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         The last sight of love, he thought. Then he said it out loud.

         “What?” she asked, but not as if she actually wanted to hear his explanation. Her head was buried in her tablet, she was trying to find a restaurant for dinner that evening.

         “Wasn’t that what he called it, the author guy?”

         “Who?”

         “The erotic encounter in the city, the last sight.”

         Now he had her attention. He continued:

         “It was something about the unattainable, the way a man looks at a woman who he’ll never see again.”

         “Baudelaire?”

         She licked her lips and leaned slightly towards him. He knew she loved quizzes, especially when it was up to her to figure out the answers. “The phrase is ‘love at last sight’,” she said. He shrugged, drank the last of his coffee and threw five euros down on the little round table.

         “I think our estate agent has arrived.”

         They hurried across the first lane of the wide boulevard. The trees were beginning to lose some of their leaves but they were still green and the sun’s rays shone through the gaps, still warm as a summer’s day. As they waited for another gap in the traffic, he carefully rolled up his sleeves so they were nice and straight. He’d been able to see her all the way over from the bistro’s covered pavement seating.

         She was wearing a shirt without a coat. Blue and white stripes with a white collar. Tucked into a blue skirt. Wall Street chic meets estate agent. Her outfit could barely contain her curves. He couldn’t make out her facial expression as she was partly obscured by an old Metro sign.

         “It’s a very special apartment,” she said tonelessly, unlocking the enormous black gate. The staircase was impressive, complete with wrought iron railings and brass fasteners to hold the carpet runner in place. The runner only went to the fifth floor and from there on up, the stairway narrowed. The sound of her high heels on the marble steps echoed with every step she took. At the top, she stopped in front of a door and unlocked it.

         “You two had better go in first, it’s a bit tight for space in there.” His wife took the lead and immediately started purring in delight. He squeezed past the estate agent, pausing for a moment in front of her. She was the same height as him.

         “I didn’t catch your name?”

         “Danielle,” she said, loudly. She was smiling. It must have been something his wife had said. He became aware of how close together they were standing in the narrow hallway.

         His wife was busy opening the balcony door in the first room.

         “A French balcony!” she exclaimed.

         “What did you expect? This is Paris.”

         He walked over to his wife and wanted to embrace her from behind, bury his nose in her hair and whisper into her ear something about all the moments they’d have together in this secret apartment that no one would know they had, their apartment for when they needed to escape it all. But she had already danced her way into the next room.

         The small apartment was for sale, fully furnished with an odd mix of mahogany tables, gold-painted detailing on the ceilings and wall panelling so high there could have easily been secret doors behind it. Then there was a wall with a flat screen TV as big as Concorde Square, in front of it an IKEA sofa that could only just fit into the corner of the room.

         “Very kitsch,” he said.

         “We’ll fix that,” said his wife, meaning “I”. He nodded. He was happy they’d found this peculiar little place, somewhere in Paris, that nobody else knew about. Technically, they couldn’t afford it, but she didn’t know that he’d calculated the sale of their summerhouse as part of the trade. Once she’d fallen for something, as she was about to, she’d never want to go to the summerhouse again anyway. He wanted her to have everything she wanted. If what she wanted was a kitsch Parisian apartment to redecorate, so be it. She had no idea what he actually intended to use the apartment for.

         He reciprocated Danielle’s smile. Her lips were very red.

          
      

         She refreshed her email again. And again. Nothing. But she was sure that there had been something, that there had been chemistry. That this was what was going to happen.

         Her husband sat across from her with his coffee, going on about boring, classical Paris. He thought that they should go to the Picasso Museum as soon as it reopened, that they should have a picnic in the Jardin des Tuileries and stroll all the way to La Defénse, through Sarkozy’s wealthy neighbourhood, Neuilly-sur-Seine, now that they would soon have an apartment in what was perhaps Paris’ most boring arrondissement. The wind blew under the tables of the bistro.

         “Baudelaire,” she said. He was trying to remember the name of one of the classics he so loved to talk about, but didn’t really know much about. She put her tablet away. He paid. How was it that paying a measly five euros could still make him puff up his chest like an alpha male? The way he cleared his throat and tucked the note discreetly out of sight but also so that everyone could still see it.

         She didn’t know much about the woman from the mail. Only that her name was Danielle and right now she was standing with her leg resting up against the light yellow wall next to the gate to the apartment she was going to show them. Her bra was too small, just as she’d described in her email. She’d said that there was plenty of her to go around and she wanted to share. When they saw each other, she just smiled, her teeth extra white in contrast to her dark skin. She smiled back, unable to conceal her excitement. Hoping that he wasn’t watching. It was only when they entered the little apartment that she really got a chance to get close to Danielle.

         “Perfect,” she whispered to her, as she squeezed past her in the doorway, disappearing into the little apartment with Danielle’s scent lingering on her. She threw open the balcony doors so she could inhale the scent fully and air out the dusty apartment. Then she hurried in to the bathroom.

         “Is there space for two in here?” she called from the shower cubicle.

         Unfortunately, it was he who answered.

          
      

         “That depends,” he said to his wife, marvelling at Danielle’s body as she came in from the small kitchen to join them. All of a sudden, he got a glimpse of the rush he felt the first time. The first time he slept with another woman.

         He had said goodbye to his tired wife, slammed the door of her taxi and then turned to go back into the hotel where the reception was being held. A woman, by chance, had been coming across the lobby towards him. He held her gaze as he changed direction and walked over to the counter, where he booked a room just for the night and checked in, loudly. As he passed her, on his way up to the room, he had pressed one of the plastic key cards into her hand.

         Then he had waited for her in the room, not bothering to turn on the light or undress—she might not come after all. He had been sitting on the edge of the perfectly-made bed, and had just loosened his tie a little, when she knocked.

         Then he had opened the door, poured himself a whisky and returned to where he’d been sitting before, perched on the edge of the bed. Admired her. How her hips moved as she walked confidently towards him, the silk dress that folded over her stomach. He could still remember the feeling of her hips under his hands, her real hips, hips that invited you to grab them. He could tell from the fabric that she was breathing quickly, inhaling all the way down to her stomach. He sat there for a while, taking in the sight of her, her round breasts and voluptuous body, before anything happened.

          
      

         She extracted herself from the tiny bathroom and allowed herself to brush up against Danielle on the way. Danielle didn’t move. The sound of his shoes on the bathroom floor was distracting her. All three of them went into the narrow kitchen and leant against the counter. He had a lot of questions that Danielle was apparently able to answer. When she didn’t know the answer, she rifled through the stack of paper she’d gathered on her dark leather clipboard. Her nails weren’t long or varnished but her fingers were slender and she wasn’t wearing any rings. Two small, gold earrings were the only thing shiny about her, apart from the layer of pearly perspiration on her cheeks.

         Her shirt wasn’t fully buttoned up and the skin of her collarbone was smooth, not as dark as her hands. It looked warm, soft, like a good place to start.

         Then Danielle hopped up onto the kitchen counter. “May I?” she said, kicking her stilettos off onto the floor. Her husband laughed awkwardly.

         She wasn’t sure why, but she bent over and picked up Danielle’s shoes, turning them over to inspect the red soles, and it occurred to her—something she ought to check on later—weren’t these shoes a bit expensive for a real estate agent?

         “Nice shoes,” she said, instead. Danielle handed her husband a pile of papers to fill out and wiggled along the counter towards her to tell her about the shoes and where she’d bought them. From a little shop, close to here with great service.

         They were both touching the shoes. Danielle rested her fingers over hers, squeezing her little finger. She had to bite her lip so as not make a sound. Danielle laughed at her, the tip of her tongue resting playfully on her upper lip.

         “Well darling, all that remains is for you to sign!” he said, satisfied with himself. She put the shoes down.

          
      

         He flashed Danielle a big smile as his wife signed her name. He thought of giving her a thumbs up, but didn’t want to seem silly. Danielle lowered her gaze as he contemplated her bare shins and feet.

         The second time he’d been unfaithful to his wife was with a different woman. A friend of a friend. He’d fucked her in their mutual friend’s kitchen. She’d been caramelising the top of a crème brûlée and he’d stood behind her and lifted her dress up, as she ran the torch over the sugary surface.

         It had been exciting, but not all that enjoyable. Apparently, it wasn’t the conquest that mattered to him. It was the moment when everything in him came alive, when he experienced the kind of sensations that he no longer experienced with his wife.

         He soon returned to thinking about the woman he’d met at the hotel. Something had really clicked between them. Although there had been a couple of times when it had gotten too complicated with overnight stays in absurd places and he’d had to cancel last minute. Then she showed up in his office. He thought he had meeting with a Marketing and Communications student from an EU country to arrange the details of her internship.

         It was only when she walked into the office and kicked the door shut with her foot, that he realised it was her. She wedged a chair under the door handle, so no one would be able to open it from outside. Then she turned to him, grabbed his desk chair and wheeled him out from under his desk, straddled him and moved his hand under her dress and up, all the way up. He closed his eyes and thought, this is it, this is everything I could possibly want. Then she left again. He hadn’t cancelled on her since.

          
      

         He wanted to celebrate that they had signed the purchase agreement. She wanted to go back to the hotel. Back to the internet, to her email. She suggested that he went by the company’s office in the city.

         “Wasn’t that your excuse for being here today?”

         He concurred reluctantly but still tried to persuade her to catch a taxi to the Dôme du Marais and drink a glass of champagne with him. For a moment, she considered offering him another kind of ride, if only they could go back to the hotel, now! But he was unusually docile and they ended up each getting into their own taxi.

         There was a response from Danielle when she logged in. She was game. She’d been more than turned on after returning to her office. And now she was fidgeting so much in her chair that she’d have to do something about it, sooner rather than later, unless… Unless she wanted to meet at the apartment that very afternoon?

         She didn’t hurry to respond, but pressed her hands between her thighs and let the heat spread, feeling her neck begin to flush. With one finger she typed out a yes and suggested a time to meet. Then she logged off, threw off all her clothes and jumped in the shower. She took the shower head out of its holder, turned the power to full and pleasured herself with the stream of water like she had done when she was a teenager. She didn’t wanted to be too ready, as it would ruin some of the experience, but she couldn’t resist.

         A text message awaited her when she got out of the shower, from him. Had she booked that table at the restaurant? Otherwise they could meet at the apartment when he was done in the office.

         “Why?” she wrote back quickly.

         “I know a place nearby that does baskets of foie gras and Tomme de Savoie, just the way you like it.”

          
      

         Eventually, their affair had become desperate. He’d even gone so far as to suggest that they each divorce their partners and get together.

         “You’re never going to leave your wife. And all this, this is just sex for me,” she’d responded. He wasn’t even hurt by that, not even a little bit. He just climbed on top of her again—he still had time for one more before his next meeting.

         Now he sat in the Paris office, not really paying attention to their presentation of the latest sales figures. His wife had replied, a little after he’d sent her the text, but she’d replied and that was a good sign.

         “I’ll only meet you here if it’s Tomme de Savoie from a goat. And if the Moët Chandon Imperial isn’t too cold.”

         “Here”? What did she mean by “here”? He smiled.

          
      

         Danielle stood leaning against the wall exactly as she had that morning. The taxi pulled in in front of her, she turned off her phone completely and stepped out onto the pavement, feeling the warmth on the back of her neck, the sun was lower in the sky now. Danielle shook her hand formally and walked ahead of her into the building. Should she do something? Now?

         Between the third and fourth floors, Danielle paused, turned around.

         “Would you prefer that I walk behind you?”

         She nodded and climbed slowly up past her. She felt a hand crawling up her inner thigh.

          
      

         He got the shop owner to put together the basket exactly as he knew she would like it. It would be the perfect start to their new life together in this apartment, she would purr for him, the way only she did. He might even manage to experience those sensations with her again.

         With his lover from the hotel, those sensations had slowly begun to fade. So it wasn’t the conquest and it wasn’t the act of being unfaithful itself—he could do that as much as he wanted. It was the fantasy of something that kept going on and on without ever being the same. His lover had several partners, he was just one of them. Lovers were like underwear to her, one for every day of the week. When he’d suggested how they might wrap up their relationship, she’d not only been up for it, she had explained to him exactly how they’d go about it. Then he’d grabbed hold of her smooth, naked buttocks, turned her over and, for once, he closed his eyes and let fantasy, not her perfect body, do the work.

          
      

         The bed took up nearly the entire bedroom. Only now did she notice that the bedding was brand new. The pillows were arranged so she could fall back into them and fall she did. Danielle smiled and unbuttoned her striped shirt. She reached hungrily towards Danielle’s breasts but Danielle dodged her, laughing.

         “Turn over,” she said. She did, and Danielle’s long fingers unzipped her dress and pushed it up over her shoulders. She pulled it off over her head and lay stark naked beneath Danielle, who took hold of her small breasts from behind.

         She rolled over to face Danielle again and helped her undress. Danielle let her touch her breasts and she did so with urgency, devouring her with her hands and mouth, pulling Danielle down on top of her. She moved her hand between their stomachs and she could feel how wet Danielle was. Their wetness touched and Danielle let out a soft moan. Then her phone vibrated.

          
      

         In the taxi, he wondered about what would happen in the morning. When the cheese had been eaten and the Champagne run dry, the morning after the afternoon in the hidden apartment. Would he be able to keep her right there where she was now? In the stairwell he tried to make out her smell through the perfume, without success. Maybe she hadn’t come after all. Maybe she was driving around town laden with bags from designer boutiques. Maybe she wasn’t up for this game at all. At the apartment door he waited a moment before letting himself in, straining to hear what, if anything, was happening inside. He sent a text as agreed.

          
      

         She propped herself up on all the pillows. Danielle pushed her knees apart, spreading her legs so much that she could feel a stretch in her inner thighs. She was completely exposed. Danielle smiled and moved closer. She put two, then three, fingers up inside herself, until Danielle moved her hand aside and kissed her inner thighs, then she put her tongue in. In one movement, Danielle turned her onto her stomach again and continued licking her between her buttocks, up towards her lower back, pulling them apart with her hands as she did so, so she could get closer.

         The apartment door slammed. Had she lost track of time? She wanted to hide under the duvet, but Danielle seemed unbothered by the noise and continued. It didn’t sound like there was anyone else was in the apartment. Danielle pushed her further up the bed, brought her hand in next to her tongue and moved them in sync with each other. Then she heard footsteps. They weren’t alone and Danielle didn’t seem in the slightest bit surprised.

          
      

         In two steps he was at the bedroom door, after having stepped over Danielle’s stilettos on the doormat. The vision that met him was exactly as he’d fantasised. Danielle on all fours on the bed, his wife lying spread-eagled beneath her. Danielle’s dark, naked buttocks wobbled slightly as if she was enjoying what she was doing. Those buttocks he’d first gotten to know at the hotel, buttocks he now knew better than his wife’s, and the sound of his wife, purring. He felt the urge to unzip his flies. Instead, as planned, he asked:

         “Am I interrupting?”

         “Oh it’s you! Of course it’s you,” his wife murmured without looking at him.

         “Shall I help?”

         “No. Tell me what you see.”

         He did, slowly, thoroughly, not leaving out a single detail. The sounds she made began to intensify. When she reached her climax, Danielle released her and turned to face him. She winked.

         “The last sight of love,” he said, again, mostly to Danielle, but it was his wife who responded.

         “Last? That’s not what we agreed on.”
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I had been planning to say something the evening I returned from Paris. I had plenty of chances. I could have done it in the car on the way back from the airport, when we carried in my suitcase, or later that evening when we lay together in bed. I could have said to him, “There’s something you should know.” But I didn’t. When the door to Arrivals slid open and there he was, Felix, holding our son in his arms, I knew I’d never be able to tell him about what happened that evening at Stade de France.

Nor have I said anything since. Probably for the best. What was he supposed to do with the knowledge? How would it have helped him to know that his girlfriend was capable of something like that? And what on earth was I supposed to tell him when he asked, as he inevitably would, why I did it? That these things just happen? That not everything a woman does can be explained?

 

It happened in July last year. The summer of the great European heatwave. Temperatures across the continent surpassed 42 degrees and the news was full of stories about people getting heatstroke and doing strange things; others were discovered dead in their apartments, their bodies having decayed in the heat far quicker than they normally would have.

The day we flew from Heathrow, temperatures in London were record high. We boarded the plane, already drenched in sweat, and waited for take-off. Everyone was fanning themselves with the safety instruction cards. I was travelling with Naomi and Louise and we’d been looking forward to the trip since Christmas. Back in December, we’d bought tickets to see U2 at Stade de France. This was going to be the event of the year: a weekend without partners, without children. Three days of pure, unfettered anarchy.

As we walked through Charles de Gaulle, we could see the layer of heat hovering over the carpark. Paris was engulfed by it. Even with all the windows rolled down in the taxi, we were sweating into our seats. The heatwave intensified every smell: women’s perfume, the nauseating sweetness of garbage bins, exhaust gas from the many cars, scoops of ice cream that had fallen and turned to warm cream on the pavement, the sizzle of fried food wafting out of restaurant kitchens, tree sap oozing out of overheated trees, fruit ripening too quickly outside greengrocers and the asphalt of the streets, melting and sticking to our shoes as we walked.

 

The first evening, we ate at one of the restaurants at Place de Vosges. We ordered without looking at the prices and the food was heavenly. After a couple of bottles of wine, we were already a little tipsy. Naomi and Louise flirted with a good-looking waiter with dark, slicked back hair. How strange it was that such a beautiful man was working as a waiter; there must be something more to him, we agreed. When he came over with the main course, he asked us what our plans were for the evening.

“We’re up for anything,” said Louise.

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

He asked if we were interested in joining him and two of his friends when he got off work. They’d show us another side of Paris, he promised, and they would look after us, we needn’t worry, they’d behave like saints. Those were the words he used. He brought another bottle of wine to the table, said it was on the house and left us alone.

“Well, we’re going, aren’t we?” asked Louise.

“I’m in,” said Naomi.

“Camilla?”

“I’m not sure,” I said.

“Why not?”

“It just doesn’t seem fair to Felix. Going out with other guys like that.”

“Oh come on. What do you think they would be doing if they were in Paris without us?” asked Louise.

“It just feels wrong.”

“It’s not wrong, come on Camilla.”

“Just promise me it won’t be a late one,” I said.

We finished the wine and stayed seated until the restaurant closed and the waiter’s two friends arrived. One of them was dark like the waiter, the other had fair hair and looked more Swedish than French.

 

The fair-haired one had a Mercedes from the 70s. The leather on the seats had been replaced but it still boasted the original silver ash trays and a little minibar with four bottles in it. They served us cognac in oversized tulip glasses as we drove through the Paris nightlife. Conversation flowed and they spoke good English; the waiter’s friends were both students. They took us to a club in Rue Montmartre, Club Silencio—named after the peculiar nightclub in David Lynch's film Mulholland Drive. People stood in line waiting to get in but our waiter nodded to one of the doormen—they obviously knew each other well. The doorman looked us up and down.

“Beautiful girls, true angels, aren’t you?” he said to us. He winked at the waiter and moved the velvet rope aside so we could enter.

We walked through a large lounge area full of bookshelves and small tables where expensively-dressed couples sat drinking. Another room, which I took to be the main bar, was shaped like a metro tunnel and had gold-painted walls. A strange, broody music with long, sombre tones reverberated around the space. There was something disturbing about the music, about the way it rolled around itself like an aural vortex, the beginning of something that had yet to be defined.

The men bought us drinks. I was already too drunk to notice what mine was but I did notice that they didn’t buy drinks for themselves. We danced, I with the blonde one, standing close together, swaying to the lethargic music. Now and then, the men exchanged a couple of words in French. At one point, they said something to a waiter, who immediately went off to the toilets.

Shortly after, they nodded to each other and put their arms around us. I tried to pull back a little so my breasts weren’t so pressed up against the blonde one, but the music pulled us closer together. His leg slid between mine. It had an unexpected effect. Something opened up and a warm, tickling sensation spread up through my abdomen. I rested my head on his chest and he kissed my hair, saying something in French I couldn’t understand. For the first time that evening, I didn’t think of Felix and even when I did, I didn’t pull away. I knew it was wrong, but I stayed, pressed up against this man I’d barely said a word to, feeling his thigh muscles against my crotch. Next to us, Louise and Naomi danced, each with their own man. Were they thinking of their boyfriends at home? I’d met them, and I knew how jealous they could get, especially Louise’s boyfriend. Normally, she went out of her way to avoid doing anything that might arouse his suspicion. But my friends didn’t seem bothered; on the contrary, their arms were wrapped around the men’s necks, kissing them with slow, lingering kisses to the music that seemed to be closing in around us. I kept my head still, knowing that if I moved it, I would end up kissing my man too.

“Shall we get a drink?” he asked, loosening his grip on me.

We went to the end of the bar. Without asking me what I wanted, he ordered a whisky sour for me, nothing for himself. When I’d drunk half, I noticed that Naomi and Louise were no longer on the dance floor.

“Have you seen my friends?” I asked.

“Salle de bains,” he said.

“Toilets? Both of them?”

“Yes, with my friends,” he said.

“But…”

“This is Club Silencio,” he said and put his finger to my lips, teasingly. I didn’t understand what he meant. Nor did I want to ask.

“Shall we join them?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean shall we go and find them? They’re waiting,” he said.

“Waiting?”

 

The toilets were in a large room with gold walls just like the bar. They weren’t separated by gender; men and women used the same toilets so they could continue their conversations uninterrupted. Sinks for hand-washing covered the length of one wall and a four metre wide mirror covered another. In the centre of the room was a large, mahogany, cube-like structure with several doors. He led me over to one of the doors and knocked. A moment later, the waiter opened the door. He’d removed his jacket and shirt.

“Come,” said the waiter and gave me his hand. I took it and followed him in. There were no toilets inside, only a leather table affixed to one of the walls. Naomi and Louise sat on the table, their dresses pulled down, their bras discarded on the floor.

In the cubicle, the same music was playing from hidden speakers, but it seemed louder, more intrusive when it was the only thing you could hear. There were no other sounds, no footsteps, no voices.

Louise looked up but her eyes were half-closed, as if she was about to fall asleep, or as if she was waking from a very deep sleep. She saw me and smiled, but there was something different about her, a kind of peaceful abandonment. I’d never seen her like this before. When the waiter went over to her, she let her head fall lightly back and yielded to him. Naomi kissed the other. She sat balanced on the edge of the table with her crotch pressed up against his, his hands cupped around her breasts. I don’t think she noticed that the blonde man and I had entered the room.

He led me over the opposite wall and we watched the others in silence. It felt wrong to be in this room, as if I was an intruder, spying on my friends and their lovers. I felt I had crossed a line that I was not supposed to cross. We’d been friends for a long time, I’d seen them kiss men at countless parties and of course we’d seen each other naked, but this was something else. This was far too visceral. But, despite myself, I had no desire to leave. Whatever was about to happen, in this room, I wanted to witness it. It felt like a momentous occasion, like something was about to change forever.

The two men nodded to each other and then, in what looked like a well-rehearsed choreography, they simultaneously pushed both women onto their backs and slowly removed their underwear. They caressed the women’s exposed vulvae, gliding their fingers down towards the vaginal opening, up to the clitoris and back. They repeated the movement three times. Then the waiter took out a small tube and squeezed a clear gel out of it. The gel on his fingertips, he smeared it around Louise’s outer labia, but only around her opening. He did the same to Naomi. Afterwards, he stepped back a little and I could see my friends’ vulvae glistening in the light from the ceiling.

“What is he doing?” I whispered.

“He’s preparing them for their halos.”

“Halos?”

“If it works, yes. It doesn’t always work.”

The waiter unzipped his flies and pulled out his erect penis. He smeared it with gel and passed the tube to his friend. Then he took a small bag of white powder from his pocket and carefully sprinkled an even layer over his penis, the powder sticking to the gel.

“Coke,” whispered the blonde man in my ear.

“Why?”

“Watch.”

The waiter distributed the powder until his penis was almost white. I could only stare. He nodded to the other two men and spread Louise’s legs. He positioned himself between her legs, held his white penis just outside Louise’s vaginal opening and paused for a moment, concentrating on what he was about to do. Then he slowly—what seemed to me like several minutes—pressed his penis up into Louise, further and further until he was fully in. He remained motionless for a few seconds and then he withdrew as slowly as he’d entered, with the precision of a surgeon pulling a needle out of a muscle. I had no idea what was happening. Why had he only penetrated her once? I looked at the man sat next to me but he was transfixed by what was happening on the table in front of us.

The waiter stood for a moment in front of Louise, then turned towards us and nodded again. He stepped aside and the blonde man led me over the Louise.

“Look.”

He pointed at Louises vulva. In the gel around her vaginal opening was a white circle of cocaine. A halo.

“C’est parfait, l’auréole,” he said to the waiter, who nodded.

They watched as the other man, his penis now covered in cocaine, positioned himself between Naomi’s legs and carefully entered her. When he pulled out, all three men bent over to study Naomi’s vulva. Another perfect halo. The three friends shook hands earnestly. The blonde got out his phone and photographed my friends’ halos. He turned to me.

“Do you want to try?”

I stared at him. Then I shook my head.

“Let’s go back and let them finish,” he said.






	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy I is for Illicit Liaison: 10 Erotic Short Stories.

		Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
	





OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Title


   		Copyright


   		
8. arrondissement
      
      		Chapter


      




   		
She moves in mysterious ways
      
      		Chapter


      




   		
December 20: Midwinter Sin
      
      		Chapter


      




   		Coffee


   		
LUST
      
      		Coffee


      




   		
A Polyamorous Christmas
      
      		A Polyamorous Christmas


      




   		
The trip
      
      		THE TRIP A Woman’s Intimate Confessions: Part 5


      




   		
Towards East
      
      		Chapter


      




   		
Dear Brother-in-law
      
      		Dear Brother-in-law


      




   		
Tour de Chambre
      
      		Tour de Chambre


      




   		
Malicious Intent
      
      		Malicious Intent


      







  


OPS/images/9788727091341_cover_epub.jpg
| IS FOR ILLICIT LIAISON
(0 EvritTic Sworl Stories
L®OST







