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Introduction



The philosopher Alain de Botton writes in The Art of Travel that the appeal of an attractive potential partner is heightened if such a person is encountered abroad; prospective lovers then seem to adopt something of the exoticism of the country one is travelling through. Their appeal, he speculates, may spring from an ambition to ‘weld ourselves more closely to the values missing from our own culture’. He may well be right but, to be prosaic for a moment, the primary aim for most travellers journeying out of the UK is usually to weld themselves to the nearest pool lounger and draw down those much-needed rays on their poor, sun-starved bodies.

But there is no doubt that an encounter away from home can provide a giddying thrill rarely found in one’s own neck of the woods; a chance to indulge one’s sybaritic side and give over the pull of nature. On holiday we recline that bit more luxuriously; dine a good deal more sumptuously, and bring forth our passions more readily. It’s no accident that the duty-free areas in airports display such an embarrassment of beauty care and sweet-smelling riches. The departure lounge is the place where women, especially, love to treat themselve to quality cosmetics from the upper price bracket in anticipation of lavishing them on their bodies when their skin begins to bronze. We visualise our holiday selves, beautified and groomed, taking an evening walk by the sea or in the town square, flashing smiles and flirty eyes at a handsome passer-by or fellow traveller.

As you would expect from a Black Lace compilation, the characters in this collection of sexy holiday stories go a good deal further than the flirting stage. In fact, none of these girls are going to let slip the opportunity to indulge in X-rated frolics, often al fresco, with their holiday flings. And what an assortment of manly charms they encounter. For those who like guys ‘tanned and rugged’, you are in for a treat: there’s a tour guide who knows how to hit the right pleasure spots; a hotel masseur who goes that extra bit further; a down and dirty US backwoodsman and a sex-mad Aussie snake handler who brings his mates along for the ride. More exotic is a Cuban salsa dancer and a dastardly Czech spanking fan, and, an unusual addition, the story of a young man encountering a beautiful dominatrix in a ski resort. I was spoilt for choice for stories with a French setting, but one character doesn’t even make it on to Gallic soil before she’s in action on the ferry crossing.

All in all, it’s a fabulously saucy beach read, and I bet that there’ll be many a hotel room with a dog-eared copy of this compilation on its bedside table. Just be careful you don’t spill your factor 15!

Kerri Sharp (Ed.)






Thanking Vesuvius

Primula Bond



The idea of swinging in a hammock above the Bay of Naples seemed like utter heaven when Samantha first suggested it. We were sitting in the British Museum at the time, staring at the shrivelled remains of someone who had failed to escape the eruption of Mount Vesuvius in AD 79. Every six months or so we’d meet there for some sisterly bonding, to ponder the exhibits until we felt sufficiently educated. Then we’d repair to the pub so that we could catch up – or rather I could listen to tales of her doomed love life.

‘Except that I don’t really have a love life at the moment, unlike you, lucky thing.’ Samantha sighed, tapping my engagement ring as we waited to cross the road. ‘How is the mysterious Geoffrey, by the way?’

I conjured up my imaginary fiancé from the collage of magazine cuttings stuck to my pin board at home. I love my younger sister, but she’s too nosy by half. I had to invent Geoffrey to keep her and my other friends off my back.

‘He’s fine. In the States, actually. Dying to meet you.’

‘Which is why you’d be the ideal travelling companion. Respectable, spoken for, always available…There’s an extra space in the villa, you see. You love the sun, or you used to. You’re a brilliant cook. There’ll be plenty of culture. And you won’t be competition when we’re out pulling the locals.’

‘We?’ I paused at the door of the pub.

‘Me and Greta. Don’t look so horrified.’ Sam flicked her golden plaits at me. ‘She speaks English really well now. We’re best mates.’ Now she was blushing.

‘For some reason clients always want us on modelling assignments together.’

‘You mean you still haven’t twigged why identical Frauleins in scraps of lace and shaking their booties like the Cheeky Girls is such a winner?’ I said, with not a little trace of incredulity at her naivety. It was then I caught sight of my dishevelled reflection in the tarnished pub mirror – long hair falling out of a chaotic top knot, big eyes watering over the emerald-green pashmina protecting my face from the late spring chill. I was not so much cheeky as peaky.

‘I suppose we are alike –’

‘You’re their best investment since what’s her name, who’s always in the society pages. Come on, doll. Why do the pair of you want someone like me coming on your girlie holiday?’

‘We don’t, really.’ Sam bit her lip and pushed her way to the bar to order my favourite Merlot.

‘Oh, that’s charming.’

‘I mean, it’s the agency who suggested it. In fact they’ll only let us have the time off if we take a kind of –’

‘What? Minder?’

Sam giggled. Even her laugh made me feel ungainly and ancient, but protective too. I’d looked after her since our mum died, done everything for her until the talent scouts took over and it was time for me to get a life.

‘Chaperone. Apparently we’re not considered proper adults, even at the age of twenty. They don’t want us misbehaving and ruining our looks for the Gleneagles shoot next month.’ She pouted her pillowy mouth. ‘You’re even to make sure we don’t get sunburned.’

The idea of swinging in a hammock over the Bay of Naples with a pair of nubile honeys in tow would not have been my first suggestion for an ideal holiday – but it didn’t stop me from accepting the offer. I even wangled for the holiday to be paid through the agency and, after some toing and froing, cast caution to the chill wind and went for it.

*   *   *

The peachy villa was paradise regained. Hidden in a lush garden on top of a pink cliff overlooking a small, deserted beach, it had cool flagstoned floors with terra-cotta tubs of huge cacti dotted about the poolside terrace and entrance. Tiny finches darted about the bougainvillea and the whole place hummed with life and heat. And right there was the hammock I’d imagined, slung especially for me between two black pine trees.

The days passed without incident. I relaxed on the terrace while the girls gossiped about the agency and the high dramas that seemed to occur with regularity in that world of fragile egos and beautiful creatures. I read the latest blockbuster novels, dozed in the shade and took photos of the landscape.

We were near the end of our week’s sojourn when my girls got restless – as young girls do. I was on the terrace, as usual, dunking almond biscuits into my cappuccino while they sipped at pressed lemon juice. As always, I had flung a kaftan over my bathing suit before joining them for breakfast but, as soon as I got outside, the heat sucked at me. I paced about on the hot stones, desperate to take it off, take everything off, and jump into the pool.

‘Carla says it’s a heatwave,’ murmured Sam, fanning herself with my newspaper. ‘And that’s some achievement in a place that regularly reaches thirty degrees. If you look towards the mainland, you can see smoke from the forest fires.’

Carla was round the corner of the house, dressed in her smart white maid’s uniform. We watched her snapping out sheets to hang on the line. No wet patches under her long brown arms. The heatwave evidently didn’t bother her.

‘We’re safer here, then,’ I said, ‘unless we take that trip to Pompeii.’

Sam and Greta shook their heads. They were extraordinary. Even their jerky, haughty movements were the same. They had cut their hair before coming on holiday, long white-blonde fringes swept sideways across their narrow faces, but cropped close at the back so that their exposed necks were raw, like stalks.

‘We’ll suffocate if we stay here. But, please, not Pompeii. Not today.’ Greta stood up, twitching a shiny triangle of pink thong across her waxed pubes. I didn’t know where to look, because she was topless too, her small round breasts jutting on her ribcage, daring me to stare.

‘Bone,’ I said.

Greta squinted through the shadows cast by the vine above her head.

‘It’s all I can see of you, sweetie…skin and bone.’

‘We want to go down to the beach,’ they said.

I swerved away from her and spilled coffee all over my kaftan.

‘Whatever,’ I sighed. ‘Let the agency treat you like cut glass china. You can do what you like.’

I stepped on to the parched grass area and into the sun. I could hear Carla singing in the sizzling air. My hair seemed to be frying on my scalp and my blood drummed in my ears as my body struggled to adjust to the attack of temperature. Sweat dribbled between my breasts, but I liked it. I liked the way the ferocious heat seemed to coax them into fullness, pushing against the material of the kaftan, the heat spreading all over my skin. Already there were little freckles on my arms. I’d been skulking in the hammock most of the time, except when the girls went inside to chatter to Carla, or have a siesta, and that was when I dived into the pool before lying out on the stones beside it like a slowly roasting lizard, alone with my big white body. But right now I was too shy and self-conscious to bare myself in front of anyone.

The pool was calling to me, but I wouldn’t fully uncover myself in front of them.

‘Take that kaftan off,’ said Sam. ‘It’s absurd to have that on in this heat.’

‘I shouldn’t,’ I said. ‘I’m not like you two – all slender and perfect. There’s far too much of me.’

‘That’s so not true.’ Greta opened a raffia bag and started pulling out jewel-bright, diaphanous sarongs, as if she were a magician. ‘You are beautiful, Laura. You’re all woman. One day I will give all this up and eat chocolate so I can look like you again.’

Sam snorted and sat up. ‘But I daresay your Geoffrey likes a nice big handful, eh, sis? Come on, don’t be shy. Show us! It’s the hottest summer they’ve seen for decades, and you’re all covered up in your old kaftan.’

She and Greta danced around me like marionettes, spindly arms and fingers teasing me, enormous blue eyes flashing above their sharp cheekbones, and then the kaftan was off, flung across the grass.

‘Now you’re ready for the beach. Won’t you try a bikini?’ Sam surveyed me, hands on her hips. At least she still had her top on. ‘I think you’d look rather splendid, and there are lovely little shops in the town.’

‘Don’t push it,’ I warned, crossing my arms uselessly over my stomach. ‘I don’t want to scare the natives.’

‘The natives! Now you’re talking. What are we doing hiding up here like a trio of nuns?’ Sam shoved her sunglasses on and started packing up her beach bag. ‘Sun. Sea. Sex. Bring it on!’

‘Let me tie this sarong for you.’ Greta was beside me, pushing my hands away. She reached round me to wrap a length of smoky blue chiffon round my hips, rubbing like a cat against me. When she moved back her dark-red nipples were huge and prominent.

‘You were almost the same shape as me, Sammy, before you dieted yourself into oblivion,’ I chattered nervously over Greta’s shoulder.

‘You can’t have big tits and child-bearing hips on the catwalk, Laura,’ mocked Sam, snatching up the keys to the hired jeep and stalking into the house. ‘Even if you have got better legs than me.’

‘Fantastic legs. But you shouldn’t hide the tits and hips, either,’ murmured Greta, bending to pick up her bikini top. She faced me, smiling at my relief as she tied it over those astounding nipples. ‘Someone will want to enjoy those.’

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Carla pick my kaftan off the grass and hold it to her face as she watched us go.

*   *   *

There was no shade on the beach, apart from the thatched deck of a little bar at the far end. The air seemed to be solid in the soupy heat, but there was the tiniest breeze coming off the dazzling water. I followed the girls down the rocky slope, laden with towels and mats and bottles and books.

‘Where are you going to lie?’ I asked anxiously. ‘You’ve got to watch the sun.’

The cove was idyllic, quiet, almost deserted apart from a scattering of sun worshippers. A couple of surfer dudes were wading out of the sea looking like Greek gods. Or Roman gods, I suppose, as we were in Ischia. One of these sons of Poseidon wore a wetsuit rolled down over a ridged brown torso and carried a diver’s tank. The other had on a pair of faded denim shorts and his skin was the colour of golden syrup. He shook his bleached hair off his face like a dog. The water made runnels through the dark hair on their stomachs and down their strong thighs.

Sam nudged Greta and they went into catwalk mode, swinging hips and ankles athletically across the sand, kicking at the water and tilting their chins over their shoulders as they passed. The boys gaped, as any red-blooded male would do, and muttered some kind of greeting.

I realised I’d stopped on the edge of the sand. My tongue was running across my dry lips as I watched the boys watching the girls. My imaginary Geoffrey had a new face now, modelled on those gods, and a new body to match. Those young buttocks, flexing – it was amazing. Those thighs, swaggering like a cowboy’s, as if his dick swung too low. Those brown hands, slapping at each other’s shoulders as they parted.

The guy in the shorts walked across the beach. Greta and Sam had chosen a spot and were waggling their hands at me. He nodded as he passed them. After shaking his longish hair off his face again, he went up to the bar and unlocked the door.

‘Laura! We need the sun cream!’ the girls yelled.

The other guy, the diver, had nearly reached me. I hitched my cargo of beach stuff awkwardly in my arms. He was right in front of me, scuffing through the sand, and I tipped my head towards the girls.

‘Demanding little madams,’ I said, smiling straight at him. ‘Gorgeous, though, aren’t they?’

He shrugged. Obviously he hadn’t understood. He bent to pick up a magazine that I’d dropped and glanced at the model on the cover. The eyelashes fringing his amber eyes were stuck together with salt water, and drops were gathered along his collar bone. He handed me the magazine, but I couldn’t take my eyes off his mouth. He had obscenely full lips, like his mate. The kind of lips you could imagine kissing, then nibbling down your neck, over your breasts, sucking on your taut nipples, kissing your stomach, pushing down, down…

‘I didn’t notice,’ he said suddenly, brushing past me to walk up the slope. I could smell his sweat mixed with the hot rubber of his wetsuit. His voice was low, the voice of a much older man, and with an almost perfect English accent.

I let out a kind of shivering laugh of denial, and bustled off towards the girls.

The blond guy started up some music, and the few other people on the beach raised their heads testily.

‘Remember your duties,’ said Sam, snatching the sun cream off me and kneeling up behind Greta, who had taken her top off again and was staring out to sea. ‘Got to keep the sun off.’

‘I think it’s too hot already,’ murmured Greta, closing her eyes. Sam smoothed the cream on to Greta’s back with exaggerated movements, nuzzling into her neck and letting her hands trail round to her breasts and stomach. She glanced across the beach. Sure enough the barman was leaning on his counter, tipping beer into his mouth, and I swear he was massaging the front of his shorts.

His diver mate had reached the top of the slope. My stomach lurched as he hoisted up a surfboard, muscles flexing down his sides. Come down, come back down here. He stared at Greta and Sam, then propped the surfboard against his jeep and started to peel his wetsuit over his hips. A line of hair ran down his stomach, leading into his groin. I ached to see what was there; the proud thing he no doubt possessed quivering out of his wetsuit. I breathed quickly, impatiently. It was safe to look. He’d never imagine I was lusting after him. I was invisible beside the dazzling young girls; a motherly figure in my sarong and my big straw hat.

‘Come on, Laura. Your turn.’ Greta knocked me to my knees and whipped my hat off. My hair tumbled down, warm coils on my skin. Sam giggled, dancing round us while she undid her top. Greta pushed me on to my front and Sam stole my sarong, running into the sea with it trailing behind her like a wing.

‘When did you last have a man inside you?’ Greta whispered, sitting astride me and dripping oil on to my spine. ‘I see you looking, Laura. You look at everyone.’

I tried to push her off me. I wanted to see the diver naked, but she locked me between her thighs and rocked her neat butt over mine as she pulled my bathing suit down to my waist and stroked the oil up and down so that my skin started tingling in places she hadn’t even reached. My thighs were squeezed together and the lips of my pussy were stuck with moisture.

‘The last time I was on a beach, actually, a few years ago,’ I groaned as her fingertips dug into me. The jeep’s rackety engine fired up. So he was leaving. ‘I was cute then, like you. Slim, sex on legs, tits that stayed put when I moved.’

‘So you looked just like Sam?’ Greta flicked my hair off my shoulder and massaged my neck. ‘But you’re still sexy now. You still have these amazing breasts – so big, so juicy.’ I blushed into the towel and let loose with some information that I thought would either shock or amuse young Greta.

‘My boyfriend had the biggest dick you’ve ever seen. Constantly bursting out of his Speedos, he was.’ My pussy twitched at the memory. I was definitely wet down there. ‘Oh, the heat. It made us so horny.’

‘It was Geoffrey?’ she asked.

‘Oh no. Long before his time. But that’s how it was back then. We were always at it, especially on holiday. Grabbed at sex like we were starving.’

Just then Sam called out and Greta slipped off me. Sam was dancing about coquettishly as the barman shook cocktails. Greta went over to them and snaked an arm around Sam’s waist.

On the other side of the beach the diver had left his surfboard and wetsuit by the rocks, but his jeep was roaring up the dusty track, scattering stones. I crawled over the hot sand to where Sam had dropped my sarong. Hell, no one was looking. I stood up and stretched. The light danced off the water. I couldn’t resist. I flung myself in and washed all that heat and sweat off me until all I could hear was my own heart drumming.

And later, while my girls nibbled shellfish at the bar, I lay down and let the sun sink into me while I dozed off. A young cock remembered, hot and swollen from hours in the sun, nudging between my loose, lazy thighs, waking me, pushing up inside where I was always so ready, now so empty, invading all that moist darkness with solid inches of pumping, thrusting, thrusting…

‘How can you bear it out here? You’re not even burned. We’ve been in the shade all day.’

Their shadows were blocking out the still blazing afternoon sun.

‘Must be my natural habitat.’ I yawned, sitting up. Only the stiffening of my nipples told me that my bathing suit had slipped down. I pulled it up slowly and reluctantly, relishing the kiss of the sun on my breasts.

Both girls had hands on hips in slightly defensive gestures.

‘We don’t want to go yet,’ Sam said, as I moved in slow motion to gather our things. ‘Paulo’s mate is coming back soon, and we’re going to party.’

I couldn’t focus. They jumped like stick insects against the glare of sun. My head was thick with sleep and the sweaty dreams of summer sex I’d been drowning in.

‘Whatever. But just remember, it’s only a couple of days before I hand you back.’ I rubbed my eyes. ‘They’ll roast me alive if you misbehave.’

‘So stay with us,’ said Greta, rearranging my shoulder straps. ‘Have some fun.’

‘Oh, honey. I’d cramp your style.’

The other guy’s jeep was skidding up in a cloud of dust, eager to get the party started. I made my excuses, and headed instead towards the track and turned to wave. Greta was watching me go while Sam tugged at her. The boy in the hut was nodding his head to some music and rolling a joint. And, above the dust cloud, out over the sea, still that wispy trail of smoke from the forest fires.

‘You’re going home now?’

The diver was dry now, his hair glossy and black, and he was wearing a ripped black T-shirt. I could see the pulse going in his neck. I realised that the erotic dreams I’d been having on the beach came with this face attached, this body. Hidden under my sarong, I ached for him.

He seemed to be waiting for me to answer, but I was so warm, so weak with imagined pleasure that all I could do was smile weakly at him, shrug casually as if sad to miss the fun, and move on past.

*   *   *

Early next morning it was hotter than ever. I was up, dressed and eager to go. After breakfast there was still no sign of the girls, so I stamped up to Sam’s room.

Carla came out, delicately wiping her upper lip. ‘They are sick, signora,’ she said. ‘They ate bad fish at the beach.’

She looked flushed, and two buttons of her white uniform were undone to reveal the deep crack of her cleavage.

‘Hung-over, more like,’ I said. ‘Now we’ll all be in trouble, and it’s almost the last day.’ I flung open the door. ‘We’re going to Pompeii. It’ll take a whole day to get there and back.’

Their shuttered bedroom was like a perfumed oven. The villa had several bedrooms, but they’d chosen to share – no doubt sharing the secrets and giggling over the things that amuse young women of their age. The ceiling fan flicked round, stirring expensive musky aromas around the room.

‘We can’t go,’ Sam groaned.

The shutters clattered open. Greta was in Sam’s bed, one arm flung across my sister’s body and apparently fast asleep.

‘Did you stay at the beach too late last night?’ I demanded, staying by the window. ‘What did you get up to in that shack? And why is Greta in your bed?’

‘What are you, my mother?’

Greta lifted her hand to hush Sam’s mouth.

My breath was difficult to catch. ‘That’s what I’m here for, isn’t it? To keep an eye on you?’

Sam shakily wiped her forehead. Her hair was drenched with sweat. ‘They weren’t interested. We had fun, but those blokes are weird. They didn’t want to fuck us. They were probably too stoned.’

Greta opened her blue eyes and grinned across at me. ‘Perhaps they didn’t like me kissing Sam with my tongue. Some men get a hard-on to see that, but –’

‘Shut up, Greta, you’ll upset her,’ growled Sam. ‘Laura’s not into all that.’

‘I’m going to Pompeii,’ I snapped. ‘I think you should come.’

‘You won’t rest till you’ve had your fix of culture, will you?’ Sam pouted petulantly and then sank back on to the pillow.

Greta looked at me. ‘She is sick, you know, Laura. You go get your fix alone.’

That Oscar Wilde was right. Youth is so wasted on the young.

*   *   *

The coach growled and swayed around the winding coast road. Here on the mainland the sky was smudged grey with smoke from the forest fires. I glanced across the bay to Ischia, where my girls lay nursing their headaches in their stifling room above the deserted beach. My insides tightened as I imagined Greta fondling Sam, straddling her as the sheet slipped off, leaning forwards to kiss her with her tongue.

I wanted to keep watch, to throw a bucket of cold water over them. But I also felt liberated, alone in this air-conditioned coach, away for a few hours from their knowing perfection. The only other people who could stand the heat were an elderly couple and a scruffy group of students.

Pompeii was everything I’d expected. The sizzling, deadly heat was just right to create the doomed atmosphere, as was the noonday sky darkened with the threat of fire. I trailed through the ruined shops and houses, past columns with no roof to support, along the narrow streets where chariots used to race, flapping my guidebook in front of me and wrapping my shoulders with yet another sarong. The heat scrambled my brain. I gave up trying to concentrate on the details and just absorbed the history.

‘And this was a bordello,’ said the deep voice of a tour guide behind me as I wandered into a warren of tiny chambers. ‘These were the whores’ rooms. Those shelves were the beds where they pleasured their clients.’

My blood buzzed in my ears. I’d imagined the voice. Sex dominated my mind completely. I blamed the heat. I was being stupid, trying to feel twenty again. I couldn’t get Sam and Greta out of my mind. I couldn’t stop the ache that had begun yesterday when I yearned to see the diver’s emerging young body, made worse by Greta oiling me in the sun and asking me when I last had a man…

The other sightseers were trailing back to the coach. I leaned against the wall, limp with frustration, and closed my eyes.

‘The blonde lady from the beach.’

Then came the smell of sweat and of man, mixed not with rubber this time but fresh laundry. A white shirt sleeve blocked my way out. The sunlight was extinguished, but the heat inside my belly was even greater.

‘The diver from the beach,’ I gasped aloud, wetting my lips. My body seemed to be licked by fire. ‘What are you doing here?’

‘I’m a part-time tourist guide. It’s my job, among other things.’ He laughed, framing me with his other arm. Close up, and fully clothed, he looked older – in his 40s, I’d say; one of those guys who has spent a lifetime outdoors being rangy and rugged. He was close up against me now, the buckle of his trousers jabbing through my flimsy dress. His legs trapped me against the old wall. ‘So where are your frisky little bodyguards? Left you alone for once?’

‘It’s the other way round, actually. I’m supposed to be looking after them.’ I wanted to kick myself, sounding so prim. ‘So…I don’t know what you did to them at the beach last night, but –’

‘I didn’t do anything to them,’ he said, sounding shocked. He shook his head, his eyes gleaming. I could feel the long hard shape of his cock through his trousers pressing up against me, and a shaft of excitement shot up the back of my legs.

‘It’s you I’d like to have sex with.’

I shook my head so hard it banged against the rough wall, breathy laughter sputtering out of my mouth. I was imagining things, surely, although the thrust of that cock was real all right. I could definitely feel it trying to nuzzle through my skirt, into my bush. I tried to sidle sideways, but my legs wouldn’t hold me up.

‘So little room in here, don’t you think?’ I blustered nervously. ‘I thought I was in a bakery. Or is it a police station? What are these cells? What did you say this place was?’ I slithered along the wall, craning my head this way and that. I was seeing nothing, so aware of his body right up against me, all that maleness pulsing into the cooked air.

‘It was called the lupanare. The frescoes should give you a clue. Take a good look.’

He pulled me away from the wall and, balancing one hand on my hip, fingers feeling my flesh, he pointed upwards. Very faint, cracked figures, painted in terra-cotta and black, were etched over the ancient bricks. At first I thought they were dancing, or praying, but no. They were copulating, rutting, humping, in every position under the sun. Here was a tough man gripping a slender girl’s thighs while she stretched out gracefully and he fucked her from behind. There was a woman with elegant coiled hair straddling a man’s cock as he reclined on cushions.

‘It’s like a menu, see? All the services you could get for your dinarii.’ He whispered right into my ear. ‘Or perhaps the pictures were just the porno of the day – pictures designed to get them horny.’

There was such a heavy silence in the chamber that I felt as if I were being sucked right into the frescoes. Another pair knelt up and went at it face to face, togas slipping to the floor. A man simply stood, displaying his thumping erection. A woman solemnly lowered her face into a man’s groin. Another woman sat on the bed with them, staring directly at me.

‘Do you think they were still in here when the lava came?’ I was leaning against him now. The etchings were so delicate, yet so businesslike. Imagine giving pleasure for money. God, I could be there, selling myself, climbing on to a great meaty penis and lowering myself down, down on to its rigid shaft…

‘Were they petrified exactly as it found them, you know, in flagrante?’

‘Some of them, yes. But what a way to go.’ Now both his hands were resting on my hips. I was too turned on to resist as he started to tug my silky dress up my legs. ‘Imagine coming to visit your favourite tart after a long day’s hard work, paying your fee, fucking her senseless or getting her to suck you off, getting all tangled up and hot on the bed, with not a clue what’s happening to the city outside these walls; just lost inside her, pumping your life away.’

He ran his fingers up under my dress and sank them into the soft flesh of my buttocks, lifting me quickly so that I was forced to wrap my legs round him. The sarong slipped off my shoulders and landed on his foot. I could feel my sex lips slicking open, moistening in the lacy knickers as my dress floated round my waist. Now his eyes were on a level with my breasts and we both looked down at them, bulging honey-dark in the half-light.

There were still people about. Footsteps scraping along in the dust outside.

‘They wouldn’t have stopped, would they, even if their hearts were clattering with fear?’ I said, throwing back my head and arching my throat as my nipples hardened against the tight bodice of my dress. ‘They would have gone on and on, saying, “Don’t stop until I come; whatever it is can’t touch us in here.” ’

The diver carried me round the corner out of sight and slammed me against the wall.

‘That’s right. Safe inside the lupanare. Everyone fucking like there’s no tomorrow.’

He dug his fingers into my butt cheeks, easing them apart, and then his fingers were in the damp crack between them, searching and sliding over my tender flesh. I couldn’t tell whether it was sweat or whether I was creaming myself, waiting for the moment. I was alive with excitement now, opening myself wider to swallow his fingers, to grip him, grinding myself against his white shirt, staining it with my juices as I wound my fingers in his hair to smother him between my damp breasts.

He groaned unevenly as his fingers slid in and out of me, releasing my urgent, musky scent, driving me wild with wanting. I slid my hand down his stomach to find it, scrabbled at his belt, grinning at the bestial grunting noises I was making as his teeth easily tore my flimsy dress and nipped sharply at the nipple sparking there.

Suddenly there were soft, questioning voices jostling in the doorway, coming in, coming round the corner, the click of a camera, and then a gasp. A stifled giggle, then another gasp and another click of the camera before the feet shuffled away.

He lifted his head, lips wet with his saliva, and we stared at each other, eyes glittering in the suffocating gloom. I was quivering violently now, with the effort of gripping him and with the ferocious desire to have him, right there in our own hot whore house.

‘So now they have all seen us.’ He swore under his breath, his face so close to mine. ‘I have to go. I have to join my group.’

‘Fuck your group,’ I snapped. ‘Let them come and see. Let’s recreate the energy of the old bordello.’ I kissed him hard, pressing my mouth on to his gorgeous lips. He paused, then his tongue snaked hungrily around mine and I let my feet drop to the floor and we staggered backwards into one of the little alcoves which used to be the sumptuous couches of lust.

I barely felt the scratch of rough stone against my back as we fell and he reared over me on his hands and knees, just like one of the hungry men in the etchings. I unzipped his trousers and there was his big penis standing hard and straight and there were my legs, hooking him into me.

He edged across the narrow shelf. How tiny those Pompeiians must have been! I was half raised against the wall, but our bodies were stuck together now and there was the round tip of his cock opening me up, then the long, smooth shaft sliding in. I was so wet now, so smooth compared with the rough stone of our makeshift bed. My arms and legs were wound around him and his hands were squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples as he bit my neck, pausing to listen for any audience, and then we were rocking wildly together, his cock thrusting and bursting and filling me totally.

Outside there were more voices and some shouting and laughter, but they receded, and then one or two coaches sounded their horns. I laughed, and threw myself back against the stone bed. His full weight was on me, shoving me up against the wall as he did what was natural. His knees were scratched, my shoulder blades were scratched, but then what sounded like some kind of siren wailed up in the city of Naples and a helicopter whirred overhead. My diver started to groan again, and I thought of where we were – the volcano and all its eruptions gathering over us. I laughed to myself as I felt my own underground currents drawing and pulling, gathering into a point, sucking me under, sucking him in, and the commotion outside and the prospect of crowds of tourists pouring in to see the show only drove my excitement on until I felt him shudder. I was too excited to hold back and, grinding myself against him, I came too, wave after wave of glorious ecstasy rippling in and out of both of us until we could catch our breath again.

I could barely walk as we staggered out of the lupanare and back through the ruined town to the car park.

‘The fires are all along the coast now,’ said my diver as we got to my coach. He wrapped my sarong around my neck, fingers lingering on my skin. ‘If we don’t go now we’ll all be trapped.’

The sky was a venomous yellow and there was a scorching and ripping in the air.

‘Somehow that doesn’t scare me,’ I said. ‘I’d like to be trapped here with you.’

‘I’ll meet you on the beach tonight,’ he called as he backed towards his own bus. ‘If Geoffrey doesn’t mind.’

He was pointing at my finger. The girls must have told him I was spoken for, though that hadn’t stopped him seducing me in the lupanare, had it? I took the false engagement ring off, held it up so that it glinted against the livid sky, then threw it over the wall to be buried in the dust of Pompeii.

‘It’s a date.’ I laughed. As my bus rumbled back towards the coast, I looked up at Mount Vesuvius – and thanked her for the favour she had done me.
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