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		Chapter One

		

		For the first time in months, Joanna and I went for drinks after work. We found our way to a cozy table in the back of Sam’s bar, ordered margaritas and nachos, and settled back to enjoy a long awaited evening together.

		“God this tastes great!” I said, letting the hot spices from a gooey cheese-covered tortilla linger in my mouth. I looked into Joanna’s enormous hazel eyes. “You’ve been so busy lately, what’s been happening?”

		“Not much, just work,” she replied. “I’m glad you invited me, Kate, I’ve missed our naughty conversations.” She smiled seductively. I seemed to melt into her aura every time I was with her. Her hair was golden brown, cascading to her shoulders in beautiful curls. With the svelte body of a fashion model, she moved with such incredible ease that I was always in awe.

		“I’ve missed those conversations; too, sometimes they’re the most exciting thing in my life.” I recalled the evenings with a little wine and a lot of fantasy about men and sex. She liked the unusual as much as I did, and we could talk candidly about even our most sacred sexual secrets.

		“I can’t believe your sex life is that mundane,” she replied to me as she looked at me suspiciously down her pert nose.

		“No, I mean it. It’s been practically non-existent since that horrible relationship with Chris ended a couple of months ago.”

		“That doesn’t sound like you,” she laughed pleasantly. “There’s always something brewing in your hot little head.”

		I settled into my second margarita, feeling much more relaxed than I’d been as we’d hurried from the office. The soft glowing light of the bar, along with the fragrant smells of wine and beer, and the more exotic perfume of liqueurs, relaxed us into its welcoming atmosphere. Even the cigarette smoke rising from countless tables like some sexual specter seduced us to a moment of candid revelation. Sam’s Bar was like home, a favorite spot for the hour after work when I needed a place to get away – a brief respite before I moved on to the rest of my evening.

		“You’d probably laugh if I told you what I’ve been thinking,” I said feeling a little blush start to rise on my cheeks.

		“You’ve told me everything else without my laughing.” She looked at me, her eyebrows raised in anticipation, waiting for me to spill my guts as I usually did.

		I sighed heavily, and sank back into the comfort of the brocade wing-backed chair. “The club,” I whispered, “I’ve been thinking about the club.”

		She looked momentarily startled. “You mean the sex club that everyone was whispering about a few months ago?”

		“Exactly!”

		Her eyes lit up and she leaned forward, interested. “Something in particular happen?”

		“Oh no!”

		“Just a fantasy?”

		“Of course. Don’t you remember? We decided it was just a rumor, a delicious rumor, yes, but still a rumor.” I remembered those few weeks of office gossip about the club, the very private club that catered to the sexual whims of men and the fantasies of women. For several weeks, there’d been a buzz about it, responsible for longer than usual breaks in the coffee room. There was lots of talk, suggesting a number of the most alluring men in our building had unusual rendezvous with women they hoped would be interested in “out of the ordinary” sex. But then, the rumors died off and so did the whispers; it was a little too outrageous for anyone to believe as real.

		Joanna and I had been wild with speculation, being completely fascinated by the thought that such a secret society might exist, even though neither of us had taken the rumors seriously.

		“So, now you’re obsessed again?” she guessed correctly.

		I was always obsessive about anything that attracted my sexual attention. She knew that as much as I did.

		“Completely,” I admitted, feeling my cheeks burn hot again.

		She laughed – I always enjoyed the sound of her warm and comforting laughter. “You’d better be careful,” she warned.

		“Careful? Really? Why?”

		“Oh, it’s a terrific turn on, but it sounds dangerous to me. If there actually is a club like that, are you sure you’d want to be part of that?” She eyed me suspiciously. “I mean we talked about some rather submissive things. It that’s what it’s about, you could be put in some very risky situations.”

		“Humm…I don’t know,” I mused, as I downed another gooey chip. “The club I’m thinking of would make certain that it would be a safe place for sex, don’t you think?” All this seemed perfectly plausible even if it were just fantasy.

		“I suppose if you trusted the members,” she reasoned. There was something strange in her eyes; perhaps her own thoughts of the club were getting stirred up again.

		She looked at her watch and gasped. “Gotta run, hon, I’m late.”

		“Late?” I asked.

		“Sorry, I forgot to tell you. I got a call just before we left; I have business thing to take care of, and it’s got to be done before eight.”

		Her brusque departure seemed odd to me. I couldn’t imagine what she was talking about; but obviously it was important and I wasn’t my place to pry.

		Throwing a few bills on the table, she rose, hastily putting on her coat as if she were going to a fire. “Listen, why don’t you find some wholesome man and train him the way you want him?” she said with a silly twinkle in her eye.

		“Sure,” I replied sarcastically, and idea that seemed as unlikely as the existence of this fantasy club. Leaning down she gave me a peck on the cheek, a tender gesture that I adored.

		I watched Joanna as she walked through the crowd of men on her way to the door. We knew most of them in the bar, or at least had seen them before. There was a time when she would have put on blinders, like most women I know, warding off unwanted advances from horny men. However, I’d noticed that she’s changed in the last year. Her small round bottom swished seductively as she moved away, brushing by the men in the bar, breasts making contact, eyes connecting flirtatiously. Her sensuous laughter joined with theirs. I could easily see my friend in bed enjoying the attention of a half dozen of these hot guys at once. What a compelling power she had over them! I loved what I saw in her and I wanted that kind of confidence for myself.

		As I toyed with the remainder of my drink, I brooded over Joanna and sex and men, wishing I’d had more time with my best friend. Between our summer vacations and a string of hurried meetings, I’d hardly spent any time with her in the last three months. I didn’t know what was happening in her life. I suspected there was a man; but it would be like pulling teeth to get her to admit that. She must have some juicy secrets to tell. With that in mind, I decided that we’d have to chat again soon.

		I gathered my purse, paid the bill and walked through the bar. The smoke had finally played havoc with my nostrils and I wanted some fresh air. It had been a beautiful fall day with the sparkling rusty leaves fluttering in the autumn air. At six-thirty, long shadows cast an uncommon light on the evening and the sensuous allure unexpectedly reached inside me in a way I’d not experienced in a long while. Something was opening in me, a desire inside hungering for something new. I could feel stirring in the pit of my stomach a deep ache for that unknown “whatever” to come into my life.

		I wondered if the idea of the club was having a magical effect on me; it certainly aroused my body. And what would it mean, what would I want? Was the idea too outrageous to consider seriously? I wasn’t so sure.

		Walking to my car, I watched the men pass by and wondered about them.

		What would excite me? In my fantasies I’m an exhibitionist in revealing clothes; in public places my behavior is indecent. I loved the thought of secret rendezvous and nasty lingerie underneath my proper clothes. Beyond my prim exterior, I have the most submissive thoughts. I imagine myself under the spell of mystery, under the grip of men I hardly know. Were there a club to join like the one we whispered about so naughtily, it would take my deepest dreams and make them real. The only question was how far I’d really go. Did I have the nerve to do the things I imagined? Or was I only kidding myself?

		By the time I reached home, my body was alive. I had thoughts so decadent that I was ashamed of myself for thinking such scandalous things.

		I undressed before a full-length mirror so I could see myself from head to toe. My long brown hair, wildly framed my face, descending past my shoulders in kinky curls. This was my one statement of nastiness to the rather stuffy business world where I worked.

		I removed my blouse and gazed at myself, liking the way the darkness of my hair accented my pale creamy skin. Full hips, generous bust, firm belly and small waist – I recalled one lover telling me I was his voluptuous dream. He liked women with flesh he could fondle and maul, whose bodies are ripe for squeezing.

		I felt my breasts, cupping them in my hands, watching the way they looked when I pushed them together. They were large enough to consider a curse at one time in my life, but I was beginning to find them a real treasure the way they made such a charming cleavage, and spilled out of my bra when I set them free – the way they moved with a sexy jiggle when I didn’t wear any bra at all. As I massaged them, I practiced seductive looks, my eyes turning smoky and obscure.

		My nipples had grown hard, protruding a full inch from the softer flesh, turning a deeper shade of purple the more I pinched the little things between my fingers. I pushed one breast to my face, leaned in and kissed it, licked the surface and ran my tongue along the skin seeking the hard nipple so I could caress it with my wet mouth.

		My body burned hot as I stripped my clothes away, and viewed the firm flesh beneath – my long legs and the inviting sex mound underneath a pair of tiny pink bikinis.

		My right hand found its way inside my panties where it roamed along my belly to the wetness of my cunt. As a finger slipped inside the delicate folds of flesh, the other hand pushed down the panties so I could see clearly what I was doing. Kicking the clothes away, I stood naked in front of the mirror. My head was spinning from the liquor, my body insisting on its release, while my mind engaged in a drama inside itself. Some delicious sex-charged man would be standing in front of me, pleasured by every move I made. Perhaps there would be two, or three, or a whole audience of men to perform for.

		Fully naked, my hands wandered over my hips and down to the creamy softness of my belly; I was an ardent lover. I could almost feel body heat reflecting back on me. Grazing a palm over my pubic mound, I twirled a finger through the fine dark curls and aimed for the sweet pink bud at the tip of my clitoris. Rubbing it gently, I pressed two fingers to the side of the engorged sliver of skin and began rubbing vigorously, sending sudden shock waves of intense and desirous heat though every part of my body.

		The waves of pleasure rose and fell, so I could hardly stay on my feet. But I was forced to remain where I was, believing that my cum was a theater for the imaginary guests who used my satiation for their own enjoyment. They demanded I perform, so I rubbed the hot bud harder, pausing occasionally to let the sensations free. I played the sensuous places, feeling a peak of satisfaction begin to build, and then a wonderful rush of energy as I exploded against my fingers, washing my hand in the nectar.

		The orgasm swept me silly, my body jerking, clenching, cumming hard and wild. A moaning cry escaped my lips, and then receded as I slowly stroked the spent bud and the sensations died off gently. With each new breath I felt the pleasure, a perfect pleasure, remade every time I masturbated – even though it was never once the same.

		Collapsing on my bed, I let the covers caress my skin and the languid moment last as long as the little fires inside still burst their tiny bursts of fire. It didn’t surprise me that it was not my last orgasm of the evening.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		By the time January was chilling me to the bone, I’d forgotten about my fantasies of the club. In December, I dove into a sexual affair with a former boyfriend, so easy to get caught up in the holiday charm of a romantic interlude. But by the end of the season the excitement was over and I was alone and without a sexual outlet as another year began.

		My fires still burned for something new, and I had a premonition that something unusual would come my way to satisfy the burning need; though I had no clue what that something unusual would be. I’d given up thinking of the club – it seemed a waste of time when there was no way to create the vision my mind dwelt on so lustily.

		At least that’s what I thought until the first of February, when the first anonymous note arrived.

		Whoever had planted the message between file folders on my desk knew I would be going through them after lunch. When I pulled out the stack of my afternoon work, a pink slip of paper twice folded dropped out on my desk. I might have ignored it altogether, except that its appearance was totally out of context next to the other papers that were there. I stared at it a moment curiously, then picked it up, unfolded its sharp creases and read what it had to say.

		The message took me by surprise.

		“What would it feel like to sit bare-assed on your chair all day?”

		My heart skipped anxiously several times. Who the hell had put it there, I wondered? Some ridiculous office boy perhaps? Someone trying to get a cheap thrill by watching my shocked expression? I looked around for a culprit, but found no one eyeing me. Was Joanna playing a joke on me? That wasn’t possible, she’d been gone all day on business.

		Tearing the note in several pieces, I swept it with my hand into the wastebasket and forgot I’d ever seen it until several days later when a second note appeared, similarly located in an obvious place. I found this one first thing in the morning just after I arrived for work.

		Unfolding the pink paper, I read a message as provocative as the first one had been.

		“And what about unknown hands caressing your body while you lie back blindfolded?”

		My secret messenger certainly had a way with words! I didn’t know whether to be scared or thrilled. Actually I couldn’t help the thrill; both times my body heat shot straight up when I read the notes. Again, however, I carefully discarded the piece of paper, sure that this was just some schoolboy prank. Probably that new fellow in the mailroom with the gawking expression on his face every time he passed my desk and ogled my tits.

		My theory as to the author of these notes changed, however, when a third message came a week later, giving me reason to ponder all three notes in light of the rumored club.

		“What would it mean to you to keep receiving these messages? What would it mean to play secret games with us?”

		I pressed my hand to my face in wonder. Gazed around the room to see if anyone was watching me. No one seemed to care about my predicament, and no one seemed to notice my nervous expression.

		This was no casual thing! Someone was deliberately toying with me. Could it be one of the silly men in the office? Could it be a raging psychopath? Or... could it be a member of the club? I loved the third possibility, though it still seemed so unlikely. Unlike the first two notes, the third went into my purse, tucked inside the zipper pocket, folded as neatly as it had been when I received it.

		At lunch that day, I pulled out the message and tossed it on the table in front of Joanna.

		“I can’t keep this to myself any longer,” I said, “What do you think? This isn’t the first one, I destroyed the others, but they were very provocative.”

		She opened the folded paper and read the odd message. “Oh my! You have an admirer.”

		“Or could it be something else?” I replied with suggestion in my voice. “Well what do you think?”

		She looked up at me with the most earnest expression, eyes dripping with interest.

		“I don’t know.” I blushed. “They certainly turn me on, but I would like to know who they’re from. I’m not so sure they’re harmless.”

		“Oh, I think it’s just someone in the office playing with you,” she said to comfort me.

		“You think so?” My curiosity had peaked. The club was again on my mind, with a dash of reality thrown in to make my loins fiery and my imagination fertile for all kinds of possibilities from kinky to dangerous. “I thought maybe I should bring this up with the personnel office, it could be some lunatic.” I was scared to mention the club, afraid she’d think I was foolish.

		“I’d wait,” she advised me.

		“Why’s that?” I wanted to reply, but someone stopped by the table and began a conversation with Joanna. I had to get back to my desk and meetings the rest of the day prevented me from pressing her further.

		

		A week passed. There were no new messages. A second week and still none. I quit rushing in each morning to look for a pink paper on my desk. Must be just a passing fancy of some unknown man; he’d had his fun and was on to other things. Even so, I missed the notes, they’d been an exciting diversion.

		Three weeks later, I was visited again. Returning from lunch, I reached into the box at the side of my desk pulling out an inner office envelope I expected to contain a department communication. To my surprise, I found a white typed memo with no sender’s name at the top, though mine was clearly typed in the appropriate space.

		“To: Kate”

		A cold shiver ran from my neck to my toes.

		“Tomorrow wear your widest skirt, no underwear. Spend the day with your naked bottom on your desk chair. Remember how it feels.”

		My heart raced wildly. Who the hell?

		I crumpled the paper and pushed it into my purse as my boss approached my desk.

		At break, I grabbed Joanna and shoved her aside to show her my find.

		“It’s happening again,” I exclaimed.

		I watched excitedly as her eyes perused the note. “Ooo, this is hot!” She looked up at me deliciously involved. “What are you going to do?”

		“I don’t know.” I looked at her hoping she’d have an answer.

		“Well does it turn you on?” she asked.

		“You know it does,” I whispered quietly, as I remembered where we were, not far from the typing pool, too close for candid conversations.

		“Then why not?” she replied almost whimsically. “Who would it hurt?”

		“Didn’t you caution me about the dangers of my fantasies? This is real, Jo!”

		She considered my question for a moment, then tossed her head back in a way that always got my attention. “If I were you, I’d play along, as long as it feels right. You want the unusual, it would be a shame to cut off the titillation when it could be exactly what you’ve been wanting.”

		She made sense. There was no denying the feelings it roused in my sex starved body. And, after all, who would know but my best friend and me?

		In my bedroom that night, I took out the memo and read it again. Putting it beside me on the bed I laid back against the pillow. I was wearing nothing but a blue silk teddy, my nipples peeking through the lace. I had just painted my toenails a shocking shade of crimson; and they looked as naughty as my thoughts. As I waited for the polish to dry, I considered what I’d do the next day.

		Every time I thought of the instructions in the note, my body answered wildly. If I only knew who was behind the messages I might be less afraid. Yet, at the moment, my fears didn’t matter as much as the pangs of heat that raged through my thighs and cunt. I saw myself playing out the instructions. I knew exactly which skirt I’d wear – the blue one that hung down to my calves, and clung seductively to my hips. Its thin flimsy fabric was nearly transparent.

		I imagined the feel of my thighs against my thighs with nothing between them, the feel of my soft hairs against the soft cloth, and the tickle of the rough chair seat against my pussy lips. Oh, my gawd, what delight!

		And I imagined the nasty idea of sitting primly all day in my office, with my ass to the chair, feeling each movement I made while a whirlwind of activity proceeded around me – no one having a clue about my secret. I knew it would be hard to keep my hands from playing with myself, just as I could not keep them from my crotch as the scene raced through my head.

		All the feelings centered in that place between my legs; they began and ended there, even though they radiated to every inch of my body. I pushed aside the tiny strip of lace that covered my lower lips, and my body quivered, hips undulating against the bed. The muscles in my thighs contracted and relaxed as I pleasured myself. The masturbation came so easily. As I rubbed the wet folds, the instructions moved me on, taking hold in my sexual psyche so intensely I couldn’t deny their power over me. I rubbed frantically, fingers playing with my tender clit and the moist hole of my cunt. I moved toward a fine edge, keeping myself there for several seconds, but the desire was too strong to hold off for long. The orgasmic wave came crashing down, not gently but like the ocean on a stormy night. I jerked against my hand allowing the fury to consume me completely.

		The masturbation was over so quickly that I lay back stunned. Lying back against the sheets, I let the soft satin cool my sweaty flesh.

		My body had spoken with its message crystal clear. I was obsessed. Whoever sent these notes demanded my attention. Despite my fears, I’d play their game. I’d allow the passion its due course. Why would I want to deny myself the possibility of experiencing my fantasies come to life?

		I knew what to do – at least how I’d respond to the anonymous command.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		I wore the blue skirt as I’d been told – no underwear, no panty hose. Garters held my stockings so I could feel bare skin between my legs. As I walked, cool air caressed my private places, tickling pubic hair the way a lover’s gentle hand would softly graze against it. Beneath the folds of my thin skirt, my ass enjoyed the touch of the garment as it swayed about my skin and dabbled with the crack of my ass. I was fixated on the sensation and could think of nothing else. Sexual stimulation was paramount, overriding everything else, all my trivial concerns, the daily duties, all the empty conversations, everything. What my body felt reigned supreme in my mind to the exclusion of all else.

		I arrived at work early in the morning and spent some time concerned with negotiating my posture on the chair: how to sit gracefully so my skirt was raised, but not so it could be noticed by my co-workers in the office. Fortunately, my desk was in one corner of the room, removed from the others, giving me the privacy I needed.

		As I sat with my bottom tightly fixed against the seat, I arranged my long skirt around me so that to the casual eye nothing appeared unusual. I was comfortable with the instruction, safe within its rule, and content to relax and savor the crude reality of my secret.

		When I leaned forward my pussy pressed against the rough textured cloth of my desk chair. I could feel it prickly on my tender folds, creating such a wild response that I found my crotch pulsing into the chair the same way I’d pulse my cunt into a lover’s cock. It prevented me from paying full attention to my job, but it was a welcome change, a lewd interlude in my otherwise unremarkable life.

		I remained as instructed for the entire day. Once, I caught Joanna with eyebrows raised looking my way, and I cast a similar glance at her, to tell her I was following the instructions.

		“You look flushed,” she commented discreetly as she passed by my desk.

		“I do?”

		She looked down at my chair, knowing my secret. “Enjoying yourself?”

		“My god! It’s almost more than I can tolerate,” I whispered back.

		“Oh, I think you’re doing pretty well.”

		It was difficult to say more, but reassuring to have her know my secret and share my thoughts and fears.

		My sexual fires burned all day, I couldn’t wait to return home that night and satisfy the sexual longing. The surreptitious messages – and the thought of more – had the power to stimulate my need for orgasm as nothing I’d ever known.

		The only lacking element was real hands on my body.

		I knew myself well; I knew every place that stirred my sexual juices, and begged to be touched. I knew how to stoke the fires and bring myself to a rapid or sometimes drawn-out conclusion. This was easy sex that met the physical need, a world of my own, both private and voracious. And yet, once this stranger intruded on my world, I wanted more of what that stranger had to offer; I wanted other hands and other lips and other bodies to play with me.

		I spent that night, longing for another message, for other instructions to come; I desperately hoped that they would continue. I hoped for that, rather than worry that this extraordinary adventure could end in an unsavory nightmare. Though I was obsessed, I didn’t want a nightmare. I’d keep my wits about me and proceed with care.

		

		If there was some schedule to the messages arrival, it certainly wasn’t apparent to me. The next came days later after many disappointing days without a new note. I was afraid that there would be no more. Several mornings I woke with the thought that I’d repeat my scene with the blue skirt and my bare bottom, but I knew it wouldn’t be the same doing it for myself. I’d be the only one who’d know. What I relished most was performing on someone’s command, and being submissive to that secret someone who remained hidden and unknown to me.

		As much as I desired another note, I was forced to be patient. I wasn’t in charge of this drama, but in the hands of a stranger, subject to their needs and their commands. It was a totally new concept for my sexuality. Perhaps being in control all the time wasn’t as provocative as the submissive alternative. I felt lost those days between memos, unsettled not knowing how to look at myself as the communications had altered so strangely the way I thought of my sex life.

		Then to my relief, ten days after the first instructions, I reached into an inner-office file and surprised myself with another plainly addressed note solely for my eyes. Fear washed over me, titillating my body to my toes.

		“Buy yourself a push up bra, and wear it tomorrow with a blouse that will properly display your ample bosom.”

		The phone rang. My boss buzzed me for a conference. Before I could react to the sexual memo, I had to pull my agitated body into its perfect business form and listen to his suggestions for our next inner-department meeting, which was my responsibility. I’d be giving a presentation before the entire office staff, and though this was nothing new for me, it was all I could do not to react with a bit of trepidation when Mr. Moore reminded me that the meeting would take place at ten o’clock the next morning.

		It wasn’t like me to wear anything remotely suggestive at work. I may have a racy exhibitionist streak, but I found the attentions I got from men too frightening to allow me to dress in anything even a bit risky during business hours. I wore tailored business suits and simple dresses. It seemed clear to me that whoever sent this latest instruction was aware that I would be on stage the next day. I couldn’t imagine how I could actually follow through.

		As I pondered my dilemma that afternoon, I found the thought of displaying myself as I’d been instructed magnified my sexual desire. I sat at my desk waiting for the clock to turn five, feeling a creeping dampness between my legs, and my cunt throbbing against the seat. My imagination took flight. I would do exactly as ordered, buoyed by the bizarre excitement.

		I began plotting in my head how to pull off the instructions. Where I would go to buy the bra? Frederick’s or Victoria’s Secret? Fredericks, perhaps, their lingerie was more risqué. And then, what would I wear... the fuchsia-colored blouse, I decided. It tapered to fit tightly at the waist tucked into my slim gray skirt.

		In the Frederick’s dressing room later that evening, I tried several bras – a real first for me, taking the time to look at myself in the mirror as I changed from one to another. I couldn’t help but admire the way my generous breasts were augmented by the little bit of lace and underwire. With just a half cup to hold them and the benefit of a construction that pushed them much higher than their usual place, I viewed that familiar flesh with new eyes, appreciating what I saw. They jiggled when I moved like the bosom of a voluptuous eighteenth century maiden wearing a revealing low cut gown.

		Interesting – such apparel was designed for the male eye. I admired myself realizing that it turned me on as surely as it would any man. I thought of Joanna, how I’d relished the time I caught a glimpse of her breasts when we’d traveled to Florida together on vacation.

		At the time I pushed aside the sexual thoughts; I’d been tempted to touch her creamy skin. Though her breasts were much smaller than mine, they enticed me with their smooth surface and the way they swelled from her slender chest as two small, firm peaks. The memory of her came roaring back as I looked at my own chest in the mirror. As my eyes reviewed the entire picture of my unclothed body, I remembered Joanna’s long graceful legs, her tiny waist – much tinier than my own trim one – and the patch of golden pubic hair; neatly shaved it almost glistened in the low light of the hotel room lamp.

		Did I lust for women, too? Could I run my hands over a woman’s body and pleasure her the way I did myself? Could I invade a woman’s private places with my mouth and tongue just as I did with men? It was an alarming thought.

		I left the store that evening with a lavender bra. Its cool color blended with my skin, and more than the others I tried on, it fit the instructions I’d been given perfectly. My only concern was how it would look the next day beneath my blouse as I gave my presentation before a room full of staring eyes.

		By morning, I was scared. I’d been haunted all night long with the notion that this was a set-up for some terrifying conclusion. I was afraid the instructions would come crashing down around me in some appalling way. Joanna’s comments rattled around my brain, confusing me even more. At one point, she’d cautioned me; another time she encouraged me to do what felt good. Did it turn me on? Did I enjoy the feelings? Her messages were mixed and no help at all.

		I drank a steaming cup of coffee, trying to settle my apprehensions and ease my mind. Perhaps Joanna was only suggesting that I not act rashly either way. It was sound advice. In truth there was nothing dangerous yet... and least not yet.

		Putting aside my fears, I went ahead with my plans. I dressed without looking in the mirror – perhaps I wouldn’t be so scared if I didn’t know how I looked. Yet, as soon as I buttoned the fuchsia blouse and looked down at my breasts, I couldn’t help but peek in the mirror,

		I was startled with the picture. The slim skirt fit tightly at my hips, and was belted at the waist. My figure was a perfect hourglass, accentuated as it had never been before, breasts pinched together and pushed forward in the new bra. I was used to hiding my more than ample treasures, and this was so different, so forward, so... so lewd. The thoughts I’d had in the dressing room the evening before began to surface again – the same fascination with my body and the recollections of Joanna’s alluring shape.

		Why not be this erotic? Instructions or not, I had the right to look as I chose, and what I saw pleased me. It didn’t matter why; it mattered only that it turned me on. I was surprisingly grateful for my secret director; obviously he knew something about me that I’d concealed from myself.

		Tossing on my overcoat, I left my apartment. And, at least for the moment, a bit of impudent self-confidence replaced my fears. The instructions from my director worked just as they had a week before. My body was on fire, and my mind consumed by the sexual fantasy.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		My presentation went perfectly. Not only did I ace the information, I attracted plenty of attention from the office clowns and boring assholes who ogled my tits as they bobbed in front of their gaping eyes. With every sensuous, sexy move, I carried their interest, manipulating their response to the presentation and to me. For the first time, I understood the sexual power that Joanna exercised so well. It was intoxicating and devilishly fun!

		In fact, the inspired scheme worked so well that I got invited to dinner that evening – a perfectly wonderful invitation, from a man I hardly knew. David Miles was new in our office and a perfect gentleman – handsome, well-groomed and confident. He didn’t spend his breaks telling dirty jokes in the lunchroom, watching for the blushing cheeks in the secretarial pool. He wasn’t an obnoxious bore or a self-righteous ass – what a refreshing change from what I was used to!

		Oddly enough, I turned him down. He was probably the best possibility for a lover I’d had in months, maybe years. He was everything I said I wanted – although that was before the memos, bare asses, push-up bras and flaming sexual desires that thrilled me as no single gentlemanly man could ever do alone. Something totally different had me in its grasp and I would have felt adulterous to have invited someone else into my bed or heart.

		I spent the afternoon reflecting on my surprising behavior, thinking about that mysterious conductor who was playing the strings of my desire so well, and finding places in me I never knew were so real. With all those thoughts to consider, I continued with my task, maintaining the posture I knew was required to show off my breasts. Being conspicuous with my body for such a long period was not easy after years of hiding behind prim suits, demure blouses and baggy sweaters.

		I wished Joanna had been there; I trusted her detachment to keep me calm amid the flood of feelings that were churning inside. But she was out of town on business the rest of the week. It was Wednesday, and I wouldn’t have a chance to see her until the next week.

		Then, as if I didn’t have enough to occupy my thoughts, as if it weren’t already impossible to keep my mind on my work, another message appeared on my desk. This one landed before me in a sealed envelope along with the regular mail. Tearing through the envelope to see the new instruction I couldn’t believe what I read. This was more than I could handle!

		“Masturbate before you leave for home today.”

		I looked at the note completely stupefied, absently crinkled the paper in my trembling hand.

		A horrible pounding made my head ache.

		No way could I comply with this instruction. Taking my sex out of the safety of my bedroom, even if I could find a private place to do the deed, was impossible.

		Despite my desire to ignore the instructions, however, my lust was on the rise. My thighs burned and my crotch spasmed with need. I could feel the dampness on my panties sticking to my skin. Though I breathed deeply trying to relax the sensations away, it seemed as if someone pulling my sexual strings knew exactly what I needed at the moment and was giving me permission to act on that need.

		It was nearly five o’clock. The minute that the hands reached the awaited hour, the office turned into bedlam, with everyone agitated and ready to exit as quickly as possible. I was normally as anxious as my co-workers to leave for the day. But that night I would stay until the place was cleared of chattering women and there was an empty peace about the office.

		When I worked late, it was strange how the whole building had a different mood; the quiet calm that settled about the desks, computers, fax machines and copiers was eerie – but curiously seductive. It always put me in an altered state where I could work longs hours and accomplish more than I ever could surrounded by constant noise.

		As I waited for that mood to descend over the office, I wondered if I would really have the guts to follow these new directions.

		At five twenty, I looked around the expansive room where rows of desks and cubicles were spaced throughout the center of the floor, bordered by smaller private offices for management. There were just a few lights still on in those offices where some executives, including my boss, continued to pour over spread sheets and accounting files. I was the only one in the outer area.

		With the chatter gone and many of the lights dimmed for the night, I could feel beyond the trembling fear inside me a throbbing deep in my crotch. It had not gone away. The whole area of my sex was sending vibrations throughout me, and as I wiggled on my chair, the tremor of lust intensified.

		“Masturbate, before you leave for home.”

		The instruction echoed through my mind; the message, so incongruous with proper behavior, that I was horrified when I first read it. But now that I’d settled down, my body feeling a little less inflamed, I found myself goaded into following through with the demand.

		I intended – once it was quiet – to walk casually to the ladies room. And I was just about to do so, when my boss interrupted me.

		“Staying late?” he asked, as he stopped by my desk with his briefcase in hand.

		“For a few minutes,” I answered, “I have something I need to finish so it will be ready in the morning.”

		He acknowledged my dedication with a nod. “Well, have a nice evening,” he said, and turning he proceeded to the elevator. I was relieved he was gone.

		My end of the large office area was now empty. Only on the far side of the room were the lights still on, and those were behind windows where the blinds were closed.

		My heart pounded frantically as I thought about the instructions, being suddenly unable to take that first step. Something about the ladies room seemed so crude and uninviting. I glanced behind me at the open door of Mr. Moore’s office. With the dim light from my desk lamp the only light in the whole area, it appeared the more attractive alternative than the glaring bathroom.

		I shuffled some papers on the top of my desk, as if afraid someone was watching who would know what I was about to do. Then, trembling with both fear and excitement, I picked up a file folder and proceeded to the darkened private office. My body quivered hot; more electrified with each step I took.

		Placing the folder in Mr. Moore’s private file required me to lean back against a small desk that was pushed up close to it. I had thrown a fit about its placement, which made it extremely awkward to get into the adjacent cabinet. But this time, rubbing my bottom against the hard edge of the desk, I reveled in the sensations. The feelings went directly to my pussy beneath the material of my skirt.

		Still uncertain what I would do, I hesitated as if I were waiting for someone to direct me further. Yet, as my bottom repeatedly grazed the desk, my intentions became clear. Though the door was open and I heard voices and shuffling some distance away, I was in the world of my body and nothing else mattered: not the fear, nor the impropriety, nor even the place I’d chosen for this indecent act.

		I moved to my bosses’ chair, raising my tight skirt so it bunched around my middle. Pulling my panties from my crotch, I dropped them on the floor and my hand quickly found the most aroused area of my cunt.

		I lay back in the chair and began to rub myself as the music of a sexy saxophone played over the intercom. I pumped my hips against the chair, fucking my cunt with my fingers and hand. With my other hand, I caressed my breasts, those sexual objects that had controlled my entire day. In a flagrant act of indiscretion, I unbuttoned my blouse, not worrying if anyone passed by the door. The risk that I’d be seen only raised my desire more.

		I pulled one breast over the top of the new bra and pushed it toward my face, licking its creamy surface with my tongue, while pinching the pink nipple between my fingers. My breast bulged from my blouse like an offering to a stuffy world that needed some outrageous act to shake its sexuality loose. I continued in spite of my fear, as if I were railing against all the uptight fuss over anything erotic.

		The fingers in my cunt amplified the throbbing with their perfect manipulations. The cum began to build for several seconds and then even more with the motion of my fingers. I wanted more than just a simple cum; I wanted one I would always remember for the outrageous thrill, not for the fear of being caught.

		My mouth worked on that breast more, while my hand ran down my thighs and I almost giggled with delight, throwing my head back happily. Relaxing into my private world, I thrilled to every touch: at my thighs, my cunt and my breasts. My body was voracious, animal, mad with lust.

		I could have gone on forever, except for a sudden noise in the outer office that made me vigilant again. I didn’t recognize the sound, but a jolt of fear swept through me and I pulled myself from the consuming reverie, abruptly reminded of the compromising position I was in. I rubbed fast, pushing hard to the end with my ass beating against the chair and my cunt pushed higher toward my hand. Sensation blooming quickly to that exquisite edge, a little whimper escaped my mouth, as I melted back into the chair and allowed the surges to wash through me as the orgasm mounted to its peak and finally crashed around me.

		Sexual endings are always perfect. That moment when the stimulation is over and the body takes charge without effort, bringing the dizzying euphoria in one crashing explosion. That night, the end was even better than before. My pleasure reached a high plateau. Manipulating my clit with a well-practiced expertise, the spasms magnified in strength and wrenched my gut until my body fired off in one fresh exhilarating burst of unrestrained climax. Like nothing I’d ever experienced.

		“Aaaahhhh!” I breathed silently, swimming in that pleasure.

		I went limp, for a moment lost.

		When my consciousness finally returned to the room, it seemed hours later, the clock on the wall showed just six o’clock.

		After a few quick sighs, I straightened my skirt, buttoned my blouse, plucked my panties from the floor, and thrusting them into my purse, I left my boss’s office. There were lights still burning, and the after work activity was still progressing. The janitor had just entered the far side of the office with a wash bucket in one hand, pushing the large cart of supplies with the other.

		I was hot, sweating. Making love to myself in my clothes, I was sure that my indecent act would show all over me. Half of me wanted no one to see me in my disarray, but the other half wished that the quiet office could come alive again and realize the nasty deed I’d performed inside its pristine walls.

		I nodded politely to the janitor as I walked to the elevator. Then I slipped out of the building, certain that if there had been someone to see me, they would have noticed the trace of lust still flickering in my eyes and the tiniest smirk of self satisfaction on my lips.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		“How was your week?” Her lilting voice took me by surprise.

		“I didn’t expect you back so soon!” I said happily, delighted Joanna was there. I missed her, and there was so much to tell.

		“We finished early,” she explained.

		“I’m glad you’re back. How about lunch?” I suggested. “Out some place, Sam’s or the deli? No, not the deli,” I reconsidered, “we need some place more private.” My mouth was rattling too fast for my excited thoughts.

		“More notes?” she asked curiously. I could see the interest in her expression.

		I nodded, blushing.

		“You have to tell me everything,” she insisted, whispering, then she walked away. Only then did I notice the new blue leather skirt that fit Joanna’s round bottom like a glove. Her ass seemed to sit all by itself as if it were suspended on air. I couldn’t avoid the lovely sight of her backside, from her shapely waist to her longs slender legs, exposed from mid-thigh down to her slim ankles. Mine weren’t the only eyes to feast on her attractive form. Every man she passed had his eyes riveted on the pleasant sight. For me, however, my desires for a woman’s body floated to the surface of my consciousness again, beckoning me with my own best friend.

		We had lunch at Sam’s. Eating vegetable soup and childishly crushing crackers into the broth made even eating a sensual thrill.

		“So what’s been happening?” she asked. “And tell me everything.” Her hazel eyes twinkled, and she spoke as if she were expecting to hear a juicy piece of gossip. Though what I had to tell her was much more enthralling than mere gossip.

		“I got two more memos,” I announced calmly.

		Her face brightened.

		“About a week ago...” I started. I didn’t know where to begin. It wasn’t easy to talk about my adventures, even though I was dying to tell her. I took another spoonful of soup, a bite of my roll and then a deep breath. “A week ago, I got a memo instructing me to buy a push-up bra and wear it the next day to work.”

		“And you did,” she said, already surmising that I had.

		“I did,” I answered with a naughty smile. “Then, the next day, after I’d spent all day trying to look perfectly cool with my breasts hanging out, I got the other memo, telling me to masturbate before I left the office.”

		I waited for her reaction, trying to discern from her face what she thought of me, and my behavior.

		“And you did that, too?” she asked carefully. She didn’t seem as certain of my reply this time.

		“I did.”

		“Woah! You’re becoming quite the little slut, aren’t you?”

		I blushed. “It was pretty hot,” I replied, trying to sound casual, all the while, watching her expressive eyes glimmer with excitement.

		“I bet it was,” she answered. Her lips were so beautiful, outlined in bright red lipstick. Her long neck was perfectly displayed by her blouse, which was open to the top of her bra. The white lace beneath the rose colored material defined a feminine place that is meant to invite the eye to stare. “Now tell me how it really felt,” her mood seemed to darken and become more erotic, “and don’t leave anything out.”

		She knew I wanted her reassuring ear. She also knew there was more to my feelings than I was telling. As I leaned over my bowl of soup, my eyes looked into hers. “I was afraid,” I admitted. “I’m not used to dressing to accentuate my body. Even while I was planning the scene, I was sure I would chicken out, but I didn’t. Surprised even myself. I got more attention that morning than I’ve gotten all the time I’ve worked here.” I sat back, a little confused by my real feelings. “I don’t know,” I mused, “it was different being seen... I-I’ve felt...” My brain was failing me, “I’ve felt so strange since this whole thing began, as though I’ve been living in another world – and one I’m still very scared of.”

		“Do you like what you feel?” she asked.

		“Yes,” I replied, almost amazed with myself, “I really do.”

		“You know when I began dressing more erotically it startled me too,” Joanna confessed. “What’s important is that it’s really you.”

		I mulled that thought for awhile as we continued with our meal.

		“What about the masturbation?” she finally asked. “I’m surprised you actually did it?”

		“I was even less sure I’d do that. But it took place so quickly, once the office was clear, it just happened.” I smiled impishly. “In Mr. Moore’s office,” I added.

		“In Mr. Moore’s office!” she gasped.

		I was blushing again.

		“Yes, can you imagine me?”

		“Oh my,” was all she said. The most intriguing look of glee, maybe satisfaction, certainly delight crossed her face. She seemed to be having a great time hearing of my exploits, as great a time as I was telling her. It was almost as good as reliving them.

		“What about your fear that this might be some crack-pot sending you the notes?” she asked.

		“I don’t know,” I replied. “I don’t feel unsafe. It doesn’t feel creepy. And there was no one there that night that could possibly have watched me in the office. And, I could have easily stopped if I’d heard anyone approaching. I mean I could have gone in the bathroom and masturbated – that would have been almost as safe as my own bed room. But, I wanted it daring. I’m taking your advice, going with my feelings.”

		What I didn’t tell Joanna was the unsettling – though not altogether unwelcome – notion that, perhaps, this really was The Club, a society of sexual zealots reaching out to pull me in.

		“Do be careful,” she said. “I know the scenes are hot, but I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

		“I know,” I shrugged. “It’ll probably end soon, either by my secret friend, or me. Besides, the way things are moving, I’m not sure I can handle anymore.”

		“Oh?”

		“Well, maybe,” I hedged. I knew she was reading the gleam of desire in my eyes. I couldn’t stop it.

		

		

		

		Nearly three weeks after the escapade in the office, I was taken by surprise, when on answering the phone, I heard an unfamiliar voice deliver a most unexpected instruction.

		“If you want an explanation for the memos, go to The Back Room for lunch at noon.”

		The phone clicked off and the empty dial tone followed.

		For several minutes, I sat frozen in my chair. I had to repeat the message to myself several times to allow its meaning to sink in.

		I was dying to know the identity of my mysterious director. It seemed this sudden turn of events would propel me further into the unknown world that was being created for me. I could hardly wait for the noon hour. My palms were sweating, my mind raced crazily, and my body pulsed with reckless need.

		

		It had been years since I’d been to The Back Room, a restaurant on the ground floor of the building where I worked. The place was perfect for the posh lunch crowd that had the time and money to linger in elegant surroundings for a couple of hours. You wouldn’t want to hurry lunch at the upscale establishment. The service was too good, the wine too heady and the food too rich to rush.

		The most important thing about the choice of places was the safety. Down the elevator and across a hall to the entrance was all the distance I’d need to cross. If I was going to face a villain, I could hardly come to any harm on the well lit path or in the middle of a lunch crowd of people I worked with. It seemed all set up to allay my fears, putting the most respectable front on a conversation that was certain to touch on the raunchiest of ideas.

		I was afraid, but not so afraid I wouldn’t go. I really had no other choice. Instinctively, I knew if I didn’t go, there would be no more notes, no more memos, no more silent stranger creating events to excite me.

		

		“Katherine McPherson,” I said to the Maître’d as I reached his tiny podium by the front entrance to The Back Room.

		He glanced at his chart. “Yes, I have your table.” He led me through a maze of linen-covered tables, to one set up for two at the side of the dining area. I loved the light coming through a skylight over the garden room, and the Classical music that played as a background to the conversations.

		A wine bottle was already chilling next to the table and my glass was poured before I realized what was happening. I was drinking as soon as the waiter left – it seemed appropriate for the occasion, though I rarely drink during the day. As I sat alone waiting for someone to join me, I was surprised how relaxed I was.

		A second glass of wine was poured for me just as I spied a familiar face at the far side of the restaurant. Janet Claibourne.

		Janet was the kind of woman who everyone turned to watch as she passed by. Although for most people, she was too perfect to approach. Surprisingly, she came my way. Dressed in a purple suit with a tight fitting skirt, a plain jacket and a neckline that ended in a sharp “V,” she looked like the picture perfect business woman. Her platinum hair was brushed back tightly against her head, held by a simple clamp fashioned into a bow. It was hardly frivolous, but did add a touch of softness to the otherwise severe style. Her make-up was impeccable as usual. I had always assumed that her precise manner of dress contributed to her success.

		We’d worked together for several years at my present employer, then she moved on, having been offered a significant position with a competing firm. We occasionally saw each other at some social function, and though I would have hardly considered her a real friend, we were friendly; and she was one business woman I definitely admired for her strong, feminine manner.

		Much to my amazement, she approached my table. I wondered at the coincidence of my presence in the restaurant and her unexpected appearance at my side.

		“Janet!” I greeted her.

		“Kate,” she acknowledged me almost sternly. Sitting down across from me, she placed her purse beneath the table and removed the purple suit jacket, hanging it over the back of the chair. The unveiled blouse was made of white silk fabric, designed with a high neck and an almost invisible pattern to the cloth. It was so transparent that I could easily see her lingerie underneath. The tight-fitting lace teddy had a panel down the center where the lace became more sheer, skirting the inside edges of her breasts; the smooth cleavage between them was clearly apparent. For a moment, I gazed at her gorgeous bust line, realizing only then what ample breasts gave her such a dynamite figure. I even caught a glimpse of the aureoles around her nipples peeking from beneath the more opaque lace. The tiny bud centers poked through the silk, molding the fabric to their shape. She was so blatantly obvious with her body I was dumbfounded, as dumbfounded as I was to see her sitting across from me. I looked up at her embarrassed to be caught staring so long.

		The aura about Janet Claiborne was different than I remembered. She was more extreme – certainly more frightening to those who hadn’t known her as I had in the past. In our previous relationship, she’d been a friendly mentor, climbing to her own career heights with fears and doubts she didn’t hesitate to share with the women around her. Those fears were obviously gone now, replaced by well-earned confidence, and the knowledge of a womanly power that displayed no doubts. I was probably one of the few women who could still feel comfortable in her presence, though on this occasion, I was rattled.

		“I’m so surprised to see you, Janet,” I tried to begin, “but I am waiting for someone.”

		She didn’t waste time letting me speculate about her presence. “I know,” she replied tersely. “I am that someone.”

		Janet eyed me briefly as I heard her words, but before I could register my amazement she continued. “You’ve been receiving memos of a sexual nature, is that true?” she asked.

		“Yes, how did you know?”

		“They are from the club, Kate.”

		“There is a club?”

		“Most certainly,” she confirmed. “And I am a member.”

		My heart seemed to be pounding in my throat. “Then it is real?” I stared at her wonderingly, not yet aware of the effect this information would have on my apprehensions, and my future.

		She studied me intently. “I have several messages to give you, but I need to be brief, so we cannot chat about this.” She was stern in a very compelling way. “Assuming that you’re interested in membership, there are stringent rules you must follow for your initiation. Listen to them carefully and don’t forget them.”

		I nodded my understanding.

		She took a moment for a sip of wine, but that was all. She ignored the salad that had appeared in the tiny interim when the waitress was there. Following her lead, I ignored mine too.

		“You are to wear nothing that covers your pussy, except for those occasions each month when it is necessary – panties and no panty hose. As often as possible sit with your ass bare on the seat of your chair. Of course, you’ll continue to wear bras that accentuate your bosom. Always dress sexually. These are requirements you must follow; they will give you reminders every minute of the drama you have set in motion. They will serve to keep your arousal high. That will be a benefit to you at times when the commands you receive may be difficult for you to follow.” She paused to take a breath and then continued with her very precise instructions. I couldn’t take my eyes off her solemn face. “Except as ordered, masturbate yourself only once each day, no more, and you may not have sex with anyone but yourself or a member of the club. Those who are part of our unique organization will be clearly identified, so you’ll have no doubt.” She took another sip of wine... and for a moment, I wondered if she was as nervous as I was, though, she began again with the same calm exterior. “You must never ignore any message or instruction. Your only excuse for not obeying orders would be an emergency that would prevent your compliance. Lastly, understand that I am meeting you, not as a member who is directing your initiation, but on the instructions of my own director. This one time occasion is for the sole purpose of ensuring you that your safety is always considered, and that this game is not being controlled by anyone who would put you in danger.” She stopped for a moment, allowing me to absorb her words fully. “Do you understand everything I have said?”

		I was breathing hard, with excitement and fear rolled up together in one magnificent package.

		“I do,” I answered simply.

		“At any time, if you should decide to stop your participation in the club, be assured that there is no way to trace anyone, including myself, to the activities that you have already begun. Though it may sound like some mediocre TV script, this meeting did not take place. Expect no substantiation for any claims of its existence. The club doesn’t exist, and you’d be foolish to claim it does to anyone. Trust me, you say too much, you will be expelled.”

		That I knew.

		“And Kate,” she seemed to lighten a bit, back to the Janet I knew before, “I can’t help you as you proceed with your initiation. Please don’t call me for solace, or anything else. You’re on your own.” She maintained a sympathetic look that kept me calm in spite of the whirling dervish in my brain.

		“And if I want to stop?” I asked.

		“Then stop anytime, that’s your choice.” She smiled warmly. “I can’t tell you anymore. Eat your salad, enjoy it. The bill’s been paid.”

		She rose without any further explanation, and with a quick wave of her hand, she was gone. Eating my salad slowly as if I were obeying a command, I needed that kind of basic ritual to bring me back to the real world.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		It was the end of March. A harsh wind cut through every piece of clothing I wore: my wool coat, my sweater and my black skirt. The air touched my bare pussy with biting shots of cold, though I had become used to the instructions that Janet had spelled out.

		I thought often of our brief meeting. The fragrance of her body, mingling with the smell of food that permeated the restaurant, had left an indelible impression on me. That memory would come back when I least expected it, when I passed by a restaurant, or the perfume counter at Macy’s, or when I saw another woman who reminded me of Janet. None of these women could even come close to her in attitude, but that stern perfect look was everywhere around me.

		I remembered her every time I dressed in the morning. With the lace undergarments that I purchased since our conversation, I intended to create the same alluring effect that she created with her body. When I put on sexy lingerie, I put on a new piece of myself that I was becoming more familiar with each day.

		Just as Janet had said, the little instructions kept my arousal at the forefront of my consciousness. Every time I sat at work with my bare ass cushioned against my seat, little jolts-like electric shocks rushed my needy body. Every time I took off a suit jacket and revealed breasts barely concealed beneath the thin material of my blouse a little firecracker sparked inside my loins.

		Every night when I masturbated I thought of the club. I thought of her and the others that were waiting for me. I thought of that master of manipulation whose brief orders I followed.

		I took all the body delights that rose in me each day and channeled them through the fantasies in my mind. I played with a host of possible commands, and startling orders, and requirements that, as Janet suggested, might prove difficult for me. The more outrageous my thoughts, the more pleasure I gave myself, the more my hips would grind and my thighs would pulse and my cunt would contract with reckless spasms.

		The eroticism was fresh in my mind as the March wind chilled me on my way to the grocery store. My body filled with the harsh reality of secret sex exploding physical energy. Weeks since my last contact with the club left me wanting in the worst way. I knew there would be other instructions coming, but I was finding it increasingly difficult to wait for them. The one masturbation each day was hardly enough to keep the edge off my well-spring of sexual need.

		As I stepped into the grocery store, I gazed about. In the tiny market were perhaps ten customers, who like me were concocting their evening meal as they passed by the rows of food. As I perused the fruit in luscious colors and sizes, everything seemed to have a sexual quality about it. Touching the grapefruit, the grapes, the bananas, I savored their sensuous textures just as I savored touching a man’s cock.

		Lost amid the carrots and lettuce and the soft mushrooms, whose underbellies reminded me of pussy, I felt something brush against me. I assumed it was another customer lost in their own world, no different than I was lost in mine. I didn’t turn around to see who had disturbed my sensuous reverie, but went on selecting vegetables. When I turned back to my cart, my body jerked anxiously with what I saw. On top of the small front basket where I had placed a loaf of sourdough bread and a package of Swiss cheese sat a pink envelope with my name clearly printed on the front.

		I turned immediately toward the exit of the store, toward the shelves, toward the check-out, anywhere I might catch a glimpse of the person who had bumped against me. A tremor of fear grabbed my gut as I realized that someone from the club had followed me, dropped their message in my cart and then vanished.

		As I looked about the store, I could see no one who might have been the messenger. I couldn’t locate the tweed fabric I thought I saw from the corner of my eye. I assumed it belonged to my stranger; but if it existed at all, and I wasn’t certain of that, it was now gone, and with it the person inside.

		If it hadn’t been a customer in brown tweed who dropped the note, it could be any of the shoppers who milled about the store, absorbed with buying food. None, however, looked the part of a mysterious messenger. The whole incident unnerved me, but there was nothing I could do.

		Turning back to the cart and the pink envelope, I picked it up, shivering as if it were poison and dangerous to touch. I toyed with the idea of tearing it apart at once, but considering my lack of privacy, I stuffed it deep in my overcoat pocket and resumed my shopping. It would have to wait for the right moment. What I intended as a leisurely shopping expedition was severely curtailed.

		Returning to my apartment, I hastily put the groceries on the counter. Then throwing off my coat, I retrieved the note from the pocket and sat down in the wicker chair at my desk, envelope in hand. I stared at it, just stared. I knew it contained something daring, even menacing. I sensed its requirements of me were more threatening than anything I’d been ordered to do before. After all, I was quite accustomed to my bare ass caressing all sorts of wood and upholstery and even metal. I was used to wearing revealing clothes, and holding myself with a posture that was intended to standout. (Like a phrase I once heard, I now led with my boobs!) No, this was no easy task inside this envelope. It was what I had waited for, and while I wanted to find out what the note said, I was afraid to at the same time. I held it for some minutes before finally prying loose the sealed flap.

		For all my trepidation and my wondering, once I pulled the pink notepaper from inside the envelope and read the message, I trembled knowing that there was no possible way I could do what it commanded.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		“Can you come to dinner?” I asked Joanna.

		“When?” she responded. I interrupted her at the copy machine.

		“Tonight?” I looked at her almost pleading. I had to speak to her before Friday.

		“You look upset,” she commented.

		“Probably, I’ve had a lot on my mind and I need to talk.”

		“What about?”

		“It’s too personal for here, and too long a story for lunch. Please, I’ll throw some cold cuts and bread on the table. A little wine or beer?”

		“Of course,” she replied. I could see she was filled with questions. “This isn’t about more notes?”

		“Yes it is,” I whispered.

		“I thought they’d stopped, you hadn’t mentioned any since that one about the masturbation.” She whispered quietly; though I was still uncomfortable with the conversation right there in the copy room.

		“Well there’s a lot I haven’t told you, and I can’t keep it inside any longer.”

		“Sure, sounds juicy, I’ll be glad to listen.” She put another original in the machine and pushed the button. The copier whirred, drowning out her voice.

		“I wish it were as much fun as you think,” I said. “How about seven?”

		“I’ll be there,” she shouted to me over the sound of the machine as I left the room.

		

		I didn’t throw cold-cuts on the table. I stopped at the grocery and bought pasta and shrimp to toss together in a light red sauce. I needed something domestic to keep me busy while I waited for Joanna.

		Thankfully, she arrived promptly at seven with a bottle of wine in hand.

		As she took off her coat, I could see from her red leggings and black leotard that she’d been at the gym. The leotard had a narrow thong below the waist that immediately focused my attention on her well-carved ass end, especially when she bent over to untie her athletic shoes. A little wave of sexual delight passed through my body.

		“You don’t mind if I get comfortable do you, I’ve had quite a workout?”

		“Not at all,” I replied as I handed her a glass of wine.

		“Let’s talk before we eat,” she suggested, “and you can get this worry off your mind.”

		I appreciated her concern.

		We sat across my coffee table from each other, Joanna on the small couch and I in my favorite chair. Leaning forward I munched a celery stick with a gob of vegetable dip on the top. I knew I’d tell her everything, but beginning this revelation wouldn’t be easy.

		“These are great!” she said, diving ravenously into the plate of vegetables and bagel chips. “Working out makes me hungry! But I don’t think the exercise is going to do me much good if all I want to do is eat afterward.” She laughed and popped a second bagel chip into her mouth, then a second or third carrot before leaning back against the cotton cushion. She looked so healthy, so trim, her body perfect in the second skin of her spandex clothes; her face shone with a vibrant pink glow. “So, don’t keep me in suspense.” She waited for me, a warm smile on her face.

		I must have rehearsed my lines a dozen times, but the words I wanted to say disappeared as I looked back at my best friend’s expectant expression.

		“Well,” I took a deep breath, “several weeks ago, I got a call.” I paused again and stared straight at her wondering how I’d get through the next few minutes. My only option, however was to begin, which I did in what sounded to me like a very squeaky, scared voice. “The caller was male – no one’s voice I recognize. He told me to go to The Back Room for lunch if I wanted to learn about the notes and memos I’d received.”

		“And you went?” she asked with a sly smile. “Why didn’t you tell me about this before?” I could see the excitement all over her face.

		“I couldn’t. In fact I shouldn’t now. It’s supposed to be a secret!”

		“So, why tell me now?”

		“It’s getting more serious and though I know I shouldn’t breathe a word of this to you, I just can’t keep it all to myself any longer.”

		“Trust me, sweetie. I’m not going to tell anyone.”

		I smiled at her, grateful she was there and knowing I could trust her. Starting in I told her everything that Janet Claibourne had told me, all the instructions, all the injunctions, everything down to the details of her attitude and dress – although I didn’t reveal her name. Joanna didn’t know Janet, but I felt bound to keep that much secret information confidential. She listened patiently, taking in the amazing details with an eager and open acceptance.

		“She was different than I remembered her,” I explained, as I thought of the woman who now represented the club in my mind. “I can’t imagine a woman so powerful, relinquishing herself to something as submissive as the club. But she has, and that was very clear.”

		“Maybe her submissiveness is the reason she’s become so powerful in her business life?” Joanna suggested.

		It was an interesting thought; one I’d not considered myself. “Do you think that’s possible?”

		“I’m not sure, but I’ve heard about women that need both the power and the submission to feel complete, like one by itself is just not enough.”

		What she suggested clearly struck a chord in me. I’d have to think about it more.

		“So what has you in a panic now?” Joanna asked. “I mean the things you’ve done, the way I see it, have really excited you. You can’t tell me they haven’t. You’re looking terrific, by the way. And I know the guys at the office are noticing.”

		There was no doubt that all that was true, but Joanna hadn’t heard what was coming next.

		“It’s not the dressing, and it’s not the lingerie, and it’s not even the masturbation I told you about. It’s the instructions I got two days ago.”

		“And they are?”

		I hesitated a moment, and then pulled the pink envelope from my pocket. She took it from me, and read aloud. In her own words I heard the threatening message repeated, not that I didn’t know it by memory, hearing it from her gave it a perilous ring that only increased the numbing fear.

		“And you don’t think you can comply?” she guessed accurately.

		“I can’t.”

		“Why not?”

		“Would you?”

		“It’s not my instruction,” she answered with a touch of arrogance and a knowing smile that conveniently put it all back in my lap.

		“I don’t know,” I said pleading for some answer. “It’s just far more impossible than the things I’ve done before. It’s more dangerous!”

		“Is it?” she asked. “Didn’t you tell me that your friend was there to allay your fears? Didn’t she tell you that everything would be totally safe?” I looked at her serious expression. “Do you trust her or not?”

		“You sound like you would.”

		“She’s not my friend, she’s yours. If you believe her, then the situation is safe. The only thing you have to decide is whether want to do it.”

		In one brief exchange, Joanna had reduced my dilemma to the barefaced facts. I looked at her for a moment wondering why I let myself talk to her. Perhaps I knew she would wind the logic around to make the event a real possibility. She didn’t judge or moralize; she simply led me back to the bottom line. Perhaps that’s what I wanted, having her say, “Go ahead, do what you want and love it!” Since the beginning of this escapade that’s exactly what she’d done every time, if not with her words, at least with the reasoned way she suggested I approach my decisions. It was uncanny. But I wanted more this time, I wanted to know what she would do.

		“Then, if it were you, you’d do it?” I asked.

		She chuckled, throwing her head back with a wide grin. “No, Kate, I’m not going to tell you what I’d do, and I’m not going to tell you what you should do. That has to be your choice.”

		I scowled, disappointed. “All right,” I conceded. I slumped back in my chair frustrated, staring at my friend as if I were trying to read her mind.

		“Well, tell me this,” I jumped in again, “does the idea turn you on?”

		“It’s hot,” she conceded, with little emotion, though I sensed, quite curiously, that she was more than just “hot.” It seemed to me that her body heat had risen markedly since our conversation began. She even squirmed a little on the couch.

		“I think you’d do it,” I stated knowingly, not expecting a reply. I had what I wanted, and that was enough. I was satisfied with what her body conveyed to me. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to keep me moving toward the decision that I really wanted to make.

		“The question Kate, is will you do it?” she said.

		I still wasn’t completely certain, but I was closer to an answer than I’d been before. As the Friday deadline approached just a day away, I was less traumatized than I’d been. I was grateful for her help in unraveling my anxiety.

		

		For the remainder of the evening, we shared the meal and conversation and long lingering looks at one another. We didn’t mention my instructions again, but rather drank wine and wrapped ourselves in a private moment all our own. There was something about her nearness in the tiny space of my apartment that was, beyond my immediate concerns, tantalizing in a profoundly disturbing way.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		I woke the next morning damp between my legs. Apparently my sleep had taken me places filled with lust, and my dreams to sensuous encounters that I could only guess about in the light of day, the memory of them lost.

		I dressed silently, no radio or TV, not even the chatter of my mind was there to take away the thought of what would happen that night. My silent careful dressing was like a little ritual to prepare me for the day, as I constantly reminded myself of the note’s commands. This was Friday, the occasion of my first real act of initiation, everything else had been set up to prepare me for this moment.

		I wore black. I almost laughed at the choice. I hadn’t intended to be morbid at all, but that color did seem to indicate I took the adventure seriously. And to be sure, the black clinging about my body enveloped me with a cloak of sensuousness, from the garter belt and dusky hose, to the push-up bra and the way it emphasized my breasts as they poked through the dark sweater. My attire was complete with a long skirt that embraced my hips and legs and that would open enough to permit my rear to sit naked on my chair all day. I did everything I knew to ensure that my arousal would be higher than my looming fears.

		I thought about the evening all day long. Grasping the pink note several times, I read its message over and over. At lunch, I went outside. The building seemed to be closing in on me. I breathed the fragrant air, and looked for flowers blooming and trees that were ready to bud; they, in some uncanny way, anchored me to the ground, although I’d need that potent power most at seven o’clock not noon.

		Finally, as five o’clock arrived, I left the office with everyone else. I had some time before my seven o’clock appointment and though I didn’t have time to go home, I did have time to stop at a restaurant for a bowl of chicken soup and crackers and a half carafe of wine to soothe the shaky fear in me. Sitting bare-assed on that wooden seat, I could feel the wetness that had been with me all day. My pussy was hot against the coolness of the chair.

		Pulling out the note for the tenth time, I read it thoroughly as if something would miraculously change it into an instruction less threatening. Funny, though, if something had changed that message, I would have been disappointed. I had taken great pains for three days to gather the courage I needed to pull it off and I was ready for everything the message required. Ready, though shaking with fear.

		I read the words again and the thought of them lit fires anew inside me.

		“Friday evening, 7:00 p.m. . . .”

		My body was throbbing, hardly able to wait for the appointed hour.

		I left the restaurant at twenty minutes to seven. It was a ten minute walk back to my office building. At that time of day there were probably as many as a hundred people still working. Floors four and five were populated with diehard workaholics who would be there until at least nine. My own sixth floor was still occupied by a few of my colleagues equally as dedicated.

		But as I entered the building again and checked in with the security guard, I then made my way to the elevator, knowing I wouldn’t be stopping at those familiar floors. My adventure was on the eighth floor. I glanced briefly at The Back Door across the hall, filled with low light and people dining in the solemn grace of evening. It was another reminder of my initiation – how appropriate that every day I’d pass those doors and the memory of Janet would return as fresh as the day we met.

		The elevator door closed with a tiny jolt, sealing my fate as it began its journey upward. Another jolt at the eighth floor and I momentarily stood paralyzed by the stark reality of what I was about to do. I knew I was walking into this by choice, but I was putting myself in this absurd but compelling scene not knowing what I’d find, or what surprises might be lurking there.

		I’d never been to this floor of the building; to my knowledge there were only a few occupied offices, those of some computer technicians, and some rooms filled with new computer equipment. It was unlikely that there would be many people there at this time of day.

		I looked into the empty hall; it seemed the perfect place for my exploit. There was little likelihood I would be seen. I turned to my right according to the directions on the wall and found room 825 halfway down the hallway. My body was sweating so profusely that I could feel the air in the empty corridor chill me through. Every inch of me was animated with excited wariness. Was this safe? Was I not foolish and depraved to be following this guide and his scandalous commands?

		“Friday evening, 7:00 p.m. . . .” The message repeated in my head.

		I tried the door, finding it unlocked. Pushing it open I walked inside.

		The fluorescent lights were blindingly bright, lending a harsh quality to the atmosphere of the room. It was bare except for an empty desk and chair, no more than an eight by eight cubicle, one of hundreds in the building that would someday be occupied.

		

		I noticed the window on the wall opposite the door . . . the window, that frightful window.

		With my heart hammering fiercely and my loins turbulent with the endless rushes that I’d endured all day, I proceeded with the act.

		I locked the door behind me and walked to the opposite side of the desk where I stood by the window. I had to press my face to the glass in order to look down to the street below. The ground was far away, as were any tall buildings where someone might see me in the light. It seemed safer than I’d originally imagined it.

		As I looked out on the grayness that was rapidly changing to night, thousands of lights beyond winked at me. They would be the audience I feared; they and anyone outside who might glance up to see me. I could see that all clearly with my eyes glued to the window, but when I stood back from it, all I could see was my own reflection.

		I began to disrobe, watching my flesh appear before me in the window guided by my body’s roaring agenda. First reaching for the bottom of my sweater, I pulled it up over my breasts, so that only my bra remained above my waist. This one pushed me up so that my cleavage was fully evident. Were there anyone watching me strip, they could see my breast flesh jiggle invitingly before their eyes.

		I next removed my skirt, unbuttoning the clasp at the side and slowly letting the zipper down. The wool garment dropped, displaying my garter belt and the hose beneath. I still wore high heels, and they would remain.

		Focused in the center of my body, between the straps that held the garters and my hose, there was my throbbing sex. The soft brown hairs were delicately trimmed and glistening with my body juices. I looked into the window and saw my lush form churning with heat as it moved suggestively in a dance, with my hands closing in on my private places to continue the club’s outrageous orders.

		I began to play with myself. First stroking the lace of the bra I then pushed my tits together so that the cleavage was elevated even more. I kissed them both, and drew out my nipples taking their pinkness into my mouth, one at a time running my teeth against the hardening buds.

		I was lost in myself, letting the lust have free reign. It was imperative that my carnal desires control me, so I’d do exactly as I’d been told.

		My hands made their way down to my pussy, where I grabbed it with both of them and pulled on the flesh and hair as my hips gyrated seductively toward the window. I kneaded my pubis with powerful motions. There was so much sex to break loose and I wanted to feel it all.

		For a time, I turned my back to the window and bent over so my ass grazed the glass. It was cold, but I loved the feeling as I brushed the skin against the window. Little chills raced through my legs and thighs as I lewdly displayed my ass.

		I turned back around and continued my dance as it became as obscene as the fantasies I’d concocted when I thought of this night. I pinched and prodded myself as I moved still closer to the smooth glass, applauding the woman that undulated before me. She was the raunchiest of creatures, a raunchy little tramp.

		As I began to play with my cunt, I realized that it would take very little to come. I rubbed with a vigorous touch, the passion shooting through me as my body climbed to a furious conclusion.

		Then it was there!

		What delight!

		“Oh gawd!” I gasped aloud, not caring if there was anyone to hear me beyond the tiny room.

		The deep pulsing was exquisitely sweet and beyond my control. My hips heaving, my cunt franticly squeezing on itself, with my fingers letting loose the reckless orgasm against my hand.

		“Aaaahhhhh,” I gasped again. Throwing back my head I let the wild sensations flood me and the feelings crescendo and release until at last I fell back against the desk, exhausted.

		Waiting until the sensation diminished, the hard cold surface cooled my bottom. Not as soft as my bed that I would collapse on at home, it was still welcome, holding me as I recouped from the dizzying orgasm.

		When I awakened to reality I found myself rudely surrounded by the sterile room and the gleaming lights and the window that would still reveal my conduct to the world. I shivered coldly, only the smallest of fires still inside.

		But I’d completed the task, perfectly. I knew I’d succeeded. I’d known all along that I would as long as my body overruled my fears. Making my way to the side of the window where the drapes could be drawn, I shut them. The drama was over. My first act of initiation was complete.

		Picking up the pink note from the desk, I read it one more time.

		“Friday evening, 7:00 p.m. report to the eighth floor, room 825. Leaving the lights fully lit remove your outer clothes before the window. In hose, garter belt, heels and bra, masturbate yourself.”

		It was signed “TC” the mark of my director... or directors.

		I wondered how many witnessed me before the glass.

		Giving the window one last glance, though the clear reflection was now hidden by the drape, I stuffed the paper in my purse, hastily dressed and left. I was home in my bedroom in less than thirty minutes.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		For days after my escapade before the window, I was awed by what I’d done. I vacillated back and forth between wanton lust I could not control and nagging shame. Every time I entered my building I remembered that night and everything about it, afraid that I’d been seen and could be tracked down as the “woman in the window.” My thoughts were irrational but they swam around inside me just the same, until the lust reared up to push them away so I could indulge in my more erotic thoughts. I played the tramp inside my head, each time burgeoning with so much sexual energy that the urge to masturbate myself would overpower me. Still, I was allowed only one orgasm a day. From my aroused point of view, it was not enough.

		I was obsessed by the incident and the sexual desires it conjured. I couldn’t begin to share it all with Joanna, so I avoided her completely. I think she knew exactly what I’d done – she was so intuitive about my sexual psyche. But she didn’t press me about it; she must have known I needed time to think it through myself. Yet, by the end of the second week, I was beginning to wonder if I’d ever be able to subdue my anxious mind and satisfy my highly charged body. I could hardly work, hardly live for that matter; the event had so consumed me.

		After two weeks, however, I was pleasantly rescued from my obsession when I found a curious invitation in the mail, one that gave me something to divert my thoughts. All of a sudden, I awoke again in the real world; it was a refreshing change.

		“Did Nathan invite you to the showing at Wildwood Manor?” I asked Joanna, the day after I’d received my invitation. We were sitting together munching cheese and crackers in the lunchroom. It was the first time I’d really wanted to be with Joanna since my episode on the eighth floor. The party was the perfect excuse to initiate lunch with Joanna without having to mention the club.

		I assumed that she would be going; her cousin Nathan was a museum curator with numerous connections in the local art world. She was, much to my envy, invited to most of the splashiest art shows and cocktail parties. I’d been dying to get into one for a long time.

		“Not yet,” she replied.

		“I did,” I said with amazement. “But I’m having a hard time figuring who put me on the guest list.”

		“Let’s see, Wildwood Manor, art shows and you, how does it all fit?” She wore the most studious look as if she were seriously trying to solve my little puzzle.

		“Stop teasing me,” I pleaded.

		“Well, if you think it might have something to do with your mysterious club, you don’t need to worry. You were on the list of patrons after you attended that charity auction and paid what you did for that watercolor. No wonder you were invited.”

		I remembered that well. How could I have forgotten that extravagant day, and my extravagant purchase? But something about her little explanation struck me oddly. “What made you mention the club?” I asked. “I haven’t talked about it in weeks.”

		“You don’t have to, Kate, your quandary is written all over you. It’s clear you’re preoccupied with something; it doesn’t take a psychic to see that. I’ve been waiting for you to talk to me about your adventure.”

		“It’s that obvious?”

		“Just to me,” she replied, “no one else could know.”

		I thought for a moment about that night, and my nasty act replayed in my mind. I wondered if I could tell her. There’s so much I would never admit to, even though I wanted her to know everything. She helped me with my decision and been so willing to listen and advise me with her sensible wisdom.

		I looked around the room, reminding myself that there was no one there to overhear my story. “I did what the message said,” I whispered quietly, “exactly. To the finest detail. I played it the way I knew they wanted it, and . . .” My voice dropped off as someone entered the lunch room. Thankfully, they sat down at a table on the far side.

		“And?” she whispered.

		“I feel kind of wicked about it,” I said in hushed tones.

		“Wicked?” She looked at me with that knowing eye again. “I think you enjoy being wicked.”

		I chuckled under my breath.

		“It mocks convention, doesn’t it?” she suggested.

		“Yes it does and I rather like that part.”

		I was smiling for the first time since I could remember. She’d done it again, turned my misery into a sweet triumph, the way I really wanted it to be.

		“Why don’t you go to the party and enjoy yourself. You need to let go and quit being so serious about the sex.” She rose to leave and I was sorry we’d only had time for a short talk. I should have spoken to her a week ago; I probably could have eased my mind a lot sooner. And, she was right. I would go and enjoy the party; after all, it was a chance to see Wildwood Estate.

		The next day she told me her invitation had arrived. She’d be going too.

		

		Joanna and I decided to splurge on new dresses for the party. We’d never been to Wildwood Manor, but it was certainly not a place for blue jeans, or business suits, or even last year’s cocktail dress.

		Joanna took me to a small boutique on the ground floor of one of those quaint converted factories that now house a host of small expensive shops. She seemed to know the owner well, calling her by her first name, Linda. This must be where she bought her stunning sexy clothes. There was little in the shop that was not designed to be revealing. And Linda, with a model figure was the perfect advertisement for the tight fitting dresses, short skirts and low cut sweaters. I admired her right off, thinking she was much like Joanna in her style and grace and blatant sexuality.

		She brought us at least two dozen dresses to choose from, but I only needed that special one and the choice was obvious the moment I saw the bright red color among the others. I didn’t even need Joanna to convince me to buy it.

		I tried it on as Joanna looked at my image from behind me in the dressing room mirror. She fiddled with the neckline with warm and tender hands. She moved them to the waist where she zipped up the back and played with the folds of the bright red fabric, straightening it just right.

		“Woah!” she exclaimed as she joined my speechless look in the mirror. “This is it!”

		“Oh I love it!” I looked down at the price tag. “Damn, why do they always have to cost so much?” I pouted, though secretly I liked the idea of spending that much on myself for one cocktail party. Linda pulled aside the broad curtain of the dressing room just in time to agree with us both, “You’ve got to take that dress – the color, the style, everything—” she gushed. “It’s perfect for you!” She dashed off leaving Joanna and I a moment to marvel at my reflection in the mirror.

		The red color, above all others, brought out my own best coloring. The neckline was perhaps my favorite part; it was cut low across my bosom and off my shoulders, leaving my long neck bare to the ample cleavage below.

		“You have great bones,” Joanna said, standing behind me, her fingers glided down my neck and along my shoulders. Every nerve ending in my body was on alert.

		I had to agree with her assessment. The look was quite exquisite, from my neck all the way to the skirt that stopped eight inches above my knees. Turning around to see the back, I saw my bottom boldly featured in the tight fitting material. Joanna’s hands grazed that, too, almost as if she were scared to touch me, or was too in awe.

		“There won’t be a man or woman who will take their eyes off you,” she purred, her eyes turning dark and smoky.

		All of a sudden, I wanted to ask her if she’d ever had sexual desires for women; I was so overwhelmed by my own yearnings for her. But I wouldn’t have dared say anything. Joanna was so enamored by men that the other option didn’t seem plausible.

		I bought the dress and brought it home, reeling from the delightful shopping trip. My masturbation that night, strangely centered on Joanna. I saw her surrounded by men, their hands caressing every inch of her body, bringing her an ever mounting pleasure. I imagined how she’d look, the expression on her face, the movement of her body as she reached her sexual peak. I even saw my own hands gently caressing her splendid breasts and undulating belly.

		The party at Wildwood Estate became my new obsession, almost to the exclusion of my obsession with the club. I figured that new instructions would come crashing down on me before long, and then I’d have to make another choice. At some point I’d have to accept that my sexual daring was indeed a delight, that I had nothing to be ashamed of and I might as well enjoy it with no melodrama. Until that time I was happy for something bright and fun to think about.

		My only concern was how well I could hide my bare pussy in my new party dress. Every time I put it on in front of the mirror, I felt naked, not only in the crotch, but everywhere. The dress was so terribly tiny!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		At six-thirty Saturday evening, Joanna buzzed my apartment. I’d been ready for nearly an hour and was puttering about finding little things to do while I waited for her to arrive. I was quivering inside with excitement. The thought of hundreds of art patrons at this gala affair, talking and dancing into the night, thoroughly enchanted me. I felt like a princess in the midst of a kingdom of delights I’d had only heard about, but never had the chance to experience.

		When we arrived, like Cinderella at the ball, I was awed by the luxurious manor and the way it seemed to glitter in the night air. It was an old Spanish structure with cracks in the ancient walls and red tile and fresh white paint that took me back in time to the romance of another time. Part of the exterior was covered with moss and ivy, while a towering fountain splashed water into deep pools. The sounds of chamber music filled the air with delicate notes; while from another place in the massive house, rock music countered the sweeter melodies in a strangely pleasant way.

		Inside the manor, a hushed roar of conversation and activity assaulted my senses. Unlike the peaceful outside, the commotion infused me with energy, wit, laughter, bright lights and smells that overwhelmed my mind for half a minute.

		In that short time, I was left standing alone in the foyer, Joanna scooting on ahead of me. She looked back quickly, explaining that she had to see someone on the other side of the room.

		I was completely lost. I’d expected Joanna’s comforting presence that night and suddenly without ceremony it was gone.

		I searched the room for a familiar face, figuring there must be someone I knew, but there was no one. Taking off toward the large living room, I pushed my way between a half-dozen groups of chattering people. Few took notice of me, but there were others whose heads turned as I passed by. Mostly it was men stealing glances when their gossiping wives weren’t looking. I blushed realizing that they weren’t just staring at my bold red dress, but what was in it! Wasn’t the attention exactly what I wanted? I wasn’t so sure.

		I wandered through the main living room where in one corner a string quartet continued to play. Then I followed a small group of people who were making their way toward the gallery where the art exhibit was on display. Seems the exhibit was an afterthought in most people’s minds with them more interested in their conversations. I’d never been one for cocktail talk, so I was glad to dive into the pictures hanging on the great high walls of the manor’s impressive gallery.

		The colors were amazing – bright abstract splashes of paint that seemed to bounce from the canvas with a magical allure. I particularly liked one artist; and spent nearly ten minutes staring into his largest work, which was a florid expression of iridescent color.

		I was so lost in my reverie, that I nearly jumped a foot, hearing the sound of a man’s voice behind me. I turned around abruptly.

		“You appreciate fine art,” the man noted.

		“Yes, it’s extraordinary,” I replied, “I love the red and purple together, the space, the vastness.”

		“And you do look good in red,” he remarked as he deliberately inspected me from my astonished face to my toes, which were tightly tucked into a pair of high-heeled red pumps.

		I returned his gaze, trembling at the dark mien in his most passionate eyes.

		“Thank you,” I answered almost sheepishly. I was moved by his dominating presence. The man was crudely handsome, with a hearty physique, tucked neatly into his black tuxedo. His brown hair was carefully groomed, but I imagined it immediately quite different, as if there was a wild animal subdued inside his formal clothes. I had a strange feeling about him. I’d never had a man who so instantaneously caused my body to react.

		“Have you had a chance to see the ballroom? I think you’d like the music, more suited to your taste than a string quartet?” he suggested.

		“I don’t know. I think chamber music is appropriate for the occasion, don’t you?” I countered.

		“Ah, but you do want to dance, don’t you?” he asked.

		“Yes, I do.”

		“Then how about joining me?” he said. Without replying, I found myself being led from the room on his gracious arm, to the ballroom, where the bittersweet strains of “Unchained Melody” set a sensuous and urgent mood. Sweeping me into his arms, quite properly holding me about the waist, we began to move to the haunting music. I remember that we talked, though I don’t remember what we said. I do recall his eyes and how their dark power carried a particularly alarming self assurance. That was worth remembering!

		All too soon the song was over, and he left as politely as he’d intruded on my reverie in the manor gallery. I found his gracious polish was punctuated with decidedly alluring admiration for me. I could have easily blushed, but he was gone too soon.

		He’d said his name was Thaddeus, though he was often known simply as Tad – even though he didn’t like the way the nickname sounded. I didn’t either. He was definitely a ‘Thaddeus.’

		Left in the center of the dance floor, I quickly spied the bar in the corner – and unusually large but portable kind that was set up for large occasions such as this one. There were still at least a half-dozen empty seats available and it appeared to be the most comfortable place I could find to rest my feet.

		After ordering my drink, I turned to watch the dancers, thinking that it was rather strange seeing couples in black tie and formal dresses doing fast gyrations to salsa, swing, oldies rock ‘n roll and top 40’s. Though still overwhelmed by the great jumble of sight and sound, I was pleasantly lost in my hedonistic daydreams, the erotic pulse of the crowd, the sensuous aspect of the art, and more importantly, the mysterious Thaddeus. By the time I finished my second drink, my anxiety had disappeared.

		I talked to the bartender for a while, learning that he was a graduate student working his way through college. I listened to him lament about the money spent on this extravagant affair. Then, when he turned away to serve another guest, my eyes roved the myriad of bottles behind the bar. Their colors, like the paintings, like the fancy decorated women, mesmerized my half-inebriated mind with their sparkling shades of green, amber, burgundy and rose, bottles decorated with silver and gold and bronze. I lost myself in the wondrous array, just as I’d lost myself in the painting earlier that night. And in a similar manner, I was interrupted from my musings by the sound of a man’s deep baritone.

		“Don’t move,” I heard him clearly although he spoke under his breath.

		“Don’t move!” he repeated, his tone layered with a sexual texture. His warm hand rested on my bottom and I could feel the energy from it through my dress. I started to turn around, but his command suddenly took hold and stopped me.

		His was a different voice, not one as commanding as Thaddeus had been; nonetheless, I felt compelled to comply.

		“Listen carefully, and do exactly as I tell you,” he said as though my life depended on following his instructions. “Go to the main foyer and mount the stairs to the second floor. Take the hallway to your right past the large windows and the small sitting room. Open the first door on your right and enter. These are instruction from the club, are they clear?”

		“How do I know that’s true?” I asked.

		“You don’t. You either trust me or not,” he answered firmly. His hand moved to my shoulder, giving it an authoritative squeeze. “Don’t turn to look at me when I leave or everything ends now,” he warned. Before I could reply, I felt him move away and I was alone again. The sensuous peace I’d felt before his advance was instantly replaced with stomach-clenching, jaw-grinding fear.

		I sat for some moments contemplating the man’s instructions. Some daring scene awaited me in that upstairs room, but unlike my last instructions from the club, I had no clue what this event might be. Was I brave enough to follow through?

		The club’s intrusion at this occasion was so unexpected, that I hesitated far too long trying to buck up my courage. Yet, as I squirmed on the barstool, reminded of my naked pussy beneath my dress, the thought of new instructions reminded me of the powerful effect the previous ones had on my psyche and my sexual pleasure. I expected no less pleasure this time. My obsession took hold of me, planting its strong will inside my mind and casting away the small flurry of doubt that made me want to balk.

		I rose from my seat and made my way back through the ballroom with its crowd of dancers, through the quiet gallery of paintings, through the living room packed with gabbing guests, to the foyer where I found the stairs to the second floor.

		Like the rest of the manor the winding staircase was quite impressive with its broad stairs and well polished banister of dark oiled oak and wrought iron. The carpet running up the center was a deep blue, like the sky just before nightfall. Gazing upwards, there was no one on the stairs or the balcony above, which made me feel conspicuous as I started my short trip. Thankfully, no one seemed to pay attention to me.

		I held the rail, trembling and light-headed, in fear of slipping in my dangerous shoes. When I reached the top, I breathed a sigh of relief as if I’d accomplished some great feat, although the dizziness remained as I looked down at the festive guests below.

		Steadying myself, I took the corridor to my right, noting several rooms off the hallway with closed doors, and a bathroom with an open one. The hallway ended at a sitting room with two lounging chairs in front of a large window, then picked up at the far end where the remaining hallway loomed ahead, ominously.

		By the time I reached the first door on the right, my heart was pounding so hard I was afraid it would jump through my chest. Only my hungry loins and the sexual expectancy kept me grounded enough to stay on my feet. The sexual expectancy was raging so furiously I was certain my juices were dripping down the insides of my thighs.

		I had no idea what could possibly be on the other side of the door, though I was certain that this time I would not be alone.

		I knocked.

		There was no answer.

		I was afraid to turn the knob and hoped someone would open it for me.

		Knocking gently again, I was rewarded moments later as the door swung on its hinges, revealing only blackness beyond. I hesitated, and then slowly walked across the threshold feeling as though the inky blackness would swallow me whole. Once inside, the door closed with an ominous click.

		I could sense other bodies nearby, their quiet movements both in front and behind.

		“You’re late!” a voice blared.

		I jumped inside my skin; its timbre resonated through me with a power that seemed to grab me between my legs and shoot up through my body. I didn’t know how to reply so I stood stunned in the silence.

		“Your hesitation, Katherine, is bothersome. You are expected to respond without delay. Leave your apprehensions somewhere else. They won’t serve you here. Are you clear?”

		His voice continued to affect me, arousing me with its threatening magnetism. My own voice had flown off like a scared bird, and I could not recall it now for any purpose.

		“Are you clear?” he roared when I didn’t answer.

		“Yes,” I managed to whimper.

		I felt the man behind me. With his strong hands reaching out to me, he grabbed my hands and locked them at my waist.

		I expected my eyes would adjust to the darkness, at the very least, allowing me to see the shadows of the other people in the room; but there was not a hint of light anywhere, not one crack or flash or anything. That would change, I quickly learned, as a blindfold was placed securely over my eyes and through its opaque surface I could detect a small degree of light. A dim lamp or a glaring overhead, it did me no good; I was still very much in the dark.

		While holding my wrists firmly in his one hand, the man behind me, slowly unzipped my dress with the other.

		My body was in an instant panic, but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even struggle. I was much too scared, and yet, strangely elated, realizing that I was now on display before an unknown number of horny men.

		With my dress removed, I wore nothing but a black garter belt and shear black hose. Hands pinned behind me, my breasts jut forward like two missiles, nipples tightening as they hit the air. Beads of perspiration ran down my skin, down forehead, neck and sides. Between my legs, I was sure that my pussy gleamed with female nectar. The lewd pose forced on me was sure to provoke the carnal lust of my captors.

		In front of me, a man attacked my crotch, quickly finding the dampness between my legs. With one hand he forced my thighs apart so he could finger my cunt; and with his other hand he grabbed one tit roughly, kneading it in his palm. I jerked with each sharp pain that skirted from tits to cunt. Registering in me as pleasure, the ferocious sensations magnified the fire inside my belly and groin. I could feel the pull of an orgasm beginning to supplant all other thoughts or fears.

		When the man’s attentions stopped abruptly and his rude hands dropped away, I was pushed forward, stumbling in my high heels, falling against a bed. Shoved to the middle of the mattress, I relished the feel of cool satin against my skin, thankful for just a moment to sink my hips and bottom into the cushiony texture. That luxury was short-lived, however. I was turned over and my ass raised high by brutal hands, a pillow shoved under my crotch. I knew instantly that I’d become the target for hungry cocks.

		One large erection thrust itself inside me; I could hear its owner groaning from behind. His hands held my ass cheeks firmly as he moved first slowly and then faster, hammering his thighs against my thighs, his large balls slapped my cunt below. The painful thrusts were furious, bringing him to a cum that I could sense by the deep guttural noises escaping his lips.

		I felt caught in a rape that had all the elements of that violent act, except that there was no anger behind my attackers and I was not an unwilling woman. My violation by this enormous cock was welcome, bringing me as much satisfaction as it was bringing its perpetrator. It had been a long time since I’d felt so full and widely stretched. The relentless need for sex that had driven me for weeks was more thoroughly satisfied by this firm cock than it would ever be by my own hand.

		Suddenly, I felt a whoosh of energy bombard my backside. The thrusts stopped. He lunged hard, locking us together until his cock shot its gift inside with one magnanimous thrust, then another, and then more than I could count.

		I was close to cumming, begging him with my body to remain in me as the sensations crescendoed to a finish. I was close to the brink. But he wouldn’t stay. Pulling out of me, he was gone, my pussy empty. I’d have to wait.

		There was a fleeting moment of rest as I waited for whatever was next. (I wondered how my pussy looked to them, all pink and wet, its folds gently covered with soft hair. I imagined the picture of my exposed bottom as it must have appeared to them; voluptuously round with the skin red from being roughly squeezed.

		Another man was at my rear, with hairy naked legs and a thick cock that he rapped against my ass; as if that was a signal he was ready for penetration. Parting my cheeks so his cock would have a clear target, he shoved his organ forward with the full weight of his body stabbing my private place. Cock larger than the first man’s, it was almost painful the depths he prodded. But he began slowly, taking time to give his swollen prick the tender touch of my soft insides. Moving back and forth, he set an easier pace, and my own body swayed with it in rhythmic motions.

		I was rapidly moving toward orgasm, craving just the right stimulation to drive me over the edge; but again, I was thwarted. In the dark chamber of my ravishment another body moved in front of me, presenting my mouth with a cock ready to drive its fullness down my throat. I forced my attentions to it, ignoring my own mounting pleasure.

		The head pierced my lips and my tongue reached out to lick it. The salty tastes and musty smells were delicious food and a wondrous perfume for my senses. Every sense but my sight was engaged in the play. And that, wrapped in darkness, allowed my other faculties to take charge, responding to the demands my captors made for their personal gratification.

		My mouth played with the head of the delicious organ; its texture, smooth and soft. Oh, the epitome of carnal pleasure, the cock head! It is the beast men use to copulate the female body and demonstrate their dominance over them! I worshiped this, one knowing I was serving an unknown master as he wished. My tongue snaked its way about the underside to that extremely tender place where the head and shaft meet. My suitor groaned blissfully, while inside myself I smiled with satisfaction. Abruptly, the tenderness ceased; he wanted more. Pushing himself deeper into my mouth he fucked my mouth like a cunt, lunging harder with each successive stroke. I’d never taken a man so far down my throat; but with this one I had no choice. He demanded his right to take me this way, so I opened wide, receiving his offering, hoping that I pleased his aggressive spirit.

		With both ends of my body thrashing furiously, I felt nothing more than used, a mere vessel for their demands. My captors gave no thought to my pleasure while they took their own voraciously. I was nothing but a cunt and mouth to serve their appetites.

		I learned a truth about myself; I thoroughly loved the mindless assault. I lived in a world apart from any real world – one with no rules, no fear, no thoughts but carnal ones driven by the basest of passions.

		As the cock inside my pussy began to come, I squeezed the shaft with my tight muscles. My ravager cried out loudly as his liquid spewed inside me and on my bare ass as he withdrew from my cunt. Another anxious prick replaced his, and the fuck continued.

		At my mouth, the huge driving dick was about to spill itself down my throat. But instead of planting his seed for me to swallow, he pulled away so he could spew his cum all over my cheeks and lips, and chin. I wish that I could have looked into his eyes and seen the pleasured expression on his face.

		Once finished with the first blowjob, there were two more cocks insisting on my mouth. At either side of me, they prodded, so I took turns, doing my best to please them both. Rocking between the three demanding rods, I felt like a hobby horse, forced to do whatever they asked of me.

		I don’t remember much after the first few climaxed: how many more, or where they chose to place their waiting treasures. I know it seemed as though time froze – or that the scene would stretch on forever. Even if I had wanted to, I was helpless to stop the attack. But that was hardly on my mind. I lost myself to my whoring. These insistent lovers tapped in me a sexual place of abandonment that was pleasing me at depths I never realized were available to explore.

		

		The sexual assault on my body stopped suddenly.

		Without warning, once the last man withdrew from my crotch, I felt the collective body heat of my ravagers disappear. As if they were shadows or specters walking off stage, they took their physical heat with them, and left me in the remaining chill. Falling back against the cushion of the mattress, I lay waiting having no idea what to do next. I was empty and full, and alone and satisfied, confused and spent.

		“Katherine,” I heard a familiar voice call my name. That same marvelous voice that had called me to attention and reprimanded me for my hesitation.

		“You are done for the evening with the members of the club. Make yourself presentable again and return to the party. You may not leave until midnight. You’ve been quite the slut tonight. I’m sure if you allow the men in the ballroom to enjoy you, you’ll have many partners to dance with.” I heard him move, and believed that he was headed for the door. I desperately wanted to put a face to that magnificent voice, but I didn’t dare remove the blindfold.

		“For convenience, Katherine, I’m giving you your next orders. I expect them followed within the week. You are to seduce and make love to your friend Joanna.”

		I listened for the door to open and waited to hear it close. Though before it did, the master spoke again, “And, dear Katherine, just so you can satisfy your curiosity, you were taken by ten men tonight. I’ll leave you to wonder who they were when you go downstairs. Be there in ten minutes.” The mockery in his voice pricked my body with another jolt of pleasure.

		The door closed and I was alone.

		I wanted to stay in the safety of the room for a time; I wanted the chance to think. So much had happened and now these new orders. My god! What was I going to do?

		Regardless of my quandary, however, I had no time to think about anything with only a few minutes before I was expected to be presentable and downstairs. It was just as well; there was no way I could sort out all that had happened in the last hour, even if I had the time.

		

		I threw off the blindfold to find myself in a dimly lit bedroom. Briefly taking note of its handsome decor, I flew to the open bathroom. Just moving, I realized how sore I was, how covered with sweat and cum and the breath of the men who’d taken me. I scrubbed my face clean of smudged makeup and redid the look I’d had before the best I could. Everything I needed was conveniently there: lipstick, mascara, blush and powder. This certainly was no accident!

		Returning to the bedroom, I spied my dress laid neatly on a chair alongside a pair of black stockings that would replace the torn ones still attached to the garter belt about my waist. With little time to spare, I dressed quickly, then brushed back my dark hair so it appeared as it had when I first arrived. Giving the messy bed a quick once over as if I might have forgotten something, I left the room.

		Returning to that treacherous hallway, I tried to maintain a confident air as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. I pushed away the memory of the last hours—not that I wanted to forget it – I simply couldn’t think about a gangbang and maintain any semblance of sanity if I wanted to get through the remainder of the evening.

		As I passed through the small sitting room, I noted by the clock that only two hours had passed. It was now ten-thirty, and I had an hour and a half to go before I could leave.

		Downstairs, I thrust myself into a throng of merry people, hoping to lose myself for a few minutes while I recovered. To my dismay, I spotted Joanna moving rapidly toward me. “Where have you been? I’ve been looking for you for the last hour.”

		“I didn’t feel well, I think it was the booze,” I lied. “I found a place upstairs to rest.”

		“Oh, for heaven’s sake! You come to the event of the season, and you get sick? Come on,” she encouraged me, taking me by the arm and not letting go.

		I really wanted to forget what just happened, but my memory and my body wouldn’t have it. I froze. The fact of my next instructions from the club abruptly hit me in the stomach sending an unpleasant shock wave through my body. I was feeling sick, stomach nauseated, head aching. I had to get away from Joanna’s threatening presence.

		“I can’t, just yet,” I stammered, “I need to go to the bathroom.” Before she could object, I was off in another direction not even sure I’d find that bathroom in my path.

		Moving through the swarm of party guests, I could tell they all knew! The truth must be written all over my face. Was it possible that everyone here were members of the club? That was ridiculous! But when the eyes of one young handsome man greeted mine with a delightful stare... My God! I was beside myself and it was all I could do to stumble into a bathroom to regroup.

		I breathed deeply for several minutes to calm my nerves, clinging to the smooth, tile counter to steady myself. It seemed absolutely impossible for me to take control. I needed someone to cling to; even one of the men who’d taken me would be fine. At least that would have been something to focus on, to guide me while I recovered my senses.

		My breathing finally slowed to a quiet calm, and I dared to look in the mirror. Yes, there was a slut there in that face. But the truth was hardly written on my forehead. I had to stop being so foolish. Wasn’t I doing exactly what I yearned for? I’d loved everything about those savage acts, the way they had taken me to an out of control contentment; nothing would take the memory of that pleasure from me. I just needed to relax, I told myself, put my anxieties aside and follow orders. I smiled briefly in the mirror, fluffed my hair, and resolved to do my damnedest to enjoy the party until the stroke of midnight.

		Back in the foyer, I did feel better. I still avoided Joanna and wandered back to the ballroom where the floor was still filled with dancers. I was approached almost immediately, and began to dance with a man who was as interested in dancing as I was in getting away from the memory of that upstairs room. We lost ourselves in the music and the steps, moving seductively to the rock music that pounded from the speakers.

		I changed partners several times. With each new man, I tried to blend with his body and its rhythms. I found myself enjoying each dance, grateful for the opportunity not to think. I even forgot about the men as they approached me, wondering if any of my dance partners were one of the ten who’d been in the upstairs bedroom, fucking me. There was no way to know, and it was useless to bother speculating.

		Before I knew it, the hour and a half had passed. The clock struck midnight, and like Cinderella in a dream, the spell was broken. As much as I’d eased and enjoyed the party, so many thoughts were welling in my brain that I couldn’t bear to hold them back any longer. It was clearly time to leave.

		I checked for Joanna, finding her among a crowd of Nathan’s arty friends. Unable to think of a passable excuse to exit, I scratched out a note to her and passed it along by one of my dancer friends.

		Leaving in a waiting taxi, I was gone from that palace by ten after twelve.

		

		Sunday’s daydreams were absurdly colored by the evening before. I went over the events in my mind, all the sweet and terrifying things that I had endured and loved.

		I realized early that next morning, after eight hours of deep sleep, that I had not orgasmed. My need to expel some of the pressing energy woke me. My hand was already between my legs and playing with my cunt. I came so quickly, it was disappointing, especially when I was bound by the club’s rules not to come again until the next day. I knew I’d only touched the raw edges of my physical need. There was so much more.

		I got up to take my bath. Sinking into the tub, the water washed over me, taking away a lot of doubts and allowing me to enjoy the memories of the night before in a way I’d not been able to so far. I couldn’t help myself as I reclined in the soapy bubbles and let the thought of my lewd behavior excite me. The words tramp and slut and whore came into my mind as a truth I knew in a thrilling way, a secret way that no one but the club and I would know.

		I heard the voice again, that miraculous voice that had commanded and wooed me at the same time. Out of some obscure place inside me he’d uncovered an obedient slave that raced excitedly to his commanding speech and thrilled to the vibrations of his uncompromising demands. I ached to have his power take me further.

		I could not contain myself. My hands played with my body as my mind returned to that dark room and the unknown men who’d used me. I pleasured myself, as if I were settling a score with the night, making things right and just, balancing need with need, so I wouldn’t be off kilter and tumble from the delicate pendulum of my life, which plunged me now into wild remarkable swings of passionate fulfillment. With no effort at all I orgasmed again, ignoring the club’s rules – it was impossible not to.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		By the Tuesday following the gala at Wildwood Manor, I was a bundle of fear, caught in a dilemma I had no way to solve, at least to my imagination. The instruction to seduce and make love to Joanna reached far beyond the simple conversations about the club we’d had. I considered her an uninvolved observer. This new instruction, while it touched my lust for female flesh was still beyond the concept I had of my sexuality, not to mention its threat to an endearing friendship.

		Even so, Tuesday’s fear led to a trembling dinner invitation to Joanna. As we were leaving the office, I suggested we try a new pub a few blocks away. To my amazement, she turned the invitation around and asked me to her house instead. “I have lots of food in the fridge and a burning need to cook!” I willingly consented to be at her house at seven, and all too soon I found myself at her doorstep with my heart in my throat. When she invited me in, little did she know what I had in mind.

		While she continued to prepare dinner, I walked about her newly redecorated townhouse. It was quite different than I remembered it being. The rooms were now black and white, furnished with black lacquered furniture and two white overstuffed sofas. A splash of red in the paintings on the wall above the sofas added a lot of life. And for its seemingly bold cool style, there was still a soft warmth cast upon the room from two art deco lamps at each end of the sofa. I drank in the simple beauty, which like Joanna was softly sensuous. And so like her steady and certain manner, the room calmed my fears about my planned seduction.

		After a delicious salad, homemade bread and a bottle of wine, I still had no idea how to begin with my instruction, and I worried that I’d go home without completing my task. There seemed no way to bridge the space of sexual convention that kept us “straight”.

		Still, I had to try – I even wanted to.

		We sat together on her couch. As I hugged a pillow in my lap, she casually sipped her wine, innocent of the instructions that consumed my mind. She was wearing jeans that looked as if they were painted on. I could see them rise into her crotch, pleasantly defining her cunt beneath. On top she wore a cream colored sweater, knit with a loose weave that showed her black bra underneath. The sweater’s neckline was so broad that it fell off one shoulder at an angle. As she moved, it dipped even lower until I found myself staring as her laced-covered breast came into view. A sexual invitation was written in every move she made, with each subtle seductive gesture. Was I reading something into the coincidence or was this just naturally Joanna?

		I sipped my wine, hoping it would give me a little courage, and then asked my opening question, “Do you ever fantasize about women?” I paused. “I mean, sexually?”

		She looked at me calmly and not at all surprised. “Yes,” she answered with a hint of interest in her voice.

		“I do too,” I admitted, “more often than I’d like.”

		“What do you mean, ‘more often’?”

		“Humm, sometimes, I wonder if I wouldn’t prefer women to men . . . sometimes.”

		“Well I definitely prefer women to men on occasion,” she stated bluntly, “there’s a tremendous difference.”

		“You mean you’ve made love to a woman?” I asked astonished.

		She smiled warmly, “Yes, I have, Kate.” Her voice like a sultry breeze caressed the air around us. “Are you surprised?”

		“Yes, I guess I am.”

		I felt as though something inside me was suddenly transforming. Joanna’s revelation was inspiration. I viewed her differently knowing the truth. This gave my task that night a whole new meaning. It took my instructions out of fantasy into the realm of possibility. My loins and heart pounded simultaneously as I continued to gaze intently at the sensuous allure of my friend’s erotic moves.

		“Have you had more than one woman?” I asked, hoping I would not tread too deeply, but I was terribly curious.

		“I’ve had many women over the past four years, some just once; others have been lovers between my affairs with men.” She said this all so calmly. Obviously she was quite at peace with the varied sex life she’d chosen. And, this certainly answered questions about her occasional aloofness and her vague replies to casual inquiries about her time away from work. It told me much about her reluctance to talk about her “friends.” I should not have been surprised by the truth.

		“You know since our vacation in Florida, I look at you sometimes with the strangest feelings inside.”

		“You mean lust?” she probed gently, as if she were controlling the conversation, not me. “Is it really different than feelings you have for men?”

		Until she’d asked I’d not allowed myself to think about my sexual feelings for women. It had a different guise than lust for men, a gentler feeling, but it was sexual just the same.

		“This is so hard for me to take in,” I admitted. I squirmed in my seat not sure where to go with the conversation that to my delight and fear had landed me in the center of my assigned task.

		But Joanna accommodated me further by moving the conversation forward. “You have a reason for bringing up the subject?” she asked, curiosity was written all over her face. I could never let her know that reason why; the club must not be mentioned. “I’m not sure. I guess the drink has made me bold. Fact is, this has haunted me for months.” That was quite true. And interesting that the club seemed to know what was in my mind; their intuition had climbed deep down inside me, catching a truth that I had been afraid to recognize.

		“You remember what I told you some time ago? If it excites you, why not?” I could hardly look at her for the enchanting gleam in her eyes. “You could pretend the act excites you and then see what happens.”

		I’d lusted after her all evening, as I had on so many occasions. But now my desire was more tangible; she was an object to fondle, to touch, to kiss, and to excite to orgasm. Those thoughts set free, I knew I wanted her in bed with me. Everything about her, her dress and manner were inviting me. Now her words became an invitation lying before me waiting for my acceptance. I wondered who was seducing whom?

		My body begged me to touch her as my suppressed desire rapidly surfaced. The days in Florida, the time in the dressing room and the many times before and since when I’d been fascinated by her exquisite female form, her earthy aura, the way she sometimes moved like a Siamese cat. I wanted her. With the wine acting like an aphrodisiac to remove my inhibitions, I reached for her thigh, just inches from my fingers. While feeling the smoothness of her leg beneath the denim, I slowly ran my hand down to her knee, and then began again.

		Before I realized what I was doing, I was on my knees between her parted thighs, stroking her legs – although I wanted flesh, not the heavy fabric that clothed them. Sensing this, Joanna responded, offering me an alluring smile as she unbuttoned her jeans. I handled the rest, drawing them off her hips and down her legs, finally throwing them aside, as my lust focused on the naked flesh before me.

		Her skin was soft, seeming to vibrate to my touch. I couldn’t stop myself. Bending down, I began to kiss her opened thighs, moving slowly along the dewy skin until I made my way to the delicate patch of hair between her legs.

		I stopped short, not ready to go that far. Moving upward, I kissed her belly, carefully pushing her sweater over her breasts. She relaxed back on the sofa and gazed down at me with a blissful smile.

		Not once did she resist my advances. Instead, her hands reached down and clutched my shoulders bringing my lips closer to the twin tits that faced me. I could hardly breathe; I was so excited.

		“It’s all right, Kate,” she whispered sweetly. “Kiss them for me.” Her voice seemed to float on air.

		Gathering my courage, I pushed away the delicate lace covering her breasts. Her skin was as soft as any skin I’d ever touched. My lips met the shimmering surface with tender but tentative kisses. Her natural warmth moved into me. Inspired, my hungry mouth opened, aggressively darting between the resplendent orbs, back and forth. I finally buried my face between the two; I couldn’t kiss them or touch them enough to please my pent-up desire.

		I heard a delightful gasp. Her hips thrust up like mine so often did when my body was clamoring to a climax. Wanting to feel her nakedness against me I pulled my sweater over my head, unhooked and tossed my bra aside, and let my breasts fall out against the soft hair at Joanna’s crotch. While rubbing myself against her pussy, I reached up, massaging her breasts, my lips skirting her belly with kisses.

		I planted my tongue on her navel, and then took each nipple in my mouth savoring the taste of female flesh and its perfumed aroma. My desire for her increased as I journeyed until we were body to body, sexually kissing for the first time. The shameless thrill of letting go my sexual scruples skirted through me – much as I’d been thrilled the first time I gave myself to a man. She was different, though. Her lips were tiny in comparison to a man’s – tender and delicate. Mouths and tongues colliding, the sensation was more mutual. The exploration of our bodies less vigorous than what I experienced with an aggressive male.

		My lust for her seemed natural, and she welcomed my advances with a peaceful smile on her bemused face and a physical urgency that begged me to continue.

		As my lips played with her soft mouth, my hands began to move between her legs. Though I’d never done this to another woman, my instincts and my vast experience exploring my own body guided me to the moist flesh and the sensitive points that responded eagerly to my touch. Joanna groveled toward me as I toyed with her inner folds. Her response enlivened my attempts, until I finally moved back down between her pulsing thighs and let my mouth enjoy the sweet and pungent taste of her labia and clit.

		As though she were a piece of luscious chocolate, I relished every lick and nibble. She smelled fresh, just like the perfume she’d just sprayed there. However, deep between her thighs was the musty aroma of fornication that wafted toward my nostrils. Hummm. I licked her pussy with an inborn artistry, lapping the sensitive bud with earnest attention, and a growing fierceness answering her small cries of passion. I stayed there with my mouth fully attending her sex, knowing the orgasm was close and I would be there to drink the results.

		I poked her vagina, two fingers rapidly pumping in and out of the opening. Feeling lower, I searched the deep cleft that hid her anus, finally planting one finger against the tiny rosette. She bucked hard in reply to the simple entry. I could hardly believe I was that bold, generating a rhythmic beat between us that could only end in her climax.

		“Oooh, yesyesyes, Kate,” she gasped as the first spasms wrenched her body hard, jerking it roughly against the intrusions. “Ah, yes. Fuck me harder!” Her own hands joined mine, working her flesh. As the frenzy increased her cunt squeezed hard against my fingers. She jerked and jerked again, body arching back as far as she could go, mouth gaping, the sounds of satisfaction pouring into the humid air.

		I watched her body shiver and then go limp like a rag doll. She went limp when the last of her climax was over, though she didn’t want me to leave. Reaching down, she caressed my hair, her energy flowing through her fingers arousing me as I’d aroused her. My desire was no longer forbidden but a part of me to treasure.

		Moving off the sofa, Joanna pulled me from the floor and helped me to the soft cushions where she could have full access to my flesh. I was ready for anything she wanted to give me.

		She knelt at my side and began by kissing my lips with affection. Removing the rest of my clothes, she proceeded to knead and prod at every place my body desired touch. She knew every hot spot just as I had known hers.

		She devoured my tits, diving zealously into their fullness as though she’d never seen anything so inviting. Pushing them together, she pinched the hardening nipples, and then delicately tongued the buds until they stood out like bright cherries from the surrounding flesh. She stung both with slaps of her hand, sending my sexual heat soaring. She slapped them harder until my pale white skin blushed red from her ardent attack. My body begged for more.

		She knew my rhythms as if she’d been making love to me for years. As she sensed my orgasm about to spill free, she buried her head and mouth between my legs and began to suck on my clitoris, pulling with her lips, tugging with her teeth, rubbing with her fingers, then starting over again, until I was gasping madly, deranged and delirious.

		“Cum, slut!” she urged. Her voice dark and magical. And as I had done, but more vigorously, she thrust two fingers into my snatch and while tonguing my clit, she fucked my cunt as eagerly as any man’s cock would take me.

		“Ah! Gaaaawd!” I gasped as I strained against the couch, back arched, sensations of pleasure bursting through me. The first time I’d cum at the hands of a woman, the first time that such careful attention had been paid to me...the satisfaction was overwhelming. Tears collected in my eyes as I cried with delight!

		To my surprise, I wasn’t finished with that single orgasm. Joanna didn’t back away, but kept on with me, forcing my body to go beyond the cum I’d just enjoyed. She pushed me with lips, mouth, tongue and fingers, drawing me to another edge of energy that needed to break free. She sucked my clit with fervor and worked my breasts with an experience that could have only come from other times. She made my body respond far beyond what it was used to, beyond every means I had to remain in control.

		“Aah! . . Aah!” I whimpered. One hand kneaded my flesh while the other fucked my cunt again and her mouth drew my clit inside. “Aah! Ah! Ah!!” I vented in short, choppy gasps. My cunt went wild, crazily fucking her fingers to that second peak, and then all the tension seemed to drop away as though I were going to melt into nothing and disappear.

		Joanna continued to caress me even as the orgasm was dying quietly. She left me for a while in a heaven of the sensation, and of rich love I’d not expected from this source.

		“You have done this before,” I finally managed to murmur.

		“Many times,” she whispered as she leaned over to kiss my lips, and for a gentle play of our tongues. The tenderness and her touch brought me back to the reality of Joanna’s living room. “You are very special, dear Kate,” she told me as she ran her fingers through my hair, just as she might stroke a male lover’s.

		The club’s once threatening instructions had been a serendipitous find. How could they have known, unless I was no different from other women, rampant with repressed desire for my own sex and simply ready for someone to ignite the brewing fires?

		Sexually spent, we pulled ourselves up on the couch, back into the corners where we’d begun. We donned our sweaters to cut the chill, though we could still see each other’s cunts between our crossed legs.

		A cool breeze from the open window played delicately with my moist pussy.

		“I’m reeling,” I said truthfully, as I took a gulp of wine. It would have been so easy to drift off into a pleasant sleep.

		“I’ve wanted you for years,” Joanna said. “But I know it takes some time to cross the line where you no longer care about what shape or size or sex of the body you want. It seems silly to live with rigid rules for our natural desires.”

		I understood, my mind beginning to understand what my body already knew. “That’s why you’ve changed so much in the last few years,” I said. It seemed that Joanna’s freshly blossomed sexuality was now becoming clear to me, just as my own evolving desires were beginning to make sense.

		A loving, knowing, sisterly smiled graced Joanna’s glowing face.

		We didn’t talk about the club, or about anything much else. We’d said enough and done enough to keep us both content.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		The bright May mornings that followed were so delightfully sweet; I could hear myself singing inside. I felt more deeply fulfilled than I had been in some months, and I greeted the spring, longing for the promise of more.

		I owed my sense of satisfaction to the club.

		Several days passed after my evening with Joanna. I missed her. She’d left on business the day after we made love and I would not have the chance to be with her again for at least a week. Still, I had her memory to savor and the hope that we could be together again soon.

		I had amazed myself following the club’s instructions, although this test hardly seemed like much with my best friend so willing – almost as though she were leading me on. I wondered if the rest I was commanded to do would be as simple. Little did I realize what depths I had yet to explore.

		On Saturday afternoon one week after my evening with Joanna, I went shopping, looking for clothes to replace the many I’d given away when I found them no longer to my taste. I went to the same boutique where Joanna helped me buy my dress for the Wildwood party.

		I looked for short skirts – for when I didn’t wear the broad ones so I could sit bare-assed in my chair at work. I wanted deep cut blouses and sweaters, tight fitting dresses and lacy lingerie – anything to excite my imagination.

		As I began to try on clothes, I mused about my life and how it had so rapidly changed. My relationships with men were less stressed because I didn’t care whether they asked me out or not. I couldn’t accept their invitations. I had sexual opportunities far more stimulating. As a club initiate, I had a secret power, which was a great elixir for a woman who’d once cowered at the mercy of men.

		Short red leather skirt, matching bustier... reminded me of the clothes Joanna wore. The aroma, the texture, the erotic feel, all intoxicating. And such a departure from my normal clothes. It would never work for business, but it would work for sex.

		Taking a gamble, I purchased my daring find, hoping I’d have a chance to wear my new clothes soon.

		The owner of the shop looked at me strangely as I pulled out my credit card. “Do you have some special occasion to wear this?”

		I looked at her the way I might have looked at Joanna; she gave off the same sensual air.

		“Not yet, but I’m certain the opportunity will arise soon,” I answered.

		“It would be terrific for dancing, don’t you think?”

		“Yes,” I nodded. She seemed to peer right through me as if she could see all my sexual secrets. But of course there was no way that could be. Had I become that blatant with my fancy schemes or was I reading too much into her query?

		I drove home toward a rapidly setting sun. Six-thirty. I was slowed by a Saturday night traffic jam, a hoard of cars on their way to the theater and I had to take side streets to avoid them. By the time I reached my townhouse, it was seven thirty and almost dark.

		Parking outside the building in front of my garage, I took the stairs to the entrance of the Victorian row house. It was a large building converted into two story flats several years before. I shuffled through my purse for my house keys, going by feel, not sight in the gloomily lit alcove. The key in hand, I unlocked the door and quickly scooted to the other side, prudently locking the two dead bolts that secured it. A touch of fear shot up my spine, but this was nothing new. My dark, empty home always gave me shivers. Reaching for the light switch, I was about to turn it on, when out of nowhere, a deep voice pierced the dark.

		“Don’t move.” The lower timbre of the unexpected sound chilled me deeply. I clutched my throat, wanting to shriek but no sound let loose.

		“Don’t move, Katherine,” the voice repeated, booming out with a resonance that made my limbs freeze. Somewhere in the back of my mind I realized the voice had a familiar ring. “And don’t scream, or you’ll be gagged.”

		“Yes,” I whispered so quietly I’m not sure my unseen visitor could hear.

		“We met in the dark at Wildwood Manor. After your body was ravaged, I gave you explicit instructions.” As he continued to speak, I recognized the voice as that same one that had roared out to me inside that ink black upper room.

		“You have more instructions, so listen carefully. That clear?”

		“Yes,” I answered, still shaking, stomach turning somersaults, eyes threatening tears.

		“You have completed the first of your initiation; that is if you have seduced your friend Joanna?”

		“I have,” I answered, beginning to feel some relief and confidence making this statement.

		“If you were to lie, you’ll be immediately expelled from our ranks.”

		“I haven’t,” I said emphatically.

		“Good. In time you will bring Joanna into our club, this was your first approach.” His voice was so full of rich vibration and authority that it held me enthralled. “But I did not violate your house to discuss your female fascination,” he went on.

		I thought I heard him move against the furniture in the living room, but I was still finding it difficult to figure exactly where he stood.

		“I’m here to move you to the final but very difficult stage of your initiation. For the remainder of your trial, it is imperative that you follow your first instructions to the letter, especially the one that demands your sexual interactions only with members of the club. This would mean, no matter how much you might want to have your friend Joanna again, it is forbidden until your initiation is complete. Is that quite clear?”

		“Yes, yes it is,” I answered meekly.

		“On the table in front of you, you’ll find a ring. Pick it up.”

		I reached into the shadows to the table where I always put my mail. The only light in the hallway came from a high window beside the front door, which now vaguely illuminated the space before me. I could barely make out a glint of gold reflecting off the surface of an unfamiliar object.

		“Take the ring, Katherine. It should fit on the ring finger of your left hand,” he said. “You must study it carefully when I am gone, so its every detail is imprinted on your brain and you will be able to recognize the design whenever you should see it.”

		I could not see the ring well enough to make out the design he alluded to, but I could feel the cold smooth metal as I put it on my finger. It fit well.

		“This next step in your initiation is to individually receive the approval from the entire membership of the club. You will begin to meet each of them in the manner they desire, and you’ll know them by the ring they wear on their left hand.

		“When they contact you, you will be theirs until they are satisfied. You will respond to them without question... immediately... including any phoned instructions that would initiate your first contact. At no time will a member require you to meet them in a private place. They will choose a public venue to ease any apprehensions you might still have.

		“You can consider yourself an unpaid call girl for the pleasure of the club, and in that vein, you are to act and dress the part. You already proved to be a slut, so this instruction should be second nature to you now. But regardless of any qualms you may have, your obedience to every detail will be unconditional.” He paused a moment. “Have you understood everything I’ve said?”

		I answered with a faltering “yes.” I had a dozen questions I could have asked, but I wasn’t given the time.

		“Very good,” he replied. “And the ring, give it to the first member who contacts you... he will return it to me. Is that clear?”

		“Yes,” I replied. I was beginning to breathe more easily knowing that I was actually safe...although there was still a tightness in my chest, and my head was pounding. My fear would not let me be.

		“Now, go upstairs and close your door. Stay there until you’ve heard me leave.”

		I hesitated, waiting for him to speak again.

		“Go,” he barked out urgently.

		I paused, still too frightened to move, then my brain finally engaged. I raced upstairs and quickly closed my bedroom door behind me. Hearing the front door close, I rushed to the window seeing a dark figure retreat into the shadows. To my dismay I could not see the man’s face.

		Downstairs moments later, I lit every lamp to dispel the spooky feelings still creeping like spiders up my spine. Was someone still watching me? I wondered as I relocked the door and checked every nook and cranny of my living space. I sensed that masculine presence remaining, though I discovered nothing to confirm my fears. After all, I did see him leave, or were my eyes deceiving me? By the time I closed the last closet door, I realized that my imagination was making me crazy.

		Ten minutes after his departure, after the doors were locked and the windows secured, I sat down, took several deep breaths and suddenly remembered the ring.

		The simple piece was designed as a man’s pinky ring, with a large red stone embedded in the gold, around it etched a design of intertwining leaves. There was a well-worn quality about the dull finish. This was not a new ring. Had I seen it somewhere before? I wondered. My memory didn’t hold the answer.

		I was so deeply engrossed in the assignment to memorize the ring’s details that I jumped inside my skin when the telephone jangled loudly. I finally answered on the third ring.

		“You have instructions to follow,” I heard the man’s voice on the other end of the line. “Meet me in front of The Dining Emporium in half an hour.” The order took me by surprise. “And wear something very short. I want to see those lovely legs.”

		“Yes,” I answered. I was trembling as much as I’d been with my mysterious visitor. All I’d wanted to do for the remainder of the evening was crawl up in my safe bed with a cup of cocoa and a good novel – forget the club and this wild scare. But now with the instructions pressing, I had no time to relax or even contemplate the strange new twist my life had taken.

		I quickly donned my short black skirt and my new red bustier, throwing a brown leather bomber jacket over the top. One glance in the mirror confirmed the woman I had become, “a call girl for the club,” he’d said. He was right.

		It was a short drive to The Dining Emporium, a popular restaurant in a local shopping mall. There were dozens of people coming and going at that hour, so I felt no fear from any stranger who might approach me.

		I waited for ten minutes in the mild night air, feeling refreshed as a sultry spring breeze caressed my inner thighs and my hairless, naked pussy. With the minutes ticking slowly by, I began to wonder if I had my instructions straight... a little restless and annoyed, my fear was returning. Perhaps it was all a joke. I considered the possibility thinking I should leave when a tall blond man approached me from the parking lot and addressed me by name. “Katherine McPherson.”

		“Yes, that’s me,” I replied, looking into a tanned and finely sculptured face. My heart raced rapidly, excited fear redoubling.

		He held out his hand to me, while I looked down, seeing a pinky ring like the one I wore.

		“How about a drink?” he suggested.

		“Sure,” I answered demurely. He saw me recognize his ring, and without further comment, led me into the restaurant. He obtained a small booth in the back of the large dining room where we sat side by side. We were secluded from the rest of the diners by the high back of our small cubicle. There were none beyond us, and none across from us; so, except for the waitress, there would be no reason for anyone to walk by our table. We were as unseen as we could be and still be in public.

		My mystery man ordered drinks for both of us and looked down at me, gazing amusedly into my bewildered face.

		“You’re nervous?” he observed.

		“This was the first time I’ve seen a member face to face,” I explained.

		“Oh, I’m sure you’ve seen many of us, we are like regular people.”

		“I know that. It’s just that everything else I’ve been ordered to do has been in dark rooms or by myself.”

		Ignoring my fears, he moved on quickly to his purpose. “Raise your skirt, Kate.”

		I was in the habit of hesitating too long and he had to ask again, his voice turning brisk. “Raise your skirt. I want to know your bare bottom is on the bench. And I want to have free reign to feel it.” He had a sedate appearance, but underneath a lightening harsh delivery, which seemed to turn my insides into quivering jelly.

		I tugged briefly at the bottom of my skirt until my ass was bare against the wooden seat and the skirt itself might as well have not been there the way it was bunched around my waist.

		Turning sideways in the seat, my date closed me off even further from the view of any passing waitress. Then, from under the table, he reached out with his left hand to feel between my legs. They parted naturally. His touch made me start, made my cunt wanting and made by entire body eager to screw the man.

		When the drinks arrived, he told our waitress that we wouldn’t need anything for a while. She smiled and left us by ourselves, me in an ominous cocoon, captured by this handsome but menacing member of the club.

		Returning his hand to the warm, sweaty place between my legs, my arousal climbed, my breathing quickened, and I’m sure my eyes darkened as I thought of sex in the nearly public place.

		“Unbutton your bustier, I want to see your tits,” he ordered.

		I shuddered, teased and thinking wicked things. But how many buttons would satisfy him? Carefully undoing the first few that held my breasts together, I waited for him to stop me. By the time I reached the fifth button, I was beginning to falter; my sweating hands were just not capable of revealing any more. He could already see deep into my cleavage, quite soon I’d be past my bosom altogether.

		Sensing my fear, the handsome fellow gently pushed my hands away and resumed the unbuttoning himself, continuing all the way down the bustier, until I was convinced that he did not intend to stop. Thank god the bomber jacket could close easily over my naked chest.

		“There,” he said at last. He’d pulled the bustier away and my breasts spilled out naked, white from stark fluorescent lights above, strangely translucent, the flesh flawless and gleaming.

		Taking a nipple in each hand, he pinched them hard while I gasped as a jolt of the pain and sensuous pleasure rocketed through my anxious body. He rubbed each tit, first gently, then more roughly as he witnessed the reaction on my face. All this in a public place! Without an objection? There was no holding back, no hesitation anymore. The heat he generated in my body was in control, not my more rational mind.

		Reaching into my crotch, the blond man forced my legs apart with an insistent shove.

		“Let me see your pussy,” he whispered, as his hand dove to find the tender portal where he would place his cock, and the tight bud that was now tumescent and begging to be worked. I lay back against the wall and let him manipulate me, one hand on my breast, the other thrusting two fingers inside my cunt.

		My orgasm was near, freely flowering in this unexpected place, while I actively encouraged it along with my hips moving up to meet his hand. I tried to squelch the seething, hissing sounds of pleasure threatening to escape my lips; though I could not squelch the movements that were about to make me thrash against the booth without control.

		“That’s right, slut,” he whispered, quietly encouraging me to the climax. “Move on my hand with that nasty cunt.”

		“Oh gawd!” I gasped as I felt the climax rise, “Push on me harder,” I begged him and he answered as if he were obliged to obey me. My body wrenched. As he grasped my pussy in his palm and squeezed, the climax ripped through me as if I were being torn apart inside. And in the hereafter, the cumming portal spilled its juices on his hand. This was not soft or gentle or what I might have called pleasant. It was a rude awakening to the libidinous truth about me.

		Before I could gather myself again, my unnamed date pushed me under the table between his legs where his swollen cock greeted my mouth. I dove into the thick organ with impetuous zeal, sucking head and shaft, and then swallowing the balls beneath one at a time, carefully, but not so guardedly that he didn’t feel the rise sensation throughout the whole of his body. I knew enough about men to know that he was close to cumming. Cupping his balls in one hand, I worked the shaft with the other vigorously. When I could sense he’d reached his peak, I swallowed every bit of cock that I could manage, pumping the engorged meat in and out, my lips creating all the friction he needed to explode down my throat. As he began to withdraw, he kept cumming in bursts, white liquid jets spurting out on my face. I let it cover me in a salty sweet rain... the sexual fragrance a perfume to inspire my reckless conduct. At the hands of the club, I mocked conventions with a wickedly perverse smile on my lips.

		Pulling from my unseen burrow, I took my seat beside him, staring lustily into his satisfied face. My lips, cheek and chin were covered in cum.

		“Here,” he said, wetting his napkin in a glass of water. “Let’s wipe your face.” He affectionately dabbed my chin and cheeks with the white cotton cloth and then handed it to me to finish the job. I was tempted to blush, for a tiny moment feeling a little intimacy between us that was both sweet and uncomfortable. But my horny friend abruptly changed the mood.

		“The ring,” he said, as I was lost in his kind gesture.

		I fumbled momentarily, then pulled the ring from my finger and handed it to him. He placed it in his pocket then handed me the bustier – an apt reminder that I was sitting in the restaurant with my breasts still nakedly exposed. “You’re free to go.”

		“That’s all?” I asked.

		“That’s all I needed,” he replied, and then nodded to the leather in my hand. “But you might want to put that on or zip your jacket. I doubt this establishment would want a customer creating such a commotion.” A wry smile spread out across his handsome face. His was a cold face, and a cold feeling grabbed my pussy. The feeling descended all the way to my toes. I hadn’t realized what an effect such a chilling picture would have on me.

		As he moved off the seat, I scooted out zipping my bomber jacket on the way. I plunged the bustier in my purse, and giving the man a last glance, I walked down the aisle toward the exit. Certain that everyone who saw me knew exactly what I’d done; I adopted an arrogance attitude to defend myself against their stares. To my relief, and perhaps dismay, there were no suspicious gazes. The few people in the restaurant at that hour were sufficiently oblivious to the sexual act that had just taken place. But my arrogance, to be sure, was not so much for them as it was for me.

		I walked out of the establishment with a sassy swish of my ass end, my high heels clicking on the tile. I wondered at my stern friend; he had an intriguing way about him that would have been fascinating to get to know. But for the moment, I rather enjoyed the idea that our interlude was so anonymous, and so brief. We’d exchanged sex and nothing more, and I didn’t even know his name.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Needless to say, I didn’t drink cocoa and curl up in my bed with a novel. When I arrived home, I fell asleep, completely exhausted, my head still spinning. I had no desire to think about anything I’d done until morning.

		Morning broke with a blast of sunny warmth pouring through my bedroom window, although I didn’t fully awaken until my ringing phone rudely shook my ears. I could hardly believe the odd request I heard coming from the other end.

		“Kate, this is Harry Wilson, I need you at the office this morning.”

		“What? This is Sunday.”

		“I know, but we have an emergency with Trummel & Picford and I need you right now. I think you’ll like my proposition.”

		“Okay,” I answered carefully. I couldn’t imagine that this could have anything to do with the club, though the thought still crossed my mind.

		“Good,” he replied, “I’ll see you here in thirty minutes?”

		I threw on a pair of leggings and a baggy low cut sweater. It was hardly the attire I was accustomed to wearing to the office, but it would have to do on such short notice. Brushing back my hair it smoothed decently into a sheet of lustrous brown. A bit of blush and lipstick... I figured that was enough for any emergency.

		As I drove through the empty downtown streets, I continued to consider a possible connection between the club and this command performance at the office. Certainly Harry was not another of my secret suitors demanding the opportunity to take his pleasure from me. Then again, you never know what secrets people hide. Perhaps he’d hidden his well. Or perhaps my imagination was running away with me.

		Once in his office however, it was perfectly clear this was not the club’s doing. Harry was sitting at his desk with a stack of files in front of him, while David Miles, the gentleman who’d asked me out after my first day in a push-up bra, was sitting in one of the two chairs in front of Harry’s desk. He’d been transferred soon after my presentation to one of the traveling positions in the company and I hadn’t seen him since our first meeting.

		I dashed off a smile in his direction.

		“Kate,” Harry began right away, as I sat down in the chair next to David’s, “I have a proposition to make. I think you’ll be pleased.”

		My eyes lit up as I listened.

		“I need to put you in the field. One of our agents has been temporarily disabled and he’ll be out a couple of months. I need you to take his place. He had a heavy schedule planned, beginning with a trip to New York this week. That’s why I’ve called you here today. I need you to leave with David this afternoon. Can you do it?”

		“Today?” I looked at him incredulously for a second, immediately replying to myself, how could I not? This was the promotion I’d been waiting for; I was overwhelmed.

		“Yes, today.”

		“I guess so. It’s sudden, but I can throw some things together and be ready in a few hours.”

		“Perfect,” he replied. “I don’t think you’ll need much help, this is the basic stuff. The only difference is you’ll be working directly for the client. David will be glad to help if you have any questions.”

		I looked at him again. He smiled pleasantly. He had such a correct bearing, uncommon in most men. He was tall and lanky with a patrician air, appearing almost too perfectly handsome, just as he was almost too polite. I did like his strong jaw and deep-set cinnamon eyes, and the way he neatly styled his hair and attended to the details of his dress. His rather ordinary looking gray suit was a minus, but needless to say, I was still attracted to him. Unfortunately, I knew he would be far too stuffy to endure in a sexual relationship – and of course, he was off limits.

		Harry handed me the folders. “You might want to go over these on the plane. You are expected at Trummel and Picford at eight a.m. in the morning. I don’t need to remind you they are one of our largest clients.

		“Harry, I’ve been wanting this for two years, I’m not going to blow it.”

		He looked at me seriously, but having just given me the job, I knew he trusted me.

		

		Five hours later my plane was rolling down a runway on its way to New York. Looking out the window, the bay and shoreline were rapidly retreating from sight. I pondered the odd twists of my life. There was a lot to consider, but for the moment I just wanted to relax and regain some semblance of composure after the crazy rush of events that had changed my life in the last twenty-four hours.

		My gentleman friend, David, was in another row, which was disappointing since I’d hoped we could get to know each other before we had to work together the next day. Knowing how important first impressions are, I took matters into my own hand. After the dinner service was over, I climbed over the two sitting next to me and found my way to David’s seat.

		“Hi!” I said quietly.

		He turned to smile. He had a gentleness about him that was refreshing. I imagined he was the kind of man I could relax with – a break from the turbulent turns of my life would be welcome. Then again, he could turn out to be a real bore.

		“Well, hullo,” he said. Nice twinkle in his eye. “I’m sorry we didn’t get seats together, there won’t be much time to conference before morning.” He consulted his watch. “I doubt we’ll get in before midnight.”

		“Well then, maybe we could find some time tomorrow evening?”

		“Is there a problem?” he asked.

		“No, just a few things I don’t understand, perhaps you could help me before the client starts asking questions I don’t have answers for.”

		“All right then, we’ll have dinner tomorrow night.”

		“Great.” I smiled.

		“I guess it’s the only way I’ll get my date with you,” he suggested, smiling too.

		“I guess so,” I replied, taking his teasing in stride.

		

		The next day went nearly perfect and with our work done, I looked forward to my dinner date with David. We’d handled our questions about the account earlier, so this was strictly a social evening, one that, even though I was obligated to attend, I expected to be enjoyable.

		He’d picked a quiet restaurant in the hotel, and a quiet table for two. It could have been romantic if we had been lovers, though I wanted to avoid too much innuendo. Wearing my blue cashmere dress that I often wear to work, I figured I was relatively safe in communicating my platonic intentions with my attire. Aside from the way it hugged my body, it was not risqué.

		David ordered wine and escargot. I loved the wine, but I hate escargot. Though he wasn’t rattled by my refusal to eat his choice, he seemed even delighted that he could have it all for himself.

		“So, you don’t like escargot, what do you like?” he asked me, while digging into one of the shells for the slimy little creature. It was a pleasantly general question.

		I watched his hand carefully as the tiny fork pulled out the delicacy and he ate it with perfect poise. Obviously, he’d perfected the technique from experience, another example of his well-polished breeding. Watching him eat with such practiced skill, I was soon mesmerized by the movement, so engrossed that I overlooked what should have been obvious to me. At first, the recognition jarred me subconsciously, my stomach feeling queasy for no reason. One of those weird premonitions that set me slightly off balance. Then, in a sudden flash, my mind computed the facts, spitting out to me what I had so easily ignored.

		The ring!

		There on David’s hand was the club’s gold ring with the red stone and the detailed scroll around it!

		I couldn’t believe my eyes.

		He could have noticed the dazed expression on my face even though I tried to hide my shock. My heart was beating furiously, having my casual dinner turn into something more than I ever thought it would be. Not only that, this entire business trip had suddenly taken a bizarre turn, which could not be coincidental.

		I shuddered for an instant and turned away, reaching down to my purse, pretending to hunt for a handkerchief. David, still engrossed in his snails, didn’t seem to notice anything odd in my behavior, but perhaps that’s what he wanted me to think.

		“I think I’ll go to the ladies room before the entree arrives,” I said.

		“Be sure you come back, you don’t want to miss your salmon,” he answered innocently, without even the tiniest hint that he knew I was rattled.

		I smiled meekly and tried to look nonchalant as I raced, more than walked, to the restroom. I took as long as I dared to compose myself and then returned to the table.

		When I returned, the snail shells were gone, and so too my shaking. In the restroom I had time to decide that the club had instigated this whole arrangement, the promotion, the trip and David. David was obviously my next assignment. Clearly, there was some creative genius behind the various ways I would be used by this secret organization, but it was not my place to say a thing to David about the ring. The ball was in his court, and I’d wait until he made the first volley.

		Knowing what I did about our sexual future, I couldn’t help but wonder about the equipment beneath his pants. Eventually it would be mine to satisfy. That thought pleasantly occupied my mind through dinner, allowing me an unexpected calm and the added enjoyment of little sexual jolts as I imagined making love to David. The dinner proceeded without one indication of the relationship we would soon have and we parted that night like business associates, retiring to our separate rooms alone.

		The next day, I knew David was toying with me when he wore the ring all day. He hadn’t worn it when we’d met with Harry and he hadn’t worn it on the plane. I suspected he was deliberately trying to keep me off guard, and, in fact, every time I saw the shiny jewelry, I felt my pussy quicken with lust.

		The game went on through Wednesday, through two days of work together with nothing but a friendly business rapport. It went on through business lunches with our clients, and another dinner we shared together, this time at a more causal deli. I ate a Rueben sandwich while he had pastrami on dark rye with a mountain of cheese. I mentioned that cheese was terrible for his health and he flipped back some retort about sauerkraut giving you bad breath. In the noisy deli serious conversation wasn’t possible, though a snappy retort was easy to spin off my tongue. The playful sparring cropped up more and more during our time together. This was my best defense against the mounting tension as I waited for him to make his move.

		David played our game in good fun with his own jaunty replies coming back on my retorts.

		Still, the man had the upper hand, regardless of my saucy attitude. The damned ring would quite suddenly catch my eye, and I’d be staring at it again, even if only for a moment. If David didn’t notice my staring during that first dinner together, certainly he’d witnessed it once or twice since. I could have hit myself for being so obvious but it was impossible not to react to the remarkable meaning behind the symbol of my submission.

		On Wednesday night we walked back to the hotel together, taking the elevator to our rooms. We were silent on the brief trek, just one offhand comment about something inconsequential. We walked down the hall, but rather than stopping at his own door, David accompanied me to mine. This is it! I thought as my body raced furiously with a mixture of sexual heat and apprehension. I wasn’t sure if I looked forward to it, or wanted the incident over.

		Fishing through my purse for the key, I waited for him to speak, but he thwarted me. Again!

		“Good night Kate, pleasant dreams,” he said cheerily, and he started to walk away. I sighed inside, figuring I was safe. Then, just as I was about to enter my room, he turned back. “And Kate,” he said, throwing me a well-timed afterthought, “quit worrying about the ring. I’ll have you when I’m ready, and not before.”

		For the first time in our short acquaintance, I heard a hint of mockery in his voice. For the first time he’d acknowledged his power over me and he’d done so with such unabashed cockiness that I was stunned, then hopping mad.

		

		All day Thursday I avoided looking at the tormenting devil. Thankfully, we were so busy with the grey-haired, gravelly voiced Victor Trummel that I didn’t have much time to worry about when and where he’d force the issue of my sexual submission. That evening we took our clients to dinner winding the day up late. Excusing myself after the meal, I left for my room before David could join me. Though he could demand me any time of day, he left me alone that night.

		At noon on Friday, our last day, we ordered sandwiches, working through lunch so we could make our plane at ten that evening.

		“God, I’m glad this trip is almost over,” I said, without a single thought of the club. For once that part of my life was forgotten.

		David sat back in his chair, sandwich finished, sporting a curious cold expression on his face. “Kate, take off your clothes,” he said mildly and waited for me to respond.

		I jumped, surprised. “Take of your clothes,” he repeated. It was matter-of-fact, a simple order. The only thing wrong was that my sexuality at the moment was in the closet of my psyche. I’d been so busy working that I couldn’t raise a single erotic shiver.

		“Oh, please, not now,” I found myself saying.

		David’s eyes sharpened instantly. “Yes now, you little bitch. I’ve got you when you don’t want it for shit. But now, right now, is when I’m going to have you.” There was a taunting triumph in his voice and a terrible conflict in me.

		I stared at him angrily, though I tried to squelch those feelings.

		Triumph and conflict be damned, I had no choice.

		I eyed him even knowing this, trying to get my wits about me, hoping that I’d find the act of disrobing just the least bit appealing. From some far off corner of my body, I could feel my arousal beginning to awaken. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad.

		I stood. Hands shaking a little too much to suit me, I took off my skirt and then my blouse, occasionally gazing at David to gauge his response.

		“Stop,” he said just as I was about to remove my bra. “That’s enough.” He looked at me with lust, something I’d not seen from him before. His eyes danced with delight as he studied me, as he stood, moved around to the front of the desk and leaned back on the edge in the most cavalier way. He watched me amused by my embarrassment; and the more he stared, the more I blushed.

		“Turn around,” he said.

		I did.

		He saw my ass boldly framed in my lingerie, while I shivered as the cool air hit my skin.

		“My, you’re beautiful when you’re naked,” he said. He stood, brusquely pushing me toward the desk. Removing his belt, he fastened my wrists together behind me, bent me forward over the edge of the desk, and then drew me up so I was literally lying on its smooth surface. Parting my ass he searched for my dampening cunt.

		In spite of myself, my body was turning on to his touch. My hips squirmed on the desk as I felt him press his cock against the door of my pulsing cunt. He was quickly beyond the opening and prodding himself deeply into the sloppy wet warmth. I moaned, passion brewing beyond my expectations.

		“Be quiet,” he whispered, bluntly. He roughly squeezed my ass to punish me for my cries, then continued fucking me, full force, body lunging heavily into mine. Holding my ass firmly in his hands to keep me from sliding forward on the desk, he pumped the erection rapidly in and out, while I bore down on his cock, milking it with my cunt until I could hear him groan.

		Minutes later, I felt him tense and draw back. He was about to cum, gathering energy for his final thrusts. Slowing down, his cock pulled almost out of me, and then rammed my cunt determinedly, hitting the end of the channel with a painful strike. He did this several times, until the urgency to cum overruled his measured strokes. I could feel his organ surge, the climax almost on me; and then as he drove himself against me forcefully, he finished off with an exuberant cry – apparently not as concerned as he’d previously been that someone might hear us fucking.

		When he pulled out, David left me lying still stretched out on the desk like cast-off merchandise. It was clear he wouldn’t bother to satisfy me. Exhausted, I hoped at the very least he’d help me from the awkward position, but that wasn’t his plan. He merely loosened the belt that bound my hands and left me to fend for myself.

		“I think you’d better put yourself back together,” was all he could suggest, although I did find his voice had softened just a bit.

		Peeling my sweaty body from the desk, I shot a deadly glare in his direction.

		“You didn’t like my style?” he asked.

		“You’re quite a chameleon,” I scoffed. I grabbed my clothes, putting them on as fast as I could, knowing I had little time before our clients would return from lunch. “And leaving me this wanting, you’re not the gentleman I thought you were.”

		Flashing me a warmly seductive smile, I realized that there was much more behind him than I’d first believed.

		“Well, Kate, I suppose that’s what you get for turning me down for a date. But don’t worry, there will be other times.” He shared with me a whimsical look that seemed to take away the awkwardness. He was unruffled, hair still perfectly groomed, clothes looking as freshly pressed as they did that morning. And his mood, effortless and calm as a lake on a breezeless day. I could hardly believe that he’d just fucked me like a madman. To my further amazement he turned his back to me, giving me a bit of privacy as I finished dressing.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Once bound by the red-stoned ring, I lived in a whirlwind of sex. All order completely vanished from my life. The ring had the power to turn business meetings, theater dates, an afternoon jog in the park, any innocuous activity into a sexual event.

		My job promotion gave me the liberty to stop at a moment’s notice and follow the phoned instructions that I often received at work.

		After my business trip with David, several lunches were spent in an office with a horny member of the club plowing his cock in my cunt, much as David had done. None of my experiences those first weeks had the suspense of David or the daring creativity of my blond assailant the first night. But they collectively had the effect of keeping me on guard every moment, not unlike the effect my manner of dress had in keeping my sexual arousal ready for whatever might surprise me.

		A call girl, he’d said. How appropriate a name! It gave me tremors of delight every time I said it to myself.

		

		One event in those first few weeks was more than a cut above the others, jarring me as if a knife blade had slashed me to my core.

		It began rather strangely at the theater. Joanna and I went as guests of her brother, Nathan, to a production put on by an avant-garde ensemble that had regular performances in an old ornate city theater. The first half of the performance was an eerie collection of short acts, each depicting the effect of visits from “other worldly” creatures in human dreams. The shorts were both delightful and chilling, providing me with the perfect mood to begin another round of sex at the hands of a club member.

		At intermission, Joanna and I browsed about the lobby, looking for people we knew. Finding no one exciting, we were about to return to our seats when Nathan rushed up to Joanna and gathered her into a conversation that I was soon tired of. She motioned me to return to the theatre where she’d join me shortly.

		I found my way back to my seat at the center of one long row, a perfect place to view the stage. While the seats were not all taken, many were; and the area about me was beginning to fill up again. I looked around for Joanna as the lights dimmed, but couldn’t see her anywhere around. The same eerie music that accompanied the first half of the performance began to play again, and I could feel a rising agitation in the pit of my stomach, expecting similar stories as this strange work continued. Though the theatre and the stage were completely dark, I was fully engrossed in the music, and in the shadowy movements I could barely make out before me.

		Then, as if it were a part of the play itself, I heard a voice behind me speaking; and then hands reached out over my shoulders to hold me in their warmth. I was frightened in the first instant, and even more so when I noticed on the man’s left hand, a red ring shining with an unusual brilliance even in the darkened room.

		“Later,” the voice whispered in my ear, “I’ll have you later.”

		That said, the stranger drew his hands away and was gone moments later. I was about to turn around, but Joanna was at that moment making her way down the aisle.

		“Was that somebody talking to you?” she inquired.

		“Yes, it’s really odd,” I answered. But the curtain was rising on the second act and I couldn’t explain further.

		I wasn’t able to concentrate on the rest of the play; the ominous quality of the night had heightened to such a suspenseful peak that by the time the play was over and we went backstage to meet the actors, I was furtively looking over my shoulders for that unseen someone who’d whispered in my ear.

		“You’re acting dreadfully anxious,” Joanna observed, as we climbed up to the stage. But before I could answer her comment, she was chatting with Nathan and his friends. I stood alone having no idea what was about to descend on me.

		I wandered toward the curtains and the unusual sets, gingerly fingering the weirdly painted drops, which were all extraordinary abstract paintings in themselves. They lent the same spooky quality of sensation to the production as the music had.

		From the corner of my eye, I saw Joanna talking spiritedly to the director. She had an eye for the odd and would no doubt make some suggestions or comments that were appropriate for this kind of theater.

		I kept her in view as I strolled the stage. Feeling reasonably content, I was suddenly startled by a hand grabbing me from behind.

		The man with the ring!

		My veiled suitor pulled me around and led me quickly away from the crowd. He was clothed in black, with tight fitting pants and a turtle neck that hugged his muscular body so I could see those fine muscles rippling as he ran gracefully before me. Such powerful thighs and such a tight ass! I would have thought he was a dancer the way he moved with such ease. He captured me with a distinct power, as if there was a current of energy flowing from his hand into mine. Any idea that I might remain some degree of control fell victim to this uncommon sensation.

		He led me up a narrow stairway, to a tiny loft that rose above the stage. It was well protected by a balcony around it; perhaps a crow’s nest from where the crew would drop rain or snow to the stage below.

		I could view the cast and crew and friends who were illuminated by the soft light shining from a single bulb. They gaily talked on with smiles and grimaces, although to my ears it was only a low pitched din. High above, my captor and I were surrounded in darkness. I wondered, if on glancing up in our direction, someone might see the outline of our bodies against the even darker ceiling above.

		My assailant didn’t take me swiftly; rather he began a sensual play of his body and mine. I felt as if I were swimming in a mystical sea of sensation. His hands ran over my clothes in the manner of an affectionate not furious lover; and when he began to reach inside them it seemed a most natural drama was commencing as though we were presenting a theater all our own to the watchful darkness. Each article of clothing he pulled away from my body was like a piece of my psyche letting go so that he could reach further inside to the most intimate parts of my body and soul.

		He remained behind me the entire time, his hands continuing their attentive caress. I felt his breath on my neck and then on my back as he kissed me tenderly down my spine until he reached the crack of my ass.

		There he played. With the endless probing of my nether regions, he built a seething furnace inside my body. He probed not only my cunt, but also the tight hole of my ass; his lubricated fingers slipped easily inside while he softly whispered “relax, relax” in my ear.

		“I’m going to take you here, my love,” he said referring to that dark channel. I tensed at the news until his voice like a breath of balmy air said again, “Relax, Katherine. You will enjoy me here.” I trusted his sincere resolve and mellowed into the sensations that engulfed me.

		Gently nudging me up one step on this tenuous platform, I was high enough for him to enter my ass with his cock. Leaning forward, I grasped the heavy steel cables on either side of the box, while my torso seemed suspended on air. Completely naked, my breasts swung like pendulums over the gathering below, my hips hotly moving with the prying hands behind me. My legs were extended to their fullest length as the long muscles tightened and released in a regular rhythm. At my center, I was wet, wanting, hungering for his erection...and still fearful of the plunge he’d make into my ass.

		In the hazy shadows of our perch, I could see myself stretched taut and bound like a slave. I had hands and feet and a heart that could still break free, but I relinquished myself to this man’s control, happy to give him everything he desired of me.

		Body tipped forward expectantly, ass wiggling, cunt urgent for his shaft to violate my untried opening. Though I was begging him to take me, the master in charge seemed to know that cock up the ass is not easy. Wanting me ready for the first plunge, he kept working the aching spot with his fingers and then his tongue. He was on his knees behind me, spreading my cheeks with his hand as his mouth spread a flame through my entire bottom. I panted breathlessly. The anguish of waiting was half my arousal and torment. The mystery, our secluded hideaway above and the anticipation of this first anal violation made the wait unbearable.

		As one hand continued to rove about my round ass, massaging the cheeks in his strong grasp, the other hand turned into a cock. First one, then two, then three fingers pushed their way into the virgin interior. I winced, knowing what would eventually happen. My body replied to his determined efforts, opening wider than I could have imagined. I wanted him to fill me full, to feel my muscles ease around a thick rod.

		“Aaugh,” I gasped as loudly as I dared when he made one particularly deep jab.

		I could sense him move with me as my body communicated that it was ready for the final assault.

		Rising to his feet, he stood close at my back with his stiff shaft tight against my anus. My breathing stopped for just an instant as I waited, and then like a spear the thick rod pierced me in two, as its hardness invaded me with a first vigorous plunge into my dark interior.

		“Aaugh, ahhhhh,” I groaned as the fierce sensation knocked all thought from my brain. My consciousness centered on that lowly channel and nothing else.

		“Relax,” I heard his gentle words again, with a soft voice soothing the sharpness that would have ended the moment with too much pain. “Relax,” he said with a sweet whisper in my ear. With my body replying to his tenderness, he began to move gently inside my impaled ass, while at the same time, his hand played with my cunt.

		He was firm behind me, his powerful legs bent so he could push himself deep while his thighs held my bottom securely. One arm gripped me tightly. I could feel the hair on his skin, the muscles of his body beneath that skin and the masculine energy he poured from his loins and chest into my loins and chest. We were joined naked to each other in an animal copulation that took on the rhythm of a tribal dance. We moved in that fine counterpoint, with one muscle, one body set against the other. My orgasm began to build with an unexpected rush. There was something uniquely different about this kind of fuck. The pleasure didn’t build, but burst with firecracker frenzy.

		As he kept the movement flowing, I closed my eyes feeling nothing but the intense pleasure. I wanted to scream openly, without reservation; but still aware of my surroundings, I suffocated the sound inside, adding its energy to the cum that was almost on me.

		He played with my pussy like a skilled craftsman, knowing exactly what would arouse me. Did the members of the club take notes to share with their fellows, or was he instinctually adept at pleasing women? He knew how I’d respond to him, and the exact moment when my climax would suddenly sweep over my body and turn me limp.

		The finale came.

		With a sharp surprise, my body rocked back on his. And with his cock fully lodged in my ass, I could feel the pulsing force of his orgasm about to explode. Wildly we were one. And wildly we came at the same moment. His groin bucked recklessly in my ass while I pushed back on him. Fused. With silent moans and stifled whimpers, a powerful quiet tension played between us, holding us together until the last robust spasms of completion died away.

		When he withdrew he did so tenderly, and we both collapsed to the floor of the platform.

		I breathed deep, exhaustedly, my mind lost for a while until with a skillful move and affectionate hands, he turned me around.

		He was naked, as was I.

		I looked up into the strong features of my unnamed assailant’s face; the first time I’d laid eyes on him. He had rugged features that were not handsome in the traditional sense, yet he exuded vigor, compassion and lust in a form so genuine that his attractiveness touched me more deeply than more handsome men ever could.

		He scrutinized me painstakingly, while I gazed at the masculine body. The dark hair covering his naked chest glistened with sweat. I watched as his muscled arm moved, as he pushed his unruly hair back with his hand. Although he did not smile or say a word, he communicated gratitude with his whole aura.

		And that was all there was, a few moments, a few last clutches and the intimate stares. We were a sweaty heap of tired flesh, sharing the tiny box above the commotion below, not wanting to sever our bodies from each other. We continued in silence, as there was no need for words.

		When he pulled himself up, he pulled me with him. Our bodies front to front touched one more time, our hairs tickling each other with electric charges. We might have begun to fuck again exactly where we’d left off, but instead, he swept my hair back with his fingers, and leaned in, planting his lips firmly against mine. It was a brief kiss, over far too soon for me. Pulling us apart, he reached down for our clothes.

		We dressed hurriedly, as if all of a sudden we were worried about getting caught. Decent enough to descend the staircase, the mystery man led me back to the stage floor, and pointing out a ladies room, he offered me a chance to rearrange myself properly. When I returned to the gathering where Joanna was still talking with her friends, he was nowhere to be found.

		

		***

		“What’s the matter?” Joanna said, looking at me curiously. Apparently she saw the bewilderment in my expression. It was time to leave, the gathering beginning to dwindle down.

		“I’ve had a peculiar night,” I said.

		I could see the concern in her face.

		“Sure. Let me say goodbye to Nathan and we’ll go.” I watched her take off towards the back of the stage, suddenly worried how I’d explain myself. She knew about many of the club’s varied activities. When we have the chance, I whisper about them and see her eyes grow big and even wild with interest. Yet, with our travels often keeping us apart, those chances were few and she was hardly up to date on my raunchy lifestyle.

		I was almost glad we’d had so little time together the last few weeks. I knew how difficult it would be to keep my hands from her, and rebuff her attentions to me. Her affection was clearly apparent, and that affection could easily turn into caresses and kisses and sensuous lovemaking. I knew because I’d dreamt of it night after night.

		As I stood waiting for her to return, still caught up in the mood created for me by my recent captivity and the man behind the extraordinary event. I could still feel his attentive hands, still smell the fragrance of his masculinity, still sense the tenderness of touch he’d given me. Though my ass ached, it was a good ache, and a good emptiness that followed. I suppose it meant I wanted more anal sex.

		The man, however, was primary in my thoughts. I felt as though he’d entered me with more than just his body. We’d become one for that brief encounter, and that oneness stirred me deeply. And now, in the aftermath of the extraordinary fuck, I faced Joanna, who diligently worked her magic on my loins.

		“So what’s happened?” she asked, when we were finally on our way home. Her hand rested lightly on my thigh, now and again squeezing my flesh.

		“A visit from the club,” I said.

		“Tonight?” she probed curiously.

		“Yes.”

		I saw the familiar gleam in her eye, one that added to the seductiveness of her body. It turned me on as surely as I’d been turned on earlier in the evening. I was beginning to wonder if I could constantly be in the heat of sex, if I could change on a whim from the fuck I’d just savored and begin anew with another partner.

		“I was hoping we’d spend the night together,” she said, “I’ve missed you.” There was a hint of anxious concern in her voice as if she wondered about my feelings for her.

		“Oh, I’ve missed you too!” I exclaimed. “You don’t know how much I’ve wanted you the way we were, but tonight . . . I just can’t!” I was hoping I could engage her sympathy rather than offend her by turning down her offer. “I’ve been on a non-stop roller coaster of sex these last few weeks. I can hardly believe what I’ve done.”

		“I hope you’re not doing anything you’ll regret?”

		“I don’t regret anything,” I replied.

		“Well then, why the fuss? Why let it keep you from being with me?” She was obviously irritated by my refusal and pleading with me, as much as the self-possessed Joanna ever would.

		“You’ve never had this happen, my dear, being on call like a hooker to service a dozen men, or being taken out of innocent evenings by men that want their satisfaction now. It’s not that I don’t love it, it’s just that... sometimes I’m left bewildered.” I looked for her sympathy, and found her face soften slightly. “And I am bewildered now.”

		“It’s all right, hon. I don’t want to push,” she said gently. “I just want to know if what happened between us was more than a hot ‘club’ fuck.” She said the word ‘club’ with an ounce of contempt that was quite unlike her.

		I was momentarily stunned by the comment. “Of course! There’s a world of difference between the two,” I explained. “With you there’s sensuality, there’s friendship, there’s a bond that goes back years. And there’s sex. With the club it’s just sex, great sex, but nonetheless, just sex.”

		I saw her ease back. There was still something hidden in her manner, a place in her I wasn’t reaching, but I couldn’t put my finger on what it was.

		“I do want to see you for an evening,” I said. “Would you like to come over tomorrow night? I can’t promise anything really, I never know what is going to happen.”

		“Well...” she twisted a little in her seat, “if you can tell me some juicy story...” Her eyes twinkled merrily. “I might just come.”

		That seemed like the Joanna I knew.

		“At eight then,” I said. “Bring some pizza, I don’t feel like cooking.”

		The date was set. Joanna dropped me off at my apartment and sped away into the dark.

		

		***

		

		The following night came on the heels of a sultry summer day. Joanna was wearing a thin pair of running shorts and a loose-cropped top when I met her at the door. The swell of her breasts allured me, so much that I wanted to take them in my hands and shower them with kisses.

		“Want coke or beer?” I asked as she entered and plopped the pizza on my kitchen table, “I even have some wine, if you like?”

		She was much different than she’d been the previous night; almost giddy, she seemed to dance about the apartment. Busying herself spreading a feast of pizza and wine on the coffee table, she pranced to the kitchen on her long shapely legs, which were darker for the tan she’d begun on a trip to Florida the week before.

		“I’ll have coke,” she answered lightly.

		I wished I had that lighthearted step and her simple matter-of-fact bright air. I knew her attitude was because she wanted me, and knowing her own sexual prowess, Joanna figured we’d be in bed together before the night was over. The horror was, I wanted her as much as she wanted me; and if it weren’t for the club’s injunctions I would have taken her before we began eating. I had to force myself from thinking of our bodies entwined, her cunt, my mouth; my cunt, her mouth; her hips on mine, her hands pouring over my breasts, lips dazzling the skin between...

		How could I stand this night of denial?

		As it turned out, the pizza was a good barrier to keep myself away from her, that and a bundle of stupid excuses. This is the worst of the club’s control, I thought, and I resented its intrusion into my most personal domain. I even wondered if I should tell her why I couldn’t respond to her, but it seemed too risky to broach the subject, after I’d told her the night before that she meant more to me than the club.

		We sat across from each other pulling pizza slices from the box, the gooey cheese hanging on to the other pieces with long strings we had to cut with our fingers. We both ate the spicy combination of tastes as if we were tasting cunt, fully involved with tongues and lips. I’d not known what a sensuous experience pizza could be.

		We filled up on the best parts, and after a few full slices, forgot the doughy crust and cannibalized the remaining pieces, pulling off sausage and mushrooms, pepperoni and peppers, enjoying their individual flavors. And when it was finally gone, we spent more time cleaning our fingers with our tongues.

		Moving to the kitchen, I threw away the messy box, the naked crust the only remains. In the midst of pushing trash into the garbage can, bending over with my butt in the air, Joanna grabbed me from behind and began to knead my ass. I was surprised how sore it was!

		“Ouch!” I exclaimed. “That hurts.”

		“You had an ass man last night?” she wondered, no trace of sarcasm this time.

		“You could say that, among other things,” I answered coyly.

		“Just stay there and let me rub it,” she whispered, her hands continuing to fondle the places where my secret lover had fondled me the night before. It seemed like I’d stored energy inside my butt that needed her touch to set it free.

		She ran her hands down my naked legs, inside my loose shorts where her fingers could easily find their way to my cunt. I’d worn no panties and my soft mound was right there for her to play with.

		“You’ve been a little whore showing me your pussy with your leg raised in the chair,” she scolded me. “I bet you didn’t realize how much you were turning me on, did you?” Her hands grasped my cunt hard and pulled it.

		“Ouch!” I gasped.

		“You deserve that you little nymph!” she said, playfully slapping my butt.

		“I deserve nothing of the sort,” I said, turning around indignantly. “But I love it,” I continued mildly, as I began to sway my hips against hers. Oh, how I wanted her!

		She wrapped herself around me, her hands fondling everything they touched with the sweetest touches and my body was suddenly, quite sharply alive. I responded, my hands running over her firm brown hips and up her chest, caressing her tits with desire and affection.

		She replied in kind pushing my Lycra top over my breasts, then burying her head between them catching their fragrance and the softness with her soft and fragrant face.

		We were so close to not stopping I wasn’t certain what made me back away. Inside me two opposing forces battled for control. The club reared its ugly edict against sex outside its realm. And Joanna’s lust and my lust fought to batter down that terrible rule.

		Yet the club had its demands. The club, the club, the club! The words pounded in my brain their emphatic reminder until they took control and I stopped.

		I disentangled myself from her with a simple, “I can’t.” And without bothering to glance back at her standing alone in the kitchen, I brought a bottle of wine and a plate of lemon cookies to the table and sat down in my chair. I waited for her to join me, if she was going to join me. She could be furious with me and leave.

		At the same time I felt her frustration. I was angry and not so sure I wanted to follow the club’s instruction anymore – especially if it meant that I couldn’t make love to Joanna. And yet, I knew that the night before—and all the other scandalously wonderful nights before – wouldn’t have happened if I hadn’t followed orders. It seemed regardless of what choice I made, I was going to sacrifice something.

		To my great relief, Joanna followed me into the living room showing no trace of anger in her face or even underneath her cool façade. She plopped herself down in the corner of the sofa, “You’re not interested in lovemaking again?” she wondered.

		“You know I am.”

		“Then why so reluctant?”

		I found it hard to answer the question. Perhaps the truth or at least part of it would help.

		“It’s just impossible for me now, please understand that.”

		“It’s the club, isn’t it?”

		How could I lie to such a direct question?

		“Joanna, I’ve never had so much of myself revealed to me as it has been these past months. I can’t stop where I’m at; I have to finish this initiation. This is so important to me, even if it does keep us apart.”

		I could see her listening intently, her wise eyes staring me down.

		“I would never have discovered my desire for you if it hadn’t been for the club. And for me to be totally yours, I need to know everything sexual about myself so that I don’t have any secrets from you, or from me.”

		I maintained a glimmer of hope, knowing it would be all right just by the way she continued to look at me.

		“You’ve changed so much,” she commented, returning to her wise mentor role. “I’m almost breathless seeing the way you’ve taken on this club. When you first talked about it, it was just fantasy – and fantasies often lie about their gifts. But it became real. Your reality became as outrageous as the fantasy.” She looked at me with admiration.

		Pouring us each more wine, she sat slumped into the couch, so I could just barely see the underside of her breast when she leaned back. When she’d poured the wine I could see it all from the sensuous swell to her hardened nipple.

		“I would never have believed when you told me about your fantasies that you’d really do something this incredible,” she said.

		“I surprised us both.” I continued to sip more wine, staring at the delicious picture her body made for my eyes. “You know it’s hardly fair,” I said after some moments of silence, “you sitting there, provoking me with your slutty clothes.”

		She laughed warmly at the change of attitude, “I planned it,” she said deviously. “And if you don’t want to fuck me, you can just pant your way into your bedroom thinking of me all night long, knowing that you could have had my hands all over you, and yours all over me.”

		“You’re horrible!” I said.

		“No! You’re horrible. You’re doing this to both of us. I don’t know why,” she said, losing her comic edge for the moment, “but I’ll accept it for now. Just remember,” she added with a leveling glance, “I’ll continue to harass you with my body until I finally get what I want.” She was deadly serious, even in fun. And I jolted inside, loving the way her words worked on my sexual fires with their assertive tone.

		“Now tell me about last night,” she said, relaxing back with her body reeking sex and her ears awaiting my tale.

		I looked at her wondering what she would think of my night, although I knew in an instant it would turn her on. The thought of her masturbating to my story made me bold, and I proceeded to unravel the strange events of the ravishment I’d joyfully endured the evening before. We reluctantly contented ourselves to pleasure in the telling, since we would not pleasure in the way we truly wanted.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		With the weeks of spring blending into summer, my life was obsessed by the demands that were made on me to satisfy the members of the club. When I had no one to meet, my thoughts were day and night filled with the memory of my last encounter and the possible commands yet to come. Only in my nightly sleep did I have any reprieve from my wonderfully tormenting life.

		Members called me at any hour, when they were driven or weary or excited or animal, or just plain horny for a slut to satisfy their whim of the day. I accommodated them with my prompt attentions, allowing my body to be used as they wished, allowing them to dictate my dress and my manner whether in public or private; although I found most of them preferred private quarters to the bolder public places. That amused me. It also made my activities less frightening since being public with my slutty behavior was much more challenging than demands made behind closed doors.

		Between the travel of my new job, and the demands of my sexual rendezvous, my life was in constant turbulence. It wasn’t that there were so many of encounters; it was the consuming degree to which they affected my life.

		Even so, there seemed to be a rhythm, some unknown undercurrent that moved me those weeks. I could sense when the next event was about to occur, whether it commenced immediately following the last or was days later. And as the weeks passed I began to sense an approaching change, an infinitesimal difference that signaled an alteration in my initiation.

		One night, I was awakened by the sound of my phone, its harsh bell ending a delicious sleep from which I didn’t want to be disturbed.

		“Kate,” the voice addressed me arrogantly, “I want you to meet me at the grocery store on the corner of your street.”

		“Now?” I questioned in disbelief.

		“Now,” the man barked the order.

		“And if I don’t come?” I said with every bit of sassiness I could throw into my tired voice. I taken the time to carefully decide on a reply; but what the hell did they expect of me at three a.m. when I was exhausted?

		“Then you’ll not hear from us again,” the voice replied.

		On hearing that reply, I noticed a familiar inflection in the voice; the quality and tone were so familiar. I knew I could never forget that distinctive sound – the man in the dark bedroom at Wildwood Manor, the man who’d entered my house and had given me my latest instructions. I had speculated for some time this man might be the one orchestrating my initiation. And as soon as I made the connection in the stupor of sleep, I realized how perfectly splendid it would be to see him with my eyes.

		“I’ll be there,” I said, and was ready to hang up and rush to the grocer down the street for whatever he had to offer.

		“No,” he said coldly. “You’re not ready if you can’t feel your submission even in your sleep.” His tone was intended to be cruel. “You’d be wasting my time.” The phone clicked and he was gone.

		“Damn it!” I said out loud to the empty air of the room. “Damn it!”

		I lay in bed awake until nearly dawn, hoping he’d call again, or at least hoping I could stop thinking of his call and fall back to sleep. Neither happened.

		There was another call from a horny businessman the next day. As with many other rendezvous, the sex was fairly routine, nothing to compare with that first business trip with David or the night in the theater or even the first night in the restaurant with my first club member.

		I arrived at the appointed office at lunchtime, undressed as the gentleman required and was fucked on his desktop in less than ten minutes. Nothing more. When the scene was over I could have kicked myself for having missed the opportunity the previous night. That would have been something special! I had no doubt. I wondered longingly if I’d hear from the man behind that voice again.

		I finally did.

		But only after a five-day business trip that had me working from 7:00 a.m. until 11:00 p.m. most nights, and only after I’d returned home exhausted, too exhausted to think of sex or speculate about my next adventure.

		It was two a.m., and I’d just arrived home from the airport and was undressing for bed. As my blankets surrounded me in a soft cocoon of warmth and my dreams were taking me off to sleep, the phone jangled.

		I nearly knocked it off my bedside table trying to answer. “Hullo,” I said sleepily.

		“Wake up,” the voice said clearly, “sit up and listen to me carefully.” The man waited as I obeyed, a reminder of faux pas the week before.

		“I’m sorry,” I explained, “I’m very sleepy.”

		I was still not certain if it was “that” voice, or just another of the many I heard ordering me to suit their horny needs. “Go downstairs and unlock your door, then return to your bedroom and wait for me. Do not turn on any lights.”

		Yes, it was “that” voice. I could tell by the way my body quickened, hearing that lovely dictatorial tone. “Don’t do anything else,” he added. “You’ll be lucky if you pass this test.”

		The phone clicked and my mystery man was gone.

		A wild fright ripped through me.

		I was bound by my orders, but I was cold with fear!

		Yet, fear be damned! I’d do as he ordered. Racing down the stairway, I moved briskly to unlock the two dead bolts and the handle lock that secured my front door. Then I raced back to my bedroom, closed the door and waited.

		He came to me. As if on cat feet. As if I was being stalked by the silence itself. I heard only the sound of the door latch being opened, and the soft swish as the door closed. I didn’t hear him on the stairs. I didn’t hear him turn the knob on my bedroom door. Although I did feel the air displaced when the door opened and a cool draft hit my face.

		Peering nervously into the dark, I saw the vague silhouette of a man creep close to me. Dressed in black, the dark swallowed his figure and face so well that I could not distinguish his identity as he approached. Something followed him into the room. There were muffled sounds and small flashes of activity about the room that intensified the suspense. Then the commotion receded into the black and stony silence.

		My phantom stalker was like an apparition looming over me. I knew him more by feel than by sight. As he swooped down, his body heat attacked me. He pinned my hands over my head with his hands and began a rude journey with his teeth and tongue from my lips to my naked tits and my belly. I slept nude, so it was no challenge for him to find what he wanted.

		While my heart raced with the thought of danger, I knew I was safe, so safe that my body rose with the heat of desire. At each juncture his teeth and tongue were greeted with my pulsing energy giving back exactly what he gave to me in passion.

		For a moment, he pulled himself away only to return with his whole body naked on top of mine. His weight bore down, his insistent fondling dispelling any barrier that separated us. My legs instinctively rose to open my cunt wide in preparation for his cock. Entering me, I found his erection unusually wide and long. It filled me so full I could not move.

		Rising up on one arm, he pinned my arms above my head with his free hand. “Keep them there,” he whispered. He continued to play roughly with my sweating tits. When he slapped them, I could feel each slap in my impaled cunt, which caused me to buck against him with each blow. He offered me no tenderness, just the crude determination to consume me, and do whatever he desired to my anchored body. I was on my own to take whatever pleasure I could draw from this brutal treatment..

		Finally falling down against my chest, he wrapped his powerful arms around my small form, and rolled me about the bed with his large prick still firmly embedded between my legs.

		From this phantom lover, I heard only the agonizing groans of his own pleasure rising. He’d stop for a moment and turn me about on his cock, fucking me hard from behind; and then with no effort, I’d find myself again face to face with his dark visage, and our bodies fused loin to loin. My sweaty skin mingled with his sweaty skin... so I didn’t know where he left off and my body began.

		This was a cold, not a hot fuck – not that we didn’t feel the physical body heat, not that there wasn’t a furious fire passing between us, this was different. We were cold like two animals locked in furious battle are cold, when they take only the pleasure and relief their instincts require. We were that animal cold.

		I’d never felt such thrashing at my cunt door, such an elemental fuck. He slapped and squeezed and kneaded my ass till I cried out; then he did it more, because he didn’t care and he heard no cries for mercy from me. I suppose if he had, it wouldn’t have mattered.

		I let him have me...

		For what seemed like hours, he rent my body in half with a foul prick that had no mercy. Yet, I took what I wanted in that crazed battle. As his passions crescendoed, so did mine. As he thrust his groin on mine, so I returned the favor. As he spewed cum into my open hole, I spewed back my cum, surrounding his cock with the flowing juices of my satisfaction.

		As he groaned and seethed, so did I.

		He cried out with a roar coming from deep in his gut, like that of a savage animal. And then with an abrupt finality, he threw me down on the bed and pulled away.

		Though he didn’t speak, his massive, dominant aura swept the room with a deafening silence. He dressed in the dark, although I don’t know how he found his clothes. Moving agilely about the room as if it were day, he seemed to swallow up the darkness and the silence with his overbearing presence. I listened as he moved, as strange sounds filled the air and then as the door of my bedroom opened and closed. Front door closed soon after, and he was gone.

		I felt for my cunt. My ripped cunt. My poor battered, delighted cunt.

		Reaching down, I discovered it still was whole, in one piece, no blood, and yet, he’d taken me as if I’d been a virgin, and his first penetration was a cruel awakening.

		Indeed this was a cruel awakening. But unlike a virgin terrorized by that first agony, I knew something of fucking. And now I knew something more, something I’d never realized about myself. I knew a hard and deeper kind of copulation that satisfies in places so far gone I had no idea they even existed. I also knew the peace thereafter, an exhausted peace that sent me flying toward my nightly dreams.

		

		This was the last anonymous screw that I would have from a member of the club. After that night in my own bed – although I didn’t know it at the time – there was only the final act in my initiation.

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Summertime meant fog and an endless string of gray days in the city. I longed for more sunshine, tropical air, even the humid languid heat of a Midwest summer. I missed the sweet pungent smells of the ripe earth when summer flagrantly flourishes; that kind of rich atmosphere would have been another fuel to ignite my lusts.

		But I’d exchanged that sort of summer for the city; and that meant the damp fog that shrouded the tall buildings and the short ones and my apartment with its flat gray reality. That also meant my continued opportunity for sex at the hands of the club.

		As the days went by I realized how much of a spell the intruder in the night had wound around my life. Like the other times when an act of a member’s fancy was especially distinctive, I couldn’t let this one go. This was by far the most demanding and the most passionate. Perhaps because it hadn’t seemed complete. I was not allowed to see the face of the man who crept into my bed; and his, above all other faces, was important to me. More than ever I knew this man had authored my initiation. His blank visage crossed my mind again and again as I sought to make out the features. I knew it was impossible to make sense of the vague shadows I remembered from that night, but I tried. I hoped that in my dreams I would find that face peering out at me. I’d recognize him and remember where I’d seen him before.

		What rankled me the most was that there was something curiously familiar about the man’s voice and his body. Unlike the many other men I’d been with, there was something distinctive in the feel of him, in his aroma, his musk... his texture was his alone, his substance unique. I lay awake at night and tried my hardest to remember where the memory of him began, so I could connect the missing pieces of his identity.

		Yet, my search for this mysterious member of the club was fruitless.

		

		I went about the next few weeks with an odd calm surrounding me. There were no new invitations, no phone calls, no midnight forays, no quickies in the office, not one word from the club. It was an ominous silence, but I knew something was about to happen, something very important that I sensed deep in my bones, though my certainty would not be confirmed until the club was ready to act.

		“Spooked,” I answered, when Joanna asked me why I seemed so distracted. “It’s been nearly three weeks since I’ve heard anything from the club.”

		She looked at me interested. “Well, why do you suppose that is?”

		I considered for a moment and blurted out, “I think the initiation is almost at the end.”

		“Really?” She looked at me inquisitively, as though she were trying herself to figure the club’s next move. “Would that please you? You’ve had such a good time.”

		“Yeah, I have,” I agreed, “but I can’t take much more suspense. It just seems time.” I could hear the weariness in my voice, and realized how true my words were. Things like this just couldn’t last forever.

		“Perhaps that’s why they haven’t contacted you,” she offered.

		“What do you mean?”

		“They’ve seemed to know exactly what you needed since the beginning. You’ve told me that more than once and maybe it does signal the end.” She tossed her head to the side in a most appealing way. Looking at her exquisite body in the lime-colored knit, I knew just how much I wanted a change, if for no other reason than I wanted Joanna again. Being with her anytime at all was almost painful.

		

		When July came, the city was still cloaked with fog, though there were little islands here and there where the sun would break through in the afternoon to reveal gorgeous blue sky and fresh warmth. It was in the midst of one of those islands in a park near my apartment with trees and grass and a splendid green where I chose to open the pink envelope that was taped to my townhouse door that morning.

		It bore the usual cryptic instructions that always affected me with both stabbing fear and sexual rushes. This message however was puzzling in its vague content, giving me no clue about what the club had in mind for me.

		“For your first fitting, 7:00 p.m. Friday

		242 Vine St.”

		It was Wednesday and I had two days to mull the message in my mind and wonder. In that time a host of possibilities ran through my head. A fitting? Did that mean some costume? And the address, where was 242 Vine St.? It sounded familiar, but I didn’t know why. I could have found it easily and answered that question, but I preferred to speculate instead, allowing the message and its obscure meaning to inspire my fascination and my lust.

		In the past, the communications created nasty pictures in my mind that readied me for the new adventure. But this time there was no picture forming; my mind was a shifting blur of unfinished thoughts that left me after those two days, exhausted and still void of any idea about what lay ahead.

		By Friday afternoon, the puzzle was about to drive me crazy. To keep my sanity, I thrust the whole idea: the note, its instructions, the club and the vague uneasiness out of my head. I spent three hours meticulously pouring over a hundred pages of spreadsheets searching for a minuscule mistake in the data, ignoring any thought that would surface to destroy my calm.

		When I raised my head at last, it was five o’clock and a surprising peace had settled over me. All the confusion that had reigned was gone, and I knew I would proceed just as I had before, deciding to continue with the instructions no matter how absurd or frightening they might be. I squelched my apprehensions and walked into the night with an open mind and body, prepared for any twist of fate thrown my way.

		I was home by five thirty to dress for the night. I took great care preparing myself, paying particular attention to my skin, its softness to the touch and the fragrance of its warm aroma.

		As I began to shave away the stubble on my legs and thighs, I shaved more hair about my pussy, more than I ever had before. The long wispy hairs made a neat triangle, which began to shrink the more the blade bared my skin. A delightful surge of erotic glee raced up my spine as I looked at my smooth hairless thighs. The line where my pussy hair began was a bare two inches above the labial cleft.

		My cunt peeked through as if it were winking at me, and in a sudden and unplanned move I decided to go further, totally stunned by the desire that urged me to bare every bit of that sexy cunt. Reaching down with the sharp razor, I shaved my outer pussy lips, both the fleshy folds outside and in the tender place inside that hugged my clit. The skin, which was so delicately soft to the touch, took my breath away as I felt the smooth surface with my fingers.

		I thought of a lover finding that sweet juncture, their delight in discovering the naked slit where their mouth and tongue had more freedom to play. I thought of Joanna and her sweet kisses on those lower lips, how she would relish the feel of that womanly skin made bare.

		Rising from the chair, I looked in the mirror as I wiped away the shaving cream that like snow covered my cunt with its concealing whiteness. When I removed the warm washcloth and revealed what I had done, I gasped aloud.

		“My god!”

		I was shocked by what I saw, what my pubic hair had hid from view. My mound curved forward delicately exposing the most alluring shape. My eye traveled lower to the deep pink folds of flesh that hid the most private place. My pink flesh stood out boldly, inviting the eye to see and my hand to touch the smooth skin. I felt more naked than I’d ever felt. How odd it was that such tiny wisps of hair could hide so much, acting like clothes to keep the eye from seeing what was there – as if it some protection, when, in truth, there was no protection with that feeble garment!

		My naked cunt was a blatantly erotic advertisement of sex, of the woman I’d become. I touched myself as I watched entranced, swept up with the rich sensations my naked skin now gave me. My fingers felt the sleek smoothness, the hairless curves where my legs ended and that mound of flesh began; they felt inside the cleft where I was swollen, blood surging almost painfully into my needy little clit. A few brisk strokes, the orgasm would have me. But I stopped short and drew my hands away.

		How beautiful the moment was, but it wasn’t time to come. I didn’t want to cheat the night; I wanted the full measure of what the club had to give.

		I dressed, pulling my thigh-high stockings up my legs where they stopped short of my cunt. Then I drew up the leather skirt that I’d bought at the boutique; its cool texture against my pussy would caress me all evening long. I laced my leather bustier tightly around my chest, leaving a gap between the laces where I could see the inside of my breasts.

		I couldn’t imagine going anywhere dressed so like a whore, except to an expected rendezvous with the club.

		I left the house at six-thirty, knowing I’d be at the address on the note well before seven o’clock. As I drove, the cool leather warmed with my body heat penetrating the clothes and the seat of the car and the very air around me. When I stopped at a red light, I raised the leather fabric around my waist so that my newly shaved pussy sat directly against the leather seat. My sex melted against the warm contours and my juices flowed profusely, making the seat itself a tender lover.

		When at last I found 424 Vine St., I was dumbfounded.

		This was that same boutique where Joanna had taken me to find the red dress; the same boutique where I’d purchased the leather clothes I wore now.

		I parked in front and gazed at the brightly lit windows, looking inside at the racks of clothes waiting for someone to purchase them. I watched as one customer left, and then another, until there was just one couple yet inside.

		A fitting? Obviously the club wanted something special for me, and this was a perfect place to find something especially slutty! I couldn’t decide if it was an innocent coincidence, or something else. Joanna’s favorite shop was the same place where the club had taken me, here of all places at the hands of the club. I would have gone crazy if I’d tried to resolve the puzzle while sitting in my car.

		Finally, annoyed with my reluctance, and acting out of a burst of determination, I opened the door, hit the sidewalk and entered the boutique. A rush of warm fragrant air greeted me, comforting me enough to compose myself.

		I browsed, as I waited for Linda to finish with her customers, and when they left I approached her desk.

		“I’m here for a fitting,” I announced. It was difficult to hide my nervousness.

		She turned smiling graciously.

		“Yes, of course,” she said sweetly. “Come this way, there’s an order for some custom clothes; I think you’ll like them.” She led me to the dressing rooms in a corridor behind her. I felt suddenly relieved thinking my anxiety was unwarranted.

		“You’ll have to take off your leathers,” she said. “I won’t be able to get an accurate measurement with them on.”

		“But I’m naked beneath,” I protested, suddenly concerned again.

		“Oh, that’s all right!” she assured me. “I’ve seen many women naked in this shop.”

		I smiled at her sheepishly, recalling I was indeed acting on instructions and could hardly protest more.

		“Go on,” she said, “this will take no time at all.”

		I looked at her nervously, wishing she’d leave while I disrobed; but seeing that she intended to stay, I began, carefully fingering the laces on the bustier. It came free in seconds and I tossed it on the chair. My naked breasts appeared, full and rounded, nipples hard as rocks. A wave of excited energy rushed my body, while a blush of embarrassment rose on my face.

		Linda stood patiently by as I continued, unzipping my skirt and allowing the leather to fall to the floor. She stooped to pick it up, and tossed it on the chair, as we both gazed at what I had revealed – my bare and vulnerable sex.

		“Oh, you have such courage,” she said matter-of-factly. “I’ve never been able to shave myself that way. I suppose men must love it.” She talked as if my body was just another topic for casual conversation.

		But it wasn’t casual for me. I’d been naked in the presence of others many times in the past months, but this was entirely different. I’d never felt so displayed and so exposed to anyone. The shop proprietor and me. No! It was more than that! She’d become a director not unlike the masters in the club and I’d become her submissive. I suppose it was the unspoken lust that passed between us that made the moment so intense. With men it had always been assumed the fuck would inevitably follow, but with her I had no idea how this day would unfold.

		Dressed in a filmy lavender blouse and tight-fitting skirt, Linda was hardly without her own seductive allure. I could clearly see beneath the fabric of the blouse, how her own breasts were thrust up inside her bra so her cleavage and even her nipples could be seen as they pressed against the nearly transparent cloth.

		My sexual desire rose as I looked at her. So far, my desires for women had focused only on Joanna. Our long relationship was my justification for the lust that had grown between us. But this woman that I hardly knew, intimately poised to touch and poke my body for the fitting, was raising that familiar desire and so much more.

		“Lift your arms,” she said, curtly taking charge of me. I did as I was told while Linda took a tape measure and ran it around my breasts, above them, at the center where the nipples stuck out, and then below. “You are so lucky to have such prominent nipples,” she said, “you wouldn’t believe how many women would die for them. It’s the fashion now to let them be seen beneath tight fitting knits.”

		How could I respond to that? Her fingers deftly moved from place to place, making certain that the thin strip was exactly where she wanted it. Adjusting it with her warm fingers my body turned on to her sensuous touch.

		“Keep your arms high,” she said as she moved down to measure my waist. They were growing tired but that didn’t matter to her. She was determined that her measurements were precisely made regardless of my discomfort.

		When she had finished with my hips, she pointed to a foot high riser. “On the platform, please. I have a terrible time bending over. Oh, and you can lower your arms now.” Her eyes danced playfully as she gazed at me, and though I was becoming more comfortable with being naked in her presence, I was afraid I’d blush from her intimate attention.

		Though my waist and hips were easier for her to reach when I stood on the platform, I felt more exposed than ever. “Spread your legs a bit,” she said as she continued, “I need to get a measurement of your upper thighs. This garment must fit perfectly or it will look horrible.” Legs parted, I was unable to hide the wetness between them as she placed the tape measure high in my crotch and carefully took the measurement she needed. I couldn’t imagine what needed such painstaking precision that my every body part needed to be so meticulously cataloged.

		“Now wait,” she said, “I have several more things to consider.” She left me standing on the platform with the dressing room curtain wide open. Though it was no time to panic, I couldn’t wait for her to come back so I could ease into the background less noticeable should anybody enter the shop.

		When she finally returned, she was carrying a stack of shoeboxes in her arms. I could see the gears grinding in her busy mind. I tried on at least eight pairs of shoes before she finally found what suited the picture of my perfect outfit. I could only imagine what that was.

		I was a little scared as each pair of shoes I tried had at least five-inch heels, spikes higher than I’d ever worn. “I wonder if I can even walk in these?” I speculated, while gazing down at me feet. They already hurt and my head was dizzy from the height.

		“That is a good question,” she replied, “why don’t we see how you do.” She immediately held out her hand and helped me off the platform.

		“Just down the hall,” she shooed me like a mother of the bride. “It’s very important that you carry yourself gracefully.” I hesitated, then started gingerly down the corridor carrying my nakedness with as much poise as I could muster. “Keep your head high,” she reminded me, “just allow the shoes to carry you away... and relax.” I was reminded of a ballet coach I’d had years before. “Yes, let those breasts move you forward,” she observed my stride critically, “yes, lovely, very lovely. Now walk back.” I shivered at her critical stare. “Be sure you let your ass sway, the members find that quite alluring.” I returned to her side, dearly hoping that she was done with me.

		“That will be fine for tonight,” she said turning away, closing the shoeboxes and gathering them in her arms. Thinking I was free to go, I was about to dress when she turned to me again, “Not yet. You’ll be staying here until you’re told to leave.” She left me standing bewildered and more nervous. Returning moments later, the woman had my wrists in her hands before I knew what she was doing. Briskly efficient, she clamped them together in two-inch locking metal cuffs. Then securing them to an overhead “O” ring, she left me naked except for the hose and shoes, stretched taut with my back to a metal pole in the hallway of her dressing area. The last thing I saw as a blindfold descended over my eyes was her neck and the jewelry that graced the lovely hollow there. She wore a small medallion from a gold chain. With a foreboding gleam on its golden surface was the same design of red stone and filigree that appeared on the ring worn by the members of the club. I couldn’t imagine why I hadn’t noticed it before.

		

		It seemed as though I would be strung up forever. I stood arms aching still, hearing Linda in the front of the store talking to customers and ringing up sales. To my knowledge no one tried on clothes that night before the shop closed, but if they had, there would have been no way they could have avoided seeing a naked woman bound to a post in the back of the boutique. I felt like a butterfly caught in the web of a devious spider. But the spider was not Linda. The spider was the club that controlled us both; and the web was the clever plot that had unwound from the moment that the last pink envelope had reached me and I’d entered this establishment.

		I waited trying not to panic. The hard pole hurt my back. But it was all I had for support, and was now coldly assaulting my rear cleft, parting my bottom crudely. I could do nothing but passively endure the discomfort.

		There were voices and the sound of clothes being pushed aside on racks and the tinkling of the doorbell every few minutes. Then there was silence... a muffled shuffling the only sound. I surmised the shop had closed for the night and I’d been left alone.

		

		The emptiness struck me like thunder. Had Linda really left me here for the night?

		I felt nothing except the vacuum around me, until a sudden rush of energy took me completely off guard. There were hands all over my body caressing me the way a lover would – urgent, passionate and demanding.

		“Isn’t this lovely,” I heard the murmur of a voice. The hands that accompanied that voice fondled my bare cunt, playing with the tender folds of pulsing flesh. A tongue explored that same place, while other hands grappled with my ass, fingernails digging into the skin.

		More hands, more fingers, palms and mouths roved about my upper body. Lips covered my breasts with kisses, others clung to my nipples with urgent sucks... and another mouth at my mouth pierced my lips with a tongue that determinedly engaged me in a deep French kiss. I kissed back.

		These were feminine hands – my lover’s hands. One unclothed woman pressed her body against mine. Our lips met and our breasts touched and our abdomens felt as though they were glued together. Her hands pawed me with feverish heat as we moved erotically toward some unknown end.

		When she drew away, I felt a thick dildo pushing at the door of my rear opening. They had moistened my anus thoroughly and when they thought I was ready for the assault, the tip of that fake cock pressed against my waiting anus with a pitiless resolve. Shoved into place, a razor sharp pain brought tears to my eyes until I felt the channel open and relax as, swallowing the hefty spear.

		“Rock on it, Katherine,” a voice urgently whispered. “Rock on it you little whore!” The words were softly spoken but with an unmerciful steel behind them. I was not a lady but a slut, and sluts take dildos in their asses.

		I felt a fierce sensation pressing at my loins. This time, from in front, another even larger dildo demanded entrance to my cunt. It needed no lubrication; I was already flowing with juice. The hard stalk slipped easily inside. Despite being lodged against the anal plug, it found its way a good eight inches into my vagina, until it hit bottom.

		“Move bitch!” I heard the nasty whispers. They wanted me to dance as their hands continued to play with my body at both ends. Mouths and hands descended on me one more time, on tits, mouth and then my clitoris where a tongue began to suck and squeeze the bud as if it were a piece of fruit. The sharp stinging sliver of engorged skin was ripe for orgasm.

		While my aggressive lovers mauled every inch of my body, they moved the deeply penetrating dildos at odds with each other. There was no rhythm to this urgent fuck. The tongue adhering to my clit batted it savagely until the nub had grown so hard and filled with blood that I shrieked, crying in little gasps as each painful jolt crashed through my system.

		“Cum little bitch!” the words rang in my ear. I reacted wildly, a piercing, startling spasm thundered through me. I sucked in the dildos, squeezing them tightly, muscles rapidly contracted and relaxed. The orgasm crescendoed from deep within where the dildos seemed to meet, to the lips of my cunt and up by belly to my tits and mouth, rolling everywhere. I was mad with pleasure.

		With the sensations finally dying off, I hung limply in my bonds, body twitching in the steamy air. My thighs and belly still ached with deep pangs of sensation that threatened to make me orgasm again. All I’d need to climax was their hands on me.

		I was not so lucky. My female lovers were finished, withdrawing from the room with such swiftness that I was nearly in tears feeling their departure as abandonment. The dildos dropped from my cunt and ass leaving my body as empty as my riotous emotions. I fell against the pole again, which was the only lover that remained. Such obsession, such thirst just begun and now over, I moaned, hoping the objects of my obsession would return.

		“Not bad bitch,” one woman lolled about each fully enunciated syllable with mocking relish. I could imagine a scowl on her face and a derisive gleam in her eye.

		“Come back next week at the same time,” I heard Linda say to me, “your clothes will be ready then.”

		My wrist cuffs were unlocked and my arms gently lowered.

		“And don’t move until you hear the bell on the door,” the wryly jesting proprietor added.

		There was some undistinguished activity in the other room... then the bell on the boutique’s front door ringing... then silence.

		My arms ached from their long tenure clamped above, while my bottom was sore from the two fake pricks that had been inside me, their jerking thrusts had left my ass and vagina irritated from so much rubbing. Even though my cunt was accustomed to rough manipulation, my ass was unaccustomed to being violated. Now it throbbed with pain. That entire area of my body knew it had well taken, and for the next few days I’d remember that fact every time I moved.

		I rested for a moment in the quiet of the shop. Taking off the blindfold, my eyes adjusted to the dim light coming through the window from the street. When I felt my strength return enough to get me home, I got up, dressed and left the boutique, listening to the doorbell tinkling after me.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		“It’s ending,” I told her. It was Monday after the affair Linda’s shop.

		“Have they said so?” Joanna asked.

		“No. But after what just happened, I’m sure my initiation is almost over.” I wanted to tell her about the proprietor of the shop she frequented, about the necklace and the ring, and every detail of the sexual event that remarkable night. Instead, I satisfied myself with only cursory details. Someday, perhaps, I could tell her everything. But since the club had targeted Joanna for membership, it would be unfair to destroy the excitement or the surprises. I was afraid I’d already told her too much, having spoken so frankly about the events I’d experienced.

		“And so what just happened?” she asked as if her curiosity was killing her.

		“I can’t tell you. But by next week at this time, it may be over, just wait and see.” I remained aloof, my comment obscure. Looking at her inquisitive face, I could envision no likelier candidate to do the things that I had done these past few months.

		Just as the Friday before had been a complete mystery, so the coming Friday was also an enigma. Nothing that the club created for me ever repeated, save for a few similar adventures I’d had when the members had used me individually. What was coming was a major event, and I knew that it would be different from anything I’d done so far.

		I had been the gamut of sexual surprises, each door that opened, opened more of what was inside me. I’d found within myself a flagrant exhibitionist, a bisexual woman, an eager submissive who delighted in commands and orders and being taken in as many ways as there are possible to copulate.

		I found how much I delighted in the wicked, unusual passions of sex, how I loved mystery, and drama... turning on a dime to suit the whims of a horny man. I’d become a member of this a society who treat carnal lust as a wide slice of heaven to be loved and expanded in infinite ways. This was my sexual home, where I belonged.

		

		Friday came, almost too soon to please me. Each night that week I played with myself to a different theme, a different fantasy than I had experienced. I would never have guessed when I first envisioned a sex club that what I’d done would have been possible. I amazed myself. As Friday approached I wondered what would happen after my initiation was complete. I couldn’t really imagine how things would alter in my life, but I was ready for the change as if the initiation had done its magical work in creating the sexual woman I’d become.

		I dressed that night with the same care I had the week before. I shaved as I had done to retain the smooth nakedness I’d discovered hiding under my hair. I wore almost nothing, a little slip of a purple skirt and a cropped knit top. No bra. My image in the mirror was exactly as I’d pictured it in my head; I was showing off, letting my newfound world know how daring I could be.

		I drove from my apartment to the boutique at the same time of day as I’d driven the week before, but there was an altogether different air about the trip, both in my mind and in the kind of evening that greeted me. The previous week, a dark mystery shrouded the vague event. The day itself had been shrouded in fog – its dampness as chilling as the shackles that bound me.

		This night was different. I was at peace inside, knowing myself so well. I figured that I’d passed the tests they’d put me through and would be able to pass any more they had in mind. Besides, more could they ask of me that I hadn’t already accomplished? I had a cocky confidence as I drove up to the boutique; and this time I didn’t sit in the car waiting for the nerve to go inside. Instead, I entered with my tits high and my ass swaying in the tiny skirt and my long legs in five-inch spike heels. And, as if it were responding to my self-assurance, the day bloomed with the warm sun, the fog swept away replaced by blissfully, summery air.

		Linda smiled when she saw me.

		We knew something about each other we hadn’t known before. Perhaps she knew about me from the first time I’d been there with Joanna, but I’d never know.

		“Hello Kate,” she greeted me warmly. “The suit’s ready.”

		“A suit?”

		“Of course – in a beautiful shade of crimson,” she gushed as she moved toward the back of the shop, looking back to inform me, “you know, red is your color.” I was wearing purple, obviously not her first choice for me. “Let’s go try it on.”

		She swung her hips provocatively as she proceeded to the dressing rooms. I was reminded of the week before, and yet this time felt much different. I had knowledge now that I didn’t have then.

		“Can you tell me where I’ll be wearing this?” I asked.

		She didn’t answer.

		She pulled a red suit from under a plastic sheath. “Undress,” she ordered. Then, as she’d done before, Linda stood back to watch, finally nodding when I got down to my stockings and paused questioningly. “Those, too.”

		I followed the order with my body already replying to the sexual feeling in the air.

		She pulled the skirt off the hanger first, holding it for me as I stepped inside. The sensuous rayon clung comfortably to my hips; and just as I imagined it would be, the hemline was quite short, accentuating the long line of my legs. When I walked, it would be dangerously revealing from the rear with a three-inch slit in hem.

		Skirt zipped, Linda drew the jacket from the hanger and held it for me to slip on. As the long sleeves pulled over my arms, I could feel myself enclosed in a comfortable binding that was oddly safe though still revealing. The jacket buttoned from neck to waist, fitting my figure perfectly – the obvious result of all the measuring she did the week before. However, what might have been an otherwise demure business suit was astonishingly altered. From the breastbone to just above my waist there was an oval opening where the jacket was cut to show my breasts. The inner edges of the jacket barely hid my nipples and their dark aureoles. For good measure, there were gold buttons like the others at the top and bottom, although these were on either side of the opening and fastened together with gold cords. They hid little, while providing a measure of assurance that the opening would not gape wide when I bent over.

		I was appalled by the picture of the woman looking back at me. Where would I go dressed this way? I wondered, as a blush nearly as red as my new suit began to rise on my face.

		“What now?” I said faintly, much of my aplomb escaping me for a moment.

		Linda didn’t hesitate. “Put these on,” she said, “they’ll work better than the ones you have now.” She handed a pair of stockings, then watched as I drew them carefully over my legs. These were black seamed ones that like many I wore had built in garters to keep them up with no fuss.

		“Turn around,” she said. I turned so she could view my backside. “And walk,” she instructed me. She should have had a conductor’s baton in her hand to rap my ankles if I faltered! As I walked the corridor, my knees were shaking but I managed despite my newly born panic. “Ah! Those sweet inner thighs, simply scrumptious!” She referred to the way the slit at the back of the skirt revealed my bare flesh almost to the bottom of my ass.

		“Now the shoes,” she said as she handed me bright patent leather stiletto heels like the ones I’d tried the week before. These seemed even higher and certainly more eye-catching than any I’d ever tried.

		“Now look at yourself,” she said with a matronly sternness in her expression. She looked over my shoulder into the mirror, adjusting the coat, pulling it down and tugging it here and there, then eyed me with her approval. “This will do very well,” she said. “Remember now, move gracefully. Let those shoes and these clothes carry you on their power. You conform to them well,” she added, as if I was secondary and the attire had a mind of its own.

		“And now,” she escorted me out of the dressing area to the front of the boutique, “there’s a car outside, waiting a block down the street. You’ll see the initials “TC” on the license plate. Get into the back seat and it will take you where you are to go.” I could see by her face that she knew a good deal more than I did about what was awaiting me; but all that, I’d have to discover for myself. I flashed her a nervous smile and left the shop – this time that damned bell tinkled ominously.

		

		There must have been a dozen men and women who saw me in that suit as I made my way down the street. I blushed as their eyes stared at my chest, although I tried not to let my anxiety show. I wondered what they thought about me, what conclusions they’d reached about my character from their brief look at my clothes. I’m sure that my sex life and its absurd and daring choices were far raunchier than they could ever imagine.

		The white limo was just a half block down from my own car. All the windows were darkened so that I couldn’t see inside; and when I opened the door, I had no idea if there would be anyone else inside. As it turned out, the back seat was empty and the driver was hidden from my view by a black glass wall. My only communication with him was through a tiny microphone.

		“Miss,” I heard the garbled sound of a voice, “put on the blindfold and wear it until I tell you otherwise.”

		I found the blindfold at my left side and did as I was told. Reminded that I was on orders from the club I also raised my skirt to follow the directive I’d received so many months ago. Strangely, that rule still had the same effect on me; I wanted to wiggle down in the leather and let it help me cum.

		The ride to our destination took a hundred different speeds and dozens of turns and twists. I had no idea where I was or how far we’d traveled before the limo pulled up to a stop and I heard the driver cut the engine.

		His door opened and closed, and then mine opened. Fresh air and the pungent fragrance of geraniums and honeysuckle rushed in on me. The driver reached inside the car and pulled at my arm, carefully guiding me to my feet. Moving blind was awkward, especially in the tall high heels, and given the treacherous uneven ground between the car door and a door that opened before me. Thankfully, I had the driver’s arm to lean on.

		As I walked forward, I could sense immediately that we’d entered a building. The evening outside was yet warm with a fresh breeze, but inside this unknown building there was an altogether different aroma to greet my senses, a perfume of wood and polish and the scent of food.

		“The second door on your left, go right in,” the driver said, as he removed the blindfold. He backed out of the hallway and disappeared without my looking at him.

		I stood by myself in the back corridor of what appeared to be a rather grand home. The corridor itself was tiled with ancient-looking Spanish tile. The walls were white washed, and on either side of the corridor were enormous paintings. This was obviously not the main entry of the house. It didn’t have the feel or grandeur of a formal foyer; and yet, at the same time, this entrance had not escaped the decorator’s touch with trivial little pieces of furniture scattered against the walls and the splendid artwork. It reminded me of Wildwood Manor, though there was no evidence that it was. I’d not seen this corridor before – although as large as I knew Wildwood to be, this could have been another wing of that enormous mansion – perhaps just a servants’ entrance; or for that matter, it may well have been a different home, far from the site of my lusty wanton ravaging.

		Following my instructions, I looked for the second door on the left, which was just a mere twenty feet in front of me. It might as well have been a million miles away. My body shook from my sweating skin down to the tiniest bone in my frame, from my hair to my toes. Though I’d been in vulnerable positions before, this seemed more threatening than all of the others put together. I was convinced with every fiber in me that this evening was the finale to my great beginning, a moment to endorse the great changes that had swept so thoroughly through my life. Nothing would be the same after these hours ahead.

		I began to walk the tiles, worried I might slip. Their smooth polished surfaces seemed like ice. Regardless, I maintained a graceful gait from doorway to doorway, and at the double doors that faced me, I turned the knob on the right one and opened the massive oak.

		At first glance, the room seemed black. But adjusting my eyes to the darkness, I noticed tiny lights at the floor to illuminate a narrow pathway. It took some minutes for me to get my bearings. I swayed, almost dizzily, then slowly stepped through the door onto thick carpet, finding myself at the back of a small theater with no more than ten rows of seats. There were eight seats across, separated in the middle, four to each side.

		Carefully moving further into the theatre, I noticed white lights from a box above me already illuminating three walls – not just the one screen in front of me, but those on either side were ready for the projection cameras. Continuing forward down the slightly descending aisle, with no other explicit instructions to guide me, I finally slipped into a seat in the third row.

		As if my arrival was a clue for the festivities to begin, the room instantly came alive. I could hardly catch my breath. So much was going on around me. Lights flashed off and on all over the theater, and I had the impression that there were people, if not in the room, in the near vicinity. It seemed as though my body, emotions and my brain were being tugged by strings that reached to that open, lighted box above, as if I were a puppet in a show, where the puppet master pulls the strings to make the characters dance. I felt that puppet master close by, tugging at my strings now. He played me like a musical instrument, just as he’d played me every day since that first incredible note arrived on my desk.

		An electric energy raced through the air and tickled the back of my neck, down my backbone to my ass. I shivered for the thousandth time.

		The lights quickly dimmed and cameras behind me began to play their pictures on the walls. First in front of me I saw a strange one; someone had shot this movie in front of a well-lit window. In that window much to my horror, I saw myself as I’d been the evening I’d undressed and masturbated in that eighth floor window. This was a movie of me!

		A wrenching feeling grabbed me in the pit of my stomach as I watched myself remove my clothes and in my undergarments, my hands beginning their sensuous escapade with my naked body. I saw the nasty way my ass grazed the glass when I turned around, and how when I moved forward to fuck the window with my pussy, I’d made a lewd spectacle of myself. The heat inside me rose, the heat of churning emotions and gripping fear and mounting sexual arousal.

		Before the movie was finished, a second began to play on the wall to my left. Scenes from Wildwood Manor in a lewd montage – from the moment I walked through the door of the great entry with an expression of awe on my face, to my journey through the art gallery, to my dancing in the ballroom and my entrance into the darkness of the upstairs room.

		Pictures of me began to appear in earnest, of the blindfold slipping over my eyes and undressing before the hungry eyes of men clothed in black tuxedos and fine dinner jackets. These were my lovers, guests at the ball. There was a familiar look to several of them as I watched them strip away their clothes and fuck me. They were faces from the past, from months when I’d dropped my life at a moment’s notice to be at their beck and call.

		I saw myself the center of a pornographic film of brutal, gentle, painful, tender lovemaking. As it played, I could feel the memory between my legs making my body writhe a little with the sexual heat it raised. This was my own ravaging. This was me! I didn’t know whether to be frightened or turned on.

		While my body responded to these pictures, the wall to my right lit up with yet another movie, another scene from recent months. This time, it was David Miles and me in a hotel room where he finally made me submit. He plowed his prick inside my cunt. I have no idea how they captured that moment on film.

		The pictures played on with their torrent of savage images. The sounds accompanying the fucking began to increase in volume. I heard myself cry and whimper and gasp, my ruthless suitors did the same. The passionate, angry, blissful sounds of fucking, of my own moaning, reverberated in my ears affecting my entire body. As I listened to those lusty sounds, I felt my body respond. I was unable to keep my hips from screwing the theater seat like a slut.

		As the spectacle commenced, the two side videos continued to play, and the screen in front changed from the scene of my raunchy masturbation to still pictures, as one by one they flashed before my eyes, remaining just seconds before the next appeared. The frozen images in single frames of light and color showed my body and my face in various scenes of sexual submission. Pictures of me with a swollen cock poised at my mouth, with cum sticky on my face, with my ass in the air penetrated by a cock. In each one, my countenance was a vision of ecstasy.

		The stills ended and another movie played. I was in the theater, above the commotion of the crowded backstage below, where I’d been held securely by a lover and was taken up my ass. Embedded in film was that unsurpassed moment when I succumbed to the man who impaled me. I died in the pleasure that savage cock inflicted on my body, looking nothing like the sensuous woman I often glimpsed in the mirror. In those moments of reckless abandon, I was an untamed beast who had been subdued by an overpowering strength. How astonished I was to see myself straining against the cables, my hair strewn about me, my body wildly blending with the wild man at my ass. My face glowed with an expression of pure bliss. It was pretty or sweet or innocent; rather I exuded an earthy satisfaction that could only come from the fulfillment of my deepest desires.

		The pictures played on with my body and brain absorbing the messages brimming in each one. They communicated to me the essence of the woman I’d become in a way so real that I couldn’t deny what they revealed about me. I swam in those recreated moments of reckless and unrestrained pleasure, lost in their raw sexuality.

		The pictures continued to change, moving forward from event to event until they settled on one. Each showed an aspect of my most recent foray in the boutique. Each in its own unique revealed a sexual act I’d come to enjoy. These scenes in the boutique were some of the most arousing I’d experienced during my time as one of the club’s women.

		The urgency in my body renewed as I gazed almost beleaguered by the intensity of passion assaulting my senses. Heat, furious pulsing, pussy grabbing heat ripped through my cunt demanding some fulfillment. I rubbed my naked puss against the rough cloth of the theatre seat, first slowly, then faster as I felt the quick surges of an orgasm rising. My climax hit. I was groaning softly, just as I had gasped and groaned and murmured in the sexual ecstasy captured on the videos. Though I tried to suppress the spasmodic movements of my body, a wonderful wave of orgasm washed over me in tribute to the powerful images I’d seen. Without one single touch of my hand, I’d been stimulated to cum by sight and sensuous sounds.

		I’d finished cumming, knowing that the fires in me were hardly squelched. But my embarrassment kept me from going further. Reality hit me hard, reminding me that I was certainly not alone in the theater, even if there was still no one nearby. Certainly, someone must be watching, perhaps videotaping me, just as I’d been watched by the hidden cameras that recorded my adventures.

		I slumped back in my seat as the pictures continued playing, wondering why I was seeing this. It was a bizarre moment, a ticklish drama. As the first rush of sexual satisfaction passed, I began to sense an eerie quality around me; though I could not determine from where it came. A nervous glance over my shoulders revealed no one.

		I shuddered in this strange emptiness, then found myself once more caught up in the breathtaking revelations that appeared before my eyes. This time a single scene played on all three walls. Rather than the raucous sounds of sex that had bombarded my ears before, there was no sound to accompany this amazing movie.

		These images were nearly dark; I almost had to squint to make them out. But aided by a skilled photographer’s hand, I began to see, peering out at me from darkness my own bedroom, the scene of that wild and furious taking that had so exquisitely left me in the shambles of fear and the agony of sexual fulfillment. I saw two bodies moving in the dark. I saw my face with the feral look of animal satisfaction written in the savage lines of my expression. I could almost place myself back in those moments and their haunting pleasure. And curiously, like those very moments in my bedroom, not once in all the playing was I able to glimpse the face of the man who embraced me. It had been a purposeful omission.

		The movie played in a terrible silence, which was especially haunting because at the moment of the taking in my room, my lover and I had been raucously vocal! Seeing that scene now, the quiet was so deafening in the theatre that I could even hear myself breathing and as I rustled nervously in my seat. Then, even that sound ceased because I froze. A creeping sensation attacked me at my back, as if someone were staring between my shoulder blades with fiery eyes. The uneasiness grew more intense with each frame that crossed the screen.

		I was petrified.

		In that instant of absolute awareness, I knew there was someone in the theatre behind me.

		

		I was too frightened to move, though I wanted to turn so badly I could have screamed. I knew who it was; there was no doubt in my mind that it was the unmistakable presence of that master of my initiation, waiting for the optimum moment to speak.

		Oh! He timed it so well. “How do like my movies, Katherine?” His voice with startling clarity reached out from the vast empty spaces and caressed me with its beautiful resonant vibration.

		I started in my seat, about to turn around.

		“Stay where you are, my dear. I want you to listen as you have before.”

		I leaned back again against the velvet chair and listened to the tenderness in his voice, tenderness that I recalled hearing before, but I couldn’t remember exactly when. As much as he delivered his message gently this time, I also knew that this voice could fiercely roar. It was the voice that had bellowed at me in the upper room at Wildwood Manor, that had instructed me in my own living room. The voice belonging to the man who had taken me in my bed in the middle of the night. There was both a soft and a fierce side to the man that owned its distinctive timbre.

		The pictures continued to play deafly on the walls, though my attention had wavered from them as I focused on the enormous presence behind me.

		“Look at yourself,” he said, “What do you see?”

		I had no idea what to say, so I said nothing.

		“It is important that you identify it for yourself, Katherine,” he said more intensely, “tell me what you see?”

		I waited, wanting some appropriate words to speak, but all I could stammer was, “I-I see sex.” It sounded so trite, my own voice tinny in comparison to his deep speech.

		“Ah yes, pure sex,” he agreed, apparently my observation was enough to please him. “And I see that you enjoyed a little orgasm just looking at yourself.”

		I gulped, but remained silent. If he could have seen my face he would have noticed a blush on my cheeks. I was filled with panic and impatient expectation.

		“Sir, please tell me who you are,” I pleaded as I squirmed uncomfortably. The burning in my back had not ceased once I’d spoken, rather it seemed to grow worse every second.

		“You’ll know, Katherine, when I’m ready to tell you,” he answered. “I think we have a matter that is much more important to take care of first.” He spoke slowly so I could savor every word and all its meaning.

		“You have a choice, Katherine. And you will not make it hastily.” He paused as if to think, to choose his words cautiously. “After today, if you choose as I believe you will, I will own you.”

		I could feel a burning in my gut.

		“I have you forever,” he continued, “I have these pictures of you in all your magnificent splendor; I have your body thousands of times magnified and photographed to please me and my club. I have your soul, Katherine, here on film forever for my pleasure. I own this licentious display of your best secrets and most of all, I own you.”

		A sure terror gripped me as his voice had gone from tender to sinister and the truth he spoke descended on me with dreadful clarity.

		“If you had not taken our intentions seriously to this point certainly you must now, for I have everything I need to destroy you.”

		“Why would you to that?” I asked with tears beginning to brim in my eyes. I was certain now that the nightmare I’d dreaded all these months had become real.

		“Hush,” he said gently. “Listen to me.”

		I tried to settle in my seat, but my only thought was fleeing through the back door. The only thing that stopped me was knowing that my mystery man stood between my perceived freedom and me.

		“You entered into this agreement of sex by your choice, and to this agreement you will forever remain bound. But again, you have a choice how you wish to proceed.” I heard him rise from his seat and walk toward me. My shoulders burned as his gaze bore down on me. He was almost at my back. “You can leave today and end the sex, and these tapes and pictures will remain to keep this club safe from any action you may wish to take against us. If that is your choice, you will never hear from us again, and you will never speak of anything that has happened.

		“Or . . .” his voice lightened, “you will be welcomed into the bosom of the club as one of our submissives, in our midst to perpetually satisfy the needs of our members. Your life will change in many ways, but this one fact will remain constant. Be assured that you have not yet reached the limits of your lust and there will be challenges that will outstrip any of your activities to this date.”

		The man continued as he had done before, thrilling me with his imposing authority, scaring my mind silly at the same time.

		“That is the choice you must make, Katherine. I suggest you consider it carefully, for it will change your life irrevocably. Do you understand?” he asked.

		“I’m clear,” I said, “overwhelmed, but clear.”

		There I sat in an unfamiliar home, in an alien land for all I knew, with a stranger hovering over me, and a choice to make that would certainly fashion the rest of my life. There was an awful stillness in the theatre as we both waited for my answer.

		“I’m scared,” I said. My limbs were so weak, I felt as if I were turning into jelly.

		“Don’t whine, Katherine,” he answered me sternly. “You’ve been scared before.”

		Yes I had, and he was right. We both knew I’d gone beyond scared dozens of times since his club had played their hand with me. I was merely buying time with an old gimmick that both of us recognized.

		It was then I knew; I knew exactly what I’d say to him. I just needed the courage and the right words. I knew what I wanted, I knew my answer just as he knew and was waiting for me say it. He never would have posed the choice if he hadn’t been certain of my reply. Hadn’t I already replied a hundred times over in the past months? I’d never denied one thing that had been requested of me. Why I hesitated, I don’t know. I sat watching the pictures for what seemed an interminable time, almost losing myself to them again.

		“Your answer Katherine, now,” he finally prompted me.

		I took a deep breath and with a voice that did not falter once, with a resonance of my own I answered firmly, “I want to continue.”

		“Forever?” he asked immediately.

		“Forever,” I said, sealing my fate with a satisfying finality.

		I heard him move again behind me, and waited as he passed by my seat and at last turned around. As he did so, he leaned against a seat across the aisle with his eyes fixed and focused directly on me. I looked at the face that I’d waited to see these many months, realizing to my amazement that this was a face I knew.

		Reality came clear in one bold strike.

		I stared at him in disbelief, at the dark neat suit displaying a rudely handsome body. His hair, for the moment tamed to a perfect blend of unruly and combed, distinguished him as the perfect picture of authoritative control, able to take the wild creature inside a woman like me and make it show its lusty face to the world. I’d met the puppet master at last, and felt him reign in my strings with a sure and steady hand.

		As I gazed into his black eyes, I was as appalled with his entire countenance as I’d been on the occasion of our first meeting.

		He was Thaddeus. My prince at the ball. And as he swept me away that night before the wild orgy, he was sweeping me again with his eyes blistering my consciousness with the awful, yet wondrous truth.

		“It was you,” I whispered.

		He smiled that same smile that had enchanted me before.

		“Everything,” I shook my head in amazement, “it was you who planned it all.”

		“And I’m not finished with you, Katherine, not in the slightest,” he said darkly. “To me you’ve just begun a lifetime ride with lust.”

		“Oh, I can’t think that far ahead!” I exclaimed.

		“That would murder your mind surely,” he commented with a devious smirk.

		I realized that he was the only kind of man who could pull off this outrageous plot. I could see his hand stirring the pot of players making them move to his designs whether they were the submissive like me, or the men who had come and gone from my body over the months.

		His control surrounded me, holding me firmly as if he held me safe that night when we danced. Yes, he owned me.

		I felt the most uncommon emotion welling inside my heart, bringing me an odd peace. I felt profoundly secure knowing at last that the hand that ruled my sexuality and plotted my fates was his hand. Though I hardly knew him, I felt as safe as if I’d known him forever. I waited thinking that he might take me in his arms and sweep me away in another dance, but nothing so corny or sweet was to happen.

		When I think back on that instant of revelation, I laugh. What did take place was so like the club and the many times it had jerked me around to its wishes.

		Thaddeus began to pull my strings again as he swiftly moved to the seat behind me where he leaned forward and he rested his hands firmly on my shoulders. “There is one more movie you must see,” he said, and he pointed to the screen before us.

		On cue, a tape began to play in that unseen box above, with the images projected on the screen in front of my astonished, weary eyes.

		I saw myself embracing a beautiful lover. I noted the grace, the elegance, the love, the treasure that inspired every bit of my human lust. The pictures were of Joanna and me making love in her living room. I gazed at us fervently taking each other’s bodies in that hot moment of revelation. I watched as I lovingly kissed her breasts and mouth, as my lips pulled her labia into my mouth, as my act of giving pleasure brought her to orgasm...and the look of ecstatic lust as she came...and then, as the tables turned and she did the same to me.

		Before I could even register the astonishment with my words, indeed before what I was seeing could register inside my heart, there was Joanna beside me, pulling me to my feet.

		Her eyes skimmed over me with a look of ardent longing as she took in her friend, Kate, dressed in the slutty crimson suit. Months of secrets fell away in an instant. So many coincidences suddenly made sense. I would think of all those little incidences for weeks, probably months to come. But for the moment, I skipped to the truth that had probably been knocking at the doors of my psyche all that time. How witless I’d been not to see it!

		“Katherine,” she said with a voice that lifted into the air and descended to surround me with its musical warmth, “welcome.”

		She kissed me with a tender and thoughtful kiss that brought so much longing to my body that I didn’t want her to stop. But she backed away just to look me in the face and capture my complete attention. Even Thaddeus behind me was momentarily absent from my thoughts as she drew me into her sweet aura.

		“Welcome, to the club.”
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