jeans and underwear right down my legs and all the way off.

Bare arousal swept through me. Some of it seeped out on to Charlie’s fingers as they slipped over my moist folds. “You’re so very wet.” His low breathy voice sounded in awe of my wetness, but the two of them had only themselves to blame. And if he thought that was wet, I ought to warn him about the coming flood. 

There was no way the dam of self-control would stay in place for long. Not when my hands were exploring the undulating landscape of Neal’s sculpted torso and while his hand taunted my bullet-hard nipple. He turned out to have the physique of a god under his clothes. His kisses tasted of pure sex.

An orgasm very soon was almost guaranteed.

Especially as long as a second, equally sexy guy touched me there. 

Please, don’t stop.

Although I’d have liked more attention inside me as well, Charlie didn’t keep stroking me.

It was too much for my sanity. Didn’t he hear me say, don’t stop? The bastard would make me beg. Before I pushed Neal away so that I could beg, Charlie shoved my legs apart.

Jeez.

He slipped his broad shoulders between my knees. My private lady-parts became available for his scrutiny, and looking wasn’t all he’d do.

Oh, mercy.

His hot tongue was just what I wanted right then, and exactly what I got.

Fuck me.

Squirming under his touch, I didn’t want to throw him off, but the sensations his mouth delivered to my clit weren’t the sort of thing a woman could stay still for.

I bent my knees and planted my feet firmly on the floor so I could raise my pelvis up toward the source of pleasure. And I held on to Neal as if my life depended on it, kissing him for all he was worth.

Kissing and moaning into his mouth and thrusting upwards. My juices flowed like he’d tapped into a buried water source and my love tunnel had sprung a leak. My body was doing its own thing, no longer under my conscious control. My brain worked in its own mysterious way, too.

I was going to fucking come right there and then like that between these two guys, who still had all their clothes on and didn’t seem to mind if I used them for my sexual gratification.

Fuck me. Fingers.

I was too aroused for one finger, and I wasn’t sure I’d have felt it in my channel, which was awash with more lubricant than many well-oiled machines.

Fortunately, he pushed far more than one finger inside. I didn’t see, but I’d guess three. And just like that, my body contorted, cramped, spasmed, and urged him to thrust in and out.

He did. Good boy. He thrust in and out with his fingers and kept his mouth over my clit, and I tried not to thrash about—not too much—through my orgasm.

The air was sucked from my lungs.

I was breathless.

Gasping for oxygen.

Climactic sensations seized me.

Not only did I come, but I let myself go—true and complete release. In a way that I never dreamed possible with men I’d only just met. With strangers.

I relaxed in a way that was usually only possible on my own. I hoped I’d one day find myself at such uninhibited ease with a lover. Someone I knew well and trusted. It seemed impossible—this level of arousal, of carefree abandon... with strangers. And yet I was there. Living it.

When I came, the men didn’t stop and withdraw from me, like other lovers I’d had.

Charlie slowed his movements right down, and a finger dropped from my pussy, but he didn’t pull out completely. He didn’t remove his tongue from my clit either, not until I pushed him away.

Charlie licked around his lips before wiping his face on the back of his hand. “You taste magical. I could never get enough of you.”

Neal huffed. “I wish I were in his position, but your mouth tastes amazing, too. I’ve wanted to kiss you since forever.”

“We’ve only just met.” I ran my hand down to grope the bulge of his crotch. Neal’s dick was hard, thick, and long, and I wanted it.

“Have we?” He groaned. “It seems as if I’ve known you forever.”

He wanted something.

I moved to undo his jeans, but his hand fell over mine. “Hold on. I’m already on the edge.”

“What about you, Charlie? Are you all right down there?” I looked down my body at the other man, who grinned back at me, looking very pleased with himself.

He gave me a thumbs-up sign with one hand. The other was still attached to my do-da. “Hope you’re ready for more.”

“Are you kidding? This is my first ever threesome. I don’t mind if it goes on all night.” So I’ve got a great story to tell Betty, I thought, but I didn’t tell them that bit. “But I shouldn’t be the only person without pants.”

Two grinning guys shook off their clothes, tops and bottoms. I still wore my top, but I did not attempt to remove it. For one thing, it was a bit breezy in their room, although it had stayed warm enough. And for another, watching the two men strip commanded all my attention.

They had the bodies of supermodels. It was a little intimidating, and I thought I might never get to shag anyone so easy on the eye ever again, so I’d better make the most of it.

And then there was the bonus of two men at once.

“If you enjoyed what we just did, I’d like to swap positions and have a turn at eating your pussy.”

Oh, god. Yes.

I expected they’d want to get on with the fucking, eventually. Possibly double-entry or spit roast. Wasn’t that what men wanted when they shared a girl? And I wasn’t about to say no. I wanted to try those things too, but I’d be more than willing for more pussy-licking and kissing first.

Neal proved as expert at oral and fingering techniques as his pal. Didn’t they say they’d gone to school together? Well, they must have excelled in this lesson—top of the class.

Speaking of outstanding, while
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