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Introduction


  


  This novel was originally hand-written in what is now a tattered blue notebook. It was 1989. I was sitting in a lawn chair in my in-laws backyard, relishing my first Midwest spring – a pretty amazing experience for this West Coast girl. Something about the fertile ground, the sun, the humid air, the feel of the rich earth moving beneath me had a pleasing, and very decidedly erotic effect on my physical body. The story that had haunted me for years began to flow out on the lined notebook paper so fast that I could hardly keep up with my thoughts. From the notebook to a typewriter to Red Stripe Books, a publisher willing to take a chance on the story, regardless of the fact that it was so clumsily written that I’m surprised they even considered it. Since its first rather awkward incarnation, the novel has been through many re-edits and has been offered by Pink Flamingo Publications since 1995 in one version or another. However, I never felt


  In the spring of 2013, after a two year hiatus from writing erotica, I started to feel the urge to write again. Maybe it was the approach of spring, perhaps I felt the need to reconnect with the beginnings of my writing career. Regardless, I suddenly felt compelled to revisit Alexandra, Will and Reggie one more time. On this occasion I wanted to take the time to add the polish and sophistication that seemed missing in the novel’s earlier versions; to make the words fit the vision I always had of this special story. After all, this was the fantasy and these were the characters that were born of my own sexual awakening.


  With the same kind of obsessive fervor I recall from 1989, I spent the much of March 2013 madly, obsessively, happily rewriting Alexandra’s Awakening almost from scratch. While the story remains the same, many scenes have been expanded, others have been combined, I’ve updated the story for the current times, and in the end, the novel has grown a good 15,000 words. (probably my biggest surprise is how the work has expanded) This story will always be close to my heart because this is where my writing career began… though, frankly, it’s my hope that this will be its final incarnation.


  Of course, once Alexandra’s Awakening was complete, I turned my attention to the four sequels to the novel. Written after I’d honed my craft, they didn’t need the attention that the first required. I am so pleased that I could find put them all together in one volume. Now it’s time to leave Alex and her friends and move on to something new.


  


  Lizbeth Dusseau


  


  

  To Ken


  



  

  Chapter One


  


  I straightened my skirt before I entered the bar. The pink and green neon flamingo blinked against the white painted walls. It took some time for my eyes to adjust to the dim lights, but once they had, I noticed several pairs of eyes glued to my every move. My low cut blouse showed them just enough breast to keep them looking. Wait until I lean over, I thought. With just the right bounce I moved to the long shiny bar. The eyes followed.


  “Gin and tonic,” I ordered. The bartender smiled, while I peered out of the corner of my eye at the guy next to me. Ooo, he was hot!


  “You waiting for someone?” I asked.


  “Just you,” he said, smiling.


  What a flirt!


  We sat at a small table, and as my black skirt rose up on my thigh, I saw him staring. So did several other men. When I leaned forward, he looked down my blouse; and as he did my body heat soared.


  I didn’t want to talk, the music was far too loud, so my gentleman friend and I danced. While moving sexily to the singer’s raspy voice, I watched the bulge grow between the man’s legs, and then rubbed myself against it as the slow dance began. He hiked my skirt to rub my ass, and I ground my crotch against his, thinking of how it would feel to have him slide his cock inside my wet home.


  “You want it right here on the dance floor, don’t you, baby?” he purred in my ear.


  “And what’s wrong with that?”


  “Nothing, nothing at all,” he assured me, as he ran his broad hand along the full length of my back and let it come to rest against my ass.


  Before long another man replaced him, and then another, until I was finally too exhausted for more and took a seat at the table, where for the rest of the evening, I entertained prospective suitors with shy smiles and playful banter.


  I chose closing time to make my next move. Most of the women would be gone by then and I’d have the bar all to myself – along with the bartender and the half dozen or so who hung around to see what I would do.


  When one of them boldly reached for my left tit, I gasped, seething with sensation. He was even daring enough to reach down and kiss it, tenderly, his lips lingering on my soft skin.


  Another man approached – in jeans and cowboy boots. Oh my, he was hot! I could see the bulge in his pants too, and I began to think that maybe I’d have them both.


  The new man read my mind: “How many of us do you want?” he asked directly.


  I giggled to myself, thinking, how about all of you!


  “So, what did you have in mind?” I asked.


  “Maybe we should close the bar and take you?” the cowboy suggested.


  Suddenly, the whole lot of them were swarming around me, knowing exactly what I wanted. Did I have no shame? No. Not anymore. And this would be heaven…


  


  The phone rang, jangling rudely in my ears. It brought me out of the bar, out of my fantasy, back into the room where I lay on my bed. Alone, as usual. By the time my conversation was over and I’d hung up the phone, my arousal was only a distant memory…leaving me with only shame, the dreadful shame of my hidden fantasies.


  As I pulled myself from bed, the morning light streamed through the ruffled curtains. It seemed to dance on the papered flowered walls. It was spring outside, but there were clouds in the sky. I couldn’t decide what to wear … the pale pink jersey or the brown tweed. I chose the tweed. Both were dull and boring, like my life. Both were sweet and appropriate, just like me.


  Always sweet and appropriate. Always the good little girl.


  As I began to dress, I looked at myself in the full length mirror, at the blonde hair cascading down my shoulders. Naturally curly, which I always considered a curse, so I wore it in a tight bun or tied at the nape of my neck – my mom’s idea. Taking another look, I wondered, could those curly shoulder length tresses be fashionably sexy now? I tried a lusty expression to match their wildness and the allure of my sensuous pose. There was a fire in my eyes I’d not seen before, and I began to feel a warm heat rising in my belly.


  Gotta go to work, Alex, I reminded myself, and I promptly pulled on my skirt and blouse and pinned my hair back. Looking in the mirror again, I saw myself—neat, trim from hours of aerobic workouts, and totally proper. Just as I always was.


  “You’ve got fantastic legs,” I remembered him saying, that boy I dated when I was twenty. At twenty-eight, my milky white legs were still smooth and thin and perfectly shaped. I suppose a lot of men would like to look at them, though I rarely gave them the chance.


  Wait for the right man. Mom’s sage advice. He’ll come along, dear, and want you for your mind, not your body.


  But dammit, I’m tired of waiting! I could have screamed out loud, I was so damn frustrated. I looked in the mirror displeased with the Alex I saw, but totally at a loss as to how to change her.


  


  At work, I abandoned my fantasies and my identity crisis, burying myself in work and a stack of invoices a foot deep. My boss was having a sniveling fit over missed deadlines, while the secretarial pool jabbered away about trips to Hawaii, spring clothes and their children’s dental visits. I was too busy to be interested in their babble.


  Half-way through the stack of invoices by lunch, I took my sandwich, apple and the newspaper to the lunchroom. Reading news from a real paper wasn’t the same as reading news on-line. I was old-fashioned that way. Glancing through the entertainment section as I slowly chewed tuna on whole wheat, I found the movie ads: TOPLESS REVIEW-NIGHTLY beamed out boldly in black and white. I squirmed in my chair feeling a familiar heat rising through me. Breathing deeply, I attempted to push back the thoughts that threatened to come raging into my mind. Why did those ads do that to me? I wondered. At the same time, I relished how I felt.


  My body pulsed all afternoon with the heat inside me needing an outlet. As soon as that familiar feeling arose, I knew I’d be driven all afternoon, all day, until tonight when I could complete what I’d begun in the morning. It had happened hundreds of times before, always in the same obsessive way. My sexual arousal could be ignited by the least little thing, the desire would beckon and, suddenly, I’d succumb, propelled by my fantasies until the orgasm came crashing through me.


  I tried all day to drive away the feeling, but any success I had was thwarted as I drove home. An errand in an unfamiliar part of town took me down a street where by 5:30 the lights were already blazing advertisements for sex, movies and porn. TOPLESS REVUE-NIGHTLY beckoned in brilliant white and red neon. The rising sensations made me almost panic, and I could no longer ignore my mounting desire.


  At home, I tried adhering to my evening routine, but it was hard to hold back the wild riot in my body. When the telephone rang, I was almost thankful to hear my friend Kathy’s voice. We chatted about the art fair that weekend, then Kathy rambled on endlessly until I was beginning not to care. I was bored, bored to tears, bored with the conversation – bored with my life.


  “So what are you doing Saturday night?” she asked.


  “I don’t know.”


  “There’s a new French film playing at the art house… hopefully something sexy.”


  Yes, wouldn’t that be nice, but these films rarely were anything but hard to follow.


  “Sure,” I said, without much enthusiasm. “Listen, Kathy, how about I call you in a couple of days. I’m not feeling too well.”


  Truthfully, I couldn’t wait for the evening to end and for my pleasure to begin.


  While eating a chicken pot pie, I watched the news; the ads for jeans and then some dance show – trashy yes, but pretty steamy stuff. I couldn’t stop myself, couldn’t change the channel; the dancing bodies had me glued to the screen.


  When I finally pulled myself away, I did the dishes, finished the newspaper and watched a taped episode of NCIS, all the while feeling the desire gnawing on my insides. By the time I finally headed off to bed, my arousal had fully flamed. Why had I bothered to wait so long? I was suddenly so hot that I couldn’t stop myself from falling to the bed with fingers reaching down inside my sweatpants and deftly finding their way inside my panties. As desire took over, the lights in the bar went on inside my mind – I could smell the smoke and the liquor and feel the music vibrate through me. In my mind I danced body to body with my latest fantasy lover – dark hair, a trim goatee, casual clothes with plenty of muscle underneath. He drew me close, one hand on my ass, the other on my right tit.


  We moved with our hips together as if we were already naked cock to naked cunt. When his hand began to massage my breast, I shuddered deeply feeling a rash of sensation travel through my body. He reached for the buttons of my blouse, and one by one they opened until the sheer material fell away. I panted, lust oozing from every pore. And when he pushed my bra aside and the cool air caressed my exposed skin, I gasped. My head fell back as he leaned in to suck a nipple that had already grown erect.


  While he eagerly fondled my flesh, my own hands played with my real-time body. When his hands dropped to my thighs and moved against my belly, so did my own. I could feel the fervor in me rise up by leaps and bounds, an orgasm building fast. Then it was on me in an instant – that amazing moment when I could no longer hold back, and with a delicious urgency my entire being tensed with a long forceful spasm…followed by a flood of sensation, wave after wave of them, reckless and unrestrained, my wet pussy pulsing against my hand…the lights in the bar faded away in my mind, so did my hot young lover. I opened my eyes and gazed at the wholesomeness of daffodils splashed across the bedroom curtains and on the comforter that covered my bed.


  My room returned me to my appropriate senses even before the last pulsing throb of my orgasm died away. I quickly jumped out of bed, shed my sweats and headed to the bathroom. I washed my hands and peed, then slipped my flannel nightgown over my head. It fell softly to my ankles. With each pearl button slipping through a delicate loop of fabric, the furor in me subsided another degree, until it was just a distant memory. I combed my hair with my hand, washed the makeup from my face and brushed my teeth. By the time I slipped into bed all the physical pleasure had disappeared. Left was the usual pangs of guilt and shame over another obsessive masturbation. I wanted to forget it had ever happened. The episode only reminded me that there was another woman inside me begging to get out, and she was fast destroying the perfect little world I’d so carefully constructed. I was afraid of anyone ever knowing that another woman was there, but how long could I continue to ignore her?


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  “I’m Alex Morgan.”


  “Jane Houston,” the woman replied, sitting down at the desk next to mine. She wasn’t pretty. Plain brown hair in a simple blunt cut, distinct tan face, just the right amount of makeup, and uncomplicated but distinctly sensuous clothes. She had a sensual assurance about her, as if some power flowed from her and she was in an altogether different world from mine. She was not wholesome or sweet or stern or motherly, but dark, fluid and mysterious. She was as natural as grass, graceful as a bird, as if she belonged to the atoms in the air, part of their essential harmony…not like me at all, who looked more like an alien borrowing space on earth than someone who truly belonged.


  That must be why she was so alluring. I was immediately inspired, wondering who she was and why she happened to be invading my peaceful place of work. I found my mind spinning with thoughts of her – distinctly sexual thoughts. I imagined her making love for hours, though never giving herself completely to any man. She would be haughty that way – bold and dominant, wise, self-assured and beautiful – all qualities I admired, which I knew I lacked. I could have stared at her for hours, mesmerized.


  I had to shake myself from the momentary stupor – amazing what she stirred up in me in a matter of seconds.


  Once I settled down to work, I was aware of her presence every second as if I could feel the left side of my body vibrate differently with her energy so close.


  I rarely conversed with other employees, but with Jane the silence felt uncomfortable. However, I couldn’t think of anything to say. Finally, I managed a nervous, “Would you like some coffee?” smiling a bit bashfully.


  “Yes, thank you.” She quickly stacked the papers neatly on her desk and rose to walk with me to the lunchroom.


  Again I felt the need to break the silence. “Have you worked in a patent office before?


  “No, but it’s familiar enough. I just hate first days, so much tension over details.”


  I loved the melodious timbre of her voice.


  “Can’t even remember my first day. I will have been here seven years next month.”


  “Oh my, I can’t imagine being in the same place that long,” she mused, “I’ve been thinking a lot about San Francisco recently.”


  She was already planning her leaving, and it was only her first day?


  “This isn’t such a bad place. The benefits are good and you can change desks when one comes open.”


  She smiled again, and without a trace of condescension, said, “I never stay long in this sort of position.” She was matter of fact, revealing a basic truth about her nature, almost sighing wearily as she spoke to indicate an inner flaw.


  “So where were you working before?”


  “I did some theatre work in New England, was living with a man at the time, so I didn’t need much. But it was destined to end, too many conflicts. Now I have to be responsible and pay my bills. A lot of bother,” she laughed lightly, “but it’s better than living on the street. And I do need a break from men.”


  So casual with men. She could pick them up when she wanted one, and toss him aside when she was done.


  


  Jane went shopping at lunch, punctually returning to her desk with two brown bags in hand at one o’clock. I wished I could look so confident and effortless. By the day’s end, I was droopy and bedraggled. Jane remained the same, so much herself, nothing would alter her, not the hour or the work or the interruptions or anything for that matter.


  When it was time to leave, I straightened my skirt, which was all askew from sitting and twisting so long in my seat. My scarf had come loose and needed adjusting as well. That done, I slipped into the arms of my jacket.


  “Alex, how about you join me for a drink?” I heard her speak and looked up surprised.


  “Ah…um…ah,” I stumbled over my reply like a silly schoolgirl. “Thank you, but tonight is…I, uh, grocery shop. Maybe some other time.”


  She smiled, “Yes, we’ll do that sometime. Have a good evening.” She turned and walked down the corridor.


  Grocery shop! Oh, good god, Alex, was that really the best you could do!


  


  I thought of Jane all evening, imagining conversations, or my going places with her, dressing in her kind of clothes. Trendy, a little bohemian, perhaps, but not so much as to be out of place in the company working environment. She was so poised, so self-assured, while never felt as if I belonged anywhere.


  I wondered if she went to the bar without me. Would she just walk into a place and talk to strangers? Would she go home with a man? Oh, but she wanted a break from men. Maybe she’d go home with a woman! A warm feeling grew inside me imagining her life. My body heat rose, but it wasn’t the compulsive heat that needed to be released in a flurry of masturbation, just a warmth that I could bask in forever. I fell asleep thinking of her.


  


  I didn’t get another invitation from Jane for several days, and had begun to think I’d passed up an opportunity forever. She left each day smiling at me warmly, but made no further offers. Perhaps she’d just been gracious that first day. I watched her with great interest, picking up more clues to her character. She read foreign novels, plays and poetry. She often shopped on her lunch hour bringing back bags from various boutiques around town. I tried finding one of the novels in a bookstore, but they were out. Did I want to order it? the clerk asked. Oh no, I’d find something else.


  I thought of Jane some nights as I lay down to sleep, some phrase or gesture catching my imagination and I’d be off in her life, at the theatre or a film festival, always surrounded by sexy men. And yet, when my body demanded physical satisfaction, I’d still go to that bar in my mind, the lights would turn on in my head and I’d feel my raging need ready to break loose.


  One night as I masturbated, I dressed myself in a red knit skirt and top, close fitting and designed to show off a seductive figure. The low cut top fastened with snaps and the skirt was short. I even left a couple of snaps undone so my bare midriff was exposed. I wore black stilettos and plenty of red lipstick, having prepared myself for the dancing contest where I could be brave, outrageous and as improper as my desires. Time to break some rules.


  The contest started late in the evening, when the small crowd was filled with liquor and growing boisterous. The pink flamingo on the wall blinked brightly and the glaring stage lights accentuated every movement as a small stream of sexy females took the stage. I spent little time watching the others dance; I didn’t need them to inspire me. I went on stage with one thing only in mind – having every man desiring me.


  As the music came through the speakers, my hips began to move to the seductive rhythm. The floodlights made me sweat. Hearing cheers from the audience, I knew they were pleased, so I hiked my skirt up further to show off my gleaming thighs. My body warmed from the excitement and from the feel of the eyes riveted on me. As I danced, the little snaps that held the clinging fabric of the top opened one at a time – a slow striptease. The crowd of men cheered for more. When only two remained, I bit my lip, batted my lashes coyly at my admirers, and ripped the top wide open, allowing the red cloth to drop to the dance floor like a rag. As planned, my breasts jiggled loose from the low cut bra. The layer of sweat made my chest glow in the spotlights.


  Since the ultimate focal point of my exhibition was still hiding underneath the knit skirt. The audience threw money, urging me to take it off. My mind quickly created a long line of snaps on the side of the skirt, so that with each offering, each bill thrown to the stage, another snap opened. When the skirt finally fell away, I shivered before my cheering audience, and danced naked – nothing remained between me and their hungry eyes but the tiniest g-string in front, covering my pubic mound with a triangle of cloth. A single strand of black cord ran between the cheeks of my ass.


  Even then, they wanted more of me – an orgasm right before their eyes. They wanted to witness my pleasure, all my secrets exposed. No longer able to simply watch, their hands began to caress my legs. Then one man jumped to the stage, with his eager hands ready to explore every inch of my body.


  I was gone a moment later – in my fantasy and in my bed at home, I was lost to the ecstasy. When the last whimper of orgasm passed from my body and the lights in the bar went out, I opened my eyes and immediately jumped from bed and headed to the bathroom to wash the juices from my hands. After slipping into my nightgown, I went to bed.


  


  On a Thursday even some weeks Jane approached me after work again. “How about that drink?”


  I was ready for her this time, although I still managed to stumble over my reply, “Y-yes, sounds great!” I had no idea what I was getting myself into, but I felt a nervous excitement all through my body.


  “Great, there’s a place not far from my apartment, we’ll take your car so you can go home from there.”


  “What about your car?” I asked.


  “Don’t have one,” she smiled.


  “Oh.” No car? A liberated woman without a car?


  Jane directed me to an unfamiliar part of town, a mixed neighborhood with ethnic restaurants, old buildings, store front businesses and an occasional corner grocery. I could smell the mix of fragrances as they bombarded the street with exotic perfumes from India, the Orient and Mexico. Each aroma seemed to enter my body at a different spot, touching off a sensitivity in places I hadn’t imagined could come alive.


  We parked on the street a couple of blocks from the flashing neon where Jane directed me, and as we walked, I felt a curious tingling dart up my spine. I had the feeling that I’d walked this street before, but then again, I was sure I’d never been anywhere near the neighborhood. Still, some inner part of me seemed to recognize each cobblestone in the sidewalk, the noise from each cafe, the lettering on the windows, the taste of the air. When we reached the bar, a pink and green neon flamingo blinked against a painted wall, and in cursive script, ‘The Tropics’ flashed red.


  “Oh my god!” I stood there stunned.


  “Where’s the ghost?” Jane asked, seeing my startled expression.


  “This place…I’ve seen it before.”


  “Really?”


  “In a fantasy.”


  She laughed. “Your mind is playing tricks on you, Alex. Just relax and enjoy yourself.”


  We entered with her looking back over her shoulder at me. “I should warn you this is not fashionably chic, but the patrons are less pretentious than what you’ll find uptown. That’s why I like it.”


  I followed her inside the dim lit bar, seeing the same blinking flamingo as the one hanging on the wall in my fantasy. The same antique wood and polished brass, the same scuffed tables, and black and white checked floors, the same little dance floor and stage where I’d taken the pleasure of many men. Even in my fantasies, I’d had the same reason for coming here…less pretentious people.


  I could hardly breathe, and it took some moments to shake off the immediate numbness. We sat at a table and ordered margaritas from a voluptuous redheaded waitress. I looked around nervously, then gazed at the bar where a couple of men were staring back at us, in particular, giving the lovely Jane a thorough inspection. She seemed oblivious to the attention, meanwhile my heart raced and my tummy was all atwitter. My hands were cold with sweat, and I had to stop myself from chewing on the pink straw in my margarita.


  “You okay?” Jane asked. “You look a fright.”


  “I don’t know, it’s just this place.”


  She entertained a quizzical look.


  “This is just so weird. I know this place and I know I’ve never been here.”


  “Not so weird, there must be a dozen places like this in the city – the prototype of the trashy dive.”


  “No, it’s not like that at all. This place is exactly like a bar I’ve imagined, down to the last detail.”


  Her smile broadened. “My, you have powerful thoughts.”


  I sat there primly not knowing what to say, while her eyes peered into me as if she knew exactly what was going on.


  “Fantasy and reality blending into one. I’m not sure it’s all that strange.”


  “For me it’s strange.”


  She laughed lightly. “You’re a creature of unexpressed desire, and it’s all rising to the surface.”


  She left me with little to say but, “You’re very insightful.”


  “I’ve been around.”


  We sat for several more moments looking into each other’s eyes. I wondered who would speak first. Finally, I shook my head, and stared off. I wasn’t sure I wanted her knowing me so intimately. After all, I didn’t really know her at all. I looked around, trying to make sense of the bar, and my fantasies, and why this unusual woman was taking such interest in me.


  Jane just pressed on. “You’re a restless, discontented woman pretending to be someone I don’t think you really are.”


  Oh did that hit home! I wanted to cry. All the tension that had held me together these past weeks seemed to crumble away in seconds. She was right, so terribly right. I was so tired of being two people and not liking either one.


  “Hey, don’t look so serious, this isn’t the end of the world. We’re here to enjoy ourselves.”


  I laughed nervously. “I guess I don’t really know how. Frankly, this place scares me.”


  “Don’t sound so hopeless.”


  I’m sure I looked as hopeless as I felt and Jane wouldn’t let up.


  “Honestly, Jane, I’ve never really had a man.”


  “Oh, men are just by-products,” she explained. “Whether you have one or not isn’t as important as who you are, and why you want one. If you want a man to fulfill you, you’ll never find any peace or contentment. No man can do that for you. You can love them, enjoy them, fuck them, but don’t expect them to make your dreams come true. You have to be happy with yourself and what you’re doing with your life. Men can’t do that for you.”


  “Easy for you to say, you’ve obviously had a lot of experience. I’d just like to have had one, just one man, just to say that I’d made mad passionate love one time.”


  “Well, I can assure you, you’re going to want to make love more than once,” she said with a grin. “And you sure as hell aren’t going to snag a guy by living in your dreams, locked inside your head the way you are at work, hardly talking to people, thinking all the time. You need to get out of your rut and make yourself available!”


  There were several men at the bar, drinking beer, their cold mugs sweating in their hands, their conversation lively, their masculinity pouring from them, their deep voices spilling about the room. At that moment, I realized that I was not only dazed, but terribly frightened just being so close to all that testosterone. I think I would have run from the place if Jane hadn’t been there. Before I could reply to her last comment, she was out of her chair approaching the two men sitting closest to us.


  “C’mon Jeff, Alex here needs to dance,” she said as she pulled the two men off their stools, and grabbed me from my chair almost in the same motion. She nearly pushed me onto the dance floor, and I practically stumbled over Jeff. He loomed above me like a giant, his tall lanky frame beginning to move easily with the music, some 90’s hit I remember hearing many times. He looked wonderful in his jeans and sweater. Casual, not too scruffy, clean shaven with distinct features that would make any woman look twice.


  I blushed self-consciously, looking at the floor, afraid to face his comfortable grin. I felt silly and out of place. I didn’t know how to dance, how to be with a man, how to behave in a bar. My God! It had been years since I’d done anything like this.


  The handsome Jeff didn’t seem deterred. He moved closer, taking my hands in his and forcing my eyes to meet his. I trembled, feeling terribly awkward. “I’m really not much of a dancer.”


  “You’re doing just fine,” he purred, as his lips came so close to my ear that I could feel his breath on my skin. My body seemed to come alive, but my tattered nerves begged me to flee. Still, Jeff’s easy confidence kept me steady, and though I was determined to sit down at the end of the first song, he kept me on my feet through the next song, and then a third, a slower one that had me pressed to his chest so tightly that I could feel the pulsing in his crotch. By the time he backed away, there was such a riot of activity in my body that I could barely keep my fears suppressed. It didn’t help that I couldn’t stop thinking of that fantasy bar where I’d so lewdly exposed myself. Fantasy was one thing – this was real, and the very attractive Jeff was a real, flesh and blood man, not some handsome hunk born in my imagination, who’d disappear as soon as I opened my eyes.


  While I sweated through those tumultuous minutes, Jane danced next to me as if she’d been born in dancing shoes. She moved with ease, nestling up next to the hot young blond and pressing her body into his, wiggling her crotch against his thigh. His hands were all over her, on her ass, a tit, against her thigh. Their lips met for small, seductive kisses. I imagined she’d take him home to screw.


  If only I could move like her, be like her, dance like her. So free, so uninhibited.


  The curious heat that rose up deep inside me – was this desire, real desire? What a silly question! I knew exactly what it was. And as the desire grew, the images from my fantasies came back to me – how I’d stripped away my clothes and gave myself to men; how I’d shed inhibition and dove into sex as if I were as sexually free as Jane. For a moment, I felt a taste of that freedom. But when the music slowed again, Jeff pulled me close, his one hand on my ass and the other fishing through my blouse for bare skin. My head felt light, my hands went cold and in a sudden panic, I pushed away.


  “I gotta sit down,” I gasped, and I stumbled to the table, Jeff closely on my heels.


  “You okay?”


  “Yeah, just a little dizzy.”


  “How about a drink of water.”


  “No, no thanks,” my words rushed from me as I shook my head. “I need to go home, tell Jane I’ll see her at work, will you?”


  I found myself suddenly on my feet, purse in hand, running for the door. Within seconds, I was in my car, my foot to the floor, accelerating away from the bar and Jane and the best chance I’d had for sex in years, lost to the fear that drove my panic. By the time I was home, my body was raging with need. I stripped in seconds on the way to the bedroom, my imagination consumed with thoughts of the handsome Jeff, and his hands, and his cock sliding into me. I fell to the bed and began to masturbate, the only way I knew to get off, the only way I’d gotten off in years. It took just seconds, ruthless, wild orgasmic seconds for my body to come.


  Finished, I lay back exhausted, the adrenalin rush slowly easing off. Dammit. Damn you, Alex! You could have had him! You could have had him. He was yours and he wanted you. A real man…and look what you got!


  I went to sleep trying to forget about that night, but the picture wouldn’t go away. I wanted to go back…to Jeff, to the bar, to Jane. I almost began to rub myself again, but I put on the brakes. Alex, go to sleep! I insisted until I finally did.


  My head throbbed with a dull ache the next morning, and suddenly everything in my apartment reminded me of my mother. My behavior of the night before disgusted me. Dirty. Disgusting. Sleazy. Everything I was not! Or so I told myself until I was starting to believe it again.


  I dressed for work in the most conservative thing I could find in my closet, a long grey skirt, high-necked blouse and bulky sweater.


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  I went to work, furiously rehearsing in my head the excuses for my hasty exit. However, when I poured them out to Jane, they felt flat. She knew the truth and I was a terrible liar. I was frightened of my own feelings and my physical body, and sex, yes sex. I would never confess that in so many words and thankfully, she didn’t seem compelled to explore my motives.


  “You’ll have to come with me again,” she stated simply, and the subject was closed. Yet in spite of her easy acceptance, I knew she was aware of my fears. I could hide nothing from her.


  


  On the way home that evening I drove by the bar, seeing the blinking pink flamingo in the twilight hour, beckoning me inside. My body reacted as I knew it would, warming, pulsing as it had the night before. What was I doing, anyway? I’d never go back there. Never!


  That night instead of fantasizing about the bar with neon and flamingos, I imagined myself in a seedy roadside tavern. The ‘Red Rose.’ There were burly men in leather and dirty jeans, playing pool, guzzling beer, smoking joints and fondling their women like toys.


  I dressed myself in leather pants and a cut off t-shirt that stretched across my breasts revealing every nuance of my erect nipples. The men in the Red Rose didn’t make love, they fucked and screwed like hellions. They used their women hard, knowing the sluts would come back for more. My body ached to be taken over the nearest table, and fucked from behind, pawed at, used, demeaned. Yes! Yes! My body screamed back at me.


  The gruff-voiced man ran his hands over my flesh, roughly squeezing my tits.


  “C’mon, bitch!” he growled, pulling me out the door into the firecracker night. Lightning and thunder in the distance charged the air with electricity and fired the animal inside the brute who held me close to his side. He dragged me to the edge of the woods, where, barely hidden by the brush, he threw me down on hands and knees…


  Writhing in my bed, it didn’t take long. Tonight, as I imagined the crude violation, my hands pulled and tugged at my pubic hair. I even slapped myself and pinched my nipples. Mad, angry thoughts pierced through all the pretty fantasy to these rough ones. I wanted rough. I wanted the Red Rose and its beastly men.


  When the cumming was over, my shame was even greater, my outrageous thoughts deeply despised. Once the dream was just a fading memory, I completed my ritual, washing my hands and donning the pink nightgown that buttoned to my neck. I swore to myself that I’d never indulge myself that way again. All the while I knew I was lying to myself.


  


  ***


  


  “Hey, girl, we’re going shopping tomorrow,” Jane said as we were headed toward the elevator at the end of the day. It wasn’t a question, or offer, but a stated fact.


  “Okay, but—?”


  “You need some clothes,” she cut me off, “ones that don’t hide that gorgeous body.” A wave of excitement swept through me as I understood her plan. No she wasn’t giving up on me after the debacle of our last fateful adventure.


  “You have some place in mind?” I asked.


  “There’s a boutique on 2nd Street, I think you’ll like it.”


  My clothes were sweet. How many years I’d picked them knowing my mother would wear them, too. Stylish but sweet, not cheap, but prim. Cotton shirts, functionally cool shorts for summer. Neutral suits and knee length hems for winter. Every blouse or sweater I owned buttoned at the neck, making me a picture of propriety.


  I wondered how Jane would dress me. Low cut tops. Short skirts. Filmy fabrics. My heart raced just thinking of them. All evening long, every time I thought of that shopping trip, I felt my crotch begin its slow dance with desire. Edgy, slinky, slutty dangerous clothes. I was embarrassed by my thoughts but too turned on to make them go away.


  The next morning, I wore my blue spring suit, but rather than button my blouse to my neck, I left a couple buttons open, smiling giddily in the mirror as I did. No one could see my bra beneath, and I couldn’t be accused of being risqué, but at least I didn’t look so prim. The best I could do with what I had.


  


  ***


  


  “No, Alex, take off the bra,” Jane demanded. Once we arrived at her favorite boutique, she pulled a dozen items off the rack with the assistance of a shop owner, a rotund but beautiful French women who spoke with a thick accent. Half the time they were conversing in French and I didn’t understand a word they said. When it came time to try on the clothes, Jane insisted on joining me in the dressing room – I don’t know when I’d last been shopping with a girlfriend.


  “No bra?” I asked in response to her direction. My eyes must have been as big as saucers. “I can’t do that… I just…well…”


  “Maybe not in public, but this isn’t public, is it? It’s an exercise in breaking rules. Time you got used to it.”


  Taking a deep breath, I shed the bra, nervous about her seeing me naked, and quickly pulled the t-shirt over my naked chest. Jane eyed me with a whimsical smile, which made me wonder what she was thinking. She could be so damn intimidating, especially how she seemed so pleased by what she saw.


  “So what do you think? Look at yourself.”


  I turned toward the mirror and the first thing, the only thing that caught my eyes were my nipples, sticking a good ¾ of an inch from my chest, poking through the thin fabric. Jane must have seen my look of horror as I turned away.


  She only smiled. “C’mon Alex, take a deep breath and look at yourself. Really look.”


  “What if I don’t want to look?”


  “Do it anyway. You need to see yourself for who you are.”


  No I didn’t. I wanted to shout right back, but I obeyed the order as if I had no choice. Perhaps for the first time in my life, I allowed myself to look at my prominent nipples and appreciate, not despise them. I had no problem with this sort of thing in my fantasies, why now?


  “You are one sexy woman, you just don’t realize it,” she exclaimed. Suddenly, she was on her feet, standing behind me, loosening my hair, fluffing it with her hands. The way she ran her fingers through the soft waves sent shivers through me, and I realized how aroused I’d become. I had the overwhelming desire to touch her back, but I squelched the idea. What the hell was I doing? I could feel my old self grabbing me back.


  “Oh, I don’t know.” I shook my head. “This really isn’t me.”


  “I beg to differ,” she answered, as she turned me back to the mirror with firm hands.


  “It just seems so indecent.”


  “There’s nothing indecent about enjoying your body, and letting other people enjoy it too. You’ll never get over being bored with your life unless you make some radical changes.” Her hands caressed my arms and my back, and I shivered from the touch. I couldn’t decide whether her affection was sisterly or that of a lover. I could feel the sensation all the way to my fingertips and more and more alarming, directly between my thighs. “Let’s face it, Alex, you’ve been under your mother’s thumb long enough. It’s time you discovered the real Alex under all your rules and appropriate behavior.”


  Boy, did she hit me squarely where it hurt, although I certainly wasn’t surprised by her appraisal. I was tired of living my life to please my mother. Tired of her judgment and the way I judged myself because of her. I dreamed of an exciting life – handsome men, hot sex, affairs of the heart, travel, adventure, laughing, loving, getting screwed, even if it meant a broken heart. I wanted a life! I hated who I’d become in my twenty-eight years. I was ordinary, nothing special, and I hated myself. Perhaps this could be a new start. Why not?


  “It’s time you started living your fantasies,” she pressed. “You think too much.”


  “My fantasies?” What did she know about my fantasies?


  “You told me a lot the other night, in very few words. You certainly don’t think you’re the only one with racy thoughts?”


  My mind was swimming. I felt afraid, but I don’t know when I’d been this excited.


  As I looked in the mirror and stared at my chest, I liked what I saw. There was something about me I hadn’t seen before.


  “I’ll buy it, and the jeans too,” I announced. I also chose a purple silk top with sequins around the low neckline. Jane said it was long enough to wear as a dress, but I wasn’t about to go that far. I could wear it over leggings. Then as we were leaving the dressing room, I impulsively grabbed a short denim skirt, that I initially discarded as way too outside my comfort zone.


  “Really?” I noted Jane’s look of surprise.


  “Yeah, why not?” I guess she was rubbing off on me.


  “Okay then, tomorrow night you wear the skirt and t-shirt, we’ll go out again.” I hardly flinched at the thought.


  That night, I came twice – so fast the first time that my body needed more. Rather than getting up right away after the first orgasm died away, I found the Red Rose tavern in my fantasies, arriving there on the back of a motorcycle, where in my dreams a burly biker roughly massaged my breasts and his bearded mouth fastened itself on mine. His tongue forcefully thrust its way between my lips and I could feel his warm crotch pressed tightly against me. I came quickly, before my fantasy man had a chance to remove my clothes or slide his cock inside.


  I couldn’t believe the heat of my desires. I smelled the musty odor of my hands and relished that raw perfume. This time, I didn’t wash the smell away. And the flannel nightgown … I let it hang inside my closet and slept nude.


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  Arriving at Jane’s apartment, I was surprised by the modest building. I climbed three flights of stairs to number 327, where a very different Jane greeted me at the door in red leather boots, leggings and a sexy, lace tee. She was positively gorgeous, while I trembled in fear, knowing that eventually, I’d have to remove the shirt I’d worn over the sexy t-shirt. Though I felt bold enough to wear the t-shirt and denim skirt, any confidence I’d had in the dressing room had vanished. My nipples showed through the fabric exactly as they had in the dressing room. I wish I’d worn the bra.


  “C’mon, Alex. I’ve already seen those pretty babies,” Jane laughed as she stripped the shirt away and handed me a glass of wine. “Sit down and relax. I’ve need to finish getting ready.” She walked into another room, calling back to me as she went – “And have another glass of wine when you’re done with that one.”


  “I really shouldn’t, I’m driving,” I called to her.


  “Oh, stop worrying, I’ll drive if you can’t.”


  Her apartment was just like her. Color, lots of color, turquoise and red and pink and yellow, and black and white. Nothing matched, but everything went together, from the sofa with its abundant pillows, to the dark wood tables, and the smattering of expressionist and modern art, framed in gilded gold and brass and silver. It seemed thrown together in marvelous abandon, with each piece having landed comfortably into a pattern that was naturally like Jane herself.


  “Let’s go,” she finally announced, sweeping back into the room. “You okay to drive?”


  I hadn’t had the second glass of wine and my head was clear, very clear. “I’m fine,” I answered.


  I was glad it was dark out, so no one on the street would notice how I was dressed. Once in the car, Jane led me across the bridge and out of town, where we turned onto a narrow highway and continued another few miles. At the junction of two country roads sat a tavern. The weathered and decaying framework made it look as if the building itself was dying, yet from inside, the lights glowed brightly at the windows. The sign that beckoned one to stop read simply, Red Rose, and suddenly my skin began to crawl. No, no. This couldn’t be happening again! What had I done to make this happen? I don’t know how I managed to park the car, get out, and make my way to the long front porch. I was in an altered state, too numb to even think.


  To know each board in the crumbling facade, to have heard the creaking porch floor echoing through my mind, to see the red rose just as my fantasies had painted it; to have my imagination come alive twice in as many weeks, the reality finally made me stop in my tracks.


  I stood motionless for the better part of several minutes trying to pry myself from the spot. Standing just inside the door, just as in my fantasy, I gazed into a large rustic room filled with loud-mouthed bikers and their women, drinking beer and playing pool. The smell of drugs was in the air. I didn’t know whether to scream or cry, or run or slap myself awake from this nightmare.


  Jane practically shoved me toward a table as several pairs of eyes noticed our arrival. Immediately, my body heat began to rise. Thankfully, I didn’t even think about the t-shirt with my ridged nipples poking through the fabric.


  “You’re acting strange again, Alex, what phantom is it this time?”


  Rock music blared from an enormous sound system, pounding my ears so that my head began to ache.


  “It’s happening again,” I told her, my voice so withered I’m surprised she heard me. I took a huge swallow of the drink in front of me, a strong tasting something that Jane had ordered.


  “What’s happening again?”


  How could she forget? “I’ve been here, but haven’t really been here.”


  “You mean those wicked fantasies of yours?”


  “Yes, I mean those wicked fantasies.”


  She stared at me amazed. “You’re remarkable.” She honestly meant that.


  The drink seemed to settle me a bit, and I began to search the room, looking closely at the people around me. I stared at one dark skinned man – Mexican or Portuguese, handsome in his roughness, with closely clipped hair and a well trimmed mustache. He wore a sleeveless t-shirt, so his tattooed arms were bare and his thick muscles gleamed in the low light. His tight chest stretched the fabric of the shirt so well that his small nipples showed, and the definition of his muscled chest was unmistakable. The energy from his dark eyes grabbed me right between my legs. I could only stand to look at him for a second before my gaze turned elsewhere.


  “Have you ever met a man like that?” Jane asked.


  “No!”


  “Don’t look so frightened.”


  “He’s so…so.” I couldn’t find the words.


  “So raw? Animal?” she suggested.


  Exactly.


  “Maybe I need another drink,” I said, and we ordered a second.


  “I can’t believe it happened again. This isn’t something that happens to sane people.”


  Jane looked a bit exasperated. “You know, Alex, you can spend your evening worrying about how this happened, or you can relax and enjoy yourself.”


  Of course she was right. I took a deep breath, and then another. At least for a moment the tense feeling in my body eased off. Within a few minutes, I could feel the drink starting to have an effect, and my anxiety receded further.


  I could feel myself responding to the music, the heavy beat, the crazy noise, all of it infecting me just like the liquor. I could do this. Yes, I could do this, I told myself until my mind was too far gone to think at all. All of a sudden, I wanted to dance, wanted to flirt, wanted everything my fantasies gave me. At least for the moment, I was sure that the inhibitions that had held me back before had finally been driven away.


  Rising from my seat to go to the restroom, the first rush of blood made me dizzy; but gathering up my courage, I walked like any brazen slut, my hips slowly gyrating in a sensuous fluid stroll across the room.


  I was noticed – a pair of eyes, maybe two or three, zeroing in on my chest. These were not sweet-smelling city men with well groomed hair and properly matching clothes. There was no glint of gold, no polished suits, no impeccably clean shaven faces. These were denim men in cowboy boots dusted with the earth. The potent smell of leather made me want to climb into their laps and smell their scent. They were rugged, earthy, comfortable with danger, extreme players, participant actors, creators of experience doing what others only dreamed of.


  As the flames inside my body climbed higher, fueled by my almost drunken stupor, I became more deliberate with my body. Once in the restroom, I looked in the mirror, liking what I saw and feeling a fresh wave of desire sweep through my fired up crotch. On my way back to the our table, I suddenly found myself pushed against the wall by a leather clad biker whose large frame loomed a good six inches above my small one. He was the same burly brute who’d stared at me as I strolled to the restroom, although now he looked more formidable than alluring. He peered directly into my eyes.


  “You want some fun, sweetheart?” I could smell the liquor on his breath and my stomach soured. I couldn’t reply. I had no answer and in my silence my fired up body led him on.


  He reached beneath my t-shirt to fondle a tit, and I gasped.


  “Like that, blondie?”


  His hard body moved in closer, so I could smell his scent, a redolent wave of lusty pheromones that went straight to my sex. I responded naturally and I pressed myself against his thrusting groin. Pressing his mouth to mine, his tongue probed deeply, while the memory of my fantasy biker prodded me on. My body flooded with a fiery heat. Then something else in me, not fear or disgust, but something sassy and provocative, pushed him off. He stood back a little stunned, while I grinned and walked away. Something raw but unspoken linked us now, but as I realized what I’d just done my courage began to fade.


  He followed me to the table and sat down between Jane and me. His intentions were clear when he began to play with my leg, tracing a delicate line along my thigh with his finger. The feeling overwhelmed me, and I wanted him to end it now. I prayed that he’d go away, and yet, I did nothing to dissuade him. In fact, I swear that I was coming on to him, inviting him with a flirty smile and taunting eyes, my body oozing sex. I nervously fumbled with my drink as he asked me questions, little insignificant personal questions that I answered coyly, as if I were seducing him with my evasive replies.


  “You think you can leave your friend here for a while, and we’ll have some fun?” he asked.


  Jane nodded at me, as if she were pushing me out the door, a mother hen to her chick.


  But suddenly, the drink didn’t feel or taste as good as it had earlier, and my stomach turned. Fear, my constant friend, rose up, supplanting my desire. My mind began to race with all the reasons why I had to leave, and leave immediately.


  “Sorry, no,” I blurted out. “We have to be going – soon.”


  I lied and he knew it.


  “And where’s that?” he asked.


  My momentary high all but collapsed, and my former uptight reserve returned.


  “Really, we have to go,” I said firmly. Head pounding, nerves on edge, a full scale war raging inside me, I gathered my purse and headed for the door in the same swift manner that I’d left The Tropics the week before.


  Knowing I was too shaken to drive, Jane took the wheel of my car and we rode in silence. I knew she’d be disappointed, but she showed no signs that she was. In fact, if anything, she seemed to sense my need to back away from bars and unknown men.


  “Come upstairs with me,” she said, as she parked the car in front of her building. It wasn’t a request I wanted to challenge. I wanted to be closer to her. I wanted it to be just her and me together, talking, laughing, being friends. I wanted to be the special one in her life for that moment in time. I needed her friendship and her wisdom and a place to be safe.


  As we mounted the stairs to her apartment, I felt the strange night, the tavern, the men, the dancing, the booze and the fear slowly melt into another time, far away. I entered Jane’s cozy world, and nothing else seemed to matter but our being together. It was safe, seductive and secure.


  Jane motioned me to sit while she changed clothes. Gone were the boots and leggings, replaced with a black knit wrap skirt. She removed the lace tee in favor of a snug-fitting pink camisole. She stopped long enough to pour two glasses of wine from the bottle we’d earlier shared, then while I sat on her couch slowly sipping from my glass, she flitted about the apartment, moving things from here to there. I wasn’t sure what she was doing, except that just looking at her move was a pleasure. The snug-fitting camisole showed off the contours of her breasts and torso. I could even see the dark part of her nipples, and the centers that hardened into little buds. I had the most compelling desire to touch them, and as strange as it seemed, I didn’t want to squelch the feeling.


  At last she sat down on the opposite end of the couch, in a most erotic pose, her legs sprawled wide so that her skirt, already quite short, rose up high on her thighs. I could see between her legs, and realized that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her closely shaved pussy was right there for me to see. I didn’t know whether to look at it or turn away.


  Did she mean to be so provocative? Did she intend to turn me on? Would we make love? My heart beat rapidly at the thought, not with fear but arousal. I tried to dismiss the possibility that sex was her intent, but I could hardly shy away from the possibility. “Tell me Alex Morgan, why did you run tonight?” Her eyes peered at me seductively, her lips were so exquisitely formed, and the way she talked…I wanted to touch her face, her cheeks, her eyes. I wanted to carefully kiss her lips and feel them return my kiss with her own. I was shocked by my thoughts.


  “I was scared.”


  She laughed and reached for her glass of wine. Her full breasts moved beneath the camisole as she did and I couldn’t help but stare.


  “Of course you were, that’s obvious. But why?” Her lips glistened with her vibrant red lipstick. Beckoning.


  “Everything is happening so fast, so many changes in the way I’m thinking about myself. There’s so much to think about…and I’m not certain what I want. And tonight…” I stumbled on my words, “tonight it was there, the opportunity. It could have happened, really happened.”


  “And what would have been so wrong with that?”


  I shook my head. “I wasn’t ready, I knew I wasn’t…” I could have gone on, but my excuses would have fallen on deaf ears. She didn’t think the way I did.


  “I think that a lot of what you dream about you’d really like to do.”


  I wanted to answer her with an emphatic No! but I couldn’t because I knew she was right.


  “I’m scared…” I replied, not knowing what else to say. Explanations seemed to pass through me, I couldn’t think…so aware of her body, her breasts and sumptuous thighs, and the bare pussy beneath her skirt that seemed to glisten when the light caught it just right.


  “You know, Alex,” she said, “sex is not all about raging fantasies. It’s about pleasure, one body to another.” She leaned forward, her eyes continuing to caress me with their lust. “It’s been so long for you, you don’t even know where to begin, do you?”


  “No.” I shook my head. There were tears forming in my eyes. The last thing I wanted to do was cry, but that didn’t matter to Jane.


  “Let me show you what I mean by pleasure.” She moved closer, and with her eyes still locked on mine, she reached out to touch my breasts. “Just relax, and feel.” She was so gentle, so soft, the feel of her hand touching me where only once, sometime long ago, an errant boyfriend’s hand had dared to venture – one errant boyfriend and a burly biker just an hour ago. That she was a woman made it seem odd to me, and yet the feelings were not odd at all; but natural and perfect. I tingled from the tips of my nipples, which she lightly played with, to my throbbing pussy. With every breath my desire rose. She didn’t try to go any further, to reach beneath my t-shirt. Though I could see in her eyes that she wanted to.


  “Touch me if you like,” she said, like a teacher to a student.


  Reaching out, I hesitated. Another barrier in my mind dropping away. Those breasts, so beautifully encased in lace, lured me on. I shuddered as I felt the warm firmness of her flesh beneath my fingers.


  I pulled my hand away, but she grabbed it back.


  “It’s time you went beyond your fears. Enough of the drama.” I shuddered, realizing what she meant. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to bite.”


  “No?”


  “Well, actually I might.” Her tone had changed. She was serious, demanding, but ever so seductive. “You’re mine tonight. Don’t sweat this out. Just let me take charge.”


  Something about that thought sent a wave of panic through me, but there was a desire behind it I could not ignore.


  “Your skin’s so smooth and soft…” She gave my nipple a sharp tweak, smiling deviously, then backed off. “I’m going to have my way with you.”


  I cringed, a little afraid and curiously exhilarated.


  “Now the skirt,” she said. “Stand up and take it off, your panties, too.”


  Again I hesitated, but it was only momentary. I was on my feet before I let the fear win, and the last of my clothes were tossed to the floor in a heap. I sat back down as soon as that was done, but Jane shook her head.


  “Did I tell you to sit? You get back up so I can see you, all of you.”


  I stood just a foot from her, trembling but eager, awash with emotions I didn’t understand, but I would not back away, and I wouldn’t run.


  When she stroked my thigh her fingers were hot, my flesh seared by her touch and I gave up a tiny gasp. Her eyes gazed up into mine, hard with lust as if she were daring me to balk. I held my ground. “Good girl.”


  I breathed deep.


  “Now turn around,” she ordered, and as I did her hands played freely with my ass, kneading it, pulling the cheeks apart, even giving it a few firm smacks. I gasped, feeling dizzy, though I was painfully aroused.


  “Now sit down,” she finally said, and I turned and fell back into the comfort of the pillows.


  She continued to move on me, caressing me in earnest, tenderly but firmly, gently but without reservation. Her face leaned in to mine, her breath warming my cheeks.


  “You are quite the little temptress, you know.” Her voice was deep and husky, her lips full and sensuous against my own. I kissed her back, with my tongue moving out to meet hers. She probed my mouth deeper then moved down my neck kissing and licking my skin until she was at my chest, where her mouth devoured my breasts. Taking my nipples between her lips, she sucked them hard then she backed away and flicked them with her fingers, enough to make me gasp aloud. “A little pain would do you good.” I wasn’t so sure about that, but everything she did to me just added to my mounting arousal. She began to massage my belly and thighs then pushed her hand between my legs, parting them, slapping them lightly to emphasize her point. I spread them wide as she reached deep, her fingers discovering my wet pussy and sensitive clit.


  “Oh my god!” I gushed, throwing my head back against the pillows. I could feel a climax rising swiftly – this was nothing like my routine masturbations, nothing like I’d ever felt before. I was at my sexual peak, cresting over that lovely edge, panting deeply. The orgasm came and went so quickly that I was disappointed it was over so quickly.


  I glanced up to see Jane almost scowling at me.


  “Oh, you’re not done yet,” she said, and she dove in for more. This time she worked me harder, slapping my breasts to start, waking up desires in me I never knew were there. She kissed me hard while striking my pussy with the palm of her hand, and then harder with each consecutive smack. “You like that, don’t you?”


  I didn’t answer.


  She gave my one exposed butt cheek a firm slap. “I didn’t hear you, slut! Tell me the truth.”


  “Yes, yes, I like it. I love it!” I practically shouted.


  “That’s better.”


  Her lips and teeth went down on my nipples and tits, leaving marks where she bit and me gasping from the strangest feeling of pleasure. She moved to my sex, opening my thighs wide and licking them with her skilled tongue. She licked my swollen bud, nibbled it, teased it and sucked it hard.


  “OH Yes! Yes yes yes…” I clutched her hair in my hands. Then for a moment she playfully fingered my vagina, until I began to spasm. Moving in more forcefully, she thrust two fingers deep inside, then another and another until I thought she’d force her whole fist inside me. For a time her hand withdrew and she descended on my crotch with her mouth. Again, the sexual heat in me soared, and I thrust my cunt toward her face so she could devour me more. I was quickly rewarded as another, bigger, better and more brilliant orgasm shook my body hard.


  “Oh, yes, my gawd, yes!” I trembled. I shuddered. I whimpered softly.


  When at last I opened my eyes, I saw Jane smiling down at me from above, not sweetly, but with an evil look in her eye. As if a crude beast had risen to the surface, her own needs were demanding satisfaction. As she knelt beside the couch, she removed the chemise for my first close-up glimpse of her lovely breasts. She pinched her nipples, then cupped the beautiful mounds in her hands and squeezed them hard. Her face was dreamy, her lips contorting into a grimace. She hurried on and began to tongue them, looking so deeply enthralled with her own desire that I thought she would get off without my doing a thing at all.


  Suddenly she rose up on her knees and removed the skirt. I gasped seeing her body entirely naked. Her flesh was firm and supple, and her bronze skin shone in the dancing candlelight. I nearly gasped seeing the animal inside eyes. I felt the raw heat of her. She was like a tigress, feral and untamed. I smelled her crotch, her sex, her lust and drew it into me, savoring the earthy perfume. But she was so lost within herself that she hardly knew I was there. The essence of her sexuality appeared before me and all I needed to do was watch and enjoy.


  She began to sway like a lazy feline cat, then dropped to her hands and knees and began rubbing her body lewdly against the couch. She crawled catlike across the room. I could see the muscles of her steamy thighs undulate as she moved, the pouch of the sex between her legs, her hot pussy seemed to swell as if it were grabbing its pleasure from the air. She moved about and backed into the edge of a chair, her bottom moving against it for some moments. Then she lowered her breasts to the rug, where her tender flesh sought out the toughness of the carpet to stimulate them. She made love to her body. Everything she touched aroused her. I sensed that my gaze was the catalyst that kept her moving toward the inevitable climax. I wanted to play with her, yet I held back in fear, afraid to interrupt.


  As she taunted me with her blatant womanhood, she taught me pleasure I never dreamed possible. She began to finger herself in rhythmic movements—not hard and fast as I often needed, but gently. I could feel her climax building, slowly, determinedly, until with little effort she tripped the switch of her orgasm and her body went taut. Her voice lifted into the air with the sumptuous sounds of orgasm.


  She left me speechless, having drawn me into her moment of glory, while I’d done nothing at all.


  What a magnificent gift to see such pleasure so effortlessly exposed. I didn’t know what to do or say, or how to feel, or what to think. When her spasms finally subsided, she crawled to me, still cat-like, and laid her head on my chest.


  “Oh, my dear Alex,” she whispered, her voice hushed and deep and resonant.


  I realized then that I needed to say nothing. She made me believe that even though I hadn’t laid a hand on her, I’d been as much a part of her pleasure as she was of mine. For a long while, we remained on the couch like spent lovers enjoying the aftermath of good sex.


  “You’ve made this so satisfying,” she whispered at last.


  “How do you mean?” I asked, even though I knew the answer.


  “What a silly question. I could feel you with me.”


  “But I didn’t touch you!”


  “Oh, but you did,” she sighed, “with your eyes and your desire. You would have joined me soon enough. But that didn’t matter, not tonight.”


  She was right. I wish I hadn’t held back, but nonetheless, we still made love. And for my part, it was as much as I could handle. I was beginning to feel the bliss she felt, beginning to understand what she meant by pleasure. Sex is more than just the motions, more than orgasm. She’d stripped herself wide open before my eyes. Never had I been part of anything so profound. Never had I given myself to another person as I did that night. I guess we had made love.


  “Oh, Alex, I am going to miss you,” she said, sighing deeply.


  What was that? “Miss me? Why miss me?”


  She pulled herself away from me and sat on the floor as I reclined on the couch above.“I’ve been offered a theatre job in Florida. I’m leaving next week.”


  I sat up stunned, feeling as if she’d slapped me in the face.


  “I’m sorry it has to end this way, so quickly, just when we were getting to know each other.”


  “This is ending? I can’t believe that,” I said in disbelief. “It’s so abrupt.”


  “I know.” She looked at me kindly. As if that would make it all right.


  All the beauty that had been between us withered away in that instant. I felt betrayed and hurt, as if she’d used me then stabbed me in the heart.


  “You knew you were going to leave? Why did you even bother?”


  “Because we both wanted it.”


  “At least you could have told me first.”


  “And risk you backing out? You’re skittish enough, and I wanted too much.”


  “Wanted me for an easy one-nighter.”


  “Oh, come on. That’s not being fair. Besides it was perfect, wasn’t it?”


  “It was perfect.” I felt my anger starting to burn in me.


  “Alex, hon. I think you’ve become too attached to me. You want more than I can give.”


  “I thought you cared about me.”


  “I do.”


  “You call it caring to lead me on, get what you want then take it all away!” I bolted upright and grabbed for my clothes. All I wanted to do was leave.


  “Alex, please, stop, you can’t leave like this.” She came up to the couch, laying a sure and steady hand on me, as if to flee would be the worst thing I could do. I pushed her hand away. “We both found the pleasure we were after. Sometimes that’s all a night can be, but it’s enough.”


  It wasn’t enough for me.


  “Don’t go wrapping this up in some sappy relationship,” she went on. “That’s not what tonight was about.”


  “And what’s wrong with a relationship?”


  “Nothing, nothing at all, except that I don’t have relationships. I have sex and pleasure. I love the people I’m with when I’m with them, and I take with me fond memories when I go. Besides, you don’t need me now, you need a man. You’ll have that special someone and hopefully thank me for helping you on your way.”


  It was hard to argue with her logic. I did want a man. And if I were to have scoured my feelings at the time, I would have realized that she was just a substitute for my real desire.


  She smiled so affectionately, that at least for the moment, it seemed to wash away some of the hurt.


  “Here,” she said, as she handed me a Kleenex, “I’ll get us something to eat.”


  She was on her feet before I could say another word, her smooth womanly body gliding about the kitchen pulling things from shelves to fill a platter. She brought back more wine, and an array of crackers, cheese and fruit. She bent down and affectionately kissed my lips. Her long, lingering kiss reminded me how much I loved being with her, and then again, how terrible it was that she was leaving.


  “Alex, I know you may not want to hear this from me right now,” she said as we were finishing up the food, “but if you don’t mind…a bit of advice…”


  I didn’t stop her.


  “You have so much locked up inside you, so many desires, you need to explore them fully. Seek them out. Tonight’s just a beginning. Don’t try to find a husband or a steady lover too soon or you’ll never discover yourself. You’ll get bogged down by the other person. For God’s sake give yourself some time to get to know you.”


  As angry as I’d been, I didn’t want to be angry now. I wanted whatever I could have of her, even if it was just a few wise words over a plate of crackers and cheese and a glass of wine. I tried to savor what I had of her and forget that it would be our last night together.


  



  

  Chapter Five


  


  When the door closed after me, it was over.


  I walked down the long flight of stairs alone, basking for a few precious moments in the tenderness and sexuality of the night; but as each step led me away from my enchanting Jane, and from all that I’d remember her by, the loneliness increased. With each step the empty feeling inside me only seemed more dismal. I picked up speed going out the door of the apartment building. The cold chilled me to the bone. “Damn her!” I shouted to myself, why did she have to go away, why couldn’t she be here forever, or even just another night? One more night with her would have been all I needed—so I thought.


  Tears streamed down my cheeks as I drove block after block, street after street, eleven o’clock at the night and nowhere to go. I thought perhaps I’d roam the city forever in my hurt. It was a rich hurt. Far more feeling than I’d felt in years. Better than the insidious gnawing pain of just being alone. This was a sharp and angry pain; and that mixed well with the aching in my heart.


  How I found my way back to my Lincoln Shores Apartment, I don’t remember. I don’t remember how I found the hallway door or the stairs to the second floor. I remembered nothing except the jumbling thoughts that whirled inside my head and the hurt deep in my gut. I remembered nothing until my foot suddenly caught the loose stair – the one I’d begged my landlord to repair. My knee came crashing down on the metal edge of the stair above and a searing pain shocked me into recalling who I was, and where I was, and why I was so hurt.


  Everything seemed to spill out all at once – the tension of the past months with Jane so near, my fantasies coming to life, the bar, the tavern, the men and the wild high, and the shock of Jane’s sudden departure. All of it, all of it came crashing down on me with a force I simply couldn’t handle. Tears flowed freely from my eyes, dark mascara ran into my hands. I felt so trapped in my sweet little world. With Jane I’d had some courage. Without her, I didn’t know how I’d find my way. I still needed someone to take me by the hand, someone to push me, someone to rescue me. I simply couldn’t do this alone, but I had nowhere to turn.


  As my tears finally subsided, I fingered the old gritty stairs. They’d been made of wood, reinforced with metal at the edges, then strips of non-skid paper had been tacked across them to prevent slipping. Funny, I thought to myself, I’d slipped anyway. The confident woman I was trying to become dangled before me, mocking me and then disappearing. Damn!


  Someone in the building was playing jazz, and that lazy rhythm only reminded me of my night with Jane. She was the outrageous siren. Me? Still the naïve innocent. But there was a siren in me, too, although at the moment, I felt like a puppet caught between two fucking bitches!


  


  The seedy stairway, the crumbling linoleum of the corridor, the threadbare carpet, all had that tacky sort of class that had attracted me to this place and gave it such character. That night, I belonged in that threadbare world. Things couldn’t have been more bleak. I wished there could be some angel to pull me out of the humbled mess. Another Jane. What a silly thought!


  The ancient steps that rudely jolted me from the horror comforted me in a small way. I probably wasn’t any different than a thousand, no a million other woman who cried over lost loves during lonely nights. I knew my life would continue, that I’d survive the night, and the next, and the one after that.


  I looked up to the crude bare bulb that lit the staircase. Its glaring light was blinding as I stared straight into its white, glowing orb. However, the light didn’t go far beyond that bare bulb…the space around me was dim and drab and overwhelmed with shadows.


  Maybe in the morning things would look better. Maybe I’d understand it all then. But for the moment, I was frozen where I sat.


  I imagined myself getting up, walking to my apartment, closing the door and leaving the night and the hurt and confusion behind. I imagined myself undressing in silence and slipping into bed, falling asleep and waking in the morning, happier. It seemed easy in my thoughts, but I couldn’t move. I was afraid to go to bed, to lay my head on my pillow. I was afraid of the half waking world where I created visions and fantasy and dreams that made my body come alive. Even if I could find some pleasure in that, if I could masturbate over and over again to raunchy fantasies, I couldn’t ignore the fact that I was alone. And, damn it! I didn’t want to be alone.


  I couldn’t cry anymore. There was nothing more to ponder. It seemed silly to stay in that forlorn stairwell, but I simply couldn’t move. I didn’t expect any answers, but I just couldn’t move. My mind was off in my fantasy again – if my imaginings could conjure up The Tropics and the Red Rose, perhaps it could conjure up a champion. Maybe fate or some mysterious force was conspiring to bring me my deepest longings, and this mysterious force, realizing my need for companionship, was at that moment bringing me someone who could help me through the next hours. Oh, if only I were so lucky! And yet, strangely, in the heavy shadows of those apartment stairs, as I was at last prepared to pull myself away and return to my apartment, a voice spoke. For just an instant it sounded like an angel, its existence so utterly unexpected. I wasn’t sure it was even real.


  “Is it one of the benefits of having an apartment in this building, that I find you crying your eyes out on the stairs?”


  I turned around, half expecting to find no one at all. But looking up, there quite human, I gazed at a man…flesh and blood, with slender legs and a tight waist and muscles bulging from underneath a t-shirt. Magnificent was the first word that entered my mind. His hair was brown and just slightly graying. His soft eyes were filled with energy, with light, with joy and lust and youth.


  I must have looked like a clown with my bloodshot eyes and puffed up nose. Damn! What a fool I was, weeping on the stairs like a baby. How long had he been there? What had he heard? Why could he not have been a sweet little old man, or the bespectacled woman next door, or even one of the silly buffoons of men that I managed to attract to me? I could have handled that kind of angel.


  But he was not an angel; the eyes that stared at me so intently, with no less compassion than anyone’s, were eyes that belonged to a body that assaulted my sexual desires. He only reminded me that I was alone and guys like him were not the kind that were attracted to a naïve, uptight, slightly damaged woman like me.


  



  

  Chapter Six


  


  He wasn’t quite like any guy I’d ever met – artist, musician, actor, that sort of vibe. Although he could have sold securities for all I knew. He was simply dressed in baggy black trousers, open sandals and an armless red t-shirt. A tiny gold earring gleamed in the light from the overhead bulb. He was magnetic, far beyond the calculated sexuality of most men I knew. In fact, he reminded me of Jane, the way he was so physically well proportioned, so sensually confident, his body the male version, melting into the atmosphere around him, one with everything, displaying a fluid fire that caused an immediate response in my body.


  “You caught me at a bad time,” I said.


  “I guess so,” he answered with just a hint of amusement.


  “I’ve had a bad day,” I added. “And now I’ve jammed my knee against this rotten step.” I realized then how much my knee was throbbing with a dull ache that went throughout my entire leg. “Frankly, if I died right here, right now, I wouldn’t mind.”


  “So let me see,” he said, moving down the half flight of stairs to where I was still humbly crouched. “You’ve certainly broken the skin,” he said, then he bent down and using what looked like a clean bandana from his pocket, he mopped the slow trickle of blood that was already beginning to dry on my leg. I was only mildly concerned with the denim skirt riding up my thigh.


  “How about coming with me and I’ll clean it for you?”


  “Oh, I can take care of it. I live just one flight up.”


  “No,” he insisted. “Anyone who’s had your kind of day needs a little kindness. I’m not always so sensitive, so you had better take advantage of my good mood.”


  He grabbed my hand and drew me to my feet, not allowing any further protest. Leading me into his apartment just a few feet from the stairs, he pulled out a chair and sat me down at his kitchen table with an authoritative but gentle push.


  I loved everything about his place, from the 1950’s dinette to the neon airplane that flickered above a red sofa. The floors were red and white checked linoleum, a few throw rugs here and there. Everything colorful filled the room with a spectrum of light that sent a shiver though me, just as he had done.


  And yes, there was an easel in the corner by the wall windows. On it sat an empty canvas. There was a tray beneath it, I assumed filled with paint. I gazed around at the colorful art thinking that it must be his. He definitely had talent. My eyes were drawn to inspect every painting, every knick-knack, every framed photograph filled with bright smiling faces. But instead of continuing my inspection, I looked into my savior’s face as he kneeled in front of me to clean my leg.


  “You have quite a scrape here, and I can see a bruise forming. We’ll let it dry a bit before I bandage it.” The warmth of his hands was comforting and thrilling at the same time. He then reached up with a clean corner of his damp cloth and gently wiped the mascara from my face.


  “Oh, I must look a mess.”


  “Nothing that a little water won’t fix,” he assured me. “Besides, all that black gunk is covering up this pretty face.”


  I blushed. “Thank you, this is really sweet of you.”


  “Well, unlike you, I’ve had a terrific day. Maybe it will rub off.” He looked at me and smiled. “The name’s Will, Will Kozak.”


  “Alex Morgan.”


  We replaced a handshake with another deep gaze into each other’s eyes. I felt him look beyond the tear-stained sadness to the something in me that needed comfort beyond the simple cleansing of a scraped knee. I was as nervous as a school girl in the presence of her first crush. The blush deepened on my cheeks.


  “I live in 210. You just move in?” I asked.


  “Last week, how come I haven’t seen you?”


  “I guess we come and go at different times.”


  My awkwardness was apparent, but he didn’t seem to notice.


  “So, what’s a beautiful woman like you doing, crying in the stairwell?”


  I blushed again, this time so much that I could feel my ears burning. “If you continue to call me beautiful, you’ll get most anything from me.” He’d made me smile.


  I suddenly remembered how I was dressed, the short skirt, t-shirt. I was immediately self-conscious, thinking he’d notice the difference in the woman I looked like, and what was really there.


  “Well, I’m up for a good story,” he prodded.


  “It’s nothing really. I’m sure you don’t want to hear my sad tale of woe.”


  “And why would you assume that?”


  I looked at him for an eternity, taking in the freshness, the life in his smile, the energetic eyes, the power that poured from him. An invisible circle seemed to wind around us like a magic spell. I didn’t struggle against it. I found it calming. At the same time, I was tired, and I didn’t care if I impressed him or not.


  “Listen,” I said. “I don’t really feel like bantering back and forth with you about inconsequential things.”


  “Good, then you can tell me what’s really bothering you.”


  Oh geez, he wouldn’t give up!


  He finished dabbing my knee and placed a neat bandage on the tiny cut. “There, now that I’ve bandaged your leg we can get to know each other.”


  He moved to his refrigerator and brought out a bottle of wine, pouring two glasses.


  “It’s kinda late for wine, don’t you think?”


  “Not for me. You want a cup of coffee?”


  “No, no, I’m fine,” I said.


  I followed him into the living room and sat down on the red sofa. The energy between us was almost palpable as he waited for me to speak.


  “Thanks for helping me out tonight. It’s been a strangely amazing day, in fact, a whole, amazing month. I’m really confused about a lot of things, and tonight I found out that a really good friend is leaving town, and generally, I’m just miserable.”


  “Your boyfriend?”


  “No,” I shook my head. It almost startled me that he should think that. “A girlfriend,” I clarified, though there was no way I’d tell him everything about my night.


  “Best friend?”


  “I guess you could say that. She’d been helping me with some things, and I was hurt when she suddenly informed me that she was moving to Florida.”


  “Helping you with what?”


  “You just don’t stop, do you?” I was almost laughing now.


  He shrugged.


  “I’m a curious guy and it’s just a simple question.”


  “As far as helping me, I guess it’s just one of those female angst thing…trying to figure out who I am, that sort of thing.” I couldn’t decide why he was asking me these questions, and what’s more, I couldn’t figure why I was answering, except that he was a real, warm, caring body, and that felt good at the moment. Oddly, I was too tired to bother with the fact that he was so darn attractive.


  “So, who are you?”


  “That’s what I don’t know. I feel out of place almost everywhere, don’t know what I’d really like to do. I’m bored with my life, but when I try to get out of my rut, I get scared or hurt.”


  “So who’s the person you don’t want to be?”


  “I guess you could call her plain and sweet and rather girlish.”


  “And that’s not who you really are,” he stated, as if that fact was obvious to him.


  He took a drink of wine, while I averted his steady gaze, looking at the table in front of me. I fixed on a beautiful blown glass vase—red, turquoise, amazing design.


  “Alex?” he had to prompt me.


  I looked up startled, remembering the conversation. “No, the girlish innocent is not me, but it’s easy. It was what I was brought up to be.”


  “Easier than what?” he led me on.


  “Well that’s hard to explain. Jane, my friend from work…she’s like a–a poem, all put together so perfectly. There’s nothing about her, not one movement, one gesture out of place. Confident. Self-assured. I love being with her, just to watch her move and talk and smile.” As I brought Jane to mind, I could feel the tears trying to return, the hurt beginning to build again. “She took me places, bought me clothes, different clothes like this. We went dancing and she found me men and…this is going to sound strange, but some of the things we did were right out of fantasies I’ve had. Things I’d make up in my head were beginning to come true.” I don’t know why I was telling him this, but I couldn’t seem to stop.


  “Really?” He seemed genuinely interested.


  I took a deep breath.


  “Don’t believe me, do you? I wouldn’t have either if I hadn’t lived it.”


  “Lived what? Tell me.”


  I smiled self-consciously, blushing. “Well, twice within a month, I walk into a bar, only to find that everything is a replica of my own imagination; things I made up in my head and never saw before were right there before my eyes. Isn’t that weird?”


  Will looked impressed. “That’s pretty freaky.”


  “Yeah, it’s pretty freaky. So, what do I do? I get rattled and run away.”


  “Is that what happened tonight?”


  “No!” I answered too sharply. I thought back to how the evening began at the Red Rose, “Well, sort of. But what’s really got me upset is Jane leaving. The shock of it.”


  The light in the room was dim. Will had turned off the bright overhead in the kitchen. Only the neon and the moon illuminated our conversation. I felt like a child telling ghost stories around a campfire on a cool summer evening. In the light of his apartment, the same spine tingling horror moved through my body that had moved in me those long ago summer nights, though this was far more terrifying.


  He saw the fright in my eyes.


  “Considering your prophetic fantasies, sounds to me like you’re getting what you want. Humm?”


  “Oh no, fantasies are one thing, real life is something else. I’ve certainly learned that.”


  “You sure?”


  “Yes, I’m sure.” I don’t think he believed me.


  We sat in silence for a moment.


  “So what are these fantasies all about?” he asked.


  “Sorry, they’re a little too personal.”


  “Pretty racy stuff?”


  His sexy eyes twinkled and I could feel myself blush again. “Yes, pretty much. But I’m not the woman in my fantasies, it’s just play.” I rose from the sofa. “You know, I think I should go.”


  Will looked at me, surprised by the sudden move. But he reached out and grabbed my arm and pulled me back.


  “Hey, I’m perfectly safe. I’m not one of your fantasies, am I?”


  “Of course not,” I replied, though I was beginning to wonder if perhaps he was.


  “Then you don’t have to leave.”


  “I’m sorry. I over-reacted. It’s just that I feel as if my whole world has been turned upside down. You’ve been very sweet and I appreciate your taking care of me, listening to me. I needed that, but really I’m tired.”


  He smiled. “I understand. Best to put this day to bed.”


  He stood and walked me to his door.


  “I’d like to see you again, Alex Morgan, it would be nice to have a friend in the building.”


  “I’d like that,” I replied.


  He gave me a quick peck on the cheek. I shivered, wishing it could have lasted longer. But it was too soon, and before I knew it, I found myself on the other side of Will’s door. Alone again, but not so very much alone.


  I didn’t realize how much he affected me until I returned to my apartment. My body ached – a strong, vibrating sexual ache. Thinking of his sexy style, his easy manner, and his hard body – he was the best looking man who’d ever paid attention to me. And he honestly wanted to see me again.


  Will Kozak suddenly went from rescuing friend to potential lover – in a heartbeat, in the blink of an eye. The desire was so fierce in me, I almost felt like a traitor to Jane, as if everything I’d felt for her didn’t matter because of Will. My body responded quickly to my idea of him. I didn’t care if I betrayed Jane’s memory – she would have done the same thing if she were in my shoes. Climbing into bed, my hand went to my crotch and within minutes a powerful orgasm took me away – all about Will, and the thought of him fondling me passionately, running his hands over my breasts and ass and belly and the opening so damp with desire. I thought of his stiffened cock inside me, of his riding me around and around in the wonderful circle of his sexy energy. As I drifted off to sleep, I was beginning to realize what Jane meant when she said I needed a man. With that, the thought of men, and specifically Will Kozak, were clearly front and center in my thoughts.


  



  

  Chapter Seven


  


  More than anything in the world I wanted to stumble into Will again. I made myself as available as I knew how; but for a week I didn’t catch a glimpse of him other than a quick view from my front window, when one morning I saw him climb into a little red Fiat and drive away. My fantasies were filled with thoughts of making love to him, which was a good diversion in light of Jane’s absence. I was possessed anew, but day after day of not seeing him, I began to doubt that he really wanted to see me again. In the midst of my anxious anticipation, I felt a full range of disappointment and hurt, as if I believed that something special had happened that one night that would never happen again. How silly of me to assume so much. He probably had a girlfriend and our one night was just a passing flirtation. By the time Will Kozak finally knocked on my door, I didn’t even imagine that it could be him, and I was totally shocked when it was.


  “Hey, you busy? Not too late for a little wine, is it?” He held up a bottle of Shiraz, smiling broadly.


  “No, no. Come on in.”


  “You look surprised.”


  “I am. I hadn’t seen you in a while,” I was so nervous I could hardly speak. “I-I figured you were on to other things.”


  “And I was. Sorry, I should have mentioned that I was going out of town on business.”


  He walked inside my apartment, gazing around at all the embarrassing frilliness, while I hastily found two wine glasses and the opener in the kitchen. When I returned to the living room, he was staring at an expressionist print, probably the only piece of art with any degree of sophistication in my apartment. He had his back to me, and for just a moment, I stared at his broad shoulders and tight ass, thinking he was about the sexiest man I’d ever known. A familiar rush of desire returned to my body, and I realized how quickly I fallen had for him.


  “So, how was your trip?”


  He turned around. “All right, just business, I thought about you a lot though.”


  “Really? I thought a lot about you, too.”


  “You know, I think we have a lot in common,” he went on.


  “Really?”


  “Loners. Like our quiet and solitude. And then there’s that rich fantasy life.” He snickered a little and I found myself blushing.


  “All true…” I hesitated a moment not knowing what to say, “but, um, what exactly are you getting at?”


  We sat at opposite ends of my couch and I watched him pour two glasses of wine. He handed me one.


  “I was just thinking back. You said you’re tired of being the good girl, and I think you are.”


  “Well yes,” I fingered the glass nervously. I couldn’t seem to stop myself from blushing.


  “Just speculating here…wondering if maybe your fantasies are so ‘out there’ that you’re afraid of what you might do.” He paused to let me comment, but I couldn’t think of a thing to say. “I get that you’re scared shitless. Every time you get close to something that really turns you on, you get scared and run.”


  “My, you do go right for the heart of things…”


  “Am I wrong?”


  I shook my head. “No, you’re not wrong at all.”


  “You said you weren’t the woman in your fantasies. But I think you are. If you’ll excuse the term, because I really mean it as a compliment, I think there’s a naughty little slut inside you just begging to get out.”


  I felt like I was burning up inside – didn’t know what to make of a man who would be so blunt with a woman he hardly knew. His appraisal wasn’t that far from the truth, but I could hardly admit that to myself let alone him.


  “So have I gone too far?”


  Yes, he’d gone too far, but it had been so long since I’d had a man pay this kind of attention to me. Oh, who was I kidding. I’d never had a personal conversation like this with any man. I wasn’t sure I wanted him to stop, and yet, I was so nervous that I couldn’t think of a thing to say.


  “Sorry, I’ve unnerved you, haven’t I? Didn’t mean to, really. Just wanted you to know that I don’t have any judgments about sex, or anything else for that matter. You don’t have to be afraid with me.”


  “Thanks.” Whatever was happening between us, I couldn’t look him in the eye. I grinned bashfully, then took a sip of wine and stared toward the kitchen. “How about we talk about you for a while?” I finally said when I looked back.


  He combed his hair back with his hand and chuckled. “Okay, I suppose that’s fair.”


  I fiddled with my wine glass and practically spilled its contents.


  “Am I making you that nervous?”


  “Please don’t take it personally. I’ve always been this way with men.”


  “So what do you want to know about me?”


  “I don’t know, whatever you want to tell me, I guess.”


  “Well for starters, I’m an artist—suppose you can guess that from my apartment. I did carpentry for a while before the art started to pay off. When money gets tight I do freelance graphic design. Not my favorite. Thankfully, I haven’t had to do that since I got a grant for a big installation at the museum a few years back. Since then, it seems like I’ve been doing nothing but work—not that I haven’t enjoyed it. I just don’t get much time to play around.”


  “Play around?”


  “I used to be in the club scene, lots of girlfriends, drinking, out late partying, drugs, sort of thing people expect from artistic types—which is really a bad stereotype. Thought it was good for my muse. After a while, I wasn’t doing any art at all.”


  “Sounds a little dangerous to me.”


  “It was sometimes. That’s why I had to clean up my act.” He laughed. “Freedom. That was what I was looking for. No strings. No rules. I was the proverbial bad boy doing whatever struck my fancy. But that life lost its luster. When my darker urges began to posses me, I spiraled into depression. Not pretty.”


  “What made you stop?”


  He shrugged.


  “Woke up one day, saw the shithole I was living in, and I was so embarrassed that I decided something had to change. I cleaned up my act as the saying goes. Now…I don’t mind getting a little crazy once and a while, but most of the time I live a pretty quiet, ordinary life.” He grinned. “Well…not exactly ordinary. I’d never want to be that.”


  I sighed. “And me…I’ve been living squeaky clean all my life, wishing I’d done something really crazy.”


  “Scared you’ll get hurt? Do something wrong?”


  I nodded.


  “There’s nothing wrong with a little hurt—makes you know you’re alive. Like the other night on the stairs.”


  I hadn’t thought about it that way. “Well, I was certainly, painfully alive that night.”


  “You’ve got to take some chances, Alex, do the unexpected.”


  “Right.” I blushed again, and we were quiet for a time.


  “Would you like some spaghetti?” I finally broke the silence. “I’m kind of hungry.”


  “Giuseppe’s?” he suggested.


  “No. I have some homemade sauce in the fridge. There’s plenty.” I promptly rose and busied myself, pulling cartons out of the refrigerator, starting the pasta water. He joined, helping himself to the contents of my fridge, pulling out salad items, rummaging through my cabinets for a bowl and throwing together a salad, done before the pasta water was ready. Having a man in my kitchen was awkward and pleasant and fun and frightening.


  As we ate, the conversation was light and less threatening than it had earlier been. His charm, his good looks, the easy way about him had me wanting him more than ever.


  By the time we cleared the table, I could taste the desire on my lips and feel the vibration of it all the way to my toes. As I was filling the sink, he dropped plates into the soapy water. I felt his breath against my neck, and a shiver of want when his body grazed against mine. And when he placed his hands on my waist and gently kissed the back of my neck, the sudden rush of energy between us made me gasp. Will dried the dishes looking at me as if he had plans in mind – I could almost hear the gears grinding in his head. I smiled and looked away, still feeling self-conscious and awkward in the presence of the man. When the last dish was neatly tucked into the cabinet above, he pulled me in close to him. I shuddered but I didn’t push him away.


  He kissed me lightly – flirty, erotic kisses that barely brushed my lips. Soon they were wet and sensuous, his mouth opened and his tongue began to dance around mine. The embrace became more passionate with our bodies pressed together. He felt for my breasts beneath the fabric. This his kisses moved down my throat, and my body lit up everywhere his lips met my skin, and his hands touched. His fingers deftly worked the buttons on my blouse until the two sides of it dropped away. He stepped back and pushed it off my shoulders, while I trembled, nervous and afraid.


  “Will, please,” I said in gentle protest.


  He shook his head, and laid his finger against my lips. “Shussssh. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”


  He unfastened the closure of my lacy bra and let the two soft mounds free. I thought I’d orgasm on the spot as his smoldering eyes surveyed my chest. Without even looking down, I could feel my nipples tightened into hard knots under the intense gaze. Then with feverish insistence, he dove into my torso, kissing, biting, sucking my nipples, making me believe he’d devour me in sexual madness. I moaned with pleasure while my fevered brain tried to grasp what was happening.


  “Will, please!”


  He pinched a nipple hard enough to hurt, and yet that hurt only left me more aroused, more wanting and needy and begging for more. “Let go, Alex,” he whispered as he continued the foreplay. Suddenly, something came over me. I reached for him with my fingers digging into his t-shirt, clutching it, pulling it away, feeling obsessed with having him naked. Only in my fantasies had I ever behaved like this. I wanted to run my hands along his smooth skin and feel his firm muscles, his penis throbbing against my hand. When our bodies came together again, I felt his naked skin against mine and I thought my body would explode.


  I felt myself pulling back as if it were The Tropics or The Red Rose all over again. “Oh, dear God, this is too going too fast!”


  “No, Alex, it’s not too fast,” he said gently, firmly. “Stop fighting what you want.”


  “But—”


  “But nothing. This is the way you want to be taken so just let go and let it happen.”


  Something in his firm command made my resistance wilt.


  “You want this as much as I do,” he purred as he nibbled on my ear. Then he grabbed my hair in his fist and pulled back, baring my throat again, kissing, biting, sucking my skin so hard I thought he’d drain my blood. My fear seemed to fall away and I swooned against him, wanting more.


  I knew we’d passed the point of no return and stopping was no longer an option.


  There was nothing subtle or romantic about our grasping hands or heated bodies. We’d gone far beyond my fears, where there was no more panic, no resistance, no wishing I was elsewhere, no amount of fright big enough to conquer my desire. There was no attempt to think about anything – and that was the best gift of all.


  I felt the first hot throb of his hard cock against my thigh and I thought I might come right then. Then he stepped back, took my face in his hands and kissed me hard. The force of that kiss seemed to penetrate me to the bone.


  Before I knew what was happening, we were in my bedroom, on the bed. Kissing. Groping. Grasping for pleasure like animals in heat. A ravenous me I’d never known had suddenly emerged from hiding. I felt for his belt, the snap, the zipper and then tore away at his jeans until he scrambled free of them. However, before I could get a good look at his cock, he turned me around in his arms and began stripping away my pants until I was naked with Will’s rigid organ pressing against my bottom.


  I wanted the feel of his cock inside me, the ache for him so deep it hurt. I prayed that he’d enter me before my fears rose up again. I could feel that fear lingering in the back of my thoughts. Again and again I pushed it back. I wouldn’t let it have its way. Not this time. Not this time.


  When he turned me around and pushed me to my knees, there was an instant, but the sight of his erection, so close, so personal, so real, swept the fear away. I watched how right there before my lips his manhood bloomed in all its splendor. All I had to do was kiss it and take it into my mouth.


  Impatiently, Will pressed my head to his cock. “Taste it, Alex,” he said, as if he were ordering me. My body responded to the command, drawing on a deeply submissive place I’d known only in my fantasies. My mouth opened and the hefty erection slipped inside. His scent was dark and earthy, like nothing I’d ever smelled, and as he moved in and out of my mouth in a steady rhythm, I realized that I would have stayed there fixed to his cock forever. But then he suddenly lifted me up so we were face to face, kissing again, rolling back and forth grasping and clawing like beasts. His cock was between my thighs, then suddenly inside me. Its fullness surprised me; it hurt to start, but it was no time at all before his inner body opened naturally, expanding to answer his pressing need.


  There was no fantasy as rich as those passionate moments, as exquisite as the feel of real flesh. His hands were on my behind driving himself mercilessly into my cunt. I loved the wildness, the roughness of his thrusts. I wanted them faster and faster, and I screamed for his throbbing cock to come in me. “Yes, yes do it!” I heard myself cry out. I moaned as the glorious pleasure in my body mounted fast, peaking, reaching and finally bursting forth just as he was coming in a final savage thrust.


  I sank down, out of breath and exhausted, and though Will collapsed onto me, he quickly rolled off coming to rest beside me as the sensations of orgasm slowly dwindled away. He kissed me tenderly, with an affection I wanted as much as I did the sex. And yet, my body was still so aroused that each kiss threatened to send me back into the fury from which we had just come. Each touch raised a new wave of excitement. My body was alive, needy, not as calm I would have thought. I wanted more. I pressed my mouth to his, not wanting any of this to end. I wanted to cling to him forever.


  “What? Are these tears?”


  I hadn’t realized I was crying. “I don’t know, I guess it was just so, so…amazing.”


  He kissed me again and lightly touched my face. “You’re amazing,” he said.


  There were no words to describe the feeling of relief I felt realizing that I had finally overcome my fears and discovered the kind of pleasure I’d always dreamt about.


  “You were a virgin,” he said, seeing the spilt blood on the sheets.


  “You’re surprised?”


  “A little. Yes.”


  “Well, it was only by minimum standards.”


  “I should think so, I don’t see how you could make love so well with so little practice.”


  “Just my raunchy mind, I guessed.” I grinned.


  “Well, I’d like to gaze into your raunchy mind and see what’s there.” He started tickling me until I couldn’t control myself.


  “Stop!” I yelled, then I fell back into his arms, laughing.


  “So tell me about all these naughty things you think about.”


  It didn’t take but a second for the panic to rise in me again. “No, I’m not ready to do that, not yet. Please don’t spoil this night.”


  His eyes gazed into mine as if he were seeing deep inside me. “Okay, you’re off the hook for now. But I want to know, and you are going to tell me.” He was perfectly serious and I knew he’d ask again, but at least the conversation could wait for another time. We lay together in the beautiful light – how romantic, the stars and moon were shining bright, as if giving me their blessing. I couldn’t imagine things being any more perfect than it was at that moment. So comfortable, so close, so complete…so not alone.


  “You made love to Jane, didn’t you?” he suddenly asked. It had been quiet for a long while and the question took me by surprise.


  I instantly tensed. I don’t know why I was surprised that he’d figured that out; he seemed to have an uncanny knowingness about so many things.


  “Yes, I did,” I finally admitted.


  “It doesn’t change anything between us. I want you to understand that.” It was exactly what I needed to hear. That night, our first night, we fell asleep in each other’s arms.


  



  

  Chapter Eight


  


  Every minute I spent with Will was heaven, every moment without him was hell. That first night of sex had opened a torrent of unmet needs. The dam had burst and I was ravenous. I couldn’t get enough of the sexy kisses, chiseled body and relentless cock. I loved every inch of his body, every word he spoke, every smile and smirk, every evil-eyed stare. He made me afraid and ecstatic and sexually bold, and cared for me with a gentleness that often left me breathless. He didn’t allow me to whine or hesitate or put him off, whether in the bedroom or out. He wanted every bit of me, body, mind and soul. Of course, there were things I hid away in secret, though I had a feeling that eventually he would get to those as well, in time.


  On the nights when we were not together, my mind dove into unexplored places in my sexual psyche, dangerous frightening places. Each night alone, I tried to dream of Will and making love, but I couldn’t stop the rush of pictures that appeared out of nowhere in my mind. They assaulted my brain with a vile fervor, not letting me avoid them until I paid attention to the strange visions of straps and whips, of dominance and submission, of brutality and chilling coldness. The images sent my body quivering to new heights as I masturbated, although as soon as my orgasm was complete, I wished it hadn’t begun. Why couldn’t I think about Will and me, about being lovers and passionate sex?


  As much as I tried to will it otherwise, my fantasy life refused to follow my instructions. Instead of happy sexual romance, I witnessed much stranger things. One fantasy in particular appeared with some regularity. I saw myself walking into elegant city mansions and beautiful estate houses where women were ornaments that decorated rooms and corridors with their beauty, where they served at the pleasure of commanding men. The worlds in my imagination were masculine, places where men of great power mixed ruthless passion and severity with the genteel politeness of good breeding. The rules were established by owners and masters; compliance to orders was mandatory. There were no other options in these worlds but to obey or leave. In my visions, I always chose compliance.


  I saw the scene clearly…a female’s initiation into a male dominated world, where taken into a shadowy domain of lust, her naked body is at the mercy of a master’s whim. She’s forced to serve on hands and knees with mouth and lips, her sexual body violated three, four, five times in a night until she’s entirely spent. On the last night of her initiation she wears a collar and cuffs and a suit of chains, and is bound to the rafters where she struggles uselessly. Her freedom comes with a price. She’ll be thoroughly whipped, her body red with welts before there will be any mercy at all. Her pain is fierce, but the pleasure just as potent. Losing control and all conscious thought, she swims in the master’s fire, consumed in sexual ecstasy.


  When I woke from my wild musings, my real body was quivering with completion that surpassed anything I’d yet experienced – except with Will, of course. I was sticky with perspiration and sex, and the smell of my cunt still lingered on my hands when I woke in the morning. I found each night of depravity made the day more difficult to bear, more difficult to create the tender sensuous lovemaking I enjoyed so much with Will. Even our most torrid moments paled in comparison to sex with these kinky masters. The agitation between fantasy and reality reared its ugly head once more.


  My restlessness became difficult to hide, but Will didn’t prod me, respecting my earlier request not to ask about my fantasies. That was until the night I abruptly bolted from bed after sex. That night, my darker fantasies encroached on my real time world, rudely violating our lovemaking. I couldn’t stand it anymore.


  “You’re going to tell me what’s wrong.” Will bolted from bed right after me and whirled me back to face him.


  “I can’t,” I pleaded.


  “Yes you can! And you’d better start talking.” He pushed me down on the bed.


  We stared at each other for some time until I got the feeling that we would stay this way all night if I didn’t say something. He had no intention of budging until I made my confession. I started and stopped a couple times then finally managed to blurt out.


  “It’s my sexual fantasies.”


  He waited for more.


  “I can’t make them stop.”


  His eyes seemed to soften as I spoke.


  “When I’m with you everything is so perfect, it feels so right and it’s everything I need. But when we’re not together, I get so horny thinking about you, I start to masturbate, and…” I stopped unable to finish.


  “And what?”


  “My mind veers off to all these strange places.”


  “Like what?”


  “It’s really rough…”


  “Keep going.”


  “I think about being…well…” I couldn’t imagine saying it aloud.


  “What Alex? What do you think about?”


  “I can’t!” I was practically in tears, and covered my face in my hands.


  “Oh, but you can,” he assured me, as he pried my hands away. “Look at me.”


  I did. Nope. It didn’t make it any easier. “I’d rather look away.”


  I felt his exasperation. “Nothing could be as bad as what you’re putting yourself through. I’m sure I can handle whatever it is.”


  I was fairly sure of that, too. It was just spitting out the words.


  I gulped my emotion and took a deep breath. “I dream about being dominated, sexually dominated,” I finally spit out the truth.


  The announcement hardly ruffled a feather in his cool reserve, and as if it was no big deal, he quickly went on, “So what else? Tell me everything.”


  “Everything?” I winced.


  “Everything.” I had a feeling we would stay right where we were until he was satisfied. Well, I didn’t tell him everything, but I did tell him about being given away to several men, about the chains, the bondage, the spanking, and how the fantasies had taken over my thoughts and now suddenly appeared even when we were in bed together. I was sure to emphasize how miserable this was making me – as if he hadn’t already seen that.


  “So that’s it?” he asked when I finished my terrible litany.


  “Yeah, isn’t it enough?” I sighed. “What do you think?”


  For the first time since our discussion began he smiled – warmly in fact. “I think you’ve made way too much out of something that is more common than you think. You’re certainly not alone in your fantasies. There’s nothing you’ve said that I haven’t thought about in my own way. Frankly, I was pretty sure that this was exactly the kind of thing that you’d confess. But it was important for you to tell me yourself.”


  “So, I’m not some kind of freak?”


  He laughed. “No, you’re not some kind of freak.”


  Little by little my anxiety began to lose its grip.


  “And see, you made a big deal of it for nothing. Don’t you feel better?”


  “A little. But those thoughts aren’t going to go away.”


  “I wouldn’t imagine that they would. How long have you had thoughts like these?”


  “Oh, dear…I don’t remember when I didn’t have them. I mean they’ve changed over time, certainly becoming more extreme – but even when I was a kid I had odd kinds of spanking fantasies.”


  “Then you’re right. They aren’t about to go away just because you confessed them to me.”


  “So what do I do about them?”


  He thought a moment – considering options, I’d guess. “I’m afraid you’re not going to like what I have to say,” he warned.


  “Well, go ahead and say it.”


  “Start diving in. Get a little crazy for awhile.”


  I flinched. “You don’t mean that!”


  “I do. You can’t ignore your fantasies anymore – you know how well that’s worked. Getting a little kinky certainly isn’t going to kill you. You know the old saying…you gotta confront your fears. Your fantasies are at the heart of your problem. You need to have fun with them. …trust me, it’ll untie the knot that has you so bound up.”


  “I wouldn’t know where to start.” I gazed away, suddenly inside myself and needing Will to leave me be. “I imagine you’re right. I certainly haven’t gotten anywhere trying to will them away. But I need to think about it…”


  “Well then, you think about it.” He tousled my hair and pulled me into his chest, where I felt the warmth of his body and his embracing arms soothe me. “I’m not going to push you, Alex. Take all the time you need. But this isn’t something you can avoid forever.”


  


  I thought about that conversation long and hard over several days. Will was right. My dark musings didn’t end with my confessing them. If anything they were more prominent than ever and more intrusive in our lovemaking. However, hHoHI didn’t raise the subject again for nearly two weeks, when I finally had the courage to act on his suggestion.


  We were eating take-out Chinese in his apartment. It was after sex, when my anxieties were at a low ebb and introducing the topic didn’t seem half as difficult as it might have at another time. “Will you help me?”


  “Help you?” he gazed at me quizzically.


  “Sorry, I guess that’s out of context.” I smiled. “Help me with my sexual fears.”


  For a moment he looked at me as if he was exploring every inch of my mind and my soul.


  “You’re sure about this?”


  “You said that it’s time to face my fears, not to avoid them. I can’t do it alone.”


  “Okay then. Of course, I’ll help. But let me warn you, it won’t be easy. And you may not like the things I suggest.”


  “I imagine that I won’t, but I’ve got to try.”


  It wasn’t until weeks later that I truly understood what he meant.


  



  

  Chapter Nine


  


  I had run out of that house full speed, racing into the night, block after block until a taxi pulled up beside me and took me home. My brain was reeling. I knew my decision to leave would alter everything in my relationship with Will. If I’d only known how much, I probably wouldn’t have left that way.


  I grabbed a carafe of wine from the refrigerator and downed a glass quickly, taking several deep breaths to calm the roar that had driven me into the night. The door bell rang. I don’t know why I was so surprised to see Will standing there, but I was.


  “What the hell are you doing?” he demanded, pushing his way inside.


  “I decided that the party was just not for me, so I left.” I tried to sound calm, when I wasn’t calm at all.


  “We went together,” he reminded me. His stared at me with steely eyes.


  “I didn’t want to spoil it for you. I’ve spoiled so much for you lately, I didn’t want to do it again.”


  “You unthinking bitch!” he suddenly blurted out, scowling as he did. He rarely scowled. “You think I’d stay and fuck a room full of people not knowing where you are?”


  “But you were so excited.”


  “Of course I was, only a dead person wouldn’t be excited in that house, it’s a sexual playground. But I took you there for you, not me, and you know it. And now you play games with me, running off without a word.”


  “I’m sorry, we just seem to want different things,” I pleaded.


  “What the fuck!”


  My lord, he was angry! The closest breakable thing in the room was a vase of flowers on a table by the door. He picked them up and threw them at the fireplace, the ceramic vase crashing in pieces against the marble. I backed away.


  “Don’t worry, I don’t strike women.” Some of his anger had dissipated, though I could sense his rage still churning beneath the surface.


  “Will, we’ve tried, how many times? It’s not working.”


  “Because you won’t let it work,” he lashed out. “You ask me to try all these scenarios, to take you places, to play your roles, and then you back down from them over and again, as if I could be jerked around forever.” His anger was on the rise again.


  “It’s just not working for me,” I tried again.


  “Because you won’t let it.”


  “That’s easy for you to say. You have no problem with the kink. But I do. The fantasies are made up, in my head, where they’re meant to stay. You expect me to be some kind of slut!”


  He paced the room agitated and fuming. “You’re impossible, totally impossible!” Suddenly he whirled around and slammed his fist against the closet door. The plywood splintered but he ignored the cuts to his hand. With his back still turned, he breathed deeply to regain his composure, but it wasn’t a calm and gentle man who turned to me and spoke. It was as if a wall of ice separated us. Cold and steely eyes gave out no warmth at all.


  “You asked for this. You wanted to travel in the world of your fantasies. I couldn’t care less about going there. Well, I’ve taken you, but you don’t experience. You judge. And you know what’s saddest?” His eyes pierced through me like lasers. “What’s so sad is that though you judge the players, what you judge most is yourself. You won’t allow yourself to enjoy what you desire most. You’re stuck in some antiquated version of right and wrong that’s driving you crazy. And as long as you do that, you’ll continue to be miserable.” He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wound it around his hand. “Well tonight you can be miserable alone.”


  He turned on his heel and was out the door before I could begin to fashion a reply.


  I looked at the shattered ceramic in a thousand little pieces on the floor, the hole in the closet, the violence, the passion. I began to clean feverishly as if it would erase the night and everything he’d said.


  What was worse was that for the first time, I realized how much I loved him. What’s more, I knew he loved me. It showed in each piece of broken vase, each torn flower, each splinter of wood on the closet door that had torn his hand, each word of rage that lingered in the still air.


  First admissions of love can be painful. I discovered that as I listened to him in the apartment below, slamming doors, pounding and cursing. How many things were broken, smashed against the walls because of me, beautiful things he treasured? Ruined because of me.


  What had I just thrown away?


  



  

  Chapter Ten


  


  His knock at the door came early. I’d been up only long enough to throw on a robe, gather the newspaper and put the coffee on to brew. I didn’t expect to relish any of my morning ritual, after three hours of sleep at best, and a night full of tossing and turning.


  As he looked me in the eyes, I felt again that dangerous intensity deep within me, that energy that had bound us from the beginning starting to have its affect on me again. He was calm, collected, though tired.


  “May I?” he asked. I moved aside to let him in.


  “Coffee?” I asked.


  “Sure.”


  I poured two mugs and we sat at my lace-covered table almost like strangers, though not quite. My once pretty apartment seemed gray and lifeless now. The lemon yellow, the pink and blue, the sweet flowers. I hated it all, just as I hated the woman who once loved my pretty decorations.


  “I’m sorry about last night,” I said.


  “I know.”


  “You do?”


  “I made a mistake, Alex…to think that I could bring your fantasies into reality. It was too much to ask of myself and too much to ask of you.”


  “It was?”


  He nodded, staring gently into my eyes.


  “But what happens now?”


  “You still have to make peace with your desires.”


  “But how?” I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. My voice sounded pleading and pathetic.


  He didn’t like where this was going. “Stop, Alex,” he bit off sternly. “Your flair for drama is admirable, but not now. Listen to me and listen carefully. I’ve thought about this a lot, most of the night, in fact. I want you to see a friend of mine.”


  “A friend?”


  “Name’s Reggie. He owns an estate on the lake where he often hosts some extravagantly decadent parties – many of which I’ve attended. But, more importantly for you, he sometimes takes women like yourself and opens them to their sexual desires. He gives them opportunities to experience them.”


  At the mention of this a drum beat of desire started up in my crotch. Nerves and fear and desire converged at once. “And he just does this…why?”


  He shrugged. “He has a strong dominant nature, loves controlling women. It’s what he does. It’s a game for him, and from what I can gather, the women who play with him enjoy it, too.”


  “Do you pay him?”


  “No. You stay with him on his estate for a period of time. I really don’t know much more than that. At the very least I think it’s something you need to explore. If it doesn’t work out that’s fine, too. But it could be a place to start – to start again,” he corrected himself.


  My heart was beating fast by then, “I don’t know, Will. It seems a bit drastic.”


  “I suppose it does. But it doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try.”


  “How do you know he’d even do this for me?”


  “He’ll need to meet you first, but I think you’re just the sort of woman to suit him. He said he’d like to meet you.”


  “You told him about me, about all the things we’ve done?”


  “In part.”


  “How could you do that? What’s in my head, that’s between you and me, it’s private! When did you talk to him?”


  “Last night.”


  “So you told a total stranger about my fantasies?”


  “I told him about some of your fantasies, about the strength of your resistance, about your ability to create your fantasies in reality.”


  I could feel myself start to panic and I wanted to run…but to where. I was in my own apartment. “How could you?” I accused him as I rose from my chair, feeling an urgent need come over me – but for what I didn’t know.


  “Alex, sit down and shut up!” he barked. I shuddered and found myself sinking into the couch. “You’re overreacting like you always do. Last night, I was desperate. Reggie’s one of my best friends. He suggested you see him. Frankly, the thought of that hadn’t even crossed my mind when I called him.”


  My throat was so choked with emotion that I found it hard to speak. “I feel so violated,” I finally said, though my agitation only seemed to feed his anger.


  “Damn it, Alex! I can’t do anything else for you unless you accept what you want, and quit fleeing from the very things that turn you on the most.”


  “If you care about me, truly care…”


  “I DO care about you, dammit,” he stopped me cold, then calmed himself. “I told you, I called a friend, just as you might have called one. I did nothing to violate you in any way. He doesn’t know you and you never need to meet him. That’s your choice.” His exasperation with me was obvious. “But you know, a possible solution has been suggested, and that is the real problem, isn’t it?” His eyes gleamed as if a light had dawned in him. “You’re angry because you really do want to go. I’ve babied you and coddled you, waited for you to open yourself and accept, but you won’t. You know as well as I do that to get beyond this damned block you have, this misery you’re wallowing in, you need someone who won’t listen to your BS! This pitiful victim routine. You’re a powerful woman and you walk through life like a scared puppy, whining. I’m offering you the best opportunity I know. You can refuse, but you’ll regret it.” His words hit me hard. But I sensed he was right.


  “Why can’t we, you and I, try one more time?”


  “We won’t try again, because I refuse to. I love you too much, my heart gets in the way…you need a firmer hand than I can offer.”


  I sat silent and stunned.


  Something in the word love seemed to knock the anger from me. He was doing this because he cared for me, and I finally saw that. “You really want me to go?” I asked softly.


  “Yes, I do. Or at least consider it. It won’t be easy giving you to another man, but we can’t go on like this. I don’t think our relationship can last if something doesn’t change.”


  I couldn’t think of what to say. To lose Will would have been the worst thing possible.


  I finally gave in. “And you trust him?”


  “I do.”


  “So how long…?”


  “I don’t know. Several weeks, a couple months.”


  “And my job?”


  “You have to decide what’s most important.”


  I already knew that answer, although the whole idea still seemed crazy.


  “What will he do to me?”


  “That’s up to him – and you. He can’t do anything without your consent. But once you give your consent, I know he’ll expect your absolute obedience.”


  My fantasies flashed through my mind… “I suppose it might involve a certain amount of pain?” I could barely say the word.


  “Perhaps.”


  “Will you be there?” I asked.


  “Maybe. But you probably won’t want me there most of the time.”


  “You really believe that this will cure me?”


  “You don’t need to be cured. It’s about acceptance. But you have to decide this for yourself. Reggie will respect you, but he will not love you. He’ll help you grow up. He’ll take you where you need to go – without emotion. He’s insightful and sensitive. Although as sensitive as you are, you’ll probably find him cruel at times. But that is all for your benefit.”


  I recognized that a Reggie was, in fact, what I needed. Hadn’t I spent hours in my dreaming of such a master? Once again, my private thoughts were finding their way into my reality.


  “It’s your choice,” he said gently.


  “I need some time – to think.”


  We both knew that the decision had been made as soon as Will presented me with the solution, but he was kind and gentle, my savior from the stairwell once again. “Take all the time you need.”


  He held my hands. We stared at each other for several moments, and then he left me sitting alone on the pale blue chair. The door closed quietly behind him.


  



  

  Chapter Eleven


  


  The property rambled along the edge of a lake; meadows, forest, meadows again and green lawns, gardens of flowers, giving way at last to the house. I expected a stately mansion and was surprised to find a modern home of glass and wood. It sprawled atop the rise of a grassy hill, blue spruce and pine trees framed each side. Towering maples rose in front and back. The woodiness, manliness and darkness of its appearance was broken only by pots of deep red geraniums decorating the walkway to the front door. I would have thought the entire scene pleasant if it wasn’t for the foreboding nature of my visit.


  I’d told myself I was doing this for Will and our relationship; but I knew inside that I was doing it for me. Three days before, I’d told Will I was ready. I made my announcement over dinner in a wooden-tabled, red-checkered establishment that served hearty red wine with rich continental food. It was an electric moment when I was purposeful and unwavering in my determination to set the adventure into motion. Desire in me was alive and I felt more certain of myself than ever.


  Now, however, my raw intention was accompanied by an exhilarating mix of excitement and fear as we approached the house, walked up the geranium-lined walkway, and rapped the brass door knocker on the massive door.


  “I’m scared,” I said to Will.


  “This is what you want?”


  “Yes, I know it is.”


  “Then your fear will pass.”


  Will had been cool and competent that morning, not without his usual gentleness, but cautious. I suspected he was just a bit afraid, too.


  “I’ve so much riding on this, what if…”


  “You’ll find Reggie Harold absolutely enticing. You’ll want to do as he says. Trust me.”


  I expected a servant to answer, but it was Reggie himself who swung wide the massive door. At first glance I felt I knew him, and I nearly gasped aloud when we were introduced. He was remarkably handsome, with an air of sophisticated aloofness that was absolutely breathtaking. He was simply dressed in a pair of gray slacks and a stiffly starched white shirt that was open at the neck. His blond hair was trimmed short, professionally styled. His eyes were blue and intense, startling even; his square-cut jaw aristocratic. He displayed an incredible sense of himself, a confidence that I rarely see in anyone. I’d felt the same about Jane and Will, but with Reggie it was different, although I wasn’t exactly sure how to define it, except that he seemed driven by some dark, mysterious and restless force beneath the elegant cool reserve.


  I was immediately uneasy.


  “Come in, Alex,” he said. We followed him through the door, then he turned to Will saying, “I need to talk with Alex alone.”


  I glanced at Will, sharing my fear with him – legs trembling, stomach doing flip-flops, my sexual desire shooting darts through me that I could hardly bear.


  “I’ll be here,” Will said quietly, flashing his charming grin in my direction, then he walked down a short flight of stairs and out a pair of large doors to a pool, around which several people were reclining in the sun.


  The spacious foyer where I stood with Reggie was tiled in gray and white marble. I gazed above to an elegant glass chandelier that could easily have graced a fine museum. To the left of the foyer was a wide staircase leading to the second floor; and to the right was a large living room raised about four feet above the entry level with a steel and glass balcony around two sides. Both entry and living room looked out of the back of the house through a towering two story glass window. The spectacular view included the rolling hills beyond the estate, while nearer to the house was the patio, pool and tiered gardens leading to a pond below.


  I stood in awe, unable to move, until Reggie finally shocked me back to the present. “Come with me,” he said, pulling me away from my amazement.


  The living room was furnished with expensive leather, dark woods, more glass and steel. Textured pillows, artful baskets and expensive art with a few splashes of color softening the masculine look – though it remained unmistakably a man’s domain. Reggie sat in a comfy-looking leather club chair, motioning me to the chair opposite – an upholstered, armless chair that was obviously designed for style not comfort. I sat up straight, almost primly, which made me feel even more awkward in his imposing domain.


  “So, tell me why you’re here, Alex,” Reggie began.


  “Will asked me to come see you,” I replied.


  “No,” he immediately contradicted. “You chose to come, so why are you here?”


  I was flustered by his abruptness. “Will thought you could help me.”


  Still he wasn’t pleased. “You chose to be here, Alex, because you desire something from me.”


  “Yes, I guess so.”


  “There’s no guessing here. You’re no victim. You came because you wanted to. Because you wanted what I could do for you. You’re a strong woman and you’ve created this moment. If you insist on blaming your presence here on Will, you can leave now.”


  Whoa! I almost gasped for air. No one had ever spoken to me like that before.


  “Well yes, I’ve chosen to be here, but even so I’m scared.”


  “Be fearful, it will excite you more.” His piercing eyes looked into me as if he could see my soul. I was fascinated by the power he had over me, over my body, my thoughts, my emotions. We had just met and he wielded such amazing authority.


  “Since you can’t seem to answer my questions, let’s start with your fantasies.” His gaze remained fixed, his eyes unwavering.


  “My fantasies?”


  “Yes. What do you think about when you masturbate?”


  My god, I wondered if I could do this. “You…you want me to tell you…” I could barely speak. “I’m…I’m not sure if I can.”


  “Alex!” The sharpness in his voice further electrified the moment. “You know exactly what I want you to tell me. Now begin.”


  I squirmed in the chair, feeling so exposed and vulnerable. He might as well have asked me to remove my clothes. He continued to stare at me until I began, and then as I started he turned to gaze through the windows toward the pool, allowing me to ramble through my disjointed tale without having to look him in the eye.


  “My first fantasies began in a bar…I’d be dancing…lewdly. Attracting men and when they joined me, they’d play…intimately, running their hands over my body…of course it led to sex – if I got that far.” I took a deep breath, hoping he’d stop me and when he didn’t, I continued. “Sometimes, I’d do a striptease in front of a crowd of men, wet t-shirt contest,” I admitted with some chagrin, “there was a biker bar, too, and big, burly, brutal men…stuff like that.”


  Reggie turned to me. “Stuff like what?”


  “Like…having sex, getting used by them.”


  “In public?”


  I grimaced. “Sometimes.”


  “And these things actually happened?”


  “Not exactly. But something similar. The bars were the same, the people, the men, the dancing, but I wasn’t ready…” My voice was nearly inaudible. “I got scared and ran.”


  He stared out the window again, then back at me. “And there’s more. Go on.”


  “But Will’s already told you…” I started to protest.


  Again he looked at me, eyes boring through my body, “I want you to tell me, in your words.”


  I gulped back my mounting emotion and took a deep breath. “When I met Will, the fantasies changed. They were stranger and very dark. I became submissive to masterful men. I was bound and spanked and made to serve them…like a slave.”


  “How did you find this master in your fantasies?”


  “My lover took me to him.”


  “And what did this master have you do?”


  He stared directly into my eyes now and I looked away. I was afraid I was writing my own script, afraid to tell him the whole truth, but even more afraid to lie. He would know somehow and I would regret that lie. I breathed deeply again, gathering up my courage—at the moment I would have rather taken on a roomful of men than confess to this one man. You can get through this, Alex, I kept telling myself, then suddenly drawing on courage I didn’t know I had I looked at him, not flinching this time and spilled the truth. “The master gives me opportunities to express my darkest desires. He tells me how to dress. He gives me to his friends…for sex. He makes me dance for them, then auctions me off.” I continued, laying out every detail I could remember from those long agitated nights. “The scenes evolve…never quite the same each night, but perhaps the most extreme…he takes me to a special room where he binds me and uses a strap on my ass, and that beating arouses me to orgasm.” As I tell my tale, I can feel the excitement in me rise.


  “And how does it end?” he asked.


  End? What did he mean? I was nervous, sweating, trembling from a deep place inside me, and yet, before I could consider his question for long, the truth spilled unexpectedly from my lips, driven by the growing desire generated by this remarkable man.


  “The master made love to me and I made love to him.” I spoke in whispers, but the power of them gave life to my intention. I finished with that final confession. What more could I say? It seemed like a long while before either of us moved. When Reggie finally did, he drew a cigarette from a pack on the table, lit it with a gold lighter and after taking a drag, he handed it to me.


  “No, thank you.”


  He raised his brows, a signal of authority to match the gaze that pierced me. I immediately understood. Taking the cigarette, I put it to my lips and inhaled. Like a child’s first attempt, I choked. Reggie snickered and swiped the cigarette from my hand.


  “You hide well, Alex.” He rose from his chair and proceeded to retrieve an ashtray from another table, then returned and sat down. Leaning back in his chair he took another puff. “As long as you’re here under my direction, I expect a woman of choice, not a poor little girl. You give me a woman or you don’t belong here.”


  His dominating words sent a chill through me. But suddenly I had more to say and I couldn’t stop myself from explaining.


  “I’m giving you the best that I can give you. Am I expected to find this easy?” The tone of my voice, even my choice of words surprised me, but I went on. “I don’t really know who I am, or what I want, but I’ve given up my past to be here and find out. I’ll do what you ask but I can’t guarantee I’ll walk into this without a glimpse of the woman I once was. She’s not that distant a memory. You’ll have to live with that fact, or I can’t be here.”


  While I sat back bewildered by my sudden candor, Reggie smiled, apparently amused by my outburst.


  “You’ve no need to fear me. Nor do you need to defend yourself to me. I know where you come from and where you’re heading; probably far better you know yourself.” He finished his cigarette and snuffed it in the ashtray. “But I want that spirit from you that you just displayed; without it, Alex, I wouldn’t be interested in you. I expect total honesty, complete compliance, your unwavering submission. There will be times when that will be difficult. Regardless, you will comply. I’m not a master. I’m a guide. I’ll take you no further than you need to go. But make no mistake about it, I have high expectations of you. I may push, I may shove and you may not like that, but I do know what I am doing. I know how to take you where your fantasies lead and give what you most desire.” He paused a moment, allowing me to digest the strong message. “You have any questions?”


  “No.” That was a lie, but I didn’t know exactly what to ask.


  “Then we’re finished for now. Find Will, I believe he’s by the pool.” We both stood, but before we moved on, he drilled me with his eyes again and carefully raised my chin to meet his gaze. He leaned down and kissed me on the lips. A small kiss. A sensuous kiss that lingered for a moment. Our energies merged and my desire fully flowered. Regardless of what he’d said, he’d become my master, and I was bound to him as surely as if he’d bound me with rope and led me on a leash.


  He was already at the door on the far side of the room when I finally found my voice again. “Am I to stay?” I asked. He turned and looked back at me, distracted.


  “No. I’ll call you when you’re ready.”


  I don’t recall the pool or the others around it, only Will talking to a swimsuit clad woman reclining on a chaise lounge. There were no introductions, no further conversations.


  As we left, I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry or curse.


  “Well?” Will spoke first.


  “I thought I was going to stay.”


  “You will.”


  We rode in silence for some time, with Will content to let me stew in the jumble of feelings that the interview had roused in me.


  “How well do you know Reggie?” I finally asked.


  “I’ve been to his parties, a house guest four or five times. I’ve known him twenty years, since college.”


  We continued again in silence.


  “You knew he’d take me?”


  “No, I didn’t. He doesn’t do this with many women, maybe five that I’m aware of. I wasn’t certain about this at all.” We left the winding road and found ourselves on the freeway, fast returning to the city. We were nearly home before we spoke again, and it was Will breaking the silence. “Alex, what’s wrong?”


  “Nothing, it was all so intense.” And I could hardly tell him how much I desired Reggie. “Are we going to your apartment?” I wanted to make love to him. I was desperate for his arms around me, his body, his kisses, the release that would follow. I felt as if a dam was about to burst inside me, spilling out all the bottled-up energy of the morning.


  “No, I think you should have some time alone to consider this,” he answered.


  That stung. I stared out of the window so he wouldn’t see the pool of tears forming in my eyes.


  “Alex, I know what you want. I’d like to make love, too, but I also know that what you have chosen, at least what I think you’ve chosen makes it impossible for us to be together. Until your relationship with Reggie is over, you’re his. In fact, you’re his now. That’s if you intend to go through with this.”


  “I will.”


  “Then the drama has begun.”


  I finally turned to him. “So, what if I stop now, what would you do?”


  “I’d think you’d given up on yourself. How would you feel?”


  “I’d feel like shit.”


  He eyed me with a gentle look. “You know, you’ll feel better if you back up your decision with a little enthusiasm. After all, this is one of your creations. You might as well enjoy it. No one’s making you do anything.”


  He’d stopped the car in front of the apartment house. Leaning over, he kissed me, reminding me of what we’d shared. I knew he loved me. I loved him, too.


  In bed that night, I realized how right Will was. Reggie was in my sex, my emotions, in charge of all my fantasies. He wouldn’t leave until he’d explored every inch of me. Just before I fell asleep, it occurred to me that perhaps I was just as much inside Reggie as he was in me. Perhaps he needed me and our drama as much as I needed him. It was a challenging, daring thought. Then again, it might just be another foolish fantasy. I shouldn’t try to romanticize the man. I very much doubt he’d approve.


  



  

  Chapter Twelve


  


  My new obsession drove me day and night, the waiting, the imagining, the wild fantasies. This was my choice, he’d made that clear and I didn’t feel the least bit forced. But I was compelled. Compelled by desire to be consumed by him. And compelled by a desire to consume him. I saw a fierce passionate battle between us – why that, I don’t know. Maybe that was what I wanted.


  When the thin blue envelope came in the mail on the sixth day after our meeting, my entire body rushed with excitement. The envelope was engraved with his address, my own scrawled boldly across the front.


  “Alexandra.”


  How did he know my full name? I’d never even mentioned it to Will.


  I pulled out the note. Reginald Harold was engraved across the top, and in his bold cursive the message appeared below:


  


  Thursday morning, ten o’clock promptly.


  Reggie.


  


  My heart beat rapidly, my body fired. I raced downstairs to find Will. Six o’clock, certainly he’d be home. Please!


  He answered the door with a hammer in his hand.


  “Hi, what’s up?”


  “A note from Reggie,” I replied. He smiled. “You know?” I said.


  “He told me.”


  “Are you going with me?”


  “I’ll take you but I won’t stay.”


  My heart was beating so fast, I felt out of control.


  “Hey, calm down,” he said, leading me into his kitchen where we sat across from each other just as we had months before when we first met.


  “I’m scared.”


  “You’re living your life, living out your dreams, experiencing your deepest desires. That’s exciting.”


  “I’m still scared. I’m scared that I’ll back away as I’ve done with you.”


  “That’s just the point, he won’t let you.”


  The thought sent chills through me.


  “The pain, Will. I have no idea if I want that at all.”


  “Have no fear, my darling. You’ll be so much in Reggie’s grasp by that time, you’ll be begging for more. And don’t expect the worst, he’s not a brutal man.”


  I wasn’t reassured, but I knew beyond all doubt that I wanted the man.


  “So I’d better go. I have much to do.”


  He kissed me gently.


  “Will, did you tell Reggie that my name is Alexandra?”


  “I didn’t know it was.”


  “I wonder how he knew?”


  Will just smiled. I never would know. I wanted to believe that Reggie was simply intuitively linked to me, so I never asked and he never offered an answer. Maybe it was just a good guess.


  


  Thursday morning, I stood with Will again waiting at Reggie’s door. I’d been a rollercoaster of emotions since his note arrived, and while I’d been reasonably calm when Will knocked on my door, by the time we made the hour long drive, I was as anxious as I’d ever been. My stomach was a little sour, and I was feeling a bit light-headed. A half an English muffin had been all I could choke down.


  Excitement. Dread. Panic. Lust. They all converged on me, and I had to lean against Will for a moment while I waited for the door to open.


  This time a woman answered our knock. She was older, plain looking, more like someone’s mother than the resident of an unusual house like this – and nothing like the beauties that were bathing poolside when I’d been here before.


  “Thank you, Athena,” Will said, as she took my bags.


  “I’ll put the lady’s things in her room. Reggie is out riding. You can relax in the library or by the pool.”


  I was less in awe of Reggie’s home this time having already been introduced to its opulence. Even so, for a moment as I gazed about, there was a bit of delight knowing that I’d be living in this fabulous house at least for a few weeks, maybe much longer. Funny how things turn out – giving up my job had been the least of my concerns when this was decided. That was something to feel good about. I’d been sticking it out at work, bored as ever for the last year, just waiting for the perfect time to quit and move on. With a decent nest egg in the bank, I had enough to get me through a year if I did nothing else. This was a start to my new life – whatever that might be.


  


  Will took me directly through the foyer, out the large double doors to the pool where two women sunbathed, and a man swam laps.


  “Alex, this is Heidi and Ann.”


  “Welcome, Reggie said you’d be coming.” Heidi spoke first. “He’s been in a temper today, so watch out, the horses must be giving him a hard time.” Heidi was tall, blonde and very thin, too thin I thought. She wasn’t pretty, but she fit well into the sensually sophisticated atmosphere of Reggie’s domain. Fine ornamentation. Ann, on the other hand, was plump, dark-haired, wearing a sun suit rather than one for swimming. She seemed unlikely in this place with its wild purposes. She could have been my mother’s best friend, or the girl typing next to me at the office.


  “Don’t let Heidi scare you,” Ann said. “Reggie will be as gentle as a lamb to you. He’s only nasty to us, and we know how to fight back.”


  It was nearly eleven when Reggie strode into the pool area from a stairway that must have led down to the stables.


  “Ann, call the vet, I’m not sure of the mare.” Ann took off on the command, while Reggie moved our way.


  He wore jeans, expensive looking cowboy boots, and an open collared blue shirt that showed stable soil on the cuffs. He was wiping his hands on a bandanna that he stuffed in his back pocket, all business giving orders, sending Heidi off on another errand so that Will and I were there alone with him. The man in the pool had disappeared as well.


  He turned to me.


  “Alex, I’ve kept you waiting.” He sat down on the lounge across from my chair, and for the moment, all his attention was on me, almost as if he was picking up where he’d left off the week before. He wasted no time in trivial talk.


  “You’ve chosen to be here.”


  “Yes,” I replied.


  Again his eyes, his startling eyes held me in their grasp. My desire for him was so strong, even stronger now, if that was possible. I wanted to begin right then. I knew I’d do anything he asked of me.


  “You’ve made a choice that will shock you before it’s over, because there is no way to prepare for it. My advice to you is to accept and comply, knowing you may walk away anytime you should choose. I have no other advice to give you but follow along and you’ll do just fine. We lunch here at 12:30. Afterwards, Athena will show you to your room and explain the customs in this house. Then the afternoon is yours. I’ll see you at 6:30 for dinner.”


  He was cold, detached and abrupt. Where I’d known his total attention before, this second time I felt dispensed with when he left, except for one brief moment when he stood to leave, and paused long enough to invite Will to dinner. He laid a hand on my shoulder and a reassuring warmth passed from him to me. Then he was gone.


  


  After lunch, I followed Athena to my room on the second floor. There must have been six or seven bedrooms along the hallway, but it was not exactly a mansion. The double bed in my room was made up with a lace comforter. Two small antique dressers, a rocking chair and several framed prints were all that adorned the simple room. I liked it immediately, though the furnishings were nothing like I’d seen in the rest of the house.


  “There are a few things you need to know,” Athena said. She was pleasant and direct, and seemed pleased to have me here. “We have breakfast at 7:30, lunch at 12:30 and dinner at 6:30. There’s always food in the kitchen if you miss a meal, which you don’t have to attend. We’re not fussy. You can even call down to me on the phone. My number is ten. I’ll bring you anything you need. Don’t hesitate to seek me out, that’s what I’m here for. Your bath is through there,” she motioned to a door opposite the bed that stood slightly ajar. “Although it also adjoins another guestroom, there’s no one to share it with right now, so you have it to yourself. Reggie will be attending to you most of the time, but when you’re free, you may use the pool and Jacuzzi, walk the grounds or use the library. If you play tennis, Ann will have you out on the courts in no time. Oh, and the TV is in the library.” She stopped there, wondering if she’d missed anything, “Any questions?”


  “I don’t think so, thank you. Will and I thought we’d swim this afternoon.”


  “Well then, you come down to the kitchen when you’re ready and I’ll show you the pool house and a few other things. Will’s been here often enough to know.”


  


  After unpacking my clothes and placing them neatly in the dresser and closet, I went downstairs to find Will, who was already sunning by the pool. We enjoyed the afternoon swimming and relaxing in the Jacuzzi. There was no mistaking the sensual atmosphere of the estate. It would have been an entirely pleasant afternoon had I not been so apprehensive. However, my thoughts were constantly drawn to Reggie and to what he’d do with me.


  We left the pool by four o’clock, and I went up to my room to dress for dinner, while Will went elsewhere to do the same thing. By six, I found the library where several others had gathered, drinking. Will was there, too, though he was engaged in an intense conversation with a man and I didn’t want to interrupt. Needing a little time to settle my anxiety, I took a seat, content to remain alone and watch the activity in the room without joining in.


  Reggie entered just before it was time to go into the dining room. He was light, charming, delightful with his friends and guests. My eyes were riveted on him, the way he flowed about the room, smiling, maybe chuckling, never laughing outright. His eyes would occasionally meet mine and when they did, they flashed a mysterious expectancy that charged the waiting minutes with an excited kind of wonder. When he finally moved my way, I felt myself dampen between my legs. By then, my body was so sensitive that I could feel the fabric of my short skirt graze against my thighs and bottom and belly. With each small caress my body quickened even more.


  “Drink this, Alexandra,” he said, handing me a glass of clear liquid. He kissed me lightly on the cheek and my body spasmed. I wanted more.


  The drink went down quickly, although I nearly choked on the strong liquor. Thankfully, no one noticed. I felt totally alone in this company of strangers. Even Will was remote from me. It was as if two dramas played simultaneously, the one around me and the one within me.


  Reggie showed us to our seats as we entered the dining room where a massive table was set with heavy china, goblets and silver, almost threatening in its appearance. There was something ominous in entering that space, as if it were the bearer of dark secrets. Here was the entrance to my darker side and what lay beyond this room, and this meal, and these people. I could not escape what the thought of such things was doing to my arousal.


  “Alexandra, sit at my left,” Reggie said. He directed Will to sit at the other end of the table. Michael, whom I’d met at the pool sat next to me, Heidi across the table at Reggie’s right, Elliot, to Heidi’s right, and then Ann across from Will. At the opposite end of the table was Gus, the foreman of the stables. He was a dark surly man, heavily bearded with deep set eyes that cast furtive glances around the room. He seemed suspicious of the gathering. I concluded he’d rather not be present at such a fancy table. He’d be more comfortable sharing beer in the stables with his boss. His close ties with Reggie were apparent to me when I watched them together earlier. His eyes darted about observing, but saying nothing.


  The banter around the table was intriguing, from politics to philosophy to ethics. Lacking confidence, I didn’t speak until Reggie turned to me deliberately.


  “Alexandra, what do you think: is there an absolute good and evil?”


  All eyes around the table stared at me. I must have blushed. “I…” I stumbled over my words.


  Reggie waited patiently.


  “I don’t see any use for absolutes,” I finally gathered myself enough to open my mouth. “They don’t work, there are always circumstances that defy the rules.”


  Reggie looked briefly impressed with my reply, and the conversation went on without me. I felt as if I was bridging the gap between me and the rest of the table, though my triumph was short lived.


  The drink I swallowed so quickly had begun to go to my head. I was glad for the meal that followed, but it was light vegetarian, not nearly as filling as I hoped. Midway through the meal, Reggie plopped another drink in front of me. Again his instructions, “Drink it quickly.”


  “But the other already has me so lightheaded,” I protested. He stared at me coldly in reply. I took a deep breath and nearly threw the drink down my throat. The meal was over.


  



  

  Chapter Thirteen


  


  After dinner, we adjourned to the living room, the same room where Reggie had first received me, where I chronicled my fantasies to him in explicit detail. The remembrance of that meeting delighted me as I gazed at the chairs where we’d sat. Heidi and Elliot sat there now, locked in conversation, their heads together like lovers.


  My mind was swimming, the liquor in me rushing to my head. I sidled close to Will, taking his arm in mine and the warmth of his body soothed me. “I’m so glad you’re here,” I whispered.


  He looked down at me with his passionate eyes. I could tell they were warm with desire. “You’ve chosen Reggie as your lover, not me, my dear.” His words coolly defied his lust for me, and seemed to ignore the fact that I was doing this as much for him as I was for me.


  “But Will?” I started to protest.


  “Dive into your choice, Alex, this is your world now.” He stared toward the others. “Make the most of it.” He gently removed my arm from his and strolled away.


  I stood alone, watching Will join Reggie and Gus in an animated conversation. Ann sat comfortably by herself, smoking.


  “Dinner was wonderful, wasn’t it?” I said, approaching her.


  “Frankly, hon, I prefer steak and ribs and all those deliciously fatty things, but yes, for light and healthy, the cook does pretty good.”


  “You don’t mind my asking, but is this your permanent home?”


  “Oh, God forbid!” she replied. “I’m here because of Heidi.” There was a finality in her voice that closed the door on further conversation about her living arrangements.


  “I understand you play tennis?” I asked.


  “As often as I can. Do you play?”


  “Not well.”


  “I’m not choosy about partners, we’ll have to try a game sometime.” She quickly snuffed her cigarette and pushed herself from the couch. “Excuse me, but I need to rescue poor Elliot,” she explained.


  Alone again, I couldn’t find a way to join the others. Will didn’t want me near him. Ann, Elliot and Heidi seemed deeply involved with each other. I’d never approach Reggie and Gus just plain frightened me. Besides, beneath all my fears, I was quaking inside waiting for the night’s drama to begin – if it would begin at all. Trying to make small talk seemed pretty ridiculous at this point.


  I watched Reggie move among the others. Richly alive, his confident demeanor fascinated me. With Ann he touched her affectionately, and her face lit up in response to his witty comments, which I was unable to hear. For Heidi there was the infectious smile and his deliciously warm laugh. She just snarled at him like a petulant child, and then smoothed it over with aloof detachment.


  To Gus, Elliot and Will, he was a pleasant companion, moving deftly to each of them, putting on a face that befit the essence of each man. With Gus, he appeared coarse. With Elliot he was almost fatherly. And with Will, to my surprise, he was most natural, relaxed as if Will was his only true friend in the group. But then Will was just Will, he was always easy to be near.


  My body trembled with anticipation when Reggie finally caught my eye. The energy that had passed between us had grown progressively stronger as the night wore on. With his attention on me now, my anxiety leapt to my throat. He had a power about him that made me shudder as he fixed himself on me. Yet when he moved across the room and placed his hand on my arm, he didn’t woo me with casual talk or lively banter. He was simple and discreet.


  “Come with me.”


  The truth was, he’d been seducing me all night, just as he had the first day we met. I was alive with desire, with a physical, animal heat, and was prepared to do anything to have him completely. How could I have betrayed my love for Will so easily? That’s exactly what I had done.


  We moved together into the den, with Will following close. Elliot and Gus who had slipped away earlier were waiting there. I was surprised to see the four of them, when all night I’d been assuming that my initiation would be with Reggie alone. My body registered the horror, and the fear that gripped me threatened to overcome me fully and send me bolting from the room.


  “Alexandra, on the footstool,” Reggie commanded before I could act on my fear. His authoritative words brought me out of my troubling thoughts, and I immediately gazed around the room, noting the simple furnishings which were in a modern style much like the living room, although the atmosphere was more intimate. As mentioned, a broad leather footstool sat angled in front of the fireplace.


  “Now,” he prompted me. I looked at him, as he stood firmly planted in the space before me. He returned my gaze with his own steely stare.


  The entire room was motionless. Will, Elliot, Gus, all eyes fixed on me. I looked at each and each in turn seemed to climb inside me, suspending me in an unparalleled moment of expectancy. Then in a quick burst of courage, I moved around the sofa to the stool before the fireplace and sat.


  I wore a short tight knit skirt in a deep purple color. My silvery sweater was low-cut, revealing the swell of my breasts rising above the bra beneath. Sitting on the stool, the skirt rose so high on my thighs that I had to hold my legs tightly together to keep from flashing my crotch. The stool was lower than a normal chair height, which meant that my knees were raised above my bottom, making the position entirely too awkward for comfort. There was no place to hide, no way to look poised and self-assured.


  Reggie descended on me swiftly, capturing all my attention and all my thoughts, holding me subject to his manipulation. He knelt on one knee in front of me, and seeing my hands fidget nervously in my lap, he purposefully took them in his and held them tight. Oh my, how warm they were against my cool clammy skin.


  “Relax, Alex. You’re doing just fine,” he said softly, privately, as if there was no one else in the room. I didn’t think I was ‘doing just fine’ at all, but I was too spooked to say a word. Feeling so vulnerable and small, I had the sudden feeling that this was all wrong, I shouldn’t be here, and I’d be doing myself a huge favor if I got up and left. But the way he held my hands, I couldn’t move. Something in me refused to pull away even if my mind was screaming for me to do just that. “You’re doing fine,” he repeated, then he picked up my hands and carefully placed each one on an outer edge of the stool. In that position, I couldn’t slump forward and my breasts jutted out as if on display. “Be proud of who you are and what you’re doing,” he continued to keep me mesmerized as he grasped each knee and pulled them wide apart. Anyone standing before me could see all the way to my crotch. The message clear: he had taken charge of me. I couldn’t tell if the others in the room were looking, but in that intimate moment, no one else in the room mattered but Reggie and me.


  “Alex, you will follow my directions without question,” he said with a gravitas that went right to my surrendering soul. “This is important, your initiation. How this goes will tell me a good deal about you and the training that will follow.” The force of his words grabbed hold of me, and in the huge silence that followed, he seemed to say, “You will hold on, I’ll see to that. I am the master of this drama.” I trusted him; and that trust and my desire kept me from fleeing.


  Reggie knew my fears, all my apprehensions and desires, whether I’d voiced them or not. From this point there was no turning back. He’d look like a fool if I defied him after this, so he took a moment more with me, searching for something in me that only he could detect, something that might alter his plans for the night. He looked for a flaw, perhaps a defect of character that would judge me unworthy of his attention. It was a cautious deliberate search, his perusal so circumspect that it felt as if he were inspecting me from the inside out. Apparently he found nothing. Satisfied that I was sufficiently in his power, he returned my silence with a last lingering glance, then rose to begin, moving rapidly away from me to a place of command behind the sofas.


  “Elliot,” Reggie’s voice rose in volume, passionate and forceful. “It’s time that Alexandra was initiated. Will you do the honors?”


  “Yes sir.” Elliot smiled. I suddenly quaked with fright.


  I hadn’t paid attention to Elliot that evening; he didn’t share Reggie’s power or even Will’s; and he was nothing like the darkly brooding stableman, Gus. Elliot was instead an elegant, polished young man, aristocratic in his bearing but almost prissy, suggesting a pampered youth, a man of carnal lust, but certainly no purpose.


  Reggie, on the other hand, moved about the room with direction, intention and great vigor; a chameleon of moods, he charged the moment with his mastery, orchestrating our play. This was his work and his passion. Exacting, commanding, sure and experienced, he was ruthless about the role he assumed. Was he cruel too? I wondered.


  “Alexandra,” his voice boomed, “have you ever been taken in the ass?”


  “God no!” I gasped. Though my reply screamed from within me, I was barely able to speak above a whisper. Tears began to well up in my eyes, not that my display of emotion mattered to anyone but me.


  “Speak up!” he insisted.


  “No. No,” I shouted back. “I’ve never been taken in the ass.”


  “Good.” He stopped pacing some ten feet from me and looked me directly in the eye.


  “Stand up.”


  I stood. My body seemed to waver as I was dizzy with fear. His eyes pierced through me as if they alone were holding me upright.


  “Lift your skirt.”


  “I can’t,” I whispered, my limbs were frozen.


  His eyes penetrated deeper, his voice steely cold, “Now.”


  I hesitated, and then my fingers seemed to move on their own, finding their way to the bottom of my skirt, and tugging at the hem. Four pairs of eyes watched intently, though I looked only at Reggie, as my skirt rose just above my garters.


  “Higher,” he commanded.


  I pulled the skirt higher still, soon aware that my brief panties and the whiteness of my belly above them were becoming visible to everyone in the room. I shivered so fiercely that I suddenly went cold.


  “Now remove your panties.”


  Again I hesitated, long enough to feel the determination behind Reggie’s instruction. He didn’t have to speak.


  I told myself to relax, the word continuing like a mantra until I finally took a deep breath, ran my fingers under the elastic of the pale blue panties and drew them down over my ass and thighs. Letting them drop to the floor, I disentangled them from my feet, and then stood upright before the four men with my sex naked and visible. I closed my eyes so as not to see them staring at me. Though as I did, Reggie came to me and raised my chin in his gentle hand, “Open your eyes, Alexandra. Look at them. See how they look at you.”


  I trembled uneasily, but obeyed. I thought Gus would leap out and devour me. Elliot was all lust. Looking at Will was the worst. I instantly recoiled, seeing how cold he’d become, nearly the mirror of Reggie himself.


  For all my nerves and fright, however, my body betrayed my lust. The warmth of my desire had flooded through me, leaving my pussy glistening with female dew, and me with no way to hide the physical response with it so blatantly on display. Whatever Reggie had in mind, I wanted it now. For all the humiliation I’d suffered, I needed some sort of satisfaction. I didn’t even care if it was Elliot’s cock in my ass.


  Moments passed into minutes, which passed into an eternity. How much longer did I have to wait?


  At last Reggie’s voice reached out to me and grabbed me with his next command.


  “Face the fireplace,” he ordered.


  That was easy enough.


  “Now kneel on the stool.”


  Even that I did with some ease. I knew the men were looking but at least I didn’t have to look at them.


  “Spread your knees wide apart,” he commanded with a growing urgency in his voice.


  “Wider,” he raised his voice when I didn’t respond fast enough to please him.


  I complied again, moving my knees as far apart as the stool would allow.


  “Now bend over, head and shoulders to the leather.”


  As I bent down, I could see Will behind me from the corner of my eye. The coldness had vanished, replaced by apprehension that matched my own. It was fleeting, but still a comfort.


  As I followed Reggie’s instructions, he moved to me and pushed my upper body firmly into the cold leather. His hand was firm, and the authority behind it almost made me orgasm right there. I clutched the front legs to keep my balance, and as the air caressed my upturned rear, I became painfully aware of how exposed I was in the awkward pose. Despite that fact, I found myself strangely pleased that I was in the center of this drama, the focus of their attention. I wanted more. I wanted their hands all over me, their fingers and tongues probing my womanly cleft, getting me off. If only that were Reggie’s game.


  “Open wider,” he snapped. “Let’s see your virgin target.” He shoved down until I could go no further and the skin of my behind was drawn tight. My asshole was there for them to see along with the juices leaking from my sex below. The position was uncomfortable, and I might have collapsed had Reggie not read my mind and offered a few words to inspire me. “You’ll need to hold yourself in place, or I’ll tie you down.”


  I looked at the world from upside down, seeing Elliot approaching my backside with his fully erect cock protruding from his trousers. It was sheathed, longer but not as thick as Will’s. I tried to imagine it thrusting into my body. I watched him grease it with a thick white cream, then saw Reggie take a handful for himself. He smeared it around my anal hole, prodding the delicate opening with a finger. I gasped inside and practically jerked myself from the tenuous pose. The invasion alarmed me and I waited, wondering what it would feel like to have the heft of a man’s cock inside that tight space.


  When Reggie finally moved away Elliot moved in for the christening. He grabbed hold of my ass with firm hands, squeezing hard enough to hurt. Then came the head of his erection, probing the rim of my anus, teasing me for so long that I wondered if he’d enter me at all. Without warning, he suddenly shoved himself into the tight place. It didn’t want to give, and I nearly toppled forward, feeling a pain so rich and foreign to my body, I couldn’t believe its intensity. As he thrust deeper, I heard Reggie’s voice rise above my anguished moans, “Relax, Alexandra.” But his words were lost on me, the pain was just too much.


  Elliot continued to move in and out of my channel. To relax was impossible, each movement was less bearable than the one before.


  “Stop, please stop, oh please! I can’t take it!” I finally blurted out. I collapsed into the leather, yanking Elliot’s cock from my ass.


  “The bitch needs tying,” I heard a cruel voice shout. Gus.


  “Get up, Alexandra,” Reggie overruled him. He stood beside me with a steadying hand on my back. “You will get through this, I promise you. Now get back on your knees and make every effort to relax. And breathe.”


  Following his order, I repositioned myself on the stool, breathing deeply, trying to relax as Elliot thrust himself into me once again – much slower this time. He took it easy at the start, allowing me the chance to get used to the odd sensations his cock produced. It wasn’t long before he was plowing into me more vigorously, losing himself in his own pleasure and ignoring me completely. I felt his wildness – it was almost more than I could stand. The pain was constant for a while, then eased off, then rose up again when Elliot began to fuck me harder. He kneaded my ass; he pinched my clit below. He must have liked the way I responded because he kept up the brutal play until I cried and moaned, and thrashed about as much as the position allowed. Despite the intensity of his abuse, I knew I found some pleasure in that fucking – some mysterious part of me seemed to love being forced to submit this way. He banged away inside my ass until he went suddenly rigid with his groin pressed against me. He remained there for a moment, a deep cry welling up from within. He’d started to come. With him locked against me, his fists grasping my flesh, spasm after spasm wracked his body. His heat poured into me like nothing I’d ever before experienced. I felt him welded to me, his cock belonging to me, and a feeling of profound satisfaction, even pleasure, that I had lowered myself enough to serve him in this way.


  When he pushed me away and his cock withdrew, I collapsed against the stool only to discover a fresh new pain envelope my body. There was a constant throbbing, a dull ache, and occasionally sharp shooting pains when I moved. I waited, immobilized, not wanting to budge from that place.


  As the minutes passed and the pain began to subside, I found myself turning my attention to the pleasure building in my body. The heat had warmed me, and my own need to release was beginning to well up from within. I could feel myself start to grind against the stool, but I quickly stopped, reminded that I’d just been violated in the presence of three men, in the presence of my own lover. Thoughts of my exposure, and the rudeness of the assault overpowered my pleasure and drove it far from me. Perhaps I blacked out. I don’t remember time passing, or voices or bodies about me, or doors opening and closing. I remember nothing until a cool chill of air greeted my naked ass and gentle hands pulled me carefully from the stool. Elliot’s hands.


  We were alone. I gazed about the deserted room, which seemed so innocent in its well ordered arrangement. So calm. So serene now that the passion had been spent. I looked at Elliot, with his weapon of assault now tucked inside his trousers. He was calm. He’d had his pleasure and was now waiting on me.


  As I stood, I pulled my skirt down to cover my nakedness. Why had he stayed? Was he with me on Reggie’s command? I considered the strange circumstances, being ministered to by the very man who had attacked me in the crudest sort of violation. Yet I hadn’t any real feelings for him one way or the other; and he had none for me I surmised by his cool detachment.


  All of a sudden, I understood how my time with Reggie would play out. I awakened with amazing clarity, knowing that everything had been prearranged, Reggie designing it all from the moment I entered the living room. He’d designed my violation, and the consolation now. I was being carefully managed, manipulated into submission and humiliation by a master of the craft. Ah yes! It was my choice, but this was his drama to contrive. I was just a player – like all the others were players in his game. Hadn’t Will said as much?


  And where was Reggie now?


  Would this be how my training would continue?


  This knack for drama and mastery was Reggie’s gift. If I surmised correctly, he would devise and plan and set into motion scenes to stimulate my desires and allow me to experience them firsthand. But he intended to observe detached. He wouldn’t be my lover. He had no intention of passionately taking me. All my desires to have him, to be the welcomed plaything in his bed, were a foolish fantasy.


  I despised him for that. But in that moment a fresh resolve was born in me. He wouldn’t get away with this detachment; he wouldn’t move me so and remain so cool. I could feel a fire burning deep in me, a rage to join the pain my body felt. It infused me with a determination to conquer him, and make him lust for me so passionately that he couldn’t contain himself behind that careful composure. I would chip away at his practiced resolve. I’d make him want me, and I would have him. I would have all of him for me – no matter what the cost. Why this was so important to me I couldn’t say. But it seemed the only way I could deal with my awakening desire was to, at least in my small private way, conquer it by conquering the master.


  



  

  Chapter Fourteen


  


  I returned to my bedroom as fast as I possibly could and lay on my bed for some time, my anger turning into fierce resolve. Soon the darkness of the room surrounded me with a blanket of calm, and my emotions finally settled.


  As the warm cushion of the bed enveloped me in its sensual texture, and the pain of my backside reminded me of the scene I’d just created (Oh yes! I knew that I’d created this, even though I didn’t want to admit how closely the scenario resembled my inner fantasies), I found myself aroused. My body was so filled with sensation, it begged for some release, but I didn’t even try to masturbate. The hurt I’d suffered was still strong enough to overrule thoughts of pleasure. He was fucking with my fantasies – interjecting his own, and I couldn’t stand that.


  I turned on the bedside lamp to inspect my rear, and to my surprise, there was no evidence that anything had taken place. No reddened skin where Elliot’s hands had so vigorously massaged. A closer inspection revealed no real damage. I was sore, very sore but any pain was far more internal than external.


  As I reached to turn off the lamp and sleep, I noticed a cloth covered notebook on the table, its pages blank. Tucked inside, a blue folded sheet of Reggie’s stationery bore the words: “Write the truth completely, remember the total truth.”


  “How dare he!” I scowled aloud. I tore the paper in two and flung the book against the wall, the pages flying to the floor. I proceeded to the bath, too angry to sleep.


  


  The morning that streamed through my window hit the bed with brilliant white light. Dust danced in the sunshine making the room seem to glimmer. My body glowed warmly as I lay still, the place between my legs damp with expectancy. Yet I jerked in agony as I moved. Remembering the night before, I found my anger returning.


  It was seven o’clock. A breakfast tray sat neatly at my bedside. “Damn them! They think I can’t come down for breakfast. I’ll show the bastards!”


  I dressed and descended the front stairs on my way to the dining room, walking carefully so as not to reveal the discomfort I felt. I noticed the startled look in Reggie’s eyes when I entered the room.


  “Where’s Will?” I asked evenly.


  “He needed to leave,” Reggie replied. “He said to tell you he’d be here Saturday morning. We were just starting breakfast. You want to join us?”


  “Yes,” I answered without hesitation, and I gingerly took a seat next to Ann at the table.


  “Alexandra, would you like a walk in the garden this morning?” Reggie asked while passing me a plate of bacon and eggs. “I don’t believe you’ve had the chance to see the them.”


  “Certainly,” I replied. “What kind of gardens do you have?”


  “Oh, Alex, the flowers are gorgeous,” Ann gushed. “Reggie has some magnificent roses.”


  “Are these are some of them?” I asked, plucking a pink rose from the arrangement before me.


  “Yes, they are,” Reggie replied. “I picked them this morning.”


  I recognized them. Several of the same pink buds decorated the tray by my bedside. I wondered for a moment if I’d misjudged the situation.


  


  Exiting through the French doors in the dining room, we took our stroll after breakfast, down the brick path that led to a wisteria covered arbor and the entrance to the most exquisite place I’d ever seen. Quite contrary to the more modern look of the house, this secluded garden was from another time, English perhaps, perfectly planted with each flower blooming vibrantly, the colors well placed next to its neighbors to accentuate the entire effect. And in the center of each flowerbed, roses grew. Yellow, white, pink, red, salmon and pale yellow tinged with pink, my favorite.


  “I like these best,” I said, lightly touching the petals of a pink bush.


  “I demand honesty, Alex,” Reggie announced, ignoring my casual comment. “Your actions lie and so does your conversation.” He sat on a stone bench expecting me to sit with him. I walked instead, knowing the cold stone would only add to the pain that was already there. I turned to face him, and as soon as his steely cold eyes met mine, I knew I was caught in my own game.


  “You want me to tell you how hurt I am?” I asked. “If it makes you happy, yes, I’m damned uncomfortable. I consider last night’s ravaging a violation. I neither asked for it, dreamed it, or desired it.” I could feel the anger welling up again. “You’re going to tell me that being here is my choice, and so was last night. And you’re right. I gave myself to you, for you to use me any way you want. I played your game. But I want you to know that I hated it.” My voice rose, surprisingly strong. I couldn’t continue at the risk of turning my rage into tears.


  “What I did to you last night was cruel. I intended it to be that way. And I’ll be cruel to you again, but you’ll desire it, just as you desired it last night.”


  “I did not desire that last night!” I shouted back, annoyed that he’d even think that.


  “Oh, but Alexandra, you did. You loved it.” He was calm and cold in his assessment of me.


  “No!” I came back passionately.


  “And what’s more, you desire my mastery over you, you desire every minute of the drama. You’re addicted to it, just as I am. Accept it, my dear, we played ourselves brilliantly last night, and even now you’re enjoying your rage.”


  “I have every reason to be upset.”


  “I know. Unfortunately for you, I’m the master of this game and you are not.”


  How could I hate him and want him so much at the same time? He saw right through my hatred to the desire behind it; and for that I hated him most.


  He got up and walked to me, staring at me with eyes not as cold as before. “Your little scene at breakfast is certain to be causing you some discomfort. If I didn’t know you were already tremendously sore I’d spank your ass for being so foolish. Spend the remainder of the day resting.” He lifted my chin in his hand so I couldn’t look away. “You’re hurt and your body needs to heal. Spend the rest of the day in bed, that’s an order. Athena can bring you anything you need including cream for your bottom.”


  “You knew I’d be hurt?”


  “Of course, but I knew you wanted it. There’s no real damage done. The pain will subside faster than you think. And the sooner you admit that you loved that scene, witnesses and all, the sooner your pleasure will begin.”


  “Never,” I exploded jerking away.


  “I don’t expect you to understand, that is my job. But what I’m designing for you is exactly what you want.”


  “Stop saying that. I don’t agree at all.” I must have sounded like a petulant five year old, but I really didn’t care.


  “Fine. But go to bed and heal your body. It’s of no use to me now, and I want it well cared for. Use the journal to channel your anger. That’s what it’s for.” He was completely cold and steely once again, and clearly tired of my anger and denial.


  I was about to turn away and leave, but he was quick to stop me.


  He pulled me back by the arm. “I’m not done with you.” My eyes flashed, but I remained calm. “I want you to masturbate yourself to orgasm six times between now and five o’clock tomorrow evening. I’ll be in to see you then, be bathed and ready for me.”


  I watched him walk away. My body suddenly ached so furiously I was afraid I’d not be able to make it back to my room. When I did, I collapsed into my bed. As a breeze blew gently through the window I slept, and I didn’t wake until it was nearly dark. When I did rise, I bathed for a long time. I ate the tray of food Athena brought, and soothed myself with the balm she gave me. When I finished, I sat on my bed looking out into the trees that were turning black in the shadows of night. I was not tired. Reggie was constantly in my mind. I couldn’t make myself think of anything else, just Reggie and his driving power, his fleeting tenderness and his cruelty side by side, his light and dark so simply blended. I wanted both sides of him. And for a moment I did consider that perhaps I’d really created the night before, that being treated so fiercely was what I desired. Perhaps Reggie was right. But I only considered the idea briefly.


  I gazed at the blue notebook still lying against the baseboard where I’d thrown it. Retrieving it, I looked at its blank pages and began to write. Everything. Everything that had led to that moment, about Jane and the bar and the Red Rose and Will – who I seemed to have completely abandoned. The memories were so powerful that I stopped several times to masturbate. The details were all there in rich detail – the fantasies, the desires, even my aborted attempts to experience my awakening sexuality. As I finished, the night was nearly gone. With traces of dawn beginning to appear in the sky, I finally lay down to sleep once more.


  



  

  Chapter Fifteen


  


  When I woke, it was past three, and the air was redolent with the fragrance of a late summer afternoon. Longer shadows made strange patterns on the bed, and a musty warm breeze scented the air. He’d be coming at five and I needed to bathe. Rising from the bed, I began my routine in the bath taking great care with each step. I wanted to be perfect for him. How did he want me? Dressed? In my robe? Made up? He always used the simplest words when speaking to me, if he wanted me dressed he’d have said so. As five o’clock approached, I donned my robe and sat in the one chair in the room.


  He entered just as I heard the clock from the library chime the hour.


  “I see you’ve rested,” he said as he closed the door behind him. He smelled of coffee, combined with an earthy stable smell and just a hint of his cologne. He was wearing jeans and a casual shirt suggesting that he’d been riding that afternoon.


  “I do feel much better,” I replied. My anger from the day before was gone, but already the thought of his next game had me anxious.


  “Still sore?”


  “Yes.”


  “And did you orgasm as I instructed?”


  “I did, but just five times.” I’d planned to lie, but the truth spilled out regardless.


  “Then finish now,” he said. “Move to your bed and open your robe.”


  As I did, Reggie arranged the chair so that he could view me. As strange and intimate as his presence was, the masturbation was not as difficult as I’d have thought. I imagined seducing him, having him come to me and tongue my swollen cunt, or run his hands over my flesh, toy with my nipples and kiss my lips. I gave the moment my complete attention with the hope of making him squirm with desire for me, eager to touch my body even if his silly rules said otherwise.


  I rubbed my hands over my skin, then pinched my nipples until they were hard. As my hands moved lower, my fingers found their way through the tuft of hair at my cunt, and then found their way to the private place between my thighs that glistened with my dew.


  Reggie watched as if mesmerized, finally saying, “Lick the juices from your fingers.”


  I withdrew my fingers from my crotch, and for the first time tasted my own sweet nectar. Resuming my play, I found the bud of my sex and began to vibrate it with the movement of my well tuned fingers. As my desire built, I was quickly lost in the mounting sensations. My hips began to rock, swaying to the rhythm of my inner body, and I whimpered softly in a spasm of delight when I came. I continued to shudder afterwards, relishing every luscious feeling that rippled through me until the sensations finally died away.


  For one brief moment, I saw real desire in his eyes, and felt a private moment of triumph. I hoped for more, but Reggie had already moved on.


  “You’ll be my hostess tonight,” he informed me, “we’ll be serving dinner to twenty tonight.” He must have seen the apprehension in my face because he added, “This should be an easy night for you, Alex. Don’t start worrying now.”


  He moved to the closet and rifled past my clothes to the ones that had been hanging there when I arrived, finally pulling out a white leather dress. It was strapless, short, with a deep slit in the back. A design of leather flowers was woven into the dress, starting at the bosom and cascading down the front where the flowers gathered into a larger design at the hem. The soft leather felt like butter to my touch, and I shivered from the warmth it sent through me.


  I noticed hanging with the dress a matching leather garter belt.


  “Put this on,” he said, and he sat again in the chair as I removed my robe. Being totally nude before him was a new level of exposure, one that both excited and frightened me. He watched me closely as I adjusted the garter belt and carefully raised the stockings over my legs and thighs, fastening the garters and pulling them tight until they were snug.


  I stepped cautiously into the dress, feeling the leather surround my bare breasts and skin producing a lovely erotic sensation. Reggie stood to zip the back for me then turned me around, our eyes looking down at my chest. The dress pushed my breasts into a cleavage that made them look much larger than they were. “Just as I hoped,” he said. I assume he approved.


  As expected, the slit in the back made no secret of my inner thighs. It rose up high enough to easily expose my bottom to any hand that chose to probe me there. And the gathered leather flowers in the front raised the hemline so that it revealed the top of the stockings and the garters. I stared in the mirror, deciding that I liked the way it looked.


  “Your makeup,” Reggie prompted me.


  I sat at the dressing table, seeing an entire array of colors before me. Though I wasn’t accustomed to wearing a lot of make-up, I dove into the project, applying color to my lids in a way similar to what I remembered from models in fashion magazines. I fooled with my hair until it was just right and was about to apply perfume, when Reggie caught my arm to stop me. He withdrew from his pocket a small vial, and dabbed the stopper on my neck, my arms, and my newfound cleavage. The scent was dark, a bit mysterious, much more sophisticated than what I wore at home. I could feel his breath on me as he paid particular attention to each spot he placed the scent. A wave of desire ran through my body having him so intimately attending to me.


  Obviously he had a vision in mind, and that made me titter all the more. And he wasn’t finished. From the same pocket he withdrew a pair of diamond stud earrings which he fixed at my ears. His hands were careful, and his touch to my soft skin sent warm chills through my body. Such exquisite tenderness from a man who could, in the next breath, be so heartless.


  I smiled, hoping for his smile in return, but received only the same impassive expression.


  “One last thing,” he said, as once again he pulled an item from his pocket; this time a collar to match the dress. This was no normal fetish collar, the kind I’d seen on-line, but one that been made of several leather pieces sewn together in the same floral pattern as on the dress. He fit it snugly around my neck, tying it at the base of my neck with the two ends dangling down my back. I hadn’t realized how provocative a collar could be, or how thrilling it would be to feel leather tightly encasing my neck. The smell of it made me think of dungeons and scenes of depravity. I felt bound, submissive – Reggie’s submissive. I longed for him to tell me how beautiful or alluring or sexy he’d made me. Anything. Any compliment at all. But he made no comment. Once my dressing was complete so was his job.


  “I’ll be back in fifteen minutes,” he said as he left the room. It was six-fifteen.


  


  In exactly fifteen minutes, Reggie returned, dressed and ready to go downstairs, completely transformed. He’d shed his stable clothes in favor of more formal attire, white shirt, a trendy black coat, obviously quite expensive, a pair of grey slacks and Italian loafers. He smelled of soap and cologne Even his mood had changed. There was a sharpness about his attitude suggesting that he was preparing himself for something special tonight. He had the casual elegance of a Hollywood heartthrob. It would be hard not to desire a man so handsome, so perfectly put together. I’d taken a step back to see him anew, and quite differently than I’d seen him in the past couple of days. For the moment, away from my own issues, I realized that I honestly knew nothing about him. He was all dazzle, drama, smoke and mirrors, but the real man? He lay buried beneath the pretense and the cunning. Perhaps that was what had me so stirred up and determined to claim his affections.


  “Shall we greet our guests?” he asked, and taking my arm we descended to the library where a small crowd had gathered. We were well-matched arm in arm, the way we were dressed, and the way our bodies seemed to blend so well together. I hoped that this was the beginning of more intimacy between us. I was ready to let go of the fiasco surrounding my initiation, hoping to start fresh.


  “May I present Alexandra,” Reggie said as his guests noticed our entrance. I left his side to shake their hands and embrace them, and they graciously returned my greeting. Will was there and at my side, plopping an enormous kiss on my lips.


  “You look sensational.” His coldness from Thursday was apparently long forgotten. Yet as Will and I made our way around the room together, I no longer felt as if I were his, and for his part, he kept himself slightly distanced. I was bound to Reggie, and though Will was familiar and comfortable to me, I wanted to be with Reggie now. I wondered if Reggie felt bound to me as well.


  At dinner Reggie and I sat at opposite ends of a long table, with many guests between us. Reggie didn’t glance at me even once that I noticed. I sufficed by being as charming a hostess as I knew how, and found the conversation surprisingly easy. Wine flowed, and my head swam in a delicious high. I was warmed by the laughter and playful innuendo, and nearly forgot the soreness of my body. The revelry of this group and the sensuous mood was infectious.


  After dinner we adjourned to the library, my head still swimming and my body seeming to blend with the others as the evening proceeded in its unique kind of rhythm. And when the drama of the night commenced, amazing in its naturalness, I was drawn into its delights with an ease that surprised me.


  Heidi and another female guest, a lovely brunette, were in the center of the room, and as if totally oblivious to those around them, they began to play with each other, first caressing each other lightly, their faces brushing up together coyly, as if this were the first time they made love. I seriously doubt that, but it was nonetheless amazing to watch. Their tongues reached out, their lips met, they kissed in a sensuous and loving way like delicate flowers opening to each other. Heidi’s long lanky body blended into the softer more voluptuous other woman, as their hands began a more intimate exploration. When their clothes began to fall around their feet, they continued their passionate fondling. Soon their bodies were nearly nude, clothed only in lace thong panties. Not since the night when Will had taken me to a sex party had I witnessed such openly erotic behavior. That night I was so petrified that I hadn’t appreciated what I found so enchanting this time. I was aroused by the two women, remembering the passionate night with Jane, the feel of her hands on my body, the way she kissed my lips, brought me to climax, and the erotic drama she enacted afterwards for my hungering eyes to enjoy. I wanted to be part of this drama, too, right in the midst of the provocative show.


  As the two women dropped to a leather chaise, they began to make love more aggressively, moving with little restraint, finding pussies wet and tongues ready to satisfy their building lust. I couldn’t take my eyes from them, and so engrossed, I didn’t notice Reggie approach me from behind and place his arm gently around my waist. When I finally realized he was there, a new thrill surged through me as we watched together for some time. I felt his crotch against my back, and if I’m not mistaken the feel of his cock throbbing against my ass.


  As the two women fondled each exquisite part, hands over soft mounds of flesh, over folds and bulges, and satiny thighs, I sensed those same hands on me, each part of me coming alive with their delicate touch. They appeared to lose themselves in the moment, until they were undulating as one. When Heidi made her way down her lover’s body to her neatly trimmed sex, the brunette opened her thighs wide, exposing her pussy, which was shaved clean so that there was no obstruction to Heidi’s gentle exploration of her pink folds.


  Feeding off their passionate performance, the room was beginning to stir, guests reaching out to caress the person closest to them, lips meeting, bodies undulating until the entire room had tuned itself to the same erotic rhythms as the lovemaking females. Ann moved forward to join Heidi and the brunette, fitting into their sexual play as if she’d belonged with them all along.


  “Join them, Alexandra, and enjoy yourself,” Reggie whispered in my ear. My body raced with excitement hearing his command. Although I didn’t feel so commanded by his words, just gently nudged into doing something we both knew I desired. I was grateful for the little push. As I began to move forward, and the others received me as a welcome part of their erotic play, I was drawn by the naturalness of our female sexuality. Their hands tenderly unzipped my dress and began to cuddle my breasts as they fell free. A lovely brunette with long hair and olive skin began to make love to the pale white mounds, sucking my nipples and tenderly torturing the flesh with tiny bites. The sensation traveled downward to my cunt adding to my mounting arousal. I reclined on my side as rougher, forceful hands opened my thighs wide and tongues from both the front and rear began to probe my private spaces. The contrast of the hard and soft, gentle and demanding, aggressive and delicate initiated a series of spasms. Something wicked arose in me. I gazed beyond the moving tableau of women, realizing that I was now the center of the room. Those in the outer circle who watched took their inspiration from me. I’d never felt so exposed and so powerful. The only thing to mar the moment was seeing Will enjoying the attentions of a pretty redhead, but before the pang of jealously took hold, my attention was diverted back to the women around me and what their skilled hands and sensuous mouths were doing to my expanding desire.


  For a time I tried to hold back the flood of sensation; I didn’t want this amazing scene to end too soon. But then my desire reached a tipping point, and I could no longer stave off the pressing need. Swept away by sensation, the orgasm was on me, and soon a shuddering flood of spasms racked my lower body, exploding nerve ends until I thought I’d burst apart.


  Once the last of the spasms had died off and I came back to consciousness, I began to notice the women around me – the numbers had grown, creating a sea of naked women writhing around me. Without much prompting I found myself aggressively kissing a beautiful Latino woman. My hand instinctively went for her wet snatch, drawing juices from her cunt and offering my fingers for her mouth to lick. The role was awkward for me, but I seemed to move instinctually. Her gasping, whimpering, thrashing about inspired me, and I loved looking at her grimacing face when she came. She slunk away before I could speak with her, and by then, I was beginning to come down from the wild high, feeling more self-conscious with no new lover on which to center my attention. I found myself retreating, waiting for the scene to play out. I could not forget the many times I’d imagined just such a scene in my fantasies. Those images led me forward as I claimed a piece of my sexuality that, for all its natural appeal, still seemed verboten.


  The guests began to disperse about the house, in couples and threesomes heading off to bedrooms upstairs, others to simply sleep on couches and pillows in the library and living room. I’m sure I could have joined them, but I really didn’t know what to do next. I thought I’d seen Will, but I didn’t want to seek him out and Reggie was nowhere in sight. Truth was, I was happy to slip away on my own. Exhausted now, I returned to my room and fell into the softness of my bed relishing its warmth. With mixed emotions, I recalled the hands that played so adeptly with my body. I thought of little else, yet before I drifted off to sleep, I noticed that the blue notebook was missing from my bedside table. I knew Reggie had taken it.


  



  

  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Sunday I rested.


  Monday, as soon as the sun broke Reggie was in my room pulling me from bed.


  “Put these on,” he said, handing me clothes. Jeans, a t-shirt, socks and work shoes. I could barely keep my eyes open, still groggy from sleep as he led me to the stables. The pink and orange sky of dawn blazed behind the corral where we stopped, and the air was so alive that I quickly awakened from my dazed stupor.


  There before me two spirited horses pranced, stomping, biting each other in a wild foreplay. There was some electric in their movements, something base and feral and untamed. When the stallion mounted the mare, I watched in amazement as their furious banging exploded into violent animal sex.


  At the base of my own body, I felt the tremor of their joining as if they gathered from their coupling a force that reached inside to grab those who watched the magnificent spectacle. My own body desired such heat, such violence and such passion.


  Reggie watched the pair with a fixed gaze, seemingly lifted to some other sphere by the frenzied act. I could sense his body heat rising too, his passion and mine feeding off each other, like the stallion and the mare. Both couplings were destined to continue until complete. I didn’t know if he was aware of the force between us, but that didn’t matter, I did. And I planned to use it to get what I so desperately wanted.


  Reggie was master of the stables, too. He was not as charming and witty in this place, but inclined to be even more detached and severe than normal. This was not a genteel feminine world, and the men here conversed without the niceties of polite conversation – although I can’t say that Reggie was crude in particular. I doubt that he would ever lose the dignity that came with his position.


  When he finally turned toward me to explain my presence at the stables, I was completely unprepared for what he had planned. “Alexandra, you’ll be serving Gus this week. You are to follow his instructions as if they were mine. Understand that he is quite anxious to lay his belt on your tender ass. So if you fail to comply with his wishes or do your work up to his standards he will punish you without hesitation. With my blessing.” His voice and demeanor were icy cold; I didn’t expect anything else, but the message he delivered certainly made me experience a whole new level of fear. Serve Gus. Really? “Oh, and Alexandra, I’ve read the blue notebook. You’ve been quite candid. Let’s see if you can be as honest with this week.” His smile mocked me.


  He turned and stalked off, leaving me standing stunned and bewildered by the unexpected turn of events.


  


  I cleaned stables, shoveled shit, raked the barn, replaced the straw, fed chickens, gathered eggs, rototilled between rows of plants in the half acre garden, and harvested vegetables for the dinner meal. For five days from six-thirty in the morning until four, I lived with the sweet smells of the earth, the animals and green growing plants. I found myself knee deep in mud and slop, streaked with dirt, my body browning where it was exposed to the sun. For a woman raised in the city, I was like a child in the earth, reveling in a place darker and wilder than any I’d ever known. At times a curious feeling of calm came over me.


  I kept to a rigorous schedule, laboring all day, only to stop a four o’clock and trudge back up the hill to the house where I’d see Heidi and Ann lounging pool-side. I didn’t have time to be resentful of their leisurely days. I really didn’t mind the work all that much, though I couldn’t quite understand what it had to do with my sexual awakening.


  I was surprised that Gus didn’t lay a hand on me, didn’t even approach me with lewd comments. In fact, he seemed protective, chasing the other stable men away if they were too casual or familiar with me. By the time I’d showered each afternoon, and had eaten in my room (I found it incongruous to eat in the polished dining room; I understood why Gus found himself so uncomfortable in the big house), I was ready for sleep, all dreams forgotten. Becoming accustomed to the fresh air and the heavy work, the earth and even Gus, my days were mindlessly blissful.


  The only unsettling moments came when at least once a day, I’d find Gus staring at me. Bending over rows of vegetables weeding, or shoveling manure, I’d feel his intense gaze. At first, I ignored him, though my body would quiver nervously. By the third day, however, I looked at him straight on and accepted the way his attention affected me. I was reminded of the men in the Red Rose, recalling that same kind of animal feeling emanating from them. Then it caused me to run; this time, I stood my ground.


  On Thursday evening, I soaked at length in the bath, my limbs floating in the water as if they were not even a part of me. It was a civilizing moment free of strain or anxiousness, when I could consider the strange and puzzling play in which I’d chosen to play a part. I was certain of nothing other than my desire for Reggie, and that I was confused about everything else. My body’s highly aroused response to both the anal sex and other women surprised me greatly. It gave me chills to even think about what I’d done. I was glad that the physical labor kept me from thinking too much about that, or anything for that matter. Yet, I couldn’t help but be curious about what lay ahead.


  “Alexandra,” Reggie’s voice overpowered my drowsy reverie. “Dry off.” He handed me a large yellow towel, then waited in my room until I emerged from the bath in my robe. I sat down on the bed opposite him.


  “Tomorrow is your last day at the stables.” He framed his words carefully. “What you’ve experienced so far there has been easy, but an apt preparation for what comes next. Tomorrow will be quite a different matter, far darker and more demanding. I caution you not to resist.”


  “I don’t understand,” I said. My body was starting to shake just listening to the chilling tone of his voice.


  “Don’t try to understand, just simply accept it as you have everything else.”


  “And if I do resist?”


  “I’d rather you leave here tonight than resist tomorrow. But you won’t resist, will you?”


  “No, of course not,” I answered, even though I had no idea if that were true. I couldn’t even guess what he had in mind.


  He stayed only long enough to be certain of my resolve, and then he left.


  


  Friday began much as the other days had. I worked, completing all the tasks Gus gave me. The list was as long as any other day, and halfway through, in the same manner as before, I found him staring at me as he had every other day. As before, I stopped and stared back at him, which caused an immediate shiver to race up my spine, even though the day was warm and the sun was still high in the sky. There was something dark about him leaping out at me. I shouldn’t have been surprised. Surely he was aware of what Reggie had in mind when he told me not to resist the next challenge in my training.


  At four o’clock when my workday was done, and Gus would have ordered me back to the house, Reggie came to me instead. He was dressed in stable gear, though instead of the usual jeans he wore leather pants, well worn pants that snuggly fit his tight behind and revealed the bulge at his crotch in an obvious manner. I’d stopped counting the number of ways he had aroused me, but I knew the leather pants would be one of my favorites, even though I didn’t have time to appreciate the look. In his left hand he carried two leather straps each about a half inch wide and perhaps six feet long. My attention fixated on those straps, on his clenched fist and the bare muscled forearm above it. He was as terrifying in these clothes and in this arena as he was in polished silk and elegant surroundings – maybe more so. I’d never seen him quite like this, nor felt his energy smoldering, raw and earthy and focused entirely on me.


  I stood in the middle of the well-plowed garden, astonished by his astounding air of command, nothing but the dark damp earth around me for comfort. Only as I recovered from the shock of his approach did I notice Gus and two stablemen closing in on me from the left.


  Reaching my side, Reggie grabbed my hands and quickly secured them with one length of leather behind my back. I’d worn a small t-shirt that day, one that snapped up the front. I suppose it was no surprise that by the time he had my arms secured, the t-shirt had ripped open wide and was falling off my shoulders, my chest completely bared.


  “You speak and I’ll make it twice as hard for you,” I heard Gus growling behind me.


  Then with Gus on one side, Reggie on the other, and the other two men at their sides, I was led from the garden and into the dense woods at the back of the property. We hiked deep into the thick brush at a pace I could hardly negotiate. Their rough hands on my arms both hindered and helped me. Though each step was awkward and uncomfortable, they kept me on my feet, pulling back if I started to fall. It wasn’t minutes before my arms were aching from the strain of being bound and the way they jerked me back and forth between them. I wanted to object, but was certain that any complaint from me would only fall on deaf ears, or worse, earn a punishment I would have regretted. I remembered Reggie’s instructions from the night before. Each time I caught the stablemen staring at my naked chest, I blushed with embarrassment and turned away.


  The trek seemed endless, and I was beginning to think it would never end. My legs ached as much as my bound arms, and I found my pace lagging. This only earned me a curt, “Move,” from Reggie and a shove from behind. We traversed a long meadow, moved into the woods again, then finally reached an open path, that unlike the rugged trail through the woods was easier to navigate. I could see our destination up ahead, a small shack fashioned of timbers to look like a log cabin, rustic, but from what I could see, not particularly old.


  Rather than enter the building, we circled around the back.


  “You’ve never been to the woodshed, have you?” Gus chortled, in his element and apparently relishing his part.


  I didn’t bother to reply. And in fact, he didn’t lead me to the nearby woodshed, but to an old tree stump, one about knee high and flat on top. I had a pretty good idea of what would happen next. While the other men backed away to watch, Reggie moved in front of me, critical and cold in his appearance, nothing unusual about that, while from within I could feel his inner fire attacking me in ways that suggested something more dark and ominous than what I’d experienced from him before. It would be much later before I realized just how much this scene aroused me. I wished we were alone, that he’d take me right there over the tree stump, against a tree, in the dirt – I wouldn’t have cared what he did or how, as long as he fucked me hard.


  Of course, my private fantasy had nothing to do with his plans, and I had little time to ponder further possibilities. He moved fast, unbuttoning my jeans and jerking them down my legs. Next thing I knew the jeans and shoes were gone, thrown some feet away, and I was standing naked below the waist, with nothing above but the wide open t-shirt fluttering behind me in the breeze. One of the stablemen covered the top of the stump with a piece of leather. Then as Reggie stepped back, Gus moved in and pushed me down so my belly rested on the cool surface. The leather was little comfort, but it was preferable to the splintered sides of the tree digging into my bare thighs.


  My breasts dangled down in front and from behind, my ass was raised high. When Reggie stepped in behind me and forcefully spread my legs wider, I blushed with embarrassment. By then my bound arms had begun to ache so much that I could barely stand the position.


  “This hurts like hell,” I complained while trying to wriggle my way into a more comfortable position. These were the first words I’d spoken since the scene began.


  “Get used to it. It’s not going to kill you,” Reggie’s flinty voice came back quickly. I stared up to see little but cold indifference in his expression.


  “Take her as you like,” he told the men, then he walked away.


  The first man entering my cunt grabbed my tied arms at the same time and I couldn’t stop myself from crying out.


  “You’re going to break me,” I screamed in protest.


  Leather cracked sharply against my ass.


  “Ouch!” I wrenched fitfully, but my audience only seemed amused by my discomfort.


  “But please, my arms,” I tried again.


  Gus jerked my head back by the hair and stared into my face mockingly. “You yell again and I’ll blister your ass raw.”


  My next cry was nothing but a heated whisper, “Please.” Thankfully, it had some effect.


  Gus laughed. “Go ahead and untie her. We don’t want to tire her out too much, she’s got a long night ahead.” My hands were freed at last, and reaching around, I braced myself against the ground. I could feel the blood rushing back into my arms, and was momentarily grateful until the thick cock thrusting into my sex began to pound me into the stump. It was rough at first, but much better as the fucking continued. That first cock was of average size maybe six inches in length, but enough to get me juiced up for the second. After he’d been inside me awhile, the one man moved out and the next moved in. This next cock must have been nine maybe ten inches, and every bit of it pushed its way into my wet hole, thrusting full force. I gasped in shock feeling my sex rent wide, the fucking was forceful and unrelenting. My only hope was that it would quickly be over.


  To prolong the ordeal, the two stablemen took turns with me, one after the other plowing themselves into my dark cavern. Their rough hands pinched and probed and squeezed my flesh. Never had I felt anything like this; never had I been so used. Maybe it was inevitable, maybe they just wore me down, but something altered in me with all that fucking. When the smaller cock was in me that was fine, but I came to crave the larger one. There was nothing about that cock that I didn’t crave – the slutty twin inside me yearned to be so full. I wanted it harder, deeper, in my love hole, in my ass, in my mouth. I didn’t care how I was used. At least that’s where my desire seemed to lead.


  I wouldn’t doubt that the men watching saw how I responded. I imagine Reggie was smirking with satisfaction. I didn’t care. For that sliver of time I was in my own world. I couldn’t care less what anyone thought. Nothing mattered but this physical bliss.


  Then came the chortling taunts, the vulgar comments…about what a slut I was…how I could probably take a dozen…about calling in reinforcements…maybe it was time to stuff my mouth full as well.


  I tried to ignore their jeering comments, but their crude talk forced me from the physical pleasure and back to the reality of me rutting like an animal in the dirt and begging for more. My thoughts spun out of control, the pleasure slipped away. Condemnation and self-reproach replaced anything positive that I might have derived from the scene. How far I’d succumbed. My behavior was as vulgar as they claimed. How could I have allowed myself to be so debauched! An angry fire burned deep inside me, although something sane in me knew that I had to keep my rage in check. My enigmatic master, the man who ruled this crowd of perverts must have been pleased. I kept my protest to myself, having no desire to incur Reggie’s wrath. I needed to endure this – for him, for the sake of my desire for him, for the fantasy of having him as mine. But from that point on I was determined to find no pleasure in their use of me. I would please Reggie with my surrender, but I would take nothing for myself.


  They spanked my ass, but I didn’t feel it. They pinched my nipples, but there was no pleasure there. They took me as they wanted, for I remained their vessel to be used, but that was all. I would not give them the satisfaction of seeing me respond with any kind of sexual satisfaction. I figured it would be the only way to keep my dignity intact – so twisted was my reasoning.


  Once both men had thoroughly used me, I lay exhausted on the stump until Gus pulled me away. He wouldn’t permit me to walk – and I would have proudly, showing Reggie what I was made of. Instead, however, Gus shoved me to the ground.


  “Crawl to the shack,” he ordered.


  “What?” He certainly didn’t mean that!


  “Crawl, bitch,” he blared again when I didn’t move.


  I was suddenly so weary, so tired, bewildered and spent that I forgot my inner vows to remain passive and accepting, and spit out an angry, “Like hell I will!” Tears were streaming down my cheeks. I wanted nothing more but for this to end.


  The comment earned me a swift broad hand on my sore bottom, and another dozen smacks after the first stinging swat. Then again, Gus pulled my head back by my hair and stared at me, eye to eye, his face just inches from mine. “Say another word and I’ll do more than slap you. Your only way out of this is to be the perfect bitch in heat – which you’ve already proven you are. Let’s not fuck it up now, sweet stuff. And when I screw you, girl, you’d better act as if you enjoy it because I won’t stop until you do.”


  His words were fire, but his face was cold. He’d become a sexually charged beast as intent on his business as any animal, any dog or horse or bull. His message took me to a place in me I’d never been. An odd and unwelcome feeling was rising from deep in my gut. Erotic. Sexual. Earthy. Was his crude treatment of me actually turning me on? My feelings were in freefall and I had no idea what to think or feel as Gus tied a length of leather around my neck so it fit snugly against my throat. When he pushed me to the back to the dirt, and ordered me to: “Crawl like a good bitch,” my resolve to survive this episode in passionless submission ended there. After such a see-saw of emotions, I was too confused to know what I felt or how to act. I felt shamed, humiliated and angry and yet my body was as aroused as it had ever been. I didn’t understand this.


  Suddenly, all I could think of was halting the whole drama. I’d take no more, not for any reason! But then I made the mistake of glancing in the direction of the log shack, where perhaps a hundred yards away, just this side of the porch, I saw Reggie standing with his feet firmly rooted to the earth and his eyes staring at me with fixed intent. He stopped me cold. The anger, the rebellion was swept away. He was still with me, waiting for me. I won’t give up what I came here for, I vowed silently. If I called a halt to his game, I’d walk away from him never to be able to possess him; and possessing him was more important now than pride or shame or that lowly journey to his feet. I began to crawl, my naked body moving shakily from the tree trunk across the yard while the three men watched leering at me from behind, and Reggie beckoned me with the promise of my deepest desire fulfilled. When at last I reached his feet, Gus handed him the leather strap.


  “Sit back and look at me,” my handsome master ordered.


  I did, although suddenly I was afraid that I’d been too proud, too angry, too conflicted to please him.


  “The rule tonight is submission. Unless I ask you to speak, don’t. Not a word. That clear?”


  I nodded.


  I could see that the darker fire in him still burned hot, which made my crotch throb anew. But despite that fire, he remained coolly in control and I realized that I was not about to have him – not yet. My trials at the shack were hardly over.


  He yanked on the leather, pulling me up to the porch and into the shack. Gus followed while the two stablemen stayed outside.


  Once inside, I continued to crawl at Reggie’s side until we reached the fireplace, where he tied the leather leash to a bolt embedded in the mortar. I sat and waited, suddenly feeling a desperate need to pee. However, on orders not to speak I had no way to let them know. After some minutes passed Reggie sensed my need, and untying the tether, he led me to a small bath at the back of the shack where I peed, then cleaned myself and took care of my needs as best I could.


  


  When I returned to the room, the table was set – for two. There at the fireplace where I was again tied, a bowl of food sat waiting.


  “Eat, you must be starving.”


  I stared down at the food, suddenly overcome by emotion. My eyes pooled with tears and a swarm of feelings ganged up on me all at once – humiliation, fear, lust, dread and then a rush of sensation I cannot describe. As that sensation traveled through me, it electrified each part of me and then settled into a dull aching, longing in my abdomen.


  “Eat,” he repeated.


  I wasn’t the least bit hungry, in fact, the sight of the food almost made me nauseous. But in order not to upset the man in charge, I picked up a piece of bread and began nibbling. The two men ignored me while they ate, which was a welcome relief. For the first time in what seemed like hours, no one paid attention to me. No sidelong glances, no orders or scowling remarks. The respite was refreshing.


  I ate sparingly, filling my stomach enough to settle the ongoing jitters and apparently enough to please Reggie.


  When I was done, I sat with my back to the wall to ease the cramping in my legs, and watched as the two men cleared the table of dishes, although they were in no particular hurry to get on with whatever they had planned. I must have waited over an hour as the two men methodically went about their business, which included spending what must have been at least thirty minutes on the porch smoking and talking in low voices so I couldn’t hear them. Waiting was unbearable.


  


  When the pair returned, Reggie untied me, ordering me to stand. Then he pulled the table close and pushed me forward over the side.


  “I hadn’t intended to do this, but judging by your fitful surrender out back, it seems you lack a clear appreciation of what it means to submit. Hopefully, when I’m done with you today, you’ll understand what I mean.”


  He nodded to Gus, then the two proceeded to bind me over the table top with my ankles cuffed and my legs secured at one end of the table, and my arms likewise tethered to the other end. Reggie began the punishment by smacking my ass with his hand, and when that hand was too sore to continue he handed me over to Gus who used a wooden paddle on the same sore flesh.


  It was all I could do to keep from crying out. Surely I moaned, and made every attempt to thwart the painful smacks of hand and paddle, but I was so securely tied that my efforts were no help at all. My backside was scorching hot from the top of my ass all the way to my lower thighs. I felt like an insubordinate woman getting the just desserts for her bad behavior – which in the scheme of things seemed rather appropriate considering the vulgar acts I’d been a part of that afternoon. Although I’m not sure that was how Reggie viewed my punishment.


  I had no idea how much a paddling could hurt; it literally seared my behind, making it burn so hotly that in time I couldn’t imagine how I’d endure another smack – and yet, the two men were still not finished. The paddle was replaced by a leather belt, this time Reggie delivering the blows. Because it was Reggie, because it was my fierce desire to have him, I tried to make something pleasurable from all the pain, but by then my ass was too sore and my feelings too hurt to do anything but finally wail: “Oh please stop!” Tears streamed from my eyes and down my cheeks, and I succumbed to a series of gulping sobs.


  Reggie grabbed my sore ass and squeezed it as if making a point. “Much better, Alex.” Just the feel of his firm touch was enough to cause my desire for him to build. I moaned, but not from pain, and wriggled my ass against his massaging palm. “My you are a slut, aren’t you?” he mocked.


  I didn’t care what he called me at that point, the fire in my ass and his firm massage was too pleasing for me to protest a tiny little word like slut. I merely groaned again, hoping he would continue. But instead he backed away. “Grease her ass and grease it well.”


  “Oh, dear God no.” The panicked whisper was out of my mouth before I could think to hold it back.


  Even that small outburst earned another hard smack of Reggie’s hand. “If you have to protest, take it inside.” He fondled me more tenderly this time, but when his hand moved into my anal cleft as his massage continued, I immediately seized up realizing what would be happening next. “This doesn’t have to hurt. In fact, you might actually enjoy it if you allow yourself to relax and let go. May I suggest that you bear down and the entry will go much easier. It’s all about surrender.”


  Relax. Surrender. The words meant little in the midst of my present fear. I didn’t think I could withstand another night of anal sex, but I knew my feelings about the matter counted for nothing. This was what I’d signed on for and this was what I’d endure. Doing my best to heed Reggie’s advice, I bore down as he suggested and relaxed the taut muscles, so that when Gus stepped in behind me and nudged the head of his cock at my backdoor, it entered without the searing pain I’d experienced before. Strange sensations filled my body, rich ones I recalled from that first night before the pain became unbearable. And as Gus began to move inside me, I could not ignore the fact that the anal taking was having the most incredible effect on my body. The lingering warmth from the punishment only made the act more electrifying, and my body more alive.


  Again I was beset by conflicting emotions. The knowledge of my gross depravity stung me again with shame, but the feel of Gus relentlessly fucking my ass brought on the most wicked sexual sensations. I only wished I could have taken more pleasure in them. Suffice it to say, I endured, gasping and groaning and trying hard to ignore the fact that Reggie might well be right about the joys of anal sex. For a moment, just before he came, Gus drilled me hard, clutching my rear cheeks in his hands, and holding his groin tightly against my rear. His organ pulsed inside me, and for just a moment, I was swept with an unexpected feeling of bliss. Had I actually come?


  When Gus finally pulled out, I looked up to see that the stablemen were there, viewing the scene as if they were ready to take another go at me. I almost lost my composure.


  I looked toward Reggie begging him with my eyes. He looked back mildly amused. “Don’t worry, these two have had enough of you, I just wanted them to watch. Your ass can rest tonight, even if the rest of you will be working overtime.”


  I hadn’t a clue what he meant by overtime until after the stablemen were dismissed and out the door, and the tethers that bound me to the table were untied. I hoped that his message meant that he would be next to have me.


  “You think this is difficult. Wait until you’re bound face up.” There was a darkness in his eyes, something almost evil, and I responded with a shudder of concern – and desire. Reggie helped me from the table. My mind was a blur, my thoughts racing away in a dozen different directions. I had no idea what to think about all that had just happened.


  “So,” Reggie turned to Gus, handing my tether back to his accomplice. “She’s yours for the rest of the night. Give her something special to remember.” Before I could really grasp what was happening, Reggie was out the door.


  “Reggie no!” I found myself crying out, but he was already gone, and he didn’t turn back.


  “You got it bad, don’t you, slut?” Gus observed.


  I glared at him and he just laughed.


  “You look like shit. Go rest,” he nodded to the nearby cot. “It’s gonna take some energy to get through what I got planned for you.”


  I curled up on the cot pulling the rough blanket over my body, and refused to think about what would happen next. Within minutes, I dozed off.


  


  I woke, feeling the cot shaking and my body shaking with it. When I opened my eyes, there was Gus staring down at me through the darkness, looking dark himself and devious and terribly grim. “Get up!” he ordered, and when I didn’t respond quick enough, he pulled me to my feet. I had to lean on him for support because my muscles were painfully stiff and my body ached in every limb and joint. My backside, from my thighs to the top of my bottom, was still warm from the punishment, and while that felt good, I worried over what this burly stableman intended to do to me. It certainly couldn’t be worse than what I’d already suffered that day, or could it?


  I relented without protest when Gus pushed me down to crawl again, feeling just too weary to object. As he led me out of the shack, I surprised to realize that the sun had already set and the woods were black as ink. We maneuvered by flashlight into the night, and though I had some trepidation about this odd turn of events, and I relished the cool air and breathed in deeply. Oddly, I felt less vulnerable with my naked body cloaked in darkness.


  However, as Gus led me into a clearing by the edge of a still pond, I began to tremble. Just Gus and I alone, in the silence, in the dark. His feral energy seemed to climb all over me. He pushed me down to the dirt and rolled me onto my back. The ground was cool, smelling of must and decaying things. It seemed to comfort my wounds, and envelop me in safety. Staring up through the gloom of night, I watched Gus above, removing his clothes. As my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I almost gasped seeing his bulky form and thick muscles unveiled. Powerful. Dominant. Formidable.


  I could feel his body heat aimed at me, and when I looked at his crotch, there was that magnificent penis jutting from a nest of dark, curly hair, fully erect. The head of it like nothing I’d ever seen before. And this was in my ass! I silently exclaimed.


  He sank to his knees, then straddling my body, his thick hands pawing at my breasts, kneading them in his fists until they hurt. I was too petrified, too mesmerized by the man to say a word, or offer up any form of protest. In truth, I couldn’t ignore the fact that my cunt was pulsing, wet and aching to be filled. All thoughts of Reggie were swept aside as I focused on this awesome moment.


  His eyes met mine and I reached for his hairy chest, as if I were drawing him into me. My hips moved, my whole body writhed in the dirt, eager for him, wanting him to fill me. He exposed a need in me that was new and alarming. I was suddenly caught somewhere between lust and loathing…though I would push the loathing aside. I was too exhausted to fight anymore. When he entered me, the first thrust of that hefty prick made me cry in happy anguish. I pulled him into me, wanting him and hating him in the same instant. I clawed at his back. Desire? Anger? I’m not sure. Whatever pain it caused him only made him wilder, more animal, more relentless in his pounding thrusts. He rolled me about, tossing my body about as if I were no more than a rag doll. His grunts and growls were soon matched in volume with my own. I was as animal as he was, forgetting anger, forgetting pain, forgetting thinking and everything but the savageness of the instant and the fine earth that cradled us both. My body yearned for everything he gave me. I wanted it harder and meaner. I wanted it to go on forever in this dark place of surrender. I began to orgasm in the midst of it, and continued to spasm and bite and scratch until at last he exploded, coming in huge tremors. He clutched me tight against his chest until the last shuddering wave died off.


  For all the power that was expended in that first fuck, it was not enough for either of us. We let the ground cool us down, but as it did, my body began to writhe again. I put my hands to my crotch and fondled myself, deliberately groaning so he could hear me. I don’t know how many minutes passed before I finally rose up above him and lay down atop his thick chest, writhing once more, needing to get off again any way I could.


  To my surprise, I felt his erection rising one more time. But he wasn’t about to be fucked by a woman from above. As soon as he was ready, he flipped me over to my hands and knees and took me from behind. The wild ride began again, though it was over much quicker this time, and when I fell back to the earth, I was finally spent, and so was he.


  A strange gratitude swept me as I lay beside him in the dirt. My fingers curled around his hand, the only affection I would offer him, but it was heartfelt.


  “Go wash,” he finally said as he pulled away from me.


  And I did. I was grateful for the cool water of the pond as it washed away the dirt and the stickiness and the sweat, as it soothed my sore limbs and my scorched skin. My body was clean and comforted and sated. I had not a stray thought to spoil the blissful moment. Gus joined me in the pond, washing himself as I had done. Then we swam silently, seeing the moon rise on the horizon and reflect off the dark water.


  



  

  Chapter Seventeen


  


  The shack was empty when we returned. Gus and I were alone, and he was surprisingly more gruff than ever. Perhaps I’d been more willing than he’d wanted, I hadn’t resisted enough, given him an excuse to exert the savage control of me he seemed to desire. I’d sometimes wondered if he thought he could be a better Dominant than his boss.


  As before, Gus tethered me to the fireplace bolt by the leather around my neck, then he tossed me a pillow and several blankets I could use as a bed. Apparently this was where I’d sleep. Once I lay down, he climbed into the cot above me and fell asleep. I spent several minutes adjusting to the awful quiet in the cabin. I heard the hoot of an owl, the cry of a coyote. Having taken a long nap that afternoon, I was afraid that I might lie awake all night, my mind an endless loop of memories as I went back through my day a hundred times. However, I must have been more exhausted than I thought because I quickly drifted off and don’t recall a thing until I awakened to the new day.


  


  I woke at the first light of dawn, jarred from sleep by my aching body and the soreness in my limbs. I didn’t think I could tolerate another minute on that hard wood floor. My first clue of any change was the absence of the collar around my neck. It was not only gone, but no leather hung from the fireplace, no sign that I’d been tethered except for the bolt still planted in the concrete.


  There was no sign of Gus, and the rough blankets I’d seen on the cot had been replaced with a soft blue cotton quilt. On the table was a jar of wild flowers, on the sink a basin and pitcher filled with clear cold water. I moved to my feet to get a drink and found in the ice box cold meat, cheese and milk. On the same table over which I’d been roughly taken was a covered basket with three kinds of bread. In another basket were fresh peaches, plums and grapes. Beside the cot hung a sundress, and I found thick towels on a shelf above the sink. Sitting on a small, handmade table near the bed was an antique oil lamp, my blue notebook and a jar with several sharp pointed pencils.


  The shack had been transformed with a deliberate attention to every detail. Obviously Reggie’s doing. He’d taken great care in planning this change in atmosphere. Astonishing as it was, I recognized the same exacting measures he used when planning scenes of domination and depravity. I didn’t know if I wanted to love it or hate it; I didn’t know what it meant – was he being kind or was this just another way to manipulate my emotions? Rather stew over his motives, I decided to enjoy the transformation as a welcome contrast to the uncivilized savagery of the previous day.


  I bathed. I ate ravenously. And I wrote volumes in the blue notebook, laying out all my contradictory feelings towards the events of the previous week and especially the day before. I don’t know if Reggie even read my crazy rantings, but the notebook was one place where I refused to edit myself. Just following the master’s instructions.


  While I was soothed by the tranquility of my surroundings, the cabin’s transformation did nothing to diminish my sexual thoughts, in fact, they seemed more heightened than ever.


  In the twilight glow of the waning day, I laid back on the cot and found my way to my warmed pussy and began to play. Thought after thought swirled through my mind, taking me places I’d never before explored. The binding, the uncompromising binding, and the sharp pain of the vibrant strapping filled my fantasies with new thoughts, new desires, and incredible possibilities. As my hands responded to my musings, rubbing furiously at my sex, they brought me to a frenzied orgasm that didn’t die away until I rubbed twice more and orgasmed with escalating fervor. I virtually had to make myself stop.


  In a disturbing moment of clarity at the end of my long masturbation, I realized that all the events of the past week had their origination in my own fantasies. I had again brought fantasy into reality with astounding results. What was most distressing was that the fantasies I now found most thrilling were so farfetched and extreme that I couldn’t believe I would actually allow myself to experience them. What was of even more concern was that if I stayed with Reggie, they might likely come true.


  Those thoughts cast a shadow over what should have been a refreshing break from the big house and the anxiety I experienced while waiting for Reggie’s next move. I began to feel edgy and impatient. Waiting here at the cabin seemed a terrible waste of time. If I was going to continue this sexual awakening, I wanted it to continue now. I had no desire to put off the next chapter in this remarkable drama.


  A note from Reggie tucked inside the blue notebook instructed me to hike to the meadow on whichever day I chose to return to the estate house. According to those instructions, early the next morning, I left the shack and followed the path back through the woods to the meadow.


  I was surprised to see that it was Reggie who would escort me back. I was initially enthused, hoping that we could talk about the last few days. I was dying to share the experience with someone.


  “We’ll take the trail south,” he told me when he was just a few paces away.


  My mind was spilling over with thoughts, my emotions were high, but Reggie remained tight-lipped as ever making no attempt to open a conversation. I realized that he had no intention of discussing the latest of my sexual ordeals. I followed him silently down a well worn trail, reaching the stables in just a few hundred yards, then we hiked up the hill to the house. The journey was considerably shorter than the long, naked trek I’d taken to the shack.


  



  

  Chapter Eighteen


  


  A week after my adventures at the shack, I sat in the living room after dinner with all the regulars, as well as Will and three or four others I hadn’t yet met. I think there were ten in all. I’d been waiting all week to talk with Reggie about Gus, the shack, the stablemen, anal sex and everything else that had been consuming my thoughts in the past few days. I wanted to discuss where he was headed next with my training – I’d even considered stepping away from such intense sexual exploits or ending my training altogether. I was terribly confused about the whole matter of what I wanted – other than my ongoing desire for him, which I was beginning to doubt would ever be fulfilled. Despite several attempts during the week to initiate that conversation, Reggie was always too busy with other matters to give me the time I needed. Thus I was left alone to stew over my conflicting desires. By the end of the week, I was on edge and out of sorts, but I kept my feelings to myself with no place to vent them.


  For the evening’s revelry, he’d chosen my clothes as he usually did – provocative and alluring in a manner consistent with the other clothes I’d worn while in his house. That night he chose a snug-fitting blue skirt and a cream-colored bustier that tightly hugged my torso. The bustier was low-cut and designed to push my breasts together into a daring cleavage – a look that was now quite familiar to me. It was almost impossible to sit like a lady dressed in the skimpy clothes, and as usual, I was getting plenty of attention from several of Reggie’s new guests. This too, I’d grown accustomed to, though I was still not entirely comfortable being center stage at his evening soirees.


  Though earlier I’d been speaking with Ann and Will, I was now alone by the fireplace waiting with some apprehension for whatever Reggie had planned for the rest of the evening. In the midst of his speaking with two unknown guests, he suddenly pulled away and addressed me in a voice too loud to indicate that this was to be a private conversation. “Alexandra!” The minute I heard my name I jerked around, feeling a shiver of fear traverse my spine, and a quickening in my sex.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I recall a discussion a few weeks back when you suggested that how we express ourselves should be a function of our desires and choices alone, not made applicable to some higher law. Do you still believe that’s true?”


  I was taken aback by the directness and complexity of his inquiry, having no idea that he would recall my comments almost verbatim. Still I answered truthfully, if not hesitantly. “Yes, yes I do.”


  “Your goal in coming here was to find yourself, or to be more specific your sexual self. That correct?”


  “Yes, sir.” I became increasingly nervous with his questioning. I could feel my inner body trembling, and was beginning to blush with an undue amount of attention aimed my way.


  “And perhaps you recall my mentioning that there will be times when I may push and shove you in order to achieve your desired goal?”


  “I do.”


  “This is going to be one of those times that I start shoving. Be thankful for the warning.”


  A rather pregnant pause followed, during which I noticed that my face was hot and my palms had begun to sweat. And he was just getting started!


  “This is making you uncomfortable, isn’t it?”


  “Very much, sir.”


  “You understand that you have nothing to fear. Everyone here knows what I do and why you’re here – you have an entirely sympathetic audience, even if there are a few blatant voyeurs within their company. Makes you burn inside, doesn’t it?”


  I nodded. A terrible ache grown in my sex and radiated outward.


  “Speak up.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Uncomfortable being the center of attention?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “But isn’t that exactly what your fantasies are made of…scenes of public depravity…graphic demonstrations of your darkest desires? Isn’t that you?”


  “No, it’s not me!” I shook my head.


  “No?” I knew I’d said the wrong thing, but there was no way to take it back. “Where’s the honesty behind that? Perhaps you’d like to tell my guests what you did with Gus and my stablemen last week?”


  I was starting to cry. “Please, Reggie, don’t make me do this.” I gazed at Will and got nothing but his steely eyed stare.


  “Don’t look at him. Will’s not going to help you through this, nor are your tears. You’re much better than that. It’s time to be honest with yourself, accept the truth you endlessly dicker about. It’s all over your journal, page after page of denials, excuses and then startling peeks at the honest truth – about what really happened for you in the woods, inside the cabin, over the tree stump, in the dirt with Gus.”


  I shook my head and stared down to my lap unable to look at him anymore.


  “You think I’m being cruel?” he asked.


  My head shot up, “Yes, yes, I do!”


  “This is how I shove, how I push. Don’t think I don’t know what’s inside you. Buried deep there’s an Alexandra who is feasting on the attention I’m giving you now. But since admitting who you are is still so very difficult, I’m going to give you a choice tonight. You either give my friends a full accounting of your exploits at the shack, or get up and dance for us all. I leave the decision in your hands.”


  I looked at him shocked.


  “No denials, Alexandra. I want the plain and honest truth of you, either way.”


  My mind spun. In either case, what he required of me was entirely beyond my ability to perform; either choice seemed repugnant and undoable. I waited while the room waited for me, while Reggie stared me down and I stared back. At last I stood, fully intending to flee the room and the house altogether. If Will hadn’t been the one standing by the door, I might have. But his presence there made me hesitate a moment too long, enough for music to begin to play, a mellow sax and a deep-throated blues singer. I could feel the conflict in me rising to a screaming peak as I mulled his choice, and my body absorbed the sensuous, soul-filled sounds. The bluesy notes hung out in the ethers like a languid lover urging me into sex, and soon there was no decision at all. The sound had climbed inside me and wasn’t about to leave. My hips began to move and the tension in my shoulders eased. The lights in the room dimmed, and with my lids half closed those surrounding me became nothing but shadows. I realized then that there was just one light burning, one above my head, aimed like a spotlight – that didn’t bother me at all. The slow dance continued as I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, and felt a wave of eroticism passing through. My mind and body still warred within – urging me to rush right out the door – but my limbs, and hips and swaying torso told a different story.


  Behind both strong urges, there was anger, but there was also a recognition of the truth. Why, why was he making me do this?


  But why not?


  I hated Reggie for dressing me down in public, for forcing me to show myself to the critical eyes of so many, for demanding that I expose my private passions in this very public arena.


  But still I danced – even with the anger brewing, I danced. My hips moved, and my arms soon joined in, and the eyes of those focused on me turned lights on inside my body. The sexual heat inside rapidly crescendoed.


  I began to sweat. Yes, I enjoyed the exposure but I enjoyed my anger just as much. With each deep breath slowly expelled, I became more engrossed in the slutty dance, buoyed by the encouraging audience.


  Suddenly there were a pair of male hands behind me lowering the zipper of my bustier. My breasts swung free and I felt a rush of pure sexual joy. The fire in me grew brighter, my desire clearly focused. I would give Reggie exactly what he asked for – the most erotic masterpiece of a dance he could imagine. Channeling my anger toward that purpose, when the zipper of my skirt was lowered and the garment slipped to my feet, I boldly stepped out and continued to dance, immersed in the movement, the music, the erotic heat building all around me. I sensed that any minute the entire room would descend into a groveling orgy of bodies, taking a cue from my lust and acting on their own. The sex that would follow would be wild and natural and unrestrained. I waited for Reggie’s command, for his permission to move beyond the dance and soon enough his voice rang out again.


  “On your knees, Alexandra!”


  And there I was, on my knees.


  “Heidi, shove this in her cunt and see what it can do.” He handed the woman a long, thick, flexible dildo.


  “Hmm, my pleasure,” she purred as if she had something evil already in mind.


  She moved to the floor beside me and began to work the vibrating device over my body, from my dangling breasts and sensitive nipples to my swaying ass end. Finally reaching my pussy, she opened my labia with one hand and let the dildo rest for a moment on my clit, until I finally had to shake it off, panting and gasping for a moment’s reprieve. This was too much, too much! I looked up to see the delightful scowl on her face as she suddenly shoved the thing into my cunt. Wet now, my juices lubricated its advance, and I took the full length of it in that one determined shove. Heidi drilled it into me hard and fast, like a woman inspired. Seconds later, there was a cock at my lips, forcing its way into my mouth. Though I balked at first, something in me kicked into a new gear, and backed by the determination to see this through, I let the man use my mouth as he would my cunt. I’ll show the bastard! I vowed as I worked hard to satisfy Reggie’s male guest and the odious Heidi.


  I thought I might actually come, given a little time, but then both abruptly backed off, and I felt cool leather clamped around my wrists and ankles. I knew instantly where Reggie was taking me. A sudden wave of fear grabbed me in the gut, suspending my raunchy performance. My body tightened, doing an about face from its previous fervor.


  “Relax, Alex.” Reggie’s voice was at my ear. “You’ll get through this and love it.” He was so sure, but I was not.


  “No, please!” I shook my head back and forth, while four men spread my body open face up on Reggie’s massive coffee table. The cuffs were attached to the table legs, left loose enough to allow some movement. As the first clamps came down on my nipples, I cringed with the pain shooting down my body to my crotch in ways both foreign and strangely pleasing.


  “Oh, please no,” I cried again. The next clamps were fixed to the larger fleshy folds of my cunt, and they intensified what was already crashing inside me. “Oh please,” I pleaded. They turned me on my side and spanked my rear, then fondled it roughly, then worked my underarms and toes with teeth and lips and tongues. I couldn’t bear so much sensation. I groaned and cried and groaned some more, but they refused to stop. All the while, I heard Reggie’s voice urging me to let go. But my body refused. It tensed with each rude crack against my rear, with each pinch and nibble and rough kneading caress. I was angry, crying, venting my distress – for all the good it would do.


  What must have been just minutes seemed like an eternity, and finally, at last, thank God, someone began to manipulate my cunt. Pleasure burst from me and I began to come almost instantly. They backed away from the slapping, they removed the clamps, and massaged my flesh, allowing my orgasm to build and recede and build again. Intense. Driven. Filled with torment and desire. My orgasmic cries rose into the steamy air, groans of pleasure issued forth. I was delirious, on some kind of heavenly high. But still a part of me was holding back. It wasn’t clear to me if I was doing this for myself or to prove a point with Reggie.


  Once I was finally spent, the room descended into the orgy I expected, with each guest treated to the pleasure they desired, though none suffered the anguish I was forced to endure. I lay back on the coffee table exhausted, seeing bodies groveling around me, hearing cries of passion from all over the room. I found my resentment building over the rude prescription that Reggie had ordered for me. In spite of the pleasure I’d enjoyed, my rage surfaced again and I had no desire to participate in pleasuring anyone else, despite the fact that the cuffs had been removed. I held back from them uncertain of what to do.


  I don’t recall how many minutes passed before I heard Reggie again, over the muted voiced of the others. “Alexandra, stand!” Unlike his guests he was still fully clothed. In fact, I didn’t remember seeing him after the clamps had been placed on me. He’d probably not even been there when I came, I thought bitterly.


  Reluctantly I stood, although my nakedness was no longer uncomfortable to me in the presence of the naked guests.


  “Halfway is not enough,” he said, his fixed gaze was on me and I could do nothing but tremble, realizing that once again I’d not been enough to suit him.


  “Halfway?”


  “You must please the others, didn’t they you please you?”


  “Of course they did.” My anger showed.


  There was a strange smirk on his face.


  “The war is still going on, Alexandra. But trust me, it will end.” His voice resonated a resolve that held not only me but the whole room captive.


  I shuddered anew. I couldn’t stay in that room a moment longer. Frantically grabbing for my clothes, I ran toward the exit door.


  Thankfully, he didn’t try to stop me. We both knew the night had ended, not because I ran but because he was finished with me.


  



  

  Chapter Nineteen


  


  Reggie had laid out a long red gown for me to wear, but I returned it to the closet and pulled out a short, strapless green one I preferred instead. It was much more revealing. Slutty, I think his words were when he showed it to me the first time. I hadn’t worn it yet, and was itching to see what kind of reaction I’d get – mostly from Reggie. But for a formal dinner?


  I’d been setting up my own little drama since the night he dared to humiliate me in front of his crowd of friends. Little pieces of the scene I planned had been falling into place for several days, while Reggie virtually ignored me. I was hardly conscious of what I was doing, but I knew that on the next available occasion, I’d come up with something decidedly outrageous.


  I made my plans while lying in the warm sun by the pool, a perfect time to let my mind roam free.


  “Well, Alex,” Heidi gushed, as she approached me one afternoon, “how delightful it is to see you.” Mockery oozed from every bronze pore.


  “It’s good to see you too, Heidi.” I smiled. I detested her, but had learned to skillfully manage myself around the woman.


  She sat on the lounge beside me. “So, now that you have Reggie thoroughly smitten with you, what is your next aspiration?”


  “Smitten?” I nearly laughed. I hardly considered his treatment of me a sign that he was smitten.


  “No, I suppose you’re not aware how much he’s taken with you. I sometimes think he’d give up all of this just to have you.”


  “I don’t understand, he hasn’t given me any reason to believe that I’m any more than an occupation.”


  “Oh, my god!” she retorted. “You’re blind if you can’t see the place you’ve carved within him. And if I sound spiteful, it’s because I’m not there.” Finished with what she had to say, she got up and sashayed away. If nothing else she’d aroused me with her resentfulness; apparently she was privy to knowledge about Reggie’s feelings that I knew nothing about. I pursued it further with Ann.


  “What’s the matter with her?” I asked the bubbly brunette who was sitting on the other side of me reading a book.


  “Jealousy. She’s jealous of any woman Reggie has, and you can imagine that makes her jealous most of her life.”


  “But I thought, I mean I assumed that both you and she have been with him.”


  “You assume too much. You probably think he has had a long string of women, hundreds?”


  “Well yes.”


  “That’s far from the truth,” she explained. “He plays with many, but few find their way into his bed.”


  “Well I haven’t gotten that far. But all this, this place, the way he brings people together—”


  “That’s his passion, to explore sensuality any way he can.”


  “Well, isn’t Heidi here hoping that someday she’ll make it to his bed?”


  “Heidi had her chance.”


  “Really?”


  Ann contemplated her response carefully, as if she wasn’t exactly sure how much she should divulge. “She’s his ex-wife.”


  “What!”


  “They were married to each other about eight years ago.”


  “You’re kidding!”


  “Nope.”


  “I’m shocked.”


  She laughed. I loved her laugh, it was so full of joy, so warm and effervescent. “For all the outrageous things Reggie orchestrates, all the little dramas, he’s really quite stodgy. He got her pregnant when she was still a teenager, married her, but she had a miscarriage and the marriage was quickly annulled.”


  Ann let this little gem sink in for a moment. I could scarcely believe what I was hearing.


  “The truth is, Heidi has wanted Reggie back ever since. He’s always doted on her, taken care of her, encouraged her sexuality—all part of his strange sense of chivalry. Bottom line, he felt guilty for getting her pregnant. I think he was privately happy for them both when things didn’t work out—since he really didn’t see much happiness with her. And a child? Neither could have handled that. It may be speculation, but I think I’m right on this one.”


  I shook my head in wonder.


  “Heidi has competed with every woman Reggie has ever had, at least the ones that she’s known about, like you. But the fact is, he doesn’t love her and he never has. He treats her more like a sister than a wife or lover. She feels cursed, and is determined to be miserable about it. It drives her crazy, this trying to win him back.”


  I didn’t mask my astonishment. I felt suddenly thrown into a strange love triangle. How odd. I understood her jealousy. “It seems such a waste,” I finally said.


  “That’s exactly the nature of most of my conversations with her.”


  “And are you her…her lover, or just a friend?”


  “Both.”


  “So where does this leave you?”


  “Periodically returning here in order to see her hurt again. I think she’s accepted that things won’t change, but she’s still letting it control her life.”


  “Then, just now, it was just her jealously talking, right?”


  “Yes, but there’s a bit of truth about his affection for you.”


  “You really think so?”


  “I can’t say anymore, Alex, I’ve probably said too much already. But I think you should be careful with your knowledge.”


  Ann had to leave before I could question her further. I doubt that I would have really listened to her elaborate on what ‘being careful’ meant. My course was set before that conversation, and I was barreling down a path that my inner heart would relentlessly pursue.


  


  Now days later in my room, as I gazed at the skimpy green dress, I knew I’d be grabbing his attention that evening. He had unusual tastes, preferring my dress erotic and sensual to strictly lewd and bitchy when he was hosting dinner for a full table of guests. We saved ‘slutty’ for the deliberate sexual dramas, but this night was my drama and I was walking into it eyes wide open – or so I thought.


  Reggie had told me to be downstairs at 6:15. He’d meet me there that night rather than drop by my room on his way. That was perfect, the perfect occasion to plan my tardiness. And feeling totally giddy, I blew into the library at 6:30 like a fresh breeze, my attitude more cheerful than it had been my whole stay. I was not the wary and demure submissive this night.


  The room was filled with guests, and it was my stage; the entrance was my cue, and I performed like the most accomplished actress with poise and charisma that had everyone doting on me, and, so I quickly noticed, Reggie shooting icy arrows in my direction.


  I cringed at his cold glance, but turned around to pour all my charm on our guests as I led them to the dining room as the master’s hostess for the night. He held back, watching me cautiously. Heidi laughed at my flippancy. Ann was frightened – I saw her worried expression, but it only affected me briefly. I was as ruthless in my defiance of Reggie’s mastery as he was ruthless in his mastery. I sensed we were running full speed, on a collision course with each other, and I couldn’t wait for the confrontation to commence. I was certain of myself and that triumph would follow.


  I credit Reggie for his restraint; of course, he wouldn’t put our battle on the dinner table for all to behold. Not if he could avoid it – especially when it wasn’t his creation. Still, I made certain that I remained in control. I dominated the chatter at the table, and the eyes of the guests were constantly focused on me. A lot of it must have been the dress; after all, my breasts were practically exposed as they were pushed up by the tight-fitting bodice. I even allowed dear little Jonathan sitting next to me to reach under the table and fondle my thigh.


  “My god! You’re bare under this dress!” he exclaimed not too quietly.


  “Jonathan,” I giggled in mock horror. I leaned over the table and spoke to him in a seductive whisper that half the table was certain to hear. “Why don’t you play with me more; maybe I can come for you right here?”


  Reggie responded just as I hoped, though his reaction did frighten me a little. Perhaps I was going too far? It wasn’t long before he gracefully rose from his seat and came to me. That act in itself was a blow to his control.


  “Alexandra, what the hell are you doing?” he whispered.


  The question had me all charged up, exactly what I was waiting for and I couldn’t stop myself. “Reggie wants to know what the hell I’m doing,” I said loud enough for all his guests to hear. “I thought I was being charming, perhaps Reggie’s the one who’s being stuffy. What do you think, Jonathan?” I laughed, and had the whole table chuckling.


  “I think you’re wonderful,” Jonathan replied, enjoying the game.


  I never thought about having to watch my backside, but I doubt it would have altered things one bit.


  “You are out of line!” Reggie spoke tersely. Then he yanked me out of my chair by the arm, the chair and dishes went flying as he jerked me around so we were face to face, the irate dominant sneering at me, “You miserable bitch!”


  His powerful hand grasped my arm so tightly that I knew there’d be bruises by morning.


  “Don’t be an ass!” This was not going according to plan and I should have backed off, but I wouldn’t let go. “Get your fucking hands off of me,” I seethed, more quietly.


  Before I knew what was happening the palm of his free hand connected with my face in a stinging smack. It wasn’t all that hard, but the shock of it stopped me cold.


  “This is what you chose, this is what you get!” he reminded me.


  “Ha! Choice!” I mocked his indignant tone. “You call what we have a relationship of choice? You’re a master at domination as long as there is someone to submit to you. But I wonder if you could ever have a really adult relationship?”


  The glacial look in his blue eyes was terrifying. And the way he seemed to abruptly modulate his temper had me seriously concerned. By the time he spoke again he was back in control.


  “Yes, I see what this has come to,” he said evenly. “Go pack your bags and leave.”


  I’d enjoyed returning cruel words with cruel words; I could see how they’d hit their mark. I was just getting started, but suddenly ordered to leave. Ordered to leave!


  His eyes flashed when I didn’t move fast enough. “Get out!” He gave the order again, his voice lowering dangerously.


  There was nothing to quarrel with. My breathing was shallow, almost as if I was choking. I wanted to say something in return, but he’d left no room, no choice except for me to go. There was not a gracious or mocking or even angry way to say what would allow me to retain my self-esteem. Reggie played the one card in his hand that I hadn’t anticipated. He’d won. Damn him! He’d won.


  Too embarrassed now to even glance at his table of guests, I raced out of the room and up the stairs, hastily throwing all my clothes into my suitcase, leaving those he’d given me hanging in the closet. It took me no longer than ten minutes to be changed into street clothes, packed and ready. I was anxious to leave, my heart racing, full of rage and regret. I loved myself for my act of defiance; it was the most glorious thing I’d ever done – and one of the cruelest. I hated myself for that. The results were unexpected. Yes, I had the reaction I wanted, and a magnificent one too, but the finale was all wrong.


  I’d called a taxi from my cell phone and waited nervously for it to arrive. Feeling conspicuous and alien in the midst of the unwelcoming walls of his house, the sooner I left, the safer I’d be. But I’d been crushed and was leaving defeated and unfulfilled, as if everything that had happened here was for nothing.


  While I sat in my room, not knowing what to feel, Heidi wandered in to challenge my solitude.


  “You certainly gave this dinner party some excitement,” she chuckled, obviously delighted. “I’ve been dying for years to see Reggie bested.”


  “Heidi, this was not what I intended.” I didn’t share her mirth.


  “I know,” she said, the tone of her voice changed swiftly, so that her remark almost sounded like an apology.


  “Well, I suppose I won’t be seeing you again.” It was trite, but all I could think of to say. I wished she’d just leave.


  “Listen, go talk to him, he’s certain to have cooled off by now.”


  “I don’t think that would be a very good idea.”


  “Honey, take it from the master of begging, you’ve got nothing to lose, and look at what you could win.”


  “And what have you won by begging?” I know my words were intended to cut. I wanted them to, perhaps I was just like her, destined to have denied myself what I wanted most. “I’m sorry, I don’t want to hurt you, too.”


  “I’m a lot tougher than I appear, and despite what Ann may have told you, I’m not certain that I even want Reggie anymore. He’s kind of a habit that I can’t quite break.”


  “Well, I’m glad you’re getting your life figured out, because I’m certainly messing up mine.”


  “That could change.”


  “Heidi, I made a horrible miscalculation. What could I ever say to him to alter what I’ve done?”


  “Why don’t you go tell him just what you’ve told me. Let him decide what you can do to make it up to him. It’s certain that ordering you from his house will not repair his ego and self-esteem. The only way he could recoup from your scene is for you to stay.” She was actually making sense. “Although I warn you, you’d best be prepared for fireworks if you do, and you’d better plan on stepping aside and allowing Reggie to win this one.”


  I was surprised by her savvy advice. I knew I’d be haunted if I left. Haunted by what might have been, for me, for my desires, for Reggie and me. I loved his anger. For one moment in his well-guarded life, he was out of control. The idea of it excited me even now. When he slapped my face there was more than humiliation, more than anger, a fire surged in me like nothing I’d felt before. I couldn’t let things end without at least giving it one more try. Perhaps this was my creation, too. I’d finally channeled his passion into me. And wasn’t that what I’d fantasized about so many times?


  “Cancel the taxi for me, will you?” I asked, “at least for now.” I rose from the bed and moved to the door. Like walking to the gallows. I allowed my body to lead me where my mind was uncertain. No, I wouldn’t leave without giving it one last try.


  The door to the library was curiously ajar as if I was expected. I knocked anyway.


  “Come in, Alex.” Was he so sure I’d come?


  I opened the door and found him sitting at his desk, preoccupied. He’d regained his composure and made me wait as he finished with whatever was consuming his attention. He didn’t motion for me to sit, so I remained standing.


  “So what do you want? I ordered you to leave.”


  “Before I do, I want to apologize. I made a mistake.”


  I had more to say, but he interrupted.


  He looked up, his mood steely and cold. “You come into my home and are pampered with fine clothes and food and luxurious surroundings. You agree to simply follow instructions that are designed to enhance the sexual awakening that you desire, and you repay my graciousness to you with ridicule. You mock me in front of a house full of guests, deliberately defy my wishes for proper attire at my table, obviously plot your tardiness, and embarrass me with your cheap behavior toward my guests. You’ve broken a trust that we’d shaped since you came here. You tampered with my orders in such an ungracious manner that I can’t see any way to repair it. I’ve been nothing but forthright with you. And you repay me with deceit and cunning? I can tolerate many things, but your treachery I cannot.”


  I listened with surprise, hearing the hurt pour from him along with his words. Hurt that I hadn’t known was in my power to bring to him. I hurt him deeply. He cared about me, but I hadn’t seen how much. All the coldness, all the ruthless drama was his way of showing that.


  “Reggie, I’m, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry that I hurt you.” I fidgeted for a moment trying to think of something to say that would fix this. “I don’t suppose I can expect you’ll allow me to stay, but quite honestly I didn’t realize what effect my behavior would have on you. I had no idea that I had that kind of power. Yes, I was testing you, perhaps even deceitfully so, but I considered it a game. I hadn’t intended it to be cruel. All I’ve wanted is to be desired by you…”


  “Oh cut the bullshit, Alex. You knew exactly what you were doing. You enjoyed every moment of that grand theatre you craft so well. And yes, my dear, you did find that I’m vulnerable. I am human. You deliberately chose to bury your knife deep in my side and twist it until I hurt.” He looked at me with chilling eyes. “There are two sides to every act, and you enjoyed hurting me.”


  “No. No. How can you say that?” I cried. “Something made me behave that way, but it was for love, not to hurt you.”


  He rose quickly from his chair, I could feel the rage welling within him.


  “Okay,” I began to cry, “you’re right that I loved the drama, the excitement. I loved the anger. I was even excited when you slapped me, and maybe even when you ordered me from your house. But I don’t want to leave. I want to stay.” I was pleading as I spoke in the sincerest voice, wanting him to say anything that would allow me to remain with him.


  “You’re a bitch and a slut,” he scowled, as the palm of his hand with the full strength of his strong arm, stung against the side of my face. This time I stumbled back and caught myself on a chair. “Don’t ever attempt to deny that to me. You’ve a side of you as dark and as cruel as my own. You receive my cruelty because you want it. You bring it out in me because you love it in you.” His eyes flashed brilliantly as they had the night he’d ordered Elliot to assault my ass, as they had when he and Gus had led me to the shack in the woods, and as they had tonight when he first slapped my face. At other times, he’d contained that brilliance as if he refused to derive that much pleasure from his work. He stared down at me, his anger again contained. His emotions were in control and he finally returned to his desk.


  “Alex, we are alike,” was his summation.


  Did I have a side as dark as his? It suddenly seemed quite clear that I did. I was smarting from the sting of the truth, as much as I was smarting from the sharp smack of his hand.


  “You know, you’re right. I did want to hurt you after the way you dressed me down the other night. You humiliated me, and I wanted the tables turned to make you suffer. I did that and I loved it.” I could feel myself reflecting the same icy demeanor that he showed me so often. Yet it was honest, at least it was honest. “But I do want to stay.” I was certain, now, “I want to complete what we started.”


  It took some moments before he responded. I figured I had the waiting in my favor.


  “If you were any other woman, Alex, you’d be gone. This conversation wouldn’t be taking place. But you do fashion drama well. It’s your saving grace, along with your intriguing desires. Spend the night tonight, and we’ll talk in the morning when we’re rested.”


  This was the best I’d do that night. I was grateful for small steps, and inside, I nurtured a tiny triumph.


  



  

  Chapter Twenty


  


  The morning assaulted my waking brain with noise and irritation. Blue jays squawked at the window chasing the song birds to the trees beyond. In the kitchen Athena burned breakfast and showed her irritation snapping at every little thing. Something in the stables had gone awry during the night. Morning had come too early for the house.


  Gus glared at me while drinking his morning coffee at the kitchen table. “You still here? I thought Reggie got rid of you.”


  “I stayed the night.”


  “You best be leaving before he sees you. He might have ridden that stallion to death last night if I hadn’t stopped him.”


  His words chilled me. The stallion Brutus was Reggie’s favorite and I’d seen nothing but gentle respect between them.


  “Said he had to ride the fury out,” Gus continued, “but you can only take an animal so far.” When I thought that Reggie’s rage had vanished, it apparently had not, at least according to Gus’s assessment. My chances for staying were dimmer than I’d hoped. But when he finally arrived for breakfast, Reggie was his usual self, smiling, charming and cool. He didn’t talk about the night before and no one dared ask him about it.


  I ate, saying nothing, obviously nervous but then no one expected anything else.


  “Alex, I’ll see you in the den,” he said when he was finished with his toast. He pushed his chair away from the table and neatly laid his napkin by his plate.


  Though I was only half way through my English muffin, I took that as my cue to leave. I followed Reggie out the door like a dutiful pup, a far cry from the outrageous goad I was the previous night. I suspected that his guests were all waiting for the fireworks to begin again.


  “Sit down,” he motioned to the leather sofa, and so I sat feeling much like the nervous newbie I’d been weeks before. In an unusual move, he sat across from me on a leather footstool, the same one over which I’d been violated during my initiation. He leaned forward resting his arms on his thighs. His entire disposition was much warmer than the cold detachment I was accustomed to. I was taken off guard by this. The shift in demeanor was a stroke of mastery, for it renewed my sexual longing, renewed and strengthened the bond of desire between us – not what I expected.


  “It’s become apparent to me, Alex, that for both our needs, you need to stay to complete what we’ve begun.” A feeling of relief washed through me hearing this verdict, although at the same time I could feel a slew of questions start to cram their way into my brain. “I trust you understand, more than ever, how much this is a game of choice. And if you so choose, we’ll continue to conquer your fantasies. And if not—”


  “I do want to continue,” I jumped in before he was finished.


  He stared at me, and as if seeing my sincerity he nodded.


  “I wonder though, will you punish me for last night?” I could feel a chill running through my body, the question had plagued me since the idea of staying had been considered the night before.


  “I never punish in circumstances such as these. Our agreement remains the same. You follow my instructions as you previously agreed to, and you can stay. You’ve violated that agreement once. I’d suggest you pay close attention to your compliance. I’ll not forgive you again.”


  The authority of command that was his gift was never so apparent to me, yet something had changed. I hadn’t really understood how much this drama really was my creation, my choice. Previously, that had all been rather vague in my mind, something I was doing at Will’s recommendation. But the agreement was clear to me now when it hadn’t sunk in before. I swore to myself that I’d play by his rules. I’d subject myself to Reggie’s domination, knowing that I could refuse him at any point – without the theatrics. But I wouldn’t refuse him. I wouldn’t balk or fight, make a public scene of my displeasure or attempt to cast Reggie in a negative light. I was wiser and this was a new game.


  “I’m finished defying you,” I told him. “If nothing else, I think last night made me honest with myself.”


  “I hope so.” He stood up and moved around behind me and sat down at his desk. The cold wind blew, the detachment followed. And my sexual longing for him had never been so high. Never had I wanted anything more than I wanted him now – regardless of what that would mean.


  I turned around on the sofa so I could look at him. “I’ve been wondering about something, Reggie—”


  “What is that?”


  “You rode the stallion last night—”


  “I took out my rage on him since I wouldn’t take it out on you.” There was no emotion, no passion in his voice as he confessed the truth.


  “Why would you compromise your favorite animal?”


  He mulled the question for a moment. “You don’t deserve to know the answer, but you’ll be forced to understand soon enough. A lesser animal wouldn’t have been as worthy a trade.”


  It was hard for me to hear, knowing how much Reggie prized the horse, and under ordinary circumstances would never have done anything to hurt him. But I understood that had he unleashed his fury on me last night, he and I might have greatly regretted the night even more than we already did.


  “But, Alex, lest your sense of justice be offended, you’ll have your opportunity to pay for last night’s escapade.”


  He dialed the house phone. “Gus, I want you at the house with my leather strap.”


  I froze for a moment as a new fear swept through me. I waited, knowing exactly what would take place, and realizing full well that at some basic level he was right; I craved the justice and looked forward to the pain.


  It took no more than ten minutes for Gus to arrive in the den. His dusty jeans and rugged shirt, scraggly beard and rough hands emphasized his primitive features and primitive passion. Doubled in his hand was a leather strap that would likely extend several feet in length when it was uncurled. I’d seen it before at the stable. Now, as he held the handle and leather looped in his large fist, the sight of it intrigued me – even though it set off a maelstrom of emotion, everything from panic and near hysteria to arousal and desire. I couldn’t imagine the strap was used for anything other than taming a wild beast, though I doubted that Reggie would ever allow it used on one of his horses. The only other purpose—and that instantly came to mind—was for punishment.


  I feared the pain that a whipping would inflict on my body, but I wanted to feel that rough sting. I wanted the fire and the heat that followed. I wanted it to be more than I could bear. My crimes demanded that. I wanted Reggie there to see it. Despite his consistent – and rather silly in my opinion – claim that this was not punishment, I knew he would watch with satisfaction. I only wished that he’d do the deed himself, but that wasn’t Reggie’s style. He wouldn’t dirty his hands with the task, but he would order it done. Always the perfect administrator pulling the strings as his puppet world danced around him.


  “You want to do this?” he asked Gus, as if there were any question about his answer.


  “Yes, sir,” Gus answered grimly.


  “Then tie her to the beam.”


  Gus strode to the far side of the room, and pushed aside the five foot curtain hanging against the wall, unveiling a rope and hook device that slid into the room on a cleverly hidden rail. He unfastened the device and lowered the hook to an appropriate height as Reggie joined him.


  “Alex,” he nodded me forward.


  I rose to my feet with my legs trembling, and fear grabbing me in the belly so fiercely that I don’t know how I stayed upright. Standing between the two men, my body heat rose as their forceful energy closed in around me. I think that alone kept me on my feet.


  Gus grabbed my hands and fixed a handcuff around each wrist, then he raised them high above my head where they attached to the dangling hook. Reggie moved to the side of the room where he pulled the ropes tight and watched closely as my arms extended into the air until my feet nearly left the ground.


  “I want her backside bared,” Gus said.


  “Then do it,” Reggie answered.


  Gus yanked my pants and panties over my hips and kept jerking them down, taking my shoes with them, until I was completely naked from the waist down. The only clothing that remained was a short t-shirt that covered my breasts and the bra beneath. His scowl and determination suggested that he relished the prospect of punishing me – not at all surprising. I knew that just one word from me would stop the ordeal. But as I watched Reggie return to his desk and take a seat, I knew that he wouldn’t exercise that option. I couldn’t lose the opportunity that lay beyond the minutes I would suffer now.


  Gus stood at my backside while Reggie sat directly in front of me where he would see every jerk and twist, every pained grimace. He looked at me dispassionately, remote and aloof. I wondered, as I had a hundred times, what was going on in that enigmatic mind of his. However I had little time to ponder the question. Gus was already beginning what he’d come for. The first several smacks of leather bit hard, and I cried out, though more from shock than pain. I jerked with new each strike, yet the sensation was not so intense that I couldn’t find some pleasure in the heat that rose from the stinging skin. Certainly this was no more painful than the strapping I took at the shack. But then he paused for several moments and when he began again, the blows rained down harder and more frequently The pain rose quickly and became so strong that I began to moan, even despite my intention to remain silent. I writhed in anguish, wracked by fierce sensations that cut and bit and went so deep that I was sure there’d be welts that would last for days.


  I wanted the pain to end, but even more I wanted to endure it for the sake of a tenuous relationship that seemed to demand this as the only way to heal the rift I’d caused.


  My ass and thighs burned from the blows, and while Gus was human enough to ease off from time to time, those brief respites only signaled a new level of intensity when he began again. My body instinctively jerked and twisted to avoid the strikes, but that only made the pain worse. The strap would wrap around my side causing a nasty bite that lingered far longer than anything that struck my ass. I tried to maintain some kind of control, but it was nearly impossible when Gus let the strap fly without pause and my groans became cries then shrieks of anguish. The energy behind the punishment clearly communicated the man’s profound disgust with me. I sensed it in every blow, in the way he’d grunt and spew out his scornful taunts. Keeping my eyes focused on the cooler Reggie, I let those comments pass.


  Strangely, on occasion, I found myself experiencing an amazing bliss, my body accepting all the pain and transforming it into pleasure. A moment later another more painful blow would knock out any hint of pleasure and I’d be desperate for the punishment to end. This crazy back and forth had me nearly delirious, shrieking one moment, moaning the next. My arms ached and my muscles were weary. My flesh was red, raw, welted, worked so thoroughly I knew I’d be hurting for days, with the evidence of the whipping lasting long after the hurt faded. The sound of my hurt changed as the pain became impossible to manage. I couldn’t control my cries.


  Then, suddenly, it was over.


  When Gus stopped, I was sure that it was only another pause in the long ordeal, but then out of my feverish stupor I heard his voice. “I’ll damage the bitch if I keep on.” As if he were angry because he couldn’t continue, he threw the strap at my feet and left the room.


  I barely remember Reggie releasing the tether, or walking me to the sofa. I do recall the cool leather as I collapsed against it and the comfort it brought to my throbbing ass. I have no idea how long I lay there. I doubt if I’d have moved had Reggie not assisted me. When he finally pulled me to my feet, I’d hoped for his tenderness, but there was none. His last words, I’ll never forget. “You’ve created this, Alex. I’d suggest you think on that.”


  I found myself wearing a man’s dress shirt when he led me to the den door – don’t know how that got there or why the sudden modesty in this den of iniquity. In my stunned state of mind I don’t recall much about the walk to my bedroom. All I wanted to do was curl up and go to sleep. I fell to the mattress, wincing as I did, realizing only then how much I hurt all over, even if the whipping was concentrated on my ass. Later I recall Athena’s soft hands rubbing cream into my bottom. And at one point I caught a glimpse of the wounds in the mirror, the bright red rash of color and the places where the strap had made distinct red lines across the skin.


  The ordeal was over and I’d survived. I drew some satisfaction from that, and from knowing that I’d made amends with Reggie – as much as that was possible. A dreamless sleep awaited me.


  



  

  Chapter Twenty-one


  


  Waiting. Waiting for what next was more painful than the strapping. In the art of making a woman suffer in wait, Reggie was as great a master as he was of executing his nasty schemes. Hours piling on hours were painful to an extreme. Waiting by the pool and in the library, eating in the kitchen, walking in the garden, playing with myself in my bed, waiting was the ultimate torture. Days passed when we might have exchanged no more than a word or two. Some days I didn’t see him at all.


  Nearly a week passed before he finally appeared – quite out of the blue and to my great surprise, announcing himself as I walked through the garden. “Alex.”


  I stopped abruptly feeling his eyes bore into me from behind.


  “Let me see you.”


  I knew what he meant by the remark. No need to turn around, I bent over and raised my skirt to show off my wounded backside. There remained a few places on my bottom where the strap had dug into my flesh enough that red welts and small bruises were still visible on my skin. The rest of my skin was clear without a trace of the rough abuse – except for one spot on my right side where the end of the strap hit and dug especially deep. The mark was small, but dark and deep.


  He reached out to trace one of the wounds with a finger. “Gus did good work.”


  I shuddered deeply from that simple touch, pent-up, needy, grasping at a desire that continued to elude me. Did he have any idea what this simple moment was doing to my sexual arousal?


  “You could easily take another strapping.” I flinched hearing him say this. A warning or just playing with my mind? “Had it been me, it would have been more severe,” he informed me. When I stood upright, he moved closer and began to massage my buttocks with the palm of his hand, and not at all gently, as if he wanted to bring back the pain. I started to object but stopped abruptly.


  “Yes, you’d better stop,” he snapped sharply, “I recall something about your being done with defying me.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Remember how this feels, and know that it’ll happen again.”


  Why again?


  “Someday, my dear, you’ll flaunt your wounds rather than be embarrassed by them.”


  I could feel my body heat rise as he spoke. And when his breath tickled the back of my neck I shuddered again.


  At last he stepped back, motioning me to one of the stone benches in the garden. “Sit.”


  I sat, anticipation burning within. I wanted so badly to begin again and end the wait.


  He strolled about in front of me as if he were trying to decide what to say, although he’d already had that figured out. “You want control,” he declared at last, as he looked off over the garden hedge to the valley below.


  “No, that’s not true,” I immediately objected.


  He turned toward me. “Oh, cut the nonsense, Alex. There’s a conniving little cunt in you who wants to control this drama. If you learned nothing else the past few days you should have realized that.”


  I looked at him with lips pursed, and eyes glaring a bit. “Well, maybe I go for control – but that’s really not what I want.”


  “I’m sure we could argue this for days, but regardless, I’m handing the reigns off to you.”


  What? I was dumbfounded, and waited for him to explain himself, but he didn’t.


  “What do you mean?”


  “It’s your show. You tell me what you want, no mystery, no wondering, these are your fantasies, you’re the master.”


  That’s not the way it’s supposed to be, I thought, totally baffled now. Instead of staying to clarify his intentions, he walked away and I was left alone with my future in my hands, feeling entirely unsure of what to do.


  I swam for days without direction…remembering the strap on my ass, clamps on my nipples, wild orgies, cocks everywhere, pussy in my face…heat, heat flaming my flanks…arrows shooting through my pussy…my body lost to sexual lust…completely lost, no thought, no thought at all, out of control. No! No! No! I didn’t want to be in control! Damn him!


  At night my dreams held me captive, one after another, the darker Alexandra in me fed pictures of perversions to my anxious mind. Over and over again, the startling images fueled my inner fire. My true desires kept knocking at the door of my mind, with me determined to keep that door firmly shut. My efforts were wasted. The desires seeped in all around me, and I knew that I needed to make them real. Time to make my ‘make believe’ happen again.


  I awakened in a cold sweat from the most savage and real of my dreams. I couldn’t contain the lust any longer. It was late, past midnight, but despite the time, I bolted from bed and threw on a t-shirt long enough to cover my ass – the barest minimum of appropriateness necessary in this debauched household. I tore down the stairs in search of Reggie, feeling quite sure that he had not gone to bed. As I expected, he was in his office at his desk, busily occupied with whatever mundane affairs his sheaf of papers symbolized.


  “Sir?”


  “Yes?” he looked up from his work, not at all surprised to see me.


  I sighed, screwing up my courage, and entered. In the next ten minutes I told him everything.


  



  

  Chapter Twenty-two


  


  The evening began not unlike other nights when I was treated to Reggie’s mastery. This night, he seemed particularly on, as if he’d made an extra effort. He was as exquisitely dressed as I’d ever seen him, dark trousers, dress shirt, jacket, no tie. As usual his elegant style suggested the breeding and culture of a most meticulous master. And, if it were possible, his demeanor was cooler and more arrogant than I’d ever witnessed. As was also usual, his brilliant wit and charm held everyone around him captivated. His eyes sparked a little more darkly than I recall, and there was something behind his smile I’d not seen before. I couldn’t exactly define the difference, not intellectually, but there was clearly something in his confidence and intensity that had me all charged up. Perhaps just knowing that I was part of his plans for the evening made me so excited and on edge. It might well be a rough night, but I embraced the thought of that as well.


  His instructions were clear, and I wore exactly what he laid out for me – a skimpy black corset dress made of glove-soft leather. It hooked in front and laced in back, and drew my breasts together, pushing them out the top so that they nearly popped free. When he came to my room to view the results – he was taking no chances this night – he took one look at me and not satisfied with what he saw, he redid the laces himself. He yanked on them hard until I could barely draw a breath.


  “I can’t breathe!” I finally objected.


  He didn’t see it my way. “You’re breathing now, aren’t you?”


  “Barely.”


  He smiled. “Don’t worry, the leather will eventually give a little.”


  I had my doubts. As it was, I feared that as much as he’d pushed my flesh to the top of the corset, my nipples might be popping out any moment.


  Other than the remarkable exposure of my chest and a back slit that stopped just before the bottom of my rear, the dress was plain, no ornamentation and nothing the least bit feminine about its design. It was a slut’s dress – and that was how he saw me.


  I was not invited to dinner, so I waited in my room for his command to bring me to the living room where whatever theater he had in mind would begin. If he was true to his word, this scene would be something plucked from my late night confessions in the den, and could have been any one of a number of possibilities. I mulled it over, but only became more nervous as my mind spun. Trying to clear my head of its wasted imaginings, I turned on the TV and ended up watching some odd reality cooking show – absorbing enough to keep my fear in check.


  In a rare move, he texted me when it was time to go downstairs, short and sweet: Twenty seconds, now. The clock was ticking and I flew out of the room and down the stairs, stopping just before I entered, collecting myself in the remaining seconds. Regardless of what fantasy he chose to enact, my role was clear to me. I would not play the sniveling, groveling slave who’d whimper and roll over like a puppy. I’d be the arrogant bitch, here to be tamed by my master. I needed a man strong enough to master me, to take me down, to assure that I would submit – so that I could find the kind of out of control bliss I longed for. A slave, never! Made to submit, yes. The very idea of being that unleashed and free had me anxious, even a bit nauseous with desire as I moved into the room.


  “Alexandra.” His voice was flinty and cool. “Tell my guests who you are and why you’re here.”


  “I’m told I am an arrogant bitch,” I replied, trying not to sound too bitchy. “I’m here to prove to you that I’m capable of submitting to your command.”


  “But there is no humility in your behavior,” he noted.


  “My apologies, sir.”


  “I don’t need your apologies. I need your surrender. First, you need to earn the respect of these people. To them and to me, you are nothing.”


  I bowed my head. “Yes, sir.”


  I waited as he paced around the room, furtively following his movements with my eyes. I grew more anxious by the moment – certainly part of his plan. “We’re going to return to one of your favorite fantasies, one you wrote about it in your journal in such rich detail. You love to dance, to turn men on as you do. Am I wrong?”


  “No, no sir,” I said, taking a deep breath.


  “You even gave us an example of that a couple weeks ago – although that effort was fraught with anguish, as if I were tormenting you. How about you try again, and get real with it.” His face was positively evil as he gave the command, “Dance slut, make us want you.”


  This time, there was no music to inspire me, nothing but the eyes and the electricity in the air. I tried to let that feeling get inside me, and so I began to sway my hips. At first, my movements seemed unnatural, a bit too forced and mechanical to be erotic at all. Even worse, I made the mistake of catching Reggie’s eye – the cold, critical stare and the judgment behind it. I was failing in his eyes and was certain that any minute I would be hearing some vindictive comment meant to humiliate me further. I dug in, determined not to let that happen. As if my determination was all I needed, I suddenly heard the sexy music from The Tropics playing inside my head. I imagined myself in that smoky bar, with the glaring pink and green neon flamingo blinking behind me. The tension in my body began to melt and my dancing became more instinctive, less mechanical. I was there in the bar again, the center of my body, my crotch, like a magnet for their eyes. I could sense them looking and as long as I didn’t have to look at the surrounding company of perverts I could maintain that dreamy state and perform. The more I danced, the more daring I became. I played the slut, the tramp, the role that Reggie demanded of me. I cupped my breasts in my hands, pushing my tits higher in the dress until both nipples popped out of the bodice. I pinched them to make them grow erect, and when that was not enough to please me, I dampened them with my fingers and blew on them to chill the pinkish-purple flesh. I fondled myself before their eyes, raised my skirt and squeezed my ass. Then there was music, real music coming from Reggie’s speakers, raw, sexy, reggae syncopation and the beat of tribal drums. My head was swimming, my body oozing lust. I could have entertained them all night like this and loved it – a far cry from my previous attempt.


  But above the music and the roar inside my head, came Reggie voice, “Cuff her!” I felt the voice inside my crotch, high between my legs and could have come if he’d only reached up under my skirt and played.


  Two men descended on me with wrist and ankle cuffs, and I danced between them as they buckled the cuffs in place.


  “On your knees,” I heard that distinctive voice again and dropped to the carpet, to my hand and knees, my body still swaying lewdly. By then, the leather dress was bunched up at the middle leaving my breasts dangling beneath me and my ass entirely naked. “Crawl to Elliot, and remove his cock,” the next instructions.


  I found Elliot’s prick already hard; and though I wanted to suck it as soon as I pulled it from his pants, I waited for Reggie’s command before I took it into my mouth. As soon as my lips greeted the swollen head, I heard Elliot speak, “Fuck it, slut,” as he grabbed my head and pushed himself down my throat. I wanted to gag and had to forcefully stop that natural reflex. At least for a few moments he probed me deeply, and I was thankful when he finally backed off a bit and allowed my tongue, and lips and teeth to pleasure him. I ran my tongue around the rim, then down the shaft, then sucked him hard, using my hand and mouth, taking him totally inside, then out again, again and again until I could feel his body starting to tense with the climax on him. Just as he was about to ejaculate, he abruptly pulled out, held my head firmly in one hand and shot his load on my face, letting it splatter everywhere he aimed, until his milky cum ran down my chin and neck and between my breasts. I could feel it tickling me, sticky and thick. The aroma of it rose up around me like a cloud.


  “Crawl to the table and mount it,” Reggie’s voice boomed out, and I was nudged by Elliot in that direction, I crawled forward and mounted the hard wood surface, resting there for a moment on hands and knees – but only as long as it took for Gus to arrive at my side with a paddle in hand. The smooth wood was about four inches wide, and from the moment it connected with my ass, it sent sharp stinging jolts of warm pain through me in every direction. He smacked my bottom with as ruthless a stroke as he’d strapped it days before. I thought he’d never stop, and though I attempted to keep quiet, the pain soon became so biting that I couldn’t stop myself from crying out. When he paused for even a second or two, the pain immediately became erotic. I swayed my hips, inviting him to fondle me.


  “You selfish little slut!” Gus snarled at my display and then whacked me even harder. I knew the man enough to know that he loved every minute of my torment – and strangely I did too.


  Then a twist on the scene I did not anticipate. Reggie’s voice again. “She’s yours to auction.”


  My body instantly recoiled, and I’m quite sure that I gasped, “On no,” loud enough to be heard, but maybe not. I would have expected another smack of the wooden paddle but there was none, no response at all.


  Gus took over from there, while Reggie returned to the side of the room to watch his drama unfold.


  “Go get me the gag, the hood and the collar, and bring them back in your teeth,” Gus demanded, as he nodded to the cabinet of sex toys on the far side of the room.


  My ass was smarting from the warming it suffered, which generated a sensuous tightness as I moved off the table and made the slow crawl across the room. The items required were waiting for me on the floor, and I snatched them like a dog would a bone and crawled back to the waiting Gus. By the time that long crawl was over, I’d become meek, lowly and subservient. As amenable as a sleepy child, I let a buxom blonde dominatrix fit the hood over my head and fasten it to the connecting collar she buckled around my throat. Every small act reduced me further, and once she pushed the ballgag into my mouth, I couldn’t see and I couldn’t speak. Another lesson in surrender.


  “Stand,” I heard the command.


  Moving was painfully awkward, and I felt so disoriented that I was getting a bit light-headed. I must have looked like a clumsy, feeble slave to the watching audience.


  “Now on the platform.”


  I reached out for someone to assist me, and when there was no help offered, I shuffled forward until I stubbed my toes on a block of wood and stumbled forward, catching myself on the wooden platform. Gus smacked my ass impatiently. “Get moving!” I was just angry enough at this cruel treatment to scramble up on the platform and bring myself upright – hoping all the while that I wasn’t too close to the edge.


  “Arms up,” Gus ordered. “Spread your feet.” I followed his order only to have him snap off a terse, “Wider,” as he tapped the insides of my thighs with some sort of implement. My wrists were bound above me as they’d been that day in the den. With my legs spread so widely, I could barely move.


  Suddenly, spotlights blazed against my skin, three, maybe or five of them, it was difficult to tell. The heat felt like scorching flames, and within seconds, I was sweating profusely. The leather dress was tight and sticky, and the cum drying between my breasts itched with an intolerable irritation that wouldn’t be soothed.


  “She’s yours to use,” Gus announced, his voice cruel and meant to cut. “Whoever wishes to begin the torture start bidding.”


  “Seventy-five.”


  “One-hundred.”


  “Two-hundred.”


  Numbers barked from all corners of the room in rapid succession.


  “Let’s see her body,” one bellowed.


  Gus ripped at the strings of my dress, pulling the knot loose and allowing the sides of leather to burst open and my breasts spill out.


  “Two fifty.”


  “Three hundred.”


  “More skin!” someone shouted.


  The laces that held the dress together were quickly loosened, and the entire thing torn away. Naked. On display. Exposed to every eye in the room. I’d been exhibited like this before, but never so anonymously. In many ways that anonymity was comforting – a divine oblivion where it became unnecessary to think. Nothing touched me, not the shouting about the room, the bids, the humiliation, the scorn of Gus’s taunting. I’d been reduced to my elemental self, the animal of my nature craving only one thing – stimulation.


  “Seven hundred and fifty.” Another voice rang out, a familiar one, though I couldn’t immediately identify its owner. It left me with a cold chill. The auction was over and the room went perfectly still. No shouts, no bids, no taunts, no whispers.


  Remove the hood,” I heard Reggie say. “And the gag. You can see who purchased you.”


  The hood came off and then the gag. I was relieved to come back to myself again, but at first the bright lights blinded my eyes and I couldn’t see a thing. A figure in front of me faded in and out, and though I tried to see through the intense light, that was nearly impossible to do until the lights began to dim. As my delirium lifted and my eyes finally adjusted, I could make out the face of the man who would own me for the night.


  There, cold as ice, no flashing smile, no dashing love-filled eyes, there, as cold as Reggie himself, was Will, standing in front of me clothed in a self-imposed blanket of frost.


  Holding out his hand, he helped me from the platform. Then it was a terse, “Down slut!” as he pushed me to the carpet and I was once again on hands and knees. “Crawl!” his next order.


  My wrists were still bound which made the crawling difficult. However, that was of no concern to him. Once I circled the room and returned to his feet, he pushed my shoulders and head to the floor with his foot. I recognized the worn cowboy boots. The creases. The scuffed toes. They’d been broken in a long time ago.


  Leather cracked against my bare ass. Will’s disgusted, “Fucking bitch,” made me wince. I’d never felt such scorn from him, never been called a ‘fucking bitch’. It was personal and it hurt, and I wanted to cry.


  “You call me sir when I speak to you,” he said, as the leather struck my ass again.


  “Yes, sir,” I answered in a breathy whisper.


  “Louder, slut.” And another snap of the leather landed squarely across my ass cheeks.


  “Yes, sir,” I practically shouted.


  He shoved me over with his foot, so I was looking up at his cold face.


  “Do you see this?” he asked, holding a leather paddle in front of my eyes.


  “Yes.”


  He cracked the leather hard against my thigh. “What was that?”


  The searing pain made me almost cry. “Yes, sir!”


  “This is to correct you. When you understand what submission means, our drama stops, not before.”


  


  Will laid me back against Reggie’s large coffee table, where my legs and arms were spread out wide beyond the table and ropes were attached to the rings in my cuffs. By the time they had me stretched wide and tied off, I felt like a pinned insect. No room to move this time.


  I saw Reggie watching from nearby. His face and my desire for him haunted me. I had wanted his mastery and yet once again I’d been denied that fervent wish. And Will, my dear Will, now cold as winter, ordering my torture – something had gone amiss. My body heat was rising and desire burned strong in my gut. But I was confused. I didn’t know which master I desired most. Why were they doing this to me?


  Will looked down at me, half scowling. “You think you can survive this without screaming?”


  I shook my head without actually realizing what I was telling him.


  “Then you’ll have to be gagged,” he said. And before I could correct myself, the gag went back in my mouth.


  My body struggled against the bondage, as much as my mind struggled with the circumstances of this awful ordeal. But as soon as the clamps went on my nipples and the pain began, my mind emptied.


  I closed my eyes and let the punishment come.


  For a time it seemed as if a dozen straps, crops, floggers and crops were laid against my flesh, skinny, wide, soft, hard, caressing and biting. Each left a new sensation, each different, each adding to the raw arousal burning in my crotch. I writhed with pain and want intermingling freely. A deep satisfaction gained hold of me, and though I was frantic and confused, my body begged for more with its wild gyrations, with the way my pussy lifted off the table as if urging my tormentors on. I screamed into the gag, then fell back and moaned. I could feel the climax on me, as close as Will himself. Though just as soon as I was at that critical moment just before the crash, something happened to draw me down – the torment stopped, an intensely sharp pain pulled me from subspace. Will taunted me this way again and again as if he were settling a score, taking his revenge for every bit of pain I’d caused him. If that was his aim, there was much to atone for.


  I could feel the climax on me, about to crest beyond the point of no return. As ready as I was, I was abruptly foiled again. Tethers were loosened, my body freed from bondage and then jostled about until I was on hands and knees again on the floor this time. Elliot lay beneath me with his cock prodding at my cunt, then as soon as it slipped inside, another man was greasing up my ass and pressing the head of his penis into my backdoor. They freed me from the ballgag but only so that a third man could shove his cock into my mouth.


  Surrender came on me fast, total and complete. I gave up any fight as I was banged about with the three men vying to take their pleasure. For a while I was far beyond them in another place, moons beyond this world, then I was back in my body where the reality of their fierce assault was bringing me to the edge of climax again. It came on me in crashing waves, in brutal spasms, from every part of my well-fucked body. They spent themselves inside me, one after the other, come in every orifice. Endless.


  I disappeared again as if withering into nothing. So spent. So weary. And still the orgasm played through me, not one but many, going on as long as there was even the smallest stimulation, and even after when there was none at all. Perhaps I passed out.


  Next thing I knew I was lying on the carpet on my side, alone. The ballgag gone. The cuffs removed. All I knew was my own breathing, and with each breath I was reminded of the rapture that had taken me away.


  I heard the voices first. Just voices.


  And then the light of the room. It was pale, almost gray in contrast to where I’d been. And the people. They were like strangers but curiously familiar, and closing in around me. I almost forgot where I was. The hands that moved across my body were warm and tender, nurturing. I knew by the scent of him that Will was behind me – it had been Will in my ass, very fitting. And now it was Will pleasuring me with his tender touch, his lips on my ear, his kisses along my neck. I was all body in one sensuous cocoon of satisfied bodies around me. I didn’t even try to understand why this was happening. But there was nothing here to shame me or tell this was wrong; there was nothing but pure joy. A blanket of satisfaction descended on me and I was at peace with myself in a way I’d never been.


  I gazed at my captors and tormentors, at my lovers, and at Will, oh yes, Will, thinking of nothing but how perfect this moment was. How they had all been exactly what my fantasies dreamed of, and how intimately loved I was now. Something magical had brought them together to make this happen.


  Feeling immense gratitude I searched for the author of this scene amongst the crowd. But he wasn’t among the naked and the half-dressed, or even those who sat just a few feet off on the sidelines watching. I looked up further to find him at the living room door.


  He stood alone. Clothed and apart from the rest.


  What pierced my peace and satisfaction was not the coldness I’d grown to expect from Reggie, but his sadness. Fleeting, yes. It disappeared quickly; but for a moment I saw it in his eyes and felt it weighing him down. That sadness brought me back to my desire; the desire beyond the physical pleasure to know this man, to have him, possess him and make him mine. In my desire for Reggie, I forgot about what had just taken place. I forgot about Will and the others, about the satisfaction they gave me. I turned instead toward my master, my only master, to Reggie, longing for him still.


  



  

  Chapter Twenty-three


  


  I wanted to ask Reggie about that night, about Will and why he was there, about his motives and why he chose to remain on the sidelines. But I didn’t get the chance.


  


  I could have sworn he’d planted Sophie to arouse my passion for him more, but he denied that. The woman appeared at the house, swooping down like a vulture ready to snap Reggie away from me. In the days after my exhilarating night, while I played Reggie’s perfect hostess, Sophie sat at his right arm at the table’s end and the two would tease and caress and nibble at each other until I was nearly nauseated. She was an old acquaintance and one that Reggie obviously enjoyed with great relish. They rode horses together after breakfast, and after lunch took long strolls through the garden arm in arm. I saw them locked in a passionate embrace and was embarrassed by their fervor. I was equally amazed by a side of Reggie I hadn’t yet seen and desperately wanted for myself.


  “I’m trying to get him to come to my villa in Nice,” she gushed, “it’s gorgeous in summer.” I was lounging at the pool when she descended on my attempt at tranquility. “He used to come almost every year for a month or two. Such a rake he is, could fill twenty beds without batting an eye.”


  I wondered if Reggie had prompted her to make these remarks to me, or was she just cunning by nature? I didn’t think Reggie would be that devious.


  I couldn’t compete with her sophistication or her worldly beauty or charm or sparkling eyes or anything about her. As she stayed on with one day running into the next, I became more irritable. Especially since I wanted to continue with my training. I wanted more of what I’d had that wonderful night, but most of all, I wanted Reggie. Soon my irritation showed. I snapped at Ann during breakfast, and at Heidi when we were by the pool.


  At dinner on the fifth day of her stay, I was unexpectedly placed at Reggie’s left across the table from the conniving Sophie. She talked of France and of house parties she’d hosted with Reggie, and of their mutual friends whose names were familiar because of their fame. The more she prattled on, the more I burned. Envy. Jealousy. Anger. Rather than be obvious, I withdrew into a stony silence. When I could be silent no longer, I spoke sharply.


  “You’re rather proud of your exploits, aren’t you?”


  “Well, I’ve had my moments,” she gushed, unaware of the edge in my voice.


  “Hum. I’d think that a woman of your charm and beauty wouldn’t have to scour two continents of country houses for men. I’d think that you would have them flocking to your door in the South of France.” I punctuated South of France with blatant sarcasm that she surely wouldn’t miss.


  Ann and Heidi giggled under their breaths. Sophie seethed beneath her elegance. Exactly what I wanted. Reggie glared at me.


  “Good!” I thought silently. I was rather proud of myself for speaking up. I knew I was creating a scene, it was what I wanted, a confrontation with Reggie, but I stopped short, lest Reggie’s annoyance turn to real anger. He must have been delighted that she’d upset me, but he wouldn’t allow me to go too far.


  After dinner, there was conversation in the library but I was in no mood to be polite, so I left to stroll around the terrace, stewing in my misery.


  “What the hell’s going on with you?” Though his voice wasn’t particularly harsh, it cut through the night air and my gloom. When I turned to face him, I could hardly see his features for the light that shone behind him from the house. He was glowing. For the first time since the night with Will, I felt energy between us, I felt it coming from him toward me as strongly as it ever had.


  “Alexandra?” he demanded, “I want an answer.” Still not angry, just in need of an answer.


  I stewed for a moment, then blurted out the truth. “I’m jealous. Green with envy, angry, pissed off, totally irrationally womanly out of control jealous. Is that what you wanted to hear?”


  “What the hell do you have to be jealous of?” He sounded genuinely surprised.


  Could he be that dense?


  “Sophie?” he whispered, as he drew a bit closer.


  “You dote over her as a lover. I’ve no reason to be jealous, no right, but I am. I can’t help it.”


  “Interesting,” he laughed. He laughed deep and long. “Some things I plan, some just happen.” He shook his head in amazement.


  “Well, I’m glad my jealousy is so amusing, at least I’ve given you something to laugh about.” I turned my back on him like a petulant child, aware that I was creating this drama; though I wasn’t about to stop.


  “Sophie gushes,” he started. “She’s a vain, impetuous woman and I love to play with her, but I tire of her easily. For all her amorous charms, she’s an uninventive fuck and I gave up common prodding years ago.” He was behind me, turning me around to face him, smiling as he did. Any distance between us had been bridged by his genuine amusement.


  “Now, that is more of an explanation than you deserve. Do you feel better?” He sounded like a reassuring parent.


  I was embarrassed, embarrassed by my jealousy and even more for allowing my feelings for him to be so obvious. I realized that our game was coming to an end, and I couldn’t let that happen, not yet.


  “You know what I want, and I don’t plan to leave until I have it,” I said with renewed arrogance.


  My words created exactly what I wanted. The coldness of the master returned. My body heat began to rise, and I knew his was rising with mine. His smile changed to a sneer. “You haven’t paid the price to have what you want, when you do, then, only then, you might get what you want.”


  I relished his every word, knowing that our drama would continue. I didn’t even care to think about the path he’d take, I only cared that he still wanted to guide me.


  He added one parting comment: “Just remember, Alex, it’s as important that you desire your sexual awakening as much as you seem to desire me.”


  “Of course,” I said glibly, wondering why he’d even think to mention that.


  



  

  Chapter Twenty-four


  


  “Go into the bar, Alex. Sit down and wait, and look your most provocative. Deliberately stare at their crotches or into their eyes. I want them to notice you.” I shuddered at his instructions, just as I shuddered when the drama began again.


  It was the afternoon of Sophie’s departure. I was so glad that she was gone that when Reggie dressed me in a simple camisole and skirt I would have agreed to do anything. We sped off in the yellow Porsche, heading toward town. The feeling was glorious, the speed of the sports car feeding my warm pulsing crotch. There were so few times I was alone with Reggie, I could hardly contain my excitement.


  Flashing neon greeted me at the door as I entered the bar. A familiar sight to me now, and hardly cause for much concern. There was music, low and jazzy, and dancing on the small polished dance floor, and enough patrons to keep me from standing out. I gazed around at the polished bar and the wooden stools and the lounging men waiting for a woman to strike their fancy. It seemed as good as any place to practice conquering my fears. I was happy to see that the fear that had once gripped me in such circumstances was only a shadow of its former self.


  As I swung my ass onto the tall bar stool, my skirt rose up high on my thigh. High enough for my bare crotch to caress the leather seat. To look alluring required a casual easy attitude, bedroom eyes and moistened lips. I licked them as my eyes caught the gaze of a man at the end of the bar. He was tall and lean and a little bit wild looking, rough around the edges. He gave off a confident vibe – not out to prove a thing.


  We made eye contact several times, and then I smiled demurely, just before I turned and looked the other way.


  Next thing I knew, he was at my back, tapping me on the shoulder.


  “Let’s dance,” he said. I smiled demurely as I looked him in the eye, then followed him out to the dance floor.


  Several fast dances got me warmed up, then during a slow one he reached around and grabbed my butt, and pushed it into his groin. I murmured a little to let him know I liked that. I liked the feel of him, his hands, the smell of this breath, and the earthy scent that reminded me a bit of Gus – though he was not like Gus in any other way.


  “I’m Henry,” he finally introduced himself.


  “Hi Henry, I’m Alex.”


  “So, Alex, how good a time are you looking for tonight?”


  I shrugged. “Just wanted to meet a man who intrigues me.” This all seemed very easy. Shivers ran the full length of my body as we touched. And he wasn’t about to stop. We must have danced for at least an hour without stopping, the seduction moving rapidly forward. He started to kiss me, on the lips first then down my neck. My body tingled with want. His cock was rock hard. I could imagine myself screwing him all night. He stroked the sensitive flesh at the base of my ass, and fondled me there, realizing that I wore no panties, just the usual garter belt and nylons Reggie demanded. I sensed the others in the bar watching the slow seduction and I hardly cared. I certainly didn’t flinch, and there wasn’t even a trace of panic attempting to thwart my plans.


  Any minute I expected Henry to suggest we leave for elsewhere, though I wasn’t sure this was what Reggie had in mind.


  “You fucking slut!” I heard the words first, then the burning in my arm as Reggie pulled me away from Henry’s close embrace. When my blue-eyed master slapped my face, I staggered back free of both men.


  “Get your fucking hands off of her!” Henry came to my defense.


  Reggie didn’t budge. Though he’d stuffed his hands in the pockets of his leather jacket.


  “Get in the car,” he ordered.


  I stood frozen, too bewildered to move.


  “Alex,” Henry sounded like another Reggie. “I don’t know who you are, but Alex is with me tonight.”


  “Get in the car,” Reggie said again, evenly. “You’ve got a hell of a lot to answer for.”


  I looked from one to the other, then quickly retreated to the table and grabbed my purse. Dashing to the door, I cast a hasty but well-intentioned apology in Henry’s direction.


  “What the fuck,” was his astonished reply, and the last thing I heard as I walked out.


  Once on the street, I stopped to catch my breath, leaning back against the brick façade, letting the clear night air cool my emotions and the raging burning in my sex. I couldn’t guess Reggie’s motives, so I waited passively for him, sure that he would enlighten me when he finally came through the door.


  He was laughing as he emerged, grabbing me by the hand. “C’mon, let’s go.” He opened the door of the Porsche to let me inside, then climbed in himself, and we roared off, Reggie chuckling to himself.


  “You were magnificent,” he finally said.


  “What?”


  “It was a damned cruel joke, but you won, and won well.”


  “I won? What?”


  “You beat your paper dragon.”


  “Forgive me, Reggie, but I really don’t understand.” The car was dashing madly toward some unknown destination, so was our conversation. He set me up to attract a man, and then when I did, he slapped us down. Obviously, he wasn’t really angry, quite the opposite.


  “Don’t you realize what you’ve done?” he asked, amazed. We pulled into the drive-in line of a fast food restaurant.


  “I’m not sure.”


  He laughed again, almost exasperated. He ran his hand though his blond hair and sighed. “You didn’t panic tonight. You hardly flinched. And you enjoyed every moment. You’re fast becoming exactly what you want to be.”


  I took a deep breath trying to absorb his words. He seemed more friend than master, and that seemed strange. It wasn’t right. Our drama was crumbling around me and that was frightening.


  Reggie ordered for us at the drive-up window and we took the burgers to a park. He’d thrown a coat over my skimpy clothes and we ate sitting side by side on a park bench, as easy as two teenagers out for a snack. It was odd to be with him in an atmosphere completely opposite from the elegant suppers we had been sharing for the past weeks. But as nice as the idea was, I couldn’t stop the feelings of anxiety that were crowding into me.


  “Alex, you realize, you don’t need me anymore,” he finally spoke as he finished off his burger and threw the papers into the trash.


  I’m sure he meant it as a positive, but his words were daggers going straight for my aching heart. We were really over? Over without the piece I most desired?


  “But I want you.” I must have sounded as if I was begging – and I really didn’t care.


  He quickly turned serious.


  “And I want you, too, but it’s not a simple thing for me. There’s a darkness in me that burns to have you. You want to make love; I want to torture you, punish you, to fuck you as a beast before I ever make love to you. It’s either all or nothing, and frankly, I’m afraid to even start, afraid it might rip us both apart.”


  I wasn’t really sure what he meant by all that, but I could feel my body react with desire and my pussy growing damp with the thought of everything he’d said.


  “But isn’t that what you’ve been doing? Venting all that darkness.”


  “I’ve not forced myself on you. I’ve forced you on others. I’ve given you what you wanted, I’ve helped you create what you’ve wanted to create. But how much have I taken for myself?”


  He was right. Not once had he indicated in any way that he’d been sexually fulfilled by my submission to him. He didn’t use me himself. I could only guess that he took his pleasure privately. I’d begun to wonder if he ever fucked at all.


  “I do want you, Alex. But you have to accept my terms. You’ll have me unrestrained and I’ll be there for me, not you. Giving yourself to pleasure me, you must give unconditionally and without hesitation. You will submit – I won’t have it any other way. Don’t go eagerly accepting my offer because in your fantasies you see some romantic finale for us. I don’t see that outcome at all. I’d think long and hard before you agree to anything.”


  I knew that I’d moved beyond the awakening innocent that had arrived at his doorstep some weeks before. We were equals, and he was defining our roles and I had to choose. I knew what choice I’d make; there wasn’t any doubt in my mind despite his caution. Yet giving myself over to Reggie’s desires, to all the pieces of his complex manhood was the scariest scenario I’d face. He was right. I’d go beyond my own created fantasies and enter into the world of his fantasy. It was a different kind of ‘out of control’. I’d no longer be in charge. I had to remember how terribly angry I’d become when our sex games first began. The balking. The hesitation. The endless confusion. Would that happen again? I would think about it, of course I would, but I knew what I had to do, and I think Reggie did too. I couldn’t stop myself.


  I stared into the empty space in front of me as if in a trance. “Reggie, I can’t turn back,” I finally managed to say. I spoke so softly I wasn’t sure I actually voiced my thoughts aloud until he answered me.


  “I didn’t think you would. But you have to understand that the drama has changed.”


  “I do understand.” Only then did I dare look at him.


  Our eyes met and he peered at me just as he had on the night of my initiation by Elliot. It didn’t take him as long to find what he was searching for this time.


  “Good,” he replied. “Finish your hamburger and we’ll see if there’s a decent movie across the street.”


  With the decision made, the inner storm in me seemed to settle; an unexpected but certain peace calmed the simmering agitation that had not left me since the first moment I laid eyes on this incredible man.


  



  

  Chapter Twenty-five


  


  I expected the extraordinary.


  I was not disappointed.


  “Your car arrives at 8:00 p.m. Shave yourself clean and wear these.”


  I hadn’t seen him in two days, his note startled me.


  As I slowly removed the soft pubic hair from my sex, I could feel the sexual heat inside me rise and my pussy moisten. I stood before the mirror with the shaving cream tickling my mound. With each stroke of the sharp razor, I became more exposed, more vulnerable and bold. Just as I was finishing, I had to pause for a moment as a sudden orgasm had me writhing against my hand even before I could wipe the last of the cream and hair way.


  I felt weak afterwards, but was still aroused. I looked at my naked body in the mirror, seeing my soft full labia between my legs, and the inner lips of my cunt peeking red and rosy beneath. I’d never seen myself this way, never been this completely exposed. I thought of Reggie, and how I would give him everything tonight. Even things I’d balked at before would be available to him because I was making myself a gift to him.


  I struggled with the thought of wearing the clothes he laid out for me. Seeing them, I had to wonder where he’d take me, certainly someplace away from the safety of the house, and that gave me reason for concern. But this was Reggie’s show not mine, and I knew above anything else that he’d protect me.


  Athena helped me lace myself into the tightly cinched corset. It was made of chains, little chains that fit snuggly around my torso. They were anchored into a leather waistband, while attached to the bottom of the waistband were leather straps that ran snuggly between my legs, parting each side of my smooth pussy and opening it to the air that caressed the sensitive flesh. The chains were not tight enough to cut flesh, but they did rub against my skin, a constant reminder that I was Reggie’s property and this night belonged to him. I liked to think that even though he was the author of the drama, and I just an actor in his play, that this was my dream too. I was a bottomless pit of desire, and though there was a great deal of mystery and intrigue shrouding the master’s plans, I greeted the night like a welcome friend.


  Once Athena was gone, I finished dressing before the long mirror, slowly raising the sheer black stockings over my long legs and fastening them to the chain garters that hung from the bottom of the corset. The black stilettos were at least five inches high. Once on my feet, they lifted my body into a graceful profile. I gazed in the mirror, a bit in awe of what he’d made of me. I was not only taller but more statuesque, and the effect only added to the explicit sexuality.


  He’d chosen small diamond studs for my ears, which added just enough sparkle to complement the silver and black feathered mask that covered nearly half my face. There was something comforting about that mask, as if I’d put on a new persona, a magical guise that would allow me to open the door of Reggie’s underworld and transform myself into a mystical animal. He certainly had a flair for drama, one that matched my own.


  Did he see me as an exotic beast, an exquisite bird, or something altogether new that only he could bring to life? Perhaps the mask hid my true identity, but I liked to think that it only brought out the beastly beauty inside me. I was almost disappointed that I wouldn’t be traipsing through the house so exotically attired. However, for the sake of some degree of modesty there was a flowing silk cape that completely covered my outrageous costume and the exposed body parts. As daring as I might have been while alone in my room, I was actually relieved that Reggie didn’t expect me to walk into the world so scandalously attired. Instead, I descended the stairs as an elegant woman going to some elaborate costume ball.


  A black limousine was already parked outside the house, but to my surprise Reggie was not inside. I slid into the back seat at eight o’clock sharp, and rather than wait for Reggie to join us, the driver sped away. Even he was a mysterious element of the night – someone I knew or a stranger? I had no idea, with a black glass partition separating the front seat from the rear of the limo.


  I settled back into the leather comfort listening to the piped in music – a sexy rock beat that had me ready to dance, although that was not a feat I could accomplish in the close quarters of the limousine. Beside me on a small table was champagne and cherries, luscious tastes befitting of the evening. I downed one glass, poured a second and within minutes I could feel the alcohol working, my brain a little buzzed. I wondered about Reggie, about how he’d look, his manner, his attitude, and what he had planned for the night. I told myself that I was prepared for anything, but the fact was, I wasn’t prepared at all. I had no idea to what depth his fantasy would take me. Of course, that was the point, wasn’t it? Tap into my fears, arouse myself with the unknown. Titillating, yes, but terrifying at the same time.


  When the car came to an abrupt stop, I peered through the dark windows, shocked to see, not some luxurious mansion before me but a crumbling old building, a warehouse I guessed, one dark and forbidding and ancient, with history behind it and mysteries I couldn’t even fathom.


  This was definitely not the place my fertile mind imagined.


  As the limo door opened, I looked up to see a man in a suit wearing a black hood – all too reminiscent of an executioner. Reggie certainly hadn’t spared the theatrics. I offered him my trembling hand, and as his warm one helped lift me to my feet, a shudder of fear raced through my body – one so deep that I might have sank back in the limo and asked the driver to take me home. I’m quite sure Reggie’s unwavering command of me was all that kept me moving forward. I was instantly transported back to that moment in The Tropics when I chose to run rather than face my fear. Oddly, once this mystery man pulled the cape back off my shoulders, my urgent anxiety seemed to fade. I was entirely exposed now. The drama had finally begun. If some car were to pass by at that moment, or someone were to walk through this distressed neighborhood they would have seen a masked woman of regal bearing clothed only in chains, nylons and stilettos. Sadly, no one passed through the deserted place, and there was no one to see my amazing transformation.


  My unseen guide bound my wrists together behind me and pushed me forward through the warehouse door and into a building that had been trashed some time before. We worked our way through a maze of rooms, up and down stairs and deep into the interior of the nasty decaying structure. Rather than disgust me as it would in the light of day, my journey intrigued me. Each step, each staircase, each door I walked through brought me closer to the scene I had been waiting for.


  At last, we entered a room that was entirely bathed in shadows. My guide stopped me there, and as he backed away, a dozen figures in masks and leather and chains emerged from the darkness to surround me. Then with no greeting or introduction of any sort my arms were unceremoniously raised high and fixed to a beam above my head. My hands and legs were spread wide. The masked figures pawed me, each one a surreal animal. As their attention to me continued I began to relax and allowed my mind to drift from the anxiety to the sensations of that incredible moment. I was almost orgasmic just from the sensuous limo ride, the cool night air and suspenseful walk through the warehouse. And now this intimate attention could have taken me to the brink within seconds. I sensed that the surrounding phantoms knew that. They backed off and refused to take me where my body wanted to go.


  I hung there waiting, seeing several other women and men who were similarly displayed. Then the sound of leather striking their flesh, and groans and screams filled my ears as they rose above the pounding music that already played my body like a sexual instrument. I could hardly wait for them to attend to me with their whips. My body craved the sharp feel of leather on skin, the pain and their attention.


  I heard myself begging the moving figures around me, as I struggled to be noticed. I urged them with my writhing body, murmuring, “Oh, please,” a dozen times over, groaning all the while.


  “You gotta want it more, bitch,” one masked and leathered form suddenly snarled at me. He pinched my labia hard and walked away.


  “Please,” I pleaded.


  A hand abruptly slapped my face. I felt the force of the blow travel erotically down my body. Opening my eyes, I found myself staring into Reggie’s cold blank face. He was the only unmasked person in the room.


  For the first time in my long journey with him he was about to take me. No more games, no more waiting, no more giving me away to someone else.


  “I am going to torture and punish you, slut. I’ll pierce you so that you can never forget that I have mastered you.” With his gaze dark and his voice distant, he had only one more thing to say. “I fear you’ll regret ever having wanted me.”


  I met his threats not with fear but desire. Everything he said to me only raised my body heat higher. And there was no way I could imagine regretting this night or any of the others that I’d endured at his hand.


  With a fresh burst of passion, I baited him, seething, “You fucking bastard…” in a low growl. I was certain to increase the fire of his passion with my own.


  My scheme worked.


  He clamped my nipples while staring coldly into my eyes. I felt the challenge in them and came right back, my body now an inferno of lust all aimed in his direction. Without hesitation, methodically, meticulously and deliberately, he worked me over with every tool he owned. Through the gloomy darkness I could see them laid out on a table before me, taunting me. I lusted after each one. He walked around me with a leather thong and rapped it playfully against my skin. He slapped my bottom with his hand, a brisk sting rising instantly. He used his tawse and crop and cane, then laid a razor strap hard and fast where his tools had just reddened my flesh. I could feel the heat of this fine torture making my body scream to the point where the spasms in my crotch wouldn’t stop. They went on and on, each spasm fueling the next.


  The strap on my naked ass burned me so that even when he stopped, the heat from it continued on, the scorching sensations spreading everywhere.


  And then the cat o’nine tails.


  All my fantasies were laden with Technicolor pictures of the effect this instrument would have on my bound body.


  “You ready for this, my love?” He held the leather handle before my eyes so I could clearly see the nine thin cords dangling ominously before me. He snapped it at his side with an air of authority that chilled me to the bone. His naked tightly muscled torso was sweating with his own heat. His leather pants, fitting like a second skin, showed off the bulge in his crotch. I wanted what resided there, expecting his erection to be large and very hard.


  He gave me only a moment to relish the sight of him. After cracking his instrument of terror against the floor again, he moved behind me and began laying it against my wanting body. At first his strokes were light, almost delicate, enough to have me mesmerized. Then he ran the leather cords over my skin, teasing me as if he were using a feather on my aroused flesh. Just as I relaxed into the heavenly feeling of those nine tails, he abruptly cracked them furiously against me, sending searing punishment to every corner of my body and bringing tears to my eyes. His blows hailed down on me one after another in succession, five, six, seven. I lost count.


  Just as suddenly as it started, he stopped.


  I was left with an incredible nothingness for several seconds with my body still jerking from the spasms he’d raised. I wanted more. This was hardly enough.


  But he was finished for the moment. He grabbed my cunt, shook it hard, probed it with his fingers and pinched my clit until I could barely stand the pain. One last cruel shake of his grabbing fist and he backed off.


  “There will be more,” he said, and he walked away.


  


  I waited an interminable time, while minutes of delirium and dungeon music and dungeon noise climbed right down to my core and shook me as hard as Reggie’s hand. I craved more release, more punishment, more of the divine abuse. I wanted it deeper and more severe. And as if it was just another of my own creations, I was rewarded for my thoughts when the ‘cat’ struck again, this time with greater force, the snap, the bite, the sting, the pain, over and over were everything I desired to satisfy the raging unmet need my fantasies had been aiming at for so long.


  He finished off the punishment with several blows that made me scream at the top of my lungs in a joyous abandon, and I collapsed against myself, finally knowing it was over.


  Done, Reggie moved rapidly, tightening the clamps on my nipples; the shooting pain enlivening my cunt even more. I craved something beyond. I knew what it was, did he? When I caught his gaze he answered my silent pleas decisively.


  “You’re ass may be blushing madly, Alexandra. But I cannot ignore this,” he said, not coldly, but with fiery passion. He had his hand at my pussy, holding it so tightly; if I’d had just seconds more of his grasp, I might have exploded right there against his palm.


  As he spoke to me, there were others around me, removing me from the beam and lowering me to a table. My legs were spread, my pussy splayed and with a smaller ‘cat’ Reggie flailed my softest, most vulnerable flesh.


  I groaned and cried, letting my wails reach beyond the walls of this old edifice perhaps; and yet, I couldn’t deny the pleasure that began to build into a startling climax. And then, before I knew what was happening, Reggie was between my legs with his cock plowing into my pussy. He was large, filling me full, opening me wide. I gasped loudly. His thrusts were like some dark heaven of pleasure, deep at the core of my desire. Within seconds I was about climax again; and then we were lost, just another cock, and me another cumming cunt joined in this instant of release. I heard him grunt, then the groaning cry of pleasure I so longed to hear. We remained suspended in that moment for what felt like an eternity – although it was likely just a few brief seconds.


  As the sensations slowly began to pass away he withdrew from me.


  I didn’t see his eyes; he wasn’t looking at me.


  Reggie gave me little time to bask in the pleasure, or to be bothered by his lack of attention to me after our mutual orgasm. A cold splash of liquid that smelled medicinal suddenly hit my hot cunt. I spasmed again feeling the contrast of hot and cold, but was soon overcome by a tingling pain at the lips of my cunt. Reggie stood between my parted thighs, his hands gloved in latex, the glint of a needle in one. With eyes keenly focused on my crotch, he tugged the fold of flesh above my clit, then pinched it tightly between thumb and index fingers and ran the needle through the slip of skin. The stinging burn was instantaneous but over quickly. Left inside the thin folds of my sex was a tiny ring, his mark on me. The satisfaction and the justice of his act made me smile. I wanted more, more of him now that I belonged to him.


  Before I could breathe easily again, I was removed from the table and turned over so that I was bound on hands and knees at cock height again. From this submissive position, Reggie took me in my ass, pummeling me hard without thought of how hard and mean the taking might be. For as much as I’d been worked over, I was still not prepared for the violent force that claimed me, but rather than protest, I welcomed the wildness of his spirit, something quite unlike the well-controlled Reggie I knew. However, he gave me little time to savor the moment. Just when I thought I was full enough, a cock forced its way into my mouth, then another after that, and another, until I became nothing but a toy for them to use. Rather than protest as I might have weeks before, I surrendered. I eagerly welcomed all that entered me. I have no idea how many men took me that night. There was nothing that I wouldn’t gladly take because this was Reggie’s fantasy and for that reason, I was pleased to be so thoroughly used. The orgasms crescendoed and fell away, crescendoed and fell away – a dozen times perhaps. I wasn’t counting. Once the men had been satisfied, the anonymous others drifted elsewhere, exiting the dungeon. I would never know them, never be able to thank them for their attention to me. They left silently, taking with them the security of their numbers.


  When they all slipped away except for just one, I realized that it was Reggie and me together at last alone, exactly what I wanted most.


  My desire bloomed once again as my imagination demanded something more. Exhausted in the most satisfying way, I was ready to be caressed and kissed and tenderly soothed, ready for nurturing and softness to complete the cycle of sexuality, just as Will and the others had done for me on that night many days before.


  


  When he came to me, I was still on hands and knees, but by only the most tenuous balance. His first touch was a gentle stroking, making me aware that every inch of my body had been roughened by hands or whip or strap or whatever other instruments. Reggie’s hands were a welcome counterpoint.


  He lowered me to a mattress, a clean contrast to the grungy interior of the room. And then he kissed me gently on the face, my eyes, my cheeks and lips, beginning a slow meandering trail to my waist.


  It should have been beautiful and sweet. It should have aroused me again in a softer way, like the same soft ending that had brought me back from the far out places I’d been when Will had taken me to that lovely place beyond. It should have been the final fulfillment for Reggie and me.


  But it was not.


  I waited for that miraculous something to happen, for the heavens to descend on me with a fierce kind of love, the kind to match the fierce sex we’d just shared.


  However, something was missing.


  I was in love, or at least I thought I was. I assumed there was a possibility that he loved me in return.


  But there was no passion behind the gentleness, no tenderness that spoke to me of love. Only form, only movement as practiced as any skill could be. It was clear that he was uncomfortable, comforting me. And unsure. This was not what I expected, nothing like the fantasy my mind worked so hard to create. I longed for other hands. Ones whose passion for gentleness matched the passion for severity. The longer Reggie was there beside me, the more strange and unwelcome his attention became. I became uneasy and angry. He was ruining everything, and I despised him for his ineptness.


  “What are you doing?” I suddenly blurted out. This was all wrong! I shook him off and rose from the mattress, wanting to be anywhere but in his company.


  Months worth of high expectations crashed into the reality of this awful moment and I had no idea what to do.


  He looked up at me dispassionately. Not sorry, not apologetic, not seeming to care. For a moment, I saw in Reggie that same sadness I’d seen during that amazing night with Will; the same sadness that had torn me away from Will and the others, and the gentle affection they offered.


  “Damn you!” I whispered. I didn’t know what else to say.


  He shook his head, only then a little sadness appearing in his placid expression. “I didn’t want you to choose this, Alex,” he said.


  There was a fury simmering in me. “Why didn’t you tell me?” My own eyes bore down on him as his often had bored down into me.


  “I thought I did,” he replied, “maybe not in so many words, but I did warn you. Even if I’d given you a stronger warning, would you have listened?”


  Of course, I wouldn’t have.


  “Truth is, I really had no idea how this would end. It was a gamble on my part as much as yours. I was willing to gamble one night to see if perhaps you were right about us and I was wrong.”


  A gamble! A gamble? I wanted to scream. At him, and at myself for believing that this paper doll of a man could have anything of substance behind his well-enacted dramas; for having illusions that there could even be the perfect master of my fantasies, that there might be such a man who could engineer my awakening, and could love me, too. I knew now why he was so distant, so cold. There was nothing more to the man than his finely executed theater.


  He sat on the mattress as I paced the room, looking at the crumbling walls, at the brick and mortar lying strewn about the floor.


  “You could have said something.”


  “You wouldn’t have listened,” he repeated.


  He was right. I was far too caught up in my fantasies to see him for what he really was. I sighed deeply, letting all the emotion, all the disappointment fall away. He did what I wanted him to do for me, why should I expect anything more?


  “Why?” I asked.


  “Why?” he returned.


  “Why did you even agree to this knowing what I was hoping for?”


  He looked at me with surprising frailty, fleeting though it would be.


  “I suppose that there is part of me that keeps hoping I’ll break through my facades and find something deeper than the games.”


  I was tired and exhausted, and for lack of anything better to do, I sank back down on the mattress at his side.


  “But you never do?”


  “No, I don’t.” He shrugged. “You’re much braver than I am, Alex. I could never take a journey of the heart like you’ve taken with your sexuality.”


  “I don’t believe that. If I could create myself as I am, so could you create what you want,” I pleaded with him.


  “I gave up, Alex, I gave up trying to change long ago.”


  “And yet you haunt yourself with the possibility of tenderness and love?”


  “Only in moments like these. And I don’t let them happen very often. Just with the few like you.”


  For the first time, I was beginning to feel something real from him.


  “But, my dear, there’s always another Alexandra waiting. And while you’re off ‘happily ever after’, I’ll be doing what I do best and in some small way enjoying it.” There was that aristocratic triumph in his voice. That self-aware resignation, that acceptance of his fatal flaw. It almost resurrected the desires I’d once felt for him, but that would never really happen.


  His previous advice about wanting my sexual awakening as much as I wanted him came back to haunt me. I could be grateful now. He’d taken me everywhere I’d wanted to go and left me a woman of choice, not fear, a woman prepared to combine lust of the body with the lust of heart. I couldn’t be anything but grateful for that.


  Reggie helped me remove the garment of chains and slip into soft leggings and a billowy silk shirt. Before I dressed, I felt the ring that pierced me. I smiled at him as I felt it dangle against my clit.


  “The ring, it’s really for me, not you,” I acknowledged.


  “Yes it is,” he agreed.


  “But that was one fantasy I never told you about.”


  “You didn’t have to,” he snickered.


  “I didn’t have to tell you a lot of things,” I added.


  “What I lack in ability to love, I make up for in my ability to discern each woman’s private passion. And frankly, Alex, you were so easy because you desire so much. There was no way I could fail with you, at least in that regard.”


  There was something tender and genuine in him now, but it didn’t exist beyond his dramas, and I needed more. I gazed around the strange room. I didn’t want to forget anything about my weeks with Reggie. But I knew that my time with him was finally over.


  “I’m ready to leave,” I said.


  “I’m glad,” he replied. “If you stayed any longer, I just might have changed my mind.” He was laughing lightly.


  I was satisfied with his small admission. He wouldn’t forget me, that I knew.


  The cool breeze of the dying night greeted us as we left. It would be morning soon, and I’d once again begin a new adventure.


  



  

  Chapter Twenty-six


  


  Walking up the apartment steps, I placed my key in the door and opened it. I hated most of what I saw. I’d tear the curtains down, recover the sofa, throw away the doilies and the hearts on the wall. They’d be replaced with bold colors, rich wood, and some decent art. I wasn’t the same sweet and gentle woman that had left so many weeks before. Maybe moving would be easier.


  And yet, something in the room caught my eye. Out of place. A bowl. A blown glass bowl filled with fresh fruit – I’d seen it before. Beside it a bottle of Merlot. And the apartment that should have suffered from lack of care was clean. In the refrigerator was fresh food, vegetables, fruit and pasta sauce.


  Will.


  I’d wondered all day about us, about what had really happened in our relationship and where it would go now that my obsession with Reggie was over. The apartment said it all.


  I was flying out the door, down the stairs and rapping on his door. “Will!” I shouted. I couldn’t wait to see him.


  Then his face appeared and he greeted me with the most amazing grin.


  “So, you’re back, huh?”


  I threw my arms around him, hugged tight, and felt his body melt into mine. Oh yes, this was where I belonged! What a crazy means to discover that fact. What an amazing man to allow me the time and freedom to discover the woman inside of me. Not the fantasy woman but the real one.


  I knew we’d be in bed together that night – or maybe we’d just roll around on the floor from my place to his, between a feast of spaghetti and wine and fruit and love. The possibilities had me giggling. We could create a million dramas and feast on lust forever. It was a moment of perfect bliss – though one I suspected would change over time. Nothing ever stays perfect, does it? But I had in Will what I needed most in a man. Thank god I’d finally come to my senses. He’d give me the darkness and the fire, but he’d also give me love. And all of that, I would willingly return.
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