
and fi nd her home’s been invaded?” 
Don’t argue with him, Ros, my mind 
screamed, don’t make him angry!

“It wasn’t my idea,” he said. “Did 
you ever read a book by Iain Banks 
called Complicity?”

“Nope… well, maybe.” I had my 
fi ngertips on my mobile.

“Well, Ellie did, they’re both 
Scottish. Anyway, it starts with this 
guy breaking in and having rough sex 
with a woman, but it turns out it was 
planned between them. Ellie thought 
it might…”

Spice things up a bit, I fi nished 
mentally, withdrawing my arm from 
under the covers. It didn’t seem so 
urgent now.

“Well, we’ve got into a bit of a rut 
I guess, so new fl at, new kinds of 
excitement, I suppose.”

I could see now he was empty-
handed. “So you were going to 
pretend to be the man in the Milk Tray 
adverts, right?”

“No, I was going to subdue her…”
“How?” Don’t ask that, you stupid 

cow, my brain howled. What kind of 
idiot asks an intruder how they plan to 
subdue a woman?

He raised his hands slightly. “I study 
judo – a simple hold should have 
done it, and then… Look, you must 
be scared, shall I put the light on?” He 
reached for the switch.

“No!” I yelled. Too late, his hand 
brushed the doorframe, smearing the 

gloss paint I’d spent all day applying.
“Shit!” He looked at the white smear 

on his hand. “Well, that explains why 
the door was open, I suppose – the 
smell of the paint?”

“Yup,” I said.
“Us too, whole place stinks. You 

should be more careful though, 
anybody could climb up that thing…” 
he realised what he’d said and 
laughed. After a second, so did I. He 
reached for the light switch again.

“Don’t,” I said.
“Why not?” His hand, marked by 

the paint, hovered in the air.  
“We’re neighbours. I don’t know 

how you’re going to explain this to 
your girlfriend, but I reckon the less we 
know about each other the better. If I 
don’t know what you look like, I can 
never be entirely sure it’s you, can I?”

The pale oval of his face nodded. 
“You’re right. And about Ellie. She’ll 
never understand.”

“Been together long?” I asked.
“Just over a year. The thing is…” he 

stepped forwards, then back again, but 
the movement had been enough for 
me to see that he was slim and dark-
haired. “Well, I think the whole thing’s 

doomed, to be honest. We were both 
on the rebound and this just proves 
to me that we’re not at all on the 
same wavelength.”

“You don’t fancy a bit of rough 
sex, then?” I wondered why I was 
discussing my sexual preferences 
with a complete stranger in the 
middle of the night. Truth was, I liked 
his voice.

“I do, sure I do; but not like this.”
“Like what, then?” I sat up.
“Well, more balanced, you know? 

Like some kind of contest where you 
have to pin the other person down and 
give them pleasure and they have to 

try and stop you. Sort of gladiatorial, I 
guess. Does that sound insane?”

It sounded interesting. And there 
were other interesting things going 
on. Like, he hadn’t left, and he hadn’t 
stopped looking at me. He had the 
advantage of whatever light was 
coming through the bedroom curtains 
behind me, while I was looking into the 
pitch blackness of the hall. So he could 
see me better than I could see him.

“It’s a real fantasy of yours, not just 
something you’ve said to please me, 
like you did to your girlfriend?”

He grinned suddenly. Something 
reckless about that grin. “It’s real.”

“Go on then,” I lifted my arms, 
letting the skinny vest I wore in bed 
ride up so he got a fl ash of my belly. 
“Make it as real as you like.” For a 
couple of heartbeats he didn’t move, 
then, faster than I’d expected, he 
pounced and pinned my arms to my 
sides. His mouth was against my hair 
and he whispered, “Are you sure?”

My heart was slamming. Was I 
sure? “Yes,” I said, but my voice was 
thick with nerves. He changed his grip, 
pinning my hands behind me in one 
of his, and began to kiss my neck and 

88 ScarletMagazine.co.uk ❘ March 2008

Faster than I’d expected, 

he pounced and pinned 

my arms to my sides
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