EXCERPT THREE 

‘What if he never wants to speak to me again?’ Rachel choked. ‘I think I’ve really fucked up this time.’

‘Don’t be silly, Rachel, he’s just grumpy with you. You should go over there and try smooth things over. Couples should never go to bed angry with one another.’ Sue paused. ‘Hey, you know what I do when I screw up and Brian and I have a fight and I want to make up?’

‘No, what?’ asked Rachel.

‘I buy a sexy outfit; something naughty like a French maid or a Playboy Bunny or something.’ Sue giggled. ‘It always works. There’s no way a man can stay angry with you when you’re half dressed and you’ve gone to all that effort with him in mind. It’s a hundred percent foolproof. Trust me, he’ll take one look at you and he won’t even remember why he’s mad.’

‘That’s not a bad idea, Sue,’ said Rachel. ‘Do you really think it will work? I’ve never done anything like that before.’

‘C’mon, think about it, Rae. You in a Playboy Bunny outfit, what’s not to work?’

Rachel nodded into the phone.

The cab dropped her off outside Jimmy’s XXX House of Fun. The facade was painted black and covered with neon signs proclaiming XXX Adult Movies and Toys and Girls. She stepped inside. The shop was well lit with florescent bulbs and packed with stock. One wall was covered in movies and the opposite wall was covered in dildos, while racks of dirty magazines ran the length of the shop. A couple of men were browsing the movie section. Rachel avoided making eye contact with any of them and hurried over to the sales lady – a petite, bored looking Asian girl with heavy eye make-up and multiple piercings in her nose, chin and eyebrow. Strangely, Rachel noticed, the only place she wasn’t pierced was her ear lobes.

‘Hi,’ Rachel said quietly.

The salesgirl looked her up and down.

‘I’m looking for a sexy costume, like a French maid’s outfit. Do you have anything like that?’

‘What you?’ asked the salesgirl, tapping her nail file on the edge of her fingers. ‘Size fourteen?’

‘Actually, more like an eight,’ said Rachel, trying hard not to feel offended.

‘We’re all out of French maid,’ said the salesgirl, walking out from behind the counter.

Rachel followed her down the middle of the shop and noticed that she had a tattoo on the back of her neck that said Made in Japan. At the end of the magazine racks they reached a rail, stacked with outfits. The girl rifled through them and pulled out two. ‘In big size we only got 

witch and bee,’ she said. 

‘Any Playboy Bunnies, schoolgirls or cheerleaders?’ asked Rachel.

‘Only witch and bee!’ shouted the salesgirl.

Rachel took a closer look at both outfits. The witch had a scary mask, a tall pointy black hat, a very short, very skin-tight, plastic off the shoulder dress, a black cloak and a particularly phallic-looking short plastic broomstick. Rachel thought it was the most unsexy outfit she had ever seen. 

‘I don’t want to be a witch,’ she whispered to the salesgirl. ‘I don’t think men want to forgive witches that have been bad.’

‘Only got witch and bee for you, big girl,’ repeated the salesgirl loudly.

‘All right! All right!’ Rachel said, appraising the bee outfit. It consisted of a miniscule yellow-and-black striped strip of fabric, that was a boob tube but could have also been a belt, a minute ruffled miniskirt made out of bright yellow plastic and a prosthetic black plastic sting on a

belt. The final touches were provided by a pair of bright yellow pleather crotchless panties, a pair of black-and-yellow six-inch pointed drag queen heels, a pair of yellow wings that would attach to her back with elastic and an Alice band with bobble feelers sticking out of it. For a novelty outfit it was very intricate and well thought out. Rachel was surprised and impressed. Until this moment she’d never thought that bees could be sexy.

The salesgirl showed her to the changing room where Rachel squeezed into the outfit and evaluated her reflection: wings, six-inch heels and all. Then she turned around and looked over her shoulder to catch a glimpse of the view from behind. She looked half sexy and half ridiculous, but mostly just ridiculous. Oh well, she thought, if this didn’t make Jerrod forgive her, nothing would. Rachel thought about the situation. Had their roles been reversed and he’d had allowed some girl to move into his apartment and had then stood Rachel up to go scouring the city for her, she would have been less than impressed herself. She couldn’t blame him for being mad at her. She needed a big gesture, something to prove to him that she was crazy about him and that she wasn’t in the slightest bit interested in Justin. And the way she saw it, you didn’t get a much bigger romantic gesture than a yellow-and-black pleather, crotchless bee outfit.

As Rachel gathered her clothes she heard a host of strange noises. It sounded like there was a couple having sex in the dressing room next to hers. She wouldn’t be surprised, she thought, making a mental note to avoid touching anything on her way out. Having made her decision, Rachel put her coat on over the outfit. The wings and ridiculous sting made things tricky and uncomfortable, so she took off the coat and removed them both. She would put them on in the elevator, together with the yellow and black Alice band with its two bouncy yellow bobble-tipped feelers. Finally, she put her coat back on, parted the changing room curtain with her elbow and made her way carefully past the wall of giant dildos to the till.

‘You buy big black cock?’ shouted the Asian salesgirl as she rang up the outfit.

‘No, thank you,’ Rachel said politely as everyone in the shop turned to stare at her.

‘Big black cock half price today,’ said the salesgirl, waiting to ring up the final total in case Rachel changed her mind.

‘No, really, not today, thank you,’ Rachel whispered.

‘What, you no like big black cock?’ said the girl.

‘It’s not that,’ said Rachel, running her eye around the shop to make sure she wouldn’t be offending any of the other customers, who might be owners of their own big black cocks. ‘I don’t really have a need for one today, but maybe tomorrow.’


‘Big black cock not half price tomorrow,’ the salesgirl said, shaking her head and ringing up the grand total. 

Rachel paid for the outfit, shoved her clothes into a Jimmy’s XXX House of Fun shopping bag and ducked out of the sex shop. Hobbling down the street in the six-inch heels, Rachel pulled her coat tighter around her to cover up the bee costume, but it was a warm June night and it wasn’t long before she began to sweat. The crotchless pleather panties chafed unpleasantly on her thighs and by the time she had clopped the five blocks to Jerrod’s apartment her make-up had started to melt down her face. Ah, the things we do for forgiveness, she thought. Eventually, chafed in places she hadn’t even known existed, she arrived at the building, where the doorman let her in with the knowing grin of a man who had been a doorman in New York long enough to know that a woman in a floor-length coat in June was definitely hiding something.
