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  Chapter One


  


  Too humid a night to sleep, Alex climbed out of bed while Will remained sleeping—he could sleep through a hurricane. There must have been a storm about to burst from the heavens the way the wind whipped the hanging plants on the patio. Walking into the midst of that murky darkness, Alex let the brisk gusts of air rip though her long blonde hair, tossing it about her face. Her silk chemise billowed, the breeze lifting it above her thighs. The atmosphere, so prickly from the impending glut of thunder and rain, produced a present rawness between her legs, as if she was on the verge of something, an anxious brew of sexual heat and chaos building rapidly.


  Was it just the night, or was it something spookier, like a premonition? Were her stirrings just the foolish meandering of thoughts and pent-up need taking her on the dreaded but familiar paths of sex?


  She could think for just a second and see the blinking pink flamingo and the naughty fantasies that drove her to Will and Reggie, and now to what? How easily she created sexual theatrics. As much as her mind and better judgment knew that it was dangerous to be creating anything raunchy now, she was diving deep into all the darkest places where the wild things reigned.


  In the distance there was lightning, and the rumbling thunder, and then voices—ones that played in her head, and then another, one reaching into her psyche almost unnoticed until she suddenly sensed another presence on the patio.


  “Raise your arms,” it whispered to her.


  She complied with her slender arms rising above her head, and either by the wind itself or some unseen hands, the chemise vanished and she presented her naked self to the tempest of a night.


  “Your arms behind you,” the voice continued. As she obeyed its command, her hands were clutched by strong masculine ones and bound together with something soft, though softness didn’t alter the fact that she was imprisoned.


  The agitation between her thighs changed to warmth, the sensations thus channeled rose up in her, sending lightning strikes into her interior, as sharp and brief and savage as the spears of light that played across the threatening sky. She winced with pain, feeling a sharp sting on her bottom, another and another and then a fierce burn crescendoed. Thrust to the chaise lounge a step away, her shoulders were pressed to the cushioned surface, her ass forced high, her arms still awkwardly useless behind her.


  Her attacker had only one desire, access to her ass. Something slick and wet entered her first, before the invading prick filled her full. A wicked oblivious ride commenced even as the storm came closer still, the lightning like some evil master’s charm, the thunder rumbling from hell. Ridden like the devil’s bride into the very blackest place in her soul, Alexandra submitted to the still unseen hands of a masterful servant of her most dreadful desire.


  The stinging on her ass continued, the accompaniment to the thrusting force. The burn of it filled her everywhere, adding passion, adding to the tremors that wracked her body. The ruthless taking was not over before she was crying out loudly for some end, though she had no way of knowing if her pleas were intelligible at all. When the raucous wails ceased she was simply crying tears, a heady climax bursting from her as her attacker blessed her with a few delicate strokes to the feminine places where she held her greatest longing.


  Pushed down on the lounge when the intruding prick withdrew, she panted noiselessly, a few small whimpers escaping, while the aftereffects of release dwindled away. The storm was almost on her by the nearness of the thunder and the lightning bolts; it was time to escape this place before the rain drenched her.


  “Will you sleep now?” the gentle voice asked.


  “I hope,” she replied as gently, coming around to her senses again.


  “Don’t hope, just let yourself have some peace.” The words were demanding even as they attempted to reassure her.


  “I’ll try,” she qualified her answer again, as her hands were freed and the well-known assailant lifted her to her feet.


  “I’m glad you woke up,” she told him, looking gratefully into Will’s eyes.


  “You thought I was sleeping?” he asked.


  “You weren’t?”


  “How can I sleep when a storm’s about to strike?” he said.


  “Sometimes you do,” she reminded him.


  “Not when there’s a storm in you,” he countered. “You’re like trying to sleep with a wildcat.”


  She smiled. “I’m just glad you understand what I need.”


  He ran his hand through her hair tenderly, and leading her inside, he closed the patio door and went for the thermostat to turn on the air conditioning, closing out the provocative night. “No more storms, I’ll blindfold you if I have to,” he said wearily. “Now get some sleep.”


  It was quieter inside even though the traces of rage outside were still getting inside her bones. As blissful as the orgasmic moment was, the annoying aftermath of her midnight madness was the continuing suspicion that something more was swooping down into her life, some unsuspecting happenstance about to blindside her.


  ***


  The sun came through in the morning with its heaven sent charms splashing across the bed. She let her sleep filled body enjoy the warmth.


  “You’re looking better,” she heard that voice again, though it sounded nothing like it had the night before. She squinted, looking past the sun to see Will drying his lovely nakedness with a towel. “You’re already up and showered?” she asked.


  “For hours.”


  “You’re kidding? This is supposed to be the start of our vacation.”


  “You didn’t hear the phone?”


  “Phone?”


  “Yeah, six o’clock.”


  “Who the hell’s calling us at that hour, and why didn’t you turn over and go back to sleep?”


  “It’s good news, Alex, at least for me. I’m not sure if you’ll be happy about it.” He was already going to his dresser, pulling out clothes, though not the things she expected him to pack for the trip to California the next day. Turtlenecks, long johns, heavy socks, not for a West Coast summer holiday.


  “What’s this about?” she asked.


  “Riley called. Say’s I have the photography assignment I’ve been begging him for. I was the second choice, but Bob Grace backed out at the last minute. They need me in Anchorage tomorrow. And then I’m off to the wilderness.”


  “They need you where!” Alex shot up from the bed, her eyes immediately flashing angry darts.


  “Hon, this is the one I told you about.”


  “I don’t care what one it is, you promised me this vacation.”


  “I’m sorry.” He looked as affectionate as he could, though she wasn’t paying any attention to affection.


  “You know the horrible time we had trying to get four busy schedules coordinated,” she snapped. “I had to plead for the time off myself, and now we’re not going. We’ve already made hotel deposits all over Northern California.”


  “You want me to give up this chance?” Will looked at her dumbfounded.


  She stood her ground, hands on her hips, a nasty sneer on her lips and seeming to radiate through her body. “Yes!”


  “Alex,” he groaned. “I can’t believe you. You’re just disappointed, you’ll get over it.”


  “I will not get over it!” she fumed. “And don’t try to placate me, because I’m not going to be.”


  “Now, you’re being selfish and unreasonable.”


  “Too bad,” she barked. Grabbing her robe, she strode to the other side of the room heading for the door.


  “Don’t you go anywhere!” He stopped her in her tracks.


  She turned back. “No. Obviously I’m not going anywhere.”


  “Alex!” He leveled her with a pointed stare.


  She ignored him and left the room, slamming the door in his face.


  The anger crashing through her was so fierce, she knew it went far beyond the immediate situation. The previous night loomed darkly in her mind, but she’d hardly hit the kitchen floor, when Will was on her back again, grabbing an arm and turning her brusquely about.


  “I hate slammed doors!”


  “I’d slam another on your face right now, if I could.” The bite in her voice was vicious.


  “Why are you being this way?”


  “I suppose because I’m a self centered bitch,” she answered.


  She tried turning away, but Will didn’t allow her much room to move.


  “Maybe we could talk about this intelligently, or do you just want to act like a spoiled brat?”


  “No, we’re not going to talk about it intelligently. Don’t even bother using your sensibility on me, because I already know exactly what you’re going to say. You’ll tell me how this job is so important, and you need me to understand. And I will, I’ll be charming and forgiving, again, while you’re off to the wilds of Alaska for god knows how long, and you’ve ruined the vacation plans I’ve spent weeks arranging.” She was breathing hard finishing her speech. “Now get your hands off me,” she added, trying to wrench away from his tightening grasp.


  “Dammit, I don’t like it when you’re like this,” Will came back.


  “You know what, Will? I don’t care.”


  “Oh, yes you do.”


  “Oh, no I don’t.”


  Her next attempt to flee from his grasp was successful, but not for long. The kitchen was too small a place to find an escape, so she bolted through the far door. That was fine with Will. The dining room was better for his purposes anyway; and before Alex could think of another biting retort, he was on her heels, grasping her wrist, then in a chair with her body flung over his lap as easily as a child’s rag doll.


  “Damn it, you ass!” she barked, as the first blows of his hand reigned on her bottom. The heated spanks landed so briskly, he didn’t bother to bare her bottom; though that situation was soon remedied. The thin silk garment was readily pushed aside to reveal the ass he knew so well, that had known a good deal of angry punishment in the last year as the two worked out their sometimes tortuous, and often stormy relationship, in many such similar ways.


  “You bastard, stop!” she wailed.


  “Hell no, you whining brat!” His hand came down, broad and flat and smacking so hard that it stung like the dickens. Painful as it was, it was a good sting. He knew she was hurting more than he was. Her bottom was quickly a flaming pink, turning into a deeper shade of red with each furious spank.


  To her further anguish however, Will had pulled a wooden spoon from the kitchen wall as they’d made their hasty exit, and after delivering his message with several dozen old fashioned hand spanks, he changed to the unforgiving wood.


  “Noooooooo!” she wailed, as the first of many smacks connected with her burning bottom.


  As miserable as the spanking was however, the nature of her protest was starting to change. For that, Will was thankful. Hearing her wails soften, even if it was only a little bit, he was encouraged. He continued spanking her, determined not to give up until he’d knocked all the spitfire and unreasonable fury from her flustered soul. A good several dozen whacks and he finally slowed. Stopping altogether, he laid the wooden spoon on her flaming bottom while he spoke.


  “Are you ready to behave reasonably?” he asked.


  She was sobbing, and saying something he couldn’t make out, but by her tone he could tell it was conciliatory. She certainly didn’t want the punishment to continue.


  “And are you going to discuss this like an adult?” he went on.


  “Yes,” she blubbered through her tears.


  He put the spoon aside and lifted her into his arms. He could tell that she was struggling not to wrench away from the tender gesture.


  “I’m sorry,” she managed to say.


  “That didn’t sound very enthusiastic.”


  “I’m supposed to be enthusiastic too?”


  “If you want to avoid another blistering round with the spoon, you might consider it.”


  “How am I supposed to be happy about this situation?” she asked, in an honest appeal for his understanding.


  “You’re not. And the truth is, neither am I? You realize that it’s nearly eleven o’clock. From six until nine this morning, I stewed about it until I finally decided that I couldn’t turn down the offer. You know yourself that it’s important to me, and our future. And when haven’t you supported me with my work?”


  “I always have. But just this once I don’t want to. It doesn’t even feel right you’re going now. Besides, what am I supposed to do this week with you abandoning me?”


  “Go anyway,” he suggested.


  “Go anyway? You’ve got to be kidding, tag along with Jocelyn and Reg, like their kid sister? Thank you, no. Those two lovebirds have their own plans. Jocelyn’s hardly had time to be with Reggie since their honeymoon. She’s not going to want to be buddy/buddy with me.”


  “Then maybe you can book yourself into a spa, and just go solo?”


  She considered the thought. Getting pampered for a week wouldn’t be all that bad, but no…


  “I guess if that was my original plan it would be something to look forward to, but it’s only going to be laced with disappointment. No, I’ll probably just cancel and go to work. Then, if you ever do get some vacation time we’ll plan something else.” Her resentment still showed in the tone of her voice.


  “Don’t start again,” he warned. She was hardly placated, that was obvious.


  “I’m not going to start anything else,” she said. She took a deep breath and tried smiling.


  “There. That looks better.”


  “I’m bluffing,” she said, looking into his eyes—ones that definitely wanted her approval of his plans before he left. Even as demanding and controlling as Will could be, he still wanted her to be happy. “In fact,” she started again, though not angrily this time, “I’ll probably be throwing things against the door just as soon as you walk out of here.”


  He shook his head, no. “Bad choice, Alex. I’ll just have to come back in here and paddle your bottom again.”


  “Is that the only answer that you have for our disagreements?”


  “It’s the one you want to respond to,” he said. “Besides, you and I both know that half this confrontation today was because there were still unsettling things from last night.”


  “I won’t disagree with that,” she said. “I’m feeling vulnerable.”


  “Oh?”


  “Pink Flamingo thoughts,” she said.


  The familiar old bar came to Will’s mind, a springboard for Alexandra’s initiation into her wildest sexual fantasies; it had been a symbol of everything she was scared of most.


  “I don’t believe there’s anything left lurking in your psyche. But I do think that the sooner I get going on this assignment, the sooner I’ll be back, the sooner we can get nasty the way you want, maybe clear out any cobwebs that might still be hanging around. Until then, you keep your hand at your cunt and your mind on me and you’ll be fine.”


  “Those are neat solutions for you, aren’t they?” she quipped.


  “No. But they’re the ones I want you to accept. Plan something with this time, something productive. And don’t stew around. It’ll go by faster than you think.”


  She wiggled off his lap and he let her go.


  “I’ll be okay,” she said, knowing that it wasn’t the first time she had to fend for herself, and it definitely wouldn’t be the last. The terrific warmth in her bottom was arousing as it always was, and she pulled Will to his feet wanting something more. “At least we can have one last fuck, you suppose?”


  “Don’t worry, I wouldn’t think of leaving you without tangling with this blast furnace one more time.” His hands were roving her bottom, moving briskly between her ass cheeks to the moist pussy below. They teased and played all the way to the bedroom where they landed in the middle of a pile of crumpled sheets and made love for the next hour.


  



Chapter Two


  


  The stunning redhead rapped on the office door but entered without hearing an answer.


  “Good morning, darling,” she purred. Standing in the doorway for several seconds, she waited for the handsome and very busy executive to look up, but he didn’t. “My, aren’t you preoccupied,” she said, finally sauntering toward him and plopping down in a chair. She leaned in on his desk, with her pale green business suit open just enough to entice him. If nothing else he could smell her perfume. He glanced just briefly at her sexy cleavage then returned his gaze to the mass of papers cluttering his desk.


  “A dozen deadlines today, Jocelyn,” was the only comment forthcoming.


  “I can’t pull you away even for a tiny coffee break?”


  “Not if I have to be out of here by three to catch our plane.” He did look up this time, into her bright green eyes.


  She could tell that he saw her blatant sexual statement but he didn’t comment directly. It would never be like Reggie to do that anyway.


  “You’re looking harried,” she remarked.


  “While you look calm.”


  “That’s because I’m organized, Reg. I got all my work done in ten minutes this morning. I think I could have delegated the rest of my life if need be. You should try it yourself.”


  “You are a wonder,” Reggie replied, sarcastically.


  She smirked, happily. “There’s a change of plans,” she informed him. “Alex and Will aren’t going.”


  “Really?” He showed his first sign of interest.


  “Yes. Will got that assignment in Alaska. Alex says he’s off, for ‘god knows how long.’ Of course, she’s pissed.”


  “Would do her good to have to step back for a change.”


  “That’s a horrible thing to say after she planned this whole trip.”


  “I like being nasty with Alex, you should know that by now.”


  “And nasty with me too?” Jocelyn wondered aloud.


  “Only when it eventually makes you smile.” He said it with his typical dead-pan cool, which had the effect of making his lovely redheaded wife squirm in her seat.


  “So we get to go alone, a second honeymoon.”


  “We just had our first six months ago,” he reminded her.


  “So what’s wrong with a second?”


  “I’m rarely sentimental.”


  “I can tell,” she replied. She was too happy to be daunted by Reggie’s indifferent façade. She was getting used to him, knowing what was underneath often went unexpressed until he poured out his affections on her in his own astonishing style. She couldn’t ask for anything, he gave when he was ready.


  “So, we’ll have a vacation, and make passionate love for seven days, and you can concoct all kinds of despicable things for me, and we won’t get sentimental at all.”


  “It sounds like the perfect vacation, but…”


  “But what?” she interrupted, hearing something in his tone she didn’t like. “Don’t tell me you’re reconsidering?”


  “I never said that.”


  “But I can see it coming. Am I wrong?”


  “I was going to suggest that we cut it short. Three days tops, Joce.” He tried a little affection in his delivery, though it sounded like the decision was final. “Perhaps if Alex and Will aren’t going we could postpone it altogether.”


  Jocelyn sighed deeply. “You know, I had this premonition weeks ago when Alex’s wild ideas were blooming. I had a feeling these plans would never materialize.”


  “You’re psychic too?”


  “Just a very wise woman.”


  “That’s obviously why I married you. You take disappointment well.”


  “Oh, I don’t plan to be disappointed.”


  “What’s that mean?”


  “I’m not sure yet, but I’ll think of something. I’m not going to be the most efficient business woman in the city, organizing my crises around my vacation plans, to throw a free week out the door.”


  Reggie looked as if he wanted more of an explanation, but he wouldn’t ask.


  Jocelyn stood up.


  “When do you suppose you’ll finally be free of all these tethers?” she asked.


  “About midnight.”


  “I thought you’d be done by three.”


  “Since we’re postponing our vacation…” he started.


  “But midnight? That’s not good enough. I may wait for my vacation, but I’m not going to wait for everything.”


  Sauntering around the desk, she pushed Reggie’s chair about, and then knelt between his knees. A noncommittal response was all he’d give, even when she unzipped his pants and withdrew his prick. But as she sucked his organ, his body responded. Her lips were too sweet to ignore and the feel of her warm mouth quickly changed his mood. Moments later standing up, he pulled Jocelyn to her feet and flung her over the edge of the desk on to the pile of papers. Her firm ass cheeks gave him a second wave of pleasure as he held them tightly in his grasp. She hadn’t even worn pantyhose, just a cream colored lace garter belt to hold the delicate silk stockings.


  “I like it when you’re shaved here,” he said as he caressed her smooth labia. “Should shave more often.” He pressed himself against her, his cock moving through the opening of her cunt to the moist pulsing treasure beyond. With his arms going around her, it was easy to undo the two buttons holding her jacket together. Fondling her breasts was as simple as reaching beyond the lace teddy underneath. Just like every other time they made love, he swept her into his control, and for that instant, she was free of the burdens that often weighted her down. The two were off on a fantastical excursion that lifted them from anything disordered and irritating in their lives.


  He rocked her hard, the penetration going deeply within her so there was enough pain to make her moan and wince. But the bliss was descending, the orgasm tripping through her as she gave him his. Reggie grunted behind her as he came; and then withdrawing from her afterwards, he held her a few moments longer, his hands still relishing the feel of her soft skin. At last he pulled away and left her collapsed against his desk.


  Jocelyn was still sighing when she heard the zipper going up on his pants. His leather chair creaked as he sat down, and she was still thrust bottom’s up over the desk recuperating.


  He smacked her ass sharply and she jerked up.


  “You ass! Have you no shame?” she snapped. “I do like a little time to recover.”


  “I’m fully recovered,” he replied, pulling her off his desk.


  She stood between his legs, looking down at his face, letting her hand run through his immaculate blond hair. He reached a hand up under her skirt. “Little wet down here,” he said.


  “It’ll dry,” she replied.


  Reggie liked her being free enough not to care about the sticky dampness between her legs.


  “So you’ll be home at midnight?” she asked.


  “Maybe sooner,” he replied.


  She stared at the pile of papers on his desk and shook her head. “You know, darling, you really should hire a good consulting firm to clean up this mess,” she said. “I know a very good one.”


  “I can’t afford your professional services, Jocelyn. Even you told me that,” he reminded his wife. Their relationship had begun when he’d hired her firm to help reorganize his company. She never let him forget the fact that she had been responsible for turning around his sagging sales.


  “Well then, maybe next time we plan a vacation, you can afford me and I’ll take care of this,” she said, mocking him gently for the harrowing disarray.


  He looked up at her steely eyed and rigidly cold. “You know there are prices to pay, my darling, for your condescending attitude, big ones. When you least expect it.”


  Jocelyn grinned as she moved away from him, restoring her skirt to its decent place. “That’s what I was hoping,” she replied, the rosy blush on her cheeks making her face look gloriously sexy. She walked to the door with a decided sway to her bottom.


  “You swish that sassy ass of yours in front of my eyes one more time, you’ll be paying the prices soon,” he remarked.


  Swish her ass? Was that all it took? With the thought of the promised consequences in mind, as she left the office, Jocelyn hips moved as provocatively as she knew how, though she wasn’t so sure that her husband even saw it, with the way his attention was drawn back to the work in front of him.


  



Chapter Three


  


  “Alex, how about California, you and me? A far different vacation than we planned, but why should we spoil our whole week?”


  “Reggie can’t go either?” Alex asked, hearing Jocelyn’s proposal take her off guard. “I was just unpacking.”


  “Would Will mind?”


  “Mind? He isn’t even here. But what’s Reg doing?”


  “Staying home, or actually staying at the office. I’m beginning to think he’s glued to the chair. By the looks of things, if I want to see him at all next week, I’ll have to move into the building, maybe pack picnic dinners and bring a cot to sleep on.”


  Alex was silent for a while, thinking. Changing plans was never easy for her, though this was likely the very thing Will would want her doing while he was gone.


  “We could get pampered,” she finally said. “The spa is supposed to have all sorts of soothing body treatments. The way I was treated this morning, I think my body could use a little soothing.”


  “So, we’re going,” Jocelyn said adamantly, making the decision for both of them. “Now all I have to do is tell Reggie.”


  “You haven’t told him?”


  “No, I got the inspiration on the way home from his office. I figured I’d check with you first.”


  “How about cook him a terrific dinner?”


  “Naw. That won’t work. You and I have to leave at eight, Reg won’t be home till midnight. I’ll just have tell him over the phone.”


  That took more guts than Alex would ever have with Reginald Harold. But then Jocelyn, being his wife, got away with things no other woman would dare try with him.


  “So, I’ll re-pack my suitcase,” Alex cheerfully replied. “Call me only if he says no.”


  “He won’t say no,” Jocelyn replied confidently. “Just meet me at the airport.


  ***


  Jocelyn and Alexandra were on the plane sitting side by side as the flight took off at eight o’clock that evening. Both of them had smiles on their faces, almost as if they were escaping something, though neither could tell what that something was.


  “So what did you tell him?” Alex asked the happy redhead once she settled into her first class seat.


  “That I wasn’t going to spoil my week off. I’d never have any peace if the office knew I was home. Thankfully, he appreciates that sort of thing. Some emergency’s got him all riled up, so I don’t suppose I’d see much of him anyway if I stayed home.”


  It was odd for Alex to imagine Reggie married, even though Jocelyn was the perfect woman for him. She was so different from the women that used to appeal to him. Jocelyn Killian could be a first class bitch. Alex had seen her brusque style working efficiently in a business setting, though she was always lighthearted and charming when Reggie was around. Then she would move like a fragrant flower, sumptuous and mysterious like Reggie himself, always with the trace of a smile on her lips as if she was delightfully amused by her relationship with the often cold-hearted dominant. She must have discovered that Reggie isn’t as cold-hearted as everyone thinks. She would never be the kind of woman to want anything less than an affectionate lover. And Jocelyn did draw unusual bursts of affection from the man that, on occasion, were even visible in public.


  He was a different Reggie with Jocelyn, a man whose company Alex could enjoy when his inherent chill was brushed aside for a gracious sense of style and good humor. Alex had seen glimpses of that man in the past, and was glad that now his bouts of amicability were more frequent. Time and Jocelyn appeared to have mellowed him. That alone was a pleasant thought, much better than the memory of her last excruciating chastisement at his hands.


  


  Jocelyn sat with her head leaning back, eyes closed, her last conversation with Reggie running through her head. Oddly, his objection to her going on the trip had nothing to do with her leaving him. He seemed to understand the need to get out of town.


  “You mean to tell me,” he said, when she raised him on the phone, “you’re going to leave me with Helena all week?”


  “What’s wrong with that?” she asked.


  “You just hired her, Jocelyn.”


  “So I did, and she’s charming, don’t you think, a little seductress, I’d say.”


  “Charming or not, she doesn’t know what the hell she’s doing, Mandy’s on vacation, and I’m supposed to tell a new maid how do to her job? You’ve got to be kidding.” Reggie’s droll delivery amused her.


  “She’ll pick it up herself. She’s not stupid.”


  “But damn flighty. I hate that.”


  “Well take care of her faux pas with a little creativity. Not in short supply of that, are we?”


  “What exactly did you have in mind?”


  “She starts aggravating you, do what you usually do, spank her. She’ll behave.”


  “Spank her?” He chuckled.


  “Oh, you can handle her, Reg. I really want to go. I’m so primed for it. And it’s your fault I’m going.” It was as close to pleading as Jocelyn would ever get. And she knew he’d relent, he was just going to make it difficult.


  “I suppose you’ll do what you want, won’t you?” he finally said. She could hear the yielding in his voice.


  “You’re a love. I wonder if you’ll even miss me?” she mused aloud. Over the phone, she could almost see his cold expression, and then his eyes warming to a softer hue. It was something she didn’t have to see to know that it was there.


  “More than you know,” he finally said. There was a trace of sadness that pulled her heart strings, but he’d forget about it quickly. “Maybe time away might be good for both of us,” she suggested. “I’ll call you when we get to our hotel.


  She was going to miss him, though there was a method in her madness. With Reggie, ‘absence makes the heart grow fonder,’ so she believed. By the time she got home, he’d be ravenous and attentive, giving her all the time she wanted in his thoughts and arms.


  



Chapter Four


  


  They canceled their hotel reservations in San Francisco and Santa Rosa, planning to spend the entire week at the spa just outside of Calistoga. All the old world luxury at a premiere hotel, hot springs, long massages, mud baths, sunbathing, the arid warmth of the days, the cooler nights, and hours to relax were a sure cure for the ailments of a city that was too big, too smoggy and too fast for a peaceful state of mind.


  It was also erotic, the air pregnant with sensuality, and serenity enough to engage carnal stirrings and the mind’s active imagination. Jocelyn and Alexandra were missing their husbands much sooner than they anticipated, an acute condition they both noticed early on the first day.


  “You know I used to look at men and wonder about their dicks,” Jocelyn whispered to her friend, as the two were lounging by the pool, having just watched a pair firm young male buns stroll by.


  “Not anymore?” Alex asked.


  “I think I might before this trip’s over.”


  “Oh. Are you planning to stray a bit.”


  “No,” Jocelyn replied firmly. “I don’t think I could. I’m so in love with Reg, it’s hard to imagine being with another man, even in my fantasies. You do feel that way about Will, don’t you?”


  “Most of the time,” Alex replied.


  “And you’ve never strayed?”


  Alex laughed. “Strayed is not exactly the word, but you can’t call my escapades with Reggie an example of faithfulness no matter how you try to explain it.”


  “But in a way it was faithfulness,” Jocelyn objected. “You were trying to work out your relationship, and this was a mutually agreed on accommodation. Will knew everything that was going on, didn’t he?”


  “Most of it, I guess. Maybe even more than I know. But he didn’t really know my state of mind, the times I thought I was falling in love with Reg.”


  “Don’t you suppose Will figured you’d fall in love with him?” Jocelyn said exasperated.


  “Maybe.”


  “The Will I know is very shrewd,” Jocelyn observed. “Too volatile for my tastes, but I bet he knew everything, I’m sure of it. He thought of Reggie as ‘the cure’ for what ailed you then, and he knew you’d be coming home to him.”


  “You know, you’re a hopeless romantic,” Alex laughed.


  “I am, aren’t I? I don’t think I could be in love with Reggie otherwise. I have to have the enigma, the tease and the seduction. No different from you. And Reggie’s very good at all that.”


  “Except that I must like emotional fireworks since I create so many with Will.”


  “That’s just because you like your bottom mauled,” Jocelyn snickered.


  Alex refused to answer that retort. “So you’re going to refrain from admiring young bottoms?”


  “There’s no harm admiring. And there are some very fine ones swimming in the pool right now.”


  “Oh, I think I could content myself staring at women,” Alex said with a sigh, then she leaned back, closed her eyes, and looked as if she was about to have an excursion into dreamland.


  Alex’s last remark startled the redhead. She was sure that the mention of women wasn’t intended to provoke a response. Regardless, it was having a considerable effect on her body. The way Alex’s blonde hair was scattered about the lounge chair, the way her lovely limbs reclined comfortably against the cotton towel, the way her breasts protruded from the swimming suit, the essence of her was producing the oddest effect on Jocelyn, especially after the open-ended comment. Perhaps it was an invitation? She thought of Alex’s bisexuality as a novelty in her past. Perhaps not. In a place outside their normal lives all sorts of possibilities might become available. The idea was intriguing, and Jocelyn found that gazing at her sensuous friend was a surprisingly pleasant diversion.


  ***


  On the second evening of their stay, the two walked the streets of the charming resort town looking for a small bistro for dinner. They were already more relaxed than they’d been in weeks. Just being transplanted into this easy moving atmosphere seemed to settling.


  The small cafe where they stopped for dinner served spicy Mexican fare.


  “It’s sexy don’t you think?” Jocelyn said as she gazed around the lovely restaurant and it Spanish style decor. “I’ll bet even the food is erotic around here.”


  “It’s not all that different than anywhere else,” Alex replied.


  “But the ambiance,” Jocelyn went on.


  “I agree with that, except that I think eating rellenos and chili will only make me horny.”


  “Then you’ll get out the vibrator,” Jocelyn whispered, as she took Alex’s arm and drew her into the restaurant.


  


  “God, this is good,” Jocelyn declared, about an hour later, as she felt the steamy Mexican spices making her mouth pleasantly burn.


  Getting horny?” Alex asked. They were half-way through the meal.


  “Yeah, kinda, and you?”


  “I’m always horny.”


  Jocelyn watched as Alex observed the diners around them, which was a study in itself. Her wandering eyes focused on bodies, seeming to capture them in her gaze and with imaginary talons draw them to her as if she were inspecting their souls. She was the kind of woman who observed a great deal, though it was difficult to know exactly what she thought about what she saw. Jocelyn suspected her thoughts were mostly erotic. And now, after Alex’s comment by the pool the day before, Jocelyn noted that most of her friend’s studied observations were aimed at women rather than men.


  “You ever think about sex with a woman?” she asked the blonde, drawing her back to reality.


  Alex looked back, her blue eyes suddenly fixed on Jocelyn’s green ones. “Do you?” she answered with a question, a mystifying smirk on her face.


  Jocelyn was startled, not expecting the question to come back to her. “I don’t know. And you?”


  Alex nodded. “Yes. I think about women a lot.”


  “You’re bisexual?”


  “Just sexual really. It doesn’t matter as long as it moves and turns me on.”


  Jocelyn laughed, even though she knew her friend was completely serious.


  “You’ve slept with women?”


  “Slept? No. Made love to, yes,” Alex replied, as her sultry eyes combed Jocelyn’s startling beauty enough to make the redhead a bit nervous.


  “Splitting hairs, aren’t we? ‘Sleeping’, ‘making love’, they really mean the same thing,” Jocelyn said. This conversation was touchy ground for her, though she didn’t understanding yet why, and why Alex was being so vague. Usually she was completely open about the intimate details of her sexual escapades, even those with Reggie. It was one of the things that made Jocelyn almost instantly close to her. She basked in the freedom she felt with her friend, where there were no judgments or boundaries to Alexandra’s sexual openness. She’d never had a friend with whom she could be so frank. Having shared some rather daunting secrets about all kinds of unique sexual theatre they had in common, her friendship with Alex was precious to her. For Alex to be so guarded now about her bisexuality put Jocelyn on edge.


  Alex suddenly changed her expression, giving Jocelyn a warm smile. “I’m sorry, I’m being obtuse, aren’t I? It’s just been a long time since I’ve shared a bed with a woman, and the idea is kind of stuck in my brain right now.” Alex was thinking of Jane her first female lover, of Heidi and Ann, the women from the ‘South of France,’ and the others she’d met at Reggie’s estate. Unlike the distinct impact men always made on her, these women seemed to drift into her life and out again, leaving gifts that turned into fond memories she often returned to when she was in the right mood. How right the mood was now.


  “I love being with women,” she said. “I love to look into the softness of their eyes, feel their skin, and their small lips when they’re pressed to mine. We move so differently than men when we’re sexually passionate, with rhythms that come from a source that’s almost indefinable. It’s a quality of eroticism that makes me think of meandering brooks and sultry warm days, and nights where the air is filled with stars and a crescent moon. Things subtle. Women are much more subtle than men.”


  Alex’s gaze was unnerving, Jocelyn thought. But it was also appealing. Reggie’s gaze often unnerved her, too, but not like this. Alex’s pink blushed lips were slightly parted, her eyes were sex-filled and droopy—classic bedroom eyes that beckoned her without her really knowing it. Even as Alex drank her Coke through a straw, the picture was erotic, as if her lips were descending on some part of the human anatomy for a kiss or more…


  Jocelyn moved against the chair beneath her as she might move against a lover’s thigh. She’d worn no underwear under the long flowing skirt, and was aware of her arousal as her pussy pressed against the seat. What she was feeling was not the same sharp surge of desire that she experienced with men, but something very refined, almost elusive, as if there was an ethereal sprite teasing her body with new sexual longing.


  “I’d never push,” Alex said, in a voice that sounded as if it had dropped an octave, the mellow tone seducing her, as much as the eyes and lips and alluring body were seducing her.


  “Never push what?” Jocelyn asked.


  “I want to make love to you,” she said.


  Jocelyn smiled. “I almost expected you to say that.”


  “Well, now that I have,” Alex went on, “it’s not a proposition, just a desire. I have no expectations.”


  “I’m glad you told me. But I don’t know how to respond.” There was a nervous flutter in her tummy along with the rest of the beguiling commotion. “You know, I think this margarita is making me dizzy,” she said. “You about ready to go?”


  “Sure.”


  ***


  A clear cool night with a thousand shining stars greeted them as moved out onto the street. Jocelyn resisted the urge to hold Alex’s hand as they strolled back to the spa. A breeze was gusting through their hair, through Alex’s blonde curls, and Jocelyn’s red ones, the wind erotically tickling their skin. Distant strains of music, the sounds of laughter and giggling, the smell of wine, even if it was only in their imaginations, made it a moment too ripe with possibilities to ignore. Though they both felt the attraction, Jocelyn was hesitant.


  “I’m not ready for this,” she finally said, as she and Alex stood in the hallway outside their rooms.


  “Maybe I shouldn’t have spoken,” Alex returned.


  “But then that wouldn’t be very honest.”


  “Nothing ever has to happen,” Alex told her. “As far as I’m concerned right now, we have the same relationship we’ve always had. She ran her hand along the redhead’s soft cheek and smiled. “Have a good night.”


  


  Alex undressed and bathed in a warm bath. Drying the dampness away with a thick terrycloth towel, she then moved to the patio door and walked out naked onto the balcony. The chill in the air created a rash of goosebumps across her flesh. How different this was from that savage night on her balcony at home. The evening was as tranquil as a summer breeze wafting across a still lake. She shivered, as her hands moved over silky skin, through the tuft of hair at her pubic mound and the warm wet place between her labia. She knelt on the lounge, on hands and knees, as if she was submitting to one of the dominant geniuses in her life, awaiting their hands combing her flesh or slapping her bottom or penetrating the offered orifices. Moving against her own hand now the stimulation steadily mounted. How she wished for lips at the doorway to her cunt, and probing things, and fingers and tongues. Swept into the remembrance of times past, she almost lost herself so much, that once again, she didn’t immediately notice when a pair of real hands were caressing her behind.


  A quick look back and she saw a glint of red in the starlight. Jocelyn was sitting behind her on the lounge.


  “You make it hard to ignore my lust for you,” Jocelyn whispered. Her warms hands moved about Alex’s bottom, her touch ever so gentle, but still tentative. As if some electric charge was flowing from her novice hands, the sensation augmented Alex’s driving need. She needn’t be an expert at the task. Jocelyn’s hand moved even deeper between Alex’s legs, where she fingered the sensitive flesh, and found her dearest friend responding just as she might if her own fingers or Will’s were probing her there. Alex rocked back against the invading hands, which became more bold the more they played with her. So like Jocelyn not to waver even from the outset. It was either that, Alex thought, or her friend was lying about having had a woman before. Then too, Alex knew Jocelyn’s lust well, the redhead would be a mistress of her own self pleasure, knowing exactly what brings a woman to orgasm.


  Alex parted her legs, begging Jocelyn for more. And with the ‘come-on’ obvious, her lover became bolder still. Jocelyn’s fingers probed deeply and were soon moving rhythmically in and out of the warm wet pussy, until Alex gasped aloud and groaned with pleasure, her female juices flooding over her lover’s hand.


  


  Jocelyn was still dressed in her robe and admiring the sight of Alex’s naked backside, now glowing white in the pale moonlight. Sensing the eyes focused on her back, she turned around and let the white sheet fall away. Jocelyn could see her creamy breasts, the pussy and everything in-between. No further invitation was necessary, their longing arms brought them together as naturally as if they’d made love every day. Their naked bodies moved in tandem, breast to breast and cunt to cunt and lips to lips. Settled in side by side on the lounge, they continued to kiss as their hands played at will and the intimacy grew.


  Unexpectedly, with just the most basic stimulation, Jocelyn suddenly exploded into orgasm. Dormant, built-up, pent-up sexual energy broke free and her climax swept through her body with a boisterous blast. She was almost savage the way she bucked against her new found lover’s slim form. With Alex’s fingers moving stealthily between her thighs and reaching to the wet warmth of her pussy, a gentle ‘ahhhhmmmmmm’ … escaped her parted lips while the final shudder lingered on.


  Alex, ready for another climax, pressed Jocelyn’s fingers to the opening of her pussy, and as the chill of the cool night air made her shiver, she ended this second orgasm with a graceful moan, thinking she was at last on her way to all the satisfaction her body craved.


  


  “Are you cold?” Alex asked, after they’d been silent for some minutes.


  “Cold, no,” Jocelyn replied. “But I’d like you on the bed.”


  Even in the shadowy darkness, Alex could see Jocelyn’s eyes shining with their iridescent green.


  “You’re sure you want to go on? I was blatantly seducing you. I’m sorry, but…”


  “Blatant you were,” Jocelyn interrupted a senseless apology. “But there’s nothing to apologize for, I don’t want to stop.”


  They guided each other into Alex’s darkened bedroom, and lay down on top of comforters that felt as cool as the air until their bodies warmed them. Settling between Jocelyn’s legs, Alex cradled the redhead’s rear end in her hands and found her moist cumming sex with her mouth. By the light of stars, she could see the luster on the woman’s face, see the shining tint of red hair on her pubic mound, and see that the woman was breaking through this sexual taboo with ease. Maybe there was nothing to break through at all. Perhaps she was made for this. Perhaps for Jocelyn making love to a woman was no different than picking up a forgotten garment that she’d once left lying on the floor.


  She tasted sweet and pungent. The hint of decay between her legs, like the smell of a withering summer, or that musty autumn smell of women at the ripe end of a good day. It brought back memories, Alex thinking of Jane, the cunt she never sucked, even though the intimacy she’d shared with her was a precious moment in her sexual awakening. She visualized making love to Jane so many times in her mind that it seemed real, as if it actually happened; though memory defied her to recall the act of laying her tongue to Jane’s pink clit.


  Now moving as catlike as the Jane of her memories, Alex explored the body that desire had made an obsession in her mind. She wouldn’t tell her yet about the raunchy things she dreamed of, how she’d put herself in bed with her a hundred times, and imagined the moment she’d first lay eyes on the swollen clit, and the red nether hair, and the large pink aureoles with their puckering nipples. For now Alex was content to enjoy the blessings of her friend so willingly bestowed. She wondered why this hadn’t happened sooner.


  


  It was only after they’d slept, and morning was about to break across a clear California sky that Jocelyn finally found her way between Alex’s thighs, to the moist skin and the tender pink folds of her pussy. This new taste of a woman’s home, this in the morning when the fragrance peaked, drew her into the writhing blonde body as if Jocelyn were right there with Alex in the middle of her orgasmic moment. Where she placed her lips, Alex would place her own if she could; where she tongued and finger fucked, Alex would as well. Jocelyn yearned to go deeper into the sensitive territory, to fill the woman with herself, to blend as spirits just as their bodies surely blended.


  When she witnessed the sensuous waves of completion, and the soft ‘amen’ of satisfaction from Alex’s lips, Jocelyn pulled body to body with her again, and their arms embraced as if a blanket of peace was wrapped around them from which they were safe from any worries of a more troubling world.


  



Chapter Five


  


  Alex looked across the table, into Jocelyn’s green eyes, as a moist cloud arose from their plates of steamy scrambled eggs.


  “I never eat eggs like this,” Jocelyn declared. “Unless I’m sexually satiated. I suppose it’s like coming back to earth eating something so substantial.” She was apparently amused by some memory.


  “You’ve been eating eggs a lot I would think,” Alex said affectionately, thinking of Jocelyn’s husband.


  “Reggie’s a fire cat, all right, beneath that cool, but he’s too easily distracted. I remember the first time we made love at the Tahoe estate, I had him all to myself for one long glorious night.”


  “You almost sound sad,” Alex said, noting the small furrow in Jocelyn’s brow, and the way she bit her lip as if she were holding something back.


  “Our honeymoon was the same. He’s so devoted when his attention is fixed on me. I’ve never felt so consumed.”


  “Consumed. I love that,” Alex agreed, relishing the word.


  “But he’s too damned busy.”


  “And you aren’t?”


  “Oh, we both are,” Jocelyn conceded. “That’s why I was so disappointed when he couldn’t make this trip.”


  “I suppose the men in our lives are passionate about many things. But be certain, my dear, Reggie is very passionate about you.”


  “Yes, he is.” She smiled happily, knowing that Alex was one person that would really understand that fact.


  “And you miss him.”


  “Oh, I don’t know. I suppose I do, but not so much now, since I decided to enjoy you. You know you have a great ass?”


  “I’ve been told it’s good for many things.”


  “Maybe I should spank it sometime,” Jocelyn mused.


  “Maybe?” Alex replied. “I’ve never been spanked by a woman, at least not that I remember.”


  


  The morning had come too soon for them both. Just pulling away from each other and out of bed had been a challenge, let alone dressing and going to breakfast in the coffee shop. The abrupt taste of reality was shocking to their systems, but then, they were still finding ways to be intimate even in the midst of the bustling restaurant.


  “Are you sure you haven’t had bisexual inclinations all this time?” Alex asked.


  Jocelyn shook her head. “I swear, I haven’t. It’s never occurred to me to make love to a woman. Perhaps until I got what I needed from a man, I couldn’t really focus on my own sex.”


  “But you’re happy about our accident last night?”


  “I’m in love with you, Alex, every inch of your body.”


  “As I am with you. This is such a perfect place for lesbian lust. I just wonder what we’re going to do when we have to face reality next week.”


  “You’re worried,” Jocelyn asked.


  “I suppose I shouldn’t be, at least not yet. After all, we have all week.”


  Alex went back to eating eggs while Jocelyn stared at her friend’s sumptuous body. Her silk blouse draped in front so that she could see her breasts. When she moved even slightly, and the two orbs swayed against the fabric, a pang of desire instantly ignited deep in Jocelyn’s groin.


  As much as their sexual exploration felt as right as anything Jocelyn had ever done, she was surprised to find a hint of remorse in her friend’s demeanor that kept her distant for nearly a day.


  


  “You are worried about something.” Jocelyn confronted her later, while they were sunning by the pool.


  “You think so?”


  “Don’t lie to me or maybe I’ll spank your ass. Isn’t that what Will or Reggie would do?”


  “I can hear them now.


  Jocelyn perused the blonde’s face, looking for more clues, though the truth hit her suddenly, the intuitive flash so obvious, she wondered why she hadn’t thought about it before.


  “You’re feeling guilty, aren’t you?” Jocelyn said.


  “Guilt? Me, feel guilty about sex?”


  “I said, don’t lie,” Jocelyn raised the intensity of her voice.


  Alex stared around trying not to catch Jocelyn’s eyes, but that was impossible since the redhead was not going to waver from her purpose.


  “Yeah, it’s guilt, all right. Damn it! I loved last night. I’m so horny now, I want to take you in the bedroom and make love all afternoon.”


  “Then we will.”


  “It’s Will,” Alex confessed.


  “You think he’d disapprove.”


  “Not of the sex, he’d never do that. But I’m not sure that he’s over the incident last year. My big mistake that sent me running to Reggie for retribution.”


  Jocelyn had heard all the stories in great detail.


  “That was about lies, Alex. So go ahead and tell him about us.”


  “You’re planning to tell Reggie?”


  “I hadn’t really thought about it.”


  “Well, if I tell Will, you’ll have to tell Reg.”


  “Frankly, I’d rather keep this to ourselves,” Jocelyn said. “I mean, what are we going to feel like when we get back? Do you know? Maybe this is just a quick fling and nothing more. It hardly seems worth the gamble of pissing off two unpredictable men. The way I see it, we’ve been spurned by our husbands and this is our revenge.” The glimmer in her eye looked as if it had a diabolical source, with all the wicked implications of some devilish plan behind it.


  “What a mischievous bitch, you are! And not an ounce of guilt.”


  “I suppose a little jealousy does that to me,” Jocelyn retorted.


  “You’re pissed at him, aren’t you?”


  “You’re damn right! Making love to you, having sex, being bawdy and raunchy and totally without shame right now is soothing my wounded wings. Reggie pissed me off not coming on this trip, and I’ve been afraid to say it. Right now, I’d just as soon he doesn’t know anything about us. I’d rather keep these moments with you all to myself.”


  For her own reasons Alex agreed. As unpredictable as Will’s response might be, holding back this information was a gamble she was willing to take for the perverse thrill of keeping the secret of their lusty infidelity to themselves.


  



Chapter Six


  


  Gazing at the skyscraper at night, Jocelyn’s sensibilities were acute enough to know it was Reggie’s light burning high above the street below. He was too far away to actually see him; but she could almost feel his presence as if he was next to her. So close now, after so many days away. She dashed toward the door, smiling at the security guard who cleared her to the seventh floor.


  


  “It’s Sunday, Reg, didn’t you expect me home?” Jocelyn said appearing in the door of his office. Seeing his blond head buried up to his eye balls in work, it was hardly different than when she left the week before.


  He looked up. “You’re back,” he said with hardly a wrinkle in his expression.


  “Is that all the welcome I’m going to get?”


  “It’s all you deserve.”


  “All I deserve! How about ‘I love you, I missed you, can’t wait to take you in my arms?’ We’re still romantically entangled, aren’t we?”


  “That’s probably why I’m so pissed.”


  Jocelyn moved inside the office and around the massive desk so she could have her hands on him. “What’s wrong?” she asked, her fingers running through his blond locks.


  “It’s been a rotten week. I could have used your comfort.”


  “Really?” She was pleased by that sentiment. He did miss her even if he wasn’t exactly saying so.


  He pulled her hands from their tender gestures, and held them while he looked up at her. There was little warmth in his eyes, and he did look weary.


  “So tell me all about it,” she said.


  “No. You tell me all about your trip.”


  “Ah, it was perfect. Couldn’t have been any better. Lots of sun, several damn good massages, and the food was terrific. Alex and I relaxed. Exactly what you should have done.”


  “So you’re going to rub it in?”


  “You wanted me to tell you about it. And…” she sidled in closer, “I’m so fucking horny, I’d like to screw you right on this desk.”


  “Is that so? Well, I think I’ll make you wait,” he said, pulling away from her altogether and returning to his work.


  “You ass!” Jocelyn snarled.


  “It gets me off, darling, being an ass.” He smirked enough so Jocelyn decided he wasn’t going to pounce on her right away.


  “How about coming home with me? It’s getting late.” She looked at her watch to see it was nearly eight o’clock.


  “I think I’d rather check into some cheap motel as go home.”


  “Want me that bad, huh?”


  “No. Your little fool of a maid has me pissed off, I don’t want to be there.”


  “What?”


  “I resent your leaving her in charge of things. Her incompetence is unbelievable.”


  “Oh, Reg, I don’t believe that. Maybe she’s just nervous around you.”


  “That’s not the point.”


  “Sometimes you can be a little intimidating.”


  “Intimidating?”


  “Of course you’re intimidating, you practice constantly.”


  “I want you to fire her.”


  “Fire her?”


  “Yes.”


  “No. I’m not going to do that.”


  “Jocelyn,” Reg stared at her. “If she’s in the house when I get home tonight, there’s going to be hell to pay.”


  “What? A blistered butt? What a welcome home!” There was no way to disguise her annoyance.


  “If that’s what you want,” Reggie said.


  “It’s hardly what I want, and you’re being completely irrational.”


  “Me? Irrational? I’ve been totally rational, totally forgiving. And that’s over. Fire her. I’m not going to deal with her anymore.”


  “NO!” Jocelyn answered, eyes flashing.


  Before he could say anything else, she was out the door, slamming it in his face.


  


  Jocelyn beat Reggie home by a half hour, which only left her a few moments to think on her own. Reggie’s welcome was a cruel blow considering all that she imagined it would be. She expected his hands devouring her, rough stuff and getting screwed everywhere he thought to place his dick. She’d thought of that pure Reggie essence pouring from his firebrand eyes, and all the ‘hell to pay’ she enjoyed. She’d imagined many things in her hours waiting to see him, but she hadn’t imagined an argument, and a good one at that.


  Jocelyn went to the maid’s room as soon as she was in the door.


  “Helena,” she said, knocking.


  “Yes, ma’am.” The gentle young woman opened the door a crack. Her two dark eyes stared out at the mistress of the house. Short cropped brown hair, a wide open face, clear olive complexion, and a trace of an accent from her European roots made Jocelyn quicken a little inside, recognizing female lust again. something she’d clearly felt with Alex, but hardly expected from the young woman in her home.


  “I understand that you had a difficult week with Mr. Harold?”


  The girl blushed. “I made some big mistakes, ma’am. He was trying to be patient, but I know he’s angry.” She opened the door wider. Jocelyn, taking the gesture as an invitation, walked in and sat down on the bed.


  “What exactly did you do?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Burned his breakfast one morning.”


  Jocelyn nodded for her to go on.


  “Spilled grape juice on his suit, the gray one.”


  That was the one he’d just bought. Jocelyn winced.


  “And…” the girl hedged a bit… “I threw away some papers in the library. They were in the trash, so I assumed he didn’t need them.”


  “I thought I told you not to go in that room,” Jocelyn said.


  “I thought I was being helpful since you were away.”


  “That’s Mr. Harold’s inner sanctum, he doesn’t want anyone going in there. Not even me, unless I have an invitation.”


  “That’s what he said,” the girl replied, no doubt remembering whatever confrontation the two had had.


  “What else did he say?”


  “He kind of left the house yesterday morning saying that I’d have to talk to Mrs. Harold when she got back. That’s all really. I haven’t seen him since. He was out early this morning, didn’t come home until late last night.”


  “He’s furious with you, Helena,” Jocelyn informed her of the obvious. “And he wants me to fire you.”


  The young woman had tears puddling in her eyes, ready to spill down her cheeks. She looked so sweet and forlorn.


  “It’s your green card, the immigration? You need to have the job, don’t you?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “I’m on your side,” she said kindly. “I’d like to you stay. But I’ll have to do some fast talking to get Mr. Harold to change his mind. And you’ll have to shape up now, no more stupid mistakes.”


  “Oh, ma’am, if you could just forgive me this time.”


  “I can forgive you very easily. It’s Mr. Harold you’re going to have to please.”


  Jocelyn turned away from the maid and went to the living room, wondering why she was putting up with Helena’s blunders. She did have some compassion for the poor thing; but mostly, she enjoyed defying Reggie on this one. Perverse at it was it roused her to no end. Then, too, there was also that unmistakable rush of desire that surged through her thinking of sharing Helena’s bed for the night.


  ***


  Reggie didn’t say a word on entering the house. He did stand at the doorway of the living room, looking into the darkness at his wife sitting passively on the sofa. Her head was resting on the back as if she was dozing.


  “Is she gone?” he asked, waking Jocelyn from whatever state of mind she was in.


  “No.”


  Reggie shook his head. “You’re really going to challenge me on this?”


  “I told you I wouldn’t fire her. I did talk to her. She told me about the mishaps you’ve had; though I didn’t think they were that serious. She was trying hard to please you. I could see that.” Jocelyn talked sweetly hoping he’d see the situation her way.


  “Dammit, Jocelyn. I ask for one thing and you’re going to make a ridiculous example of it. Why?”


  “Because I think you’re wrong.”


  “And I think you’re out of line. I’ll fire her myself.” He took off toward Helena’s room.


  “No you won’t!” She charged up from the chair and grabbed his arm.


  “Jocelyn!” he snapped, turning back to her with a scowl.


  “You make people tense,” she said gently. “How many times have you said that yourself?”


  “Well, then we’ll hire someone that can stand to be in my presence.”


  “Oh, stop!”


  “You want me to blister your butt for her crimes?”


  “If that’s what it takes,” she answered defiantly.


  “Well then, by all means. I’d be very happy to.”


  Reggie pulled his wife with him to the library, his secret place, his private haven, into the darkest room in the house, where all the nastiest scenes he could devise took place. She struggled with him, fruitless effort that it was. And he wasted no time retrieving his favorite leather piece from the closet. Pushing Jocelyn against the back of a leather chair, he pulled up her skirt, held her at his waist, and with the foot long paddle began to smack her exposed behind with all the fury that was raging through him.


  “Ouch! Goddammit!” Jocelyn roared, again a fruitless waste of energy to protest. Reggie never backed off from a punishment.


  “I expect defiance from lots of people, but certainly not you!” he barked.


  “Then you don’t know me as well as you think! You ass!” Jocelyn snapped in the hairsbreadth of an instant he gave her to respond, before he began with another blast of stinging blows to her bottom.


  Like some raging inferno unleashed, the spirit behind this paddling was pure raw unexpressed emotion. Reggie recognized its source—coming from having missed her far too much while she was away, resenting her for even leaving. The admission did nothing to change his intentions for his wife’s behind. The fiery rain of blows continued. Smack after smack, some right over top the others, still others straying to her thighs and upper bottom. Everywhere he could inflict the torture and make her bottom rosy with the effort, Reggie let loose with a savage cut.


  “Dammit stop!” she wailed. Among her other wails of woe this one stood out from the others and annoyed him most. He wasn’t about to stop by her command and the cry only made him double his effort, just when he was about to finish off.


  And yet, as the furious confrontation continued, without either one realizing it, a wave of desire began to sweep over them both. So much tension released, so much agitation dwindling away, even the smacks of the paddle began to take on a different quality, an erotic one. Jocelyn’s protests weren’t protests at all anymore, but moans of pleasure and gratitude, turning the tempestuous event into something altogether different than either planned. As Reggie dropped the paddle to the floor, his hands were on her burning ass, being as ruthless as he knew how, keeping the pain still fresh in her mind. But that was the aphrodisiac she wanted. She pushed against his hands, welcoming the invasion of fingers in her ass, and begged for more as he toyed with her clit. Moistening the rear door, he penetrated her with two fingers of one hand while with the other he rummaged through a nearby drawer for some lube to make the entry easier. Finding what he wanted, he had his wife’s ass well greased before his hard prick slipped inside. With the addition of a good sized dildo in her cunt, he was fucking her double, feeling the thrill of a raging climax about to explode.


  He roared as he was finishing off. However, Jocelyn, still waiting for her own orgasm to commence, moved back against his pulsing prick, begging him not to withdraw as the stimulation rose to a peak.


  “I shouldn’t even let you come,” he murmured, even though his playful fingers defied his words.


  “Ah, ah, ah ah, Reg, pleeeease.” She was speaking some unintelligible nonsense, and then at last rocking back into his groin, she let the pleasure move from one end of her body to the other. “Oh, my god,” she whispered in a voice he could hardly hear.


  


  “We’re not going to be separated like this again,” Reggie swore, as he pulled her up, his prick falling away from her ass, her body limp in his arms.


  “Perhaps not,” she concurred. For all the female lust expressed in Alex Kozak’s arms, this was a heaven worth not forgetting. Being violated so crudely never made sense, but it was a sexual deviation that she demanded to really feel alive. “I’m glad I’m home,” she said, snuggling against his chest, looking up at his satisfied eyes.


  “Even as sore as you are?” he wondered. He fondled her sore cheeks to make sure she’d remember the spanking.


  “There’s no substitute for this,” she said.


  “Oh, so you were looking for substitutes?”


  “Naw. Dildos just aren’t the same,” she said, just a trace of guilt thinking of her tiny omission about having sex with Alex


  “Damn good thing they’re not.”


  “So, Reg, do I have to fire Helena?”


  He didn’t answer immediately, thinking he should probably stick to his guns. Though since he’d been with her, Jocelyn was bringing out a much softer side of him, and perhaps this was one time to practice that trait.


  “If you’re so dead set on keeping her, that’s fine. But you’re responsible for her, and that means I’ll be as likely to take her mistakes out of your butt as reprimand her.”


  “What a soft heart you have,” Jocelyn purred sweetly. “You have no idea how relieved she’ll be.”


  “One promise, though,” he said in his unwavering cold tone.


  “What’s that?”


  “No more vacations without me.”


  “Is that an edict?”


  “It is. I’m not going to have you run off disturbing my well ordered life, unless I’m running off with you.”


  “You really missed me, didn’t you?”


  “If you want me to say I’m miserable without you, I never will. But it doesn’t do me much good to get unreasonably horny when the object of my intentions is unavailable. Just so you understand how strong my feelings are about this, you’re likely to have your bottom sore for the rest of the week just because I need more revenge.”


  “You mean that?”


  “I do.”


  She pulled away from his arms enough to flee toward the staircase. She was out of reach when she got to them, though Reggie was on her heels. He tackled her on the top of the stairs and spanked her ass hard with his hand before she escaped again. On the bed, she didn’t mind being at his mercy; and as usual, Reggie was as deft raising a stinging burn with the palm of his hand as he’d been with the leather paddle.


  “You’re going to have me looking like raw meat!” she finally wailed.


  “Good, there’s nothing I like better than to see the aftereffects on your unruly ass.” He smacked her twice more.


  Pulling her into his arms, he was more subdued, an occasional smack or grim squeeze all that remained of his intent to punish her. A second hard-on, a ready cunt, the two clutched each other tightly as they let the other side of their love begin to freely flow. Such gentleness from a source so fierce was the treasure Jocelyn waited for, and the treasure that would make this coming home complete.


  How it fit in her life, next to seven days of tenderness with Alex Kozak, was a matter to consider another day. For the moment, she had all she wanted.


  ***


  The cafe was small, and the two chose a table in the loft, away from the bustle below, where just a few others ventured for a more leisurely lunch.


  “I’ve missed you,” Alex said. She looked in Jocelyn’s eyes, seeing a happy contentment there. “But I don’t suppose you’ve missed me. I bet you and Reg have been all over each other.”


  “The first night was wild, and last night he tied me to the bedrail before he spanked me.”


  “You’re getting spanked?” Alex mused enviously.


  “Oh, he was pissed about our new maid, and I’m paying for her mistakes.”


  “Why doesn’t she pay?”


  “Because he has more fun punishing me.”


  “I can see that.”


  “How long is this going to go on?”


  “Until Reggie decides I’ve paid enough.”


  Alex took a deep breath and sighed. “Damn, this talk is making me horny.”


  “Will still has what? A couple of weeks?”


  “At least. I talked to him last night. Got him off over the phone before he laid on another blow. They like his work so much that they want him to continue for the rest of the month.”


  “Maybe you should have taken your vacation in Alaska?”


  “It’s too late now. Besides, I don’t regret a moment of our time in California. You still feel the same, or has being back in Reggie’s control turned all your lust for him?” The longing in her eyes was hard to miss.


  “You know, Alex, I thought it might, but…” Jocelyn shook her head and smirked. “What do you say we take the afternoon off?”


  “You can do that?”


  “I had a client cancel.”


  “Well ordinarily I never could. But I’m supposed to go to a dentist appointment from here. I could call and tell them I’m sick. That is, if you really want to…”


  “Your apartment?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Too far,” Alex said.


  Jocelyn gazed out the window, at the neon light from a city hotel blinking even in the bright sun. “Do you suppose it’s clean?”


  “How clean is clean? Doesn’t hurt to look.”


  


  The hotel had a mellow look, sort of dog-eared with age, but it was clean enough to screw in, no bedbugs, white sheets and a cleanly swept floor, even though they weren’t planning on hitting the floor during this rendezvous.


  Once they were in their own world it really didn’t matter if it was the spa or a dive motel, something teeming in the atmosphere around them, something sensuous they created with their blending female bodies enveloped them in each other’s eyes and sensitive touch and the cushiony softness of delicate places that still felt as tender as newborn skin.


  It surprised Jocelyn that she orgasmed first, when she expected an edgier Alex to be hornier, just on general principles, considering that it had been days without any lover but herself. Alex, however, had something else in mind.


  “Spank me, Jocelyn,” the blonde murmured, as she crawled on hands and knees, and waved her ass as if it were their first night at the spa. Jocelyn couldn’t resist.


  “You don’t want it sweet and pretty, do you?” the redhead observed, as she gave her waving behind a firm smack.


  “Not today,” the blonde purred as he eyes started to glaze over. “More, please…”


  More she got. Not as brisk or savage a spanking as Will and Reggie might deliver, but that didn’t matter. It was the sensation she was after; and the sensation of the spanking swelled within her, until with just a little probing from Jocelyn, Alex cried out joyously before she fell against the bed relieved.


  “You need more than this,” the redhead said as she snuggled into Alex’s warm body.


  “I need Will, though I’m very glad I have you now.”


  “And you need it rough, don’t you?” Jocelyn mused aloud.


  “It’s hard to admit, but yes. Something isn’t satisfied in me without it.”


  Jocelyn thought of herself as wholly different from Alex. Even though they participated in some of the same sex games, they came from different points of view, and yet there were times when Jocelyn envied Alex’s single-minded submissive lust. It seemed much less complicated that her own mysterious sexual psyche. She sighed deeply, letting that worry fall away. “I wonder how long we can go on doing this without them knowing.”


  “Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that too much,” Alex replied. “I have it figured this way, it’s either right what we’re doing or our guilt will get us caught.”


  “That’s rather philosophical.”


  “Sometimes it’s easier than worrying about the consequences. Handle the consequences when you get to them. Better than worry about something that might never happen.”


  The two friends lay side by side naked and content to remain that way, affectionately fondle one another until it was time to return to work.


  



Chapter Seven


  


  “Jocelyn!” Reggie’s voice rang with an annoying sharpness.


  “You got a problem?” Jocelyn stood at the bathroom door, still dripping wet from her shower.


  “Your ditzy maid is up to old tricks.”


  “Ooo, I guess I have to offer my bottom to you.”


  “Frankly, I’d rather you fixed the problem,” he replied.


  “What’s it this time?” she asked.


  “She must have done something in the dryer.” He held up a silk shirt which was now just an indistinguishable mangled mess.


  “Oh god, this is a mess. I’ll talk to her—and buy you a new shirt, my dime.”


  “Damn right, your dime. Better yet, fix the problem! Maybe use a little of your management genius on this one.”


  “If she worked at the office, I’d probably fire her,” Jocelyn said.


  “See, that’s my point. This obviously isn’t her calling in life.”


  “But she may not have a life if we fire her. Her immigration status depends on this job, or some job.”


  “Does it have to be this job?”


  “I’d feel as guilty as hell if we fire her and she gets sent back. Her home country is not a pretty place these days.”


  “Then consult with yourself for an answer,” Reggie replied giving her a good whack on the rear.


  She started to go back to the bathroom then turned around.


  “You know there may be a solution right under our noses,” she said.


  “What’s that?”


  “Spanking her?”


  “Spank her?”


  “It’s not like you haven’t done it to naughty asses before. You certainly aren’t out of practice,” she said, rubbing her still stinging rear.


  “Despite what you think of me, Jocelyn, I don’t just punish whoever pisses me off. The practice requires the right woman. And if you remember, I swore off other submissives, except in the case of you, and maybe Alexandra when she starts acting like a whining brat.”


  “I know your vow. But this is your house, and she knows what a lusty life you lead. Besides, I think the idea of getting disciplined appeals to her.”


  “Why would you think that?”


  “Why do you suppose she can’t stay out of the library, even when you’ve ordered her to? I’ve seen her toying with your cabinet of horrors.”


  “Oh?” He looked more interested.


  “Quite fondly, I might add.”


  He looked at her strangely, seeing her eyes glimmer nastily in a way he’d never quite seen before. She often teased him, but there was something darker about her tease this time, and little devious. He rather liked the look even if it puzzled him.


  “Is there something about my punishing Helena that arouses you?” he asked.


  “Why would you say that?”


  “You’re awfully encouraging. It doesn’t quite sound like you.”


  “She’s an alluring young woman. Something about her that just cries out for a good strapping, don’t you think?”


  “I’m the one who’d think that, but you? Are you trying to tell me that in addition to all your other sexual fascinations, you’re turned on by women, too?”


  The question startled her, as much as she’d been thinking of making love to Alex again. “I’m telling you nothing of the sort,” she replied. “But after Helena’s repeated errors and now this, I’m beginning to wonder if it’s deliberate. I’d like nothing better than to watch you work over her bouncing bottom. Nice round cheeks, a blush that won’t stop, her whimpering cries…”


  “You amaze me,” he said. “I suppose that’s one of the reasons I find being married to you so fascinating.”


  “You find it fascinating? You’ve never said that, at least not in so many words.”


  “Marrying you should have been enough to tell you volumes full, enough volumes to keep you reading for years.”


  “Women like to hear it daily, darling.”


  “But you survive without it,” he said, proud of himself for topping her last comment as he walked out the door.


  “How about Helena?” she called to him before he got too far.


  “Well, if you can’t handle it, I suppose I can,” he called back to her. “Have her in the library after dinner tonight. But you,” he turned to point a finger at her. “You’re still not off the hook in this, and I’m not sure you’re even going to get the pleasure of watching.”


  “Please,” she pleaded.


  He didn’t answer.


  Walking out, Reggie knew there was something else behind this turn of events, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it.


  ***


  Jocelyn sat in one of Reggie’s leather chairs in front of his desk, watching intently as the exchange between her husband and Helena commenced. She might as well have not been in the room for the way the two were so keenly focused on each other; it was just like her most intense moments with Reg. Except for one brisk punishment of Alex the first night she met the Kozaks, Jocelyn had never seen Reggie’s severe command from an observer’s point of view. It was enough to make her shiver, all that cold poured out on one poor girl. It was enough to make her reconsider encouraging this solution. Better perhaps she’d just paddled the girl’s bottom herself, and hope the simpler treatment would do some good. But now it was too late to stop this confrontation, and all she could do was passively watch.


  “Do you know how close you are to losing your job?” Reggie spoke to the trembling young woman directly. He was sitting at his desk, she was standing before him, mesmerized by the sight of his harsh but handsome face.


  “No, sir,” she replied.


  “If it weren’t for the good will of my wife, you’d have been gone that godawful week she was on vacation.”


  “I’m so sorry,” Helena said. “I just seem to keep messing up.”


  “Is it messing up or is it deliberate?” Reggie asked.


  “Oh, sir, please, it’s not deliberate.”


  “I wonder,” he said. He rose from his seat and strode toward the cabinet on the far side of the room. Opening the doors, straps, paddle, whips and canes rattled against the mahogany door.


  Jocelyn watched the girl shudder; it matched her own response to the implements dangling ominously inside the interior of the ancient cabinet.


  “Is it a fascination, Helena?” he asked.


  “Sir?”


  “Does this intrigue you?”


  “Oh my, sir.” A blush crept up her neck to her cheeks.


  “You come across as a whining, sniveling child, but I suspect there’s much more vamp in you than you let on. Perhaps a conniving one at that.”


  “Sir, please,” she tried a touch of protest in her reply.


  “You know what intrigues me, Helena?”


  “What is that, Mr. Harold?”


  “Honesty.”


  The young woman bit her lip, which just added to the pitiful expression that she performed so well.


  “You’ve been playing with my private things, these implements in the cabinet.”


  “I…” she was fumbling for the right words.


  “I know the truth, Helena, I want you to tell me in your own words.”


  She gulped, waiting a long time to speak. “Yes, sir, I have,” she finally admitted.


  “And what do you do with these things when you draw them out?” He pulled out a short leather whip and fondled it in his hand, the foot long lengths of cord moving ever so slowly against the palm of his hand.


  Unable to take her eyes off the whips, she blushed once more, her clear olive complexion flushed with a red hue that announced her embarrassment clearly.


  “The truth, Helena.” Reggie spoke coldly, with every ounce of firm conviction of a prosecuting attorney grilling a guilty defendant.


  The young maid could fall down in a heap of tears or answer honestly, there were no other choices—especially since her fear froze her in her place. Running off was not an option when her feet could never carry her.


  “I like to touch them,” she said timidly.


  “And what else?”


  Her lips trembled as if each word was painful to speak.


  “I can stay here all day, if you like,” Reggie filled the silent void. “I’m a very patient man. Now tell me, what else do you do with these when you take them from my cabinet?”


  “I pretend.”


  “Pretend? Go on.”


  “Sir, I can’t say these things.” Tears streamed down her cheeks. “Please. Just spank me and be over with it.”


  Reggie smirked. “The spanking would be easier, wouldn’t it?”


  She nodded.


  “Don’t fear, Helena, there’ll be that too, but I want your admissions on the record. No one’s going to harm you, in fact, you might get exactly what you want.” There was just a trace of affection in his voice, but it did nothing to ease the woman’s misery, especially when the sentiment was fleeting and Reggie turned cold and dictatorial seconds later.


  Helena looked longingly at Jocelyn, as if the mistress of the house might have some compassion that her husband didn’t.


  Jocelyn felt the woman’s agony herself, the gnawing pain in her excruciating. She was on the verge of pleading with Reggie to get on with the task, but there was that other more devious side of her that found the young maid’s travail as fascinating as it was tortuous to witness. She wanted to see the outcome, the whole thing, as Reggie played out the scene with his impeccable theatrical timing.


  Why had a hundred women fallen in love with him? She could see clearly now, when her own lust might have blinded her before. It was elemental, something that she’d wanted to deny in herself, but couldn’t. He knew the powerful female need to be dominated that resided deep in women like Helena. And if Jocelyn was correct, this maid would be falling in love with him, too. Her husband was a quite master of this game.


  “Helena,” he spoke sharply. “Mrs. Harold is not going to rescue you. In fact, punishing you like this was her idea.” He looked at his wife, as if to say, ‘you really had no idea I could be this cruel, did you, darling?’


  “I don’t know what to say,” the girl replied.


  “My dear, the simple facts are always easiest, just tell me what you mean by ‘pretend’.”


  Helena closed her eyes as she prepared to speak, too much for her to talk and look into Reggie’s eyes at the same time. He forgave her for that and didn’t demand she open them. “I’ve taken the leather things,” she said in a breathless whisper, “the whips and paddles, and used them on myself.”


  “How? Tell me exactly.”


  “I-uh..I lift my skirt or take down my pants and turn about so that I can spank my bottom.”


  “You like the way they feel?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And what goes through your head when you’re spanking yourself?”


  “I-um, I think about…about you doing these things to me.”


  “And do you imagine the punishment is painful?”


  “Yes, sir, very painful.” Her eyes remained closed as if she’d mentally placed herself there and was seeing the pictures in her mind as she recounted her tale.


  “And do you spank yourself hard?”


  “Yes,” she answered. The tears were still falling from her eyes, but the trembling was beginning to fade.


  “Until your bottom’s red?” he questioned.


  “Yes, sir, very red indeed.”


  “So hard it’s painful?”


  “Yes, that too, but…but not enough,” she said, letting out a huge sigh.


  “That’s very good. I give you credit for being so honest.”


  The young woman waited for the next question, but there was none.


  “You can open your eyes. The worst is over.”


  The maid wiped her tears away, as she returned to the reality around her.


  “Since you obviously need to be punished, I’ll be certain you will, and often. And from now on, I’ll demand your good behavior and exacting work, or, green card or not, immigration or not, you’ll be fired. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “If it’s discipline you require, that you’ll get. But don’t continue to sacrifice your life and gamble on your future by creating foolish blunders to be punished for. You understand?” His voice rose like a violent wind, wrapping about her quivering form with more ferocity than she ever expected. “Do you understand,” he repeated, when she hesitated.


  “Yes, sir,” she answered.


  “And enough with meekness!” he snapped. “You’re not a meek woman. In fact, you are a woman, not a child. Twenty-three, I believe?” He stared at the maid for several moments. Eye to eye their exchange—dominant to submissive—was a tantalizing moment, so rich in meaning and import as the young Helena discovered herself in the midst of the dreamed of fantasy, even though its outcome would be a painful reality.


  “Jocelyn, get my spanker,” Reggie ordered his wife.


  Jocelyn jumped at the abrupt command. Being as submissive as the maid, she tiptoed quietly to the open cabinet and pulled out the leather spanking paddle. Returning, she handed it to her husband, then shrunk back to her chair to watch the grim proceedings with as much fascination as she’d watched the German S&M theater Reggie had take her to when they were just dating.


  For all the drawn out drama of the beginning, Reggie was swift to finish off his guilty maid. Moving briskly, he placed a chair in an open space in the room and bade her bend over, palms resting on the seat. Helena obeyed while her audience of one watched her nicely rounded bottom well presented, the two distinct orbs jiggling just slightly under her skirt. Reggie’s deft hands reached to the hem of the garment and drew it up over her thighs, then over her bottom, revealing a lovely ass underneath a pair of thin nylon panties. With one quick jerk, he dispensed with her underwear as well, Helena whimpering softly as the cool air hit her naked skin.


  Without further ceremony, Reggie began with the spanker, the leather pelting the submissive behind so that a red glow quickly appeared where her bottom was once pale beige. She cried from the outset, but didn’t scream or wail. It appeared her response was simply genuine pain, the agony of it instantaneous and sustained as the smacks went on without pause. Only when Reggie decided that the pain was too much for the woman to handle did he ease off, so they both rested, though he paused only seconds. Beginning again, he raised the cries, the pain, and the vibrant red, leveling the leather with greater zeal and a harsher consequence, until he paused once more for a brief reprieve. He repeated the methodical process several times, until at last, a moment’s rest did nothing to ease the torment and his submissive’s desperate cries were too horrid to squelch any longer. Her bottom was vibrantly red and marked with savage looking streaks. With Helena still in the midst of the agony she’d been dreaming of for so long, Reggie finally stopped.


  


  Sensing the punishment was over, Helena started to slump to the floor.


  “Stand up!” Reggie commanded. “And don’t start sniveling in front of me.”


  Getting a grip on her misery, the girl pulled herself to her feet, with her skirt conveniently dropping over her ass.


  “You’ve been punished enough this once. I trust the message is clear?” he said.


  “Yes, sir,” she snuffed her reply, wiping tears with the back of her hand.


  “Here, take this,” he said, handing her a Kleenex. “There’s no reason to be that sloppy.”


  She wiped her tears, then blew her nose and slowly backed away from the center of the room. She might have backed out altogether, but Reggie stopped her.


  “Now that your great obsession has finally been realized, Miss Helena,” Reggie said. “You can watch your mistress take a few necessary cuts of her own.”


  “What!” Jocelyn was immediately pulled from a thoughtful reverie as she heard her husband’s comment.


  “You heard me,” he said, turning to his wife.


  “Reggie?”


  He didn’t answer her, but instead walked to the cabinet and pulled out a shiny bamboo cane. Once at her side, he took his stunned wife by the arm and he pushed her toward the chair. Her immediate obedience was more from shock than willingness, as she bent over, just as her new maid had done.


  “Why that?” she blurted out, when at last some small bit of reason began to dawn on her flustered mind.


  “For not handling the problem yourself. And because I want Helena to see what she has to look forward to.”


  With the two women in the room both trembling in fear, Reggie raised Jocelyn’s skirt, letting Helena get a long look at the two mounds of white. Then with a brisk efficient stroke, he laid the cutting implement on his wife’s behind six times. The unforgettable sound of the swishing cane was matched only by Jocelyn’s grunting response, though neither sound was as intense as her silent cry that declared this unexpected turn of events to be a gross violation of her trust.


  Within seconds, he was finished. Six red welts remained etched on her behind, with each distinct cut being a cruel reminder of Reggie’s darkest passion.


  ***


  “How dare you punish me in front of one of our servants!” Jocelyn roared once Helena was ordered from the room, and she was in the library alone with Reggie.


  “You’re angry.” Maintaining his cool, he didn’t even flinch at his wife’s fiery retort or her startling green eyes suddenly dark as midnight.


  “You’re damn right! You friggin’ bastard,” she seethed, as she was about to bolt from the room.


  He grabbed her instead.


  “My word, you are pissed.” As if she wouldn’t be. His treacherous smirk made her furious. She tried shaking him off, but his hold was too tight. His masculine resolve increased her fury, but he didn’t relent. She struggled against his grasp, but to no avail. Then at last he backed her up against his desk until her chest was against his chest, their hearts so close they could feel the other beating.


  Suddenly pinned and without a chance in hell of getting away, Jocelyn smothered a flurry of four letter words. Nothing was right, nothing could describe her anger as clearly as she was feeling it. And yet, with his breath, his eyes, even his mouth so close and focused on her, she started to give way, abandoning fury in favor of the sexual charge their battle produced. When she felt his hard cock through against her thigh, she knew she wasn’t going to protest anymore. She wanted him. Lifting her to the desk, Reggie opened her legs wide and pressed his erection into her welcoming home. They screwed arm in arm, clenched tight, loins grinding in a senseless frenzy until they both climaxed. Then exhausted, they fell against each other forgetting everything but their two beating hearts and the end of the struggle.


  


  Time passed, and Jocelyn was fingering Reggie’s once stiff starched shirt, looking at the floor, her head resting against his muscled chest. He didn’t hold her like this often enough, with this degree of openness, his body feeling as if something substantial and protective was welded to her, incapable of being taken away. When he was often ready to move away from a sexual aftermath quickly, he didn’t this time. She was thinking that neither one of them were good at being so exposed to one another in this intimate way. She smiled, self-satisfied to have him in this vulnerable place. “You know, Reg, you’re still a friggin’ bastard,” she said softly.


  “I am,” he agreed with her, while his hand combed through her mass of tousled curls. He liked the playground of their desires, where she made him feel so safe after making love, that he was happy with her inside the lines of his well defined sphere. No one else could break the barrier of his heart. Not this way. Jocelyn’s fragrant aroma kept him holding her, then kissing her with small tokens of affections from his lips to her forehead. Capturing her face in his hands he kissed her eye, and then her lips that warmly welcomed the affection.


  “I’m not going to forgive you,” she added to her complaint when they pulled further apart.


  The magical spell of safety was breaking away sparring like this, but then, they couldn’t take too much intimacy all at once. A playful ending was as natural to them as their affections and their lust.


  “Then don’t,” he replied. “I can live with that. Though I can’t live without loving you the way I love best. And you know, my darling, there’s a lot of desire in you that you’re not admitting to. Eventually I’m going to make an honest woman of you.”


  One last kiss and he pulled away from her altogether. Gathering the tools of punishment in his hand, he moved to the cabinet and replaced them, taking time to arrange them exactly where each belonged. Jocelyn watched the ritual as she sat on his desk, feeling the sticky aftermath of their love making between her parted legs. It was strange to love a man so meticulous about certain aspects of his life, but so crude about others. Then she smiled, noting what a fine tight ass he had. How she loved to squeeze it as much as he loved squeezing hers. Forgive him? She already had. How could she not when she loved him so much?


  



Chapter Eight


  


  Will was home at last, his car in the parking space where it belonged side by side with Alex’s small sedan. Her heart beat twice as fast at the sight of the red Fiat. She had to keep herself from running to him, from flying through the door and attacking him, though he’d probably laugh at her efforts. Imagining his grin, she felt the affection already working its magic.


  Up the elevator and opening the door, she found the apartment was so quiet it was eerie walking inside. Was he lurking there in the dark, behind some door, ready to jump out at her? How she wished he’d attack her. Like a madman. Scare her. Startle her right out of her wits. Just the thought was arousing in familiar places. Reminders from the night before he left for Alaska were skipping through her head. She shivered just as she’d done on the patio when his presence loomed more perilous than the imminent storm, when she’d been spirited away, making love to him in midst of that savage night.


  Tiptoeing further into the apartment, turning a light on here and there, Will still wasn’t to be found, even when she searched the kitchen for him—he hadn’t even raided the refrigerator—and then their bedroom. The only sign of his return was an unpacked bag sitting on the bed. He wouldn’t have dared go out walking his first night home. But there wasn’t a reasonable explanation for his whereabouts until she returned to the living room and looked toward his studio. The light was burning underneath the door.


  Of course. But working so soon?


  


  Rapping on the door, Alex heard his familiar voice respond.


  “God, you’re home! I didn’t expect you until the weekend,” she dashed to him, flinging arms around his neck, kissing him crazily until he pushed her back. “You don’t look happy, something’s wrong?”


  “Is this a joke?” he asked. A hellish look accompanied the question.


  “What a joke?”


  He stared at his worktable, a copy of the letter she’d sent the museum with a sample of his photographs was lying neatly in the center of his desk, just where’d she left it for him to find.


  “I thought you’d be pleased. I was talking to Davidson at the museum. He was dying to see your work. Said you were supposed to have sent it. I couldn’t get hold of you in Alaska, but I know you talked to him just days before you left…”


  “So you went ahead and sent him my stuff. These pictures?”


  “Of course.” By then, Alex was almost stammering. The look on Will’s face, no pleasant grin, no spontaneous excitement to allay her concerns; she was worrying now that he was about to slap her. The rage beneath the surface she’d seen before in him scared her.


  “I didn’t believe it, when he told me. I honestly didn’t believe it,” Will started talking, though he wasn’t making any sense. “I mean, I thought Rick was just full of shit, telling me these photographs were being touted as part of the next museum expose. I told him he was crazy, that the photographs were safely in my files. And now, I see the whole world’s ogling them while I have egg on my face.”


  “I sent them to Davidson, they were just for consideration. Nothing more.”


  “Do you know what a fool you’ve made of me?”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “You had no right to do this!” Will barked. He walked away from her toward the kitchen. She followed. Grabbing a beer from the fridge he turned toward her and glared. “I told you not to mess with my stuff, and what do you do?”


  “What did I do?”


  “Spill the beans on thousands of dollars worth of prints that aren’t going to be worth jack shit once everyone in the whole world has already seen them.”


  “You’re overreacting. You must be.”


  “Don’t bet on it.”


  He was too angry to talk anymore. One last glare and he brushed past her on the way to his studio, slamming the door after him.


  


  It was innocent. The gesture a favor. Of course she never did anything with Will’s work without his consent, but this move to the museum was everything thing they’d talked about, at least until he left for Alaska. If something had changed, she knew nothing about it. Unfortunately that didn’t hide the fact that she was guilty, and there wasn’t much defense for that, except that she meant well. In her heart of hearts she thought it was an act of kindness taking care of this tiny piece of business that appeared to have slipped through the cracks in his hurry to make the trip north.


  


  She rapped lightly on the studio door an hour later, hoping his rage had died down. Will didn’t answer her knock, the door swung wide instead.


  “I’m sorry. I thought I was doing the right thing,” she said.


  “I guess you did,” he replied. This admission was comforting, but he hardly looked happy, and there was still no decent welcome home. The best she could say, he was calmer, at least for the moment.


  “Maybe you could take it out of my ass?” she proposed. “You probably want to do that anyway.” She tried flirting with the idea, being coy, thinking a little humor might relieve the tension and get them into bed where they belonged.


  “Don’t worry,” he said. “When I’m not thinking of what a mess you’ve made of my career, I’m thinking up ways to make you suffer.” His expression was as grim as his words, and not humorous at all.


  “Well then, how about taking me to Reggie?” She tried again, but the attempt backfired.


  “Hell no!” he snapped. “And why would you say that, anyway? Is that what you want?”


  “It’s just a joke. Though right now, I think he’d be easier on me than you.”


  “You’re likely right. But right now you can go to your room like the negligent brat you are.”


  “And wait until you pass sentence?” she wondered aloud.


  Will glared. “Frankly, I’m surprised you weren’t out finding some other man to spank your ass.”


  “That’s unfair,” she retorted. Any attempts at playfulness quickly lost their inspiration, reminded of one particularly dark hour in their rocky years together.


  “Maybe so, but I’ve lost my perspective on this,” he said. “So let me handle that, then I’ll take care of your backside.”


  “Why can’t we get it out of the way now?”


  “Because we can’t,” he snapped. “You need to suffer and I need to stew.” The nasty flash in his eyes drove her from the room without another word. It was a sinking feeling being caught in Will’s massive web of anger; so, try as she might, she couldn’t escape its grasp, not at least until he’d punished her.


  


  While Alex waited in the bedroom for Will, the phone rang.


  Jocelyn’s voice on the other end sounded so sweet.


  “So he’s home?”


  “I think I’m regretting it,” Alex answered.


  “You’re in trouble so soon? You don’t waste time.”


  “Don’t kid. This is serious. I screwed up without knowing it, and I haven’t even begun to pay.


  Standing in the doorway listening, Will heard the nasty singsong in her voice.


  “Alex.” His voice cut through the conversation, drawing her attention away from the call.


  “I have to go,” she quickly explained. After a hasty good-bye, she hung up the phone and stared at her husband.


  “What’s going on?” Will asked.


  “I was talking to Jocelyn.”


  “You always talk about me with so much sarcasm?”


  “Just when I’m angry.”


  “She saying malicious things about me to fuel your opinion?”


  “Why would you say that?”


  “I don’t think it’s any secret that Jocelyn and I don’t exactly see things the same way.”


  “Sorry, but I never noticed.”


  “Well, I suppose it doesn’t matter, not when there are other matters more pressing.” He moved to her side, standing over her, looking down on the golden tresses and the blue eyes and the winsome sweet grin on her face. He appeared less hostile than he’d earlier been.


  “You’re probably innocent of any malice sending the photographs to the museum,” he said. “I can even understand why you did it, and why on another occasion it would be the perfectly right thing to do.”


  “So you’re forgiving me?”


  “No,” he said.


  In the dim light of the room his face was half in shadows, half in the light. One eye glaring, the other looked as soft as love. Was that even possible? she wondered, staring up at his odd gaze.


  “Sounds like you’re trying to.”


  “It’s not the forgiveness that I’m worried about. I think I can handle that. It’s what’s brewing between you and me. These fireworks. You have a solution for that, because I’m still damned pissed.”


  “My mistake, it’s going to cost you a lot?” she asked.


  “I’m not sure.”


  “Would making me suffer, strapping my ass, abusing me the way you love to…would that help?” she wondered aloud.


  “It won’t solve my problem with the museum…”


  “But…”


  “It would eliminate the tension, maybe curb my anger, and probably fit your brand of atonement.”


  She smiled from the depths of understanding, from that warm place where comfort resided. And the smile turned into a mischievous smirk as the two locked onto the same wicked musings “Maybe it’s just what we need,” she said.


  “Maybe, it’s my welcome home,” he added coldly.


  She nodded, looking into coldness beyond Will’s restive mood, beyond which was the fire that always raged in him. He rarely let it show on the surface of his life, just when he was really angry, and times like this.


  “Give me your hands,” he said, holding his in front of her.


  “My hands?”


  “Yes, your hands.”


  She held them out while he drew a length of rope from out of nowhere, and wrapped it around her wrists with a skill she’d always wondered about, how he’d managed to perfect the art. Reggie would use cuffs, but Will preferred rope. He once told her he found it more personal. Any way she looked at it, this was personal.


  As civil as he seemed on the exterior, Will’s face was exceedingly dark, his fury visible to her, and the time in his studio had apparently transformed the wrath into a purposeful plan.


  Pulling her off the bed, he led her out of the room and down the hallway to the apartment’s front door.


  “Good god! What are you doing?” she asked, spooked, not just by his attitude but by a destination that was apparently outside the safety of the apartment.


  “Worried someone’s going to see?” he asked.


  “Of course I’m worried.”


  “Then be glad it’s after midnight.”


  There were just a few paces between their door and the elevator, and to Alex’s relief, there wasn’t a soul in the hallway. If there had been it wouldn’t have mattered to Will, her being seen with her wrists bound wouldn’t have bothered him.


  “You’re going to like this, Alex,” he whispered in her ear. The steel in his voice, like something suddenly driven into her, shocked her system when she realized this was no mere punishment. They were on their way to a dark game, the kind she liked best; though this one was laced with Will’s righteous indignation and a fury that would color the event with its own distinct aims.


  


  Straight down five floors, they passed the first floor and continued into the basement, where the boiler room fired an angry blast of steam that made the dim light cloudier still. What could be more apropos? she thought, as she stepped into the shadowy dark, and then into a maze of corridors and grinding machines.


  “You like this, don’t you?” he whispered in her ear again. He could have shouted and no one would have heard, but the whisper counted for something, as if they were keeping secrets from the rest of the world. When he spoke in her ear, the effect was staggering—her cunt throbbing, pangs of need shooting everywhere, every bit of her craved attention. She’d get it, and hard, very hard, before he’d ever be soft again.


  There was a month of sexual recess to make up for, even if this episode wasn’t precipitated by her regrettable act.


  “Hold on to the bar,” he said, as he fastened her bound hands to a steel rod that could only be reached by bending over a metal tank.


  How convenient that the heavy metal hit her in the groin where her legs bent. Her ass would be hard to miss pushed out so lewdly. Will shoved her skirt to her waist so the bunched up material was the only comfort she’d have against the unforgiving surface. The metal edge of the tank felt as if it was cutting her thighs in two. But what luck, even these discomforts, like the thought of her bottom scorching from the many-taloned whip Will held, excited her so much that she figured she’s be orgasmic in minutes. Fear was the best aphrodisiac. No matter what she anticipated, real things were always more dangerous and pleasurable than the imagination.


  When Will began flailing her backside, each snap created a jerk, which created more pain. She thought bone and flesh would soon be welded to the metal beneath her. The way she was bent over with her legs spread wide, her cunt was exposed so that her pussy felt the raw snaps of leather against it as distinct as those on her ass, and decidedly more biting against the tender flesh. She howled into the din like some feeble mouse crying in a cornfield on a stormy night. No one to hear but her own ears, she wasn’t much comfort for herself. The only thing to comfort her was knowing she was ‘at the edge’ of orgasm. With enough stimulation she’d be barreling over the top, not caring how hard Will laid on the retribution. She’d have her pleasure on the spot.


  Will backed away at one point and let her rest. He’d seen his wife a dozen times so ecstatic, and it always left him awed. He knew what the midst of pleasure felt like; but his satisfaction could be nothing like what she experienced at a moment like this. Some time he’d have to reincarnate as a woman to feel her kind of bliss. As he waited to begin again, he watched the infinitesimal movements in her sultry form, ones that made her look as if she was moving to some inner music, since there was nothing melodic about the blaring discord of noise around them. He inspected the whip, liking the way it looked, the way it felt in his hand, and the imprint it left on his wife’s behind. The six long fingers of leather were tied into a handle, and capable of snapping against six distinct places. This was his ultimate weapon because it was so unpredictable. If there was anything that she wanted, but was scared of most, it was unpredictability. Today was the first time she’d seen it that she hadn’t begged him not to use it. He guessed she was in need of it today as much as he was.


  Time to resume, Will drew his arm back and the black whip snapped through the air and hit her reddened backside with the talons striking her thighs and ass all at once. The longer talons wrapped about her side so that she felt their vile bite. The expression on her face morphed from pain to pleasure and back again a dozen times as the beating continued. Perhaps she was already orgasming, he thought. For a time they seemed to settle into a steady rhythm. But that changed as Will, ready for the punishment to end, laid on one especially vicious blow. With this last strike, he actually heard Alex wailing voice rise above the clamoring machines.


  The implement fell to the cement floor as threw it off and he descended on her red ass with fingers probing deeply along the moist crack and her roughed up cunt. He felt her body tense, and then as powerful surges of sexual energy moved through her, attacking his own body. Her pleasure came in waves, crashing through her, and then like the tide easing off.


  She wasn’t even thinking when he entered her pussy from behind. Thrusting deep, his organ quickly erupted as he held her close. Smothering her neck in kisses, he reached around to fondle her clit so that she climaxed a second time before she fell limp against the metal tank. As he finally backed off, physically spent, it took some moments for them to revive.


  “You’re not going to untie me?” she finally asked.


  “When I’m ready.” He spent another moment or two admiring her beautifully marked behind, then he pulled her skirt back over her raw ass. “These lines might stay a while,” Will said, finally lifting her off the tank. “I hope you weren’t planning to sunbathe in public.”


  “It would be just my luck you’d want me to,” she said.


  They were by the elevator, and he still hadn’t untied her hands.


  “You’re really going to keep me this way?” she asked mournfully.


  “Don’t pout and don’t whine. Who said I’m pacified? Maybe I’m just getting started.”


  On the surface, he looked as fierce as he earlier had, though she could sense when he was really enraged, and all that seemed to have disappeared with the last stroke of his whip. Deciding not to address the question again, Alex rode the elevator up six flights to the fifth floor and breathed a sigh of relief when they were safely back in their apartment.


  “Now will you take these off?” she asked him sweetly.


  “No. I might just leave them until morning.”


  No point in arguing, she waited, watching him go to his studio as if he was going back to work.


  “Don’t you think you’ve had enough for one day?” she said following him inside. “I certainly have, and I think we need to be in bed together.


  “I’m coming, I just have to pull these other photographs to send to Davidson.”


  “Send to the museum?” she said, wondering if she’d heard right.


  “You didn’t get them all.”


  “I didn’t get them all? What’s going on here?” Her eyes narrowed into a suspicious stare.


  He turned to her with his most gracious smile of the night so far.


  “I called Davidson a little while ago, should have things straightened out, but,” he looked at her with a deadly glare, “don’t touch my stuff again without consulting with me first. Even if I’m dying.”


  “Then everything’s okay, and you just pretended to be furious?”


  “It wasn’t pretend, Alexandra.”


  “But I haven’t damaged your career?”


  “No.”


  “So the last two hours have been an elaborate scheme to get me to your dungeon?


  “I don’t have to have a scheme to get you there, you’d go willingly. But yes, it was an object lesson, and it was also a nasty ruse.” The delicious twinkle was returning to his eyes.


  “You…” Her mind was like an erupting volcano, spewing out every rotten name she could think to call him, and yet, the way he looked at her made her stop before the first slandering reproach was out of her mouth.


  “You might have even done me a favor, Alex,” he said, pulling her to him, his arms surrounding her in the first real affectionate gesture of the night. “Just don’t do it again.”


  “You put me through all that, scared the shit out of me when you already cleared up the problem?”


  “I thought getting scared was part of the rush?” he said. “Or are you going to tell me that you didn’t get everything you wanted?”


  It was useless to feel anything but well manipulated and out of control. Since that was the sort of state that gave her the most satisfaction, she decided to shut up and not say another other word. Eventually, before the night was out, he might even untie her bound wrists, and surely there would be more pleasure to pursue before that. They’d just begun to make up for his long absence.


  



Chapter Nine


  


  “Kevin, you are going to get Mr. Harold’s new saddle for Brutus, are you not?” Jocelyn asked her young gardener.


  “I thought that was tomorrow,” he replied.


  “No. He wanted the gear today. It’ll take all afternoon and most of the evening going such a distance, you’ll have to leave right away.” Kevin was obviously not happy with the arrangement, but Jocelyn was firm. “Don’t scowl, you look much more handsome with a smile.”


  “I’m sorry, ma’am. I was just getting into that garden you wanted me to take care of.”


  “But it’ll wait, won’t it?” she replied.


  “Sure.” For good measure, he flashed her a pleasant grin before he turned and walked away. And Jocelyn, hearing the doorbell, took off toward the front door.


  


  “You’re not going to get scared, are you?” Jocelyn said as she led Alex through the living room. She watched her friend stare in fascination at the house that held a thousand memories of harrowing sexual theatrics, and cunning lies, and bittersweet days of longing.


  “It feels so empty,” Alex said.


  “Reg isn’t here.” It was the simplest explanation.


  “I know. I can feel in my bones when he is.”


  “You can? Really?” Jocelyn was impressed, feeling Reggie’s presence whether in her mind or just somewhere in the near vicinity had become second nature to her. That Alex shared that knack could only be because the sensuous blonde had known him so well. Jocelyn often thought Alex and Reggie were mirrors of the same obsessive personality, one dominant, one submissive, both controlling in their own ways, intriguing, intuitive and with the most bawdy imaginations she’d ever been acquainted with—probably why she loved them both so much. Each brought out different aspects in her own complex sexual nature. Enjoying Alex was becoming as delightful as enjoying her husband.


  


  Alex stared up at the newly installed skylight in the entry thinking how much it lightened the corridors of Reggie’s masculine house.


  “Less oppressive, don’t you think?” Jocelyn remarked.


  “He let you do that?”


  Jocelyn smirked. “He didn’t have much choice once the hole was there.”


  “You didn’t tell him?”


  “He agrees with me now,” Jocelyn quipped. “You like it?”


  “Love it. And I’ve always loved the pool.”


  The two wandered to the patio, eyeing the reflecting sun that danced off the deep blue tile background.


  “It’s odd that we don’t know each other here in your home,” Alex said. “So many memories but none with you.”


  Jocelyn smiled, wickedly. “Then I guess it’s time we make some.”


  “You think that’s wise?”


  “Afraid there are spies lurking about?”


  Alex laughed. “You never know.”


  “Listen, I sent Kevin on an errand that’s going to take hours, Gus is on vacation for two days, Reggie told me he’d be home after a long boring dinner meeting. About midnight and it’s the cook’s day off. There’s only Helena, you and me.”


  “And Helena?” Alex asked.


  “She’ll behave herself and keep quiet, or she knows the consequences.” Jocelyn move closer to the pool. “Why don’t we swim, then a little lunch, then…” Her green eyes flashed. Reaching for the hem of her sundress, she pulled it over her head. Pushing off from the edge of the pool, she dove naked into the water. Alex watched her long sleek body glide under the surface with hardly a splash. She came to the top again and waved, smiling at Alex. Her breasts bounced just barely out of the water, her nipples puckering into tight knots.


  The slimmer Alex discarded her T-shirt and shorts and slipped into the water less dramatically, for a moment her long blonde hair floated in erotic abandon on the surface, until she stood up.


  Jocelyn swam to her underwater, her hands at Alex’s cunt and bottom before they touched anything else. Even with distorted vision in the deep end of the pool, Jocelyn could see marks of a punishment on the normally clear surface of Alex’s skin. Faint red lines on her upper thighs and the soft part of her ass cheeks suggested quite a session with her husband the night before. Ignoring them for the moment, however, Jocelyn attacked the tender female flesh, a hand going deep to what she found was the very softest place on earth, a woman’s warm cunt.


  Alex squealed when she realized what was happening, and hauled her friend up by the arm. In a speechless reunion their limbs intertwined as they swam toward the shallows, and then moved back to the depths, where they bobbed and played leap frog and found each other’s wet private places were responding well to tongues and teeth, and the feel of exploring hands.


  Making love in the cool clear liquid was as exhausting as a trip across a bed, and just as arousing; though they moved their lovemaking to the lounges when they were too out of breath to continue. On Jocelyn’s favorite outdoor recliner, where she’d once captured her husband and made love to him outdoors, she captured Alex now. There was something natural about having a woman in this sensuous atmosphere, much more thrilling than having a man for some reason. After drying the beautiful white breasts with her tongue, all the drops of water either licked away or evaporated by the sun, she tasted her way down Alex’s chest and tummy to the small remaining tuft of hair at her pubic mound. Forcing her lover’s legs to part and rise so she could have clear sailing to the chlorine smelling cunt, Jocelyn tasted her everywhere around the responding pink skin, catching the flavor of suntan lotion when she moved to her thighs.


  “You’re wearing a ring,” she exclaimed. “This new?” Jocelyn flicked the jewelry piercing Alex’s labia. Taking it in her teeth, she tugged it hard. It was a fascinating discovery.


  “Oooo, ouch!”


  “You haven’t had this before,” Jocelyn said.


  “Reggie did that,” Alex said, almost without thinking.


  “Oh,” Jocelyn replied, not knowing why she didn’t like that answer. Perhaps because he’d never mentioned anything like that to her.


  “I asked him to do it,” Alex said, a little white lie, though given the odd expression on the redhead’s face, it was necessary. If Jocelyn thought that it meant something special between herself and Reg, she was wrong. The piercing had taken place on the last day of her ‘training’ at Reggie’s estate, and had since become more a playful battleground between herself and Will than a reminder of her former dominant.


  “You don’t always wear it.”


  “Most of the time Will abuses my pussy so badly, I don’t like having it on when he’s in a dangerous mood.”


  “Like this?” Jocelyn said, giving the ring another firm tug.


  “Ouch!”


  Jocelyn smiled, liking the result, but went back to licking the warm cunt, as her finger penetrated the opening making her friend frantic to come. Licking her clit as she continued the steady fucking motion with her hand, she watched the thrusting hips wriggle in reply to her attentions. And then her lover gasped, her mouth opened wide, and a deep ‘ahhhhhhhh’ moved across her lips, as the climax made her tightened hard on Jocelyn’s fingers. Alex writhed begging for more.


  


  “My turn now,” Jocelyn declared. “Fuck me, Alex.” Jocelyn pulled up on top of Alex’s body while the blonde was still in the midst of post orgasmic moment. Jocelyn’s full bared breast was pressed against Alex’s smaller one, and the two were clenched tightly enough for Jocelyn to feel Alex’s hard nipples burning into her chest. Jocelyn rubbed herself across the marvelous mounds of flesh, feeling the sudden need to consume the woman, and demand from her the kind of submission that Reggie once demanded of Alex. Fucking the mirror of her husband, the mirror of her submissive nature was emerging with a hundred cruel thoughts bursting forth gleefully—of tying Alex down, raping her ass with a dildo, using her full fist in her cunt, and slapping her breasts and ass until they were red…her mind careened through never disclosed desires. How much these fantasies were like her dominant feelings for Helena; Alex and her maid were very much alike.


  As much as Jocelyn’s mind digressed, her body did not; all it wanted now was to command her lover to perform, make her body ecstatic and satisfy the ruthless driving agony building within.


  “Fuck me!” she ordered toppling over to her side and pulling Alex on top.


  Jocelyn’s compliant lover kissed her hard, then drove her fingers between the wide spread legs, pummeling her fast, so that she didn’t have time to think of anything but the rising climax about to crash through her. Jocelyn gripped the side of the lounge with one hand, grabbed Alex’s long hair with the other, and then squeezed her cunt on the penetrating hand, bucking like a madwoman. It seemed like minutes passed before the clenching ceased and she relaxed, but just seconds later, Jocelyn opened her eyes and gazed up at Alex’s face. The lovely blonde looked just like an angel.


  “What the hell happened to you?” Alex pondered aloud.


  “Got real with things,” Jocelyn answered.


  “What things?”


  “How much I want to dominate you.”


  “Oh, good god, no,” Alex pulled away and fell back on the lounge.


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Another dominant lover.”


  “If you didn’t want it so much then you wouldn’t create it.”


  “You’re as bad as all the others,” Alex fumed.


  “And as good,” Jocelyn added, leaning over to gaze into her blue eyes.


  Alex looked coy, a smug grin appearing on her lips.


  “Maybe better,” she agreed with Jocelyn. “Just don’t jerk me around the way they do. I was kind of used to being easy with you. I consider that one of the side benefits.”


  “I’m harmless, darling. Just spirited.” Jocelyn kissed her happily. “And at least for now I’ll be leaving your ass alone. Looks like you couldn’t take too much more on those poor cheeks.”


  “He really got me,” Alex conceded.


  “And you really don’t look at all unhappy about it.”


  “I’m not.”


  There it was again, that wonderful submissive essence about her that Jocelyn admired so much.


  


  After another kiss, Jocelyn reacted to a glint of something catching her eye. Looking toward the patio door she saw Helena standing there, her gold necklace reflecting the sunlight. The young woman stared at them, not at all flustered or embarrassed when both women stared back.


  “You want to join us, don’t you?” Jocelyn called to the girl.


  Only then did Helena appear to blush, though it was difficult to tell the way the sun hit her face.


  “You’ve made love to women before?” Jocelyn asked, when she didn’t reply.


  “No, ma’am.”


  “But you want to?”


  She nodded.


  “Then maybe you will,” Jocelyn retorted. “If you behave yourself.”


  “I’m sorry I interrupted you,” the girl said.


  “I don’t believe that’s true,” Jocelyn countered. “But the interruption isn’t your fault. Just be sure you keep quiet about the things you see here, even with Mr. Harold. What I do with my friends is my private business.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” she replied.


  “You say a word to anyone,” she went on to warn, “I’ll blister your ass and violate your backside, and it won’t be any fun at all.”


  At the sound of the threat, the girl’s eyes widened and so did Alex’s.


  “You’ve spanked her?” Alex whispered.


  “No, but I don’t see why I shouldn’t,” Jocelyn said, eyeing the girl. “I’ve watched Reggie punish her. And seeing how aroused she is, I think it might be something she wants.”


  Though their conversation was hushed, Helena could hear every word.


  “Be a dear now,” Jocelyn directed the maid, “get us some lemonade”


  To that request, the young woman scampered off, and Jocelyn returned her attentions to Alex.


  Both women realized this particular afternoon was a minor awakening of sorts, Jocelyn finding pieces of her personality as yet undiscovered, and Alex finding herself increasingly aroused by the new prospects this relationship suggested.


  


  When it was too hot in the sun, they moved into the house, up the stairs and into the cool of the master bedroom.


  “You’ve never been here, have you?” Jocelyn said, drawing Alex into the impressive room, that unlike the rest of the house was like a vision from an old world dream, adorned with tapestries and an ornate hand-carved bed, furnished to take the mind deeper into a time and place far from the mundane present. “It’s magical,” she murmured bringing Alex to the cool surface of the bed’s satiny comforter.


  “Is it magical, or what happens here that is?” Alex said, for the first time feeling Reggie’s presence inescapable, a sudden impression felt deep, realizing that she smelled his distinctive scent in the room. Another thousand memories triggered, she might have climbed inside them in her mind, except that Jocelyn was holding her hands above her, kissing her forearms and elbows and the tender sides of the most tender skin, and her armpits—all before she reached her breasts.


  “Keep your hands there,” Jocelyn told her. “I want you vulnerable to me.”


  Vulnerable, hardly a difficult command to follow. Though Jocelyn was much gentler than her other dominants had been.


  The redhead bobbed about, tasting her everywhere, making a thorough examination of her skin and any point when fondling or kissing or nibbling made her wince or shriek or moan. By the time she reached her furrowed slit, so much had already happened that the climax came in ready waves, Alex whimpering softly as Jocelyn sucked her clit.


  


  Jocelyn’s sex was sweet, still fragrant from the earlier lovemaking, and turning pungent. Alex could imagine satisfying the blushing pink pussy the remainder of the day, until the evening, maybe the night. Maybe she’d call Will and tell him she was staying over that night. He’d been much too busy with work to bother about her. He probably wouldn’t bat an eye at her impromptu vacation from the apartment, the way he was when he was working on layouts and the designs weren’t right, and he was a bear to be with. He’d be happy to have her happily elsewhere, unless of course, he needed her body to alleviate his physical tension.


  Such ideas came to mind as she let her tongue commence its journey about the fragrant flower that was Jocelyn’s sex. She heard the murmuring sounds of arousal draw her in. She lightly pinched her nipples, gave her pussy a gentle smack or two, and with the tips of her nails drew red lines along the flesh of her thighs. Eventually they’d get around to really deviant things, how could they not when they were both so intimate with the darker bounds of sexual expression? Naturals in the unnatural arena, celebrating the fact made the unnatural as essential as fucking cunts and cocks. For now however, their love was simply filled with promises and expectations and the joys of hearing the other pleasuring in simple sexual things.


  


  In the waning light of day, the two dozed, wrapped in arms and tangled within a pile of sheets that surrounded them like a cocoon. Long shadows made the room even more a reflection of old and dying things, the two woman appearing like one of the erotic tapestries on the walls that depicted carnal satisfaction in the nude bodies of voluptuous old world hedonists exposing their private treasures for waiting lovers. A gentle breeze that blew the sheer curtains at the window tickled their soft hairs as they went from dozing into a peaceful slumber. And in that slumber they let their minds drift into the magic lands where the remainder of their lascivious thirsts were being quenched.


  ***


  “My, what do have we here?”


  The sound of his voice raised two disparate yet similarly anxious responses, as Jocelyn and Alex awakened to discover Reggie standing at the doorway of his bedroom, gazing at them. Jocelyn instinctively pulled up the sheet to cover them, as if she was protecting them from an unwanted stare.


  “Pull the covers away, Jocelyn,” Reggie abruptly demanded. “There’s not an inch on either one of you I haven’t seen. Although I must say, I haven’t seen you together.”


  “Reg, please,” Jocelyn was the first of the two to speak.


  “Pull the covers aside,” Reg repeated sharply when her wife neglected to heed his command.


  She hesitated a second, then pushed the sheet back with her feet, and exposed the intertwined legs with Alex’s arm still resting on her thigh.


  “That’s better,” he said. “I must say you two look stunning. And not at all like this is the first time you’ve been together.”


  “Let me explain,” Jocelyn jumped in anxiously. Sitting up on the bed, she grabbed for the covers again.


  “Don’t worry, you will,” he said. “Alexandra,” he addressed the nearly hidden blonde.


  She turned over, not attempting to cover anything, including the look of lust in her eyes and the desire on her moist lips. She looked as if she were inviting him to join them.


  “Looks like you’ve already had the punishment before the crime,” Reggie remarked on the state of Alex’s streaked bottom.


  “Yes, well, that was another matter,” she tried to dismiss the remark.


  “Looking for spanking doms, again?” he mused.


  “No!” she came back sharply, “not the case at all.”


  He smirked. “So what treacherous villainy of yours caused your lasting lines, I’d say last night?”


  “You might say it was part of a welcome home,” she answered. “And you know you might have the good grace to back off and let us get out of bed.”


  “And not watch you two squirm?” he said. “This is too good for that.”


  “You are a wicked bastard.”


  “So, I am,” he mocked. “And does Will know about you two?”


  “No, I haven’t told him,” Alex replied.


  Reggie smiled broadly. “Ah, but you will tonight.”


  “But…” she started to whine.


  “Don’t but me,” he shot back. “You tell him or I will. I’m sure he’ll like your version better. Now if you don’t mind, I’d appreciate you letting me have my wife to myself.”


  There wasn’t a clue what he was thinking, all locked behind doors in his brain; he concealed his thoughts and feelings so well, it made both women wonder if he’d suddenly burst out laughing or tie them up and flog them. Alex wasn’t about to test the waters any more than she had, and seeing that Reggie was not going to move from the doorway, she finally bolted from the bed. Gathering her clothes in her arms, she exited the room briskly slipping past the man.


  


  Reggie remained where he stood and watched as his wife stood up and grabbed for her robe. “You going to let me out?” Jocelyn asked when she moved toward the door.


  “Why would I do that?” he asked.


  “I should see Alex to the door.”


  “Alex can see herself to the door,” Reggie answered. He still didn’t sound mad, the only feeling she was getting from him was mildly amused. “Get dressed, Jocelyn, riding clothes. I’ll meet you at the barn.” He turned in the doorway and stalked off without another word.


  ***


  The evening sunlight cast deep shadows in the landscape, and lent an almost ethereal glow to the hour. This was always Reggie’s favorite time to ride, so it wasn’t surprising that he suggested they exercise their horses. On this occasion, however, the unspoken chasm between them made Jocelyn’s trek to the barn a bit frightening. The things he could do to her there were exhilarating—and painful. The one time he’d treated to her his rougher side all around the barn in a dozen inventive positions was one of the most memorable erotic adventures of their young marriage. But now the ominous tenor of his peculiar mood, and the great unknown before her, made her heart pound nervously. She’d never lied to him, never withheld the truth.


  Entering the barn, she saw Gus and Reggie conferring; sidelong glances from each man made her wary. The stableman’s grim expression was the only one he ever wore. Perhaps it was her imagination, but this time, she thought she saw signs of his savage lust in his somber glance. She shivered thinking of Alex’s tales of Gus and the fierce sexual demands he’d made on her at Reggie’s instigation. Then of course, there was the vile strapping that had punished Alex’s ultimate betrayal of Reg. Recalling her friend’s amazing recounting of those incidents, Jocelyn wondered if the two men were planning something for her now.


  Once she approached them, however, the two backed away, Gus moving to the far side of the stable while Reggie continued to saddle the horses, Brutus and Blue.


  “You still haven’t told me why you came home early?” she asked as she reached her husband’s side.


  “Obviously to catch you in the act,” he replied evenly. He mounted his horse and motioned her to Blue.


  “You expected me to be in bed with Alex?”


  “How on earth could I expect that?” he said. “My dinner meeting was canceled and I was looking forward to a ride.”


  “We are riding?” she asked surprised.


  “What, do you expect me to beat your ass?” Before she could answer, he was out the stable door, down the trail, and looking back over his shoulder waiting for her to join him.


  They rode far on country trails for nearly an hour, exploring their way into places she hadn’t been and wasn’t sure of. Finally circling back, they cantered toward the estate perimeter with Reggie taking the fence with a gentle jump that made Jocelyn shiver. Brutus was too old to jump, so she thought, but he did it anyway, likely another scare tactic. Jocelyn guided the gentle Blue around the fence and caught up with her husband who’d finally slowed his pace.


  Even the twilight was fading now, the light dwindling away around them, though there seemed ample light in the Western sky. Reggie at last pulled up his horse and moved toward the stream, still some distance from the house. When they were on the ground, watering the animals, he sat down on a river rock and leaned forward gazing at the gently meandering stream.


  Jocelyn sat near, thankful that there was no place to sit next to him. A good five feet felt safer.


  “You enjoy her company?” he finally asked.


  “I do.”


  “And how old is this affair?”


  “Just since the vacation.”


  He nodded, many things clear to him with that remark.


  Still, there was no indication of his feelings, just the well-guarded cool, and not even an unhappy one at that. Jocelyn stared at him waiting for him to say more. She wouldn’t be surprised if he’d said nothing or let the matter rest, never to be spoken of again. Neither would she have been surprised if he’d gone into a tirade. Her only choice was to stay cool and wait for him.


  “There’s one thing I’d counted on from you, Jocelyn,” he finally breached the quiet.


  “What’s that?”


  “Honesty.”


  “You mean about Alex?”


  “I mean about everything, though your secret fling with Alex comes readily to mind.”


  “You think I’ve lied about other things?” she asked.


  “Are there?”


  “No. But if there were?” she wondered.


  “Then we’d deal with them.”


  “You’re sounding very civil.”


  “I’m a master of that, or have you forgotten?”


  “How could I forget?” she said.


  “It’s what may be underneath that you should worry about,” he snickered briefly. “Now tell me why?”


  “Why I made love to Alex?”


  “Yes. You acting dense for a reason?”


  “Why not make love to her. She’s breathtaking. Not to mention, she has the most inviting body I know—except for yours of course.”


  “That sounds very nice. Now tell me the truth,” he said, sounding just a little stern.


  “I am telling you the truth.”


  “All of it?”


  She fumed for a moment, wishing that she could say something to soothe him over. “Dammit, I hate it when you’re being so evasive.”


  “I don’t think I’m the one being evasive. The truth is you hate the fact that I can see beyond that lame explanation you gave me.”


  “Dammit,” she seethed under her breath.


  He replied with a cold smirk.


  “Half of my motivation was certainly lust, and you will not take that away from the situation. This wasn’t an easy thing for me to begin, but it was an honest one, a natural one, and I know damned well you don’t care if I have sex with Alex. You’re not like that.”


  “So what’s the other half of your explanation?”


  “The other half…” she mused aloud.


  “The other half, yes,” he bit back impatiently. “And quit stalling; it’s going to be dark soon.”


  Jocelyn thought for a minute, trying to decide which words to use. “I was pissed,” she finally blurted out. “Pissed at you, passionately pissed,” she added for emphasis.


  “Thank you,” he replied. He finally turned enough to look at her. There was the same amused expression on his face that she’d seen when he caught her in bed with Alex. “I just wanted you to admit it,” he went on. “Does clear the air, don’t you think?” He stood up and moved back to the horses as if the conversation were over.


  “That’s all you’re going to say?” she looked aghast as she watched him mount Brutus.


  “What else is there to say?” he said. “I bailed on our vacation. You were feeling lonely so you have a fling with a girlfriend. How could I feel bad about that?”


  All she could do was stare at him, eyes fixed on his impassive face, while he maintained that ridiculous hint of a smirk. It was as bad as if he’d slapped her face. She couldn’t believe that he would reduce this down to something so simple.


  “So?” She wanted more.


  “So what?”


  “Couldn’t you at least tell me what you thought seeing the two of us curled up together?” She hoisted herself into Blue’s saddle and rode up beside him.


  “Frankly, I wish I’d seen Alex’s mouth pressed to your cunt,” he replied.


  “Then it aroused you?” Jocelyn guessed, looking at his pleased face.


  “What man wouldn’t be aroused, the two women he loves, two as beautiful as you, locked together in a naked embrace? I wouldn’t be a man if it didn’t turn me on.”


  He said no more, the conversation finished, at least for the moment. Taking off on Brutus, he was yards ahead of her before she even thought to get started.


  As they returned to the stable, Jocelyn thoughts were fixated on their curiously calm discussion. She knew Reggie hadn’t told her everything he was feeling about her indiscretion. Was it hurt or rage or simply wonder that fueled the odd look in his eye?


  



Chapter Ten


  


  Alex and Will ordered fried rice, Chinese dumpling soup, eggs rolls and a strange ginger beef. Will wanted the beef, Alex the chicken, but he prevailed when she insisted on egg roll. It was the same argument every time they ordered Chinese, with the same shaky accommodations; but it seemed, at least on the surface, that they were both satisfied this time. It satisfied Alex that after two days of hardly seeing her recently returned husband, he had the good grace to take her out for dinner away from work, the apartment, and everything else that had come between them much too long. Since he’d been back and she’d gone to the ‘dungeon’ with him, they’d hardly had sex. Just one quick blow-job if she remembered right.


  


  In the middle of a mouthful of ginger beef and rice, Will looked up, catching Alex’s eye. “So, aren’t you supposed to be telling me something?”


  “Tell you something?”


  “Or maybe you’d rather lie?”


  His purpose finally dawned on her. “Talked to Reg, didn’t you?” She couldn’t decide when the two had time to converse since he’d done nothing but hibernate in his office.


  “He told me nothing,” Will replied. “But he did say, you’d have lots to confess.” He flashed her his patented amiable grin.


  Alex blushed, a dead giveaway for things she was too embarrassed to talk about; even though she shouldn’t be about this. It was just the lying part that made her uncomfortable. “I don’t know how you’re going to take this…” she started, then stopped, as if the words were caught in her throat.


  “Alex, you surprise me constantly. I don’t know why this time would be any different. Unless, of course, you’re confessing to finding another dom, then you might as well pack your bags and leave.”


  “You’d really make me leave?”


  “Is it another adventure in erotic spanking,” he asked directly.


  “No, not at all.”


  “Good. Then what?”


  She stared into his attentive eyes. They weren’t at all insensitive, she might have even found them warm, if it hadn’t been for the fear that they’d change in an instant.


  “Well,” she took a deep breath. “When Jocelyn and I were at the spa in California we made love.”


  She’d startled him. “Made love, you two, in bed?”


  “Yes.”


  His surprised quickly changed quickly – amusement perhaps? He seemed to picture the scene inside his mind. “So that’s it?” he asked.


  “You’re not upset?” she asked.


  “I don’t know. Anything else?”


  “Well, just a little. We’ve spent a few afternoons together, in bed, since we got back.”


  “Where? In the apartment or at Reg’s?”


  “Usually a motel.”


  “How sly.” He raised his eyebrows. “Trying to cover it up?”


  “I don’t think we really know how we feel about this…whatever it is…affair. It just seemed easier not to worry the two of you.”


  “So, are you planning to leave us and move in together?” There was a comical twist in the way he spoke, as if the idea was absurd at best.


  “Heavens no!” Alex gasped. “We just make love once and a while. It’s hardly new for me, you know that. For Jocelyn, yes. But she seems to love it as much as I do. And I know for me, I don’t want it to end.”


  “Then why stop?”


  “You aren’t mad?”


  “Was Reg?”


  “That’s hard to say. It was a little different for him. He found us in his bed.”


  Will suppressed the chuckle.


  “And he whipped you both, I assume?”


  “No, but he had that way about him that makes me shiver, and I still have no idea what happened between Jocelyn and him after I left.”


  Will’s response to her tale was so completely unexpected, Alex couldn’t believe her good fortune, especially after the last major ‘behind his back’ sexual antic had almost destroyed their relationship. “So you’re not angry?” she asked again.


  “I don’t know. I’ll think about it. Probably as much as I’ll think about you and Jocelyn in bed together.” He snickered again, then took another bite of food and eyed her affectionately. His whimsical attitude was hard to read, but apparently, at least for the moment, her ass was safe and there’d be no testy fireworks.


  ***


  Meeting on their lunch hour in private corners of busy restaurants seemed like stealing time away from an hour glass about to run out of sand. Even their telephone conversations were guarded as if their husbands were listening in. Finding time to make love seemed like a dangerous venture and their affair taking on such a different tone with their husbands knowing the truth and saying so little.


  “What did he say?” Alex asked Jocelyn anxiously as the two sat down in the booth of a coffee shop. The restaurant was just minutes from their offices, though it was right in the vicinity of Reggie’s office complex, and they couldn’t help their furtive glances, as if they expected Reggie to appear around the corner at any moment.


  “Very little. And I don’t trust him. Not as far as I could spit,” she replied. “He did lay it on about honesty, but the message was so subtly delivered, kind of came around the corner and slapped me in the face. Have you ever had a man reprimand you on an evening horseback ride?”


  “Horseback?”


  “Very subtle.”


  “But very Reggie. So he didn’t punish you?”


  “No. Might have been easier if he had.”


  “And you think he’s planning something?” Alex asked.


  “What do you think? You’ve known him longer than I have.”


  “Not the way you know him.”


  “I don’t know what he’ll do, but maybe there’s nothing to worry about. So, what happened with Will?”


  Alex smiled, thinking back to the odd conversation over her beloved egg rolls and fried rice. “He grinned and looked amused, and then dropped the conversation altogether like it was no big deal.”


  “How odd,” Jocelyn mused. “Maybe it’s not a big deal.”


  “I have a hard time believing that,” Alex retorted.


  “You’d almost think they’re cooking up some devious plan.”


  “Well unless Will was lying incredibly well, which he’s never done before, he didn’t know about us until I told him. He could hardly have some devious plan in the works.”


  “I think we’d better watch our backs and asses, and God knows what else,” Jocelyn warned.


  “I think you’d rather have the fireworks,” Alex observed.


  “I don’t know what I want. I guess I expected some revenge, some dastardly punishment just because it was a great opportunity, if nothing else.”


  “Watch what you pine for, sweetie, even if it’s only in your imagination. It might just come true.”


  


  With lunch arriving at the table, they waited until the waitress left for their conversation to continue. When alone again, Alex looked at Jocelyn thinking of how she wanted to caress her friend’s soft cheek. It was happening pretty much every time she was with the redhead, the lust was there as naturally as it was when she was with Will, and even Reg. “So does this change what you and I are going to do?” she wondered aloud.


  Jocelyn looked at her affectionately. “Not as far as I’m concerned.”


  “Will didn’t ask me to stop,” Alex said.


  “And would you if he had?”


  “I’d have to consider it,” she replied. “But you understand, Will and Reggie have both championed my honest sexual expression. They’d be hypocrites to change their feelings now.”


  “Then let’s find motel,” Jocelyn said. In her mind, she was already in the hotel room stripping Alex naked.


  The blonde smiled and whispered tersely. “Only if you’ll play rough with me. I need it rough, really rough. All Will would do last night was so passive, I almost think he planned it that way to irritate me.”


  ***


  The hotel room they rented was a dim seedy one like most of the others in the vicinity of their offices. And yet, from the outset it was a wild sexual palace where a sudden torrent of frenzied energy was ripe to explode.


  “How rough do you want me to play?” Jocelyn whispered, as she crawled up on the slightly tattered bedspread next to a half clothed Alex.


  There was a distinct edge in her voice that Alex had never heard before, like steel, like Reggie’s, an edgy tone that matched the redhead’s personality. “Real rough,” she replied, meeting fiery eyes with fiery eyes. She wanted to rage like a dragon, letting all the heat in her spring forth, and then with the fierceness of a good dominant, be subdued, as gentle as a lamb.


  Meeting the challenge as if it was no challenge at all, as if this were something Jocelyn had enacted a thousand times in one lifetime or another, she pulled a scarf from her purse, and gathered Alex’s forearms in her hands. Winding the slip of cloth around her thin wrists, she bound them together. “This is what you want, bitch?” she asked, expecting no answer. She pushed at the blonde’s reclining body. “Get up there at the headboard and turn over. You might want to hold tight.”


  Jocelyn was fishing about the room for something, while Alex obeyed her demand. The stern tones of a mistress had never appeared inside her sexual theatre, but coming to her now, she was mesmerized by the submissive feeling that took over, the very same feeling that had taken control of her so many times in the past. It was no surprise that with another lover she’d be finding that sweetly blissful place again, even if it was a woman who took her there. In time, Alex imagined Jocelyn becoming a formidable Domme with a sharp tongue and razor sharp commands as stern as any man’s.


  


  Finding what she wanted rifling through Alex’s purse, Jocelyn pulled a leather spanker from the bottom of the broad straw bag.


  “You always carry this?” she asked.


  “Will insists,” Alex answered.


  “Great idea,” Jocelyn said admiring the foot long implement. It was just flexible enough to be easily used and no doubt appreciated for its vicious snap. She wasted no time climbing on the bed behind her captive submissive, and softly pelting Alex’s wriggling behind with the flat leather implement. A look of exhilaration appeared on Jocelyn’s face as the spanker came down on hard on the once lovely white behind.


  Bound to the headboard, half by Jocelyn’s efforts and half because she simply wanted to be immobilized, Alex rose up to her knees so that her ass was stretched taut. Then she taunted her friend with her writhing behind, which only inspired Jocelyn to redouble her efforts with the spanker. No longer did she care how hard she smacked the leather against the reddening skin.


  If the spanking caused her any pain, Alex certainly didn’t let on. She’d been quickly transported to a deliriously happy place and her only vocal response was to ask for more.


  Jocelyn gave her what she asked for, hitting her hard in the center of her cheeks till they were glowing hot and red.


  “Yes, love, more. Please…”


  “You like this, don’t you, you little tramp? Rough? Real rough. You want it to hurt?”


  “Oh, god yes…” her reply was barely audible but the message was clear.


  “Good, because that’s want I want to do…make you hurt. She pulled her arm back and used as much force as she dare allow, spanking the two cheeks enough to make Alex wail. She nearly collapsed, but just before she did, Jocelyn stopped and reached for her own handbag, from which she pulled a thick dildo. Pressing it into Alex’s cunt, she shoved it deep.


  “Gawd yessssss, ah yes.” A staccato reply of sounds issued immediately, as her red rear squirmed violently on the invading prick.


  Jocelyn, forgetting the leather punishment, descended on the bobbing bottom, with two hands working fast to probe her ass, and shove the dildo deep into the dark interior. She slapped her hard with the palm of her hand and the groveling Alex groaned every time. The pain turned her on. She wanted to bolt and she wanted to stay for more—the proverbial paradox. This was the submissive Alexandra’s heaven.


  Jocelyn let the slapping and thick prick speak for her. The Domme was no longer sleeping, no longer hiding in a corner. She’d some to life, as real and formidable as any Dom this submissive had known.


  When the air suddenly filled with the sound of Alex cumming, Jocelyn finally eased off and the moaning woman enjoy the glorious orgasm ride to the very end. After several minutes, Alex collapsed to the bed.


  She lay immobile, her scarlet ass looking like a rose in winter with the red against the white. Each breath she took was less labored, until her body rose and fell in a subtle wave of peace. “Come satisfy me, slut,” Jocelyn murmured, waking the sleeping woman from her languishing repose. “Come here, whore, and take my cunt.”


  Alex lifted her droopy locks of hair and stared at Jocelyn’s lust-filled expression with a vacant one. Realizing that her hands were still tied and clinging to the headboard, she jerked from the awkward pose and moved toward the open crotch between Jocelyn’s legs. With her hands of little use, the best she could offer was a teasing tongue and lips, although that was all that Jocelyn needed. She was already so aroused that it took just a licking sucking at her clit for the redhead to feel the full power of her climax.


  Time for something softer now.


  Still poised between Jocelyn’s thighs, Alex bent down and licked the pinkish nether lips, hearing Jocelyn start to moan again. She pressed her face to the warm moist opening, tasting the sweet nectar that had gathered there. Her whole face was covered in her lover’s juices. Jocelyn came again, less vigorously this time. By the time she was finished, the once formidable Domme had been reduced to whimpering. Exhausted, the two fell back against each other and rested in the quiet, sensuous aftermath.


  


  “I wasn’t too hard on you?” Jocelyn finally found her voice again.


  “Will never asks that question, I don’t think Reg would even think of it,” Alex answered.


  “Then I suppose, it’s not important.”


  “You do this naturally, Jocelyn, how could I not be moved and satisfied.”


  There was no response from the redhead. She was thinking hard. This was not the first zealous surge of dominant desire to overtake her, and she knew it wouldn’t be the last. How strange it was to have a woman in her life that really desired this from her. Never in a million years would she have guessed that lesbian lust, not to mention the desire to dominant, would become part of her expanding sexual playground.


  



Chapter Eleven


  


  Still thinking about her remarkable ‘nooner’ with Alex, Jocelyn came through the back door of the house and into the kitchen. For a moment her body relived the wicked rush, thinking of how much she’d like to have left Alex bound as she was for hours. How at midnight she would have snuck back into the hotel, and after having abused her more, finally released her. Grim fantasies like these had never taken hold of her before; though this one had, and the shock was unsettling.


  Setting her purse and briefcase on the counter she opened the refrigerator and peered inside. She was famished. By nine o’clock she should be, especially after she and Alex had abruptly left their half eaten lunches at the coffee shop, preferring to satisfy their sexual appetites. She’d had nothing to eat since.


  Fishing cold salmon from under plastic wrap, she decided it was probably what Reg had left uneaten from his dinner alone. Next to the salmon, there was pasta salad that had tasted pretty good two nights before.


  Just as she was dishing up her meal Reggie appeared in the doorway.


  “I missed you,” he said. “Cook did a terrific job with the fish.”


  “I know, it tastes great,” she looked up at him with her mouth full. “Glad you understood, I was behind at work all day.”


  “Behind?”


  “Why don’t you sit down and watch me eat. Tell me what you’ve been doing all evening without me.”


  “I don’t have to sit down to tell you that,” he said.


  She noticed his overt calm, the stony cold, the trademarks of his typical demeanor, and the raw edge of something else just barely beneath the surface.


  “So?” she inquired, taking a huge bite of salad.


  “Don’t think your afternoons with Alex are going unnoticed,” he said.


  She choked slightly, and took a big gulp of water to cover up.


  “With Alex?” she queried.


  “Come here, Jocelyn.”


  “I’m almost done, love. I’m so famished.”


  “You’ll survive without food. You need this first.”


  He held out his hand for her to take. She didn’t dare not.


  In the hall just outside the kitchen door, he pushed her face first against the papered wall, tugged at her dress, and with a wet lube making the initial penetration, he followed with his cock in her ass. Hanging on to her hips he fucked her briskly. Each thrust banged her against the wall so it was hard not to cry out, though the servants just down the hall, Helena in particular, would hear. Jocelyn didn’t like being that blatant in their midst. Squelching every sound she could, she endured the invasion, looking for her own satisfaction somewhere in the midst of the rude assault. Unfortunately, just as she was beginning to feel a mad burst of pleasure, Reggie climaxed and pulled away. Leaving her ass uncovered and dripping, her body unsatisfied, he wiped himself on a handkerchief, and restored order.


  At her side, hand on her ass, lips to her ear, he whispered, “Don’t go fucking your girlfriends and expect me to wait for what I want.”


  “Are you jealous of my time with Alex?” she whispered back, amused by the very thought that she might have ruffled his feathers.


  “No.” His hand squeezed her ass hard, so she let out a tiny ouch! “But you won’t be slighting me,” he assured her.


  “I’d never do that.”


  “No, you won’t.” Kissing her tenderly on the cheek, he gave her a sharp smack on her butt as he was leaving, the sound intended for the ears of anyone listening down the hall. Walking to the front stairs, he left her in the hallway to recover alone.


  


  When Jocelyn found him again, Reggie was in bed reading.


  “How’d you know about us today?” she asked. The thought of spies, private investigators, and other such demeaning thoughts crossed her mind. No he wouldn’t do that, she kept telling herself immediately after such musings. She was ashamed of herself for thinking the worst.


  “Maybe it was just a good guess,” he answered, looking up from his books with a cocky smirk.


  “Who told you?” she pressed.


  Reggie set his book aside “Come to bed, Jocelyn, and not another word. If you behave yourself, I might just abuse you for a while until you climax.”


  Suppressing her desire to be angry, she moved toward the bed. What a shameless whore she’d become, slave to him and desire. It was the intrigue that was arousing her as much as anything, and there was only one way to satisfy the longing now.


  



Chapter Twelve


  


  A table for four was set with crystal and Jocelyn’s china, not old world stuffy but trendy pattern she’d picked up on a business trip to Greece. There was an elegant Asian pate ready to be served in the adjacent salon. The mood was set, romantic perhaps, mysterious without question.


  All on Reggie’s instructions, Jocelyn arranged the meal for Will, Alexandra, Reggie and herself. It would be an intimate affair among friends, but the first time since Jocelyn and Alex’s secrets were discovered that they’d all been together.


  The redhead mistress of Reggie’s domain was wary.


  “Just a pleasant evening. You’re being paranoid if you think there’s something more,” her husband informed her. “You’re a suspicious woman.” He shook his head as he walked away.


  Of course she was suspicious, the smirk on his face was diabolical, and he whispered things to Helena and the cook, and interrupted conversations the minute she arrived in the room. If nothing fiendish was about, he was certainly making it appear so. For once, she wished that his intrigue was not so sexually arousing. It was terribly distracting.


  


  The four sat for dinner, with Reggie as dashing as his wife had ever seen him, power exuding from every pore. The smiled that appeared, that like all the other odd things that went on the days before this simple dinner, frightened her.


  Alex looked as cornered as Jocelyn felt though she was stunning, her long blonde hair scattered wildly about her shoulders, her blue eyes demure and guarded. Jocelyn’s guest for the evening was as intimidated by the gathering as she was. Will, on the other hand, like his counterpart, was as charming and amicable as usual. And for the first time in their association, an unexpected rush of lust in Jocelyn accompanied the friendly welcoming hug she gave her best friend’s husband.


  Why now, she wondered, when not before?


  


  Halfway through the orange glazed duck, Will looked up from his plate. “So how was the Hampton Court this afternoon?”


  “What?” Alex asked.


  “The seedy dive where you two checked in for the better part of the day?” he reminded them.


  “How would you know about that?” Alex said, trying not to look too surprised.


  “Does it matter?” Reggie asked.


  “Yes it matters,” Jocelyn interjected, barely able to maintain her cool. What pains they’d taken to keep their affair completely private—on purpose no less—only to be discovered again?


  “Maybe the truth is written all over your faces,” he answered her. “A simple answer to Will’s question is in order.”


  “And why’s that?” Jocelyn asked. She was on the offensive while Alex sat back trying not to tremble.


  “If we’re expected to be civil about your affair,” Will said, “the least you could do is supply us with details.”


  “Tell you what?” Jocelyn snapped. “You two ghouls want to sit on the sidelines and watch us make love?”


  “Doesn’t sound like a bad idea to me,” Will said.


  “You’re just jealous,” Jocelyn said, glaring at him hotly.


  “My you have a temper,” he replied.


  “I don’t call this temper,” Jocelyn retorted.


  “But you do like to be in control,” Will pointed out.


  The air between them screamed of confrontation, something no one expected—like a desert storm popping up out of an arid blue sky. The two had hardly ever talked, let alone quarreled.


  “If you have to know…”Alex interjected, drawing her husband’s glance away from their impatient hostess, “Today, Jocelyn tied me spread-eagle to the bed and spanked me with your leather spanker.” Will seemed fascinated by the thought.


  “She does that often?” he asked.


  “It wasn’t the first time,” she replied.


  “Ah,” he smirked. “Does it alleviate some of the guilt?”


  “Guilt. I’m not feeling guilty,” Alex answered.


  “And you don’t lie very well either,” he assured her.


  “But I don’t!” she insisted.


  “So why get spanked?” he asked.


  “A tension reliever,” Jocelyn chimed in. “You have no idea what it’s like living with the two of you.”


  “Does submitting to a dominant man stress you out?” Will asked.


  Jocelyn glared at him. “Comments about my marriage are not welcome,” she said with a prickly edge to her voice.


  “Jocelyn,” Reggie said, his even tones meant as a reprimand to halt her irritation.


  “I only meant that there are times when…one minute you’re flying off the handle, wreaking havoc on our poor rear flesh, and then, when we expect you to respond with some kind of ferocity, you act as sweet as pie.”


  “You assume we’re pissed about your having sex behind our backs,” Reg said.


  “I didn’t say that,” Jocelyn replied.


  “But you implied it, darling.” He reached to her face and stroked her cheek. “Calm down, you’re all in a snit over nothing.” He turned to Will. “I’m ready for a cigar. Want to join me?”


  “Sure,” Will replied.


  “And Jocelyn,” Reggie said to his wife, as he was rising from his chair. “Excuse Helena from her duties and send her to the library.”


  


  “He’s smoking cigars?” Alex said, as the two women watched Will and Reggie leave the room.


  “When he wants to piss me off,” Jocelyn said. “What I’d like to know is how they’re getting their information about our afternoons.”


  “I haven’t told a soul.”


  “I know. But who would know? Twice now, he’s given me the oddest look, trying to make me believe that he has a sixth sense about it. I don’t believe him.”


  “Maybe he’s having us followed.”


  Jocelyn shook her head. “I don’t think so. This is just a game to keep us rattled. Neither one is seriously upset about our affair, Reggie wouldn’t go to the trouble of having us tailed. No. There’s something here we’re not seeing. But that’s going to change soon.”


  ***


  “This is Helena, the young woman I told you about,” Reggie said, as a way of introducing his young maid to Will.


  With crossed arms and an indefinite smirk, Will inspected the woman thoroughly. “Is she as deceitful as she looks?” he asked.


  “A lot like Alex when I first met her,” Reggie replied.


  “She does look innocent enough.”


  “She’s yours if you want to take the plunge.”


  “Been a long time.”


  “Since what? You take Alex’s ass when you want to.”


  Helena stood with her head bowed, though her eyes weren’t subdued, they looked up wary of the men who were so keenly focused on her, who spoke of her as if she weren’t even in the room.


  “I’ve never taken the liberties with women that you have. Fortunately, I have a wife who loves being righteously abused, so my need gets satisfied.”


  “Then you’d rather watch while I punish her?”


  “Oh, I didn’t say I didn’t want the job. If you have a buggy whip, I’d be happy to leave a few marks.”


  “Take your pick,” Reggie motioned to his cabinet of treasures.


  “If you’re certain she deserves this?”


  “Deserves? I’ll let Helena tell you. She loves confessions, don’t you?” Reggie moved in front of the young woman, taking her chin in his hand and lifting it so he could view her piercing eyes with his.


  “I don’t know what you mean, sir?” she replied.


  “Don’t insult me, wench.”


  “But sir?”


  “You think you’re clever, but you’re sloppy. There’re traces of you all over the room. And we both know you want to be caught. So tell my friend, Will, exactly what he’s going to punish you for.”


  “I…I” she stammered, looking for another way to protest, but two men’s eyes were worse than just one, and she couldn’t find the words to defend herself.


  “Tell him,” Reggie ordered, letting go of her chin and backing away.


  She hesitated, unsure what to say, then stammered, “I masturbate in here.” Unlike her confession days before, her eyes remained open, though they looked vacant as if her mind was elsewhere. Perhaps in memories.


  “You do that how?” Will asked. He smiled and waited for an answer.


  She played her part well, remaining coy and hesitant, winsome and quite lovely as she stewed with embarrassment. “I um, I fondle the leather pieces. They…they make me very aroused.”


  “The buggy whip too?” Will asked.


  “Yes sir.”


  “Then go get it, the very one you used on yourself.”


  Helena balked again, but not long, seeing the expression of determination on Will’s face. Tiptoeing just as she might have when she’d stolen into Reggie’s office, she made her way to the cabinet, slipped her hand inside and withdrew the implement Will demanded. The buggy whip was three feet long with a thin leather covered shaft and a two inch end with a frayed edge made to bite the skin. Returning to Will, she handed it to him.


  “No. You keep it. Show us what you do with it.”


  “Oh, but I can’t!” She was visibly shaken at the very idea and nearly in tears.


  “Oh, but you will,” he answered calmly.


  She looked to Reggie as if he would give her some compassion. Such a futile effort!


  “Follow Mr. Kozak’s instructions, Helena,”


  The trio froze for an instant of deliberate contemplation, with the young maid holding the buggy whip in her hand, though the way her palms were sweating, she could barely keep it in her grasp.


  “You’re aroused now, aren’t you?” Will said, when she failed to move. He moved to her side, lifted her skirt with his hand and let it make a quick journey to find her cunt wet.


  The girl bit her lip and winced, as if that would prevent her arousal from showing.


  Will backed away. “I don’t take kindly to being put off,” he said, his voice deepening with authority. “Likely I’m more impatient than your employer here. Now show us how you play.”


  The truth be known, Helena was a bit smitten with the handsome Mr. Kozak, which made following his command an act she would not ultimately resist—though she did hesitate, as they expected she would.


  The two men were experienced enough with submissive females to know that her reticence was as phony as her bowed and cowering expression. Once deciding to obey, she moved to a leather footstool. Lying back against the cold surface, resting her head against the seat of the chair behind it, she raised her skirt to her hips, lowered her panties in a shameless display, and inserted the handle of the buggy whip between her legs and into the damp hole.


  She watched them for a moment and then gazed down, lost in her own reverie, as she hammered the thing inside herself. They saw her belly swell, her lips part into a pant, and for an instant knew she was well on her way to orgasm. Happily so. She was getting off on being watched as much as she was the activity in her cunt.


  It was at that moment, that Will stopped her.


  “Turn over,” he ordered, taking the whip from her hands.


  Compliant as a babe, Helena obeyed, showing them her backside, her round bottom, her white thighs and the puckering back entrance. The brazen slut was teasing them.


  “On your knees,” Will commanded next. He flicked her ass as she tried to oblige, making it difficult for the girl to rise. She managed anyway, though she appeared to have become so aroused that he expected her to cum on the spot. However, he wouldn’t let her off that easy.


  While she was still settling herself on the stool, he let loose on her rear with a biting slash. The girl cried out and nearly toppled to the floor.


  He gave just a moment to right herself, then unleashed with a dozen cuts in rapid succession that crisscrossed her ass end, leaving a rash of bold red stripes. One in particular landed along her anal crack, at which point she screamed and collapsed against the stool.


  ***


  In the adjacent room, the two women heard the sounds. The leather snapping, the cries going from muted and sexy, to fitful agony. It was enough to make their skin crawl and their pussies hot from a voyeur’s point of view—though they weren’t even given the chance to watch.


  For Jocelyn the jealousy made her burn, for Alexandra she was turned-on but not yearning to watch—it could easily be her, especially in this house of horrors.


  “Let’s take a walk,” Jocelyn said, grabbing Alex by the hand after one particularly provocative screech. The two briskly made their way out the patio door and took the garden path toward the stables, though for Alex, too many memories of the stable started appearing in her mind, so she steered Jocelyn away into the woods.


  ***


  The snapping buggy whip made Helena’s bottom raw, the tip biting into the flesh everywhere it struck, creating welts across her lovely cheeks.


  “If it’s what you want so much, little bitch, you should ask you master for it,” Will admonished her. “Think how much easier it would be?”


  The whip snapped another three times, and three more red stripes rose where the leather landed.


  She screeched after each one.


  She appeared to be in the throes of pain, and yet the look of her writhing ass was downright erotic. After another six Will lay the whip down, and used his hand to rough up her sore behind.


  “Cum!” he ordered.


  With Will continuing to abuse her bottom, it took some moments for Helena obey the order. He snapped at her several times to keep her focused, “C’mon, slut, you can do it!” Then at last she put a hand to her pussy and began to play with herself. Tears of relief and humiliation fell against the leather stool, yet nothing stopped her from the end result she was after. When she finally came, she rocked against her hand, whimpering erotically and lost in climax.


  Once the last wave of orgasm had passed, she collapsed against the leather and waited in silence, afraid to move. Thighs straddling the legs of the stool, heart pounding, the last sob vanishing away, she was a vision of submissive female bliss. As compliant as any Reggie had ever witnessed. “Nice work,” he remarked, seeing the distinct red lines as plain as day. “You always this brutal?”


  “When I’m inspired,” Will replied.


  “Who would have known, right under my roof I’d find a woman so submissive,” Reggie said. “You know it was my wife who encouraged this.”


  “Your wife would probably like to do this herself,” Will said.


  “You think so? I was thinking that myself.” He turned back to the well whipped woman. “You can go now,” he told her, while the two men lit their cigars and puffed away until the room was consumed in a gray smoky cloud.


  


  “You’re a sly man, Reggie,” Will remarked once the maid was on the other side of the library door. “Even better than I thought. But how could you know those things about her. You catch her?”


  “No,” Reggie answered. “I guess well.”


  “Guess?”


  “Bluff well, too, didn’t I?” He was looking especially triumphant.


  “You were bluffing about her stealing into the library? Her antics with your toys? You’re quite perceptive.”


  “Not really. It’s a matter of knowing a woman and her lusts. I once made a habit of knowing women’s sexual psyches. Even though I gave up the game, Helena’s problem was getting too personal, and resurrecting all my dormant talent. Besides,” he was looking smug now, “she left traces of her perfume in the air. I never miss the connection.”


  ***


  In a clearing in the woods, not far from the stable, Jocelyn and Alexandra came upon a rustic log cabin.


  “Oh, my god!” Alex stopped in her tracks. “How could I have forgotten?” She’d averted a return to the stable only to find herself in an even more memorable place from her past as Reggie’s submissive. It had been a cruel rape perpetrated here, but one of the most satisfying sexual journeys of her life. Five years before over the stump of a tree, over the wooden table inside, and in the dark earth at the edge of the lake…


  “Snap out of it!” Jocelyn ordered. She knew enough about Alex’s personal history to figure out what had made her turn white as a sheet. “C’mon.” She drug Alex into the cabin and collapsed onto the bed. “If you’re not horny then you can get me off,” she swore. Pulling Alex on top of her, their lips came together for a long, mouth probing kiss. Clenched body to body, their hands began to explore each other freely.


  “He’s going to see I’m a mess,” Alex purred one small protest to Jocelyn’s furious assault.


  I don’t care,” Jocelyn replied, she had other things to think about than two conniving husbands. “You know, I really wouldn’t mind seeing you whipped. I bet it was quite a sight to behold.” Lifting Alex’s satin dinner dress to her waist, she grabbed the wet mound and caressed her there until her friend was writhing madly, an orgasm ripping through her with a suddenness that surprised them both. With the memories flooding back to her it was no surprise. Without much reciprocating necessary, Jocelyn came moments later, and the two lay close together, recuperating from one emotionally exhausting night.


  “Guess I was horny,” Alex said with a sigh as she stared out the window at the rising moon.


  ***


  The house phone in the office rang halfway through the cigars. Reggie rose from his seat to answer, and spent just a minute listening on the other end.


  Putting the receiver down, he smiled. “My these games are getting interesting,” he said.


  “Your spy?”


  Reggie nodded.


  “You have plans brewing, I can see that.”


  Reggie shrugged. “I’m not sure,” he said as if he was actually uncertain.


  “Not getting too compassionate, are you, just because it’s Jocelyn?”


  Reggie laughed. “Is she making me soft?”


  “Making you lose your perspective,” Will replied.


  “Well then, the finale will have to be inspired. And perfectly timed.”


  ***


  “We probably should get back,” Alex said, rising from the creaking old bed.


  “You’re right. Be there to serve them dessert.”


  “I think they’ve already had it,” Alex said with a wry smile. She was stroking Jocelyn’s red hair, almost with a sense of wonder. For an instant their glance was perfectly attuned. What they were doing seemed too bizarre to comprehend, but it wasn’t a love affair to argue with.


  When Jocelyn’s head suddenly jerked toward the far window, Alex looked too.


  “You suppose there are spies out there?” Jocelyn wondered aloud.


  “Spies? Someone looking in?”


  “I thought I saw a face, though it was probably just the leaves,” She stared at the door and the window, waiting for another fleeting glimpse, or even someone barging in the door.


  “It’s just your nerves, darling, just your nerves,” Alex said.


  “Oh, I don’t know. Too many coincidences,” Jocelyn said, getting up. “He knows too much and I don’t know how he’s getting the information.”


  “Knows too much about us? Reggie?” Alex questioned.


  “It’s not all intuition. I don’t understand yet, but believe me, I will.”


  In Jocelyn’s frame of mind, great sexual interlude or not, she had new inspiration; and the thoughts swirling through her brain wouldn’t be put to rest until she had the suspicious plot clearly sorted out.


  



Chapter Thirteen


  


  “Did you and Alex enjoy the cabin?” Reggie asked.


  Stripping away his dress shirt, Jocelyn viewed the muscles underneath, the even tan, all that powerful masculinity that did such devastating things to her body just to see him half-clothed.


  “Been working out a lot, haven’t you?” she replied from the bed. A lace chemise covered just enough to look deliberately provocative, though so far he hadn’t appeared to notice her seduction.


  “Avoiding my question?” he turned to her.


  “Not deliberately. Though it seems like another interesting coincidence, that you know my every move with Alex, and neither one of us is telling.”


  “This one’s very simple. Will and I saw you emerging from the woods. Frankly, I’m surprised you got Alex to go there with her past history in that shack.”


  “That was a long time ago, Reg. I’m curing her terror with a little tenderness.”


  “Doesn’t sound like you were very tender with her this afternoon.”


  “Sometimes that’s what we both need.”


  “You the dominant?”


  “Yes. Me the dominant.”


  He pulled off the rest of his clothes, hung his pants in the closet, threw the shirt in the laundry, and now stood in profile with nothing on but his silk boxers. What a hot ass! she was thinking. The way the silk conformed to his ass cheeks she could just make out the perfect curve she adored. She wanted sex more than conversation. But he was taking his time, giving her a sidelong glance while he removed the underwear.


  “I’ll watch you work sometime,” Reggie finally said, long after he’d given her the creeps the way he stared with that odd grin.


  Jocelyn wondered at his remark, if she could ‘perform’ her treasured role of dominant with Reggie as an audience. An odd prospect at best. “So, did you enjoy punishing Helena?” she changed the subject.


  “Will punished her, I didn’t.”


  “Will? That’s interesting. Though I don’t imagine he was as good as you.”


  “He might be even better. You should have been there to watch.” He was finally climbing into bed.


  “We weren’t invited,” she answered him. She gave him a reproving smile as she stroked his naked thigh.


  “I didn’t exclude you deliberately, if you chose to make love to Alex instead, I’m perfectly okay with that.”


  “You are?” Jocelyn pondered aloud.


  “You’re not going to pin your guilt on me.”


  For days now, just beneath the surface of their conversation, a gentle bickering had been going on about her affair with Alex. He may have said he wasn’t annoyed by their trysts, but she didn’t believe him. He had that edge about him. She’d waited for him to make a move, declare himself, give her some sort of clue about his thoughts—all the while she felt him stalking her like a panther on the hunt.


  “You say Helena was a joy to watch?” Jocelyn said, returning to the safer subject.


  “She’s been masturbating with the buggy whip. It was quite a demonstration.”


  “She showed you?”


  “She’s a first-class slut underneath that demure demeanor. After her little performance, Will showed her a different side to the whip.”


  “He left marks?”


  “Many.” Reggie drew Jocelyn into him. “That excites you doesn’t it?” His question hardly required an answer as his lips took charge of her mouth, his passion sweeping across her face, to her neck, and the breasts he uncovered pushing the lace chemise away.


  Suddenly, Jocelyn backed off.


  “It’s Helena, isn’t it?”


  “Helena?”


  “She’s been telling you about my meetings with Alex.”


  “How would she know?”


  “It’s very possible. She has my schedule, my private number, access to my secretary, and the other day I saw her downtown. I thought she was at her doctor’s appointment.”


  Reggie chuckled. “Your intuition serves you well.”


  “It is her, that conniving little bitch!” Her green eyes flashed at him angrily. “And you! You’ve used her to torment me. Talk about honesty!”


  Ignoring her rant, he zeroed in on her breasts again.


  “Stop that!” she barked.


  “No, you stop that!” His eyes were suddenly razor sharp. He smacked her ass hard with the palm of his hand. “So you found out, so punish her, but don’t stop making love to me.” He didn’t let her speak another word, covering her mouth with kisses. After she had calmed, he returned to her breasts and ravaged them with tongue and teeth and lips. He went on to her torso, moving downward to her cunt, until he had her cumming in sharp, sudden spasms, her surprising revelation all but forgotten.


  


  Languishing after sex and before sleep, Jocelyn’s mind began working hard again, remembering her intuitive flash, and Helena. She had the sudden desire to stand over the bitch in full leather regalia and wreak one nasty revenge.


  “You say I can punish her?” she asked him, as she put the pieces of her revenge in place.


  “Any way you want,” he answered from a sleepy fog. She smiled to herself as she was drifting off herself, though Reggie’s one last comment turned her scheme in a slightly different direction. “As long as I watch.”


  “Is that necessary?” she asked.


  “Yes.” He was groggy, but the ‘yes’ was loud and clear.


  



Chapter Fourteen


  


  “You’re going to frighten me looking like that,” Alex said.


  Jocelyn was at the window in her bedroom adjusting the garter on the black corset, the lace stockings in place at last. A black lycra skirt fit snugly over her hips, defining her bottom and every curve. The cream colored blouse drooped low in front, showing the full cleavage the corset created. The black showed distinctly through the creamy fabric, testifying to the darker woman underneath the otherwise subdued attire.


  “This frightening you?” Jocelyn asked innocently.


  “Severe is a good word,” Alex retorted.


  “Severe is a good look for my purposes,” Jocelyn said. “I only wear this outfit when I want to take control.”


  “And the hair,” Alex went on, noting Jocelyn’s curls were swept up atop her head in a neat configuration that tamed them fashionably, in keeping with the persona she was donning. “Reggie ever seen you like this?”


  “Yes. And he likes to undo it all and screw me, usually in some compromising place like an elevator or deserted hallway.”


  Alex smiled, thinking of the picture that scenario created in her mind. “Makes him think he’s still in charge.”


  “Oh, but he is,” Jocelyn assured her. “I couldn’t stand him being some weak kneed little pup. Though there are lots of men in my company I’d like to take over my knee and spank.”


  “Maybe you should make that a practice,” Alex joked.


  “Would be fun, wouldn’t it?”


  “I can already see your mind working.”


  “Actually, I need to concentrate on just one bratty bitch, right now. I’ll think about submissive men later.”


  “Makes me nervous,” Alex said, feeling genuinely jittery looking at her lover’s amazing transformation.


  “I’ll get you later,” the redhead smirked. “Right now we need to get downstairs.”


  The conversation made Alex think of a conversation she had with Will. Too bad he wouldn’t be here this night to see the results. “Jocelyn’s no submissive,” Will had told her. “She’s a blatant sexual dominant. I wonder sometimes when Reggie’s going to buckle under her will?” Alex couldn’t imagine Reggie ever being subdued by any woman. And she knew better than to think that Jocelyn was solely a dom. Despite what terror she’d create tonight, submission was as dear to Jocelyn as taking charge, though Alex wasn’t certain if her dear friend yet realized the depths of either of her most potent passions.


  ***


  The library was awash with warm light from the glowing lamps. Though the atmosphere about the room was at that jittery stage before a storm begins, before tempests toss on oceans, and battlefields break out with the rumble of confrontation.


  “And to think I defended you,” Jocelyn said to Helena as she stood behind Reggie’s desk, her fingers resting on the edge in an imperious style. While Alex sat in a chair just to the woman’s right, Reggie sat at the back of the room, resting one elbow casually on the arm of his leather chair. A silent observer, nothing more, his gaze took in the stunning sight of his wife in a glory he rarely witnessed. She used this stance with him when she was working as his consultant, when she wanted to make her point heard through his objections; though for reasons of romance she’d regularly cracked under his more imposing posture. There was just enough difference in their similar overbearing styles to make their relationship work—Reggie remaining the dominant to the end. But now, with no challenge to her authority, there was no breach in her resolve, and he could admire the brilliance that so matched his own.


  “I’m sorry, ma’am. Could you explain?” Helena replied to her employer’s statement.


  The girl was just haughty enough to piss Jocelyn off—the little brat thinking she could divulge secrets, that she had the right to spy on her and Alex, giving tidbits of information to her husband. The more Jocelyn thought of it, the more furious she got.


  “You betrayed my trust,” Jocelyn said. “Going out of your way to glean information about my relationship with Alex, and then informing my husband behind my back. Did he ask you to perform this task?”


  “No.”


  “Then you did it solely on your own?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “And why?”


  The young woman’s beady eyes just stared, there was little innocence in their gaze. Despite the words she used, and the way she attempted to be coy, there was a seasoned manipulator behind them.


  “I wanted to be part of your lives,” Helena answered.


  “Oh?” Unusual answer, Jocelyn thought. Her glance strayed to Alex who nodded. “In what way?” she asked.


  “You indicated you’d spank me, ma’am.”


  “I did, didn’t I? And so you boldly try to put a wedge of mistrust between my husband and me? To make us act on your need for punishment?”


  “I suppose that’s so.”


  “What an artful deceiver you are? Which of us do you really want, Reggie or me?”


  The girl balked at the question, while all eyes focused on her. Jocelyn could see that she wanted to turn about and look at Reggie, but that freedom wasn’t available the way that Jocelyn fixed her with her stare.


  “Which one?” Jocelyn said with a winter’s gaze, and a cold wind in her voice.


  “I have no preference, ma’am, though I thought it would be easier to have you.”


  From the corner of her eye, Jocelyn saw Reggie shift in his seat, his hands in front of him, fingertips touching—a thoughtful pose, but nothing but a calm, observant, and non-committal expression.


  “Easier to have me?”


  “You seem less bound by pretension,” the girl added.


  Jocelyn would like to have smirked at the appraisal of her husband, but didn’t.


  “My problem, Helena, is that I can’t devise a punishment that befits your breach of good judgment, the lies and the treachery you’ve used.”


  “But wasn’t it treacherous to conceal your relationship with Mrs. Kozak from your husband?” Helena responded with the simple question.


  Jocelyn didn’t flinch at the sly retort. “Whether it was treacherous or not is not your business. And if you’d really wanted to get to me, you could have found a better way to do so. I must say the thought of enjoying the comforts of your body has been a pleasant thought in my mind. But you’ve ruined that possibility.”


  “Oh, please no, ma’am.”


  “You’re not even worthy of a good correction.”


  “Oh, please, you’re not going to fire me?”


  “That’s exactly what I should do.”


  “You can’t!”


  “Helena!” Jocelyn snapped sharply.


  The young woman was in tears, slumping to the floor in a sad heap.


  “Get up!”


  The girl didn’t move.


  “If you hope to have any chance of staying in my employ, you’ll stand up and look me in the eye.”


  The young woman was quick on her feet, her eyes once again staring intently at her mistress.


  Jocelyn waited before she spoke, the room taking on more anxious energy. Jocelyn could sense Alex quaking from the intensity leveled at the distraught maid, though Reggie remained as cool as if he was enacting the drama himself. “You know,” Jocelyn finally spoke. “You’re an intriguing liar. Almost so intriguing that I’m tempted not to let you go.”


  “Oh, please, ma’am. Please don’t fire me.” A tear trickled down her cheek as if she’d planned it that way.


  “But stop the phony act, your performance is as transparent as that glass,” she said pointing to the far window. “I suspect there are few bounds to your submissive inclinations. I suspect that you have a perfect submissive mentality when you try.”


  “Oh, yes, ma’am!”


  “That is when you’re not manipulating.”


  “I’m sorry.” She looked chagrined, every facial gesture designed to illicit Jocelyn’s compassion.


  “Manipulating is one thing I won’t tolerate. Spilled grape juice, burned meals, sloppy work, I won’t tolerate either, but manipulation to get sexual favors will get you fired if it happens again. Don’t doubt my sincerity. I’ve fired hundreds of people, and despite your sad sad story, I’d fire you too. Do I make myself clear?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  Backing away from the desk, Jocelyn opened the center drawer and pulled out a foot long wooden ruler—the old fashioned kind with the metal straight edge on one side. Moving around the desk, she stood close to the withering young maid, at her side just inches from her, so the girl could likely feel her breath teasing her heated face.


  “Take off your skirt,” she ordered.


  Helena balked in surprise.


  “Yes, take off your skirt,” she repeated.


  Reaching around to the back, the young woman lowered the zipper and then the skirt, the wisp of material dropping to the floor to be kicked away by her feet. She was naked underneath.


  “How immodest,” Jocelyn said looking down. “Who are you trying to seduce, no panties?” She snapped the ruler against the girl’s upper thigh.


  “Ouch!”


  “You want us to see your naked pussy, is that why you wear so little?” She snapped the ruler again and the maid jerked. “Answer me!”


  “Yes, ma’am.” She flinched as the ruler hit a third time.


  “You don’t like the wood, do you?” she mocked her. “If you expected the provocative feel of leather, you’ll be disappointed this time. This is much more punishing.” The ruler smacked her thigh again, and then right on the ass in a flurry of heated strikes, until the pert round orbs were rose red. Standing close together made the punishment an intimate one, eyes meeting eyes, Jocelyn’s other hand at one point holding Helena’s chin in her hand, so that the girl couldn’t alter the face to face encounter.


  Jocelyn wanted it that way, practically smacking the girl’s behind with her in her arms. It might not be as swift or fierce as a more formal distance, but it would be more effective, and far more personal. She would not be avoiding the personal nature of her crime.


  Each strike of the ruler provoked an uneasy jerk in the maid, though after the first hit, Helena held back her verbal protests, a small act of defiance in reply to the treatment. Not able to take her eyes off the dominant Jocelyn, however, more tears were soon forming as the pain became acute. When Jocelyn stopped, it was sudden. She backed away with a grim smile. “Take this to Mrs. Kozak and apologize to her for your behavior.”


  The half naked Helena turned to the blonde woman in the chair behind her—her contrite look more real this time. There was no pleasure in the ruler’s biting sting, she only had the humiliation to joy in, and even that was tainted by a rising sense of shame.


  


  An unusual position for the ultimate submissive, Alex, looking in Helena’s eyes, was looking into a mirror. To dominate this woman would hardly be a treat when Alex was trembling, remembering her own treachery punished in this very room. The memory was so delicious, she wanted to change places with the girl, though that was hardly possible.


  “I’m sorry, Mrs. Kozak,” Helena began her apology. “I didn’t mean to cause you and Mrs. Harold any harm. I’m rather fond of both of you.”


  “I can see that,” Alex said. There was a natural kindness in her voice that was not in Jocelyn’s. “But remember, Helena, there are times when going to extremes will only hurt you. Those who have power over you have the cards on their side when they don’t need you for anything. I learned that in this house. Understand, being here is a gift to yourself, a privilege, one you shouldn’t abuse by defying the very people you’re here to serve. You’re lucky you’re not on the street now. You understand that?”


  “I think so, ma’am.”


  “Good. Now move to your knees and put your head on the floor.” Her voice turned sharp giving the command, even though she could imagine herself bowing like this with her ass submissively raised. How many times she’d yielded in that manner! And now, how severe could she really be on a woman so like herself?


  It didn’t take but just seconds for Alex to have her answer. The ruler cracked sharply against the upturned ass, and like on so many occasions in her association with Reggie, Alex discovered unexplored territory in her psyche that was actually feeling quite good at the moment. Again and again the firm wood peppered the girl’s aching rear cheeks, Helena sobbing from the instant the punishment began. The kneeling woman pressed herself into the thick Oriental rug, letting it cushion the repeated blows, though it did little to ease her woe. The fiery feel of wood against flesh was nothing but pure agony.


  When Alex finished, Jocelyn was kneeling at Helena’s side with a dildo abruptly pressed to the woman’s ass.


  “Oh no!” the girl roared.


  But the thick prick entered her nonetheless, and with Jocelyn’s fury still unspent, the girl was fucked hard with powerfully thrusting dildo.


  “Now, satisfy her,” Jocelyn ordered in the middle of the assault.


  The girl was too in shock to immediately obey the command; though a few smacks from Jocelyn spurred her on. Pulling up her dress, Alex offered the submissive young thing her fragrant pussy; and while Helena was breached from behind by the thrusting dildo, her mouth descended to bring Jocelyn’s lover a welcome moment of release.


  “You’re very good for a novice,” Jocelyn purred in Helena’s ear. Alex was about to cum, the crying submissive was beginning an orgasmic ride of her own, and Jocelyn was in a premiere glory—her lust depending on the power she wielded over both women. However, as soon as Jocelyn heard the familiar sounds of Alex’s satisfaction, the whimpers and muted cries escape her lips, she pulled Helena away, forcing her to sit back on her legs with the dildo still shoved inside her ass. She could see by the girl’s distress that she’d not yet climaxed.


  “When Alex has finished with you, Helena,” Jocelyn said rising to her feet, “you can come upstairs and do the same for me while Mr. Harold takes your ass.” She gave the girl a final lethal smirk, then swaggered to the back of the room taking Reggie’s hand as she left the library.


  



Chapter Fifteen


  


  “She was remarkable,” Reggie said. “I’m sorry you weren’t there.” The two were in the sauna at the athletic club, whispering back and forth, though they didn’t much care if anyone heard or not.


  “Alex told me very little,” Will said.


  “Not that she spanked her first bottom?” Reggie asked.


  “Something was mentioned.”


  “Rather good job too,” Reggie recalled the nasty session between submissives.


  “Let’s not get carried away,” Will said dryly. “I have enough to conquer with Alex being a recalcitrant brat. So, how’s Jocelyn fairing in her new role? You going to let her claim you too?”


  “You don’t think she’s a natural submissive, do you?”


  “I think Jocelyn is gorgeous. I think she nurtures the hell out of you, which you need; but I don’t for a minute think she’d go to the depths to satisfy her own need. What she does is because she loves you.”


  “You want to make wager on that?” Reggie asked.


  “I don’t know about that,” Will laughed. “To bet against you about a woman is probably pretty stupid. I just figured you’re blinded by love.”


  “You told me once I was smitten, and I am. But blind? No,” Reggie vowed. “After what I saw last night. After all her nastiness was out, I think Jocelyn would have been as happy as Helena cowering on the floor the way she was.”


  “I’d like to see that.”


  “What she needs is a good sordid seamy ride on the dark side. Ever since I took her to Germany and Hal’s club, it’s haunted her. What she sees with Alex haunts her, what she saw with Helena haunts her. She wants to be that far gone, even if it’s just once.” Reggie inspected Will’s expression as he spoke. “I want you to take her.”


  “Me?”


  “I want you to punish her, with a little help of course, but you’re the one.”


  “Me with Jocelyn? She hates me, Reg.” Will shook his head in disbelief.


  “I’m not sure hate’s the word. But isn’t that the point?” he replied. “I’m too damned much in love with her to be objective and severe with her.”


  Will snickered, thinking how he’d felt the same way about Alex years before, when that inner need in his wife, his girlfriend at the time, had required a tougher kind of dominant than he could be.


  “Sounds intriguing, if I believed I could pull it off,” he said.


  “You can, trust me. She’ll give in. Meanwhile, I’ll take my own satisfaction from Alex and she’ll hate every minute of it, like she usually does.” He laughed.


  



Chapter Sixteen


  


  One month later…


  


  It was a Tuesday afternoon, just after lunch, when Will walked into Killian Management Consulting. He turned several heads passing by the secretaries on his way to Jocelyn’s office. Few could resist following him with their eyes as the handsome man with the artistic flair moved by them with a casual air of authority and a sexy grin. He was impressed with Jocelyn’s efficient looking operation, though he didn’t particularly like the artwork on the walls.


  He waited several minutes for her secretary to announce him.


  “You really should let me hang a few paintings in your reception area,” Will said, as he was ushered into Jocelyn’s office, the woman looking up at him in surprise.


  “Will? An unexpected visit.”


  He wandered around her office, gazing at paintings, admiring her taste in Oriental furnishings. The view ten floors up made the city look much more serene than it was.


  “You’ve got a better view than Reg.”


  “I guess I do, though he can see the lake, I can’t,” she answered. She watched him continue his perusal of her private space, knowing that his artistic eye was judging everything, though he was silent about his conclusions. “To what do I owe this pleasant interruption?” she finally asked.


  Will whipped around to face her, his hands in his pockets, an easy expression on his face, his dancing eyes catching the glint of light from the windows, making them seem much brighter than they really were. “It’s hardly going to be pleasant,” he said, at last sitting in one of the black lacquer chairs in front of her desk. He leaned back casually, legs crossed man-style.


  “You want to tell me what this is about or are you going to keep me guessing?” she asked. For some strange reason she felt ready to blush, though she had no idea why.


  “No guessing games, Jocelyn. It’s really very simple. “You’re going to cancel your afternoon plans, lock the door, strip naked, and offer me your body to abuse.”


  ***


  There was a flurry of activity in Alex Kozak’s office. Ever since her last promotion, there was always too much to do at work, and so much pressure it was hard to think. What she wanted was some relief from the aching between her legs, but just as she did every day, she squelched the feelings, squelched the thoughts and the pent-up chaotic energy until she could find a time to let it free. What she wouldn’t have given for an hour with Jocelyn that noon, but they had to cancel their plans when an unexpected meeting came up.


  There was a mountain of papers on her desk, a file pulled apart that she was in the midst of reorganizing, and three underlings bringing her more files every ten minutes. Just when she was deep into the maddening mess and confusion, Reggie Harold suddenly appeared in her doorway as surreal and bizarre as a hot air balloon might be floating by her desk.


  “You look overworked,” he said.


  “It would appear so,” she replied. “Is that really you or am I seeing things?”


  “You think you’re talking to ghosts?” he replied amused. He moved around her desk, leaned over and pecked her on the cheek.


  “How sweet,” she said.


  “It’s as sweet as it gets, Alexandra.”


  “Ooops, you’re using that name again.”


  “You think there’s something behind it?” he asked, quite smug indeed.


  “Well isn’t there?” she replied.


  “Call your boss,” he said.


  “Call my boss? Why?”


  “Tell him you have personal matter, an emergency you have to attend to, and beg an hour of time.”


  “But why?”


  “Do it.”


  “He’ll want answers.”


  “Make something up.”


  “I don’t lie well,” she reminded him.


  “Do it, Alexandra, and don’t argue,” he said his voice turning brisk.


  Another few files were whisked onto her desk, the young man delivering them giving her an odd glance as he eyed Reggie’s stern face.


  “Chris,” Alex called to him.


  “I have a problem, we’re going to have to put this off for an hour or so. Tell Sandy we’ll get going on it again after two.”


  “I thought it had to be today,” he said annoyed.


  “It does, but I’ll stay late if I have to.”


  The young man walked out with Reggie locking the door behind him while Alex reached for the phone.


  “John,” she said, trying hard to sound worried.


  “I just got a call from mother. It’s really an uproar. I need a few minutes to make some calls…Yeah, that’s right, maybe more than a few minutes…yeah. I will, thanks.” She hung up the phone. “So, Reg, I suppose this is your revenge for California.”


  “Revenge? Over California? You know, you two are really paranoid.”


  “We are?”


  “Will and I thought your love affair was long overdue. Your guilt, now that’s interesting, but that’s something you’ll have to handle.”


  Alex looked at him bewildered. If Reggie’s sudden appearance at her office wasn’t about her affair with Jocelyn, then she had no clue.


  “No, Alex. This isn’t revenge, this is just a delicious game.” His visage turned from amiable to cool in mere seconds.”


  “So how do you plan to punish me here?” Alex wondered aloud.


  After removing a stack of files from the leatherette chair in front of her desk, Reggie sat down. “I’m not going to punish you,” he replied. “This is much more diabolical than that.”


  A malevolent chill began to wind its way around them, and in this busy building, surrounded by Alex’s cluttered business, they were for that instant, completely alone and uninhibited. She could feel the stunning edge of desire suddenly leap up and grab her.


  ***


  “Strip naked and offer my body for you abuse?” Jocelyn laughed as she spoke. “You’re kidding.”


  Will shook his head. It was all she needed to see to believe him, his expression was completely sincere. “Cancel your next hour. This office is soundproof, isn’t it?” he said looking about.


  “Yes it is. But what are you trying to pull?” she asked indignantly.


  “Pull? Nothing. I’m going to prove a point.”


  “You think you can dominate me the way Reggie does? You’ve got to be kidding.”


  “How interesting. You’re responding just the way he said you would,” Will said amused.


  “Reggie knows about this?”


  “I wouldn’t be doing it otherwise.”


  “Who’s idea is it?”


  “Humph? I’m not sure,” he answered. “Though I believe Reggie suggested it first. Suggested you need another dom.”


  “And why would he think that?”


  “He says he’s too soft on you. You know he’s really quite sweet when he talks about his affections for you. Reggie was never that way in the past.”


  “Too soft on me!”


  Will smiled.


  Jocelyn was pissed. Though the raw heat converging in her sex betrayed her, if not to Will, certainly to herself. Damn them both! “And he thinks I’m going to submit to you?”


  “He does, though I don’t.”


  “Well you’re right about that,” she asserted. “And why would you be part of this anyway?”


  “To prove a point,” he repeated his earlier statement.


  “Exactly what is your point?”


  “That you’re naturally dominant, that submission is just a game you play for Reg.”


  Jocelyn sat back in her chair bewildered. “Not submissive?” Did Reggie really feel that?


  “I think it’s all sham, Miss Killian, you’re as artful and cunning as that little wench that works for you, Helena. Though she is a true submissive.”


  “And you are a bastard,” Jocelyn snapped.


  “I’m just pointing out the truth, even if it’s hard for you to take. The term ball-busting ever come to mind?”


  “You ass! Reggie doesn’t think of me that way.”


  “He’d never say so, he loves you. But you pretty much do whatever you damn well please, and he ends up conforming to you.”


  “That’s not true.”


  “Depends on your point of view.” She looked as if she’d spit fire. “Is that loathing coming from your eyes?” He smirked as he said it.


  She took a deep breath trying to control her rage. “I’ve never liked you much, and my opinion is getting worse.”


  “Then why don’t you throw me out?”


  It was a good question, but she had no answer for him, or herself.


  “Turning you on, isn’t it?” he suggested.


  She still said nothing, though her green eyes were not so angry as they’d been, contemplative perhaps. Whatever she was thinking, her contemplations confused her. For a woman of order and control, she was completely confounded.


  “Why is Reg suggesting this?” she finally asked.


  “He wants you to go to that dark place that you took Helena, that place where Alex plays all the time. He believes you want that too.”


  “He said he didn’t want to give me to other men,” she remarked. “Why would he now?”


  “Because that’s what you want,” he replied. “For once you don’t want the love to get in the way. If I master you, we won’t have to worry about that.” He spoke deliberately, letting his words sink in. “As far as making you a gift to me? That’s hardly the scenario we’re playing here. If you do as I say, it’ll be because you want to, not because Reggie offered you to me as a present. But let’s not lie, Jocelyn. We may hate each other, but I can see the lust and the intrigue. Your imagination and your crotch are running wild.”


  She considered his declarations. While hate and loathing were foremost in her thoughts, there was a savage lust trying to gain control. He was right. For all her attempts to stop her mind from spinning to places she’d rather not go, nothing worked. She knew that the thought of being dominated by Will was turning her on. For a moment as she looked at him, she had the weird feeling that she was looking at herself. The animal magnetism in his eyes matched her own in those rare moments some candid snapshot disclosed a darkness within her she tried to subdue. She understood her problem with Will Kozak. “We’re too much alike,” she said.


  He smiled at her recognition. “I’d say, fire and fire, wouldn’t you? With Reg, it’s fire and ice. That’s why we can both be friends with him so easily.”


  “And why we find it so difficult, the two of us,” she added. She spoke even as some of that fire in her was being relinquished to her ignited lust.


  “You want it, don’t you?” he said. Sitting back, Will viewed the breathtaking sight, the full lips, wild hair, stormy eyes and mystified expression. Women like Jocelyn dazzled him, but they were as dangerous as wildfire to his peace of mind. She didn’t have to answer his question, he knew.


  The phone rang and Jocelyn stared at it for a second. It rang again, and before Jocelyn could answer it, Will reached out, his hand covering hers on the receiver. “Cancel your plans,” he whispered. His eyes were mesmerizing so she couldn’t stop their power to woo her. As his hand withdrew, the phone rang again and she answered the call.


  “I have something important I need to do, Meg,” Jocelyn told her secretary. “No interruptions for the next hour,” then thought to add, “until I call you.”


  Hanging up, she sat back in her chair looking oddly innocent, like someone had wiped the slate of all her personal agendas clean, and she was nothing but a fresh uncluttered woman ready to be molded.


  “Good,” Will smiled, though his expression was ever so much more sinister than before. “Now take off your blouse.”


  ***


  Alex shivered under Reggie’s spell. As he began to speak she stared at his lips—how many times she’d watched them move, how many times they’d commanded her, how many times they’d aroused her with the desire to feel his tender kisses and his warm breath on her neck and behind her ears. How she wished those lips were whispering in her ear now.


  “You know where Will is now?” Reggie asked her


  “In his studio,” she replied.


  “Right now Will is in Jocelyn’s office watching her as she strips for him.”


  Alex’s eyes widened.


  “He’s going to bind her, redden her ass, and shove his prick into her back door.”


  “He’s what?”


  “Shush!”


  “He’s not going to be gentle, Alex. But she’s going to love it.” Before she could begin to speak this time, he added, “He’s going to take her on that dark ride she’s never had.”


  “You’re serious,” she gasped far too loudly to suit him.


  Reggie leaned forward in his chair, eyes pinning her fast. “Don’t talk, don’t move, don’t bat an eye, bitch. You listen, nothing more. That clear?”


  She nodded.


  ***


  The cream silk blouse fell away. Jocelyn’s breasts pushed high in a well cut bra jiggled softly against her chest.


  “The bra,” Will added.


  Leaning forward, she reached around and undid the clasp. Her two mounds fell free with her nipples puckering sweetly from the chill of the air and Will’s fixed stare.


  “Come here,” he said.


  With the same mesmerized wonder that had begun this episode, the redhead rose from her seat and obeyed.


  “The skirt,” he said sharply, when she was at his side.


  She unzipped it at the back, pushed it down and then tossed it to a chair behind her. The disrobing left her in garterbelt, stockings and tall high heels, her body shivering in front of a gaze more cold and vile than Reggie’s had ever been. Scary, because unlike the unpredictable but well known essence of her husband, Will was like a revolution underneath his cool, one that played with hot burning flames she had no idea how to overpower. The only reason she was consenting to this was because it felt right in the middle of her bones. It made no logical sense, it didn’t conform to her nature, it was an act that seemed so foreign to her sense of self as to be almost laughable. Though she was hardly laughing.


  Will was a dangerous man for her, this play of his a risky endeavor. She felt safe only because Will was her best friend’s husband, and Reggie’s best friend, even though she wasn’t sure that was security enough. There was no denying the fear. Perhaps she was scared because it wasn’t so much a physical torture awaiting her, but a painful lesson of the soul she was about to endure: an exercise in defenseless surrender, such surrender always frightened her to the core, and now, Reggie, her security in this bizarre world, couldn’t even be there.


  From his bag on the floor, Will pulled out a dildo.


  “In your ass,” he said, handing it to her. “Grease it first if you like.”


  Jocelyn took the thick stalk and slathered it with cream from a jar Will held. About to lean over her desk and impale herself, Will interrupted.


  “On the floor.”


  The horror of the next hour was beginning to catch up with her. Though a knock on the door startled her back to reality just as she was moving to her knees.


  “Oh, my god!” she snapped to, trying to stand up.


  Will reached out and stopped her. “Don’t worry, that’s for me, Jocelyn,” he said. “Get on your hands and knees and shove the prick inside your ass.”


  While Jocelyn obeyed, her heart was pounding hard. She hoped it was Reg on the other side of the door.


  Answering the knock, Will rose from his chair and ushered two men inside, their eyes instantly taken by the sight of the bowing submissive with the fake prick in her ass.


  “Reggie’s bitch,” one man said.


  It was Kevin, the young gardener from the estate, the one she’d hired, flirted with, and nearly fired for being too damned cocky. The young voyeur had taken too much pleasure watching her sunbathe naked. She’d had words with him just days before. When she heard the other man speak, she recognized his voice too, Gus.


  “You got the mistress of the house to bow for you, how fitting,” he said with a darkness in his delivery she’d never forget.


  “You can take her as you like,” Will informed them. “There’s a whip, a paddle, the cane and a strap.”


  ***


  “I imagine when Kevin and Gus arrive, they’ll play havoc on her ass,” Reggie said.


  Kevin and Gus! Good God! Bound to silence, all Alex could do was think of the scene of her dearest friend bound by Will’s rope, and paddled by the ruthless Gus. Her own torture at the man’s hands made her instantly wince.


  “We discussed the possibilities and decided after she humbles herself a while at their feet, they’ll tie her ass high to take her. You remember that—over the tree stump at the cabin?”


  The memory was vivid, and Alex wanted to cry just thinking of Jocelyn so bared and degraded.


  “How could you do this!” she finally blurted out.


  “I thought I told you to keep your mouth shut?” His chilling delivery forced her to settle. Reggie waited a moment, then finally spoke. “She needs it just the way you did. Whether you realized it or not, it’s everything she’s wanted.”


  Alex shook her head no; though to disagree more might provoke his wrath, and now was not the time for that.


  “Gus and Kevin will take her cunt, and at some point she’ll have two cocks fucking her. Will will have her ass.”


  Alex squirmed in her chair at the thought. Imagining Jocelyn and the three men. Imagining herself in the staggering same circumstances.


  ***


  Tying the fake prick into Jocelyn’s ass with ropes that wound around her thighs and waist, Will then hoisted her to the top of the coffee table in front of the leather sofa. Binding her wrists further diminished her in their eyes. She’d agreed to this for reasons she couldn’t explain and was now powerless to protest or complain. What could she possibly gain from objecting to the treatment, especially when her body was feeling so…so amazing? She felt the rude torture of Will’s hands as they combed her flesh, prodded her cunt with fingers going deep, and pressed hard on the invading dildo. Each act was so demeaning, and yet so fraught with arousal.


  Will raised her body heat before any instrument left a single stroke or smack. He squeezed her breasts, pinched her nipples until she cried out, and then pulled her head back by her hair so that she had to look him in the eye.


  “Tell me you love it,” he said evenly.


  “You bastard!” she seethed under her breath. She may have looked angry, but it wasn’t anger she was feeling and they both knew it.


  Will smirked and dropped her head to the table.


  “Don’t hold back,” he told the men.


  ***


  “You remember what it’s like to have your ass abused, I mean really abused, not some creative punishment with the finesse of a master, but what’s hard and fast and demanding? You remember Gus, don’t you? He’ll use the strap, flail on her naked bottom till it’s raw, and then perhaps, take up a wood paddle so there’s nothing but pain, and a shrieking woman. He’ll strike her thighs and ass until she’d exhausted. Then Kevin, the much more artful Kevin will take over.”


  Alex was raw inside, feeling a savage indignation, that such horrors would be perpetrated on her dear friend by the two men she thought she loved.


  “Don’t look too distraught, my dear. It’s no different than what you endured from me. And you loved it.”


  She was nearly in tears, and not sure why. “But it’s Jocelyn,” she snapped. “How can you do this to her!”


  He didn’t snap back, but spoke simply. “Because I love her.”


  ***


  The heavy belt landed with a vigorous stroke. Gus didn’t use Will’s implements, preferring the ruthlessness of the belt he wore daily about his waist. The imprints on her backside were nearly instantaneous, bringing out the red fire until her whole ass was inflamed. Ah! She might be groaning, might be full of spirit and complaint,” he thought, but she was relinquishing with each stroke. He laid on dozens against the center of her ass, one after the other, until he stopped without a warning. In Gus’s mind, he’d whipped her enough to suit his needs. He nodded at Kevin to proceed.


  The younger man stood back and eyed the splayed behind, noting the bright red color. He could almost feel the heat rising from her skin from three feet away, and he could surely hear the lovely sound of her whimpering distress. The beating had made his cock hard, and his desires raging. She was ready for the cane, which would turn her ass into a work of art. While Gus had done a good job covering every inch that was fair game for a good strapping, he wasn’t a tactical man. It took finesse to apply the cuts to mark her.


  Subdued and crying softly now, Jocelyn hadn’t a hard edge in her soul, just the flicker of fire that would never leave those green eyes.


  Kevin snapped his wrist and the cane descended, too fast for the eye to see.


  She gave out a soft cry, but not a desperate shriek, and a thin red line began to rise above the blush of red.


  Six snaps, six soft cries, six red lines.


  ***


  “There’s no justice in this, Reggie,” Alex vowed, hearing him tell his sordid tale.


  “It isn’t about justice, Alexandra, it’s about love.”


  “How can you call that love?” she wondered aloud, even though she knew the answer, she knew it like the back of her hand.


  “It’s about love. And about power and submission, and going deep. And yes, in part, because the two of you can’t let go of your guilt over your clandestine relationship; it’s about half-truths and glaring omissions, about setting things straight that have been off kilter for weeks.”


  “But Jocelyn?” Alex said.


  “Is it so hard to understand when you’ve had it all yourself? You know how she’s going to feel, don’t you? She wants it, as much as you’re craving it now. And think,” he said, almost trying to be light, “she’s having the joys of two dicks by now, and don’t you wish you could?” The expression on his face was utterly perverse.


  ***


  After Gus had taken her cunt, and Will had aroused himself at Jocelyn’s mouth, they moved her to the couch where she could lie on Kevin to be screwed. Only then did Will remove the fake prick from her ass.


  When it was gone, there was an empty feeling where she’d been so full before; but the emptiness was fleeting. Her dark sexual home was quickly penetrated by a real prick. Invading her in the most humiliating and brilliant way, Will joined Kevin in the crude assault, taking from her the innocence of her well-shielded status as Reggie Harold’s wife. Both pricks rode her freely. She became as vulnerable and selfless as any indecent slut, as vulnerable as Alex or Helena might be.


  The fire that ripped through her was ungodly, the abuse, the vile use, the lasciviousness of her desire overwhelming all control; she had no idea exactly when or how she orgasmed, or for how long. But she realized infinite pleasure in total abandon. Never, never had she imagined…


  ***


  Alex’s pussy was crawling as if there were hands all over it, though there were none. Fucked by a voice, by ideas and imaginary fingers and cocks, she wanted to put her own hands to her cunt, but he’d never allow it. There was no torture more wretched than this. No punishment more apt for a flagrant exhibitionist submissive.


  “Think about it, Alex. Weep a little if you like.”


  The worst humiliation was Reggie, his seeing so clearly how she squirmed inside, how he could manipulate her sexual desire, tease her body and torture her without ever laying a finger on her body.


  “Your jealousy will be a good reminder to you of your own wavering submission,” he suggested.


  Reggie knew her better than she even knew herself, and he always spoke the truth about her sexual needs. Every time he confronted that sometimes murky identity, it seemed she got much closer to the truth about herself.


  ***


  When Jocelyn awoke from whatever stupor had claimed her—it wasn’t sleep or unconsciousness, though she was certainly in a world apart from the real tangible one—she couldn’t quite fix on where she was. Finally coming to, she realized that the other men had left, and it was just she and Will alone again.


  Her hands were still tied with the rope. She could feel it cut into her flesh and expected there would be indentations when she was finally set free. It was odd to think that the rest of the day, she would stare at her wrists and smile. She looked up to see Will sitting passively in a chair across from her, eyeing her naked body, the shredded stockings and the look of total satisfaction on her face.


  “I don’t gloat over things as beautiful as you,” he said. “Just don’t forget the purpose, Jocelyn. And for the sake of Reg and Alex, try not to hate me.”


  His kindness made her want to weep. The affection in his voice was genuine.


  “You’ve made an honest woman of me, Will,” she whispered. “How can I hate you?”


  He smiled. “And just think, you proved your husband right.”


  “He really thought I’d do this?”


  “Yes, he did. I know you did it for love to start. But it was all your pleasure in the end.”


  “I know,” she said. She tried to figure out how she’d get her body to move again, it seemed so fastened to the comforting cushions underneath her. But she couldn’t stay there forever.


  Sensing her moment of distress, Will moved to her side and knelt down to undo the ropes. And with a soft hand stroking her cheek, he leaned in and kissed her passive lips.


  This was where their friendship would begin.


  ***


  Reggie left Alex’s office the way he entered; leaning over her desk, he gave her an affection kiss on the cheek. He was as dear to her as any man she knew…as dear as Will.


  ***


  At five-thirty that afternoon, Jocelyn answered the knock on her office door with a meek, ‘yes.’ After hours of feeling completely subdued, it was all she could manage.


  When the door cracked opened, and Reggie peered inside. “Ready to go?” he asked.


  “Go. Go where?”


  “A little side trip.”


  “Don’t we have to talk?” she asked.


  “About what?” he replied. He’d entered the office and stood in front of her desk looking cool and typically distant, though if she was right there was an added hint of affection in his blue eyes.


  “I should explain things, shouldn’t I?” she asked.


  “You think I don’t know everything that happened this afternoon?” He sat down in the chair in front of her.


  “I suppose Will told you?”


  “Will told me nothing. I arranged the scene for you, I should know what happened.”


  “I feel so odd. That I’d even do this.” It was hard to explain the feelings she had, though she sensed that with Reggie explanations weren’t necessary.


  “Did it hurt you?”


  “No.”


  “Did you enjoy it?”


  “Oh, my yes.”


  “Then that’s all I wanted for you, darling, that’s all.”


  “You knew I really wanted this?”


  “That you wanted to go deep, to go the distance that Alex has gone and come back to yourself whole, yes. I saw the need in your eyes when you were with Helena. As much as you enjoyed dominating her, you wanted to take her place.” He let the thought sink in for several seconds then moved around her desk, pulling her to her feet. “It’s like taking a trip down a long and frightening tunnel I imagine.”


  She could easily agree to that. “So it had nothing to do with Alex and me.”


  “No,” he said.


  “And it wasn’t revenge?” she queried.


  “Not revenge,” he confirmed. “At least not mostly. If you want to think it was to appease any misplaced guilt you have about her, go ahead.” He raised her chin with his hand and stared into her moist green eyes. “I wanted to give you the pleasure of your darkest submissive side, just as you’ve learned to pleasure as a dominant. I’ve heard that going deep on one side, you can go just as deep on the other, though that’s not my own experience.”


  Jocelyn smiled to herself. Never in all her days as a confident, well managed person, had Jocelyn felt so weary, so content and so baffled. She’d been on one hell of a rollercoaster ride, and it had just taken a swift jerking turn.


  “We’ll talk more later,” he said. “You’re going with me now.” He drew her from the room with Jocelyn not having the will to protest.


  “Not another escapade like the last, I hope. I don’t think I could take that.”


  He kissed her lips. “Oh, I think you could use another, and many more.” He mocked her with a light-hearted grin.


  For just an instant there was that spark of fire in her otherwise passive eyes responding to his gentle gibe. She’d never lose the flame that created her fire, and he was glad of that.


  



Chapter Seventeen


  


  The Porsche stopped just a few blocks away in front of the Hampton Court, the middle of downtown in midst of the rush hour roar.


  “Room 210, better hurry,” he said, practically pushing Jocelyn out the door. Her dumbfound face looked back to him, thinking the brusque send off odd. “Alex is waiting,” he added with a pleasant grin. “I’ll be back for you later.” With that, the Porsche sped off, leaving Jocelyn on the street.


  Once he’d disappeared from sight, the befuddled redhead looked up towards the second floor windows, seeing the curtain fluttering in the breeze, and what appeared to be the profile of a statuesque blonde standing there looking down on her.


  ***


  Alex took the jar of cream by the bedside table and spread it across Jocelyn’s ass. “Who made the marks?” she asked.


  “Kevin.”


  “Just as I figured. He’s the type.”


  “You say that with such confidence.”


  “Gus loves a good old-fashioned strapping. Nothing held back.”


  “I had that too,” Jocelyn said.


  “Yeah, I can tell.” She had such a pretty bottom even with the slightly roughed up skin from where the belt had singed her, and especially where six tiny welts remained.


  “Got the right side better than the left,” Alex added.


  “Ah, that feels so good,” the redhead purred. It was especially soothing when Alex’s hand dipped deeply into the crack of her ass with her well-greased fingers massaging the back door entry, and all the way down to her cunt.


  “Ouch!”


  “Ooops, no fingers there,” Alex said, when she hit a sensitive spot at her sphincter.


  “That was Will,” Jocelyn informed her.


  “Heavenly, isn’t he?” Alex mused.


  “Now don’t you go getting horny on me again,” Jocelyn warned. “You know, I’ve planted my mouth at your puss twice now, just because you were so damned needy. I’m ready for something myself and you’re going to give it to me.” Her spirited dominance was returning to her once languid and submitting soul. She rolled over, her green eyes flashing with all the stormy brew of an orgasm building in her depths.


  Alex smiled. “Ooo, you want me to suck you off?” she said, ready for more herself.


  “No,” she replied. “I want your hands everywhere. And don’t miss a spot. Your mouth, your teeth, your breasts against mine…They’re mine, all mine, little bitch.”


  The two woman smiled happily then fell against each other and rolled about the bed, making love across the shabby sheets until nearly midnight when they were too worn out for anything but sleep. In a tryst sanctioned by the men they loved, it was a moment to repair two well wounded bodies with the tenderness of each other’s hands. In sleep, it was a time to repair their souls as they slept side by side, with the affection that had become so dear to them reaching out to the other in their dreams.


  It was an exhausted but welcome slumber for them both; and their husbands, the manipulators of their most recent hours, would wait to have them back again. Reggie and Will would let them sleep, waiting until morning to bring them home.
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