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L

C R I M I N A L  I N  T E N T

illy desperately tried to reposition her sore body for what felt

like the hundredth time. She was highly aware of various sharp

stones prodding into her back, thanks to the thin groundsheet of

dubious quality. Her toes were frozen, her nose had lost all feeling

some hours before, and the slow, steady breaths she inhaled were cold

to her lungs. It had felt like such a good idea to go camping on her

own, in an attempt to get over what had been a pretty shitty year so

far. But looking at her decision logically now, in retrospect, Lilly

wasn’t entirely sure she hadn’t just made a bad situation worse by

deciding to holiday under a canvas roof. A canvas construction which,

incidentally, had been sold to her as a “cavernous four-man tent”, but

in reality, barely had enough capacity to house herself and her

luggage. She was due to stay here for another three nights, but had to

question whether her heart was really in it anymore.

On the positive side, at least the weather had been relatively kind.

Rain or cold wind would have made the experience quite unbearable,

but England was currently enjoying a warm summer spell. The British

weather was known to be notoriously unreliable but, so far, it hadn’t
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let her down. She couldn’t quite imagine the misery involved in

camping out during the cooler months.

Deep under the covers, Lilly rubbed her hands vigorously across her

thighs, in an attempt to generate some heat via friction. She wasn’t

entirely successful in her quest, only managing to make her arms feel

tired after thirty seconds of sustained effort. Bollocks! She seriously

missed being at home right now, furnished with the untold luxuries of

central heating, running water and a non-chemical toilet.

Not that her home was really her home anyway, given that Lilly was

staying with her parents, following the break-up of her former rela‐
tionship some six months previously. She’d never been one to play the

field, happy to settle down in her early twenties with Stuart, her

perfect guy...or so she thought. For almost ten years, Lilly had

believed them to be happy, until one day, Stuart upped and left with

precious little explanation. At first she’d been intensely sad, but that

sadness had soon turned to anger when she discovered he’d been

cheating on her during their last year together. Strangely, she wasn’t

just angry with him, but also with herself. For being played. For

allowing herself to be moulded around his requirements, rather than

concentrating on her own desires. For wasting so much of her young

life on him, when she could have been out having fun, making friends,

and searching for a man who was truly worthy of her time. Double

bollocks.

In truth, that was part of the reason for Lilly’s camping trip, to allow

her to focus on becoming whole again. To get out there and live a

little. Not that she’d been doing too much living during the past few

days; her main concern was currently to avoid death by hypothermia.

And from a socialising perspective, things weren’t exactly going well

there either. She’d managed to pitch her tent at the very furthest edge

of the site, as far away from the other campers as it was physically

possible to be. In her head, Lilly justified this by acknowledging that

she wasn’t great in company at the moment. But wasn’t that a self-
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fulfilling prophecy? The less she mingled with people, surely the

worse she would be at socialising?

Rolling over, Lilly moved one tightly packed arm up her body and

flicked on her watch. It was only half past three in the goddamn

morning, and she’d already woken up at least five times. Daring to

pull her arm out completely, she reached through the cool night air

for a swig of water. Suddenly, the low hooting sound of an owl caught

her attention. Incredibly close, the bird must surely be perched just

outside, in the woodland adjacent to which her hateful tent was

pitched. A dart of excitement unexpectedly shot through Lilly’s body.

If she was very, very quiet, might she be able to catch sight of that

beautiful nocturnal bird? Through the thin canvas above her head, it

was obvious that the moon was shining brightly tonight. Seeing an

owl in its natural habitat would certainly go some way towards

making up for all the discomfort she was currently suffering. It had to

be worth a try?

As carefully and quietly as possible, Lilly unzipped both the interior

fly sheet and the exterior canvas of her tent, all the while remaining in

her sleeping bag, in the hope that she’d cling on to the residual

warmth her chilled body was so desperate to maintain. Poking her

head slowly outside, she was surprised to discover the air was even

colder, suggesting that despite all her grumbling, the tent must have

some redeeming insulating qualities.

Twisting around to look up at the tree line, Lilly lay there peacefully,

beneath the light of the full moon, searching fruitlessly for her avian

visitor. Incredibly, it could almost be day, the moonlight was so

bright and clear, the dark night interspersed with tiny pinpricks of

light, burning thousands of light years away. As her eyes adjusted

further, Lilly found that she could just make out various

surrounding shapes. There were other campers’ tents, their cars, and

distant campervans. Then, slightly further still, but almost within

touching distance, the moonlight twinkled across the ever moving

surface of the adjacent sea. The waves were forever lapping gently
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against the shore, incidentally controlled by the huge white orb

which hung low in the sky above her. Coupled with the rhythmical

sound of breaking waves moving their way up the sandy shore, it

was idyllic indeed. And yet such tranquillity was not destined to

remain.

In the far distance, the wailing sound of approaching sirens began to

encroach on the sylvan scene. Instinctively, Lilly felt her heart rate

increase, naturally concerned that somebody might be in trouble.

Twisting around to face the source of the disturbance, she watched a

set of blue flashing lights illuminate the surrounding white, chalky

landscape. Speeding along the coast road in her direction, the sirens

only ceased when their accompanying vehicles came to a stop lower

down the valley, right outside the entrance to the campsite.

Suddenly, through the night scene, a horrified Lilly became aware of a

flurry of activity, as the heavy footsteps of two adult men running at

full pelt passed within mere meters of her location. Fortunately, they

were so caught up in their task of escaping that they didn’t see Lilly

staring open-mouthed, desperately trying to control her breathing, so

as not to give her isolated location away. She watched them race into

the nearby undergrowth, where a small footpath led towards a chil‐
dren’s play area. Seconds later, the relative peace was disturbed by the

police arriving on the scene, their approaching voices calling out for

assistance. Slowly, the campsite became a mass of activity, as tent zips

opened all around her and confused, bleary-eyed faces gazed out.

A group of uniformed policemen were making their way steadily

uphill towards Lilly’s location. Then, almost as though they were

conversing psychically, one of the officers glanced in Lilly’s direction

before marching determinedly towards her. Lilly was very aware of

the thoughtful officer directing his powerful torchlight elsewhere, to

ensure he didn’t blind her. All the same, it wasn’t until the man had

practically reached the mouth of her tent that her eyes were finally

able to make out his features. In the dim light, she couldn’t be entirely

sure, but from what she could see, he was fucking gorgeous. Instinc‐
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tively, she pulled her sleeping bag a little more tightly around her

chest and sat up a little straighter.

‘Good morning, Ma’am,’ he said in a deep voice that sent a tingling

sensation straight up her spine and into the back of her skull. Simulta‐
neously, Lilly experienced a delicious fluttering sensation low down

in her abdomen. It was an instinctively physical reaction to the pres‐
ence of such a sexually attractive human being. ‘I’m sorry for the

disturbance.’ Somehow, Lilly stopped herself from suggesting he

could disturb her anytime he wished.

‘No problem,’ she replied, attempting not to stutter like a naïve

schoolgirl. In the back of her mind, Lilly hoped the man might have

singled her out for a reason, but she was forced to acknowledge that

he’d probably only chosen her because she looked like one of the few

sane people here, given she wasn’t manically shouting or obviously

intoxicated. ‘Is everything alright?’

Fine. It was a stupid question. Clearly, the answer was no. But in that

moment, those words were all her lustful brain could generate.

‘Unfortunately, we’ve had reports of a robbery and assault of two

vulnerable local residents.’

‘Oh how awful!’ gasped Lilly. As her hand flew to cover her mouth, all

thoughts of long, sticky nights exploring the undoubtedly fantastic

physique of this sexy policemen were temporarily abandoned.

‘Have you seen anything suspicious?’

‘Yes, actually,’ she admitted. ‘I was just admiring the stars before you

arrived and two men ran up that path. There,’ she pointed. The police

officer looked pleasantly surprised. Apparently, members of the

public weren’t normally quite so helpful.

‘Thank you, Ma’am,’ he said sincerely, his hand automatically drifting

towards the radio secured on his broad chest. ‘Thank you very much.

I’ll be back to collect your details later, if that’s okay?’ And without

waiting for a reply, the officer turned and ran towards the footpath
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Lilly had identified. Having briefly shouted instructions into his radio,

he pulled out a baton in preparation for a potential altercation. Lilly

watched, beyond impressed, as his strong beam of torchlight swiftly

disappeared into the undergrowth.

Instantly concerned about one brave officer racing after two poten‐
tially dangerous criminals, who might very well cause him harm, Lilly

threw on a strange combination of clothing, shuffled into her thick

coat and wellington boots and pulled herself to standing. Locating

herself in front of the tent, she then spent a short time directing

multiple officers who were arriving on the scene, towards the correct

location.

‘That way! They all went that way!’ she shouted, pointing her much

fainter torchlight towards the footpath in question.

For a short time, the area was filled with loud mutterings as campers,

uncertain as to what was happening, started to talk with their families

and neighbouring tents. Before anybody realised, a tight-knit commu‐
nity had suddenly sprung up from nowhere, united against those that

might harm them. Even Lilly, in her previously isolated state, found

herself relaying the events of that night to the campsite manager, a

family of five from Brighton, and a group of bikers, freshly arrived

from the Isle of Man. It was literally the most sociable she’d been for

her entire holiday.

A full half hour passed as she waited, pacing outside her tent, before

witnessing two handcuffed men being accompanied back through the

grounds. By this time, many of her fellow campers had returned to

their tents, hoping to catch up on their sleep, ensuring the

surrounding environment was peaceful once more. The last person to

reappear was the sexy officer she had originally directed up the foot‐
path. Lilly felt a flood of relief that he was safe; an emotion which was

amplified when she realised he was carrying a number of forensic

bags, one of which contained a large knife.
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As their eyes met again, Lilly felt her tummy roll over with desire.

With a small smile and a nod of recognition, the police officer headed

straight towards her. Now on her feet, Lilly swiftly realised what a

powerful man he actually was. Previously she’d been lying down, so it

was probably perfectly natural to feel rather small in his presence. But

she was upright now, and yet the closer he came, the more she felt

dwarfed by him. The guy must be well over six foot tall, with an

incredibly ripped body, if her smutty imagination was any judge. She

felt heat instinctively flood her pussy as a low-level but no less persis‐
tent throbbing commenced. It wasn’t as though she needed her body

to inform her quite how much she desired this guy, but it did so all the

same.

‘Thank you very much for your assistance, Ma’am,’ said the police

officer respectfully, as he stopped just in front of Lilly. Instantly,

thanks to his proximity, the most delicious scent she had ever inhaled

began to drift into her nostrils. It was a combination of his divine

masculine aroma, coupled with what smelt like an expensive after‐
shave, that wafted through the narrow space separating them and

made Lilly feel quite lightheaded.

‘You were instrumental in helping us catch the assailants. I doubt we

would have been successful without your help.’ As Lilly was warmed

by his praise, she noticed that he was careful to speak in a low voice,

only after the men in handcuffs had been entirely removed from the

vicinity, no doubt to protect her identity and safety. She was grateful

for his thoughtfulness. ‘I’m sorry if our intrusion disturbed your

sleep.’

‘It’s not a problem,’ admitted Lilly. ‘I was already awake. We might be

out in the middle of nowhere, but this location is far from peaceful.’

As though to provide compelling evidence to support this statement,

an unholy scream suddenly echoed through the previously still

night air.
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‘What the...effing hell is that abominable noise?’ he exclaimed, clearly

trying to maintain a professional image, despite feeling the urge to

swear at such an objectionable racket.

‘The cockerel,’ giggled Lilly, for once able to see the funny side of the

situation. That certainly hadn’t been the case, on every other morning

so far this week, but she couldn’t fail to be amused by the officer’s

reaction. She’d always been led to assume that cockerels made a cock-

a-doodle-doo noise, but not this one. In her mind, this cockerel

sounded more like a goat being strangled, while it played the

violin...badly. Very badly.

‘But it’s four o’clock in the morning!’ he complained.

‘Yeah, tell me about it... Just wait until the neighbouring cockerels join

in. That’s when the fun really starts.’

‘Something gives me the impression that you might not be enjoying

your stay here,’ he observed, a teasing inflection in his tone.

‘Let’s just say, it felt like a good idea at the time of booking. I’ve since

had a change of heart and decided camping really isn’t for me. It’s

bloody uncomfortable for a start and I miss my home comforts. But I

haven’t had the inclination or energy to find anything else yet.’

‘Perhaps I ought to take down some details, then?’ he grinned. ‘Before

you do a runner and we lose touch?’ There was something in his tone

which made Lilly’s hormone-laden body read a deeper meaning into

his statement. ‘Would you...er...like me to accompany you back to your

tent first, to make sure it’s safe?’

Lilly felt herself blush. There was no doubt in her mind now. Some

double-meanings were starting to fly around this conversation like

wildfire.

‘I would like that very much indeed,’ she admitted, in a somewhat flir‐
tatious manner.

‘In which case, please lead the way, Ma’am.’
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‘My name is Lilly. Lilly Edwards,’ she admitted softly. Knowing full

well that the officer already knew where her tent was located, she was

attempting to fill what would otherwise become a dangerously seduc‐
tive silence.

‘Well, that’s answered my first question,’ he teased. ‘If you can guess

what my other questions are, I could well be out of a job.’

Having reached the tent, the officer squatted down, before confirming

it was empty and therefore safe to enter.

‘It’s very...compact,’ he said, as though trying to find a compliment, but

failing.

‘Small, you mean?’ laughed Lilly. ‘Yeah, it is.’

Unexpectedly, the officer then held out his hand to assist Lilly back

inside. Taking it, she felt a rush of desire almost bowl her over, as his

soft, warm fingers tenderly cradled hers. Grateful to be sitting down,

given how much her legs were now shaking, Lilly kicked off her boots

before naturally shuffling back inside her sleeping bag, in an attempt

to get warmer. Having stood outside in the cool night air for the

better part of half an hour, she was now truly cold...all the way down

to the bone.

‘You seem very calm about what happened tonight,’ he observed from

the doorway.

‘Well, there’s no point losing your head in a situation, is there? You’re

no use to anybody then.’

‘My sentiments exactly,’ the officer confirmed, regarding her with

something close to admiration. ‘So, can you guess what my other

questions are?’

‘Um...my address?’ suggested Lilly, rattling the information off as the

officer scribbled into his notebook.

‘Good,’ he said teasingly. ‘Next?’
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‘My telephone number?’ she continued, before providing it.

‘Actually, that wasn’t one of my standard questions, but perhaps I

should keep that information for my own purposes? I’m joking,’ he

grinned, before adding rather astutely. ‘Unless you don’t want me

to be?’

‘I...I don’t think I want you to be joking,’ admitted Lilly, swallowing

hard.

‘Noted,’ the officer nodded. He flashed her a subtle wink, which

caused Lilly to feel like she’d missed the bottom five stairs in a flight

of steps. ‘Perhaps you should expect a text later. Now, you get double

points if you can guess my final question,’ he teased.

Unfortunately, this feat was never going to be achieved because Lilly’s

mind had gone completely blank. All she could think about doing was

dragging this divine man further into her tent, closing the door

behind them and fucking him senseless. Somewhat ironically, given

that Stuart had left her in order to screw another woman, she hadn’t

had sex for six months before the break-up. That wasn’t for a lack of

desire, at least not on Lilly’s part, even though each prior encounter

left her with a sinking feeling...surely sex should be more enjoyable

than this? Lilly didn’t doubt she could be highly sexual, given the

chance. But Stuart had never given her half a chance, let alone a whole

one, and things had unravelled from there. But this holiday was all

about finding herself, right? To have a vacation away from her real life

and enjoy new experiences. And could anybody seriously argue that

screwing an on-duty police officer amidst a village of surrounding

tents, wasn’t a new, and no doubt highly enjoyable activity?

‘Fuck it. Do it!’ urged the wicked part of Lilly’s psyche, which had

never previously led her astray.

‘Any ideas?’ he encouraged playfully.

‘Too many,’ she laughed. ‘None of them repeatable.’
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‘Can I just say that you impress the hell out of me,’ he admitted

sincerely, just before his radio echoed between them. Reaching for the

device, he lowered the volume. ‘And if I wasn’t on duty, I would

certainly be asking if we could go for a drink together.’

‘As a police officer, or a private citizen?’ countered Lilly, enjoying

teasing him back.

‘Which would you prefer?’

‘That is an incredibly loaded question!’

‘Yeah, it was meant to be,’ he smirked. ‘Unfortunately, I’m still on duty

and, by the sound of things, I’m required by my unit,’ he said, tapping

his radio to wordlessly explain he’d received an order to return.

‘That’s a shame...’

‘It really is,’ he chuckled. Pulling a small card and a pen out of his

pocket, he began to scribble something down. ‘And I’m sure you’d like

to get back to sleep.’

‘I don’t get much sleep here, for all the wrong reasons,’ she grimaced.

‘Not only does Colin the Cockerel and his merry band of feathered

cronies keep me awake half the night, but my bed’s as uncomfortable

as fuck!’

The officer laughed; a deep, low rumble which instantly set Lilly’s

heart alight and was fast in danger of becoming addictive.

‘In which case, perhaps you’ll do me the honour of joining me for

breakfast?’ he enquired. Having finished writing, he passed Lilly the

card. She turned it over in her hands, studying it carefully. On one

side was a printed business card, providing his full name and tele‐
phone number. A Detective Sergeant Robert Hart, no less. On the

other, he’d printed the address of a local hotel. ‘I have to warn you

that it won’t be an entirely social occasion. I still need to take your

formal statement about what happened tonight.’
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‘Understood, Detective Sergeant,’ smiled Lilly, her voice so formal

that she was obviously messing with him.

‘And know this,’ he added, rising back to his feet. ‘I’m trained to deal

with sass, so you don’t stand a chance against me...just in case you

were considering being defiant later.’

Lilly opened her mouth to object to this statement but her sexy

policeman beat her to it, flashing her a wink that was so suggestive it

ripped the air from her lungs and all capacity for thought from her

befuddled mind.

‘See you in a few hours. Eight o’clock on the dot. And there will be

consequences for lateness. With that, he zipped Lilly into her tent and

departed, leaving her feeling inexplicably warm and intensely horny.

UNSURPRISINGLY, Lilly didn’t get back to sleep for the remainder of

that night. Fingers of daylight were already starting to appear by the

time her uniformed God departed, so she decided to get dressed and

go for a walk along the coast instead. Feeling content, she witnessed a

glorious, albeit solitary sunrise. The only thing that would have made

the experience better would be somebody to share it with; and Lilly

knew just who she would have chosen. Her walk was then followed by

a long shower, where she failed to wash away all the dirty thoughts

which had been accumulating, ever since a certain policeman set up

residence in her psyche. At least one benefit of having risen so

promptly, was an early slot in the shower block, where she didn’t have

to queue for the privilege of getting clean.

It was perhaps fortunate that Lilly knew the location of their break‐
fast rendezvous. She’d admired the hotel several days earlier when

she’d driven along the seafront of a nearby village. Leaving plenty of

time, she tried to suppress the butterflies which were very actively

fluttering around her tummy on the short journey there. It might only
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have been a few hours since she last saw him, but she already craved

the company of a certain detective again.

Determined to arrive promptly, even though she was naturally

curious about what punishment she might receive for being late, Lilly

parked up on the sea front a little before eight and strode confidently

into the hotel. With a thrill, she realised that the man himself was

already in the dining room when she entered. As she approached, he

rose to his feet, a soft smile spreading across his face. Lilly’s tummy

instantly went into freefall as she became quite overwhelmed by the

sight before her. Yes, last night she’d been vaguely aware her detective

was a handsome guy, but torchlight had not done him any justice

whatsoever. Still in uniform, the guy standing in front of her this

morning was a God... and a God she found herself eternally grateful

to have already shared several conversations with. For Lilly knew

there was no way she would have had the confidence to walk up, sit

down and talk to him otherwise. His sexy appearance would have

been too damn intimidating.

Feeling ridiculously nervous with hands clenched tightly together in

front of her, Lilly walked tentatively towards the table, trying to

ignore the deep blush which was already spreading across her face.

There was nothing so formal as a handshake this time. Stepping

forwards, he lent down and brushed his lips across her warm cheek.

Instantly, the scent of him triggered memories from the night before

and, for the first time in her life, she understood how one’s knees

could actually go weak.

‘Good morning, Miss Edwards,’ he said formally, although his eyes

spoke a different language.

‘Lilly,’ she breathily corrected. ‘Good morning, Detective Sergeant.’

‘Rob,’ he responded with a soft smile.

Grateful to be seated so her trembling legs could be given time to

recover, Lilly glanced around and saw an approaching waiter. It was a

welcome interruption, providing a short respite in which to gather
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her scattered thoughts. However, in her nervous state, Lilly over-

ordered, selecting the biggest breakfast on offer. Fortunately, Rob had

exactly the same idea, selecting an equally gargantuan meal. Under

normal circumstances, Lilly would be feeling famished. After all, she’d

already been up for five hours. But for some reason, her appetite was

somewhat lacking right now.

‘The police force are paying for this, by the way,’ he explained, pulling

a notebook and pen from his pocket. ‘So, shall we get the formalities

over with now? Then we can enjoy ourselves.’

‘Sure,’ Lilly agreed, not allowing her mind to linger on what form of

enjoyment Rob had in mind. This was good actually. Lilly knew that by

providing a formal statement, their conversation would automatically

be given some structure, thus preventing any awkward silences from

developing.

Prompted gently by Rob, Lilly explained what had happened the

previous night in as much detail as she could remember. Given it had

been so dark, her statement was fairly limited, but Rob praised her for

the surprising amount of detail she could remember all the same.

‘And I think that’s probably enough work,’ he stated, just as their

breakfasts appeared on the table. ‘Fun stuff now...’

The couple shared a smile before gratefully tucking into their full

English breakfasts. It wasn’t a meal Lilly would normally order, but

she found herself quite ravenous... and not just for food either. Quite

unlike anything she’d ever known before, she was overcome with an

almost uncontrollable hunger for the man seated in front of her.

Punctuated by mouthfuls of breakfast, their conversation started slow

and steady but soon exploded with laughter and continuous chatter.

Indeed, Lilly swiftly realised her earlier concern about them experi‐
encing awkward silences was entirely unwarranted; the absolute

opposite was true. Before she knew it, half an hour had passed and

they’d scarcely drawn breath. Apart from the times when Rob laughed

of course. Then, all Lilly could do was concentrate on just keeping
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breathing. Not only did the sound fill her heart and warm her from

within, but the spectacle did bad things to her body too. The way his

eyes crinkled at the corners, the flash of his perfect, straight teeth. She

found herself focussing on the light stubble across his face, and occa‐
sionally becoming lost in the most wickedly blue eyes imaginable.

God, this guy was a walking, talking sin. And a sin she would very

willingly drown in.

Conversation only lulled when a waiter approached to clear their

empty plates.

‘Are you still officially working?’ enquired Lilly, after Rob had ordered

another pot of coffee and they were alone again.

‘Yes. I’m on the three to eleven shift, so pretty much all of my working

day has been spent with you.’

‘We haven’t been together the entire time,’ she teased.

‘Maybe not... but you were certainly in my thoughts during the time

we were apart.’

‘Oh,’ Lilly mumbled, as her body heated up considerably. The truth

was, she felt the same. Rob had filled her imagination during her long

walk this morning, in the shower, and when she was driving here. But

coming from her mouth, she feared such an admission would sound

incredibly corny, so sensibly kept quiet.

‘This is for you,’ he explained, sliding a key across the table. ‘You’ve

been booked into this hotel for the remaining three days of your

holiday.’

‘Huh?’

‘I spoke to the Chief Inspector this morning and cleared it. Those men

we arrested last night were very dangerous, and we would never have

managed it without your assistance. Plus, I got the impression you

might not be wedded to staying at the campsite...?’

‘No way?’ Nothing like this ever happened to her.
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‘It’s what you deserve,’ explained Rob simply. ‘And if the Chief

Inspector hadn’t agreed, I’d have picked up the tab myself.’

‘Rob you....’

‘For once, please don’t argue,’ he grinned. ‘Just accept the gesture

graciously, like the good girl we both know you aren’t...or at least,

hope you aren’t.’

‘Shush!’ Lilly chided. Her cheeks instantly turned scarlet as she gently

slapped his thick, hairy forearm which was resting on the table ‘We
don’t know that at all.’

‘My apologies,’ he replied. ‘You’re right, I don’t know it yet. But I hope

to. Soon.’

Lilly swallowed hard while they stared at each other. The longest

silence fell between them, but it wasn’t awkward; words were simply

both absent and unnecessary. Slowly, conversation returned and they

chatted for a while longer, visibly trying to extend their remaining

time, simply because being alone in each other’s company was so

pleasurable. But eventually, real life filtered back in.

‘I must go back to work,’ Rob sighed at last.

‘Will I see you again?’ asked Lilly, trying not to sound desperate, even

though she felt it. She couldn’t bear the thought of Rob walking away

from her now, and them never seeing each other again.

‘That depends,’ he teased, a gentle smile causing lines to fan out from

the corners of his eyes. ‘Do you want to?’

‘Very much,’ Lilly confirmed, surprised by how forward she was being

in his presence. It wasn’t her normal reaction but he did something to

her. Rob made her feel brave; made her want to fight for their

continued time together.

‘In which case, yes. I’d really like to see you again too,’ he admitted,

not looking at all embarrassed about sharing his feelings on the

matter. The openness and intimacy was not only a pleasant change
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from previous men she’d known, but a huge turn on as well. And Lilly

felt the same. She didn’t want to hide from this. She wanted to

embrace it fully.

‘So, Miss Edwards,’ he continued playfully. ‘Might I suggest you get

settled into your room? Get a bit more sleep, followed by a long,

relaxing bubble bath...’

‘Are you subtly implying that I need some additional beauty sleep and

I smell?’

Rob immediately roared with laughter.

‘I’m certainly saying neither of those things. Quite the opposite.’ They

shared a knowing smile. ‘But I do need to finish work and then grab

some kip myself. Perhaps I could take you out to dinner tonight?’

‘Perhaps you could,’ she replied impishly.

‘Seven o’clock,’ he suggested, before instantly correcting himself. ‘No,

scrap that. I won’t be able to wait that long. Let’s say six, then we can

have a walk along the beach and eat in one of the seafront restaurants.

And then afterwards...well, we’ll just see.’

‘That sounds amazing,’ Lilly managed to croak. The thought of being

intimate with this man was simply too much. She’d all but passed out

when he kissed her on the cheek. The thought of him kissing her

anywhere else was mind boggling.

‘Yeah, it does, doesn’t it?’ he agreed, his smile reflecting her own. And

then, rising to his feet, he bent low to kiss the back of her hand before

walking away, Lilly’s eyes burning into his luscious ass with every step

departed.

AS THREATENED, Rob arrived early. This was a good thing because

Lilly had been on tenterhooks, failing to take control of her excite‐
ment levels which had reached critical some hours before. As he’d
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suggested, she enjoyed a relaxing day, catching up on some sleep and

taking an amazing bath. It was a simple pleasure, but it felt so damn

good to be clean again. And now she was ready and raring for their

evening together...and whatever that might entail.

As handsome as ever, Rob was dressed in casual, smart clothes. He’d

looked amazing in his police uniform, but in Lilly’s opinion, he was

even sexier now. After a lingering kiss on the cheek which felt so good

that Lilly simply failed to pull away, they walked arm in arm along the

beach, holding their shoes in their spare hands and enjoying the

sensation of the warm sand seeping between their toes with every

step. Lilly couldn’t help but notice they were becoming increasingly

tactile, finding any excuse to be close. It was almost as though she was

living in a dream. A fantasy. The best she’d dreamt in her life so far.

Having found an isolated spot on the beach, Rob stopped walking and

turned to face her.

‘I really want to kiss you,’ he admitted, deep and low. ‘Would that be

okay?’

Lilly honestly did try to answer but she couldn’t find any words in her

lust-addled brain, so instead she just nodded. With a smile, Rob

skimmed his hand beneath her cheek, raising her jaw slightly to assist

the joining of their mouths. The first brush of his soft lips was

surprisingly tender for such a big, powerful man. Simultaneously,

they both released a small moan in the depths of their throats. The

joint reaction gave Lilly the courage to reach out for him, winding her

hands around his muscled back and pulling them closer together.

Naturally, their mouths opened to each other, as they began to make

love with their lips and tongues. It was the most glorious, satisfying,

intensely sexy kiss she had ever known. Lilly simply never wanted it

to end but eventually, breathing hard and fast, they managed to pull

apart.

‘Wow, groaned Rob.

‘Y...yeah,’ she stuttered.
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For some time, they just gazed in wonder, fingers entwining as they

smiled cheesily at each other, before kissing again. Only when the

village clock struck seven, were they disturbed from their pleasurable

pastime.

‘No way!’ grinned Rob. ‘Have we really just spent all that time making

out?’

Lilly giggled as he pulled her back to standing. In all honesty, she

didn’t need to walk to the restaurant, given she could probably just

float there. Lilly couldn’t remember the last time she’d kissed just for

the hell of it. Perhaps never. And she’d certainly never enjoyed the

activity so much.

‘You must be starving by now,’ observed Rob as they made their way

towards the line of restaurants.

‘Strangely not so much,’ she admitted. Although that wasn’t entirely

true. Lilly was ravenous for one thing, but it wasn’t anything a restau‐
rant could provide her with.

INTERSPERSED with longing looks and flickering candlelight, their

dinner was both enjoyable and romantic. The walk back to Lilly’s

hotel further ramped up the sexual anticipation, as they strolled, hand

in hand, through the narrow winding streets beneath the orange glow

of sunset. The nearby metallic sound of boat rigging tapping against

masts in the light evening breeze only served to further increase the

seductive atmosphere. But for Lilly, just one question remained at the

forefront of her mind; what was going to happen when they reached

the hotel lobby? Did she really have the guts to invite Rob upstairs to

her room, like she wanted to? Such a gesture went quite against her

normal behaviour but at the same time, the reason she’d come on

holiday was to vacate her ordinary life and enjoy new experiences,

and this definitely counted as doing that!
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As it happened, Rob managed to take away any angst that Lilly was

feeling over the situation. As they approached the front door, he

pulled her gently to one side.

‘Lilly? I want you to be completely honest with me. Honest and fear‐
less,’ he clarified.

‘Okay,’ she replied, trying her very best to conjure up such an alien

mindset.

‘This is entirely your choice and I understand either way. We haven’t

known each other very long after all, so there’s no pressure whatso‐
ever from me. And know that if you’d like to, I want to see you again

after tonight, regardless of your answer.’

‘Okay...’ she confirmed, cautiously.

‘Do you want me to come to your room?’

Lilly felt herself inhaling sharply. Given their situation, she could

scarcely be surprised by his suggestion. But to hear those words,

spoken aloud from the mouth of this incredibly sexy man was

thrilling indeed. Normally her answer would be no; going to bed with

a guy she’d met just hours before felt morally wrong somehow. But

there was something about Rob. It felt so right and natural to spend

time in his company, almost like they were meant to be. So she wasn’t

especially surprised when an answer sprung from her mouth seconds

later.

‘I definitely want you to come upstairs.’

‘I would kiss you right now,’ admitted Rob with a broad grin. ‘But we

both know exactly where that would lead, don’t we?’ So instead, he

offered out his arm again, in a strangely chivalrous gesture, given the

subject matter of their conversation. ‘Shall we?’

‘We shall,’ Lilly confirmed, blushing.

The walk to Lilly’s room was mercifully short. Within seconds of the

door closing behind them, the two lovers were all over each other;
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mouths searched longingly while fingers ran over areas of exposed

skin with delicate intimacy. Lilly was trying her best not to wantonly

groan out loud, but Rob made it incredibly challenging. His touches

were so light and suggestive, always with the promise of so much

more. And there was no denying that his tongue was made for plea‐
sure. From their time spent on the beach, Lilly had quickly deduced

Rob was an expert kisser but here in private, held within his sensual

embrace, she felt like the most desired woman on the planet.

Gradually, they edged their way towards the bed before collapsing

down onto the mattress. Filled with courage, Lilly began to expose his

broad, powerful chest, button by button, until the garment fell

unwanted to the floor. It was such a thrill when the impressive

physique she’d previously guessed lay beneath his clothing, was

exposed to her for the first time.

‘Fuck,’ she moaned. ‘You’re too gorgeous.’

Dropping soft kisses onto his chest, Lilly moaned as he flipped open

the final fastening on her blouse. Trapping her within a deeply seduc‐
tive stare, Rob’s hands moved to easily unclasp her bra, before

stroking the straps down her arms and away.

‘Right back at you,’ he muttered, his admission accompanied by a

pleasurable groan.

Seizing control of the situation, Rob gently pushed Lilly’s shoulders

down to the bed before dropping a flurry of kisses around her neck

and chest. Ultimately, he ended up circling teasingly around her

achingly hard nipples.

‘Oh God! Go on!’ Lilly insisted, as he continued to torment her with

his proximity. ‘Please, I’m begging you.’

‘Well’, Rob grinned. Glancing up without removing his mouth, his

warm breath ghosted across her delicate skin. ‘I’m always appreciative

of a little begging.’ And then, maintaining eye contact, he lowered his

mouth towards her throbbing flesh, sucking one nub lovingly inside
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his mouth, where it was tended expertly by his flicking, relentless

tongue.

Instantly, Lilly’s entire body spasmed beneath him as the sensations

simply became too much for her to bear. The experience was so

intense, so sensual, that she couldn’t imagine being able to withstand

anything more than Rob was making her endure right now. Sliding

her fingers through his hair, Lilly held on tight, silently urging him

not to stop. It was sometime later before, having taken his fill, Rob

moved across to the other unsuspecting nipple, which was given

equally demanding attention.

‘Do you want more?’ Rob grunted at last, over her gasping, noisy

breaths. Slowly, Lilly recognised that he’d stopped pleasuring her.

Why had he stopped? And then she realised he was waiting for her

response; a response devoid of any influence which his actions might

have otherwise exerted.

‘Lilly?’ Rob spoke her name more gently this time. ‘Do you want

more?’ His question was asked without any form of pressure or

attempt at coercion. Lilly realised that perhaps in his line of business,

consent was even more of an issue than it was for most men. As a

consequence, she decided to be very specific.

‘I want more,’ she confirmed. ‘I want everything you’re willing to give

me.’ Immediately, a large grin spread across Rob’s face, upon hearing

such a resolute statement.

‘Yes, Ma’am,’ he moaned, his fingers already working to remove the

remainder of her clothing, all of which was eased away just seconds

later, leaving Lilly completely naked before him. ‘Your body is glori‐
ous,’ he admitted with a deep sigh. ‘Divine.’ And then, as though to

prove his point, he set about worshipping her.

With gently stroking hands and the wickedest mouth Lilly had ever

known, Rob swiftly destroyed her poise, composure and self-control.

It wasn’t long before he had her writhing on that bed, urging him not

to stop, pleading with him for more. When his tongue finally nudged
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its way through her dripping velvet lips, his actions were accompa‐
nied by a cry of pleasure. Encouraged, he slid one hand beneath her

thigh, pushing her legs open as wide as physically possible. And then,

with undoubted delight, he began to feast.

Lilly had no doubt whatsoever that for some considerable time, Rob

worked hard to very purposefully deny her orgasms. She felt incred‐
ibly on edge, needing to experience a release so very desperately. But

something told her he was enjoying the sounds of her despair too

much; those breathy cries, interspersed by pleading groans, as he

increased the pressure to an almost unbearable level. Lilly had never

had a man tease her like this before. Sex had always been a physical

act for her in the past, but this was something new. It wasn’t just phys‐
ical, but emotional and psychological too. A wickedly tempting game

which Lilly had a feeling she could never win. And yet, conversely,

had already won.

As Rob’s thick fingers nudged the entrance to her tightly clenched

pussy, Lilly ejected an animal-like screech. Simultaneously, he sucked

her clit into his mouth and allowed his fingers to do the talking. With

a thrill, Lilly knew it was time at last. Rob was finally going to give her

what she’d needed from him for so long. Groaning with anticipated

satisfaction, she felt her quivering tummy muscles ache from the

strain as her orgasm approached. With her jaw clamped tightly, her

hands balled into fists and slammed down against the mattress in

despair. She was vaguely aware of Rob’s fingers doing quite literally

magical things, as they stroked and twisted inside her tightly clenched

body. At the last second, Lilly’s eyes rolled back in her head, before

she took a final deep breath and screamed out her release in aston‐
ished abandonment.

Little did she know, her astonishment was only set to increase, as her

pleasure rolled on indefinitely. Stuart, her previous boyfriend, had

always seen that first orgasm as some kind of gateway. Once ticked

off the list, he would then focus entirely upon his own pleasure, as

though his job was suddenly complete and he was free to fuck at
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will. But to her surprise, Lilly realised that wasn’t happening this

time. Apparently Rob required more from her than just one single

high.

Echoing her sounds of intense pleasure with a low growl of his own,

Rob’s tongue released the compression around her clit, although his

mouth didn’t rest. In a way, his actions were reminiscent of those

earlier kisses they’d shared. Focussed entirely upon Lilly’s gratifica‐
tion, Rob’s tongue continued to move against her most sensitive, inti‐
mate flesh, as his fingers delved ever deep, stretching, satisfying and

preparing her for what she couldn’t wait to follow. Consequently, a

dumbfounded Lilly found herself guided through another climax.

Followed by another, and another. The good detective was nothing, if

not thorough. Indeed, she had to physically beg for a time-out, before

Rob was willing to release her from his exhilaratingly addictive

clutches.

As she lay there afterwards, limbs sprawled, desperately gasping for

oxygen, Rob released a groan of intense pleasure, before kissing his

way back up her body. Having returned to the level of Lilly’s face, he

gazed at her, smiling tenderly, the scent of her juices apparent on his

warm breath.

‘That was... you are...’ she gasped. ‘Astonishingly good.’ A broad grin

spread across Rob’s face at this impassioned declaration.

‘I’m very pleased you think so,’ he admitted. ‘Although the truth is, I’ve

scarcely got started yet.’

‘I...I...’ Lilly stuttered, suddenly feeling a massive loss of confidence.

‘Go on, say it,’ he encouraged gently.

‘I really need you to...’

‘Make love to you?’ he offered, his tone so low and intimate that it

damn near took her breath away.
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‘I was going to say fuck me,’ Lilly admitted, failing to lower her eyes,

as she would normally have instinctively done, following such a

brazen admission. ‘But what you said sounds even better.’

‘I think so too,’ smiled Rob. ‘In all honesty, that’s exactly what I

wanted to do in your tent this morning.’

‘So why didn’t you?’ grinned Lilly, feeling able to tease him. Being

with Rob gave her so much confidence. She felt certain they both

wanted each other; it was a fact they simply couldn’t deny, so why

fight it?

‘Well, for a start, your screams of pleasure would have attracted way

too much attention, particularly as the police were already on site,’ he

admitted, a playful glint in his eye. ‘Fortunately, hotel rooms are

invariably much more soundproof than flimsy canvas.’

‘Well, that’s... lucky then,’ she smirked, as Rob stood up and began to

remove the remainder of his clothing. Twisting on the bed beneath his

gaze, Lilly watched the display with rapt attention. A sharp stab of

pleasure overwhelmed her entire abdomen when he pulled off his

boxers and his thick, solid cock stood to attention between them. Lilly

swallowed hard, astonished at how well-endowed he was compared to

Stuart. She couldn’t help but wonder how something that size was

going to fit inside her poor, under-exploited pussy.

She didn’t have very long to ponder the question though. Within

seconds, Rob was back on the bed, settling himself between her

thighs. Having dragged his thickened cock through Lilly’s sopping

channel and making her squirm, he suddenly stopped, observing her

carefully.

‘I wasn’t joking about making you scream, you know?’ he added,

gazing down at her seriously. ‘I fully intend to give you the night of

your life. And, if my hopes are answered, many more nights after this

one.’
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‘You say the sweetest things,’ admitted Lilly, with the deepest sigh, her

hands naturally curling around Rob’s body to pull him closer.

‘Yeah, well. I’m afraid what you see is what you get with me.’ Lilly

couldn’t put into words how refreshing that was. After the failed rela‐
tionships she’d had in the past, she wasn’t sure there could be much

more of a turn-on than an open and honest man.

‘You ready for me?’ he groaned, gently nudging his cock against her.

‘Yeah,’ Lilly confirmed, her legs naturally crawling higher up Rob’s

back. ‘Please.’

‘Mmmm, so polite,’ teased Rob, as his mouth took control of hers and

all conversation stopped.

The sensations were incredibly intense, as Rob eased his thick cock

gently inside, the considerable girth compressing Lilly’s inner walls

and making her work hard for the pleasure that was destined to

follow. When he eventually bottomed out, Rob released Lilly’s quiv‐
ering mouth and gazed down at her tenderly. They both looked

equally as shell-shocked as each other, the intensity causing both of

their chests to heave as they dragged oxygen down into their lungs.

Rob brushed a strand of hair away from her face and smiled gently.

‘I’m torn,’ he admitted, peppering Lilly’s astonished face with kisses.

‘Part of me wants to truly take my time; to absorb every single spasm

and shudder you experience.’

‘And the other part?’ she moaned, as his hips moved very slightly,

forcing her pleasure to unexpectedly erupt.

‘The other part of me wants to fuck you. Hard. Which part of my

psyche will win, do you think? The angel or the devil?’

‘The devil,’ she groaned.

‘That sounds like wishful thinking,’ smirked Rob, as his hips naturally

started to rock. ‘Let’s just see, shall we?’
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As it turned out, Lilly’s prediction was correct. Before she knew what

was happening, they were lost in a jumble of lust, passion and adora‐
tion, quite amazed by the level of pure ecstasy their bodies were

jointly capable of generating. Reading the signs perfectly, Rob knew

exactly how on edge Lilly was. Her orgasm was mere seconds of effort

away, and he knew it. With a filthy grin, he slid his mouth to her neck,

biting down gently. Instantly, Lilly cried out, her pelvis twisting

against his powerful body as though silently pleading for mercy. It

was a reaction which only stopped when Rob finally released his

teeth.

‘Do you need to come again, Baby?’ he murmured, his voice thick with

arousal. Indeed, his tone was so seductive that Lilly felt her pussy

clamp down even harder than before, in direct reaction to it.

‘Yeah,’ she groaned in despair. ‘Please. I do.’

With a nod, Rob grabbed hold of her ass to trap himself deep inside;

an action which caused Lilly to groan with longing. Before she knew

what was happening, Rob flipped them over, leaving himself lying on

his back, while Lilly straddled from above.

‘Then help yourself,’ he offered. ‘I’m yours for the taking.’

Chewing her lower lip, Lilly surprised herself by fully taking Rob up

on the offer. Delightedly, she placed her hands on his broad chest for

balance, before starting to roll her hips. Eyes closed, wallowing in

their joint pleasure, Lilly was soon alternating between a gentle

rocking movement and riding him hard.

‘Holy fuck,’ moaned Rob. He could feel his self-control seeping away

with every movement made. Lilly was clamped around him so damn

tight it was a miracle she hadn’t come already. And then Rob worked

it out; she needed more.

‘Go on, Baby,’ he offered, placing his palm against her mound,

ensuring that every forward thrust she made would result in her wet

clit being smeared against his unforgiving hand.
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‘Oh God! Oh God!’ Lilly immediately bellowed, her tone shifting

almost a full octave higher.

Despite the intensity of their coupling, Rob forced his eyes to remain

open, eager to observe her orgasming around his cock for the very

first time. She certainly didn’t disappoint; it was an amazing sight to

behold. As Lilly screamed out into the otherwise still air, she lost all

rhythm in her hips. Leaping in to correct the issue, Rob’s powerful

hands grasped firmly around her pelvis, clamping their groins tightly

together and forcing her to ride him hard. Somehow, an uncoordi‐
nated Lilly managed to endure a string of climaxes which left her

weak, shaking and almost without a voice.

‘I need to be deeper,’ grunted Rob, sounding like it was taking every

ounce of effort to maintain control. ‘I need more.’

Taking a firm hold of Lilly, he flipped her satiated body, which was

still flinching from the after-shocks of such an all-consuming high,

back onto the bed. Allowing his instincts to take over, Rob grabbed

onto one of Lilly’s legs, before hooking her ankle over his shoulder.

The position ensured all possible chance of friction between them

was removed; with her legs open so wide, she could do little more

than accept Rob’s girth in full.

Their joint groan was pained and noisy, as he began to sink incredibly

deep, the tip of his cock pounding her cervix with every forward

thrust made. Determinedly, he refused to give up until Lilly once

again scaled the ladder of ecstasy, this time forcing Rob to accompany

her on the journey, entirely against his will.

‘Holy fuck,’ he groaned. He could scarcely believe it, given he normally

lasted a long time, but in his heart, Rob knew the tight hold she

currently maintained around his aching cock was going to make him

come. As Lilly cried out into the night, arousal streaming from her

body, it was with a great roar of relief that he ejaculated hard inside

her, his cock pulsing hard during each of the final thrusts he made.
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For a short while afterwards, the couple were aware of nothing other

than their fast-beating hearts and an overwhelming sense of elation.

Kissing deeply, by the time they eventually pulled apart, Rob had

grown soft. Encouraging Lilly to settle into the crook of his arm, he

kissed the crown of her head and they embraced tenderly.

‘I’ll last longer next time,’ promised Rob.

‘Longer?!’ exclaimed Lilly, acting as though the concept was a

shocking one.

‘Yeah,’ he confirmed. ‘I just found you too damn tempting. But we’ve

got all night, right?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘That I hope you followed my earlier request to grab some more sleep.

Because I can promise you, tonight, you’re going to need it. I intend to

make the most of every single glorious second I get to spend with

you.’

Feeling utterly content, Lilly smiled broadly, closing her eyes to enjoy

whatever rest the insatiable Rob permitted. Not that she was

complaining in any way. Lilly had always suspected that sex had the

potential to be amazing...to be so much better than she’d previously

experienced. And thanks to Rob, that fact had just been proven

unequivocally correct.

THE END
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C A N  Y O U  S T A N D  T H E  H E A T ?

livia Harding has written numerous short stories. Here is an

excerpt of another called ‘Doctor’s Orders’ from the series

‘Sexy Reads: Sugar Daddies’:

‘SERIOUSLY!’ Becca pleaded with a breathy cry. ‘I can’t bear it!’

‘You can’t bear what? Being made to feel nice, or being made to feel

nice by me?’

‘Neither,’ she stumbled, aware that although his teasing caress had

paused, Neil hadn’t removed the touch of his hands from her skin.

‘What then?’

‘I can’t bear how much I want you,’ Becca admitted, eyes down to

ensure she didn’t have to witness his disbelieving, or maybe even

horrified expression.

For a long while, everything became very still. Very calm. Not daring

to look at him, their only two companions were anticipation and
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silence. It was only when Neil gently took her hand, turned it over

and began to drift his finger tip around the palm, that Becca dared to

glance up. And fuck. Didn’t you know it? Even the way he was

stroking her hand was turning her on. Who was this guy, and what

incredible power did he seem to hold over her?

‘How old are you, Becca?’ he asked gently.

‘Twenty,’ she admitted, a determination in her tone which attempted

to make her age sound acceptable, in what was clearly going to be an

age gap conversation. But she wasn’t a teenager any longer. She was

an adult. She knew her own mind.

‘I’m forty-five,’ he admitted soberly. ‘I could be your father, and then

some.’

‘And does that matter? Is age really so important?’

‘It could certainly be argued, yes.’

‘But when two people get on...when their spirits make a

connection...’

‘That is a very simplistic view of the world,’ Neil admitted with a long

exhale.

‘Well, I’m a very simplistic girl,’ shrugged Becca, trying not to take

offence.’

‘Now, I know that’s not true.’

‘So if I was to confirm that I want you,’ Becca began. Pausing, she

placed her functioning foot on his thigh and started to stroke gently.

‘Would I be alone in thinking that?’

A low rumble escaped Neil’s throat as he watched the journey of her

foot in disbelief. Commencing close to his knee, it gradually moved

northwards until ultimately brushing over his substantial erection. It

was pretty clear that his body concurred with her desires, even if his

mind wasn’t entirely bought-in. But to Becca, the pained groan was a
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totally addictive sound, and the more she heard it, the more she

needed to hear it.

‘Becca,’ he moaned.

‘Neil,’ she replied back playfully.

‘You can’t want me.’

‘Why the hell not?’ she argued, flashing him a cheeky grin. ‘You’re a

gorgeous, sexy, clever, kind doctor! With very gifted hands,’ she added

as an afterthought. ‘What isn’t there to want?’

When Neil didn’t make any kind of move, Becca determinedly took a

hold of his hand and pulled him closer.

‘Fine! Be a prude!’ she accused gently, somehow managing to move

into a more horizontal position before pulling Neil down alongside

her. ‘But for fuck’s sake, kiss me again!’

It was an instruction that Neil didn’t need to be told twice. Within

seconds, his lips were on hers; tender, teasing, mischievous, never

quite giving Becca what she needed as he continually refused to allow

their tongues to entwine. Maybe that was Neil’s intention all along,

but this not-quite-there dance that their mouths became trapped in

was driving Becca insane. She needed more than he was giving. A

damn sight more.

‘Please,’ she murmured, during one of the rare occasions their mouths

drew apart. ‘I need more.’

Neil groaned lightly and allowed his mouth to fall back down to hers.

This situation was an impossible one. In his mind, he could clearly see

an angel on one shoulder and a devil on the other. The angel urged

Neil to consider Becca’s age and inexperience. He didn’t know for

sure, but he suspected she might well be a virgin. When he’d been

twenty, Neil hadn’t a clue what he’d wanted from life and he feared

Becca might come to regret a sexual liaison with a man so much more

her senior.
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On the other shoulder, clearly keen to make his presence known, was

the devil. And the numerous arguments he was raising were hard to

disagree with. Becca wasn’t a relative, or a patient. She was a grown,

intelligent woman who knew her own mind. And perhaps most

importantly of all, she was practically begging him to fuck her. Surely

it was better to live with regret, than to die before you had ever truly

lived? Besides, what sort of utter idiot would he have to be, to turn

down a wanton, sexy, beautiful woman?

Perhaps unsurprisingly, Neil chose to block out the annoyingly prin‐
cipled angel and wholeheartedly agree with the devil. With a growl of

surrender, Neil started to encourage Becca to open her mouth to him,

enabling their tongues to gloriously entwine. And far from pulling

away, Becca accepted him, intimately groaning into his mouth and

causing a rumble in his chest to be released in response. God! He

loved kissing! And between the two of them, they were managing to

turn the activity into some kind of an art form.
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