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  Chapter One


  


  Ms. Killian,” Emma Reed’s voice came over the speaker, “Mr. Trueblood calling. You know the Englishman.”


  “I’m not here,” Jocelyn answered.


  “He’s called three times since yesterday afternoon. I don’t think he believes me,” Emma replied.


  “I don’t care what he believes, perhaps you should be more convincing.” Jocelyn slammed down the phone only to have it ring again.


  Sighing deeply there was a worried, weary look in her green eyes. A hand combed through her unruly red hair—she’d left her clip on her dressing table at home letting her hair dry in the spring breeze. Now it sexily framed her pert Irish features indicating the savagery of a spirit frayed at the edges.


  “Yes, Emma,” she answered the ringing line.


  “Your attorneys are here,” the secretary informed her.


  “I don’t want them here,” was her exasperated reply.


  “But …”


  “I’ll see them,” Jocelyn relented, though she wasn’t successful in changing her irritated tone of voice.


  ***


  “It’s a bad season, Jocelyn,” Harry Wise acknowledged the obvious.


  “Sued twice in one month. I’ve never been so popular,” she replied.


  “We should settle out of court.”


  “I don’t have the money. The suits are spurious. And I’ll come off looking like a weak-kneed buffoon who’s way out of my league.”


  “Maybe you are,” Ed Davis suggested.


  “Thank you for such faith,” she replied. Sarcasm had become dear to her in the past six weeks. Rumors, false accusations, her faith in humanity a dozen times destroyed by finger pointing, pompous bastards that had taken her business and stomped it beneath their feet as if it was so much dust. All this because of Ibercon Corporation’s latest disaster. After spending six months consulting time, to have them turn tail on her proposals and tube their company with several moves she’d advised them vigorously not to pursue, she was paying as dearly as the rest. She’d been swept into a black hole where anyone associated with their defunct Boston Project was being castigated by the press, the board of directors and everyone in the business world that watched Ibercon’s demise. Her reputation had taken such a fall she was certain recovery was impossible—though she was still trying.


  The discussion with her attorneys didn’t end well. Their exit only brought her face to face with the nuisance, Arnold Trueblood, the private investigator she’d been dodging for days.


  “Ms. Killian, or is it Mrs. Harold?” He was in her face with his fat jowls and beady eyes peering out of thick black rimmed glasses.


  “It’s Ms. Killian in business.”


  “Let me introduce myself …” he started.


  “I know who you are, Mr. Trueblood. Please be brief. Certainly you must know by now that I’m not answering any questions without consulting my lawyers and they just left.” The stubby man grated on her nerves.


  “It’s a matter of some urgency.”


  “Isn’t everything?”


  Standing in the outer office where Emma’s trained ears would hear any conversation no matter how muted, the man looked about, then took Jocelyn’s arm by the elbow. She immediately shook him off. “I think in private would be more suitable for this,” he said.


  “If it will make you leave,” she said, consenting to being led into her private office by the oily man who made her skin crawl just looking at him.


  “You remember Ian Suffolk?” Trueblood asked.


  At least he was to the point. “I’m sorry I don’t know the name,” she answered.


  “Ian Bradbury. Ian Pennywhistle. Ian Devors? Perhaps?”


  “Perhaps I knew Ian Pennywhistle fifteen years ago. The others…”


  “All the same.”


  “Then he’s probably the same scoundrel he was when I made his acquaintance.”


  “You know he’s returned to the States?”


  “I wouldn’t know where he is, Mr. Trueblood.”


  “He’s not looked you up?”


  “Why would he? He’s been out of my life for years.”


  “Years?” Trueblood did not believe that. “Didn’t he post a letter to you about six months ago.”


  “None that I received.”


  “And you’ve not received letters from him every few months in the last several years.”


  “One or two at the most,” Jocelyn offered, knowing that it was unwise to have even admitted to that. Who could say what trouble Ian was in. “How did you know I was ever associated with him in the first place?”


  “There are people interested in finding him, I’ve been investigating Suffolk for nearly three years. In that time I’ve learned just about everything there is to know about the man. Including your affair.”


  “I was young. I’m married now, happily so. I wouldn’t have any reason to entertain a renewed relationship with Ian whatever you want to call him. And if I had replied to any letter he’s written, I’m sure I would have told him as much. Now you have to leave.”


  “Does Mr. Harold know about Ian?”


  “Mr. Trueblood you’re treading into personal territory where you have no right to be.”


  “You say you have a sacred marriage.”


  “I said it was happy one,” she replied, though as she vowed that, she wondered just how true that was. It had been two weeks since she’d seen Reggie, and their last few days together were filled with barbs that stuck—all because of the sticky business of lawsuits and a fractured reputation. Her perpetually arrogant husband, under the guise of love, suggested it was time to give up Killian Management. “Banging your head against bricks is a tough and useless waste,” was the first foul thought from his lips. “It’s over, Jocelyn,” was the second.


  All that she’d built for nine years and he was so quick to cast it off as if it meant nothing to her. To suggest it was over made her heart ache, and her stomach burn with fear, even though he was likely right. (In such assessments Reggie was rarely wrong.)


  There was still fight in her however, and she gave up going to Japan with him to stay home and work her way out of the predicament. But the way things had developed, she’d have been better to have spent the last few weeks in Japan wearing silk and serving tea with the Japanese matrons, watching them fawn all over her blonde Adonis, with his sculptured body and aristocratic face and uncommonly aloof resonance of darkness that was an accompaniment to his sapphire eyes.


  The war between them was not unusual. They’d warred a hundred times in their five year marriage, but never to this impasse, and never without some degree of certainty that the darkness of their sexual attraction would eventually rule and begin to heal what had been broken.


  “You have a fascinating way of being happily married,” Trueblood stated.


  “What makes you say that?” she asked.


  Though he was a slimy creature, unctuous and sly, his speech disarmed her. Speaking with that snooty officious English accent, she thought she’d have to answer him when none was called for.


  “Ian Suffolk, er … a Pennywhistle, was noted for sexually deviant activities. I made it my business to check on those of his acquaintances.”


  “You what?” This was going too far.


  “Just something cursory, of course. I’m hardly in your bedroom. But then, your husband’s proclivity toward bondage, discipline and the art of training women to be submissives is no real secret.”


  Jocelyn was fuming, but dozens of chilling rejoinders were left unsaid.


  “I have no more time for you, you’ll have to find Ian without me.” She imbued her words with as much venom as possible and pushed the man to the door and out. Having handed her his card as he was leaving, another ingratiating smile on his lips, she was moved to tear the card into pieces and drop them in the wastebasket.


  “Emma, I’m leaving for the afternoon,” she announced moments later as she threw her coat over her shoulders and swept past her on the way out.


  “You’ll be back at two?” her secretary asked.


  “No, cancel my appointments.”


  “But Mr. Donnally from the Ibercon board?”


  “I’m not here,” she snapped at the freckled innocent face, and she was gone.


  


  Like spring, the sun shone hot, but when the breeze blew the air was crisp. One gust raced right up Jocelyn’s skirt reminding her that in addition to being a bruised and battered business consultant she was a sexual being. The delicious tickle made her stomach grab, and reminded her of her unspent sexual energy. She walked three blocks away from the office in heels that should have made her legs and feet ache after the first block. However, Jocelyn was used to dressing in high-fashion statements of power that not only looked authoritative but also added sensuous to her list of personality traits. Jocelyn Killian Harold’s allure couldn’t be anything less than sexual; especially since Reggie had refined the seductive charm that had always been natural to her.


  The aroma of fresh baked bread, Italian spices and cheese poured from a café she passed on her way to nowhere. Slowing her furious retreat from her office, she lingered in that fragrant space of sidewalk letting her nostrils feast on the smells. The jolt the breeze had fostered between her legs was only augmented. She remembered then the silk she was wearing on her breasts. Now sliding against her nipples it caused those sensuous rounds to draw into buds that any man would tongue with glee. A desire swept through her mind, one that would have taken her into an alley, where with a hand at her crotch she’d need little time to get off. Even in this marginal part of town she considered slipping into a private corner where she could take a moment to climax. But then she spotted the intriguing shop across the street.


  Darting into the empty avenue, Jocelyn spent several minutes standing in front of the plate glass window looking inside a leather store. It must have cropped up overnight. Dozens of times down this street she’d never noticed the place. Since Reg, her mind was instantly tuned to spy such sights. Being so close to her office, she should have found this place before. Still, the storefront business looked ancient and well used. There was even dust on a few leather tooled bustiers displayed in the window, and the smell of incense was so strong it poured out onto the street even with the shop door closed.


  Naked underneath her lime colored suit skirt, Jocelyn’s labia were easily tickled by the fabric brushing against them as she moved. Even standing still, she couldn’t stop the gentle sway of her hips that eroticized them even more. A banister, a railing, the arm of a chair would have sufficed to generate an orgasm. But having none of those, she took her arousal as an invitation to enter the sleazy establishment, nearly choking as she did from the plumes of patchouli and sage-scented smoke.


  Behind a counter, a woman with a nose ring, purple spiked hair and silver rings on every finger perked up with the entrance of the redheaded business woman in the lime green suit. There was a sparkle back in Jocelyn’s green eyes, the mood of decadence overpowering her gloom. She could almost feel Reggie’s warm palm on her ass, massaging a rear cheek. She would push back against his fingers encouraging more. He’d slip his hand under the hem of the short skirt and probe her anally.


  Peering inside a case displaying a good two dozen dildos, her eyes rested on an enormous anal plug that would be much too big for her to handle—despite her cravings that desired otherwise. Reggie had spent some energy and time making her ass as usable as her vagina for sex, and she could open that anterior orifice wide to accept a generous erection. Still, this plug was one of the largest she’d ever seen, which only reminded her of how long it had been since she’d indulged in an anal assault. There’d be pain the next time Reggie entered her ass, though she’d probably want that too.


  “You want something?” the clerk asked. She looked like a girl on second glance, too young to be the proprietor of such a place. Young as she was, however, she looked like she knew what she was doing—at least as much as Jocelyn knew what she was doing in her late teens when Ian Pennywhistle absconded with her the summer she bummed around Europe. There was the thought of him again. When she hadn’t brought the man to mind in two years, here he was appearing twice in one hour. The girl with the spiked hair was a sister in rebellion, obviously planted by the gods to remind her of her other life. A life much less reputable, but much more fun than the one she was escaping now. Reggie was fun sometimes, but he wasn’t around.


  “I don’t know what I want,” Jocelyn said sighing. The girl squirmed on the stool behind the counter—Jocelyn only then noting that this nymph was sitting squarely on her pussy, her skirt pulled up so her thighs and ass cheeks showed. With Jocelyn staring at the obvious exposure, the girl did nothing to change her pose when she realized she was being watched.


  “I’m horny,” she explained.


  “So am I,” Jocelyn replied, her voice dipping into a huskier tone much more mellow than her speech just a half hour before.


  “You look like you could use a good screw.”


  Jocelyn acknowledged the comment with a smile.


  “Got a favorite fetish?” the girl asked.


  “Hummm,” was the redhead’s answer as her eyes perused the array of bondage and discipline equipment in the cases before her. Reggie had as much at home, though that was so familiar to her that it hardly gave rise to much sexual titillation anymore. Together they were much less prone to using toys than early in their relationship. Reg kept the bondage simple, the domination as much mental as physical. Being able to mesmerize her with magical words evoked the stimulation that made such moments soar. “Frankly, I have this intense desire to be spanked right now,” Jocelyn admitted, finding it as easy to talk with the girl as it would have been to confess her thoughts to Alexandra, her best friend and sexually deviant female lover.


  “I’d spank you if you like,” the girl replied, looking quite serious even though the suggestion almost made Jocelyn laugh.


  “I need a man for that.”


  “You want to buy a paddle or strap, I can arrange that, too.”


  Not expecting to be so easily accommodated, Jocelyn backed off. This was just an innocent exploration of a sex shop, wasn’t it?


  “Which one do you like?” The girl pulled her pussy off her seat so the short leather skirt managed to cover her sufficiently. A case on the opposite wall displayed leather paddles and short straps that Jocelyn knew from experience made a sensuous smack against bare flesh. Reggie’s store of implements had been collected before she met him. Jocelyn always wondered where he found these especially designed wares that had such a devilish purpose.


  Noting that each tooled piece of leather made her body’s lust acute, she recognized the signs of sexual obsession urging her to some alarming choice. She pointed to a slapper inside the glass case, ten inches long, she estimated, and three inch wide with marble sized holes in the stiff rectangular hide. She imagined stern sensations in just a smack or two of the awesome thing.


  “I want that one,” she said, at first thinking she’d take it home and use it on herself. Hungry for the stimulation, passionately in need of something dark to set her off, the obsession was moving swiftly along to a rightfully sane conclusion. But that ended when a man walked out from the room behind the shop. An ass kicker. Like Gus, Reggie’s foreman at their country estate, or like one of the burly Germans that she’d seen top submissives in German clubs. He loomed over her like god’s wrath incarnate, and she was sure that Reggie would smile to see her first alarmed response. Bald head, goatee, he should have been wearing leather, but was dominant enough in black jeans and a black shirt that draped his muscled chest.


  “You say you want to be spanked?” he asked her.


  “I said I wanted to buy that slapper,” she answered.


  “Not if I don’t get to use it.” He eyed her gravely.


  As if to suggest that he was being too presumptuous, Jocelyn drew up in a pinched expression that came from annoyance and puzzlement. All that was ignoring the gnawing need between her legs. Her bottom burned before even a strike was landed. There would be no question whether to submit if Reggie had been right there; but with her husband due home from Japan any day, the risk to her monogamous agreement with him posed a dilemma.


  The burly man placed his hands on either end of the counter that separated them and stared down at the leather implement. “You don’t look at all content, lady, if you don’t mind my observation. Let’s just say I warm your ass the way you want.”


  Dominant men make assumptive proposals, and Jocelyn’s obsessive need was basking in that kind of mind control.


  “And you’ll take pictures?” Jocelyn asked, noting a camera behind the counter. It was an impetuous request, but it suited her mood.


  “We can do that too. Libra here gets off on photographing sessions,” he nodded to the girl.


  


  In the room behind the shop, there were boxes and a few chairs. On one chair Jocelyn placed her folded skirt after she’d let it drop to the cement floor. On another the Dom sat waiting for her ass. A soft fluff of red, cream white skin and a sticky wet pubis were revealed when she stood facing the man. He might have been seduced by the perfection of a lady in expensive clothes, but he was Dom enough not to care about her pedigree or her wealth. She was just a submissive, and she was going to pay for whatever crimes remained in her mind unresolved. It wasn’t his to question the woman, only his good luck to know she needed his attention. Some man had done his work well to have this peach of a lady giving him so little flack.


  “It won’t take long,” he advised her. She stood for one second before him, and the next was guided by his powerful hands to a humbled position over his lap, her ass end high. Two steps away, the young woman snapped pictures of all the important moments: the exposure, the positioning, and then of course the results when there was a crimson pair of ass cheeks getting more roughed up with each strike of the leather.


  That Jocelyn cried her eyes out, and kicked with abandon, didn’t seem to matter to anyone in the room. The girl caught that image, too, of Jocelyn’s tortured face screwed up in agony.


  She hadn’t said the ‘safe’ word, ‘Reggie’, so the man kept up the spanking. Though seeing the red on her ass looking liked fire-scorched flesh, he paused one time thinking she might have had enough. When she made no attempt to rise, he continued, letting the woes of the woman affect his most dominant desires. Obviously her need was great, and that produced great need in him. Like submissive and dominant should be, they were as harmonious in the task as any determined dominant and wailing submissive.


  Jocelyn was sopping between her thighs when the spanking was over. She never did say her ‘safe’ word; rather there seemed a natural rise and fall of emotion that spelled the beginning and the end. In the man’s last glance at the well-worked behind, he saw it marred with streaks that wouldn’t fade, and noted places where there’d be small bruises by morning.


  When he dropped the pretty woman to her knees in front of him and withdrew his erection, she was obliged to pay for the favor. While the camera continued to chronicle the episode, Jocelyn took his mean organ in her mouth and sucked until every trace of lipstick had disappeared and he spewed cum on her mascara smudged face. With her hot, naked ass resting on the cold cement, Jocelyn was satisfied, even if her loins still burned hot.


  “You got some man to take care of your cunt?” the man asked her.


  “Maybe,” she whispered.


  “Let me see your tits.”


  Still submissively inclined, she opened the suit jacket and raised the silk teddy so he could see the rest of her.


  “You need a Dom, I’ll do the chore,” he told her.


  “Thank you, you’ve been enough for one day. But the pictures?” She pulled down the teddy and started to rise from the floor. “How about I buy the memory card?”


  “I’ve got other images on that I’ll need to download first. Truth is the computer is down, and til Roscoe fixes it, I can’t do nothing with that memory card.”


  “Then I’ll stop by and pick it up.”


  She was on her feet, putting her skirt on over her wounded bottom, letting the lovely feeling of warmth settle inside where it would remain until she was in her car and could masturbate herself to a climax.


  “Couple of days. I can call you,” he replied.


  “No, I’ll stop by,” she said.


  He nodded, as he watched her button the jacket, then slip into her high heels. Handing her the slapper, she pulled from her purse a few bills, having no idea how much the thing cost.


  “Will this be enough?” she asked.


  He took three and returned one.


  “That’s enough,” he said.


  Then with the bell on the door tinkling behind her, Jocelyn was on her way home, a fallen woman in her own eyes, having broken one of Reggie’s strict commandments for fidelity. That would be remedied, she was sure, without too much damage to her marriage.




  Chapter Two


  


  The house was so quiet, Reggie felt as though he was creeping into a tomb. With a few lights on his home brightened, but now it was dreadfully dark. There was only the faint smell of Jocelyn in the air when he was used to a full bodied whiff of her delicious essence. Moving from the foyer, through the living room toward his private office, that room was normally bereft of any aroma of his wife. Yet stepping inside, Reggie found her fragrance was most noticeable inside these four walls. Perhaps an hour before she’d spent some time there, certainly she was somewhere in the house.


  Maneuvering through the room without a light, when he turned on his desk lamp, his eyes abruptly focused on items resting on the blotter. Pictures and a leather spanker were deliberately arrayed for his eyes to notice. A quick examination of the photographs and he picked up the intercom phone and rang for the maid.


  “Trina, where’s Mrs. Harold?”


  “You’re home, sir?”


  “Of course I’m home,” he snapped impatiently. A lock of his blonde hair was uncharacteristically hanging over his face, casting a shadow on his austere visage. A man of precision, order, calm and practiced finesse, nothing about the unexpected sight of his wife in full color alarmed him, but he was aware that she was making a premeditated statement. “Where is she?” he asked again.


  “I’m not sure, sir,” the maid quipped. There was a little giggle behind her comment and a second giggle that was not hers.


  “Unless you want me to throw your boyfriend out of your bed and haul your ass over my desk to be strapped, you’ll answer better than that.”


  The command given, the girl shrieked, “Ooo, sir, I really don’t know where Mrs. Harold went. The last time I saw her she was on the path to the lake. It was raining cats and dogs and I saw that she had no umbrella. Then the light went on in the boathouse. That was about an hour ago. Maybe she’s still there?”


  “Thank-you Trina.” Reggie slammed down the phone.


  


  With the paddle in hand, Reggie exited the house through the French doors in his study, taking a path around the side of the building that led to the boathouse and the lake. Though it was still pitch black, the rain had stopped and it looked as if the clouds overhead were breaking up. Seeing no light from the frame building at the shoreline, he walked around the deck to the front and tried the door. Locked, he retreated to the back door and found it ajar.


  There was no way to cross stealthily from one end of the creaky old structure to the other. With floor boards squeaking beneath his feet, his presence was unmistakable to the woman with her back to him, sitting on a stool looking like a statue in gray—except for the red of her hair, of course. Even in the dark, Jocelyn’s auburn locks gleamed, having an uncanny way of picking up any stray light that might be lurking about a dim lit room.


  Knowing her husband was stalking her, she let him approach until she could feel the energy of his body reaching out to her. That warm and sultry bath of sensuality she associated with his every move soothed the chill in her shoulders and then made her tingle at the nape of her neck. From that electrified place the sensation crept down her back to her bottom, appearing there at same moment that Reggie reached out and placed his hand on her derriere. She turned around to face him, finding the cool force of his stare enough to make her gasp.


  “I should explain,” she acknowledged.


  “Eventually,” he agreed.


  But she didn’t want to wait. “My business trials are only getting worse, Reg. Every day I feel like another ax is going to fall.” There were tears in her eyes about to spill. “And then in the middle of that I get a call from Morgenstern, he has a six month assignment and I don’t have the hotshots to do the work. Kevin walked. Andrea’s about to. And Emma…”


  “Shush!” He cupped a gentle hand over her mouth. “So getting your ass paddled by another man is the solution?”


  “I don’t know what came over me. It was there, the shop, the paddle, the need for it took over like an obsession.”


  “How many days ago?” he asked.


  “Two.”


  “Any marks remaining?”


  “A couple of bruises.”


  “Let me see.”


  Hopping off the stool, she leaned over facing him, her ass pointed toward a streak of moonlight that suddenly appeared through the boathouse window. Reggie moved to inspect her, while Jocelyn trembled feeling her husband’s hot hand run along her soft skin. He stopped where there were bruises, seeing the signs of the roughed skin he’d noticed in the photographs. A finger along the anal cleft he’d mastered after years of attentive discipline, he drove it deep until he could feel her puckering anus. Trained to give him access to the portal of his choice, Jocelyn parted her legs enough so there was no obstacle in the way of his exploration. But he withdrew his hand and backed off.


  “Get up,” he ordered.


  The sizzling nature of the command frightened her in all the places she was accustomed to fright. With a shower of prickly energy descending from her shoulders, her belly quaked and her sex spasmed in a place so deep she couldn’t remember when it was last engaged. He was rarely angry and he wasn’t at this moment; but instead, stern, severe and cold to the point of unfeeling. How that seemingly cruel state could arouse her had always been a mystery, but aroused she was. Standing before him a trickle of female juice escaped her vagina. Labia pulsing, the center of her sex aching, breasts anxious for the feel of his hands on her, that tear that had welled in her eye finally spilled down her cheek.


  “You’re way out of character, love,” he said. “Taking your decisions from Alexandra’s playbook, perhaps?” he said referring to her abidingly sexual and perpetually guilt-ridden friend, who he’d once trained in submission.


  “No, Reg, not this time. I’m desperate.”


  “And desperation breeds lunacy?”


  “It was rash, I admit.”


  “Though the pictures were a nice touch. They didn’t leave anything out, I hope?”


  “Oh, no!”


  “Pretty premeditated to even think of them ahead of time—if it was as you say an obsession.”


  “I had them taken for you.”


  “And if I punish you now is that going to cure you of your woes?”


  “I need you, Reggie, as dark as you want to be.”


  “As vile as you deserve?”


  “As much as that.”


  “And that’s the cure?”


  “Don’t make me sweat like this, please.”


  He snickered as he often did when a woman tried to suggest what he should do. “I like watching you squirm, you should remember that, devious and cunning as I am.”


  “My skin’s so hot, I’m wet between my legs and I feel the hunger in my mouth.”


  He seemed amused, then bridged what distance there was between them and began running a finger about her lips. She parted them and that finger was inside where she sucked it like a tiny prick. She put her own hand on his crotch, which he pushed away.


  “You purchased this for me to use on you?” He held up the slapper for her to see, leather holes and all. Running the cool surface along her cheek and against her mouth, the remembrance of its previous visit on her behind caused her to spasm again. Her face moved against the smooth leather as though it was a lover’s tender hand.


  When Reggie pulled back one step, he bent his wife under his arm and held her tightly about the waist. Her short skirt raised once again, he brought the newly purchased slapper down on her behind with defiant and vigorous abandon … no building up the severity, no holding back because of her mournful state, no lessening the blows hearing the wild nature of her spirited cries. He worked her ass, seeing that even in the moonlight it was prone to blush crimson—the color of a righteous discipline. Jocelyn had picked an unmerciful implement. The inherent nature of the slapper was severe, but then she must have known that when she bought it. If he’d slouched in disciplining her the last few months, this was an indication that she required it grim to get over what personal anguish she was living day to day.


  Seeing the crimson blush against the white of her back and thighs, he saw justice meted out, her spirit calmed and his own indignation appeased for her unthinking choice. He was sure that nothing but a harsh reprisal would do. Reggie suspected that the brute in the shop had only scratched the surface of his wife’s travail and the needed chastisement she required. It was rare to see his competent wife so battered by life. He’d made every effort to change her stubborn mind about her current troubles, so far nothing had worked. Perhaps this would.


  


  “Ah, Reg, please no more,” the redhead cried, feeling the burn on her backside peak. Though she might have withstood more, there was another part of this session she wanted now. Certainly he’d oblige.


  Another few tuneful smacks of the slapper and he slowed to a more erotic pace. Between smacks, he ran the leather over her distressed flesh. An unexpected slap and she bucked hard against his confining arm, then began a sensuous tango with her heated behind. This rhythmic dance made them hunger for the culmination.


  “It’s been much too long since I’ve had your ass,” he whispered.


  Laying her out over the stool, he moved in behind her for the assault. He found her tense but opening to him. Driving his swollen erection past the tight hole, he sensed her relinquish the last bit of fight she was prone to wage. And yielding to the stroke of his cock he massaged her deep within. That state of obedience to his absolute control over her was—in the instant—complete. Though she didn’t deserve her own orgasm, he nonetheless reached around to take her clitoris in his fingers. The manipulation required was brief. Only because he loved her as deeply as he knew how to love could he justify this breach of a master’s code and let her enjoy a proper climax.


  “Ahhhh, yes,” she groaned happily. Such a pleasant wail it was.


  Letting his cock respond to her squeezing inner muscles, he grunted as he deposited his cum within her dark channel.


  


  “Easy love,” Reggie murmured as he rescued her from collapsing to the floor.


  An old chair by the window—a place where she loved to sit and read when it was storming on the lake—cushioned their exhausted fall. They landed in one big heap on the over-stuffed pillows, with Jocelyn holding tightly to her husband.


  “I’m so sorry.” She wept, her face pressed to his warm chest so she could feel his cold heart beat hot.


  “I have to remind myself sometimes that you’re as foolish as every other woman I’ve ever known,” he replied.


  “I shouldn’t let you say that,” she told him through a sad sob.


  “But you do because it’s the truth,” he retorted. Running his fingers through her hair, his touch was magic. So delicate, as soft as rose petals falling to the mossy ground. She gave him tiny kisses on his neck in reply, smelled the scent of him, the mix of cologne and a little brandy he must have had at dinner. And cigars he’d been smoking with his associates on the private jet. And something minty, the after dinner kind of mints they served before the plane landed. That closeness to his virile, masculine neck gave away all his secrets.


  “I love you,” she said.


  “I know that, darling. And you need to be loved.”


  “Isn’t that what you’ve been doing?”


  “Not enough apparently. But I’ll remedy that.”


  “Oh, please,” she exclaimed finally lifting herself away from his chest.


  “Only if you get your head straight about your business, Jocelyn.” The remark was intended to carry a sting.


  “Please let’s not fight.”


  “No? Not now? Well then, we’ll do it in the morning.”


  ***


  For fifteen minutes Jocelyn watched the figure of her husband, mostly his backside, saunter about the bedroom naked, noting as he did how much she adored his firm sculptured ass, and the way his trim waist flared into powerful shoulders. Jockey shorts on, there was hardly anything hidden, the smooth cotton just accentuated the provocative form and the muscles as he moved from the bath, to the dresser, to the mirror, to the closet—where disappeared returning half dressed with pants on, and a white dress shirt ready to be buttoned. Each movement was part of a carefully orchestrated ritual that turned out the impeccable Reggie Harold every day of this working life. It was hard to live with such perfection, but at the very least Jocelyn could admire the erotic quality of her husband’s careful grooming.


  “Well, I suppose I’d better get going,” she exclaimed as she finally charged naked from bed.


  A comment he’d ordinarily ignore, Reggie turned to her, his blue eyes biting.


  “It’s time for a hiatus,” he said.


  “Oh?”


  “Time to close down Killian Management for a season, let the furor of Ibercon die down, let yourself heal.” They were wise words.


  Jocelyn brushed past him on the way to the bath, though he grabbed a wrist and pulled her back.


  “I can’t,” she swore, looking as undaunted and in command as he’d expect of his over-achiever wife.


  “You will,” he countered.


  “Don’t you pull that dominant trump card on me,” she retorted.


  “You had no problem giving in to it last night,” he reminded her.


  “Last night was sexual, I missed you.”


  “That’s bullshit, Jocelyn, and you know it.”


  “Okay, I stupidly let some stranger have my ass,” she conceded.


  “It’s all about pride and ego.”


  “And those aren’t your watch words?” she said scornfully.


  “You know I should blister your ass.” He sounded ruffled, though he muted any anger.


  Jocelyn jerked from his grasp and turned about sticking her ass out taunting him. “Go right ahead. It’s not going to change my mind!”


  Reggie turned away from her. “It’s not that easy,” he said. “I’m not your dog to perform tricks when you call.”


  “Then lay off ordering me around.” She was on her way to the bath again.


  “Wait a minute, I’m not finished.”


  “But I am.” There were real fireworks going off, prickly ones intended to hurt, and so the hurt began.


  “Not until I’ve had my say,” he informed her, having taken her arm in his to hold her near. “You made some bad business moves, got desperate a year ago and flung yourself like a whore at the sleazy jerks at Ibercon, neglecting everything else. It’s ruined your reputation everywhere in town. I couldn’t have you consult for me now even if I thought your advice was the most sound. The scheme’s failed, so let it go. Close Killian down. Travel with me, play the woman of leisure, volunteer at an old folks home, do anything. But let the brouhaha die away. It’s time.”


  Staring eye to eye flinging arrows, they all hurt. For a moment, Reggie thought she might give in. It was just that close, Jocelyn on the edge of some supreme decision that would take her into brand new territory. But the instant died, as her green eyes snapped and her nostrils with their Irish temper flared like a dragon’s.


  “It’s not time, Reg. Killian Management is not dead. I refused to bury it.” Jerking from his tight hold, he didn’t go after her again.


  “Suit yourself,” was his only reply. Coldly turning back to his morning ritual, he buttoned the crisp white shirt and tied his tie in a neat knot at the neck. If Jocelyn wanted him to pursue their argument, she didn’t give him enough clues; and Reggie refused to be baited by any woman, including his obstreperous wife.




  Chapter Three


  


  The day that Alexandra Kozak walked into Killian Management was one of the worst Jocelyn had had in weeks, not that any day had been good. There’d been a dozen frustrating ones in a row. Twenty hours a day, the grind was enormous. And everywhere she turned doors were closing before her eyes.


  “Maybe it’s fate,” Alex suggested, seeing the warring woman and her weary face, looking nothing like the fresh and vibrant lover she’d at one time enjoyed for erotic rendezvous in downtown hotels. It had been months since they’d made love, and it wasn’t for sex that Alex had breached the tight security Jocelyn now demanded. Even so, Alex came to her friend’s office looking utterly alluring on purpose. Her blonde hair, freshly cut, fell in soft curls around her face, her gentle blue eyes, always intended for a seduction, did their best to lure the redhead into her mood. Sitting with her slender legs crossed at the knee, the powder blue skirt rose high on her thigh, the lacy white tops of her stockings peeking out. And yet, Jocelyn’s eye was drawn to the delectable cleft between Alex’s breasts where she’d often kissed her on lazy summer afternoons.


  “What do you mean fate?” Jocelyn said snapping back to reality, practically snarling the despised word, ‘fate’. Alex was about to explain, but the redhead jumped in, “Don’t you dare spout some philosophical drivel. Then I’ll know your sleeping in Reggie’s bed.” That statement wasn’t meant to be literal, but in line with Jocelyn’s belief that both her husband and her female lover were nearly twins—except that one was exceedingly dominant while the other was the epitome of submissive.


  “I’m not trying to talk you out of your business, but maybe you’re not seeing the whole picture,” Alex said kindly. “Maybe it’s not fate at all, but Jocelyn Killian wanting another life. Being the high pressured business woman has taken its toll on you, especially since you married Reggie.”


  “Maybe it’s Reggie I should get rid of,” Jocelyn snapped.


  Alex was startled. “You’re really thinking that?”


  “I’m thinking that he’s not supportive of me at all. We argue constantly about ‘my dilemma’ and the only thing that seems to be keeping us together is the best damned sex I’ve ever had. But that’s not enough.”


  “Perhaps that’s telling you something.”


  “Like what?”


  “You should have more sex,” Alex said.


  “You’re much more given to sexual solutions that I am,” Jocelyn said. “I need this business.”


  “Maybe you just need ‘a’ business. Maybe another one.”


  She shook her head. “No, there are just too many possibilities just inches from my grasp. If I dropped out now it would be the most foolish thing I’ve ever done.”


  The vibrant blonde sighed, having gotten nowhere. “Well, then let’s have lunch,” she suggested.


  “I’d love to, darling, but I’m knee deep in this until at least eight tonight. I’ll call you next week.”


  Alex, on her feet now, accepted a gentle kiss to the lips, wishing for more, but knowing that Jocelyn was in no mood for a woman. She was in a hard dick world and that’s where she was likely to remain for a while.


  


  ***


  


  Seven o’clock, the halls of Killian Management were dark, except for the night lights. She’d sent the staff home, what remained of it. After declaring her convictions about her business to Alex Kozak earlier that day, everything that could have possibly happened to squash those convictions happened. Those ‘possibilities just inches from her grasp’ were disappearing with such remarkable speed, she had to confess to herself the likelihood that Reg and Alex and all her other advisors were right.


  Truth hurt, like the nightmares of her death dreamed almost nightly for several weeks. Hurt, like losing a lover to some mercurial destiny she couldn’t control. Hurt, like having friends once close to her turn their backs and snicker over her misfortune.


  What there was to do in the dark of her beloved but tainted office was not much except to grieve. Hearing the sound of a door opening and soft footfalls on the linoleum corridor, she perked. With the security guard on duty she had little to fear, except, of course, another dour message of her demise delivered by some night owl with a predilection for dramatic announcements in the quiet after-hours when she should have some reprieve.


  It was a stranger at the doorway of her office. One with an effervescent smile that shone through her gloom. With her second look at him, she recognized the man though struggled to remember why.


  “My god, Ian Pennywhistle!” she exclaimed, charging from her desk to greet him.


  “Shush!” he drew his finger over his mouth like a naughty kid.


  “Why so quiet?” she whispered feeling the first genuine smile in weeks break out on her excited face.


  “I bet the authorities have been here, no?”


  Remembering Trueblood, the detective who visited her two weeks before with all too much information, she replied, “How did you know?”


  “The man’s everywhere, must be related to the Pinkertons.”


  Jocelyn laughed, something she remembered doing often when she was in Ian’s company.


  “How did you find me?”


  “I’m afraid you’re becoming as notorious as I am.”


  “Oh, no,” she sighed. She shouldn’t be surprised remembering how her fortunes had been linked with Ibercon’s numerous times in the financial pages.


  “You do you remember that I read the papers thoroughly, especially when it involves money. Who has it, who doesn’t. Great clues to who has it to lose.”


  “So you’re still involved in larceny?”


  “Not really,” his eyes knit painfully and he shook his head sadly. “I’m trying to straighten out my life.”


  “So you revisit a woman down on her luck?”


  “But such a beautiful woman,” he observed, resting his eyes on Jocelyn’s untamed locks and pink blushed cheeks.


  Drawing her close to him so their chests touched, he looked down while she looked up. With Ian nearly six feet four there were few women he didn’t dwarf. A bit gangly but very masculine. Anyone noting his appearance could see that he was much more powerfully built than a first impression would indicate. It was his height that was deceiving. A long face, narrowed features, bushy graying eyebrows over eyes seeming black as coal, he maintained an old quality about him. His gray/brown hair was still an unruly bush. Several locks above his brow would threaten to fall over his eyes and he’d push them back with a flick of his hand. He was not handsome in the classical sense. Though simple, raw power exuded from him that lured women like Jocelyn into a delicious bath of sexual charm.


  He kissed her lightly, erotically, that painfully held back brushing of lips that precedes deeper kisses.


  “Ah, you still have such appeal,” he said.


  A hand was at her breast, fully covering the orb beneath her jacket. The gentle massage stimulated her to the far corners of her body. Her hair felt as though it was standing on end, so warmly titillated by the fresh delight of Ian’s unexpected return. He’d found her nipple through the fabric, that tiny bud crushed lightly between two fingers.


  “And you respond the same as always,” he added.


  “But I can’t,” she answered backing away from what could have produced an orgasm in a few minutes time. No one but Reggie had such instincts with her body. “I’m married.”


  “And what’s the problem with that?”


  She returned with a sweet ‘I’m sorry’ on her face.


  “You mean you’re monogamous?” he asked surprised.


  “Not exactly, but it wouldn’t be a good idea tonight.”


  “Ah, I see. Paying penance for past infidelities.”


  That was as good as any excuse, so she let it serve to explain her reluctance.


  “Then I’ll take you to dinner,” he said.


  “I’d rather not be seen?”


  “This is a big city and I have the perfect spot to dine in secret. Won’t you come?”


  Such an actor, a tramp in the world, a swindler, gigolo and occasionally he was the paramour to wealthy women who’d happily fund his vices.


  “How can I refuse since I feel like a criminal about to eat my last meal.”


  “Should you make arrangements with your husband?” Ian asked.


  “How strange of you to even think of that,” Jocelyn observed.


  “I just recently had to flee a delightful woman whose husband was threatening me with an ax. I guess I’ve grown more careful in my old age.”


  “You’re hardly old, Ian, just very ripe,” Jocelyn returned. “And no, we don’t have to fear my ax wielding husband, he’s away on business.”


  


  A small French restaurant in a quiet neighborhood became the backdrop for the seduction. Six tables total in the tiny hole-in-the-wall, theirs was set in an alcove with drapes to close around them. Having the look of a Renaissance tavern, with the lushness of gilded gold frames, withering flowers, threadbare velvet, wooden floors and simple tables, it recalled a time steeped in sensuous pleasure. Every sense was heightened. The smell of butter, cream and garlic roasting. The old world sights, the rich tastes and the fragrant aromas tingled more than the palate—they engaged the sexual organs.


  Somewhere between the entree and the salad the flippant conversation between the amused Jocelyn and the actor Ian changed.


  “You’re not going to deny me tonight, are you, pet?” he cajoled. With his hand running along her bare thigh above her nylons, he coaxed her into unfaithfulness.


  “You’ve made me a dishonest woman so many times, I’m not sure you’re good for anything else,” Jocelyn answered, keeping her reply purposely vague.


  “Jean-Paul has this upstairs room. If I could just press my face to your pussy lips and lick that nectar for dessert.” His eyes glassed over with that precious image in the front of his mind.


  “You’re too full of yourself,” Jocelyn protested light-heartedly pushing his hand away.


  “But you want to be seduced,” he said. “You’re already giving yourself away.”


  “If I remember right, we had some disagreements about sex,” she reminded him.


  “It’s not those other things I want from you, just your passion, darling. Your juicy hole down under. A place to spew my cock. And those breasts to caress, and the graceful arch of your back to kiss, and the lilt of your laughter afterwards. That’s all I want.” Such a twinkle in his eye—she hadn’t seen the likes of it in some time.


  “You are the best,” she purred, leaning in to feel his lips touch her lightly.


  “Better than the bastard that’s married to you?”


  “Don’t bring him into this,” she instantly turned sullen.


  “Ah! I won’t say another word, as long as you’ll accompany me upstairs. They can serve us dessert there.”


  “But we haven’t even finished dinner.”


  “You’re not hungry anymore, are you?”


  The distressing fact of her hunger was that it was for something other than food. She’d been sexually bereft since Reggie’s last departure three days before. The added stimulation of a love tryst with a scoundrel lover from the past, she was reckless enough to have the man lift her from her seat, skirt the main dining room at his side and allow him to push her up the stairs to the tiny apartment above—which seemed to be Ian’s home while he was in town.


  “It’s not quite the Carlton,” she observed.


  “And that’s the good news,” he took the optimistic point of view. “Our privacy is guaranteed.” That was another way of saying that some policeman or hotel security guard wouldn’t be banging down the door in the middle of the night to roust them out.


  “You will let me tie you to the bed, won’t you?” Ian prodded, as his deft fingers began undoing buttons to find her lace covered breasts underneath her suit.


  “You said you just wanted my juicy hole,” she reminded him, though she wasn’t objecting to the idea of bondage the way she would have ten years before.


  “Just your hands above you head, so these will stretch out nicely.” He ran his fingers along her shoulders, taking down the straps of her teddy. He glided over the unveiled mounds, and the pink aureoles and the buds at the end. “Just some rope about your wrists,” he assured her having miraculously produced a silken drapery cord. He looped it about her wrists so it fit snug, though it didn’t cut into the flesh.


  “Lie down, darling,” he said, guiding her to the bed. She lay back to find her arms secured above her to the headboard of the bed. His hands along her stretched torso whisked off her remaining clothes so she was utterly naked. Her white skin glowed in the soft overhead light. Leaning over her groin, Ian tenderly stroked her flesh, then allowed his hands to slip behind her where he could grab her bottom and lift it to his face. He pinched the swollen center bud and heard her gasp, the audible cry a soprano melody, building in volume as the pressure on that intimate spot turned painful. “Ian…” she softly murmured. “Ian, please no…”


  “Then let me suck perhaps,” he offered. His mouth took its turn adding to the mounting rawness of sensation there.


  “Ah, ah, yes. Oooo yes, so sweet,” the gibberish went on.


  While his one hand kneaded her ass from behind and his lips and tongue made a feast of her juices, she was ready to climax.


  “Ah, not so fast,” he said abruptly withdrawing. “Not before I have my own.”


  “Oh, no Ian!” she moaned unhappily. “You’re horrible.”


  “That I am, my pet.”


  It was like him to be condescending, making love to her as if she’d never been made love to before. He assumed there was no other lover that could match his ability. That was almost true.


  He turned her on her stomach, only to have her sex making love to the sheets beneath her. From just squirming against them she might have cum, except that he pounced on her behind. “What have we here,” he said. “You’ve been holding out on me?”


  “Holding out?” She wondered what he meant. Then she remembered that he was seeing the marks of her last session with Reggie. He’d come to her the night before he left on business and made several nasty cuts with a cane on her behind. It had been another of many testy evenings since that first one after the leather shop. The same impasse and the same argument ensued between them. The same solution followed—all some form of her relinquishing her bottom to her husband’s dominant sexual whims. Considering how much she enjoyed the violations, Jocelyn had the feeling it was simply the best way, perhaps the only way, they could keep their affection for each other alive until the cause of their battle was finally resolved.


  “You have marks,” Ian seemed pleased. “Someone’s been bruising your behind. By the looks of it, this was done with a cane. Expertly too.” Ian was rarely impressed, though he seemed so now. His thorough inspection covered every inch of her rear, including the clenched cleft which he forced apart so he could see just how nasty this dominant had been.


  “Your husband?” he wondered.


  “Who else?” she asked.


  “No other lovers?” he wondered.


  She wasn’t about to explain her lifestyle to him, about Alexandra or the times that Reggie gave her away. Those times had been rare, but they were moments she could hardly forget. Regardless, they would not be a subject of conversation with the very man who’d use each detail about her life against her.


  “I would have never guessed that you, my feminist femme fatale, would submit. But how convenient,” he said completely delighted with this information.


  “Convenient, nothing,” her protest came out vehement. “You said you wanted my juicy hole, Ian. Please take that, it’s yours.”


  She could see the grin on his face without having to see it with her eyes.


  “Ah, too sore for more punishment,” he concluded with one last longing glance at her marred behind. “But how tempting.”


  “Ian please.” With him backing away, she managed to propel herself onto her back again, only to find the man eager to spread her legs apart and tie her by the ankles to the bottom of the bed. Not risking another protest—which might be much too loud in this room above the lazy restaurant below—Ian stripped himself of his clothes and shoved his erection into the soothing warmth of Jocelyn’s inner master. And how her cunt became alive with him there. Despite the way Ian had pinned her to the bed, she bucked against him, her inner muscles squeezed tightly, and her pussy seemed to press itself into his groin as if somehow she could grab her orgasm away from him.


  Ian held himself above her as his cock toyed with her for a long while. He watched the long build-up affect the expression on her face. How it made her cheeks flush, her lips purr, her eyes darken with the green turning verdant like a sun-starved forest in the middle of a storm. Yet when she climaxed, her eyes were closed, her hips six inches off the bed, and her back was arched as though she was offering up her belly and breasts to the gods. With his cock still erect inside the gushing fountain between her legs, he was content to wait until her spasms were nearly over before forcing her body back against the bed and pummeling her to his own end.


  “Ah, you are a feast, my darling,” he vowed, as he withdrew from her.


  He always vowed eternal love, even when the sentiment was suspect coming from a man who knew nothing but physical passion and how to brutalize a woman’s emotions.


  “Untie me, Ian,” she ordered him. The reality of the last hour suddenly gripped her painfully.


  “I really shouldn’t,” he answered, looking at her sweaty nakedness glowing prettily in the mellow light. “I should probably report this to your husband, have him find you here. Watch how he punishes you for your disobedience.”


  “He’s not that easily led,” Jocelyn assured him.


  “I bet not,” he agreed. “In fact, I bet he’s the cool type. Incredibly handsome, chilling in his domination and occasionally warm when it suits his fancy to be congenial.”


  Jocelyn had no intention of letting Ian know how close he was to the truth. She remained expressionless while she waited for him to untie her. “Please, Ian, the ropes,” she prompted him.


  “Oh, I don’t know,” he said. He looked down on her despondently. It was just too painful a thought setting her free.


  “I won’t let you fuck me again,” she warned him.


  “Yes, I’m sure. You’re very good at denying me.” His thoughts were on the past when she left him years before. And though that was a dreadful memory, he went ahead undoing the knots at her feet. “Then you’ll see me again before I have to leave?” he asked.


  She sat up, a little dizzy, still intoxicated by the sex. “I don’t know, Ian, I’m not so sure this was a good idea.”


  “Why’s that? What better fun could there be? If I had my way I’d spirit you off to Europe with me.”


  “You’re going back? I had the impression that it wasn’t safe for you.”


  “Ah, that’s minor.” He finished letting go her hands and ambled toward a basket of fresh fruit sitting on the table in the room. Plucking a handful of red wine grapes, he popped several in his mouth and threw several her way, Jocelyn incapable of catching any of them. “Here,” he said, moving toward her. Finding her mouth with one grape, his fingers pressed it to her lips, allowing the juice to run down her chin. “You don’t think you’d like to ride my motorbike through the English countryside, or take a barge down the Seine, or hole up in that little villa we stayed at in Tuscany? I still have the key.”


  “We were trespassing,” she reminded him.


  “But no one knew.”


  “We were in our twenties.”


  “But you’re hardly out of them.”


  “Enough to know that I can’t escape my life running off with a near-do-well urchin in gentleman’s clothes.”


  “Of course you can. If you have any life left after letting the world beat it out of you. Try this.” He crouched before her, slowly peeling a thick banana in front of her. Her eyes darted from the erotic fruit to his licentious expression.


  “I could shove this up your ass and eat it out,” he posed.


  “Ian, no, that’s disgusting.”


  “Oh, but it’s sexy. It’s been a long time since I’ve tormented a woman who was so prime. How did I know you’d be in such a mess? Perhaps my intuitive power divined your travail and came to rescue you. Did you ever think of that?”


  She laughed and shook her head, after taking a swipe at the banana with her teeth and biting off the end as though she’d like to do that to the head of his penis.


  “I won’t change, you know.”


  “I wouldn’t expect you to,” she said. “And I wouldn’t want that. But in a saner frame of mind, love, it would be dangerous being found with you now. Totally scandalous. And that has nothing to do with how Reggie would react.”


  “Reggie, your cold prick husband?” he asked disdainfully.


  “His prick is always warm,” Jocelyn objected. “And now, I have to be going.”


  “Ooo, getting edgy are we?” They rose to their feet, Ian smacking her ass. “I will have it again,” he assured her. “Now that I know that you were just fooling with me, making me think you didn’t like getting whipped. I could expand your horizons limitlessly.”


  “You’re too damned cocky for your own good, Ian. You always were, and I know whatever scrap you’re trying to weasel out of now has everything to do with that incorrigible irreverence.”


  With his blackest eyes he perused the mass of unruly red hair while she restored her clothes stuffing herself back into the mold she’d created for herself. He watched, with a little darkness brewing in his expression as each button slipped through a button hole.


  “You’re not so sure of yourself anymore, little scamp,” he observed quite seriously. “You can’t hide that from me. You’re hurting inside and the only way you’re going to change that is to do something drastic.”


  “Today wasn’t enough?” she replied nervously.


  “No, you need the cure, a long irresponsible summer of madness.”


  “Well, thank you, Dr. Doom, I think I’ll try my own methods first.”


  “I’m sure you will,” he snickered. But you always know you have me as your back-up plan.




  Chapter Four


  


  The skyline of the city was as drab to Jocelyn’s eyes, as the bleak picture of her next few days. In the midst of the depression, her attorneys having just walked out of the office, her stomach fluttered nervously as though she wanted sex. Unfortunately, there was no one available to help assuage her current grief.


  Picking up her phone she dialed the number for Reggie’s hotel room in New York. There’d been a little magic between them when he called the evening before. He’d suggested that she call back when she got to the office the next morning, thinking some old fashioned submissive assignments might cheer her. She’d awakened with a smile remembering his offer.


  The phone rang seven times before she returned to the operator. “Mr. Harold is not answering, would you like to leave a message?”


  “Message?” she repeated to herself. Too late, the attorneys chewed up half the morning, and she was left with her sex about to climb out the window onto the ledge, and Reggie likely ensconced in meetings for the remainder of the day. “No, I guess not.”


  Pulling a slip of paper from her purse, she dialed a second number and heard a familiar voice answer.


  “Ah! You did call,” Ian exclaimed.


  “It might be best to come around six,” she suggested.


  “Sneaking around, huh?” he asked.


  “I want it private.”


  “I’m easy to accommodate,” he returned. “And I’ll have a surprise for you.”


  ***


  With the lights out, Ian Pennywhistle’s second assault on her in a week could be accomplished nearly anonymously. She waited for him in near darkness, an attitude of mind as much as the reality in her darkened office where she anticipated his arrival.


  Skilled at the extemporaneous moment, Ian was quick to answer Jocelyn’s mood and was for a second time amused and elated by the prospect of having this amazing female under his control. She’d always been a testy one in the past. But the years having matured her and the likelihood that her husband had educated her beyond ordinary sexual talents, she’d become an even more fascinating conquest.


  Her office open, he crept silently inside and closed the door, seeing the redhead sitting primly at her desk. Somewhere in the distance a vacuum cleaner purred erratically. In the outer office the fax machine hummed. And a low agitated whine from the pop machine in the hallway made Jocelyn a meditative picture of serenity appearing out of the din of muted office noise.


  “I knew you’d want me again,” Ian said softly, as he leaned in, one hip resting on her desk.


  “I wanted my husband tonight,” she informed him.


  “So, I’m just second fiddle to the master?”


  “Actually, I think you play a different instrument altogether.”


  “That doesn’t matter to me.” He stared for some moments, trying to figure a mood he’d never really associated with the carefree woman he’d known years before. Reading from her expression a malevolent demon lurking in Jocelyn’s frame of mind, he could see endless possibilities. At the same time, he feared it was desperation not desire motivating this tryst. He’d be careful. “If I were to guess, I’d say you don’t want it easy tonight.”


  “Probably not,” she agreed.


  “Then I’ll take your ass,” he decided. He turned to the sitting area in her office, spotting a chair that looked appropriate for his purposes. “Over the back of that should do.”


  Rising, Jocelyn walked like a woman on the way to the gallows, a woman prepared to be punished for the crime of rampant desire. The act itself would be a second crime against her marriage vows in one week, driving her more deeply into an irreconcilable position with Reggie. However, knowing this did nothing to dissuade her. If Reg had been at the hotel that morning, if she hadn’t been in meetings that afternoon when he called, if he’d simply stayed in his room to take her call just an hour before, all this might have been averted.


  Looking at the waiting Ian with his diabolical eyes shining down on her, the powerful need in her flared—maybe even more powerful than she might have felt with Reggie standing there. Being a naughty wife had its own peculiar kind of charm. While Ian stared at her, she reached around and undid the clasp and zipper on her skirt. Letting it drop to the floor, she likewise unfastened the garter belt and inched each stocking down a leg until the two flesh-colored bits of nylon and the lace belt were a puddle on the floor.


  Though Ian didn’t ask for this formal unveiling, he appreciated the spirit in which it was performed. His only disagreement came when she turned to bend over the chair.


  “Put your heels back on,” he ordered. The look of her ass in heels was not something he planned to miss.


  With her feet tucked back inside her high heels, Jocelyn resumed the ceremony, offering Ian Pennywhistle her bared behind to abuse as he saw fit. Had he realized how willing and how well-schooled she was in sexual submission, he might have thoroughly abused her bottom and left a scarlet masterpiece of welts. As it was, he remained reluctant to wreak the darkness that was part of his nature. He was assured of a rowdy ass fuck, but it was dangerous to push a woman in Jocelyn’s fragile frame of mind into a bitter battle. Above all, Ian was an opportunist with the sole intention of enjoying himself. Leave the rancor and soul searching for the husband. His plan quickly set, he wouldn’t waver.


  Noting what a juicy cunt greeted his roving fingers, Ian used the liquid to lubricate the puckering hole above. One, two then three fingers were easily inserted beyond the tight barrier, and she began to relax. Given the way she seemed at ease, Ian could tell that Jocelyn Killian Harold was well versed in the requirements of anal stimulation and surrender. He smiled at his good fortune.


  Taking his enlarged organ from his pants, the thick piece was pressed against the doorway for just an instant before it slid inside. “Ahhhhh, ahhhhh yes,” the delighted Jocelyn murmured under her breath, while her bottom moved in tiny jerks and starts as she got used to the penetration. “Deeper, Ian,” her melodious consent urged him forward. But knowing his own mind in the matter, Ian choose to keep his erection just beyond the opening where he could slowly move inside and then withdraw, and then move just a little deeper the next time he thrust. Having the yielding woman moaning for that one deliciously enthusiastic plunge inside the nether portal, he amused himself until he was sure he’d driven her to the edge of endurance. Then with an alarming lunge against her ass, he nestled deep within where he remained motionless for some seconds.


  He felt her muscles pulsing around his organ. The spasms were severe. Jocelyn had difficulty getting used to the intense and sudden violation even though she’d asked for it. But letting her rest with the prick inside to the hilt, she finally came around to accept him fully and began swaying her hips again as a whore’s come-on.


  “My, what I’ve missed,” Ian sighed. An exalted shiver of happiness tore through his loins and limbs. Drawing his erection back, a gentle massage of the woman’s whole channel began. Each time the ramming organ drove deep and then slowly pulled away, Jocelyn’s body quaked and an audible, half woe, half pleasure escaped her lips.


  In her mind she was escaping reality. With every thrust of Ian’s bold cock another piece of her wounded life was falling aside, lost in the void where for a time she wouldn’t be reminded of the pressing hurt. Such a pleasant amnesia! Only if she could, she would swim in that place forever, never resurfacing, never becoming conscious again. Picking up speed, Ian began fucking her harder. His dick probed her like hell on wheels. She screamed softly, demanding she relinquish more, that she give up any desire of her own, abandoning her own needs for his. She became her ass alone, nothing more than an ass for a horny man to screw.


  Ian lasted a long time inside her, drawing back and waiting several times when he was about to climax. Building again with intensity renewed, the willing recipient of his relentless pursuit for the perfect orgasm allowed herself to be used with little worry that he’d cause her pain. The harder his prick thrust the more she seemed to like it. And then by some common agreement communicated in the silent language of two fucking bodies, Ian picked up the pliant flesh of Jocelyn’s form, and held her tight against his chest as he climaxed.


  Ian brought her back to life by fingering her clitoris. She jerked hard, her body spasming deeply and without restraint now that Ian had been satisfied. And yet with so much going on inside her body, she struggled to find the orgasmic handle. Ian had an expert way of toying with her cunt, and soon her body crested to a place of physical ecstasy where she stayed for a long while as the orgasm rolled through her.


  She jerked several times in his arms when he kissed the back of her neck and his hand fondled her freely. Then, when the last sensations died away, he turned her about and held her until she was ready to back away.


  “It was never as good as this, was it?” she said.


  “Not in my memory,” Ian replied. “But then if memory serves me well, there’s no orgasm quite like the present one.”


  “Oh, not for me, I could rate them on a scale from one to ten,” she said. Sighing, she picked her clothes up off the floor and collapsed into a chair too weak to do more.


  “Humph. I never believed you that objective,” Ian retorted.


  “Ah, this is not an objective thing at all.”


  “So, how about dinner?” Ian suggested. “You hungry?


  “Ravenous.”


  “You have a bath through here?” He pointed to the doors at the end of the room.


  “Uh, huh.” She answered. “Take your time, I’m in no hurry.”


  As Jocelyn watched Ian disappear into the bathroom, she gazed toward her desk, immediately spotting the picture of her and Reggie taken at Tahoe after their wedding. His arms surrounded her and their faces were flushed with excitement from a day water skiing. In an unguarded moment the photographer had caught them in a casual moment. What exuded from that rendering was Jocelyn’s favorite memory of her husband, spontaneous and smiling with his signature charm reeking from every atom of his carefully cultured soul. What one glance at that photograph did was bring her back to an awful reality she hoped she could forget for a few more hours. Unfortunately, the sweet emptiness of the sex was gone, and she had to wonder to herself why she was compounding the problems that already loomed over her life.




  Chapter Five


  


  Life almost seemed normal with Reggie home. They had sex the night he arrived, almost as memorable as sex with Ian. Ian was special because he was different, but not because he made her feel any better. Sex with Reggie was comforting, though it was never mundane. But after her interludes with the scoundrel, re-establishing the relationship with her husband was the foremost thought in her mind. She was relieved to know that Ian would be leaving town the day after their dinner together. Vulnerable as she was, too much temptation proved dangerous.


  It was time to get make things right with Reg, and time to get beyond the muddle of her working life. She was mulling changes, almost ready to admit that Reggie was right about her business’s demise. The morning after his homecoming they sat together in the kitchen sharing a civil breakfast that promised to proceed without an argument.


  “You were pretty hot last night,” she said, running her toes along his leg. Perfectly starched and ready for work, his face was buried in the paper, but he looked up responding to her fondling.


  “I have a fondness for your ass, what can I say? Is it still sore?”


  “Just a little. I thought you’d never stop spanking me.”


  “You liked it, didn’t you?” was his cool reply, and he returned to his newspaper while Jocelyn returned to the kitchen for the coffee pot.


  Strange how things turn out, she was thinking. Rarely was she punished enough to feel the effects the day after. But the night before, once Reggie had tackled her to the bed, he’d been unrelenting with a new leather spanker he’d purchased in a New York leather shop. It started and ended playfully, with a rash of hard burning smacks to the center of her ass cheeks; but he might as well have been punishing her for some crime considering the intensity of the spanking. Maybe without even knowing, he was punishing her for her dalliance with Ian. How poetic, she was thinking in the aftermath. Would that be enough to absolve her of her guilt? Perhaps not. But she’d give it a try.


  “More coffee?” she asked as she was about to pour some into his mug.


  “What’s this?” Reggie asked. What had been a decently pleasant look on his face abruptly faded into a scowl. He pointed to Germaine Charles’s gossip column, something he rarely read.


  “What’s that?” she asked, gazing down at the paper.


  “Let me read it to you,” Reggie said, pulling the paper away from her.


  


  “One wonders what’s amiss in the romance between the Reginald Harolds, the irrepressible Jocelyn Killian Harold just seen at Dorsis with a new man-about-town, who this reporter has yet to identify. Sources suggest that Mrs. Harold’s new darling is a European born magnate of some renown. It’s nice seeing a smile on the face of the lovely head of Killian Management, who’s been so reviled by the press for her alleged part in the now infamous Ibercon catastrophe. Seeing her so cozy with this elegant man on the dance floor Friday night, one can only speculate that the idyllic marriage between the Harolds is ripping apart under the strain of this never ending and very public corporate battle. Perhaps the cool Reggie Harold is no long handling his wife’s faux pax with his accustomed grace. Quite fascinating drama, don’t you think?


  


  By the time Reggie spit out the last of Germaine’s biting chronicle, Jocelyn was weak-kneed and slumping into a chair opposite her grave looking husband, trying to keep him from noticing the sudden fear that swept her soul.


  “New darling’?” He looked at her with eyes sharp and biting.


  “Reg, it was nothing. You know how Germaine exaggerates little things, that’s what her column thrives on.”


  “You weren’t at Dorsis Friday night?”


  “Well, yes I was.”


  “And mystery man?”


  “An old friend,” she stated with a believable aplomb. That said Jocelyn rose from her chair and puttered about the kitchen as if there was nothing at all to worry about.


  “What old friend?” Reggie asked.


  “Ian. Ian Pennywhistle,” she replied, deciding to be as honest as she dared be, less of a hassle should he have other ways to discern the truth.


  “And?”


  “It was so long ago. He looked me up when he got to town, and should be off elsewhere by now.”


  “I see.”


  “From Europe?” he asked.


  There was a lot of dangerous territory to cover here, since she’d never mentioned to Reggie the bawdy summer of indecency she’d spent with a dapper young Englishman.


  “England,” she said.


  “Would you like to tell me more?” he asked.


  “There’s nothing more to tell,” she replied. “Really Reg, it was totally innocent. Germaine can make bedfellows of anybody she likes, but she’s making things up reading romance into my dinner with Ian. He’s typically Continental, droll and fawning.”


  “I thought he’s English.”


  “He is, but he’s spent lots of time on the continent.”


  “So why haven’t I heard about him before?”


  “I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I just didn’t say anything, and then it seemed unnecessary. And we were very busy last night. Good god, if I’d known that shrew would set her claws like that, I’d have fessed up the minute you got home. But it was honestly innocent.”


  “And was Ian a former lover?”


  Jocelyn stopped short at that question. Her hesitation didn’t suit Reg, but he calmly waited for a reply.


  “He was. But it was so long ago.”


  “I thought I’d heard about all your men. But not this one.”


  “I suppose that just indicates his importance in my life—which was very little.”


  He nodded, then gazed at the column again. “Perhaps you should be more careful displaying your private life in public,” he suggested.


  “I swear, Reg, it was nothing.”


  “I hope not,” he replied, suggesting that he wanted to believe her, but wasn’t sure if he could.


  ***


  After an early meeting with her staff, Jocelyn was putting the finishing touches on her plans. Bail out. Hadn’t Reggie used that term? Surely someone had in the midst of the tempest in a teapot that had brewed over the last five months of disaster. But bail out was the most direct way to put it. Once decided there would be no going back. Shut down Killian Management, take her chips and go home to some great whatever after. Perhaps Alex had said it best. “Maybe it’s just Jocelyn Killian wanting another lifestyle.”


  Wise advise. She was thirty-five, had all her wits about her, a husband who adored her in a strange sort of way and the possibilities were endless for life after Killian Management. That decided, there’d be more meetings with attorneys as she hammered out the details, and some personal friends to assuage as she sent them to another management consultant in town, one without the shoddy reputation.


  Looking out from her high-rise office to the city she loved, Jocelyn breathed deeply, thinking she was on the way to something new even if she had no idea what that might be. In her bones she was tired, the months having taken their toll. Perhaps she could convince Reg to take a long vacation.


  A knock at the door startled her.


  “Come in,” she said, seconds later seeing Ian Pennywhistle’s smiling face appear.


  “Lunch, love?” he asked, slipping inside.


  “I thought you were supposed to be gone?” she asked.


  “Couple days yet, my dear. But that just means we have more time.”


  “My husband’s home, and the game’s off,” she replied.


  “Ah, I see,” he replied thoughtfully as he ambled toward her. “That just means we’ll have to be more careful.”


  “No, it doesn’t mean that at all,” she answered him, remaining firm.


  But Ian was sidling up to her where she sat behind her desk. Soon on one knee before her, his uncanny charm oozed about her like a thick, warm liquid. A hand worked its way up her leg and found her wet where her thighs meet and she was most womanly. One finger dipping into the lusty reservoir toyed daintily with the cottony folds inside.


  “Just one more for the road.”


  “No, Ian, no,” she replied trying to remove his hold on her—a difficult task when the attention was almost too delightful to pass up.


  “Don’t say no. I’m not good at being denied and you know that.” How right he was. It had taken her weeks to tear herself away from the man when they were entangled years before. “In fact, I won’t take no as your answer.”


  “It’s not a simple lunch you want, is it?” Jocelyn asked.


  “What does lunch mean but a sensuous feast? And what would we be doing that we haven’t already done? I hardly think you should feel ashamed, but if you do, why turn me down? It will only add to that perverse and antiquated thrill of guilt.”


  “You have extraordinary logic,” Jocelyn replied.


  “I’m not trying to be logical, I avoid that at all cost. But you’re the woman I plan to dine on and I won’t be rejected.”


  “Do I have to screw you to get rid of you?” she asked.


  “No, just enjoy me.” His hand, having control of her hungry pussy, continued experimenting with the spasming hole, producing exactly the results he desired.


  “You are leaving tomorrow?” she asked.


  “Or the day after.”


  “But today is it,” she said firmly.


  “I promise, I’ll leave you to your marriage.”


  “You’re mocking me.”


  “Why would I do that when all I want is to make love to you?”


  Desire so rampant, face flushed, heart beating, her skin burning hot – she would have climaxed just from the feel of his roving fingers, though Ian would not allow that.


  “Where?” she asked.


  “My little home away from home?” he suggested.


  “Okay then, let’s be quick.”


  The escapade reminded her of stealing candy from a drugstore, pilfering baguettes of bread from French markets and other acts of petty larceny she and Ian perpetrated across France and Italy when they swept through those charming countrysides. She was just twenty at the time. Now, in the same spirit, they walked the street beyond Jocelyn’s office, grabbed a cab one block down and arrived at the French restaurant just in time to hustle up the stairs to Ian’s apartment.


  “Jacques will bring us lunch, we’ll eat up here.”


  A day with potent air, succulent with the aromas of spring and just warm enough for open windows, they made love in the bed in the breeze, with curtains fluttering and something so delectable about the atmosphere Jocelyn could feel the taste of it on her tongue, yet there was no flavor to recognize except the flavor of springtime.


  Dissolving into his body, hers was atop his. The feel of his hand’s caress from her breasts down her slim waist, to the cushy rounds of her ass brought musical sounds of pleasure to her lips. For a while, as he marveled at her satin skin, his lips joined with hers, and she forgot who she was with. Just sex, just passion, one body or another didn’t matter with such pleasure. Feeling Ian’s prick surge within her dropping its seed deep, she rocked with him, allowing what had begun in her office to burst free.


  When the last of the subtle seizure disappeared, Jocelyn sat back on his groin with his dwindling cock still inside her. Looking out the window to old apartments and the street a story below, she breathed deep the freedom. A last hurrah, perhaps the encore to the last hurrah. She’d enjoy the rogue for a half hour more then go home to the stability of her darling Reg. Perhaps she just needed Ian to get her through the ending of this personal era.


  


  Before Jocelyn left the cagey Ian, he begged for just one last glance at her perfect derriere, and took the chance to lay three strokes of a bamboo cane on her flesh before she could stop him.


  “What are you doing, you ass!” she screamed, bolting away from the bed where she exposed rear.


  “A reminder, darling.”


  “No, I can’t, no more!”


  “Ah, guilt, what a motivator,” Ian chimed in happily.


  Furious, Jocelyn ordered him out of the apartment, even though it was not her own, and dressed by herself. Though she was not at all pleased with him, she gave him a kiss at the doorway of the restaurant, and half her stunning smile.


  The next two days she heard nothing from Ian Pennywhistle and assumed that he was gone from her life again, a memory that would slowly fade into nothing.




  Chapter Six


  


  Reggie sat in the midst of his study at home pouring over the disaster before him, dispassionate, as was typical on the outside, though the fury was building within.


  When he heard the knock on the door he looked up. “Yes.”


  “Reg? You’re here?”


  “I am,” he said no more, though his response was enough invitation for Jocelyn to move inside the room. Even for Reggie, who was sometimes given to ruminating in the dark, the mood seemed particularly grim.


  “Wouldn’t you like a little more light?” she asked, as she was about to turn on the floor lamp beside his desk.


  “No,” he replied, emphatically enough for her to quake a little nervously. Her concern increased when she looked toward his desk and spied what was there. Though it took some time for the truth to register, once she made out Ian’s face and hers in several black and white photographs, the raw emotion overwhelmed her. She sank into the chair in front of him.


  “You had me followed?” she asked, awestruck. She trembled everywhere, her head feeling a sharp throbbing.


  Reggie looked at the array of pictures before him, a perfectly manicured hand moving aimlessly from one to the next. Jocelyn watched, mesmerized.


  “I guess I don’t trust you anymore,” he finally replied, the statement half speculation. He looked up at her, his face a blank.


  “And I guess I’ve given you reason not to,” Jocelyn replied, looking down at the pictures again. How could he possibly be so civil? She could feel from him an intense emotion gurgling internally, but it remained well below his surface calm. Then, too, why wouldn’t he be civil? After all, this was Reggie.


  “You’re not angry?” she wondered aloud.


  “Oh, there’s no doubt I’m angry,” he replied. “But this treads so deep, anger’s not going to solve anything. You’ve lied about your past and about our present. You’ve been one woman in bed with me and another woman with another man. Whatever’s going on with you, Jocelyn, whether it’s business or something else, we obviously haven’t been able to handle it between us.” Reggie might have winced in pain, but if he did the expression was subtle. Pushing the pictures back in the envelope, he paused for a moment staring at the one on the top. It was a close-up from outside Ian’s hotel room window two days before, Jocelyn with her head back, and a winsome smile on her face, her naked breasts looking as though they were bouncing with the curtains that danced in the wind.


  Jocelyn cringed seeing this intimacy she hadn’t shared with the man she loved.


  “Just when I thought there might be a breakthrough with your business problems,” he said, “this happens and I’m stunned.” He handed her the envelope and rose from his seat. “What happens from now on is up to you.”


  Impeccably honest, as forthright as the day is long, blunt but sincere. What more could she ask of a wounded husband? And yet, his cool reserve climbed inside her like winter reborn in spring.


  “I think I must need some time away,” she said, when she heard him reach the far door and felt a draft of air on her ankles as he opened it.


  “It’s yours to decide,” he said. He nodded and left her alone in the dark.




  Chapter Seven


  


  Jocelyn pulled herself from the azure water, rivulets of the warm liquid dripping down her bared breasts, down her belly and back and her long legs, those tiny rivers finding their way into the crevices between her thighs, another small river of water making a journey down the crack of her ass. One small cloud having danced across the sapphire sky, across the sun and melting into nothingness, left the skyward ball of fire to raise the heat against her fair-skinned shoulders.


  “You’ll have to douse me with cream again, Ian, or I’ll burn to a crisp,” she said, falling to the cotton towels on the sand. He turned over, reluctant to be awakened from a dreamy sleep. But seeing his limp cock, Jocelyn’s mouth watered as if she were eyeing candy.


  “It takes such measures to maintain you as lover,” he sighed, taking up the bottle of sunscreen and squirting the lotion on her breasts.


  “I thought you wanted me,” she answered his exasperation, drawing closer, so his hands could massage the cream into her skin. Ian stopped for an instant to tweak a nipple and Jocelyn gasped then collapsed on her back to allow him better access to her soft flesh. Another squirt of lotion, Ian rose above her on one elbow and stared into her eyes, as his fingers moved down her belly, which undulated under his hand. At her pubic mound, he held her with his palm gripped tightly, driving a finger into the cleft between her labia. With kisses along her lips and down her neck, he lingered at her nipples, sucking each until they tightened hard. A brisk wind raised a chill and goosebumps that disappeared with a shiver in her hips.


  “Perhaps we should go back to the room,” she uttered quietly, knowing how much she wanted Ian to slip his erection inside her. One glance down at his rising organ, her lips again wanted it inside her mouth.


  “Whatever we do we’ll do right here,” he purred to her. Pushing himself to his knees, he straddled her head so her mouth could work his prick.


  It wasn’t a deserted beach, but it was not a busy one. No one paid attention to public sex, except to stop and admire for a few seconds before strolling by, or if inspired and bold enough, find a way to join in. Jocelyn labored fondly over Ian’s erection, her mouth taking the thickening organ deep. Drawing back the skin she teased about the head. Her own crotch hungry, she parted her thighs luring a dark-haired Frenchman between them. Dropping to the sand, the young man’s fingers crept up her legs, and her body quickened with the realization that she’d be taken by two men on the beach that afternoon. Fingers exploring deeper found her pussy wet and her belly spasming when he shoved two inside. Her hips rose to his face as his tongue descended to the purple skin inside the sexy pouch.


  While willing to share his wealth, Ian claimed her mouth for his, driving his penis beyond the point where she would gag on the depths it demanded of her. With a second penis in her crotch, she was helpless to control a thing. Being used for two men’s pleasure, letting go of her own was her only alternative. That was easily accomplished since her body was as happy with the prospect as the men she pleased.


  Relishing Ian’s organ as though she had a feast of delicious food to sample, she was urgent, ravenous for the stalk that raped her mouth. She wanted to swallow him whole. Her tongue delved into the sinewy flesh, her mouth and lips sucked hard, and she grabbed the length of him in her hand and pumped it vigorously, awaiting the eruption while little spurts of pre-cum shot on her face and down her throat. While she pleasured Ian, her own depths were plumbed by the anonymous prick. Like two women, one that gave and one that received, her desire was climbing to that point where in seconds she’d be over the edge. Ian assured himself first climax, demanding her attention until he was shooting himself across her face, letting his liquid get into her hair and across her chin and, of course, beyond her open lips. When he backed away, the dark-haired man resumed their copulation in earnest. Only then did she get a look at this intruder’s earthy, handsome features and feel the full essence of a man bold enough to prod at the door of an available female cunt.


  This itinerant lover moved on her like he’d had her before. After having held himself above her, free of Ian, he dropped to her chest and mauled her breasts, taking a nipple in his fingers and drawing it out, pinching it hard so she’d buck harder on his erection. Withdrawing from her, he turned her over, haunches up, holding them in his hands, while her shoulders were pressed into the blanket beneath her. Then fucking her from behind, with flesh slapping against flesh, he rode her until he peaked. Plunging himself to the very end of her vagina, he climaxed. The rigid sand was no comfort for aching shoulders driven into its unyielding surface. She would have preferred to take her pleasure to the luxury of a real bed. But her two lovers were determined to see her climax right on the beach. They wanted to see her body jerk and her expression turn to that state of bliss where cumming is as much anguish as it is sweetness.


  Lying under her, Ian’s mouth ate at that portal, lapping freely, while her anonymous lover worked her ass, his tongue rimming her backdoor. Two men’s fingers slipped inside. The spasms began small and then increased when so much stimulation overpowered her body. She was prickly everywhere, her toes and fingers, her shivering shoulders, all the way to the top of her head. Her back arched, and she drew up on her arms with breasts jiggled beneath her when she began to cry. Panting, breath short, sun baking down, sand between her toes, her nerve endings burst exhilarated. Tension everywhere, she quivered at that exalted peak.


  “Ah, ah, ah, yessssss, now.” The trickle of words she uttered swooning over the top were drowned by the sound of the pounding surf behind her. But there were little cries that rose above the dull roar like the soft sound of birds fluttering beyond. For a time, she cawed sweetly, eyes closed in a private reverie while Ian and the other man continued tonguing her ass cleft and labia. A little jolt like an electric surge and her heated flesh jiggled again with another sensation of ending. At last, with the men moving away from her, she lay on her side, finding her fingers in the sand beside her, unconsciously fondling grains of sand that were soft to touch.


  The beach was totally deserted when she opened her eyes. Had she scared away the bathers or was it simply late in the day and time to leave?


  “I did this here, didn’t I?” she said dazedly.


  The dark-haired man pressed a hand to her belly and rubbed her there. “I could bring you more,” he said.


  “I’m sure she’d like that,” Ian said plainly, “but I have much to do tonight and we’ve got to go.” He was ready to return to the hotel room, even though there were a few hours yet to enjoy on the beach before sunset.


  “I could stay here,” Jocelyn offered. “This charmer bring me home.” She looked up at Ian who was folding a blanket.


  He looked back sternly. “No. Get up.” All passion vanished, he pulled her to her feet, and slapped her ass once as if he was taking charge of her like a pet. Resigned to that fate, Jocelyn threw a shift over her naked body and followed him as they walked toward their hotel. She looked back once and blew a kiss to her other lover as he sat in the sand staring at her departure and the lovely bottom that wiggled underneath her dress.


  ***


  “You’re going out again without me?” Jocelyn asked Ian, after seeing him wash and dress without mentioning a word to her about his plans.


  “Business, darling,” he explained.


  “You’re coming back for a late dinner?”


  “No, you’d better order in.”


  “Or go out,” she suggested.


  “Please don’t.”


  “Ian, you’re suffocating me.”


  “And keeping you from scoundrels,” he added.


  “Like my lover this afternoon.”


  “Exactly.”


  When Ian was charming, he was devastatingly so, oozing with designs for her pleasure and his. But when he was engaged in the business that took him from her—business he refused to divulge—his mood was glacial and efficient. She might as well have not been around. She would have been perfectly happy to entertain herself in this small, bustling French resort, but Ian insisted that she remain in the hotel room. That hadn’t posed much problem in the two weeks they’d been at the resort, but his excursions without her becoming more frequent, the time alone seemed unnecessarily empty.


  It had been nearly six weeks since she fled her husband’s home. In that time she refused to think of that horrifying night her marriage ended. Escaping was the simplest thing to do, far easier than facing the reality of Reggie’s detective work, her adultery, his lack of trust, her hurt, his anger, her frustration…the list of damages seemed without end and was far too many to look at. Running away with the scoundrel that had blown the fidelity from her marriage was as reckless as all the other blunders in her comedy of errors. Though it certainly kept her from the pain of trying to heal what was so deeply wounded.


  Jocelyn forgot about Reggie while keeping up with Ian—a project that was simple for several weeks while they pretended they were new lovers or newlyweds. They had sex morning, noon and night, in whatever plush hotel room or seedy hostel they happened to land. In quaint shops he would fondle her. In out-of-the-way corners, he’d expose her breasts so he could suck her nipples. In the arched doorways he’d take photos of her half-naked, playing with her pussy, or her bent over with her skirt flung up over her naked behind. In cafes at tables with long cloths, they’d sit side by side and bare their genitals under napkins, raising so much heat they’d hardly finish a meal before finding some alleyway behind the restaurant to finish the sex they started. Amsterdam, Belgium, Germany and Switzerland played host to their frenetic journey as they moved daily to a new venue for their blatant play. Only in Northern Italy did they slow the fury and remain a few days. Then in France, Ian announced he had to get back to work, which simply meant that Jocelyn had a few late afternoons and evenings to kill by herself. That should hardly have been a difficult task.


  “You wouldn’t mind if I took a walk on the promenade?” she asked him a few minutes later as she dried her sun burnt flesh on a thick beach towel.


  “I would,” Ian said. He was almost out the door, and Jocelyn regretted having asked him at all.


  “Then I’ll see you when you get back,” she said.


  “Don’t wait up, I will be late.”


  “That late?”


  He pecked her on the cheek like a traveling husband. “Don’t worry, I’ll grab your ass when I get in bed and fuck it soundly.” Flashing her a smile, he walked out.


  


  Time’s the enemy of a lonely woman. Fidgeting her way through a few magazines she’d already read, and glancing through a dreary chapter in a suspense thriller, Jocelyn ached for more. Most importantly, she needed some relief from thoughts creeping through the carefully constructed barricade she’d erected to obscure the recent past.


  “It’s not going to work, Ian,” she finally announced aloud even though he wasn’t there to hear.


  Going to the closet, she rifled through her wardrobe, pulled out a dozen things she discarded, and finally settled on a slim green cotton dress that belted at the waist and would look terrific with the wrap sandals she’d purchased in Italy. Just so Ian couldn’t accuse her of flaunting herself, she tied the volumes of dark red curls into a scarf and applied scant make-up—though she didn’t need much enhancement to look inviting to any man. There was sex in her eyes. Like the dew of perspiration on her skin and moistness between her legs, it was subtle. That sexual allure was something that would remain inherently with her as long as she was swimming in this sexual ocean that seemed to have no pattern to its endless waves.


  Early in the evening there were tourists in the village still meandering through the tiny streets in search of bargains. Jocelyn ducked into several shops picking up stray items that struck her fancy. She was living on mad money, that fund she’d created long before Reggie, that was intended to cushion her against some dangerous financial fall. Using it for its intended purpose she had no need to dip into her husband’s money or even try to extract cash from her defunct business. Her attorneys would probably eat away anything that was left after she tubed it all—and just as well. Better to have everything stay safely in the past where she didn’t have to think of it.


  “Ah, I’d hoped to find you,” a man’s voice took hold of her thoughts in the middle of buying a hand-painted silk scarf.


  “You!” she exclaimed, seeing her beach lover standing next to her.


  He was clothed in white cottons that draped his dark complexion with a hint of purity—even though purity was hardly in his eyes. He smelled of man’s cologne and there was some minty toothpaste on his breath. His compact body wedged between her and a woman on his other side seemed instantly fused with hers, though he was still a few millimeters from touching her. That he corrected placing his hand tenderly at the top of her ass finding that she was wearing no panties.


  “Would you like a drink?”


  “If you’d tell me your name,” she said, all the while letting his roving eyes caress her as the images of sex transmitted over psychic wires directly to her brain.


  “Andre,” he told her. A small, interesting accent accompanied his speech so she believed him not a Frenchman at all, and as much a foreigner on French soil as she was.


  “Jocelyn,” she returned the pertinent information.


  “What a lovely name,” he said. “It sounds as sensuous as your body looks.”


  He took her hand and led her through a throng of people in that crowded shop, and held her close as they walked past the busiest part of the market to a near empty café. They sat in a corner by themselves and looked out at the other shoppers as they waited to be served.


  “Something sweet?” he asked, when a man with a white apron across his middle approached the table. Without her answering, Andre turned to the waiter and ordered something in French she was not familiar with. Leaving a hand to fondle her thigh, his warmth penetrated through her dress and surged toward her crotch. She felt as one with him as she’d been on beach, making her believe that there was much more to gain from being close to this stranger. Even before the drinks arrived, he was toying with the hairs of her pussy, not trying to do more, but making his presence something she could not ignore.


  “I’m sorry we had to leave so quickly this afternoon,” she said. “There was really no reason for me to go back to my hotel except that my lover is paranoid, I suppose.”


  “Ah, I see. Then we won’t let him know what we’re doing tonight,” Andre said with a furtive grin.


  They chatted about the resort while they finished their drinks. Then in a hurry he hustled her from the café without explanation.


  “Where are you taking me?” she asked.


  He smiled happily, while there remained a touch of mystery in his eyes. “A place to dance, but you have to get there early to find a seat. You do like dancing?”


  He was whisking her down the street so fast that Jocelyn didn’t have a chance to answer, but the assumptions he made about her were accurate. Dancing would just be another delirium to dwell in for a while.


  When they entered the disco, the music was already playing and the dance floor was full of moving bodies. Hips jerked in time to the rock beat, breasts grazed against chests, and hands were making pilgrimages to the altars of gratification between thighs. Though it wasn’t yet dark outside, the only light inside came from strings of tiny Christmas lights that flashed erratically, and one large strobe light that blinded the eyes every few seconds. Pushed against Andre’s body, Jocelyn found herself squashed from behind by one woman and two men alternately. With the woman, she was ass to ass, their hips moving to the same languid beat. The feel of the woman’s warm body was too enjoyable to beg off in embarrassment. And embarrassment would have been inappropriate considering the erotic tango of the room. Inhibitions seemed unnecessary. She had not one partner, but many, the mood so ripe with sexuality she half expected the disco to strip down to an orgy. Whatever drink Andre had hustled down her throat at the café came on strong in that charged environment. She was glad for wearing low-heeled sandals when she almost toppled into a woman beside her.


  When Andre’s arms pulled her back to him they danced much closer. Jocelyn felt the heat of him, his pulsing groin perhaps most of all. Remembering the sizable organ inside his pants and how sweetly it had dealt with her sex hungry body that afternoon, she felt for it with her hands as much as her thighs. For what might have been an hour they moved together in the frenzy of the room. A few more drinks did nothing to dull her senses; rather with them heightened by the liquor, propriety fell away. She allowed Andre’s hands to meander freely about her body, and then at last, when they danced to a slower beat, his hand moved up inside her dress deeply enough to finger her clitoris. Pushed into a dark corner beyond the flashing lights, Jocelyn climaxed on his hand and collapsed to his chest ready to pass out.


  


  Andre led her from the disco back to her hotel room, where the dark foreigner used her cunt and ass to massage his cock. She remembered him mostly when he breached her back door, arriving there with a smooth transition from her cunt. Well juiced, he was swift to plumb her depths. And while on hands and knees he probed hard, he held her by the hair with one hand, while he reached about so she could suck his fingers with her mouth. As he was about to come, he let go her hair and her shoulders dropped to the mattress. A fingernail etched a tiny line down her back to make her shiver. When he got to her wide open anus, he inserted that finger along with his cock. A second finger, and she thought she’d rip apart. But oh, what flames burned in her ass! As if lightning had struck the earth, she was the earth taking man inside to breed in her dark fertile soil. A split second of happiness exploded all her thoughts away as she felt Andre’s orgasm spew inside. Then a ripe spasm of pain followed as she realized how seriously he’d rent her backside.


  Not immediately withdrawing, the cock and fingers remained inside massaging her. Then the easy in and out motion was joined by his punishing attentions to her swollen clit.


  “Ohmygod!” she screamed. Her body jerked hard but didn’t jerk him out. He rode with her all the way to the final convulsion with her ass pressed against his invading hand.


  


  “You’re a good fuck,” Andre whispered in her ear while he held her shivering body afterwards.


  With the sex over, she trembled hard, tears streaming down her cheeks, her mind struggling to remember his face, not Andre’s face or Ian’s, but Reggie’s face, that aristocratic visage of haughtiness that meant love to her. She regretted that it was not her husband that had just defiled her ass. Then she would have kissed him. But with this stranger, she could only smile when she stopped crying and utter a silent thank-you.


  


  “You whore!”


  Jocelyn woke hearing Ian’s voice prick her consciousness with his violent temper.


  “Get your ass out of my bed!” he roared more, catching the waking attention of Andre, who was quick to dress and exit the den of terror.


  Conveniently naked, Jocelyn went over Ian’s lap. For the second time in hours her ass felt the biting pain of a man determined to make a point with her rear flesh. Ian just struck the skin however, his wrath delivering a righteous spanking. He began with his hand until her rear cheeks were piping hot and she was screaming for him to stop. But deciding that basic measure was not enough to assuage his fury, he pulled her with him, she kicking madly, to the closet where he found a leather belt to deliver the rest of his message.


  “You fucking whore!” he charged again, once he had her flung over the back of a chair so he could abuse her ass properly.


  “I’m not a whore!” she roared back at him.


  “You belong to me!” he bellowed, letting the double leather belt rip through the air defiantly. The end result, the punishment stung like wasps attacking her behind with venom. Strike after strike, a dozen, two dozen landed with such an angry abandon, she was too stunned to protest. Still feeling the inebriation of the evening cloud her mind, she took the punishment feeling all the guilt that Ian wanted her to associate with the act. But in her mind, it was not Ian she’d cheated on having anal sex with the foreigner, it was Reggie. In Reggie’s stead she was punished. Maybe in some time zone, in some altered dimension he’d know.


  “I want you to stay put when I say so,” Ian continued his belligerent tirade. “That man might have murdered you!”


  He was being irrational. That Jocelyn decided as she heard the repeated accusations and false concerns that spewed from his lips.


  “You’re just jealous,” she cried when she got her wits about her.


  “You’re damned right I am!” he confirmed, the belt adding a proper exclamation point hitting her squarely in the middle of her flaming ass. He didn’t stop there but peppered that raw spot with several more biting blows. “You want in my bed, you want my protection, you want this little romp of yours across the continent, you will not defy me again!”


  He continued with the furious spanking making certain that his anger was finally spent—and because he liked admiring his handiwork. Standing back for some moments, he tortured her more by making her maintain the pose while he decided when he’d let her up. When he saw that the blush on her blistered bottom was finally beginning to fade, he began playing with her behind.


  “He took your ass?” he asked.


  “He did.”


  “Then I’ll take it too!”


  “No, Ian, it’s so sore.”


  “Gee, that’s really too bad,” he said. His fingers were already at the opening, stretching the sphincter to make her ready—which she wouldn’t be. Not this morning.


  It wasn’t even dawn, though Jocelyn could hear the birds singing outside, their battle for food already begun for the day as they flit from vine to bush to vine about the verdant greenery on the patio. Such was the backdrop for the pain of this second forceful ass rape of this strange night. He didn’t demand as much as Andre—only because he had no idea what that man had taken from her. But with no drug or liquor in her system to soothe the entry, the sensation was as sharp and more piercing. It took every ounce of courage, every conscious thought focused on letting go to make the penetration something other than brutal. She had no desire to feel pleasure from Ian at that moment, she simply wanted to avoid more pain. And yet, the man managed to ease her body into the joy of it and let it take her on another orgasmic ride.


  


  However, Jocelyn didn’t get the chance to have her climax. When Ian was done with her, just seconds after he withdrew from her ass, he pulled her from bed, shoved her into the shower, then scrubbed her down as if she was infected with some disease after her night of loose living.


  “I didn’t bring you along to have you cuckold me with any man admiring your physical attributes.” With his wrath diminished, his voice was much softer as he spoke, even though the message was no less pointed.


  “Wouldn’t you have sex with any woman that suits your fancy?”


  “Play around on you, no,” he replied. He stroked her back with the washcloth as the water poured over their naked bodies.


  “Then you think this is a true relationship?” she said looking up at him through the water.


  “It could be,” he said. “If you’d allow it.”


  “But we don’t love each other,” she reminded him.


  “That doesn’t matter right now,” he answered her. “Because eventually our love will blossom. I trust that as surely as I trust that you need me now. That need will grow to something more.”


  “So you really think I’m a whore?” she asked, remembering that accusation.


  “I certainly think despicable things of you when you misbehave,” he said. He made her turn so he could look at her face as the water beat down on her back. “The truth is,” he softened much as he spoke, “I find you so gloriously perfect, I can’t stand the sight of anyone having you without my directing that moment. You are so precious to me, Jocelyn. I regret that I ever allowed you to leave. And I will do everything to keep you with me this time. If it should take a lock and key, poetry, begging, loving you to death. I will do it.”


  He was stroking her hair, running his fingers through the wet locks that stuck to her drenched skin. Kissing her, he seemed intent on swallowing her up. She didn’t tell him that she orgasmed as he massaged her ass and pussy. He was being strictly sensuous and tender, but with such fervor and sincerity, she took from him something sexual that she needed.




  Chapter Eight


  


  The opening for Will Kozak’s photographic expose was held in Dunning Sharrow’s loft which had become a first class art gallery. Dun had moved in all his favorite works of art. They now covered the make-shift walls inside the open spaces of the old industrial building. One entire floor of the gallery was highlighted by ceilings reaching into the heavens, fitted with pipes that went to nowhere any more, and dangling with old light fixtures that added classy elegance to the mix of contemporary styles sitting side by side in that venue. A warm glow of light from the old fixtures eased the stark quality of the black and white photography. It was Will’s most stunning showing to date. The images on paper were scenes of poverty, restless children attempting to laugh, bums on the street with sagacious smiles as though they knew something the rest of the world did not, and the heartbreak of institutionalized stupor on other faces—of men and women in a rundown old-folks home where meaningless lives ticked off the last ticks of their terrestrial clock.


  The hard-edged quality of Will’s stills should have led to a somber mood in the gallery. But this opening was one of those affairs where few people took in the content of the work, except for the critics that had been invited to a more subdued showing that afternoon. By eight in the evening however, the showing turned into a party, and Alexandra Kozak could begin to relax and greet her husband’s guests.


  She looked like a flower in the middle of the expanse of black and white. Her dress, a small summer shift showered with colorful flowers, was enough to accentuate the blonde hair she left long and falling to her shoulders. Will had asked her to keep her attire simple and casual, despite the black tux look of many that poured through the doors for champagne and hors d’oeurves. Will himself was dressed in black silk, draping pants and a collarless shirt, his graying hair shorter than usual, recently cut. He had a strong nose, soft yet deep-set eyes and a broad masculine smile. Alex noted how his face had aged over the seven years she’d known him. He aged with style as an artist would, and was for this night his most animated speaking with people who cared about the work he cared about. There was no clue about the man who could brood endlessly, sometimes leaving her feeling distant from him and edgy for that fact.


  By the time the gallery was full of patrons, Alex was weary, something she wanted to avoid. And yet on nights like this it was almost impossible not to feel the strain of three weeks preparation catching up with her. It had not been three good weeks for their marriage, but at least the event was almost at its end.


  Will was at the far end of the loft, discussing a book of his photography with a publisher that had unexpectedly made a proposal. She wouldn’t be seeing her husband for at least an hour. Just as she was deciding where to take her amiable smile someone tapped her on the shoulder from behind.


  “Reg!”


  Alex gave the man a generous hug. The instant their bodies touched, a surge of submissive passion rendered her almost weak—as if she was expecting him to order her to the floor to take some man’s prick in her mouth. As long as she’d known him, the feeling had never changed. From the time she first stepped foot in his house as a nervous innocent on her way to being trained as a sexual submissive, to later in their acquaintance when she could call him a true confidant, that aspect of their relationship endured. Her previous submission to him, however, was often forgotten, since Reggie was also the husband of her favorite female lover; and he’d always been her husband’s best friend.


  Parting from his embrace Alex noticed the woman at his side.


  “This is Linda Holly,” he introduced a brunette with short, wispy hair, flawless white skin and full lips painted Chinese red. Alex despised her instantly and gave the woman a perfunctory nod. A little knife stabbed in her heart knowing that it should be Jocelyn beside him.


  “And do you work with Reg?” Alex asked.


  “I met at him the Steiglitz Museum opening a few weeks ago,” she said.


  “I see,” Alex answered. The woman was not Reggie’s type being much too arty and dour. Those white white cheeks without a hint of blush, she looked ghostly—in an earthy sort of way. She was dressed in black, not the typical vision of beauty that would attract Reggie Harold’s eye.


  “You know he’s married,” Alex stated flatly, the fact blurted out without thinking at all.


  “Yes, I do,” she answered looking bewildered by the uncomfortable turn of the conversation. Alex was as glacial as an Arctic breeze.


  “So, you’ll look around,” she said, speaking to them both as she pasted a surgery smile on her lips.


  “Of course, and we’ll talk later,” Reggie informed her.


  “We will?” Alex asked.


  “Yes, we will, Alexandra,” he replied. He didn’t explain himself, though the use of her full name was some indication of his frame of mind. He never called her Alexandra unless he was thinking of her as a sexual submissive.


  


  A few hours later, Alex took a breather from the chattering crowd and made her way downstairs to the relative quiet of Dunning’s private apartment. The night was almost at a close, just a few hangers-on remaining, and she saw no use in staying until the last guest was out the door.


  Unfortunately her moment of privacy was interrupted.


  “So what’s the bee in your bonnet?” Reggie addressed her in cool tones. Following her down the gallery stairs, he’d cornered her in a private hallway far removed from the guests. He fixed her with a sharp-eyed glare that matched the ones she’d sent his way all evening long. “You’re a little drunk, aren’t you?” he added.


  “Oh, you’re not going to blame my mood on alcohol,” Alex said, turning to speak to him face to face.


  “Then perhaps you could apologize to Linda. Your resentment of her is misplaced. I don’t think that Will would appreciate your putting off an art critic of her caliber.”


  “Critic?” She was slightly worried by the information.


  “Yes, she was someone Will wanted to be sure was here.”


  “Oh, I see.”


  “You have a problem seeing me with another woman?”


  “Of course I have a problem. You’re married to Jocelyn.”


  “She’ll be my ex-wife very soon,” he said. “As soon as my attorney can catch up with her.”


  “No! That’s not going to happen!” Her voice rose so shrill in the hallway that Reggie pushed her into an open room and closed the door behind them.


  “If I have to bare your ass and put a little civility into your behavior, I will,” he warned.


  “You’re stupid and insensitive to let her go,” Alex blurted out her feelings.


  “Maybe Jocelyn should have thought of being more sensitive when she decided to screw a man behind my back. That’s classic adultery in any man’s book. As far as letting her go, she left me.”


  “Not because she wanted to.”


  “And how would you know that?”


  “I know because sometimes you behave like a boor, Reggie Harold,” she hissed. “You drove her away if anything.”


  “Alex,” he looked her uncharacteristically bewildered. “How could you possibly blame my wife’s crazy state of mind on me?”


  “Oh,” Alex backed off calmly, a twisted smile suddenly appearing on her face. “Did I strike a chord. You’re angry.”


  “Of course I’m angry.”


  “Because you love her and want her back. Go get her.” It seemed so simple a solution to her.


  “You are an exasperating woman,” he said shaking his head and turning away. He stood for a moment with his back to her then turned around. “I have the divorce papers started, Alex. Don’t belabor this with me. This is what she wants.”


  “She doesn’t know what she wants. She’s had her whole life ripped apart.”


  “And she has the power to put it back together if she chooses.” He sighed. “Besides, I’ve given you much more information than you deserve. I’ve said enough about her, but you on the other hand…”


  “Me what?”


  “I hadn’t thought I’d have a chance to take care of this tonight, but since we’re here.”


  “Take care of what?” she asked.


  “A matter of your fidelity.”


  “What matter is that?” So like Reggie to make her defensive in an instant.


  “How quickly you forget.”


  She searched her mind for lapses in memory coming up blank, which was a dangerous situation to be in with Reggie Harold.


  “A month ago, the painter, Kyle Stewart.”


  “How…” she stopped. “How would you know?”


  “He did work for me a week later. Very talkative fellow.”


  “That was just after…” She was thinking back to the wild fight she’d had with Will that day. Once her raging husband had stormed the house and walked out leaving waves of ice in his wake, she’d been peeled off the walls by a young man who couldn’t have been much older than eighteen. He’d been painting the back bedroom and she’d almost forgotten he was there. He approached her as gingerly as a shy cat, asking her if she wanted all the walls changed to peach or just one.


  He’d heard the entire brawl, every desperate thing she’d spit in Will’s face, and every pointed accusation he’d made in return. She didn’t remember what the fight was about three days later when Will returned, let alone now; but she did recall what happened with the painter.


  “Just the one,” she’d said, replying to the young man’s question.


  He should have returned to his work at that point, but he walked closer still, seeing tears forming in her eyes while she tried holding them back.


  “You want to have sex?” he’d asked with such unabashed sincerity that the idea didn’t even startle her.


  She remembered staring at him for the longest time. Kyle was willing to wait forever for an answer, so it seemed, considering how long they stood in the middle of her living room staring into each other’s eyes.


  “Yes,” she’d whispered, her fingers flying to the buttons on her shirt, his hand pushing down his painting trousers to show his dark hairy legs and a penis bouncing half mast. She dropped to her knees knowing how much she wanted her mouth around the swelling organ. Fucking it hard with lips and hand, his groans of response warmed what had gone cold inside her. The two dropped to the couch once the erection was stiff and he rendered her helpless with his prick inside her cunt. The unseasoned, fresh pup of a man pounded her with vigor if not finesse. He had muscles to run her hands along, shoulders with sinews of a dimestore novel variety and a mouth that drove against hers, his tongue trying to go as deep as his cock. Her lips would be as sore as her cunt afterwards. When he raised her legs up over her head, the force of his erection made her gasp with pain. She liked that pain since it made her forget she was using this man to dispel the nasty attack of bitch that had come over her in the fight with Will. The fuck seemed so pure, a baptism by wildfire lust. So pure, Alex forgot about that spontaneous combustion after it was over, having been washed clean of woe. Every trace of anger had been cleansed from her soul.


  “Kyle told you he fucked me?” Alex asked Reggie, in shock, wondering how something so virtuous could return to haunt her.


  “He did,” Reggie replied.


  Yes, it made sense. He was a dumb, innocent boy who liked to share his sexual conquests with other men. He worked for Will, of course he’d hire on with his best friend. How stupid! How utterly stupid to have such a lapse in judgment!


  “You’re going to tell Will?” she asked.


  “No, that won’t be necessary. You will,” Reggie replied.


  “Yes, of course I will, I always do,” she murmured to herself more than to the man that faced her. “So why bring it up now?”


  “Honesty precludes disaster and damages too great to overcome.”


  “You’re sounding like a textbook.”


  “I’m only warning you,” he said.


  “Are you suggesting that my relationship with Will is in trouble?”


  “I think when you screw another man in a pointless lark, it hints at something more going on in you. You’d be wise to take care of it.”


  The door leading to the hall was not closed all the way. Hearing it squeaking on its hinges, the two turned to see Will standing just outside in the corridor.


  “What’s going on?” he asked. “Alex should be upstairs.”


  “I needed breather,” she said. “Certainly, the showing’s over by now.”


  Will noted the serious tone between the two, not something he hadn’t seen before. “I don’t like what I’m seeing here. You want to tell me what gives?” He looked directly at Alex.


  “We can wait till tomorrow,” Alex suggested. It was late, she was tired, so was Will. She started to exit the room.


  “And let this wrack my brain all night?” he returned stepping forward to stop her.


  “It’s not the time,” she tried insisting. All the while, a sinking, fateful feeling gnawed at her belly.


  “The party’s over, Alex. I’ve got all night.”


  Just what she needed at that hour, she thought to herself. How many times would she end up in this situation, the two men that had delightfully and not so delightfully dominated her for the past seven years, staring at her waiting for her to fess up. Reggie so cool, the bastard, having started this in the first place. And Will about to get hurt again at the end of what should have been a glorious triumph. There was no way to make the best of this situation.


  “Damn you, Reg,” she said, with as much defiance as she could muster.


  Reggie didn’t respond, and Will stood stoically staring at her, immovable in his fixed stance. He wouldn’t move until she’d spoken, this being the kind of confrontation she’d had before. She knew the script well.


  “Perhaps I should go,” Reggie said. “Your wife might be more forthcoming.”


  “No, you’ll stay,” Will countered. “You might prove to be an important buffer.”


  “You two need a buffer?” Reggie commented, intrigued.


  “We’ve been fighting a lot,” Will said. He turned back to Alex awaiting her explanation.


  “Okay, why don’t you just pin me to the wall with a knife at my neck,” she declared.


  “Cut the drama, Alex,” Will snapped.


  She sighed. “Okay, so I screwed the painter!”


  “What?” Will looked at her confounded. “Kyle? You screwed Kyle?”


  “The day you walked out after we fought.”


  “You…”


  “Yes, I opened my legs and let him have me. Got out all the stress. It couldn’t have been better.” She should have bit her tongue before saying that, but she was sliding fast into the inevitable and she couldn’t stop that forward motion.


  Will stared at her, his face going blank, his eyes hardly focused on anything.


  Spine tingling tension shot through her while she waited for his reply.


  “That easy, huh,” he finally said. “What is it, you’re in cahoots with Jocelyn? You want to run off with her?”


  “This has nothing to do with Jocelyn. And no I don’t want to run off with her. We just need things better between us.”


  “That’s all there was to it? Screw him and let him go?”


  “That’s it.”


  “How many other guys you ‘open your legs’ for?”


  “Just you.”


  “And Kyle.”


  “He was once,” she replied desperately. “Dammit, if Reggie hadn’t found out you’d never know.”


  “But you would,” Will said right off.


  “I’m not sure I’m even sorry it happened,” she said. “I know that doesn’t sound like me, but it came and went so fast that…” Nothing sounded right so she stopped talking.


  “Oh, but I think you’ll be sorry when I’m finished with you,” Will remarked. Like he was getting a second wind on the night, almost inspired by the thought of how he’d make her suffer, his eyes lit like two bright beacons coming out of the darkness. “I haven’t blistered your ass in so long, the thought of it is feeling really good.”


  Alex was certain that he was far too excited by the prospect that lay before him like candy in front of a three year old. He looked about the room deciding on his plan, then turned to Reggie.


  “You can witness, and stop me if I’m going too far?” he asked him.


  “Too far?” Alex whispered.


  A man with a mission to perform, Will unbuckled his belt and withdrew it from his pants.


  “This is about more than just one screw, isn’t it?” Alex observed, seeing how her husband’s face had clouded as if rays from a black moon shone down on it with that eerie light.


  “Making too much of it? Why darling I have a hundred grievances I could punish you for. Do you want me to start naming them?”


  “No, if we could just get it over with.”


  “Better not look at it that way, Alex, because this one won’t be so easy.”


  For a moment, she looked at Reggie who stood coolly to one side, arms crossed in front of him, smugness wreaking from his expression.


  “You think I’ll rescue you from this one?” he asked.


  “Oh, no. That would be pretty stupid of me.”


  His smile was not completely unkind.


  “What the two of you need is a little less punishment and a little more basic submission from the submissive,” Reggie observed.


  “This always seems to happen when our lives gets too full,” Will ruminated. “Things get out of hand. But Alex can bare her ass and we’ll start with a clean slate once it’s over. Why don’t you do the honors?”


  Though Alex wasn’t sure what Will meant by that suggestion to Reggie, Reggie did. For all the times she’d been punished by both men, however, this one would prove to be unique unto itself. Feeling Reggie’s firm hand on her arm, he led her to a padded armchair and motioned for her to kneel on its seat. He reached to the hem of her dress and pulled up the skirt. She was wearing peach colored satin panties that matched her garter belt and stockings. Those panties instantly jerked from her bottom, Alex had to scramble to disentangle them from her ankles. Once done, Reggie positioned her, draping her torso over the back of the chair again. The line of her ass with her knees drawn together created a perfect heart-shaped target, the pouch of her sex plump and pink between her cheeks. Alex wasn’t surprised, however, when Reggie pushed her knees apart so that they nestled into the tufted fabric where the chair arms met the seat. With that tender pouch more prominent and exposed in this position, it would feel the bite of Will’s belt if he made a point of striking her there. Finished getting her ready, Reg sat down in a chair at her head. Leaning forward he held her wrists in one hand, the back of her head in the other.


  “Don’t struggle, or I’ll tie your legs down,” he warned.


  Reggie’s words were met with a vigorous spasm that flooded her groin with a sexual charge. Would that they’d both screw her ass, she’d have been pleased. Just one touch to that sensitive pouch of sexy flesh and she might have come right there on the spot. But then terror always excited her. When the cruel designs of a dominant man had her enthralled she was fresh clay in the hands of a master. There was no finer ecstasy than that moment when her mind rushed in a bath of humiliation. Her heart pounded in anticipation of the first painful strike of leather and she knew she was being taken into that exquisite vacuum where she could flee the real world into fantasy. With two masters? The physical punch multiplied in geometric proportions.


  Alex began to cry just from the way Reggie held her immobile, the way his acute manner of dominion swept her psyche. From Will, she felt his strength behind her, raw power, anger, indignation and justification pouring over her in a malevolent shower. One dominant fixed, the other fluid, she’d be suspended between their diverse uncompromising styles until the end came.


  The first smack seduced her. Packing a serious punch, the sensation shot through to the tips of her fingers that Reggie held in his hand and the hair follicles he’d commandeered with the other. That sensation sent her one degree closer to the exploding point. Another strike, and the smell of leather suddenly grabbed her as fiercely as Reggie’s hands. She wiggled her ass seeking another. The third strike clipped her cunt with a blunt edge.


  “Ah, nooooo,” she whimpered softly.


  Will did not ease off, and she didn’t expect that. He struck her hard and repeatedly. In a measured rhythm as though a drum beat the cadence of the strikes, each biting hit of the leather against her flesh caused a jerk and a shriek of pain. With more pain following so close on the tail of the strike before, there was soon no way to recuperate or enjoy the agony.


  “Will, no,” she sobbed, feeling desperate.


  To that cry, Reggie tightened his grip even more.


  There was almost as much punishment inside Reggie’s confining grasp as there was in the blows from behind. Even though it was her husband perpetrating the most physical pain, it was Reggie’s cold judgment coming down on her that stung more fiercely, for it reminded her of how she’d disappointed him. Something in her soul was wholly embarrassed to be like this again for him—for good reason. She’d failed him as much as she’d failed her husband. In the back of her mind, she believed that she should be the perfect submissive. After all, Reggie had meticulously trained her to submit. And yet, she still thwarted her husband’s demands, ignored her true nature and sent her marriage on a rocky tail-spin. To see Reggie’s response to that, though he was far too collected and arrogant to say so, she sensed his dismay. Feeling such failure in the eyes of both men, the punishment had its point. As a submissive, this was the way she could ease her conscience and finally lighten a spirit that had become troubled in recent weeks.


  


  As Will looked at his wife’s behind, he witnessed the wild streaks of red with increasing mirth. It was not something gleeful as much as it was satisfying. With every strike of the belt, with every cry from her mouth, with every place her roughed up skin became more raw, he felt his anger diminish with each strike. The longer the punishment went on the more cleansed he felt. For all their love, the two had been in a perpetual war with Alex’s pride and fear. As much as they played with her darker virtues, they avoided them. This constant hadn’t changed in seven years. Times like this, when he made her ass burn bright and she’d howl pitifully from the pain, he cleansed her, too, and restored order in their relationship.


  “Oh, gawd please,” she sounded so woefully weary. “Please stop,” she roared even louder.


  But he didn’t stop. He did slow for a while and let the heat climb deeper inside. Then he began again to take her to the point where her skin was so roughed and raw there were tiny spots where the blood surfaced to make an angry rash. At that point, Will laid on just a few more to places that made her howl loudly, like her thighs and sides. At the very last, he deliberately nicked her right down her rear cleft. She almost leapt off the chair when that cut hit, and Reggie had to subdue her. His powerful arms took charge of her flailing form until she was settled again. Calm at last, Will laid on just one last strike. It wasn’t even a ferocious one, just one that ended the scene with a tangible period.


  


  Toppling into the chair ass first, she instantly jerked feeling the seat touch her sore skin.


  “I suppose that hurts,” Will remarked.


  “Like an open wound.”


  “But it’s time to close the wounds, Alex, and get on with things.”


  “You don’t sound all that angry?” she conjectured.


  “This works very well on anger,” he said, staring down at the belt in his hand. He began putting it back around his waist. “You’re going to have to take a cab home because I have some things to finish up here. But don’t fall asleep, I got plans for you.”


  “That’s all?” she asked wearily. Like a plucked flower she wanted to fade from the glory, lie limp and lose herself in an earthy bed of forgetfulness.


  “No, it’s not all. I originally came down here to tell you that I’m flying to New York to work on the book deal.”


  Her eyes sharpened.


  “You did get it!” The smile was soft and grateful.


  “I guess we’ll have to celebrate another time.” He stared at her for a few more seconds. “I think while I’m gone, I’ll have you move into Reggie’s. Behave yourself or he’ll add to the woe on your ass.”


  “Move in? But why?”


  “Because I don’t trust you,” he said simply and he turned away from her.


  “But Will…”


  He turned back, eyes instantly daggers. “Don’t start, or I’ll start over.”


  She bit her lip to hold back her thoughts and watched her husband leave the room. Alex looked to the blond man with the intense blue eyes and felt an uncomfortable lump growing in her throat. Such an arrangement, going back into Reggie’s house could mean a thousand things, not the least of which was a return to the submissive/dominant relationship that always demanded she touch the darkest places in her soul. Certainly Will couldn’t be asking that.


  ***


  Once Alex and Will were in bed together, they fucked like two elements of nature fusing into one. Her crotch melted into his like butter into bread. Theirs was a liquid bath of erotic pleasure, shifting with the changeable moods of making love. When his was forthright and severe, cock in her cunt, she acquiesced. When he lay passive she nurtured his body with a teasing touch running her hands tenderly along his chest, outlining muscles with her fingers, kissing them with her lips, always moving downward to the center, only to return to Will’s handsome face. Alex adored that face with a shower of smiles and an active tongue to play with his hungry lips.


  “I am sorry, that we haven’t been doing this more,” she whispered. Her lazy tongue bathed his mouth. Her fingers combed through his dark hair. Leaning over him, her blonde hair glided over his shoulders like feathers.


  “You’ll get your chance when I get back,” he whispered back. His hand was on her sore ass fondling.


  “Hummm, you don’t know how that feels,” she purred soft.


  “Tight?”


  “Very.”


  That soreness was one of her favorite pleasures. She’d be looking in the mirror at her skin letting the submissive sensations spark her body and thoughts.


  With a finger going between her cheeks, Will found her anus and began to probe.


  “And did I clip you here,” he asked.


  “Ruthlessly,” she advised him, her voice erotically mellow. She started, stopped, jerked and shivered each time his probing went a little deeper.


  “I want you here,” he informed her.


  “I guessed as much,” she replied. Without having to be asked, she turned over in his arms, so they lay on their sides and she pushed her ass into Will’s groin. Opening her thighs enough so he could have an easy target of the rear entry, he slipped into the tenuous place as she felt her body go rigid for an instant and then begin to relax. “Ah, ah yes,” she hissed softly into the pillow. She held her hands together as though they were bound with ropes. And while her husband moved slowly in and out of her ass, she felt pieces of herself falling away. Thoughts disappeared and her mind went blank. The physical jolt of the penetration engaged her body in places often lost to sensation.


  It was Will’s climax to have, she was his to take. And with every second of the gentle anal assault she gave him more until the climax, when she was wholly consumed by him the way his body wrapped around hers, smothering her softly in the covers.


  Snuggled into her natural state of surrender again, Alex slept peacefully that night, except for the nagging memory in the back of her mind that she’d be entering Reggie’s house the next day. The idea might have chilled her bones, except that Will was lying so close to her side that she was still swimming in their peaceful union.




  Chapter Nine


  


  Jocelyn sat in the tiny room of the German hotel on orders from Ian not to go anywhere.


  “Don’t you budge an inch, darling. As soon as I’m back from my appointment there’s this beer hall we really should experience.”


  As lazy a day as it was, heat climbing in through the windows along with the smells of the city, Jocelyn hardly wanted to move. The bed cozied in around her limbs, providing the comfort of a nurturing cocoon. At least for the moment she’d follow his orders, forgetting about Ian’s overbearing attitude, that might have made her rest uneasy if she’d considered his paranoia over her safety. At least he said it was a safety matter – ‘a woman alone didn’t belong traipsing the streets of a foreign city,’ he’d said. In her gut she knew it was more than that motivating his demand.


  Ian had been gone an hour and she was dozing when she heard a gentle rapping on the door. Hastily grabbing for her robe, she answered the knock seeing a petite German woman before her wearing nothing but a short silk robe, draping dangerously low in front. Jocelyn’s eyes were immediately drawn to her chest where she could see the soft sides of the woman’s breasts looking like translucent gelatin jiggling daintily against the rustling silk. A whiff of the woman’s ripe perfume greeted her, the sensation moving rapidly downward in her body.


  “May I come in?”


  The visit was a surprise but the woman not unwelcome. Jocelyn recognized her as the hotel manager. She’s already guessed that this was not a normal hotel. Ian refused to let her call it a brothel even with the numbers of scantily clad ladies that could be found at all hours in the hotel corridors.


  “It’s a perfectly respectable inn,” Ian insisted. “I’ve know the dear woman that owns the place for years.”


  The young woman before her was that owner’s daughter.


  “Ian said you’d be alone and might want some company,” she said.


  “How thoughtful,” Jocelyn replied opening the door wide.


  “Dagne,” she introduced herself, “I know you’re Jocelyn.” Briefly as she said her name, she reached out to touch Jocelyn’s red hair, admiringly. Her own was black as coal, cut short and sticking up around her head in a disorderedly array that was quite charming in an artsy way. There was thick black mascara on her eyes. Her lips were painted peach. And though her facial features were small if you bothered to really look at them, she seemed all eyes and mouth, all wide-eyed wonder and smiles.


  When she stepped into the room, Jocelyn noted a wine bottle and two glasses in one hand.


  “Isn’t it a little early?” Jocelyn asked, thinking that her stomach was a little sour yet from all the wine the night before.


  “It’s nearly noon,” she said. “Besides it cures everything from broken hearts and loneliness to a hangover.”


  There was no telling the woman ‘no’, so Jocelyn accepted the glass she poured and then wondered how she could properly entertain her guest. With the room so small, there was no place to sit but her bed. Both ended up on the messy covers, Jocelyn with her legs crossed like an Indian, Dagne leaning in against Jocelyn’s pillows. Feeling the rays of sun beat in through the open window the heat was torrid.


  “You know it’s going to be stifling in here if you don’t close this,” Dagne said, handing her wine glass to Jocelyn and turning around to draw the drapes.


  “I was enjoying the morning.”


  “But with less intensity, perhaps,” Dagne concluded. “Have you been to Germany before?”


  “Many times,” she said.


  “And with Ian?”


  “Twice now. This visit, then a long time ago.”


  “You speak the language?”


  “Hardly a word,” she replied. She sensed the woman’s frame of mind, that she was figuring this a relevant way to spend idle hours. Curled up and cozy on Jocelyn’s bed, she showed her thin thighs, their supple flesh and without modesty how her pussy was clothed in a bush of black curls.


  Dagne’s breath was sweet and her hands warm. When she reached out to open Jocelyn’s robe the act seemed so natural that Jocelyn didn’t stop her. Fast forwarding in her mind to the possibilities before her, she could imagine making love to this impish fraulein without much effort. With Ian becoming increasingly more rough with her, the thought of pillow soft skin and silken hair and the scent of a pussy at her face made her burn quietly inside herself.


  “Have you ever had a man leave marks on your breasts?” Dagne asked her as she ran her fingers over Jocelyn’s white skin. With a little perspiration having gathered under the full round of flesh, she drew her finger back and tasted the salty residue.


  “My husband has,” Jocelyn replied to her.


  “You have a husband and a lover? How naughty.” She giggled. “And your husband dominates you?”


  “Sometimes.”


  “And he’s ruthless with a cane?”


  “Sometimes that, too.” Dagne’s questions made her remember what she was missing from Reggie, both in darkness and in tenderness.


  “I’d give anything to have one man solely focused on my sexual satisfaction,” she sighed softly looking a little weary. “But to have two…”


  “Though perhaps I don’t have a husband anymore,” Jocelyn pondered the possibility aloud.


  “That must be why you’re so sad,” Dagne observed. She leaned into Jocelyn’s chest and raising one breast with her hand, kissed it lightly, repeatedly, until Jocelyn’s pink nipple stiffened into a tiny ball.


  “I look sad to you?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Perhaps melancholy.”


  Sitting again, Dagne opened her robe letting Jocelyn take in the sight of the her breasts. Though hers were not as robust as Jocelyn’s they were full and round with large dark aureoles and small brown nipples. What was most stunning were the plainly visible stripes cut into the skin by some thin implement laid on with force. A half dozen criss-crossed the side of one breast, at least four appeared near the top of the other.


  “You can touch them,” she said.


  Jocelyn’s hand quivered doing what her desire beckoned. She ran her nails along the chastened flesh, thinking of how Dagne must have trembled waiting for her lover to strike with that biting implement.


  “Who did this to you?” she asked.


  “A man with a heavy hand for sexual domination,” she replied.


  “Your lover?”


  “No. The man I love never leaves marks. But sometimes I need them.”


  “I’d like to strike blows like that myself.”


  “Or have yours marked, perhaps?” Dagne guessed.


  “Yes.”


  “And your ass?”


  “My husband’s fond of brutalizing my behind,” Jocelyn confessed.


  “And that’s why you left him?”


  “No.” She was feeling sad, thinking of the way Reggie often loved her with such a malevolent fervor she’d have her own marks to bear for days.


  “Ian would do this for you,” Dagne said.


  “I know,” Jocelyn replied, knowing that they’d just not gotten around to everything. So far on this trip they were too busy hopping from place to place to take the time for the sexual depravities of canes on flesh. Though this new hostel might change all that.


  Jocelyn pulled Dagne’s robe away and tugged it off her shoulders so her torso was naked, awaiting the touch of her hands. The two lay back on the bed, breast to breast. Their mouths met, opening wide with tongues tasting traces of femininity along their lips and down their chins. Taking turns skimming the fine surfaces of pampered skin they became acquainted with the breathy pleasured exclamations each time their lust spasmed deep. When they tossed their robes aside, their limbs wound together into a puzzle, and the tufts of hair between their legs, one red, one black, got entangled in the other. Rubbing crotches in their locked embrace made their pussies hot. Throbbing on the inside, Jocelyn felt for Dagne’s wet center and pressed two fingers inside. The dark-haired woman winced. “Bring me off,” she cried softly out of her delighted stupor. Jocelyn felt the squeezing of her active muscles pumping her as a cock might. Dagne’s cunt opened wide to have more fingers driving into her. With it so wet, Jocelyn slipped more of her hand inside the pungent body cavity, surprised to find that the slight young woman could take all of her hand, the entire fist inside that space.


  “Ooo Yes, fuck me,” she screamed an adamant throaty command.


  Jocelyn drove her hand until she reached the very end of the woman’s hot cunt. Arching her back, Dagne grabbed her clit with her fingers and rocked on the invading hand until she achieved her peak. There was an instant of pause when neither woman moved, a tangible shudder when Dagne convulsed, and then the woman’s aftermath. A tiny scream and a gentle rocking with Jocelyn still inside her. At last she set her hips back down on the bed and whimpered to the end as the redhead withdrew from her.


  


  Dagne came out of her erotic daze refreshed, so much so, she surprised Jocelyn making the redhead turn over so she could maul her ass.


  “A fresh fuck always inspires me,” she mewed softly in Jocelyn’s ear. She raised the redhead’s hips from the bed, and parted her cleft to have a peek at the puckering back door. “I hear you like it here,” she said, with one finger slipped inside the tight space. Leaning in to the moist warmth of Jocelyn’s cleft, she toyed with the cunt and the ass hole so expertly that Jocelyn opened her thighs wider to accommodate the eager woman. While several fingers probed her pussy, Dagne’s tongue began to rim the nether hole, then press its way inside.


  The shock was instantaneous to her system. Her desire immediately soared and she threw off any inhibitions, knowing that she wanted to have the sexy Dagne servicing her asshole like the slut she was. Her thoughts were crude and nasty, her body all about getting off. “Fuck me there,” she demanded, and the obliging Dagne moved on her with both fingers and tongue. Soon, what had been gentle became more brisk and daring, two fingers led to four with the woman beating her asshole with her hand. But the black-haired siren wasn’t content to see Jocelyn enjoy a hasty finish. With a decent degree of sadist in her, she withdrew her fucking digits and spanked Jocelyn’s ass hole and the buttery mounds beside it.


  The redhead moaned, agonized by the savageness of the assault, and weeping for more. Dagne gave her more with her fingers jabbing inside her, bringing fresh tears to Jocelyn’s eyes and a climax to her quivering crotch. For a long moment afterwards the sated Jocelyn rested oblivious to the change going on around her.


  “So, did you have her like I asked you to?”


  Ian.


  He was in the room chattering away while Jocelyn was still trying to recall where she was, and who’d just given her such amazing pleasure. Both she had Dagne were still languishing in the sensuous ending, and found the man a unwanted invasion of their privacy. Jocelyn smiled up at him.


  “Did she see the marks I left on you, Dagne?” he asked.


  “She likes them,” Dagne responded.


  “That’s good.” He smiled.


  “So, is that what this is about?” Jocelyn chimed in. “You didn’t have the balls to ask me about these things yourself. Frankly, I thought you knew.”


  “These are delicate matters. But then it gave me a good reason to give my German mistress a few punishing shots.”


  “You marked her so I’d notice?”


  “And you enjoyed them,” he said triumphantly.


  “You’re a bloody demon!” she charged.


  “And you’re a scandalous brat,” he came right back. “Get on with you, will you, Dagne. My lover here and I have things to discuss.”


  “So you just use me!” Dagne spat, irritated. She pulled away from Jocelyn. “If I find her here again alone I’ll use my whole hand in her ass. You know she had hers in my pussy?”


  “Did you now?” Ian looked at his green-eyed lover with a noticeable degree of admiration. “Are you as dominant as you are submissive?”


  “My female lover at home says so.”


  “Huh?” He was confounded.


  “You’ve got a full plate with this one, Ian,” Dagne interjected as she moved toward the door to leave. “Wouldn’t want to lose her.” As Dagne sauntered away, Jocelyn could see more clearly the marks that Ian had laid on her back and bottom. A moment later, she’d disappeared from view.


  


  Turning her attention back to Ian, Jocelyn took in the odd manic spirit that appeared in his eyes, feeling simultaneously thrilled and frightened by the jolt it gave her.


  “I bet your ass hurts,” he said pulling her over in his lap and inspecting the mild damages to her anal cleft.


  “It does,” she confirmed. Falling from his knees, she grabbed for her robe, not ready for more sex.


  “That’s good. Make it even better when I use you tonight.”


  “You think you’ll use me?” She was turning icy on the inside, not icy as in frigid, but icy as in aloof and distant. Cold as in disdainful. She wondered why, knowing immediately that she hated being manipulated, except of course when it was Reggie. She’d always accepted his underhanded exploits with her as breathless wonders. Despite the fact that she’d enjoyed sex with Dagne, this incident was nothing like those amazing times.


  “I’m beginning to think that’s what you want, to be used,” Ian offered. His grin was perverse and his eyes oddly remote as if he was in another world. Then he piped up happy as you please, grabbed Jocelyn to kiss her thoroughly about the mouth, and suggest they find some place to eat and spend the day by a lake.


  ***


  Jocelyn told Ian that she was too exhausted to meander through beer halls and clubs that night. The lake had been draining on her mind and body, seeming to suck her dry of life, all that wind and glaring sun. Ian let her fall sleep at eight o’clock when she simply couldn’t stay awake any longer, but he woke her just before midnight. She’d been on her back in a peaceful repose, and it took some time for her mind to adjust to the fact that he was looming over her, holding her hands above her head with the grasp of a high wire artist keeping them in place. There was not enough light in the room to see his whole face. But peering at her eerily from the shadows, the molten gleam in his eyes produced a dangerous feeling below.


  “Tell me, Jocelyn, what drives you?” he whispered. “You like it rough, don’t you?”


  “You know I do,” she answered.


  “Your breasts marked, your ass beaten?”


  “Sometimes.”


  With one hand he held her chin in a vise-like grip. It was impossible not to stare into his menacing eyes.


  “Sometimes?” he repeated with an edge of anger. “You like it dark, criminal, pricking the edge of sanity.”


  “Ian, no!” She was pushing back but could hardly move.


  “You’ve held out on me, little whore. You have a husband who’s notorious for walking at the dark edges of sexuality. A husband with the bucks and the will to conquer women, and you don’t tell me.”


  “How would you know that?”


  “It doesn’t matter how I know. But I do.”


  She didn’t like his tone or the feel of his grip or the unsettling feeling in her belly. “What’s this all about?”


  “You’re holding out on me, Jocelyn. I hate that. You give me everything or you give me nothing.”


  His dick was pulsing. She could feel the rising instrument on her inner thigh throbbing. The pulse was climbing into her clit and she moved on him involuntarily despite the terror traipsing through her.


  Feeling her physical response, he smiled wickedly. “You want it rough.” Her body replied without her having to say a word. “I will whip you, I vow that.”


  She was certain of that fact seeing what foul passion spoke for him. She couldn’t stop the physical reaction which added to his argument. Even if she denied his assertions, he’d know otherwise. Her sex had become wetter, her heart beat fast and the look in her green eyes spoke to him in a seductive language more telling that anything she could say in words.


  “Why this now, Ian?”


  “Because I don’t want a false lover. If he had all of you, you’ll give all of yourself to me.”


  “I’ve given you everything that I can,” she swore.


  “You lie!” His lip curled, and he slapped her face. He laughed feeling her sexual energy spike again. “You even loved getting slapped.”


  “You want to rape me now?” she asked.


  “No. It wouldn’t be rape. But you should be careful of blind alleys and seamy clubs and going out after dark.”


  “I only go out with you,” she reminded him.


  “That’s exactly what I mean.”


  Somewhere in the midst of her terror, his penis slipped inside her cunt, and while holding himself above her he thrust to the sensitive end of her channel. Riding her like a horse in the tempo of a canter, he split her interiors with a cock that grew fuller with each painful prod.


  The position was so intense that she was weeping before he was finished. Though she flung her legs wide apart to make the assault easier, he only took that as a sign to be more cruel. For a while he let go of her hands and fell into her chest, his mouth biting her breasts and leaving purple hickeys in the midst of her pale white flesh. She thrashed beneath him feeling a strong need to ride back hard in order to find any pleasure for herself. But before she could grasp that perfect feel of clit and spasming vagina that might bring on her orgasm, Ian lift himself from her body again, took her hands in his, and pummeled her mercilessly, while staring cruelly at her hungry body writhing beneath him.


  “Rub yourself, I want to see you cum,” he bit off tersely when he finally backed away.


  “I’m not sure I can,” she replied.


  “Just fuckin’ do it, Jocelyn!” he barked, his eyes now almost venomous.


  Obeying his order, she played with herself. For a while she closed her eyes and tried to think of men other than Ian. Yet despite her attempts, she was hooked on his mastery over her. Her mind conjured scenes of whipping and humiliation. And as she opened her eyes and gazed into his, she found herself staring into the vast and empty landscape of his quixotic face. He was like a madman, but by then she was too far gone to be afraid.


  ***


  It was days later before she could talk to Ian about that night.


  “You scared me,” she told him when she finally had the courage.


  “What’s the problem with that,” he quipped.


  “I’m not sure I feel safe with you.”


  He smiled broadly, his impish charm on the surface of this conversation—that the one part of him she seemed to trust the most. After all, it had lured her with him on this reckless excursion.


  “You don’t trust me?” he acted hurt.


  “You hurt me that night.”


  “And didn’t you have your pleasure?”


  “Yes, but…?”


  “Shush!” he ordered. “I am in love with you, my darling. Remember that. Lovers don’t hurt each other, they love. And you were loving me delightfully.”


  “Then what you said that night was just…”


  “Fantasy, perhaps?”


  “Was it?”


  “Perhaps it was,” he said. “I hardly recall it now.” There was a pained luster in his eyes for one brief instant, as if another person was trying to make an appearance in Ian’s body. Jocelyn wondered if he was possessed.




  Chapter Ten


  


  Alex,” Reggie peered into the living room at two a.m. surprised to see the blonde lounging on the sofa reading a book. “Isn’t it a little late to be up?”


  “I couldn’t sleep.”


  “Bed lumpy?”


  “No. But I think my psyche is.”


  Altering his plans to retire upstairs, Reggie moseyed into the room and sat down on a footstool beside her. His hand reached toward her hair, pushing a lock aside so he could see her half-hidden face. He always had a condescending manner toward her which she disdained when they were being just friends, but which turned her on when she was feeling submissive. Having stayed with him a week while Will was in New York, her penance/imprisonment in his house had gone by with the two so busy they didn’t see much of each other. Their relationship seemed delightfully platonic, although there was that edge that under the surface agitation between them that would likely mark their association forever.


  The night he brought ‘the woman’ home had been the only major annoyance of her stay. The two had slipped inside the house, the tittering female giggling like a pre-adolescent school girl. Alex disappeared into the kitchen having no intention of meeting the woman replacing Jocelyn in Reggie’s bed. And when he was getting a bottle of wine to take to upstairs, Alex gave him the cold shoulder. She received an equally haughty return from him, along with a warning scowl suggesting she better not start anything.


  Now, days later, remembering how that night ended, she was edgy having Reggie so close inside her space.


  “Conscience bothering you?” he asked as he remained seated beside her in the living room. He seemed content to stay there spoiling the quiet of her night.


  “Why would it?” she replied.


  “Because you were out all day.”


  “And so you readily assume that I’m off screwing someone?” She found herself blurting out.


  “Were you?” he asked.


  “No, I wasn’t out get screwed!”


  “My, you are testy,” he retorted, a little surprised by the vehemence in her tone. “You’re not still upset about Gwen?”


  “Of course I am, since you asked. And I’m upset about a thousand other things but I wouldn’t dare tell you about them.”


  “You think I’ll have your ass again?” he asked as though he was really interested in abusing it one more time.


  “I wouldn’t doubt that you’ve been spying on me the way you did Jocelyn just so you could lay out my infidelities before my eyes.”


  His eyes glazed over like glass before a burning fire. “I told you, Alex, don’t even tiptoe into the subject of Jocelyn with me. I’ve explained myself enough. So are there infidelities I don’t know about?


  “I didn’t say there were.”


  “But it’s what you implied,” he snickered. “Your problem, darling, is your unbridled honesty. If you’ve erred again, you will confess eventually. I never have to worry with you, it eats you alive. You are as predictable as the day is long, as the sun rises and sets.”


  “You really think I’ve done something to confess?” she said.


  “Yes, I do,” he replied. He tousled her hair with the palm of his hand like she was a small lovable brat. She wanted to throw her book at him, but she held off and watched him rise from the footstool to stare down at her with cool eyes. Did he know anything, or was he just guessing. She hated not knowing.


  The night he brought the blonde bitch home, she listened only for a half hour to the muted but distinct sounds of the two in the bedroom. Earplugs might have worked, sleeping in the living room certainly. Even taking another room down the hall would have kept her from the sounds of lovemaking in the room across the hall. But even taking those measures, she would have heard it still, if not with her ears, then with her heart. For two reasons she was annoyed. First was her own undisputed attraction for Reggie himself, and the fact that she’d been denied sexual activity for a week with her husband gone. She was just plain horny. Second was the obvious fact that Reg was getting over Jocelyn’s leaving, pouring himself into another woman as though his wife didn’t matter to him anymore.


  After a half hour of mental torture that night, she’d finally left the house, stealing silently out the kitchen door and getting into her car. The soft purr of the engine would not likely be heard on the other side of the house. Surely his windows would be closed with the air conditioning on. With headlights off she moved away from the house, then hitting the highway, she took off toward an all night bar. She drank two potent gin and tonics then decided she’d better stop before she was unable to drive home.


  There was a kid there, reminded her of Kyle the painter, except he was a less forward young man with a slighter build and a more polished look. He had curly brown hair that fell in his face, delicate features, droopy bedroom eyes and a shy grin. He did play a mean game of pool. They must have racked the balls a half-dozen times before she got bored. When they sat down for another drink about three a.m.. She was exhausted thinking she could finally sneak back into the house and not have to worry about Reggie and the usurping Jezebel being awake to hear her. There hadn’t been a thought in her mind that she’d do anything with the kid, but when he began to rub her thigh, her sex awakened with a shock.


  “I’ve got a van in the parking lot,” he suggested.


  “A van? You mean the kind with a mattress in the back?”


  He smiled. “Not that I want to push, but we’ve had a pretty decent night, and I think you’re horny.”


  “What makes you say that?”


  “Vibes you give off. You’re pissed too.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah. I may be young but I know this kind of stuff.”


  “Just comes to you naturally?” Alex asked, as amused as she was perplexed that he could read her so easily.


  “You could say that.”


  “What’s your name?” she asked him.


  “Steve, Steve Champion.”


  “I’m Alex.” They shook hands as if they’d just met, both embarrassed spending two hours together in nameless anonymity.


  “Well, Steve Champion, since you’re so perceptive about my horniness and my anger, you think my fucking you would soothe what pains me?”


  “I think it’s a good place to start.”


  “All right. You say the back of your van?”


  “Can you think of any place better?”


  Of course she could think of a better place, like right across the hall from Reg. For one delicious instant she wondered what would happen if she exchanged grunts, groans and giggles with the couple across the hall. A regular symphony of infidelity. She even imagined Reggie’s outraged expression and the feel of a crop that would land on her behind before the night was over. But then, it was just a pipe-dream reverie. Why not in the back of the van? Having gone from stone, cold sober to slightly off kilter—her drink beginning to take effect—she forgot about why she was on this vacation away from home in the first place. And she walked out the door on the arm of Steve, the pool shark, Champion.


  It was surprisingly clean in the back of the van. Alex sat on the bare stripped mattress and accepted a couple of hits from his hand rolled joint. Pulling her sweater over her head, her bare breasts bounced against her chest while the young man eyed them like he’d just opened the latest Penthouse centerfold. She pinched her nipples for him, so when she was finished they stood out like two mountain peaks from the center of her white skin—all pinkish purple. Raising one breast in her hand she bent her head to taste with her tongue the remains of body cream, perfume and sweat. It might have been a slow seduction but Steve was anxious. Pushing her back, he buried his head between the gentle hillocks of her bosom, letting nose and teeth and tongue devour the feminine essence. Like a teenager just beyond the first stages of puberty, he eagerly pushed down her pants in one of those first bursts of awkward lust. If he was trying to prove his sexual prowess, he didn’t have to go further than the cock he pulled from his jeans. It was a really fine prick with a gentle curve to its erect form. Alex parted her legs and offered up her wet home without hesitation. He screwed her hard, pounding her as if it were the first and the last fuck he’d ever have. Groveling at her body, he ran nails and mouth and hands ungracefully over her flesh. Where he was callow and bungling, he made up for in innocent passion. Alex stroked his head and kissed his neck, and blew softly in his ear to gentle his fury, and the boy of twenty answered, letting his innocence and excitement give way to fluid sexual heat and languid sighs. He came at the same time, and they both sighed heavily afterwards. Then as he waking up, she led his hand to her clit, directing him to toy with it carefully until her climax crashed through her hungry body.


  


  Alex loved herself afterwards for having been bold enough to have the kid in the van, but she hated the guilt that swept in as she drove her car up Reggie’s back drive. With her heart pounding in her throat, she made the back steps and into her room without a light going on. Slipping into bed she thought she’d made the entire trip without having been discovered.


  However, with Reggie probing now, even if it was a gentle probing, she was afraid that she had not been as discreet as she hoped.


  ***


  There was a swift knock on her bedroom door the next morning. A quick glance at the clock, she saw that it was not yet eight o’clock. Saturday morning, after not having slept well the night before, it seemed normal enough to sleep in. But Reggie obviously had other ideas. “Get up, Alex, we’re going riding,” he announced opening her door without having any answer from her.


  “Well, just barge right in,” she said, annoyed and groggy.


  “I have,” he said. “Get your clothes on.”


  “Is there some reason you’re commandeering me like this?” she asked.


  “Yes, I want company on my ride. It’s a beautiful day. And you’re not going to stay in here and be lazy. You do have your riding clothes?”


  “I like being lazy. And yes, my riding clothes are in the closet.”


  “Then get them. I’ll wait.” He stared down at her, fully expecting her to jump from the bed and dress for him. Seeing that he would not be discouraged, she sighed heavily and tried opening her eyes wide. There was no use being modest with the man. Despite the fact that she was naked, he wasn’t budging, so she pulled herself from the bed and dug around in the closet for the jodhpurs and baggy gray sweatshirt she wore when she rode. Finding the items she started to dress.


  “Quit looking at me like that,” she finally spit out, annoyed.


  “Like what?”


  “Like you want to cane my ass before we start.”


  “I can’t help that, love. It’s so natural with you,” he retorted.


  “My ass is mine for the day if you don’t mind.”


  “We’ll see about that,” he grinned coolly.


  “Stop doing that!” she snapped.


  “Doing what?”


  “Acting like I’m guilty of something.”


  “Then why are you reacting?”


  “Oh, I do hate you!” she snarled, as she stormed toward the bathroom and slammed the door to have some peace while she finished getting ready.


  


  The ride through the woods and meadows of Reggie’s property was exceptional. The sun tenderly caressed her shoulders and the early morning air was still crisp enough to course her system giving it an invigorating shock. However, the spirit of the day had a mind-numbing effect, and Alex got careless with her jumping. Taking an unusually high fence, the mare balked, and Alex took a tumble and fell to the ground. Reggie was off his horse in an instant, squatting at her side looking rightfully concerned. She was embarrassed.


  “You okay?”


  She shook out her arms and wiggled her hips. “Yes. I’ll survive,” she replied still shocked by the sudden fall.


  “You’re sure?” he asked, as he helped her to her feet and watched her test her hesitant body.


  “Yes, I’m just a little shaky.”


  “No more jumping,” he warned her.


  “She was doing so beautifully.”


  “I’ve never known you to take such chances. Jocelyn yes. But you’re usually more conservative.”


  “It’s the day,” she advised him as he helped her to the saddle.


  “That and far more spunk that you need,” he said. “But, no more. Will would have my hide if you end up with a broken leg.”


  “That I’d like to see.”


  Reggie’s eyes narrowed sternly. “Just take it easy,” he advised.


  That wasn’t hard to do, since she was still trembling, her stomach doing flip-flops. They rode just a few miles more, and then turned for the stables, taking the last mile at a quick but easy clip along a well-traveled lane.


  


  Once off her mount, Alex led the mare to her stall and began to remove the bridle and saddle. She was such a sweet animal. She still couldn’t believe that she’d misjudged the fence and fallen. Nuzzling the mare, her gentle coo and careful stroking seemed only appropriate since she considered it her fault for taking the horse to a jump she was unaccustomed to. She remained lost in the affectionate moment until she heard footsteps behind her. Jerking around, she saw Reggie standing there, and cringed noting the riding crop in his hand.


  “You planning to use that?” she asked him directly.


  “Only if it’s necessary.”


  “I thought we covered that territory,” she said, not sure if Reggie was serious or just teasing.


  “And I haven’t yet had a flat denial from you, Alexandra,” he reminded her.


  “What do you think I have to confess?” she replied.


  “Why don’t you tell me,” he stated flatly.


  “If there’s nothing?”


  “Is there nothing?”


  Reggie’s pursuit of the matter made her suspicious. Did he know about her night out? The possibility was looming formidably and she was getting more nervous fending off the inescapable reply.


  Reggie tapped the crop against his leg and she stared at it. Did he read her thoughts? Could he feel the agitation in her belly? Could he sense the arousal in her sex and know that she was feeling slightly dizzy?


  “You know, I think that fall is catching up with me,” she said.


  “Convenient time,” he suggested.


  “What if you let me take a breather?” she appealed to him like a withering flower of a woman.


  “Alexandra,” he barked at her harshly. “Answer me honestly and you can go.”


  She thought about the possibilities and the consequences, knowing that the way he leaned on her he must have a clue about that night. If he did know and she denied it, any punishment he chose would be more severe. Her palms were sweating. Her dizziness turning to nausea. She was about to blush, a dead giveaway.


  “Your hesitation speaks loudly,” he finally prompted her.


  “Does it? Or is there something else motivating this third degree?”


  “Why don’t you just tell me and we can get it over with.”


  “You mean about the night I sneaked out of the house?” she finally confessed that much.


  He raised his eyebrows. “Tell me.”


  “I needed a breather, Reg, with you and that trollop of yours going at it like minks. I don’t think I’ve known you to be so obvious with the women you’re fucking.”


  “And that gave you permission to leave this house? Against my wishes? Against Will’s orders?”


  “You think you have me imprisoned here?”


  “I think you’re a wayward wife that needs to be bridled for her own best interests. So tell me, what did you do?”


  Alex fumed a bit, afraid mostly. Afraid because Reggie’s genius with her extended to her ability to lie—which she’d always found impossible to do with the man. After a few minutes of painful wavering she finally gave in. “Oh, hell,” she retorted. “It didn’t start out that way. But he was this cute, young stud, and we were playing pool at that tavern on the highway. I didn’t even think we’d end up in bed. In fact we didn’t really go to bed at all. The back of his van was perfect for what he wanted.”


  Hearing the complete confession Reggie eyes turned from mildly severe to piercing hot. “You mean to tell me that you not only walked out of the house, you fucked some stranger in the back of a van?” The harsh judgment was more than she expected. She trembled afraid.


  “Why should you be so surprised? That’s what you expected, wasn’t it?”


  “I hoped I was wrong,” he spit venom. “You’ve become quite the whore. Talk about trollops and tramps.”


  “You think I’m a tramp?”


  “Was it even a week ago?”


  “A week…?” She stared at him blankly.


  “That Will punished you?”


  “I guess it wasn’t much more than that,” she admitted.


  “You came here just to avoid another misstep. And you couldn’t stay out of another man’s pants for a week.”


  As he upbraided her, his expression became more chilling, something she always thought was impossible; but the hot and cold of his emotions mingled freely and poured out onto her in a tortuous bath.


  “You’re so careless with your marriage, it’s a wonder that Will still loves you,” he retorted.


  “You still love Jocelyn,” she reminded him.


  For a moment Alex thought that he was going to slap her face. The glare in his eye was the dangerous one she should have been avoiding. “You know I thought this was going to be a very easy respite for you staying here, keeping your nose away from temptation, your body behaving, your mind in control. I guess I should have locked you up and tossed the key in the lake.”


  “Reggie please, you make it sound so disastrous.”


  “I warned you once to watch your marriage. But obviously it didn’t have much effect. Either that, or you seriously need to be punished and this is your way to get it.”


  “I promise you it’s not that.”


  “Nonetheless, we’ll take care of that matter right now.”


  “Maybe you should wait for Will. He is coming home soon.”


  “I’m sure he’ll take care of things himself when he returns, but his wishes were quite clear when he left. “Make her toe the line or make her ass pay.”


  Alex remembered the words when they were first spoken, even though they were in the form of a joke. Apparently Reggie had a different recollection of that quick conversation. Alex stared again at the crop.


  “Bare your ass, spread your legs and bend over that bar,” he said pointing to a thigh high sawhorse that was covered with an old horse blanket.


  “Here, right here?”


  Reggie viewed her with a haughty resolve and didn’t budge an inch in his physical stance or his purpose.


  “You know this crop’s going to sting, but if that’s not enough for you, there’s a horse whip in the office I can use. I warn you, it’ll be a whole lot more damaging.”


  “No. That’s all right,” she replied, immediately raising her sweatshirt so that she could undo the clasp at her pants. Peeling the jodhpurs from her hips, she turned around and exposed her hind end to Reggie’s gaze. Though she was terrified, the thrill of submitting to a punishment from him shot little darts of desire through her mid-section. To know that her body adored the act was always embarrassing. To know that she was even juicier between her thighs because he was staring at her with his threatening eyes was further torment.


  There was little likelihood that Reggie would be anything but harsh. The blows severe. The sting outrageous. He would lay it on as ruthlessly as he ever had because he was so furious with her. And because she was stupid enough to get herself into this mess again, she’d live through it—only to endure it all over again once her husband was informed of her latest trespass.


  The unfortunate fact, Reggie was right. She’d turned into a loose, conscienceless woman. But why? Why had it become so easy to break her vows to Will?


  “Perhaps if you rested your hands on that bale of straw,” he suggested, nodding toward the other side of the sawhorse.


  Like every other time in her life, Alexandra faced the punishment with two attitudes: the one that would have dashed from the stable and raced far and long to get away from the crop’s mean cut; and the other attitude of mind that defined her as a bonafide submissive with a desperate yearning to feel that righteous wrath get under her skin.


  Knowing that there was no chance of getting out of the punishment, she followed orders. Spreading her legs she bent over the bar feeling a cool gust of air turn her skin to goosebumps. With a flood of emotion converging on her, she began to cry before the first strike of the crop hit her flesh.


  The crop was such an efficient implement, one Reggie wielded with expertise. The split end of the piece was tied in a knot so that it bit like an angry dog. His precise delivery laid mark after mark on her tender skin. He hardly cared whether the strike would hit her side or her thigh or the sensitive crack where her two globes parted. When he applied the broader, thicker shaft of the crop against her flesh, it left stripes like a cane. It didn’t take long for her bottom to be blotched and crimson—as if she’d been caught naked in a brier of thorns.


  In reply to the agonizing pain, Alexandra wailed penitent cries, and then: “Reg, please no more! I am sorry! No, no, no more, I can’t stand this!”


  Her cries had little effect. And when she twisted and turned in an attempt to get away from the worst of the sting, the pain got worse. The riding crop hit everywhere but her padded flesh. It was unforgiving discipline. Pain that knew no relief.


  And then there was one particularly vehement crack. She tried to bolt. Had every intention of flying from the stall and the stables and Reggie’s estate. But halting her flight was a strong hand gripping her arm. With those unexpected fingers taking charge, she jerked back to see Will staring down at her.


  “Good, god nooo!” she moaned, as if she’d seen a ghost.


  “Misbehaving again?” he asked.


  “Oh, please.” Another round of tears streamed from her eyes.


  “Thought I’d come home and surprise you,” he said. “Seems you surprised me.”


  She tried to stand but Will pushed her down.


  “By all means, let Reggie finish,” he said. “Later he can tell me why you deserve it.”


  “But Will …” she cried to him, appealing for mercy.


  His hand still held her so tightly there’d be bruises by morning.


  “Is this justified?” he asked.


  I took a long time to respond, and when she did, all the reply she could offer him was a whimpering, “Yes.”


  His glare spelled catastrophe. “Then perhaps, Alex darling, you should stay a few more days,” he remarked, and at last relinquished his grasp. “Punish her the way she obviously wants to be punished,” he said turning toward Reggie. “I’ll see you back at the house.”


  


  Like a storm cloud dropping lightning to the earth and then passing swiftly by, Will was there and gone. With him gone Alex and Reggie were alone again.


  Without pause, the strike of the riding crop resumed on her mottled behind. Reggie’s purpose seemed inspired by his friend’s appearance. The strikes came down harder, her screams became more agonized. But just shy of breaking the skin he stopped, and the fury of their battle was finally over. Hanging the riding crop on a nail nearby, Reggie turned away from her toward the corridor between the stalls, while Alex remained poised over the bar catching her breath.


  “Gus!” Reggie shouted for his foreman.


  Finally getting her bearings, Alex stood up straight and shivered with fright realizing that as mean a punishment as this had been, neither dominant—her husband or Reggie—was finished with her. And to have Gus called in, she had even more reason to dread the next few hours.


  When the hulking brute at last appeared in the doorway he looked directly at the half-naked Alexandra with a lust-filled expression as frightful as any she’d seen in a long time. Perhaps the last time she’d known such severity from a man was the last time she’d been with Gus. And yet, could his boorish attitude be any worse than what she’d already experienced from Reggie and Will?


  “Collar and tether her,” Reggie instructed him. There was a bite in his voice as cold as the bite of the riding crop had been hot on her skin. “Mrs. Kozak will be staying with us a few more days.”


  “Just like it used to be,” Gus remarked, one eye fixing her with an insidious spark of elation.


  Reggie paused. “Yes. Very much like it used to be,” he replied. “Bring her to the house once you have her harnessed. She’ll stay downstairs in the maid’s room. But you can escort her to my office first.”


  “Yes, sir,” Gus replied, as he watched the master of the estate exit the stable. “You wait here,” he addressed her. “And don’t move.” Gus disappeared returning a few minutes later with leather he’d use to bind her.


  


  Alex’s jodhpurs and sweatshirt were left in the stable. She exchanged the mundane garments for more exotic ones—ones Gus affixed on her himself. The style was simple, humbling, just a crude, brown, leather collar around her neck, three inches wide, and one inch straps that crossed her breasts and were fixed to a leather waist belt. Two others straps looped between her thighs on either side of her plump labia and were then drawn up tight inside the crack of her ass.


  She would have expected Gus to sneer and deride her, his sentiments coming from his naturally unrefined personality. He was hardly kind, but rather than reproach her more than she’d already been, he simply completed his assignment with efficient speed. Long before Alex was ready to face the two men in the house, she was being brusquely led from the stables up the lawn to Reggie’s private study. She shivered cold even though the summer heat was baking down on her. At one time a naked woman tiptoeing across the grass of Reggie’s estate was not an unusual sight. But now she felt as exposed as she would have been running naked down a busy thoroughfare. The humiliation of her current state was having the desired effect.


  ***


  “So you like the young ones?” Will asked her. His hand held her chin so firmly she thought he might squeeze the bones until they broke. The three were in Reggie’s study, Alexandra in the center of the room. She stood before one dominant, Reggie, who impassively appraised the scene from behind his desk; and was stalked by the other, her husband, as he poured out his anger.


  “I wasn’t thinking,” she said.


  “Except with this.” Will’s hand grabbed the two straps on her belly and tugged them hard against her exposed pussy.


  “Ouch!” she softly muttered.


  “Don’t protest, Alex. It’s pointless.”


  Will let go of the straps and waltzed around her again, ready to pass judgment.


  “What’s it going to take to win your fidelity?” he spouted with an acrimonious twist.


  “You home. Us together,” she told him.


  “Oh, Alex,” Reggie interjected immediately, exasperation reeking from his voice. The imperious dominant pulled himself from his desk and moved to her other side. “You’re telling me that is as far as your faithfulness extends? You have to have Will in bed every night to keep you constant? You need his ever watchful gaze or you won’t be able to help yourself when some young buck decides you’re ripe to screw? You say you love this man?”


  “I do. Really I do.” Tears were streaming from her eyes.


  “And you open legs for every prick that catches your fancy?”


  “I made a mistake.”


  “And do you really regret it?” Reggie mocked her. “Or did you take such pleasure from the sex that you’ll do it again any chance you get?”


  “No, I won’t,” she said, turning her face to Will’s.


  Reggie jerked her back with his hand giving her the same mean squashing treatment that Will’s had moments earlier. “Look at me, bitch.” He scrutinized her face, her eyes, her mind and her soul with just one look. “You’d better get a handle on your lust or you’ll lose the man that loves you most. If I were him, I wouldn’t trust you for a minute. Don’t tell him you need him home.” His eyes didn’t waver. “Humph! Perhaps you want to turn the tables on him, shackle him to the bed. Is that what this is? A power play?”


  “No,” she whimpered.


  “No, sir. You’ll call me sir as long as you’re here, slut. You haven’t earned my respect or that of your husband. You’re starting at the beginning with me.”


  “Why are you doing this…” she cried softly.


  “Because I asked him to,” Will chimed in. This time when she turned her head, Reggie didn’t pull her back, but in fact loosened his grip on her face. To replace the pain, Will’s hand grabbed her buttocks and crushed the soft punished mound in his hand.


  He seethed, but said nothing.


  “What are you going to do?” she asked.


  “That’s not yours to know,” Will replied. “Right now, you’ll do as Reggie orders you. We’re not going to let up on you for a second. When I want you back, if I want you back, I’ll let him know. We’ll see if you’re ready. Enjoy yourself.” He finished with a smirk, and she watched him walk out the door. She was tempted to break into a sob, but held that emotion back knowing that Reggie wouldn’t be moved, and if anything would be angered by such a display.


  


  Alone in the room with the man who’d awakened her sexual self, who’d punished her indiscretions, who’d played with her psyche and toyed with her body to glorious ends, she was chagrined to find him heaping true contempt on her. This was not some put-on, disdain manufactured for a sexual scene, but disappointment far beyond what she’d ever felt from him. Swept into this miserable state again was akin to the time several years before when she and Will broke up over a similar lapse in common sense and she was forced to submit to Reggie’s brand of retribution. But with the intervening years having turned her association with the Dom more respectful, this was a humiliating predicament.


  She had nothing reasonable to say in her defense. There were no words to turn this debacle around. All she could do was endure—and hope the outcome of the trial before her would bring her back to Will with the same love they’d shared when times were better.


  “Consider the harness a permanent fixture,” Reggie began. He sat back down behind his desk, as if turning the moment into an official interview. “You will not take it off. You’ll wear it to bed. It can go with you into the shower. And you’ll wear it under your clothes to work.”


  “I’m going to work?”


  “You do have a job, don’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then you won’t be irresponsible with that any more than you’ll be irresponsible with the rest of your life. When you’re in this house, it will be the only thing you’ll wear. You might be advised to stay out of drafts.”


  Ah, so cold. So like him. But that coldness was a strange comfort. Being in his hands, she trusted him to make things right in her life. He’d done it before. Perhaps that mysterious way of his would work again.


  “Now go,” he said, motioning her off.


  “Where?”


  “Where what?”


  “Where, sir?” she remembered his orders.


  “The maid’s room on the first floor.”


  “And your maid?”


  “She’s been using the apartment over the garage.”


  Alex started toward the door.


  “I will add, Alexandra, you should expect Gus to whip you every morning while you’re here, and put you to bed at night.”


  “Even tonight, sir?”


  “By the looks of your ass, it’s ready for more,” he replied. “Then too he’ll be tying you to the bed. That way you won’t be escaping in the middle of the night.”


  She said no more and scooted quickly out of the door to find her way to the maid’s room off the kitchen. Obviously the current household domestic had cleaned it out to furnish the garage apartment. Alex was left with the bed, the bureau, a stool and wash basin, and, in the adjoining bath, a commode to pee in.


  


  There were hours to kill before nightfall. Time to think and to try not thinking.


  With nothing to do, her mind combed through the past few days, her infidelity, the careless fuck, the tattered remains of a marriage that had bore so many stresses she wasn’t sure it would survive. To be alone with nothing to do but think was as much a torment as all the physical punishments she’d lived through. In an effort to forget it all, she lay down hoping she could sleep.


  However just as her mind slipped away, Gus walked in and startled her back to the real world.


  Instantly noting the school paddle he held in his hand, she almost cried knowing how her bottom still hurt.


  “Master says ten of these,” he said. “Then I’ll tie you to the bed for the night.”


  “Oh no, you can’t. Please.”


  Gus wasn’t a man to argue. He ignored her commend and went about his business quickly. Making her lean over the cold metal foot rail, he applied ten hard whacks of the wooden paddle to her tender ass. The first smack brought tears to her eyes. The last a burn she was sure could light the oil lamp sitting on the bureau.


  Gus followed the spanking with cuffs on her wrists that attached with chains to the head board. Her feet were likewise restrained at the ankles and affixed to the bottom rail. There was just enough slack in her bonds so that if she was careful and strained hard enough, she could pull herself off the bed and pee in a spittoon he left for her to use.


  “I’ll be in early,” was all he said as he left.




  Chapter Eleven


  


  Gwen was a woman of substance. Though high born, she wasn’t aloof and stuffy the way her breeding might have suggested. In fact, she might have been thought of as a bubble head, considering the rash of short curls on her head and the affectionate laughter and playful features of her sensuous face. She didn’t care about being “sharp as a tack,” She was a woman’s clothing buyer doing her job on gut instinct, while someone else did the book work. She wouldn’t likely be much more than that and that suited her just fine. She was a little rash and certainly cheerful, clearly a refreshing breeze in Reggie’s dismal circumstances. She wasn’t the kind of woman anyone would suspect he’d favor. But that pleased him. The fact that Alexandra had called her a trollop was wholly pleasing. He was certain his missing wife would think he’d gone daft.


  Gwen was also sexually submissive. That fact wasn’t addressed by either one until after they were already sleeping together. But Reggie knew eventually her true colors would emerge. In a move he’d never made before with a woman, he let this submissive choose her own coming out party. The waiting provided a self-indulgent diversion, an intrigue that made the affair all the more alluring to a sometimes, and most recently, jaded dominant.


  “You ready for dinner, Reg?” Gwen said, popping into his office unannounced.


  “Did my secretary let you in?” he asked her, his delivery a bit curt.


  “Of course, she didn’t. I sneaked in when she wasn’t looking.”


  “Little forward, isn’t it?”


  “I don’t think so, not after last night,” she said, smiling demurely.


  She was recalling the previous evening, hoping that he’d remember, too.


  


  They dined at a quiet café that served homemade style sandwiches and soup, then they strolled along the waterfront watching the slight waves on the lake and the occasional boat. In a park just off their path Reggie had coerced Gwen into the bushes and pressed her against a tree. He’d unbuttoned her blouse very slowly. Exposing her breasts to the night air, he watched as her nipples grew tight to themselves, while she eyed the impassive expression. Once those two little buds were like small rocks between his fingers, he squeezed them as if he could change the shape of granite to suit his desire.


  Other people walking by were too far away to see what the couple was doing in the middle of the park by that tree. It looked intimate, so a few would bow their heads and move on. In the back of Gwen’s mind, she hoped that someone would see. She liked a little exhibition. She liked getting caught. And when she raised her skirt to play with her clit, she was asking for both.


  Reggie looked on as she orgasmed while leaning against that tree. Moments after, she knelt at his feet in darker shadows to suck his cock. Her mouth swallowed him whole, while his hand grabbed her blonde locks of hair and pulled her face tight to his groin. All her spunk seemed to melt in that one commanding gesture, as if to say she wanted much more. When she was finished bringing him off, she licked away every bit of cum from his cock.


  


  Reggie actually smiled seeing the effervescent face appear a day later in his office. Unfortunately, he thought first of Jocelyn when he saw her smile. His exiled wife had been the one to use her smile and spunk to woo him away from a life that had become dour and oppressive.


  “So, you have something in mind?” he asked, wondering what was going on inside her pretty head.


  “Hum, I don’t know.”


  “But you are scheming,” he said, certain that there was.


  “Perhaps,” she smiled coyly.


  “Out with it, Gwen, I don’t like suspense.”


  He knew she shivered happily hearing him use the tone of command. The look in her pale hazel eyes was mischievous and naughty.


  “You tie women up and spank them, don’t you?” she opened with the unexpected question, and Reggie sat back in his chair admiring her unexpected candor. “I’ll bet you bind their breasts and fuck them in the ass, too?” Her eyes glittered with nervous excitement, and he could feel his cock respond. “You know, I bet you have a vintage collection of sex toys you use to torture submissives?”


  To her series of questions, his eyebrows merely lifted with interest, but he’d said nothing at that point.


  Then finally she got to the main point. “You are a sexual dominant, aren’t you?” He thought she was about to cum just saying the word dominant.


  After several weeks of dabbling in hot but very vanilla sex, he was a little surprised that she was so decidedly bold this day. But he hardly minded. This was exactly what he’d been waiting for, and he hadn’t had to coax her at all.


  “Are you guessing?” he said.


  “Kind of,” she licked her lip, cocked her head and she winked.


  “Yes…”


  “When you speak so aloof and formal, Reg, it runs cold chills up my spine.”


  “And that’s how you figured I’m dominant?”


  “When you held my hair last night I could sense that someday you’d hold it even tighter. I even wanted you to do that.”


  “And that was your clue?” He was pleasantly amused by the way she led the conversation.


  “You reek of darkness, Reggie. My heart starts to beat fast, I’m creaming my panties, my stomach acts as though there’s a circus clown jumping inside. I think I’ll cum without even touching myself. I don’t know how I know you’re dominant. I just do.”


  “And why now?” he wondered aloud.


  “Oh, Reg, because I can’t wait any longer. I want you to have me. It hurts not to tell you. So I did.” She looked a little lost. He wasn’t giving her much encouragement—the man was so damned even-tempered when he wanted to be. “Maybe, I spoke too soon,” she added feeling just a little embarrassed being so frank. “Perhaps I should have waited?”


  “You know, if you want me to dominate you, Gwen, you give up something,” Reggie finally replied.


  He could visibly see her gulp, look a little as if she wished she could take back the last ten minutes. Like every other submissive he’d known, she was tap dancing with her desire. And so sweetly. It reminded him of Alexandra on a good day, and Jocelyn when she finally allowed herself a little meekness. “Give up?” Gwen wondered what he meant.


  “Control, sweetheart.”


  “Oh, I can do that,” she said, jumping in enthusiastically. Her head nodded, her curls bobbed.


  She was way too eager, Reggie thought to himself. But not something that couldn’t be molded.


  “Then you’ll have your chance to try,” he said. “I’ll do your ass tonight, see just how submissive you are.”


  Gwen recoiled one instant, and then, as if she was trying to take back her fears, she sighed and offered him a tentative smile. She never smiled tentatively, but this was a good occasion.


  “I’ve never had it in my ass,” she said.


  This time Reggie smiled. “All the better,” he said, very happy with the idea of breaking her in. They didn’t say another word until they were in his house.


  


  Reggie and Gwen were in his study after dinner drinking brandy. The warm liquid slid down the young woman’s throat, almost burning as harshly as the sexual anxiety was burning in her groin. With two so horny all through dinner, their conversation seemed almost absurd. All Gwen could think of during the meal was having her ass reamed by Reggie’s more than ample erection. This was a dream she often visualized during sex. Being not just ass-fucked, but anally raped. Not damaged goods afterwards, but left feeling complete because her ass had been breached and her cunt was clawing to come. For a long time she’d dreamed of such things, and now to have the possibility turning into a reality—it was almost more than she could bear.


  “Get up and turn around,” he finally ordered. “I want to see your ass.” His voice drew on its darker aspect, making Gwen’s belly flutter and those butterflies there were wild.


  Shaking nervously like a naughty school girl, she stood up while Reggie remained in his winged-backed chair looking like the prince of darkness in perfect form. If he were to sprout eye-teeth and draw the blood from her neck she wouldn’t have been surprised. But no, he was still very human and very much in control.


  As she stood with her back to him, he reached out and drew down her panties, inserting a finger inside her cleft. He went straight for her virgin bumhole.


  “Eeeaw!” she let out a small squeal and lurched forward. She looked back at him a bit distraught.


  The grave expression he cast her way made her quickly resume her position with her skirt raised, panties down and legs slightly parted.


  This time his finger collected juice from further down below where she seemed to be spewing buckets of female juice. With enough on his finger to lubricate his way, the offending finger drove beyond the opening giving Gwen her second anal shock.


  Reggie thought she might faint the way she swayed. She was certainly a quick study in submissive arousal. Rising from his chair, he held her close to him while he continued the probing with his finger, and she groaned not so much from pain but from the newness of such play.


  Leading her to a broad footstool, he gently placed her on hands and knees. An affectionate hand tapped her inner thighs until she parted them wide. Turning away from her he picked up a leather paddle. Turning back, he began to spank her ass.


  “Oh, my good god, no!”


  The spanking shocked her, and she was soon a wiggling fright.


  “Better steady yourself…you want to be dominated, this is what it means.”


  He let loose with a brisk assault, then paused every few smacks to rub the plump rounds of Gwen’s ass and work her anus more. Her moans of pleasure grew crazed and almost frantic. By the time he’d spanked her three rounds worth, he could easily insert four fingers inside the tight chasm. Novice that she was, she was ready for his cock with no more foreplay. It had been a while since he’d enjoyed the pleasure of a woman’s ass. He entered her swiftly, and rode her naughty ass as if he’d been riding it for years.


  


  Gwen’s body responded immediately to the ferocity of Reggie’s anal assault. Fear always kept her from allowing a man to enter her ass even though several had tried. With Reggie, however, as much as she feared she’d balk, she was determined to submit, her first really submissive act with a man, and she would do nothing to dissuade him.


  He was tight inside her. So tight, half of her wanted to scream, the rest of her was too confused to know what she wanted. Sparks flew in her brain, her emotions were on overload. She felt used, diminished and humiliated, but was so aroused that she could feel her swollen clit pulsing and a deep longing inside her cunt. Just when she thought she couldn’t stand any more of the furious fucking, she felt him erupt. He pressed his groin tight against her ass and ejaculated. Every pore of her body tingled raw and alive, then without her really understanding what was happening, she was cumming, crying softly, her body spasming in ways she’d never experienced before.


  Moments after the commotion ended, Reggie turned her over on her back, and his dripping cock was at her lips where she licked away the last of his present to her. Not even the fact that he’d just been lodged in her behind took away from her desire to taste the substance of him as it was mingling with hers.




  Chapter Twelve


  


  Jocelyn was half-dead waking from a sound sleep to stare up at Ian’s face. His eyes looked like the devil’s sparking with evil plans. That disturbed her. His darkness made her psyche coil up inside itself in a childish fetal position. Such darkness had never disturbed her as it was disturbing her now. It had been several days since the night he woke her at midnight and interrogated her with questions about submission. Waking her again in the dead of night, she was afraid.


  “Get up,” he insisted. Then not waiting for her to respond, he reached down for her arm and dragged her from the heated sheets into the damp chill of the room.


  “What you are doing?”


  “Getting you dressed, we’re going out.”


  “Where are you taking me?” She was still too stunned to understand what was going on, and stood in the center of the room aghast, watching him rifle through her closet, tossing out clothes. When she failed to dress herself, he did it for her, drawing a lacy lycra dress over her head and down her torso. Usually she wore a black body stocking underneath so that her skin didn’t show.


  “You’ve got it all wrong,” she finally leapt out in protest.


  “In the daytime perhaps, but it’s night now.”


  “And you’re going to take me out like this!” She looked down at her jutting nipples and the pale red pubic hair poking through the fabric.


  “Don’t worry, you won’t have the dress on long,” he said.


  There was hardly enough life in her limbs to carry herself, and there certainly wasn’t enough will to keep Ian from what he was bound to do. He pushed her toes into a pair of stilettos and fluffed her hair as if it would magically fall into place.


  “No make-up?”


  “Not where you’re going.”


  “Where are we going?” Jocelyn finally asked, when they were in the taxi speeding away from the center of town.


  “You’ll see,” was all the answer he gave. They rode together in silence until the taxi pulled into the drive of a house that Jocelyn could only barely see. There were no lights gleaming outside and only dims ones burning within.


  “You have to promise me you’ll behave yourself or this will be no fun,” Ian warned.


  “And what’s behave yourself suppose to mean?” The more she came back to life, the more frightened she became. Ian still looked half-crazed, and the evil in his expression had become more pronounced the longer they sat in the taxi.


  “It means you have to submit,” he stated flatly. It was all that simple and he wasn’t planning to explain anything else.


  By the time they reached the foyer of the massive house, she knew how she’d spend the remainder of the night. She was immediately stripped of the dress, and then ushered into another room where a collar was snapped around her throat by a stocky man in leather pants. Without Ian, she was even more afraid—though he was hardly reassuring when she was at his side. The man added cuffs to Jocelyn’s wrists and insisted that she step into pinching high heel boots. These were heavily padded, and had “O” rings in three places. She wondered if she’d be hung upside down in bondage before dawn broke the next day. The man’s leather gloved hand slipped inside her pussy and drew out the wetness which he smeared over her pubis—the quantity enough to mat her hair. He didn’t speak a word and she surmised from his grim expression that it would be unfortunate if she spoke. The whip dangling from his belt only added to her present terror.


  Ian had suggested she behave. She wisely decided that behave was her only option if she hoped to enjoy anything at all about the night.


  She was told to sit in a chair at the far end of the room, then was left by herself to wonder what fate she’d brought into this night. Her anticipation mounted with every tick of the clock, and yet her world seemed to move in slow motion with her brain still a little fuzzy. She was startled when the door suddenly burst open and another leather clad man appeared. This one wore a vest, leather straps around his arms, chaps and boots with spurs. On many men the attire might look silly, but on this man the clothes were perfect. He was tall, toned and tanned, like some odd combination of Reggie and Gus. Just the sight of him made her sex stir so that twittering commotion in her belly communicated arousal to her frightened brain. She had to hold back the intense desire to fall to her knees and bring his bared and swaying prick to her mouth.


  “What’s going to happen to me?” she asked him as he grabbed her hand.


  “You’re going to be whipped,” he replied succinctly.


  And this would be ‘fun’?” she wondered silently.


  


  It was no mere whipping facing her. The redhead American beauty became the third act in an evening long theatre of absurd sex, played out on a stage before a live audience of several dozen gentlemen and ladies. Some of the patrons were attired in leather bustiers and skirts, more chaps and defining muscle straps on men. Yet most of the crowd was wearing silvery evening gowns and tuxes that made it look as though they had just come from a fancy dinner party and this was the entertainment that would end their extravagant night of excess.


  The theatre in the round was arranged with a small stage in the center that was ready for the appearance of a docile female victim.


  The flame-haired beauty walked down the aisle like an elegant princess on the way to the gallows. Though still a bit numb, her mood seemed to match the solemn atmosphere around her—if nothing else she was utterly petrified to be the focus of so much attention. As she was led to a dais in the center of the stage, her attention focused upwards where the rigging overhead was a complex apparatus of ropes, chains and hooks that dangled ominously before her wide-eyed gaze. While someone attached restraints to the sturdy boots, her wrists were attached to the contraption above. Initially the ropes were slack, giving her plenty of room to move, then with a sudden jerk, the ropes and chains went taut, and Jocelyn Killian’s lovely body was stretched to its very limit.


  A man in a tux stepped into center stage a few feet from the shackled woman and tapped his microphone to get the attention of the audience. The whispered voices stopped their trivial conversation to listen to the introduction. A spotlight suddenly blazed on the center of the theatre, on the MC and on the bound redhead.


  “Tonight, my friends, you’ll feast on an unusual sight most often seen only in private salons, bedrooms and dungeons.” He spoke with authority and the energy of excitement. “Here we have for you a woman of remarkable sexual prowess with a decent masochistic need that you will see fulfilled before your eyes. I’ve been told that she is not some tramp from the street. Indeed she’s a woman of some stature in the States—a business woman with reputation, money and prestige in her community. Here in our obscene theatre, however, she becomes nothing but flesh to be used for our pleasure.


  “Her consent in this matter is minimal, so you may see some reluctance on her part to find the joy in her torture. Certainly before it’s over she will scream with pain and wrench against these bonds. But because she is here to serve our collective need, she will know no mercy. Be assured however, that she is a bonafide sexual submissive having on many occasions served a dominant master. I would be surprised, however, if she’s ever been whipped in such circumstances as these.” The man almost chuckled at the thought. Turning about, the master of ceremonies faced the other direction, not to let the audience behind him feel cheated.


  “That, of course, is the game, isn’t it?” he went on in his jovial mood. “I repeat what I’ve said earlier tonight. We have no rules in this wayward club. Our aim is to present you with the most licentious dramas, that you might yourselves be informed about such delightful sexual excesses and be inspired by them for your personal gratification—wherever that might lead. I’m sure you’ll find this spectacle to appear frightening, dangerous and certainly shocking. Be assured, our subject will heal—in time.”


  The man then smiled broadly as he gazed at her. “Why, she’s even hot between her legs with female dew.” Striding to Jocelyn’s side, he pushed his gloved fingers into her cunt and withdrew the wet juice which glistened in the spotlight. Walking toward the audience he circled the perimeter showing the results of his prodding to the first row, only to have a few muted gasps and sighs from the stunned company of men and women.


  


  While Jocelyn listened to her fate recited as if she was a carnival sideshow, the gnawing in her body amplified. When she squirmed, however, she squirmed before so many eyes, it humiliated her to divulge such desire. At the same time she was taking a perverse pleasure from her predicament, there was anger, too. That Ian would force her to this just added to her theory of his madness. Each glib word from the smooth-talking peddler of obscenity only increased her inner fury. And yet she dangled before the eyes fixed on her without showing any protest. This might have been Alexandra’s venue. Her friend and lover might have thrived on this slave’s feast. But Jocelyn had been for years at serious odds with the submissive in her. Certainly there was a piece of her that might embrace the surrender and even the pain. But she’d never perform like a docile slut, and she hoped that these ghouls before her would see that in her defiant eyes.


  


  “So, gentlemen and ladies,” the MC roared with delight, “I give you now our main attraction of the night. Enjoy the spectacle. Be sure you witness our victim’s eyes and listen to her useless cries. Be sure you see how she dances in her bondage, and how her body will bear tonight’s torture for some days. Take it all in and enjoy. This will make a memory you’ll not forget.” He paused a moment for dramatic effect then added at the last, “when the torture is finished, the lights will dim and our show for the evening will be over. Please exit through the back doors. And ladies, be careful, perhaps the show will continue when you return to your beds.” The MC slunk to the side of the room so the spotlight was on Jocelyn alone.


  


  Ian stood in the shadows beyond a curtain peering at her, waiting for her flogging to begin, listening to the crafty comments of the MC. His narrow gaze was full of the devil’s designs. Though he might have enjoyed being the one laying on the whip, he was content this time to have delivered the submissive harlot to this venue. It pleased him to know that the haughty, irrepressible Jocelyn would entertain the customers paying for the pleasure of seeing a woman in agony. This was the culmination of his imaginings. Seeing this vision of beauty strung up like meat before the hungry eyes of a crowd of voyeurs seemed to quell for a moment that perverse piece of his nature that rose angrily inside him like an insane beast. She was better off being whipped by the man that held the two whips. He’d be more gentle with her, if gentleness was a word that could be used in such circumstances. He would be merciful perhaps, where Ian could not envision himself being merciful. The beast in him was strong, driving him to a calamity he couldn’t stop. Hating such obsessions, he hoped this night would end the terror in the back of his mind—at least for a while. He wanted to enjoy Jocelyn in all her fragrant ways. He wanted to relish the extremes of her that were sometimes rude and cold, but that were as often as sensuous as her mane of red hair and delicious as her lips. Sometimes her Irish eyes were wild with fire, sometimes like embers, glowing sensually. Her touch inflamed him, and soothed him. Too bad that it drew out such vileness. Maybe it was because she was associated with that time before he went totally mad. He hadn’t told her about that, about the asylum and his return from insanity to competence. Then again, he wasn’t so sure that his madness wasn’t lingering just beyond the next moment. Each day he lived just a hairsbreadth from another collapse to insanity.


  “I love you,” he mouthed the words just as the MC was finishing his seductive invitation to the exhibition. He couldn’t tell if the hanging redhead could see his face or if she could lip-read the sentiment. She’d been looking in his direction when her eyes weren’t closed, but she looked away as soon has her body felt the first strike of the three tailed whip leveled on her backside.


  


  Feeling fire climbing in her with the first cut, Jocelyn screamed. It wasn’t yet from the pain. That would come later. The shock to her system of that first jolt brought to the surface the pent-up agitation that had arisen during the MC’s stirring speech. She was relieved not in agony. The dominant taking charge of her aimed carefully and placed each cut of the thongs exactly where he desired. She would have thought the three would be everywhere like a cat of many tails. It surprised her how this master could wield the whip with such precision. She thought of Reggie with it in his hand, and knew he’d have the same finesse. She thought of her husband, though the memory was quickly interrupted by another strike of the biting whip.


  The tension mounted within her and within the room. For a while she saw the audience mesmerized by the careful man behind her. They were waiting for the real pain. For real screams. For pleas for mercy. For tears to flow and her brow to knit with anguish, and her ass to dance as though she was dancing on hot coals. They waited with a voyeur’s impatience, as each stroke of leather kissed her skin and they silently longed for the worst of it.


  Jocelyn did her best to keep them guessing when she’d lose control and sputter all the vulgarity that was in her heart, and wrench her body in ways that would only produce more pain. She held on, however, groaning when the leather hit. Her ass stung, and her shoulders took strikes that felt as though she was a slave being beaten into the ground, just for the crime of being less human than her masters.


  All that punishment she could take, and in some twisted way inside her submissive woman’s soul, gather some satisfaction. She was sure that her sexual juices had not stopped flowing and that she ached for a man’s prick or a woman’s fist in her cunt. But the audience was not happy with a woman exercising such control. On cue from a script the Dom had obviously memorized, he began moving around her body to the front.


  Once facing her with his whip, the master took a moment’s pause to admire Jocelyn’s untouched breasts, her white belly and the cum-sticky thighs he’d use as his next canvas. For a second the two were eye to eye, communicating nothing except their joint intent to see this act finished. Then rearing back, he began with the whip again, while Jocelyn watched the first strike hit.


  “Oh, gawd!” she moaned louder in spite of herself.


  He hit her next, fast. Followed by another immediate strike.


  “Nooooo!” Her face screwed up mournfully guessing that there was yet another series of three on its way. And so it was.


  “Yeeeeawwwwwww!” her cry lifted into the air, to the satisfaction of the attentive audience.


  After the first cut, she closed her eyes more than kept them open. Still, she couldn’t help herself when the whip’s lash nicked a nipple and she screeched loudly. Her eyes flew open to see what damage had been done. Across her breasts the lines were at first distinct and then turned into one hot looking rash of red. On her thighs it was the same. Across her belly where her skin had only rarely known the feel of a whip striking her tender abdomen and pubis, the welts stood out most painfully of all. They boldly marked the places on her body where the most sexual heat was stored.


  She became a dancing, delirious ragdoll, bouncing to each blow, only to jerk more erratically with the next strike to sear her flesh. Wounded, pricked, nipped, to fight was useless. To relinquish her only smart choice. Sacrificing any control she might have envisioned before the whipping began, she gave up all pride to have this entertainment end. Mustering some courage she never realized existed within, she allowed her psyche to pretend it was that jerking, mindless marionette, and that her forlorn state of mind would draw some mercy from the master.


  In her gut she knew it was not her state of distress that would move the master but the audience. She knew that each agonized cry and quivering response incited them. They heaped their satisfaction on her, viewing her reddened flesh in awe, with malicious amusement. No doubt this was the best game they’d seen in months. For some it was an initiation into a sadist’s pleasure they would enjoy again. And like the MC suggested, they didn’t fail to capture the picture of Jocelyn’s pained expression and find exhilaration beyond their imagination.


  When her physical perfection was marred to the danger point, Jocelyn glanced up to see her master looking into her eyes, as if he were searching for something. There was only one last cut of the whip after that moment. Maybe he did indeed consider her plight and respond with mercy.


  She stopped jerking with the whipping over, except for an involuntary twitch now and then. The room was utterly quiet, while she and the whip-wielding master remained in the center as though they were frozen on the stage. On cue, the lights began to dim around them until they were surrounded in darkness. And then the doors opened, and outside the theater tiny lights went on to mark the spectators’ path to the exit. Deprived of viewing the aftermath of the whipping with snickers and jibes, the crowd hustled their exhausted bodies from the room. And such quiet, as though they were all guiltily fleeing to their homes, realizing the torture they’d observed and their fascination for the sport.


  With the audience turned away from her Jocelyn breathed a last sigh of relief. The pain was over. And when the last of the theatre doors closed, the master finally moved from his frozen stance. The rigging was lowered, her limbs set free and her feet removed from the too-tight boots that pinched her toes. It had been a torment she’d almost forgotten until the blood rushed into her lower limbs again and she realized what an ache was there.


  Still, there were no words spoken but one small command from the dominant.


  “Go home and masturbate,” he whispered to her. “Then sleep.” She was sure of the later, but not so sure she could feel anything akin to an orgasm rising within her. Somewhere in the middle of the whipping, the sex part seemed to slide away to become the last thought in her mind.


  Ian brought her back to the hotel and put her to bed. After he’d doused her wounds with cream, he was astute enough to leave her by herself. If he’d as so much as tried to take her sexually she would have revolted.


  But in spite of her exhaustion, Jocelyn lay awake for nearly an hour, too sore to sleep. Every inch of her body smarted. Sharp pains and dull twinges reminded her constantly that another cut of the whip could land any minute, until she reminded herself that the whipping was over. There was no more leather. No more audience. The patrons of that cruel work of art were all home in their beds likely sound asleep. Hopefully having nightmares.


  Trying to relax enough to drift off, she thought a lot about fate. She wondered if in being whipped she’d touched on the seeds of guilt she’d sown months before. For her crimes she needed punishment, for her guilt she needed resolution. Was this a wise god giving her exactly what would bring her peace?


  If Reggie had been there, what would he have done? Would he have viewed the scene with vengeance in his eyes or would he have been entertained? Or would he, like some conquering knight, have rescued her from the horror of it, and taking her on his steed, ridden with her clutched to his chest far away from the fiends and Ian and her own shame?


  It was a tough pill to swallow, the truth of how she’d brought this on herself. As long as she pondered the thought—until the new day dawned when she finally fell asleep—she couldn’t figure how a woman of her mirth and bright-heartedness could fall into such desperate straits. The thought did not escape her that she was in as dire a predicament as she’d been when Ian first absconded with her. Not that the act of being whipped and humiliated in front of such an audience was so bad; but unlike the rough stuff she’d experienced with Reggie, there was not a shred of affection or hint of regard to soothe the pain and bring her raw body some ease.


  By the time the night was at its end, she finally followed the master’s suggestion and masturbated to an orgasm. She was surprised how quickly it came, having assumed that it would be hard to let loose the stored passion. Once done, she slept. In contrast to her unsettled hours, Ian had been sleeping peacefully since he brought her back to her bed, and had himself laid down in the room next door.




  Chapter Thirteen


  


  It didn’t take a day for Alex to understand the method in Reggie’s madness, or his reasoning for having her perpetually bound in the garment of leather straps. Aside from being uncomfortable, having the thongs always running up her ass reminded her of who she was. Submissive, punished and Will Kozak’s wife. She got Reggie’s message loud and clear the first day she wore the thing to work underneath her clothes. However, as if he wasn’t entirely sure she understood, he added a chain that attached to the ring piercing the hood of her clitoris—the one he’d put there seven years before. That chain attached to her waist belt and was drawn up tight so with every movement there was a gentle tug on that sensitive bud. Gus, by his own inspiration, tightened the chain a little each night. To add to the mental torture, Reggie attached three locks to the leather garment to prevent her from trying to remove it by herself. While tiny, these hasps could be noticed under form-fitting clothes, so she was dressed to disguise what she was wearing closest to her skin.


  To endure the internal humiliation and discomfort for five days seemed extreme. But it was five days after Reggie’s orders came down before she even had a chance to suggest as much to the man who imprisoned her.


  Reggie had taken up with his trollop. For three nights, while Alex languished in her room by herself, she heard the sounds of sex. To her despair, the bubbly blonde and the man of the house were engaged in more than just frivolous sex play. One night there was the distinct sound of a paddle laid against the woman’s bottom. At least Alex assumed as much, considering the smacking noise of wood meeting flesh and the spirited four-letter exclamations that followed. Another time she heard the more startling sound of a lash striking skin. She could only guess the target. And then, because they were in the study, just a short distance from her maid’s room, she realized that Reggie was tying the woman with ropes. The grunts, the groans and the exclamations gave away their sex play, which only made Alex envious since she was having no fun at all. She figured that Reggie must be gloating over this new form of torture—didn’t even have to lay a hand on her to have her suffering.


  Gus, of course, loomed large over her at the dawn and sunset of every day. There with his paddle, belt or crop, he made sure the fire in her bottom was constant. Morning and night he appeared in her doorway, always the same expression on his face. It wasn’t completely blank, just passionless in a restless sort of way, as if there was always some darkness brewing inside him. For as long as she’d known the man, however, he was always the same. Whatever was about to explode within him remained duly contained. Alexandra was sure that it had something to do with his high regard for his boss. She didn’t want to think about what utter calamity might be unleashed if the man was not bridled in some way. She decided that moments like this, when Reggie had some other submissive to ‘instruct’, were an outlet for the man’s dark needs.


  Five days after this current imprisonment began, Alex walked through the main door of the estate house after work. It was about six o’clock. Her plans were as they’d been the day before. Remove her clothes and remain in her room. Rest if that was possible. Read, yes, she now had some magazines and books. And think, which was by far the worst. It was a dismal prospect, but one she was still willing to endure if it meant eventually getting her back to Will.


  “Alexandra,” she heard Reggie’s sharp voice coming from the living room. He halted her progress to the back hallway and motioned her to him. “I want you to meet Gwen,” he said, introducing her to the woman sitting on the couch.


  Alex nodded, keeping her real feelings for the woman guarded. A pair of effervescent eyes gazed up at her looking a little startled.


  “So, you’re staying here?” Gwen asked.


  “A favor to her husband,” Reggie answered for her


  “I suppose you’re submissive to Reggie, too?” Gwen wondered aloud, noting the subdued look on her face.


  “In this case most definitely,” Alex confirmed.


  “Alex sometimes needs reminders. Don’t you, my dear?”


  “Yes, yes, sir,” she thought to include the formality.


  “Alexandra, I’d like you to take off your clothes and show Gwen your harness,” Reggie went on.


  “Here? Oh, but Reg…” the objection began, but thinking better of it she stopped for a moment and just stared at the two. There were a dozen thoughts popping in her head, things she wanted to say to the man, but it was not the time and place in front of this woman. Not hesitating too long, she finally gave in to the command and began unbuttoning her suit jacket. There was a blouse, slip and skirt to follow. She finished off removing the garter belt and hose that got in the way of Gwen seeing the complete picture.


  Her hand went to her gaping expression. “Oh my, that is extreme, isn’t it?”


  “Oh, on Reggie’s scale of devious delights it ranks about in the middle,” Alex quipped.


  Reggie looked at her scowling. “You may keep your comments to yourself, Alexandra. Turn around.”


  Alex’s back side was more than just a show of leather and skin. What skin was showing, that particularly on her bottom, was marred by the appearance of bruises in various stages of healing. There were marks of roughed skin scattered here and there. And a few red spots still showing where Gus had used the crop that morning and the bite of the implement had cut deep. These latest marks not only graced her buttocks, a few appeared on her back and shoulders. This had been the most severe daily punishment since the first one at the stables.


  “You punish her every day?” Gwen asked.


  “I leave that for my stable foreman,” Reggie replied.


  “Ooo, that is interesting,” the girlish woman almost giggled as she spoke.


  What a ditz, Alex was thinking. And yet she was very pretty, and obviously submissive. In a way Gwen reminded her of herself a few years before, innocent and unsuspecting. She was a woman toying with darkness having no idea what ship she would sail on and what seas she’d have to cross to find her passion’s satisfaction.


  “Come here, Alex,” Reg ordered.


  Turning around, the harnessed submissive took the three steps to the man finding herself standing painfully close to his cold, masterful mood, shivering with one chill upon the next.


  “This week’s been rough for you,” he said. He spoke to her without including Gwen in the conversation, even though the woman could hear him.


  “Yes, sir,” she answered.


  “And the lesson will remain with you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He tugged the chain attached to her clitoris and she winced.


  “I don’t want you to forget, ever.”


  With his voice like steel, the timbre of its vibration climbed right down her spine and tickled her ass. She resisted the urge to shake off the mounting arousal.


  “I don’t think I could, sir,” she replied.


  “We’ll see,” he said. “I might never trust you, but the man that loves you wants you home. He’s a champion of forgiveness, don’t forget that. Now, get back in your clothes and spend your night with Will.”


  “I’m not coming back?” she exclaimed excitedly.


  He tugged the chain so she remembered herself.


  “God forbid if you did,” he warned. He let loose the chain and she stooped to snatch her clothes from the floor. She was about to fly from the living room, but then Reggie’s voice rang out. “You’re forgetting something,” he said.


  “What’s that?” She turned around.


  Fishing through his pocket he withdrew his hand and tossed her a shiny wad of something she didn’t recognize. Not able to catch the flying projectile in the air it landed on the floor and she bent down to pick it up. Keys. Two small silver keys to her harness.


  “I’m not sure Will wants to use them, but they are his, just as you are. Now behave yourself.”


  Alex was so elated she was about to tell him thank you but that seemed totally absurd. A quick smile was all that was necessary and she was off. Reggie was satisfied, as much as he could be, and Gwen remained a little speechless for the normally loquacious woman.


  


  Reggie stared for some time at the empty hallway until Gwen finally broke the silence.


  “Were you in love with her?” she asked.


  “I think I was once,” he ruminated, almost to himself, though he finally shook himself awake and looked down at the charming woman on the sofa.


  “What happened to that?” she asked.


  “I think we were too much alike,” he said.


  “How could that be?”


  “Too obsessive,” he answered. “And then I met Jocelyn…” his voice trailed off. In that unguarded moment he appeared a little lost until he grabbed hold of the feeling lurking in the back of his mind and turned his full attention back to Gwen. “Let’s go out for dinner tonight,” he said. “You’ll wear something excessively slutty.”


  Gwen couldn’t wait.




  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Jocelyn and Ian left Germany the day after she was whipped. He woke her in a stew about four o’clock that afternoon. In the midst of throwing clothes in a suitcase, he looked at her dumbfound face with an expression of easy mirth. He seemed less dangerous than he’d appeared in days. She was happy for that. But she wasn’t ready for another swift exit.


  “Couldn’t it wait?”


  “No, darling,” he said without getting upset. He was simply determined and would not be changing his mind. “I’d think you’ve had enough of Germany.”


  “You mean after last night?”


  He almost looked as if he didn’t know what she meant. But then he smiled with the devastating one that perpetually seduced her. “No, I just think it’s getting too, oh, you know, tedious here.”


  Jocelyn could say a lot about her stay in Germany, the word tedious did not apply. But apparently for Ian it did. And she was still Ian’s chattel even though the thought of leaving him was becoming more appealing.


  They took the train into France stopping at a small hotel one night, then another the second day. The third day in a row she woke to have him shake her out of bed so they could keep on moving. For the most part her companion was his jolly self. They took time away from the travel to poke around shops in the villages they visited and eat some delightfully tasty gourmet treats in quaint cafés.


  Sex was sweet and easy.


  


  The fourth morning after they left Germany, Ian surprised her with a bouquet of flowers, a French newspaper she could barely read, and a tray of muffins and fresh fruit that slid right down her throat like honey.


  When she finished the meal, he laid her back on the bed and melted a chocolate with his tongue on her belly. She giggled all the way.


  “I can’t stand this!” she squirmed playfully.


  “Oh, you can stand lashes to your cunt and ass and you can’t stand this? I think not!” He was rightfully indignant and kept up tickling her with tongue and chocolates, until she turned over on her side, smeared the melted candy on the bedcovers and had Ian happily engaged in pursing her ass. He pressed his tongue along her cleft from anus to labia. Then he was under her, fondling her, pinching nipples until she shrieked and cried for him to put himself inside her cunt.


  “So you want it here?” he asked, with two fingers inside her vagina. “Oh, I can see you’re wet.” He licked the cum juice off. “And sweet too. Almost as good as my candy.”


  “Do that more,” she urged.


  “Maybe. But I’m in charge.”


  “Please don’t torture me, I’ve had enough of that.”


  “Oh, no, you haven’t. I’m the man of a thousand tortures. I’ve only just begun to attend to you.”


  “But it aches,” she protested. On her back now, she bucked her hips toward his face, hoping he’d move his mouth there. Finding her clitoris with his thumb and index fingers, she was pained to discover that he planned to hold the bud between them while she maintained the awkward thrust out position. “Ooo, ouch, please! No!”


  He chuckled. “I love when you protest. It just inspires me.”


  That quieted her, but her change didn’t stop Ian. He did start stroking her cleft with his other hand, running three fingers deep inside her vagina before pulling out and moving on.


  “Please, Ian,” she wailed again. The spasms in her belly were getting stronger. Some sharp, some long and deep. Then there was that long invigorating moment when he pinched her clit tighter still, applying more pressure a bit at a time. Her body heat shot high. She was sweating as though she was sunbathing on hot sand. She grabbed the covers at her sides and pushed her groin higher to him, hoping that just for one tiny tiny minute he’d take the bud in his mouth and suck.


  Suddenly he pulled his fingers off creating a spike of sensation that shot like a bullet through her body. Her poor clit was left throbbing and unsatisfied when that spike ceased.


  “Now, come in me now!” she groaned for him. Having seduced him with such a wildness of energy, Ian finally knelt between her wide open thighs and inserted the erection into the warm purple opening.


  “Yes, yes, yes,” she screamed. The orgasm ripped a wide path of convulsive spasms through her groin. Ian fucking her brusque and deep followed her finale. The man could scream like a whore, or grunt like an animal, and this sound was one in-between the two.


  


  They panted afterwards as though they’d run five miles. Sweat mingling with sweat made them stick to the sticky sheets. Happily exhausted Jocelyn lapped the salty tang from his shoulders and then went down to his limp dick to kiss it thank you.


  The wind out of their sails they expected to rock on their inner waters for a time before they got dressed for the day. But then the concierge was knocking.


  “Monsieur Pennywhistle. Monsieur Pennywhistle, please open!”


  “Later man,” Ian called out.


  “But you must!” he answered, urgently. “Or I’ll have to use the key.”


  “Sir, have you no couth,” Ian sputtered angrily, though he picked himself up from the bed, hopped into a pair of shorts and opened the door.


  


  Jocelyn remembered only a wild scuffle following that moment. Being pulled naked off the bed and forced to put on pants and a shirt. She was that quickly under arrest.


  “Ian, what is this about!” she shouted to her lover, but he was already in chains, strong armed by the gendarme that was leading him down the stairs, still barefoot. Another official, spouting French that went too fast for her to comprehend, carried his shoes. And Jocelyn was left with a third policeman standing over her, waiting as she hurriedly finished dressing.


  “What is this about!” she tried for some answer.


  “Be quick, Madame,” he barked sharply. “Be quick.”




  Chapter Fifteen


  


  Alex returned home from work exhausted. Not expecting Will until after nine that night she poured a glass of wine and collapsed in a chair in the living room, turning on the TV to flip though the channels. It had been four days since she returned home from Reggie’s and so far life with Will was reasonably calm—though it was hardly back to normal. She had only to move an inch inside the harness she continued to wear to be reminded of her last episode in infidelity and the consequences she brought down on herself. Will had been kind enough to grant her one evening without the confining straps around her. The night she arrived home, he was ready for her body, and not interested at all in chastising her. She thought she’d fallen into heaven pulling out of the leathers and into his arms. By that time, her battered psyche was as tender as a new flower, her body as impressionable as clay in an artist’s hands. Will was an artist after all.


  He demanded a lot from her that night, but it was not without its pleasure for her. It seemed fitting that after moving on her whole body eagerly, with lips that bit and kissed, and hands that mauled her freely, he’d center on her ass. There, his lips rimmed and his tongue entered the aching orifice to prepare her for what would follow. She expected the first sharp jab of his erection to be accomplished fast, though bending as a sapling tree bends with the wind, she moved with ease and swayed with gentle grace. His cock, which could be so rough entering, glided effortlessly into its second home. Her moment of resignation began as she dissolved into Will’s arms which reached around her from behind. While sensing bursts like pin pricks underneath her skin, she went wild with him. He likewise devoured her because she needed to be devoured, taught another lesson in being submissive. Most of all, she needed to keep her thoughts focused on him.


  Since the night that Will gave her a reprieve from the harness, she’d been shackled in its tight confinement. He’d even made certain that the ring at her cunt was drawn up by the chain that attached to her waist. Only when he wanted to enter her did he remove the thing, and just long enough to gain access to the orifice of his choice. In her mind it was a small price to pay to be moving into his good graces again. And there was that wicked charm of her attire that served to keep her mindful of sex and desire every minute of her day.


  “Alex.” A breathy whisper blew by her ear. “Alex, come with me,” the gentle voice pulled her from her reverie.


  With her slender hand in his, Will tugged benevolently on her one limb until he pulled her from the chair liked a wildflower tugged from the earth. He put his nose and teeth to her neck nestling them into her peach-smelling flesh. That aroma her current favorite made him think of drizzling her body with fresh juice and licking the sticky liquid from her skin.


  But he was feeling more malevolent than that, not having yet abused her himself for her latest crimes. When the wilting flower was inside the bedroom, he ignored the bed and pushed her into the unlit bathroom, against a tile wall. Tearing away her clothes until she was down to the harness, he forced her warm skin to absorb the chill of cold tile while he massaged her bottom with an oil that stung on her bare skin.


  There’d been an eyehook high in the ceiling of the bath for some time, since some other moment of sexual domination when he’d tied her there. Using ropes, not leather straps to bind her wrists, he fixed them to that eyehook high above her. Then he gagged her mouth with a washcloth that he tied in place with a handkerchief. Undoing the leather harness, he replaced each binding strap with rope bonds, tying her breasts tight enough so the flesh was absurdly squeezed into bizarre shapes. Done, he pressed her again to the tile and continued with her ass. Removing the leather, including the waist band, he left the clit chain dangling between her legs. Tying her crotch with ropes he pulled them tight until she gasped aloud.


  Yielding to his mastery over her she felt the cold, the rope, the burn of the ointment and the heavy chain weighing down her clitoris, feeling fear at the source of it all. An ice cube jarred her asshole. She started to shriek, but stopped when Will slapped her ass hard a half dozen times to enlist her silence. Three more shards of ice were pressed inside her. The pain brought tears, though not as many tears as the ones she shed when he began striking her with a cane on her soft bottom.


  “You let the water drip out, I’ll lay on an extra twelve,” he whispered.


  And so she clench the cheeks tight.


  Her body tensed with each blow, with pain that darted like some vehicle out of control inside her ass. The cruel cane accosted her spirit, offering more than just cuts that might bleed before Will was finished. It forced her to face her shame, feel the guilt and Will’s rage and her need to be humbled in his presence.


  Once he finished with the planned number of cuts, he stopped and fingered her anus.


  “There’s water here,” he said.


  She had no way to reply with the gag in her mouth.


  “If I play here, you’ll eventually lose it,” he murmured, his whole intent clear.


  The more his fingers probed inside the channel to where the melted ice cubes remained, the more her body answered, trying to open. Then, there was a trickle of water down her leg. She’d lost the battle there was no way she could have won.


  Will stood back and eyed the dark shape of his wife’s just caned derriere and laid the last promised twelve on top of the others.


  


  As Alex thrashed inside the rope bondage, she felt each caustic cut heap on more pain, until she feared she’d pass out. Counting helped her hold on to some bit of sanity.


  At twelve he stopped, just as he said he would, and having finished, there was a puddle of water at her feet, chilling her toes.


  When he released her arms from above he roped them awkwardly against her cunt so that she couldn’t move them, though she couldn’t play with herself. On her knees on the wet tiles, the gag was removed and she took his cock until it bathed her in the sour liquid that shot across her face.


  


  A phone was ringing somewhere in the distance, the sound rising out of a muddy, thoughtless fog. At first she thought it was a sound from another apartment, then she realized that it was the land line in her bedroom. Ten, eleven, twelve rings, it didn’t stop. Alex heard the noise as though the telephone was right next to her, dragging her with each shrill ring further from subspace, eventually instilling an agitating fear somewhere in her gut. The caller must be frantic.


  Will finally left her to answer it, then returned a few moments later. Pulled to her feet, the ropes undone, the caller had to wait sometime for her to pick up.


  “Hello,” she said, standing by the bed, ropes dangling around her.


  “Alex?” She heard the familiar voice.


  “Jocelyn?” she exclaimed in surprise.


  


  Alex sat on the bed, ignoring the painful ache in her behind. Hanging up the receiver she sat for some time without moving and then stared up at Will’s face.


  “She’s in jail, in Paris.”


  “Jocelyn? Really? On what charge?” He almost looked amused at first, though his expression abruptly changed when he heard her recite the allegations.


  “And what does she want from you?” he asked.


  “To arrange for a money wire. She needs to hire an attorney.”


  “She wouldn’t call Reggie?” Will asked.


  “No. She said not to tell him.”


  “That’s a reasonable decision. I suppose if you need to, you can take care of it in the morning.” He walked away from her seemingly indifferent. Going into the bathroom Alex flicked on the light so she could see the pale pink tiles and the wet puddle on the floor, and recall for just an instant how she’d spent the last hour dangling there. Only then did the ache in her behind crawl into her conscious thoughts. Between that ache and Jocelyn’s frightened voice, she figured she wouldn’t sleep much that night. Even so, Will held her close to him for a long time as he drifted off, the warmth of his body a soothing comfort.


  ***


  In the morning, Alex found Reggie at his office at eight o’clock.


  “He is in, isn’t he?” she asked the secretary.


  The woman looked at her doubtfully. “Mrs. Kozak, he’s preparing for a meeting that should be starting in about 60 seconds.”


  “This is a matter of some urgency,” Alex said.


  The eternally professional woman wasn’t easily swayed, even by someone as close to Reggie Harold as Alexandra Kozak.


  “It’s about his wife,” Alex added seeing the woman hesitate.


  “Jocelyn?”


  “Yes.”


  “Humph.” There was clearly judgment in her reply. “I’ll see what I can do.”


  


  When Reggie looked up at the lovely blonde, he was typically cool but not annoyed.


  “So early?” he asked. “How kind of you to grace me with your beautiful presence. I hope the cure’s still working.”


  “The matter’s important,” she replied.


  “Things going all right with Will?”


  “Yes, very,” she answered. Her own state of grace or disgrace wasn’t of concern to her. Her night had ended thinking solely of Jocelyn and what had become a worse debacle than the one that caused her best friend’s departure months before. “But that’s not why I’m here,” she said. “You do still love Jocelyn?”


  “Jocelyn?” He was startled hearing her name. “Love? I don’t know. Why do you ask?”


  “I got a call from her last night, Reg.”


  “Really? Nice of her to surface. If you can give me an address my attorneys can take care of the legalities.” His manner had turned painfully cold.


  “Yes, I’m sure that would be a help,” Alex returned. “Don’t worry, she won’t be hard to find and she won’t be going anywhere soon. She’s been arrested. She’s in a Paris jail. The man she’s been with has been accused of theft, extortion, smuggling and drug dealing. Jocelyn’s being held as an accessory.”


  For an instant there was no response. Then there was an ashen look about his refined features, a twist in his expression that suggested a wince. Reggie being Reggie didn’t give off much more in body language.


  “I wired her some money for an attorney early this morning. Though she told me not to tell you, I thought you should know.”




  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Even in nondescript clothes without a trace of make-up Jocelyn Killian was a stunning woman. The firebrand spirit of rebellion and seductiveness bewitched him still. While she stared into the vacant spaces of the bare interrogation room, her back to him, he could for a moment wonder how their marriage had unwittingly disintegrated, even when they were conscious of the fact and trying hard to prevent that. He still loved her. He knew that because of the pain that burned on the surface of his beating heart and then deep within.


  Trying to substitute the pain with another woman only caused that other woman hurt. Gwen, a little sparkling jewel of submission, had done her best to win his heart, but Alex’s appearance at his office the day before only reminded him how impossible it would be to replace the woman that owned his heart.


  Such tears Gwen had shed. How she tried to hold them inside.


  “I had a feeling she’d walk back into your life, Reg,” she’d said. “And when she did I’d be out on a limb with it getting sawed off right behind me.”


  “I’m not good at this, Gwen,” he’d told her. “And I’m sorry about that. Usually I don’t bother dealing with things of the heart, but with you…”


  “I know. I know if all the stars had been right in the sky, and moon was in the south in its second phase, and the winds were blowing from the west, and hell was about to freeze, there’d be a chance that this would work. But I’ve been living in the shadow of her…and the other one.”


  “The other one?”


  She tried to smile. “Someone told me at that party a few weeks back that I looked just like Alex Kozak? When I met her a few days ago, I thought I’d suddenly gained a sister I never knew I had.”


  “Oh, but there are a lot of stunning differences,” Reggie reminded her.


  “But that really doesn’t matter. You’re not in love with Alex, and you’re not in love with me.”


  “I guess I don’t have that big a heart,” he conceded.


  “But you tried.”


  “I did.”


  “If Jocelyn had only stayed away longer,” Gwen mused.


  “If only.”


  He didn’t know he had the power to break a heart having figured he’d always been far too aloof from his own. But he could see Gwen’s falling apart despite her efforts to keep it tacked together. He was genuinely sad.


  


  That conversation was only hours ago. Reggie remembered it in the split seconds before Jocelyn realized that he was in the room. Approaching her quietly, so she didn’t hear him until he was right on her, he wasn’t surprised that she cried tears when she first turned to see his face.


  “Oh Reg…” She was as white as a pale ghost in the ugly florescent lights.


  Her body rose from the wooden chair as though it could barely move inside the rough jail clothes. She fell into him sobbing. She was shivering at first, but warmed inside his embrace. They were locked heart to heart and groin to groin as minutes ticked by. When he finally let her go and sat her back on the chair, her body temperature was noticeably heated.


  “I have my international attorney working on your release,” he told her. “Whatever bond necessary will be posted. I’m not sure of the international ramifications. But I read your statement and have involved the State Dept. We’ll see if they’ll intervene. I’m not sure how well all that will fly, since you spent so much time with the man. But we’re going to give that a try.” From warm to expedient and judicious, Reggie’s cool returned.


  As Jocelyn gazed into his steely eyes, the shivers resumed, a new flood of fear to join the powerhouse of concern she’d nursed since the arrest. She imagined herself languishing for years in a foreign prison for crimes she had no knowledge of.


  “I think testifying against him will be your best course, but we’ll consult with the attorneys when they show up this afternoon.”


  “I can’t testify,” Jocelyn protested meekly.


  Reggie’s eyes flashed anger.


  “Don’t turn virtuous all of a sudden, Jocelyn,” he snapped. “You’ve got your ass in a ringer and it’s about to get squeezed.”


  “But I don’t know anything,” she replied honestly. “For a smart woman, I haven’t been very smart these last few months. I never once connected Ian’s weird habits with anything illegal.”


  “Maybe so. But you’ll figure out enough to make the gendarmes happy.” That was nothing less than an order.


  Neither spoke for several minutes, each scrutinizing the other, both realizing how strange it felt to be reunited under these conditions.


  “Reg?” she was the first to speak.


  “Yes.”


  “We are still married, aren’t we?” she asked.


  “Only because I couldn’t find you to serve the papers.”


  Her heart sank.


  “The fact is I’ve been unofficially engaged to another women for the past couple of weeks.”


  “You what!” she exclaimed, breathless.


  “Gwen and I are compatible in a lot of ways, especially sexually. I was hoping to find you so I could end our relationship properly.”


  “You can’t be serious!”


  “You seriously left me,” he reminded her.


  “But that’s not you,” Jocelyn objected, more tears beginning.


  “What’s not?”


  “You, you Reggie Harold falling in love so quickly.”


  “I surprised a lot of people. And I suppose myself.”


  “But when you first came in…” she was thinking back to the hug. “That means you’re only here to…”


  Reggie let her linger in that bittersweet moment, suspended between the present and the future while Jocelyn’s heart determined that her unexpected reason for joy just the moment before was now a reason to grieve.


  “No. My plans have changed,” he admitted at last.


  “In what way?”


  “We’re going to work this out, Jocelyn,” he said, sounding like a stern father and a concerned husband.


  “We are?”


  “Do you still love me?” he asked.


  “Oh, my yes I do!”


  “Then we’ll work it out,” he repeated. He paced the room with hands in pockets, pensive, then sat down opposite her, the table between them. “I never knew what it was like to hurt someone until yesterday when I broke off the engagement with Gwen. Of course, I never knew what it was like to be hurt until you left. I’d always stayed out of that game, remaining happily aloof. I fought off dozens of women. Good god, I fought off Alexandra. But you? You I couldn’t resist. You made me join that game of love and war. You made me love, you made me hurt and you made me love again. And as long as I’ve made a commitment to you, we’re going to see it out. You’re going to see it out,” he emphasized. “We still have a marriage by the skin of our teeth. It’s still a binding contract, and we will not throw it away easily. You may have shown your willingness to toss our marriage out with all your other problems, and I may have been too proud to set you straight. But there is still love, and you will be repenting, and if I can take a lesson from an old friend…” He recalled Will’s determination to forgive Alex. “…there is nothing so serious that cannot, with a little forgiveness and ingenuity, be resolved in a relationship built on love. We just need to begin being honest.”


  The fact that Reggie Harold could make such a passionate speech about love and forgiveness brought a fresh burst of tears to Jocelyn’s eyes.




  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Reggie paid for two rooms in a small though very elegant Paris hotel, hardly like anything Jocelyn had stayed in with Ian. The two rooms were a deliberate choice. Reggie wasn’t ready to fuck her, let alone make love. At least until he knew everything.


  Once she was released to him on bond, they spent their days with lawyers trying to undo the vast legal entanglement knotted around her. When they weren’t with lawyers and Reggie wasn’t trying to conduct his business via phone, fax and the Internet, they took silent walks around Paris streets and parks to breathe fresh air. When there was nothing else to occupy their time, Reggie listened to her tell him of her months away with Ian Pennywhistle.


  It was common for him to sit at a small table in her room, nursing a cup of coffee, maintaining a remote attitude, the best way for him to take in all the painstaking details. Occasionally he asked questions and demanded answers, especially when Jocelyn was afraid to go on; but mostly he listened because Jocelyn needed to talk.


  “…We were on the beach in France, Ian planning to fuck me when Andre joined us… Andre took me to a club later and I was with him all night. But when Ian found us about dawn, he was furious. He spanked me hard with a belt, then took my ass, even when I told him I was sore because Andre had used me there. When he was finished screwing me, he scrubbed me down like I had the plague…


  Reggie heard the details with a dispassionate cool, and said nothing despite the difficulty of her confession. It was painful pulling herself from the past to the present, but with feet dragging, heart heavy and labored breathing, she continued.


  “We stayed in a German bordello. Ian told me it was just a hotel but here were too many single women there for me to believe that. The owner’s daughter Dagne came to me one morning and seduced me, or maybe I seduced her. She was as good as ice cream melting in my mouth. Once I smelled her, I had to taste her. We groped each other in my bed before I finally fucked her …with my fist…and she practically put hers in my ass.”


  “Did Ian watch?” Reggie asked.


  “No. At least not until the very end. But he’d set up the scenario. He’d deliberately marked Dagne’s breasts and caned her ass to see if that would arouse me.”


  “And did it?”


  “You know it would.”


  “I know only what you tell me,” Reggie replied curtly.


  “Yes, it did arouse me. I was thinking of you.”


  “How sweet.” His dry wit was accompanied by the trace of a smirk.


  “Ian realized that it turned me on.”


  “He’d never dominated you before, when you were younger?”


  “Not the way you have.”


  “How did he dominate you then?”


  “Then it was all mental. I was young and just moved with him thoughtlessly like an unbridled kid, until he finally got a little too crazy and I tried to pull away from him. When he resisted, I had to just split in the middle of the night.”


  “Kind of like it was this time, only you didn’t have the chance to split?”


  She bit her lip and replied, pained to admit it, “Yes.”


  “Go on.”


  “Ian wasn’t right…the way he jumped around from one mood to next without warning. It was like the past, but I didn’t remember that until we’d been together for two months. I never guessed it was drugs. He never offered me any.”


  “You never took anything from him that was suspicious?”


  “No.”


  “You didn’t know a thing about this business dealings?”


  “No, I didn’t know.” She’d already explained this a dozen times to lawyers and the police, but she’d repeat it again a hundred times, if that’s what Reggie wanted.


  “If you’d known there were drugs would you have taken them?”


  “I might have,” she replied.


  “You might?”


  “I would have,” she corrected herself. “I didn’t have much restraint.”


  


  One afternoon, Reggie asked her to remove her clothes while he was in the middle of the interview. The light in the room was yellow from the sun coming in through gold tapestry drapes. Jocelyn’s body glowed for him as he watched her disrobe, each article of clothing pulled back showing off a little more skin. It was the first time he’d seen her naked since he watched her being strip-searched one day. She’d returned to court and the act was required for a woman still charged with serious crimes. In the gray light of that gray building her body lacked the luster that her pampered skin revealed within the refined beauty of the private hotel room. In that sensuous glow her hair billowed like sails around her shoulders, ringlets of bright auburn curls floating on the slight currents in the room.


  “Turn around,” Reggie ordered. “What kind of activity left these bruises?” he asked, pressing the tips of his fingers to several places where just the faintest signs of her whipping in the German club remained. Though it had been two weeks, the pesky wounds had not completely healed. Experienced with the results of a flogging applied to delicate female flesh, Reggie could tell almost to the day how long ago these had been inflicted. He could guess the intensity and the nature of the implement used. Perhaps because he could visualize the session clearly in his mind, he knew exactly how his wife had been humiliated and rendered into a mass of shaking, quivering anguish by the most severe means. What he noticed on her behind, he did not fail to see on her breasts, her thighs and her belly. All Jocelyn had to do was fill in the mere details.


  “Ian woke me one night two weeks ago when we were still at the German hotel. He gave me over to a dominant man to be whipped before an audience of men and women who’d paid, as entertainment, to see me worked over. I was strung from the ceiling and flogged like a criminal.”


  “Or perhaps like an adulterous wife,” Reggie suggested.


  “Or like an adulterous wife,” she repeated the horrible words.


  “And you felt some recompense was made in that?”


  “Perhaps. But then, it didn’t keep me from staying with him.”


  “That’s too bad.”


  “Why’s that?”


  “Perhaps I’ll have to finish the punishment myself.”


  “Will you finish it?” she wondered. She hadn’t asked many questions of him because she feared he wouldn’t answer them, but this one he did.


  “Without a doubt.”


  It was hot in her hotel room, but she was turning cold.


  “Is that all?” he asked.


  “All that I did with Ian?” She asked herself the question, spending some moments to think. Yes,” she finally told him, and then waited an even longer time for him to speak.


  “In time we’ll heal this Jocelyn,” Reggie said at last. “But don’t be surprised if every detail of this honest and complete confession comes back to haunt you at one time or another.”


  “Oh, I wish you’d do something now!” She was desperate to feel something more than just his cool, calculating scrutiny. She longed for just one warm hug like the one he’d given her in the interrogation room, or even a bare-bottomed spanking.


  Jocelyn’s lovely nakedness was immensely alluring. Her red hair glowed in the sunlight filtering through the drapes. She looked like Botticelli’s Venus just after sex. She could taste his lips with her moist ones, feel his fingers toying with her damp sex and smell the essence of his manly breath, though he remained firmly fixed on the chair before her as dispassionate as he had been for the several days they’d played through this ritual.


  “You do still love me?” she finally asked. Her voice was soft and humble and her green eyes looked intensely sad as she expected him to deny his love, having heard how badly she’d mauled the basic substance of their marriage.


  “Yes I do, Jocelyn,” he confirmed. “But as sad as you look, as humble as you present yourself, as contrite as you appear, tell me honestly, do you regret your summer?”


  She could have answered right away, but she paused enough for it to look like it took some thought. “No,” she answered simply. “I won’t live regretting anything. But even as much as Ian held me captive, and I chose to remain with him, it was you I wanted with me. I just got so lost, I didn’t know how to have you. And, Reg, if it takes reliving all those submissive moments with you in Ian’s place, I’ll submit to that. I don’t want to hide anything from you.”


  “It would be impossible to relive anything,” he said. “And it’s not necessary. But you will begin making amends…” His blue eyes narrowed sternly though there was a spark of something more. “…After we’ve made love tonight.”


  For the first time in a week of gazing into his cruel, icy eyes and appealing to him with her heart, hoping to arouse his gentle side, she felt a flood of warmth and saw a softening in his expression. Reaching out, he pulled her by her pubic hair just close enough so he could easily play with her bare groin and its special delights. Jocelyn giggled as she fell down to his lap, suddenly revealing a wicked sparkle of fire in her green eyes.


  Reggie’s eyes flashed back fire to match it. Fire and love.


  He pressed one hand to her crotch, with the other he held her ass tight in his grip. With his lips he laid a delicate kiss on her lips. His cold and her fear melted with the heat of their two bodies fusing into one. She was regaining herself, seeing her life looking like some bright, beckoning star shining before her eyes. Her nightmare had finally found its end.




  Epilogue


  One month later…


  


  Reggie pulled Jocelyn from the shower into the steamy hot bathroom. The move reminded her of the day Ian had scrubbed her…though she had to remember that that time in her life was over now. Ian was locked away in a mental hospital to find his sanity again. And she was home, free of her summer of obsession and folly and legal entanglements.


  Though she was reminded of that odd moment with Ian, it was also very different. Even the season had changed. A late September hint of musk wafted through the open window into the bath; and it was her husband not a ‘loose cannon’ taking charge of her.


  Standing in the middle of the bathroom, Reggie in his crisp white dress shirt and pleated slacks dried her dripping body with a warm soft towel. He took special care to dab the water from her face only to have to repeat the process when another stream of water drizzled down her forehead.


  “How’s your ass?” he asked.


  She’d just been whipped.


  “Very sore,” she said, feeling the tightness in her punished cheeks.


  “But you’re ready for more?” he inquired earnestly.


  “More tonight?”


  “More when I’m ready to have you.”


  “Then I’m ready when you are,” she answered, remaining dutifully submissive—even though she could feel a flash of rebellious fire beginning to burn within her again.


  He felt her ass and touched her chin and smiled seeing another drop of water run off her eyebrow to her lips. She licked it away.


  Pulling her to him, Reggie ignored ‘impeccable form’ and let her wet body soak through to his skin.


  “So, you’re going to whip my ass again tonight?” she asked curious.


  Reggie took a moment to think of how they’d have sex that night. No, it wouldn’t be with whips and smacks and whimpers of anguish. There was a time for such things and a time for love. In the scheme of his relationship with Jocelyn, they required both. Of course, he’d wouldn’t tell her that yet. “I don’t know, I guess you’ll have to wait and see,” he said to tease her.


  “But you will love me,” she told him, her voice regaining a degree of sauciness she’d not had in some time. Since she’d been home she’d been picking up pieces of herself she thought she’d lost, and this one was especially comforting. It gave their marriage that certain edge that made it sizzle.


  “Of course I’ll love you,” he replied, with eyes gleaming dangerously. “As long as you keep your rebellious soul tame tonight.”


  She hummed thoughtfully. “I don’t know,” she said with a playful smirk. “It’s all coming back to me.”


  “Well then, I’ll guess I’ll have to love that, too,” he conceded. For good measure his hand was on her ass, and the gentle war between them was on the loose again.


  “Then why don’t you love me now?” she said. It was late. They were aroused. In Jocelyn’s mind it was time to strip her husband of his wet clothes and head for bed.


  


  
More titles in the Alexandra Series…


  


  ALEXANDRA’S AWAKENING


  This first Lizbeth novel is an erotic story in the tradition of The Story Of O—a tale of sexual awakening as a young woman, Alexandra, comes to terms with the often crude sexual fantasies that have haunted her for years. Knowing of her troubling sexual passions, her lover, Will, takes her to his good friend, the dominant master, Reggie, who requires Alexandra face her fears as well as her profound desires. Though she fights this master’s power over her, she soon learns the pleasures of surrender. In the process, she comes to appreciate and gain power over her once perplexing sexual lust, and find where her true desires lie. This novel includes exhibitionism, graphic bondage and discipline, anal sexuality, female bisexuality, and group sex.


  


  ALEXANDRA’S DILEMMA


  A reluctant Alexandra knows that the only way back to her lover’s heart is to submit to a well-deserved and exacting punishment meted out by his friend, the merciless Reginald. Once trained by this compelling dominant, she breaks a promise to herself never to surrender to him again. She returns for a creative chastisement that not only pays her debt to her lover, but reminds her of the sexual thrill of submission. Intense spanking, fierce punishment and graphic anal discipline.


  


  MY DARLING JOCELYN


  The consummate bachelor, charming dominant and ruthless disciplinarian, Reggie, finally meets his match in Jocelyn. The sassy woman loves his mastery, yet defies him at every turn, slowly melting the ice that surrounds his loveless heart. Reggie finds that there really is a place at his side for just the right submissive woman. With lots of passionate spanking, discipline and Reggie’s fascination unusual and often anal love play, the compelling dominant takes this challenging woman on the a wicked ride into the world of her fondest dreams. Delightfully creative spanking scenes, bondage and anal sex.


  


  JOCELYN & ALEXANDRA


  Feeling ignored by their dominant lovers, Reggie and Will, Jocelyn & Alexandra take off on vacation together, indulging in forbidden sexual pleasures. When they return, the two discover that keeping secrets from their lovers is more difficult than they expected. Someone’s telling Reggie and Will their secrets! After turning the tables on a misbehaving maid, and getting caught in their lies, the saucy charmers get their just desserts for their scandalous conduct. Reggie and Will delight in tormenting the guilty women. Brimming with suspense, this novel takes some startling twists, resulting in a spellbinding finale. Spanking, anal and lesbian content.


  


  More Erotica by Lizbeth Dusseau…


  


  MASTERS OF THE CLUB


  When Gillian discovers Kate McPherson’s diary, detailing the stunning secrets of an exclusive sex club, it sparks her own sexual desires, and she’s determined to become the club’s newest member. Though unsure of this high-powered attorney’s true motives, Mike Bellamy—one of the club’s most accomplished dominants—takes on her training, putting Gillian through a rigorous initiation to determine her true sexual desires and ensure her obedience. Meanwhile, Kate finds herself undergoing a grueling probation for having allowed the club’s secrets to fall into the hands of an outsider. The Club was first introduced in Member Of The Club. Now, Lizbeth takes this stunning society of sexual pleasure into the extremes of D/s including scenes with vivid exhibitionism, semi-public sex, piercing, spanking, bondage, discipline and anal sex.


  


  IN CHAINS


  A ruthless scoundrel, an affectionate lover, and an inventive sexual master, Billy Fitzgerald seeks not just a wife, but a woman daring enough to choose sexual servitude. Fresh out of college, Kirsten Cates falls into his masterful hands, accompanying him on a tour of Europe. Billy agrees to love her, marry her and sexually dominant her, making this romantic submissive believe that all she has ever desired is about to come true. Seen through the eyes of Kirsten, Billy, and their friends, including Tony Fynn—a maverick filmmaker who intends to break Billy’s fierce grip on Kirsten’s body and soul. Includes bondage, discipline, slave training, spanking (including fem/fem spanking), chains, dungeons, female bisexuality and anal eroticism.


  


  INTO THE DARK WILDS


  Pulling a banned journal from the shelves of an antique shop, Chloe Duchet begins to read about the life of the sex slave, Rowena. Enticed by this story, it sparks her own desires. Following in Rowena’s footsteps, Chloe seeks the same satisfaction in slavery that Rowena knew, and signs a contract with a sexual master to become his sovereign property. She’s pierced, punished, used as a whore, and enjoys every minute of her servitude. But once auctioned and sold to a new owner, Chloe is stunned by what this surprising new master wants of her. Lizbeth writes of taboos and forbidden lust, of government sanctioned punishment, and of a society that lives in its extremes. Includes heavy-handed discipline, bondage, anal sex and female bisexuality.


  


  For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…


  write, email or call:


  Pink Flamingo Publications


  P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051


  E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com


  On-line:


  For Consensual BDSM, Spanking Fiction and General Erotica:


  http://www.pinkflamingo.com


  For our complete BDSM catalog:


  http://www.eroticbooknetwork.com
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