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Hypnotryst

(a look inside)

From the Patient Case History of Susan Richards

Dr. Tamara Watkins, PhD, ABPP, APA

Tuesday September 30th, 2014

(EDIT: At this point in Susan’s narrative, she slides down lower in her chair and lifts her skirt. When she opens her legs, I can see a moist spot on her panties. She slips her fingers beneath the waistband and begins to masturbate – slowly at first, but with increasing vigor as the heat of her narrative rises. TW)

(Transcribed from voice recording.)

TW: What’s the woman doing?

SR: Nothing. It looks like she’s passed out. Ryan pulls me back away from her and lifts my ankles over his shoulders. I look down and I see his cock for the first time, the head swollen and purple, twitching and throbbing against my open pussy lips. I don’t know whether I’m ready or not, but I know I only have a few more seconds to decide. Ryan is stroking my breasts and lightly pinching the nipples. I can’t think straight and I’m having trouble focusing, but I know I want more control of the situation, so I reach between my legs and grab his cock around the middle.
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Anxiety?

From the Patient Case History of Susan Richards

Dr. Tamara Watkins, PhD, ABPP, APA

Tuesday September 16th, 2014

(Transcribed from voice recording)

The time is 3:15 PM and the date is Tuesday September 16th, 2014. This recording is for the case history of a new patient, Susan Richards, case number 2014-133-TW.

Susan Richards M.D. is a thirty-three-year-old woman who lives with her husband and two young children. She presented to me for a routine psychiatric evaluation after a surgical incident resulted in the near loss of life of one of her patients. The hospital Morbidity and Mortality Board of Review found no fault on the part of any of the surgical staff, and after consultation with Dr. Richards, I believe she harbors no guilt over the incident and see no indicators of resultant anxiety or depression. In my opinion, the incident has not impacted upon Dr, Richards’ ability as a doctor and surgeon; I recommend that she continues her work uninterrupted.

Dr. Richards also complains of irregular periods of heightened anxiety (not aligned to her menstrual cycle) resulting in a sense of reduced well-being, which she claims is chronic and unrelated to the abovementioned incident. Although she has previously treated the anxiety through the use of prescription pharmaceuticals, she expresses a desire to explore an ongoing therapeutic treatment through counseling.

──────

This is an interesting case. Let me see if I can get the facts in order, because depending on how this plays out, there may be a Case Study in it. Freud is often discredited and lambasted for maintaining that all neuroses are rooted in sex. I have a little plaster bust of ‘The Father of Psychoanalysis’ in my consulting room, so it’s gratifying to at least occasionally come upon a case where he turns out to be right!

Let’s start with the woman herself. Susan is a thirty-three-year-old Anglo-European woman. She has a petite build – about 5’3” and 115lb – and since it may bear on a case involving sex and self-image, I would describe her as strikingly beautiful. She has blonde styled hair cut just beyond shoulder length, dainty features, and a classically elegant sense of personal grooming.

Susan is a bright and engaging conversationalist with a sharp wit and a playful sense of self-deprecation, which she used to advantage to alleviate the potentially awkward first meeting with a psychiatrist. She articulated herself clearly using clinical language familiar to medical professionals, and she answered questions spontaneously without displaying any symptoms of the anxiety of which she complains. Actually, that’s not entirely true. She did exhibit some symptoms of thought-block when recounting her early … but I’m getting ahead of myself. For now, let me present the facts in the order they were presented to me.

The exchange that follows occurred after the initial psychiatric evaluation when Susan explained that she would like to discuss her irregular bouts of anxiety. At this point, I had laid to rest any question of lingering psychological stress from the incident that precipitated our meeting, and had judged her very well equipped to handle the stresses of a life in medicine.

──────

(TW plays a recording from the consultation with Susan Richards.)

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: If you had to theorize, Susan, what would you say is causing your feelings of anxiety?

SUSAN RICHARDS: I was hoping you could tell me! (laughs)

TW: I know. But I want the complete picture of your experience. I promise you I’ll make my own deductions using everything I learn.

SR: Well, I don’t know that I’ve thought about it that much, but I guess I’d say it’s work. That’s not very creative though, is it? I suppose everyone moans about work.

TW: Why do you think work would make you anxious?

SR: Well, you know, it’s stressful, I guess. It’s probably the same in your field. Every day you have to deal with seriously sick or injured people. And I do surgeries once a week, so I’m placing patients in potentially life-threatening situations. That’s gotta weigh on you, right?

TW: Sure. Like last week? You almost lost a patient in surgery.

SR: I suppose so … I mean … it was stressful; it always is when a surgery doesn’t go to plan. But it was just one of those things, not something that any of the team could have anticipated. But we followed a process – everyone knew what they had to do – and we got a good result … under the circumstances.

TW: But it could have been worse.

SR: A lot worse, yeah! There wasn’t much wriggle room between life and death. We could have done everything right and still lost the patient; it’s not like it’s never happened before.

TW: So you have lost patients. And have those situations brought on the anxiety?

SR: Um? I’m not sure. I don’t …? I don’t think so. I mean, if you’ve got a good team and follow the process, make the right decisions and you still lose the patient then there’s not a lot more you can do. You can’t beat yourself up over it. Sometimes you just have to accept that bad things can happen. Those risks are always present and it’s the price of being a doctor.

TW: Susan, I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to answer straight away with the first thing that comes into your head. Don’t think about it first, okay? Just a quick answer. Are you ready?

SR: Shoot.

TW: Do you enjoy your work?

SR: I love it.

TW: Tell me about that.

SR: Well, there’s a lot of job satisfaction. It’s probably the same for you. You see people at their worst and then help them get better. And it’s not exactly thankless either, people don’t much like being sick or injured so they’re very appreciative of the person who makes it go away. I’ve got a whole cupboard full of champagne bottles that were gifts from patients and a drawer full of perfume. The only thing I can keep up with is the chocolates, and that’s because my boys know where I put them.

TW: So the rewards are the main thing?

SR: Well, they’re one thing. But there’s the variety of meeting new people, solving new problems, and there’s always new science to learn. So it’s stimulating and it never gets old.

(EDIT: There is a short pause in the recording at this point while I allow Susan time to reflect on her answer. TW)

SR: What is it?

TW: What’s what?

SR: Why are you smiling?

TW: I was trying to reconcile your description of your job with what you said earlier about it being the cause of your anxiety.

SR: Oh! I guess I didn’t make it sound all that horrible. But it can be stressful.

TW: Oh, I don’t doubt that. Not every procedure goes to plan and not every patient can be cured, but stress needn’t be debilitating. If we have the right coping mechanisms then it can be affirming. Stress challenges us. It drives improvement and makes us better doctors.

SR: And you think I have the right coping mechanisms?

TW: I think if you didn’t then you’d probably describe your job differently.

SR: So what do you think is causing it?

TW: Your symptoms? Well, I haven’t observed them yet. You told me you’re suffering from anxiety; tell me more about that. Can you describe it?

SR: The anxiety? I just don’t feel happy, I suppose.

TW: Do you mean depression?

SR: Oh, I see. No, it’s not depression; I don’t feel down. I just feel … worried?

TW: Worried about what?

SR: That’s the thing, nothing! Nothing I can put my finger on, anyway. Sometimes I just feel like everything’s not okay … like I should be doing something about it.

TW: But nothing specific?

SR: No. Nothing specific. Just … worried.

TW: So, a decreased sense of well-being, would you say?

SR: Yes! Oh, you’re good! That’s exactly how it feels.

TW: Or a decreased sense of self-worth?

SR: No! The first one! A decreased sense of well-being. I don’t feel worthless; I feel like I could do something about it if only I knew what it was.

──────

Just listening to that exchange again reinforces to me that there is no causal relationship between Susan’s work and her anxiety. At this point, I was considering two possibilities: either a generalized neurosis such as Anxiety Disorder, or a proximal cause that I was yet to discover.

Like I said earlier, it was Freud who tried to connect all forms of neurosis to sex. I wasn’t trying to make that connection in the exchange that follows; I just got lucky when Susan misunderstood my question.

──────

(TW plays a recording from the consultation with Susan Richards.)

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: Susan, can you describe the impacts of these feelings on your life or your work?

SUSAN RICHARDS: Hmm. I don’t know that they do have any real impacts. I can still function, if that’s what you mean.

TW: What about work? Can you still do your job properly? Do you make any mistakes? Or have difficulty relating to patients?

SR: No, not at all. It’s almost the opposite; if I’m feeling worried then work is like a calming influence. I think maybe it distracts me from whatever I’m worrying about.

TW: Really?

SR: Mmm. You know, the idea that work was causing it is starting to sound silly now. I don’t even know why I thought that way anymore.

TW: Sometimes it’s hard to see clearly when we stand too close. What about socially? Can you still relate to other people? Communicate? Empathize?

SR: Umm? Sometimes I don’t feel much like socializing. I guess I need to be in the right mood to go out and have fun.

TW: Would you say the anxiety impacts your ability to experience enjoyment?

(EDIT: There is a protracted pause in the recording at this point. TW)

TW: Susan?

SR: I’m sorry? What was the question?

TW: Do you think your anxiety impacts your ability to experience enjoyment?

SR: I don’t think so. I mean, I like going out with girlfriends and having a few drinks and a few laughs. It’s fun.

TW: But not when you’re anxious?

SR: I don’t know about that. Not feeling like going out isn’t the same as not enjoying yourself. I think I probably would enjoy myself if I socialized when I was symptomatic, but I choose not to.

(EDIT: There is another short pause in the recording at this point while I allow Susan time to reflect. TW)

TW: Is that all?

SR: Umm? Yes, I think so. Why?

TW: You paused for a while earlier when I asked whether you could experience enjoyment. What were you thinking about?

SR: Oh, it was nothing (laughs). I just misunderstood the question.

TW: What did you think I meant?

SR: Oh … it’s … um … embarrassing.

TW: Promise I won’t laugh.

SR: You’d better not! (laughs) Not at your charge-out rate!

(EDIT: Another short pause while Susan reflects. TW)

SR: I thought you meant sexually.

TW: That the anxiety affects your ability to enjoy sex?

SR: Mmm. Silly, right? Must have it on the mind.

TW: Does it affect your ability to enjoy sex?

SR: No … maybe? No, definitely no. Sex isn’t any different when I feel anxious.

TW: Why the ‘maybe’? Is it usually good or usually not so good?

SR: Umm? That’s a difficult question. You know how they say sex is like pizza?

TW: Even when it’s bad, it’s still pretty good?

SR: Right. So I’m not saying I don’t like sex, because I do like it. It feels great.

TW: But not as great as it could? Or as great as you think it should?

SR: Mmm.

TW: So you’re heterosexual?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And sexually active?

SR: Well, not right at this minute! (laughs) But yeah, my husband and I have sex once or twice a week.

TW: But you don’t always experience a climax?

SR: No.

TW: What percentage of the time would you say you orgasmed?

SR: Um … about zero.

TW: “About” zero?

SR: Well … exactly zero.

TW: What about masturbation?

SR: What about it?

TW: Do you often achieve orgasm through masturbation?

SR: I don’t really masturbate. I mean, I know people say that and it’s supposed to be a lie, but I don’t. I just … I guess I just can’t find the right motivation.

TW: What do you mean by that?

SR: Well, you know how you’re supposed to think of something sexy or watch porn or something? There’s nothing that really interests me enough to do it. I mean, I’ve tried, but no … outcome, if you take my meaning.

TW: So have you ever experienced an orgasm?

SR: I don’t …? I don’t think so.

TW: You don’t sound sure.

SR: Umm? It’s not the sort of thing you’d forget, right? And I’m quite sure I haven’t, but somehow it feels like I know what I’m missing. Like I know what it should feel like. Is that weird?

TW: Everything to do with the human brain is at least a little bit weird. That one no more than most.

SR: Do you think it’s important?

TW: Whether or not you’ve ever experienced an orgasm? No. But whether or not you experience them regularly? Yes, it’s important. I’m not saying it’s the cause of your anxiety – that would be taking it a bit far – but sexuality is a very important part of what it means to be you, and when your sexuality is compromised, then the impacts could be unpredictable.

SR: Please tell me you’re not writing out a referral to a gigolo.

TW: (laughs) No! Oh my goodness, I wish I could! I’d self-prescribe myself to an early grave. No, I think there are other things to try before calling in the big guns.

SR: Like masturbation? I don’t think that’s going to work. I think the inclination has to be there first.

TW: Actually, I agree. No, there’s something else I want you to try; something that might help address the inclination issue. Have you ever read any erotica?

SR: What, like Barbara Cartland? Steamy romances and bodice rippers?

TW: Kind of. But knock it up a notch. Short stories with a simple plot and a lot of graphic sex.

SR: Um, sure. I guess I’ve seen that kind of thing, but not a lot of it.

TW: Have you ever tried writing a sexy story?

SR: Never. (laughs) Have you?

TW: Well I’m going to give you some homework. I want you to write a short story, a fantasy. Just make up some sexy characters and then let them do whatever they want to do. Don’t let them be constrained by relationships or societal norms or the risk of pregnancy or disease. Just let it flow without thinking about it too much.

SR: What do you think that will do?

TW: What I hope it will do is allow your subconscious to let you know what it finds sexy. By making it about characters on the page, I want you to be able to disassociate with them, and since it’s about them and not about you, you might be able to break through whatever is blocking your fantasies.

SR: What if I don’t have any fantasies?

TW: Then we’ll deal with that. But can you try this first?

SR: Hmm. I suppose. Do you want to read it?

TW: Not if you don’t want me to. I think it’s a good exercise just on its own, but I also think it might be instructive if you let me read it. And on that note, Susan, our time is up …

(EDIT: Playback terminated. From here we just closed up the session and made a new appointment. TW)

──────

I would like to have had more time to pursue this thread, but I suppose it can wait until next week. A woman who does not experience orgasms isn’t all that noteworthy, but one who has no sexual fantasies is curious indeed. I think it is very worthy of further exploration. Of course, it may turn out not to be the case; she may well harbor fantasies and she’s just unwilling to share them. But somehow I don’t believe that to be the case.

This is an intriguing case, all right. I look forward to shedding some more light on it next week. I hope she takes my assignment seriously.


II

───Ξ───

How Did That Make You Feel?

From the Patient Case History of Susan Richards

Dr. Tamara Watkins, PhD, ABPP, APA

Tuesday September 23rd, 2014

(Transcribed from voice recording.)

The time is 3:45 PM and the date is Tuesday September 23rd, 2014. This recording is for the case history of Susan Richards, case number 2014-133-TW, follow-up consultation number one.

This is very exciting! To have a breakthrough on just our second session is more than I could have hoped for. It’s not a breakthrough yet, of course; I haven’t shared my conclusions with Susan, but I am very confident that I’m on the right track.

I want to find a way for Susan to discover this knowledge herself. It’s strange that she hasn’t done so already, and points to possible repression and thought-block. Sexual identity is integral to our sense of who and what we are. Right now, she still identifies as heterosexual, and if I force the truth upon her then I risk jeopardizing her continued cooperation, and I may actually set her condition back even further.

Argh! I’m getting this out of order again! Today’s session coincided with one of her anxiety attacks so I was able to witness it first-hand. How lucky – for me, that is, not Susan. It didn’t seem to affect her thought stream or speech, but it was noticeable in her general bearing and manner; she had lost that free and witty vitality that I noted in our first session.

The exchange that follows was recorded today. I was anxious to take the opportunity to discuss her symptoms and look for a possible causal link. Sadly, I deferred last week’s line of questioning on her sexual history and fantasies, but having now read her first attempt at erotica, I shall return to that subject on her next visit, because I am quite certain that the root of her condition lies there.

──────

(TW plays a recording from the consultation with Susan Richards.)

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: So you’re feeling symptomatic right now?

SUSAN RICHARDS: Uh-huh.

TW: And are you feeling saddened?

SR: No, just worried.

TW: Worried about what?

SR: I don’t know. But that worries me too.

TW: Kind of a vicious cycle.

SR: I know it sounds like that, but it’s really just this other thing; the thing I can’t put my finger on. I feel like I should be doing something. Like an opportunity is getting away from me.

TW: When did the symptoms start?

SR: It was yesterday. I just woke up feeling like this.

TW: Monday? The twenty-second?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Did you have anything planned for Monday?

SR: Just work. A regular day.

TW: And you went to work?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And how did you function? Did you feel impaired?

SR: No, not really. It felt better, in a way. You know, to have something else to focus on.

TW: And you had no other plans for yesterday?

SR: None. But I couldn’t sleep last night and ended up working on that story you asked me to write.

TW: Oh really? Good for you. And how did you feel when you were writing?

SR: Better. It was fun, actually. I haven’t written fiction since high school. I think I might have gotten better at it since then.

TW: I do want to talk about the writing project, but it might have to wait until next week, because we should explore this episode while you’re still symptomatic. So you had no plans for Monday that might have been worrying you. What did you do on the weekend?

SR: Nothing much on Saturday, just some housework. And Sunday was the kindergarten family day barbecue.

TW: You volunteer on the committee at the kindergarten, don’t you? Was that stressful?

SR: Not at all. I’m Secretary, so I didn’t have any responsibilities on Sunday. I just brought a salad and gossiped with the other moms.

TW: And how do you feel about those sort of functions?

SR: I look forward to them, and this one was fun. I met some new people. I haven’t laughed so hard since I was a teenager.

TW: Ha! I think I’m going to the wrong kind of kids’ barbecue. Mine aren’t anything like that much fun.

SR: Oh, this one wasn’t either. It was just one person: Anna. The first thing she said to me was to tell me to go “eff” myself. (laughs)

TW: And how did that make you feel?

SR: I almost wet myself laughing? (laughs)

TW: You thought it was funny?

SR: You had to appreciate the context. She thought I’d just propositioned her. Sexually, I mean.

TW: And had you?

SR: No! (laughs) That’s why it was funny. She was doing a breast exam, but she wasn’t doing it properly and I offered to help. It just came out wrong.

TW: And how did it turn out? Is it troubling you?

SR: Oh, God no! We had a laugh about it. We giggled like a pair of schoolgirls, actually.

TW: And you parted on good terms?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Did anything else out of the ordinary happen?

SR: Umm? No, I don’t think so.

TW: Don’t think so? Are you sure?

SR: No, nothing unusual. We just had a laugh.

TW: And then you woke up the next day symptomatic.

SR: Yeah. Strange, huh?

(EDIT: I sensed there was more to Sunday than Susan was telling me, but at the same time I didn’t believe she was lying to me, so I felt a continued direct approach was unwarranted. TW)

TW: Let’s talk about your history. You told me last week that you’ve been experiencing these episodes for a long time.

SR: Uh-huh. Since before I was married. It would have started at college, I suppose.

TW: Do you remember the first episode?

SR: Not specifically, I don’t think.

TW: Did you move away from home to go to college?

SR: I did. I was eighteen when I moved out. Then I lived in a sorority for a couple of years before I got a place with some friends.

TW: Moving away from home can be very trying. Were you worried about it?

SR: Not really, I was excited to move out. I loved college life.

TW: Do you think your symptoms started about the time you began college?

SR: Hmm? I don’t think so. The first time I can remember noticing that I didn’t feel right, my roommate was telling me I’d been a sourpuss for weeks. She wanted to set me up on a date to snap me out of it, so it must have been after I broke up with my first boyfriend, and that was in third-year.

TW: Was it a traumatic breakup?

(EDIT: There is a pause in the recording at this point while Susan considers the question. TW)

TW: Susan?

SR: You know, I don’t remember. I think we just drifted apart. I’m not holding a candle for him or anything. To be honest, I can’t even picture him.

(EDIT: Playback terminated. The interview continues in this vein for the remainder of the session, however there are no revelatory moments or points of interest to the case. Before she left, Susan reminded me about the writing exercise and offered to let me read her story. It was most revealing, and I will attach it here in the transcription of the case file. TW)


III
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“The Warrior Queen”

by Susan Richards

Sasha made her way through the camp with her message, conscious of the many eyes upon her – some with suspicion and some with lust, though she feared none. Every warrior knew she was the handmaiden of Anja, and whether out of respect or fear – or possibly both – none would dare to waylay her and risk the warrior queen’s wrath.

In a camp of a thousand olive-skinned soldiers, Sasha was doubly conspicuous – not just for her sex, but also her blonde hair and clear, milky skin. As a foundling left at the gate of the old king’s fortress, Sasha’s pale features were more than rare in Gennaíos, they were unique; although some travelers claim to have seen her like in lands far beyond the mountains to the north. Adopted by the old king’s servants and a companion to Anja since birth, Sasha lived a protected life enjoyed by few women in this land torn by war and ruled with a bloody sword.

With the last light bleeding out of the day, she found the soldier she sought. He was no more than twenty summers out of his mother’s womb – so barely more than a boy – but with the broad, muscled chest of a man and those narrow hips that appealed to her mistress. Conversation around his fire ceased as Sasha approached, and while his companions stared hungrily at her bare legs and midriff, the boy himself looked into her eyes – another quality that no doubt singled him out to the warrior queen.

She pressed the medallion into his hand and whispered into his ear. “When the evening star has set, and not a moment before.”

He nodded his understanding but said nothing, and Sasha again felt many eyes witness her retreat, and she heard a great many whispered suggestions of how she might be used should she choose one day to stay and entertain them rather than returning to the security of Anja’s rooms. Sasha considered what might happen to her if her mistress was ever felled in battle; what the men might do if she was no longer protected by the mightiest sword in Gennaíos. She shivered at the thought, but not with any real sense of fear. It was said that Anja was invincible. Sasha didn’t believe that to be true; she had seen Anja disarmed by her teachers many times as a child and knew it to be possible, but she also knew that no man had knocked the sword from her hand since her first time of blood – now almost twenty summers past.

Sasha returned to the abandoned cottage. With just three rooms and no doors, it was badly in need of repair, but it was also the only permanent structure for miles and set at the top of a rise, so it was easily defended. The accommodation was really no better than Anja’s tent, but if she did not use it then some soldiers would, and it was difficult enough to keep the peace in a thousand strong army without petty in-fighting. Walking straight past the posted guard, Sasha stopped before the door.

“I return, my queen,” she announced to the shadows within.

“Come in, Sasha,” called her mistress. Sasha entered; she noticed that Anja had already removed her bracers and shoulder armor. “Will he come?”

“I think so, my queen,” Sasha smiled inwardly, knowing that this façade of seduction was a game that existed only in Anja’s imagination. In truth, no man of her army would dare to deny her. “Do you wish to bathe before he arrives?”

“I do.” Her eyes showed the satisfaction of having her wishes pre-empted. “Thank you, Sasha.”

Anja rose and walked towards her blonde companion. Although lithe and slim and the same height as Sasha (a full head shorter than most of her soldiers) the two women were in no other way alike. The warrior queen had waves of lustrous black hair that fell to her shoulder blades; it was tangled now from her day’s exertions, but later Sasha would brush it to a sleek and glowing river of darkness.

She worked to loosen the laces of her mistress’s battle corset, pulled to its tightest about her tiny waist, but open almost to the garment’s limit at the top to contain the musculature beneath her arms and the fullness of her breasts. Sasha slid her long and clever fingers beneath the corset, gently peeling the leather away from the flawless olive-brown skin before lifting it over Anja’s head, leaving her naked to the waist with just the Valkyrie’s skirt of leather straps to cover her sex. Not for the first time, Sasha wondered what effect that sight had on her enemies as her skirts lifted with whirling and leaping swordplay. She admired her queen, but felt she herself could never be so brazen.

She drew a dipper of hot water from the pot in the hearth and added it to the cold she had drawn earlier for bathing, then kneeling face to face, Sasha wrung out a cloth and began to gently wash her mistress’s body. Starting at her brow, she wiped slowly around the dark pools of Anja’s eyes, knowing they were staring into her own even though Sasha was unable to meet her gaze. Wetting the cloth again, she smoothed it over high and regal cheekbones and back behind the dainty shells of her ears, and then following the strong line of Anja’s jaw, she cleaned forwards again, finishing softly around the queen’s full and parted lips.

Sasha washed the warrior queen’s smooth, toned curves, lifting her full breasts to wipe the day’s sweat from the creases beneath them, and when Anja parted her thighs, Sasha dipped lightly and efficiently beneath her Valkyrie’s skirt to wash that part of her which would no doubt be introduced to the young warrior this very night. She finished by anointing her mistress with an oil of her own concoction – made from olives and jasmine and just a breath of rosemary – which she rubbed with practiced ease into Anja’s lean muscles until her brown skin shone in the candlelight like the harvest moon.

“Will that be all, my Queen?” Sasha asked, hoping to be dismissed before the boy arrived.

“Thank you, Sasha,” she said, touching the blonde woman tenderly on her upper arm. “I know the travel is hard on you, but it is such a comfort to have another woman to care for me.”

“Thank you mistress,” Sasha bowed and retreated. Loathe to waste warm bath water, she took it to her own chamber where she bathed quickly before it cooled, and then enjoyed a modicum of luxury by dotting some of her own scented oil on her neck beneath her ears.

Sasha heard a challenge from the guards outside followed by a short conversation in which she could not pick out the words, and then the muted tread of sandals on wood as the soldier entered Anja’s temporary home. The ruinous state of the cottage played to Sasha’s advantage; leaning to a hole in the wall over her pallet bed, she was able to peek through into the main room where Anja – bare breasted and shining like polished bronze – rose to meet her visitor.

“My queen,” the young man fell to a knee, holding out the medallion. “I came upon this coin in the camp. Since it is not mine, I have come to add it to your royal treasury.” Sasha noticed his hair was slightly wet and finger-combed. She silently congratulated him for having the good sense to bathe before presenting before the queen.

“Rise, warrior,” Anja commanded softly, standing before him. The young man did so. Sasha had not noticed his height when she saw him seated earlier, but the top of the queen’s head reached barely to the shelf of muscle across his chest. With one hand on that broad expanse, Anja reached with the other beneath the leather straps of his battle skirt. “Many men covet my treasury,” she said in a low contralto. “Is that coin the only treasure you offer for me to place inside it?” Sasha saw the cords along Anja’s forearm flex as she squeezed and massaged what she had found beneath the soldier’s skirt.

The young man took a quivering breath. “I am your servant, my Queen,” he said in a remarkably even voice. “Anything I have is yours.”

“Well I should like to earn my prize, warrior,” she said, releasing him and taking a step back. “As you shall have to earn yours.”

“My Queen?”

“Do you find me beautiful, my warrior?” she asked, combing her raven hair back from her temples. “Would you not have me as a man has a woman?”

“I find you exquisite, Majesty,” he whispered. Sasha waited for more but was not surprised when nothing came; no man before him had dared give voice to his desire for the warrior queen.

“Well draw your sword,” she commanded, stepping back further and drawing her own weapon from the scabbard leaning beside the hearth. “Cut me or disarm me and you may have anything else of your choosing. My body is yours to take in any of the ways men speak of in hushed tones.” Sasha saw the young man step back into a defensive pose with his right hand on the hilt of his weapon. “But should you lose,” Anja smiled, “then I shall take you in a way of my choosing.”

“My Queen,” he said, his hand still on the hilt of his sheathed sword. “But I dare not cut you.”

“Then you’d best hope to disarm me,” she said, stepping forward with her blade raised, pointing it at his neck. No doubt having heard of the queen’s games around camp, the warrior quickly adapted and drew his own weapon, touching it to Anja’s to begin the bout. “But you needn’t spare your blade,” she continued, “for Sasha will patch up the loser while the winner reaps her spoils.”

Sasha had not witnessed Anja fighting on the field of battle, but by all accounts her duels were rarely as long as this one, itself no more than two dozen strokes of each sword. Giving away massive advantages in reach and strength, Anja pirouetted away from the boy’s blade where she could, and deftly deflected it away from her body where she could not. Biding until a moment when he was off-balance from a deflected blow, Anja stole forward and nicked the outside of his thigh in a place where Sasha had shown her, a place from which it was almost impossible to bleed to death. Anja pounced again as he stumbled backwards, and with a flick of the wrist almost too fast to see, she twisted the sword from his grip and then propped the flat of her blade between his ankles, sending him sprawling to the floor after his weapon.

She stood hipshot and victorious over her fallen opponent’s chest with the point of her sword a finger’s breadth from his neck, and even in his peril, Sasha saw his gaze flick from Anja’s eyes to the shadows beneath her battle skirt.

“The difference between victory and defeat can be just a single stroke,” Anja told him in the voice of a master instructing a wayward pupil. “And the same measure may separate the agony of frustration from the ecstasy of fulfillment. That shall be your second lesson tonight, my warrior, for a single stroke is all I require of you before you are dismissed.” The young man listened with interest, but limited understanding, entranced as he was by the almost-naked, glistening beauty of the warrior queen standing over him.

“Loosen your skirt,” she commanded. From his supine position on the floor, the young warrior unbuckled his battle skirt and laid it open, revealing an impressive manhood that was rapidly firming to peak hardness. “And now mine,” Anja husked, standing over his chest as she peeked behind at her prize. His arms the length of the small queen’s legs, the warrior reached up and unbuckled her skirt with shaking fingers. He drew it aside and placed it on the floor, his eyes never shifting from the glistening slit of Anja’s sex, open and ready from the excitement of the swordplay.

Naked now, Anja turned her back on the young warrior and dropped to her knees straddling his stomach backwards, the tip of his shaft twitching with anticipation before the wet and open entrance of her sex.

“Sasha,” she called. “My soldier is cut and in need of your attention.”

Sasha jumped with surprise from where she observed the naked couple in secret, but long service to her queen had conditioned her response. In an instant, she collected up the clean dressings and tools she used to treat Anja’s very occasional wounds and rushed to her queen’s side, her cheeks burning with embarrassment to be in the presence of their very obvious arousal.

The wound was no more than a scratch, and Sasha had no doubt that was exactly what Anja had intended, such was her skill and accuracy with the sword. Sasha quickly wiped away the blood and then washed the wound with a clear spirit that she distilled from rice wine, causing the boy to flinch from the sting of the alcohol.

“Hush,” Anja commanded, bucking her hips and squeezing her thighs as if coaxing a horse to gallop. The movement brought the tip of his throbbing shaft to her entrance, her soft pink lips closing greedily around the head. The soldier couldn’t see what either woman was doing, but he was not insensible to the warm wetness closing over the tip of his manhood, and it reared and bucked with anticipation, stretching Anja’s opening and nestling deeper inside.

Sasha pressed a clean cloth over his wound, which had all but stopped bleeding. Anja placed her own hand over the top, her brown skin contrasting sharply against Sasha’s milky complexion in the candlelight.

“Now, a single stroke of my sheath is all he has earned,” Anja explained. “I should like your assistance to make sure I keep that promise.” She took Sasha’s free hand and brought it to the soldier’s shaft, guiding her fingers to close around the girth with her thumb extended; that digit followed the line of his member pointing directly towards the head, now invisible and buried between Anja’s supple folds.

Sasha drew a shuddering breath. Anja had never involved her in the love-play, and although she had seen the warrior queen with naked men before, she had never been with a man herself, so this throbbing, rearing bar of flesh in her hand was easily as frightening as it was exciting.

Rocking slowly forwards onto her knees, Anja allowed herself to be impaled, the first two inches of his thick shaft sliding effortlessly into her steaming core. The young man gasped and flexed his hips in passion, and Sasha’s fist – now pressed into the soft pad of Anja’s lips – was the only thing stopping him from entering further.

Sasha looked up into her mistress’s face. With eyes lightly closed and lips parted, the warrior queen wore a beatific expression of ecstasy and desire as she gently rocked her hips to feel the soldier’s shaft stirring inside her. Sasha saw that the pad of her extended thumb was almost touching that special place at the apex of Anja’s slit, a place Sasha had discovered with delight on her own body, and knew to be wonderfully sensitive to erotic contact. She moved her thumb slightly in service of her mistress’s pleasure and the effect was instantaneous and beyond her expectations. Releasing a low, plaintive gasp, it seemed to knock the queen’s breath from her body as if from a blow. Her spine loosened and she fell forwards over Sasha, balancing her forearms on the blonde woman’s shoulders and resting her cheek against the top of her head. Rhythmically, she ground her sex against Sasha’s thumb, finally allowing it to slip inside her. She hugged Sasha tighter as her delicate sheath stretched to accommodate both warrior and handmaiden alike.

Sasha’s dedication to her queen was complete, and to see her taking such pleasure from the small assistance she provided was exciting beyond measure. She could hear the telltale signs of an approaching climax in Anja’s labored breathing, and as the queen rocked and arched her back, it brought the dark, pointed peak of one full breast to Sasha’s lips. With thoughts only of serving her mistress, she took the nipple into her mouth, sucking it between her teeth and gently nibbling the tip. Anja’s arms closed around her neck; she cried out in passion, pressing Sasha’s face into the soft embrace of her breast, unleashing a ragged, inhaled cry as her climax crested.

Feeling that this was the moment she had been asked to facilitate, Sasha released the soldier’s shaft and allowed Anja to fall back onto it, filling her to the hilt with its rearing, throbbing power and driving a raw, lustful scream from her laboring chest. Sasha held her queen tightly in both arms as her body twisted and bucked in the uncontrolled throes of orgasm, allowing her to keep her promise that the warrior would be permitted just one stroke of her silken sheath. But the young soldier needed no more than one; the heat and pressure of the queen’s sex and her tiny writhing, form impaled on his shaft was enough to bring him to his own climax. Sasha heard his hitching breaths and then as he cried out, she pushed back on Anja’s almost limp body, just in time for him to spray his seed in great arcing ropes over her naked breasts and stomach.

Locked in each other’s arms, Anja focused briefly on Sasha’s blue eyes with a grateful look and then softly kissed her lips in thanks. Sasha smiled back at her Queen. This was an unexpectedly intimate moment; she wondered whether anything would ever be the same between them.

──────

(CASE NOTE: TW 9/23/2014 – My interpretation of this story; the Sasha character from whose perspective the story is told is clearly Susan. Sasha/Susan is for the most part unemotional through the course of these events, however the passionate and evocative descriptions belie this detachment. That Susan is repressing homoerotic thoughts (fantasies?) is obvious. Is she also repressing some previous homoerotic experience of her own? Such repressed memories might explain her feelings of anxiety. And what of this latest anxious episode? What was the name of the woman she encountered on the weekend? Anna? I must tread very carefully in our next session.)
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I May Have Misread the Signals

From the Patient Case History of Susan Richards

Dr. Tamara Watkins, PhD, ABPP, APA

Tuesday September 30th, 2014

(Transcribed from voice recording.)

The time is 3:35 PM and the date is Tuesday September 30th, 2014. This recording is for the case history of Susan Richards, case number 2014-133-TW, follow-up consultation number two.

I think I had a breakthrough with Susan today. The erotica that she wrote last week indicated some internal conflict between heterosexual and lesbian fantasies. Even though the story contained a man and woman engaged in an ostensibly heterosexual act, the flavor was definitely lesbian – or bisexual at best. The male character of the soldier was a mere shadow compared to the vivid and colorful descriptions of the women – especially Anja – and the narrative was at pains to point out that Anja’s orgasm was achieved almost completely under Sasha’s ministrations.

It is interesting that a woman who declares herself to be heterosexual would write such a fantasy, although it is by no means unheard of; the fantasies we like to think about are not always aligned to those we would actually like to perform. This writing exercise really only becomes significant in light of Susan’s other symptoms, namely the periods of anxiety as well as the episodes of thought-block that I witnessed during our interviews.

Since re-reading her fantasy I have listened again to the tapes of our two previous sessions to review the context around those incidents of thought-block. The first when she was confused about whether she had ever achieved orgasm, and the other about the breakup with her college boyfriend. Prior to today’s session, I had no inkling that these two were related, and I would probably still be in the dark had I chosen not to follow up on the first one.

Combined with her confused sexuality, these thought-blocks pointed to probable episodes of repressed memories – or at least repressed thoughts – which were manifesting in anxiety as they clamored for the attention of her conscious mind. With Susan’s agreement, I wanted to see what she would remember or reveal under hypnosis.

What follows is the recording of that session, beginning immediately after I had induced the hypnotic state.

──────

DR. TAMARA WATKINS: How are you feeling, Susan?

SUSAN RICHARDS: Mmm. Good.

TW: Relaxed?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Any anxiety.

SR: Mmm. No. I feel good.

TW: That’s great. I want us to talk about some things that maybe you don’t want to think too much about. Will that be okay?

SR: Umm. I’m not sure.

TW: Well just remember that you’re in your very safe place and nothing can hurt you. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Do you remember in our first session, I asked whether you had ever achieved orgasm?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Do you remember what you told me?

SR: Uh-huh. I said ‘no’.

TW: And then you told me something else. Do you remember what that was?

SR: I said that I know what it should feel like; like it was familiar.

TW: That’s right. Do you still feel that way about it?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: I want you to think about that feeling for me. Concentrate on what you think an orgasm should feel like. Can you do that?

SR: Mmm. Okay.

TW: Tell me about it.

SR: Um … it’s sort of a breathless, flying feeling. Like when you lean back on a chair past the tipping point, that weightless, scary feeling in your chest? It’s like that, except it starts in your groin, and you can feel it spread out through your thighs and your bottom and your stomach as you go past the tipping point.

TW: That’s actually a pretty good description. Did you read it somewhere?

SR: Nuh-uh. I’ve felt it before.

TW: When was that?

(EDIT: There is a pause in the recording as Susan does not respond. TW)

TW: Susan? Do you remember when you last had that feeling?

SR: I don’t think I want to remember.

TW: I think it would be good for you to remember. I think not remembering might be one of the things causing your anxiety. Now, are you still in your safe place?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Nothing can hurt you in your safe place. Not even memories. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Susan, I want you to try to remember for me; when did you have that feeling of an orgasm?

SR: It was … at college. At a party.

TW: Were you with your boyfriend?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And did the two of you have sex?

SR: Umm? I think so, yes.

TW: You think so?

SR: I was pretty drunk. It’s not very clear.

TW: But you remember the feeling of an orgasm.

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And you were with your boyfriend?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: And did he do something you especially liked?

SR: Umm … I’m not sure. I don’t think so.

TW: Did you do anything different? Something you don’t do with your husband?

SR: I … I don’t think so. It’s blurry … confusing. It’s hard to concentrate on.

TW: Hmmm. I want to try something different now. I want you to take a trip with me.

SR: Where are we going?

TW: We’re going to go back to that party to help you remember what happened. Is that okay?

SR: Um … can’t we just watch from here?

TW: Not if you want to remember. If you want to get better, then I think we need to go there to remember what happened. But there’s no need to worry, I’ll be right there with you.

SR: (sighs) Okay.

TW: How old were you then?

SR: In third year at college? Um … twenty-one, I think.

TW: Okay Susan. I want you to imagine you’re holding a huge bunch of helium balloons, okay? You’ve got so many of them they lift you up into the sky. Can you feel that?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Now you’re going up, high up into the sky. And the higher you go, the further you can see. But it’s the past you’re looking at, and as you go higher, you can look further and further back in time. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: You can only see last year right now, but you’re still going higher. Now you can see your kids being born …

SR: Oh, yeah!

TW: And now your wedding. But you’re still going higher. Now you can see your graduation. We’re nearly there. In another moment, you’ll be able to see your time at college, when you were twenty-one. Can you see it yet?

SR: Um … yes. I can. I can see it.

TW: That’s great. Now we’re going to drift on the wind. We’re going to drift toward that time. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Good, Susan. That’s great. As you drift, I want you to let go of the balloons one by one. And with each balloon you let go, you’ll be a year younger and a year closer to twenty-one. So have you let one go?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Now you’re going down. Slowly down towards twenty-one. Can you let another one go?

SR: Okay.

TW: You can still see all the way to twenty-one, but now you’re closer. Keep letting go of the balloons one by one and we’ll drift, and we’ll get lower. Are you getting closer?

SR: Uh-huh.

TW: Okay, I’m going to count down from ten, and when I get to one we’ll be there. We’ll be at your college when you’re twenty-one. Okay?

SR: Okay.

TW: Here we go. Let go of some more balloons. Ten … nine … eight … seven … we’re getting close now … six … five … four … almost there … three … two … one … and here we are. It’s the day of the party, and you’re getting ready to go out. Are you ready to do that?

SR: I guess.

TW: Take a look in the mirror. Tell me what you see.

SR: Oh wow, I’m so young! My hair’s still long and I’m wearing way too much make-up. Oh, and a to-die-for little black dress! It’s short and slinky and makes me look like I have hips. The bodice is really low-cut in a shallow vee that stays up on its own, but it has these sheer chiffon shoulder straps so you can dance without having your boobs pop out.

TW: Wow, it sounds sexy. Are you planning on having a good time tonight?

SR: I hope so. I think …

TW: What do you think?

SR: I think tonight might be the night. Last night I let Ryan put his hand under my dress. And I felt his cock through his jeans.

TW: You haven’t had sex with him before?

SR: I haven’t had sex with anyone before.

TW: But you think now the time is right.

SR: I think so. We were both pretty excited last night. It was hard to stop, but I wanted it to be special.

TW: It wasn’t special last night?

SR: Not really. We were just making out in his car.

TW: Okay. Now I want you to fast-forward to the party. Tell me what’s happening.

SR: Oh, umm, okay. Well, there are lots of people and it’s at someone’s house. There’s music playing – it’s The Rolling Stones, Sympathy for the Devil – and there are lots of couples dancing and more on sofas and arm-chairs, necking and feeling each other up.

TW: What are you doing?

SR: We’re dancing. Slow and sexy. Ryan has both arms around me with his hands on my backside. I’m holding him tight and I can feel his cock pressing into my stomach. I go up on tiptoes to kiss him, but I really just want to feel it move against me. I’m so horny.

TW: Do you think you’re going to have sex?

SR: Uh-huh. I’m just waiting for him to ask.

TW: What do you think it will be like? Do you have any expectations?

SR: I’m not sure. I’m expecting some pain. Everyone says it feels good, so I guess I’m hoping it does … but I’m a bit frightened.

TW: Frightened? Of what?

SR: Oh, of everything and nothing. What if I do it wrong? What if I can’t get him hard? What if he can’t get it in? Stupid things that suddenly don’t seem so stupid.

TW: So what happens next?

SR: He finally asks. He leans down to put his lips next to my ear and then just loud enough for me to hear over the music, he says, “Let’s go upstairs.”

TW: For sex?

SR: I sure hope so. So we stop dancing and he lets go of me except for one hand, and without him to hold me up I suddenly realize how drunk I am. I sway on my heels and my vision does a lazy loop. Ryan sees what’s happening and he puts an arm around my waist to help me. I say something cute like “Oops-a-daisy” and smile at him; he just smiles back and kisses me again, then we walk together for the stairs while the Stones sing “Woo who” to our backs. By the time we get to the top, he’s almost completely holding me up; I probably would have tumbled back down if he let go.

Now we’re kissing again. Not slow, lazy smooches like on the dance floor, these are hungry … fierce. Ryan lifts the hem of my little black dress and holds my bottom. I’m wearing these tiny little gauzy panties and I can feel his warm hands just like they’re on my skin. I’m so excited and his cock is pressing into me, so I slip a hand between our bodies and hold it through his pants. Oh God, it’s wonderful. Thick and hard, and the knowledge that it was me who made it that way is making me dizzy with excitement.

We back into a bedroom, still kissing franticly. Ryan has one hand down the back of my panties and the other on my breast, feeling me through the layers of my dress and bra. It’s frustrating, and I want to feel him on my skin. I reach back and fumble with my zipper. He sees what I’m trying to do and helps, pulling down the zipper. The straps slip off my shoulders and the bodice falls to my waist; I have to shimmy it over my hips and then it drops to the floor.

Ryan’s hands are both down the back of my little panties again, each one perfectly cupping a cheek. He squeezes me gently and lifts me onto my toes, and now I can feel the hardness of his cock pressing into my pussy, and it’s hard to get my breath. I want to rub against him, but I also want us naked. I want nothing to be between us, so I unhook my bra and start to pull up his shirt.

Everything starts moving too fast. All of a sudden we’re both naked and I can feel Ryan’s cock, hot and hard, pressing against my bare stomach. I still haven’t seen it and I want time to get used to it, to hold it and imagine what it will be like going into me. But he backs me up to the bed, I fall backwards and … OW!!!

TW: What happened?

SR: My head hit something. I look behind me and it’s … a leg? There’s someone already on the bed. A woman. I don’t recognize her, though.

(EDIT: At this point in Susan’s narrative, she slides down lower in her chair and lifts her skirt. When she opens her legs I can see a moist spot on her panties. She slips her fingers beneath the waistband and begins to masturbate – slowly at first, but with increasing vigor as the heat of her narrative rises. TW)

TW: What’s the woman doing?

SR: Nothing. It looks like she’s passed out. Ryan pulls me back away from her and lifts my ankles over his shoulders. I look down and I see his cock for the first time, the head swollen and purple, twitching and throbbing against my open pussy lips. I don’t know whether I’m ready or not, but I know I only have a few more seconds to decide. Ryan is stroking my breasts and lightly pinching the nipples. I can’t think straight and I’m having trouble focusing, but I know I want more control of the situation, so I reach between my legs and grab his cock around the middle.

Oh my God, it feels heavy … dangerous almost. So hard, and throbbing in my hand; I can almost feel his heartbeat in its veins. He pulls back to give me room to put it inside me, but I don’t want to yet, I just want to hold it and get used to the weight. I touch the end to my clitoris and a bolt of sensation – not entirely pleasant – makes me jerk and squeeze his cock. Ryan moans and tries to push it into my pussy, but I don’t have him in my entrance yet and he just skids off, the soft underside of his shaft gliding through my open lips and across my clitoris. This time it feels better, and tingly sparks of pleasure fire off in my pussy.

(EDIT: I’m going to have to remove this notation later, but right now I need to capture my own thoughts so I can refer back to them later with some objectivity. The sight of this beautiful woman in my consulting rooms, her breathing elevated and a light sheen of perspiration on her face, has begun to make me aroused as well. Susan’s legs are wide apart and her loose skirt is pooled in her lap so I can see all the way up the smooth flesh of her trim thighs to the pink lace of her panties.

She has the two middle fingers between her lips, spreading herself so wide that I can see the soft pads of her outer labia – now pink and engorged – either side of the lacy gusset of her panties and plumped between the two outer fingers. Watching the shadow of her fingers moving beneath that sheer, pink fabric, I can see the moment she breaches her entrance and releases a soft moan in the middle of her narrative.

The eroticism is beyond anything I have experienced in therapy … beyond anything that I could have been prepared for. In her hypnotic state, Susan is aware only of my voice and I know that I have the privacy to do as I please, physically. In a moment of weakness I unzip my jeans and my own hand steals desperately into my panties, finding me every bit as wet and open as Susan. I continue listening to her … story? … confession? … timing the strokes of my own sex to those of the erotic, blonde vision in front of me. TW)

SR: Ryan pulls back and I slide his length down through my open lips again. This time the pleasure is the same but reversed, like the sound of a bow drawing backwards across a violin. His cock is all wet now and the feeling is different against me. I can feel the heat and need building up again, and it’s breaking down the nervousness of losing my virginity. Holding his cock loosely, I swirl it through my open slit, lazily, casually, enjoying the wet, frictionless glide of his smooth cock-head over my pussy lips. I’m about to send him skating across my clitoris again when I stray too low and his cock-head slips into my wet opening like a ball-and-socket, two parts of a machine that were made to connect – and to STAY connected. There’s a breathless moment of anticipation, a feeling almost like panic rising in my breast. Part of me wants to pull him out, to feel him sliding between my lips some more, building up the heat inside me. Another part can feel my hymen stretching, stretching, and like it’s watching a bloody roadside accident, that part wants to see what will happen when it stretches further.

And then all of a sudden the waiting is over. Ryan pushes forward and with a sharp stab of pain he drives his cock into my open sex. A whole new world of sensation explodes through me: the friction of his cock sliding through my straining labia, his smooth cock-head parting the wet, rippling walls of my vagina, and the breathless, endless feeling of being filled to the brim and then spilling over as his throbbing shaft pushes beyond the limits of my untrained, virgin pussy.

(EDIT: Susan seems completely immersed in the narrative at this point, and the breathless passion she uses to describe the loss of her virginity is intoxicating. I’m lost in the pace and cadence of her voice, it’s almost as though she is trying to arouse me. But I’m way beyond that; I have my legs spread wide apart and have been dipping into the hot core of my sex and drawing my wetness back to dance and swirl around my clitoris as I follow her voice. Listening to her describe Ryan’s cock settling into her opening, I follow along, cupping myself tightly and using the middle two fingers to better simulate a cock. As she describes the sweet breach of her virginity, my own fingers slide smoothly inside, and I squeeze them with my secret muscles, imagining the thick manhood of Susan’s memory doing double-duty and stealing away my virginity right along with hers. TW)

SR: Ryan begins stroking firmly and deeply into my pussy, and as the initial panic and adrenaline rush of losing my virginity abates, the pain and discomfort begin to reassert, making it hard to concentrate on the pleasurable fullness of his cock inside me. I try opening my eyes, but I’m so drunk and the spinning room is making me dizzy – almost nauseous – so I squeeze them closed again and try to recapture that moment of him entering me in my imagination.

It’s not working. The hard, rhythmic thrusts into my pussy are more mechanical than loving. Where’s the romance? This was about as special as getting felt up in a movie.

I’ve all but given up the pursuit of my own pleasure and I’m just lying back and waiting for him to finish, but then he surprises me with a kiss. It caught me off-guard and at first I don’t respond, but it’s delicate and soft, gently plucking at my lips, and then when I respond in kind, he touches his tongue to mine, pointed and furtive, stealing quickly into my mouth and then retreating, begging for me to follow. So I do! Oh, and the contrast of the hard tongue between soft and supple lips, mirroring the soft folds of my sex stretched around the thick, driving shaft of his cock – it’s divine. It brought me back into the game and now I feel my pussy buzzing again with real pleasure as I struggle to get my breath.

I cry out softly when his lips pull away, but a second later they close around my nipple and I feel a warmth building inside me as he teases and licks my breast with that darting tongue, gently nibbling the point of my nipple and firing off sparks of electric pleasure that fizz through my entire body. He switches to my other breast, sending fresh bursts of ecstasy through me, and now I feel something soft pressing at my lips. What …? OH MY GOD!

TW: What is it?

SR: It’s not Ryan kissing me! It’s the girl on the bed! Oh my goodness! She’s crouched over me and sending me to heaven with her lips and tongue while Ryan fills me with cock, and now she’s cupping her own naked breast and holding it to my lips. I’m not acting consciously; I can’t even think. My lips part – almost involuntarily – and her nipple slips between them. Somehow my tongue reaches forward and touches it. It’s stiff and it resists at first, but I press harder and the soft breast beneath yields to me. Tentatively I harden the tip of my tongue and brace it at the base of that hard nub, lifting it into my upper lip just to feel it push back against me, and then I suck, just the tip, drawing my tongue into a tunnel and mercilessly extruding her nipple into its hot, wet embrace.

She moans softly with my nipple in her mouth and then bites me gently in retaliation, eliciting moans of my own. I feel her hand searching down over my stomach and then she touches my clitoris, setting off an explosive charge that makes me clamp down on Ryan’s cock. Her fingers play around his shaft and into the river of juices trickling down my perineum, and then she returns to my clitoris with wet, dancing fingertips flicking across my love button.

(EDIT: My eyes are locked on Susan now. With one hand down her soaking panties and the other plucking and kneading her breast, her bottom is lifting off the chair to meet her searching, probing fingers and I can tell she is moments away from orgasm. The heat in my own sex is almost burning my fingers; I drop my notepad and cup my breast, tweaking the nipple as I slip a third finger into my straining entrance. It’s too much! With thoughts of Susan’s boyfriend deep inside my sex and her mystery woman sucking my breast, I tip over the edge of a gentle, shuddering orgasm, holding my breath to stop from crying out while my knees draw involuntarily up to my chest. Quivering down the other side, I draw a tentative, shaking breath and open my eyes again, just in time to witness Susan reaching her own climax. TW)

SR: The sensations engulf me. Cock stretching my entrance, fingers on my clitoris, and lips around my nipple all blend into one gigantic, blinding flash of ecstasy and suddenly my body is on autopilot. My hips are bucking against Ryan and my shoulders are writhing beneath the naked torso of the woman making me come, and still I have the presence of mind to suck her breast, drawing the nipple deep into my mouth and tonguing its hard point.

My pussy feels like it explodes and it clamps down on Ryan’s cock. My thighs lock up and contract, and I want to close them to concentrate the pressure in my pussy but I can’t; I just lock my heels behind him and drag him into the spasming, vice-like hold of my sex. Ryan stiffens and I can tell he’s coming too. His cock is actually vibrating as it pumps thick gouts of cum deep into my womanhood, and that sets off another climax, this one concentrated way down where the tip of his cock is pressed into my cervix.

(EDIT: The tape runs for about thirty seconds at this point while Susan comes in my consulting chair, her back arched and cords standing out on her neck while she thrusts onto the imagined cock in her pussy. TW)

SR: When the orgasm retreats, my muscles relax and I release Ryan from between my legs. He slips out, and the woman above me draws back and brings her lips to mine once again. We kiss deeply, and I wonder how I ever mistook her cheeky, darting tongue for Ryan’s. She moves around beside me and I roll into her embrace, our breasts pressing softly into each other as we share the sweet afterglow of my climax. When I finally pull away from her lips, I look up and Ryan is gone, but I can still feel the warmth of his seed inside me, the only proof I have that he was ever there.

TW: What did you do then?

SR: I … I don’t know. It’s just … black.

TW: Did you go home with Ryan?

SR: Um … no. I went home alone. I think that was the last time we went out.

TW: And the woman?

SR: I don’t know. I haven’t even thought about her until now.

TW: Susan, I’m going to count backwards from ten again. This time, when I reach one you’ll be awake and refreshed, and you’ll remember all of the things you just told me. Are you ready?

SR: Yes.

(EDIT: Playback terminated. TW)

──────

That’s essentially the end of the session. Professionally speaking, I felt compromised after secretly masturbating in front of her, and I was ill-equipped to continue counseling, except to make sure that she had fully recovered from the hypnotic state. I checked that she now remembered the events of that party from so long ago, and asked her to consider whether those repressed memories trying to resurface could be causing her anxiety. She allowed that it was a distinct possibility and thanked me.

She seemed distant and distracted – not anxious – but said she had a lot to think about. She said it cast a new light on her meeting with Anna. “The woman from kindergarten?” I asked.

“Yes,” she responded. “And from Friday night. We went out for drinks. Something happened and I may have misread the signals … I need some time to think about it.”

I wasn’t prepared to counsel her further, so we left it at that. She didn’t make another appointment. Notwithstanding my near-malpractice, there may still be a case study in this. I may need to engage her socially for an informal follow-up so that I can document the outcome.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2016)
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──────
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“We should go back downstairs,” Susan said quickly, pushing herself to her feet.

“Wait!” I pleaded, scrambling to stand up and grabbing her shoulder from behind. She could have pulled away from me, but she didn’t; she just stood there and allowed me to stop her.

We were in front of the bathroom mirror and I caught her eye in the reflection. It was somehow intimate and distant at the same time; although our heads were almost touching, our gaze had to travel the full distance to the mirror and back. I felt a sense of déjà vu; the bathroom mirror, the two of us standing too close — it was just like that day at the kindergarten when I first felt that spark.

I rested my other hand on her waist. Her slim curves were so different to the flared angles of my hips. Our eyes were locked, and that spark that I felt at the kindergarten barbecue was definitely back, stronger than ever. It gave me the courage to take another chance.

“Can I ask one more question?” I whispered. Susan’s reflection was three feet away, but her ear was right by my lips.

She looked terrified and excited at the same time. Her lips were parted and I realized she was panting. She made a tiny, assenting movement with her eyes, which I interpreted as ‘go ahead’.

“The other woman,” I breathed, meaning the one who had given her an orgasm. “Was she as good a kisser as me?”

“Yes …” she began, but I think that was just an affirmation of what we both wanted, not an answer to my question. “No … I don’t remember.” She moved her ear closer to my lips. “Remind me.”

──────

Look for Friend Me along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on Amazon.

OEBPS/image_rsrcKW.jpg





cover.jpeg
BELINDA LAPAGE






OEBPS/image_rsrcKV.jpg
Creaw T
sboogie
oW Cock





