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		Naked Revelations

		

		Some women handle sex as a natural act. Others do not. For some sex is an experience to enjoy. For others sex is a burden and a strain and worse yet, a gnawing act that haunts daydreams for fulfillment and nightmares with dark desire. For some women, sex is a breeze, orgasms one of life’s treasures. For others, sex means inadequacy, hurt, and way down deep some certainty that the sexual act is all wrong. Kate was that other kind of woman.

		That’s changed now, the change becoming Kate’s resurrection. What follows is the story of that resurrection, and the naked revelations of her sexual truth.

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		She was cool in bed that night. He was hot. She felt the touch of his hands and hoped they would arouse her, although she rarely was by such simple fondling. Sometimes she wondered if her body didn’t work right, not responding to this natural means of arousal. She reached for his cock and played with it as she whispered in his ear.

		“You know what I’m going to do?” she purred, her voice dropping an octave as she spoke.

		“What’s that?” he asked.

		His eyes were open; hers were closed, as she spun a fantasy straight from her imagination, always a good thing for his arousal.

		“I’m going to put on that little black skirt, the one with the two inch slit up the back that barely covers my ass end, and doesn’t cover it all when I bend over...”

		“And...” he urged her on.

		“I’ll put on my see-through blouse, no bra at all...or maybe you’d like the black bra under the sheer white?”

		“Yeah, baby, I’d like that,” he said, thinking of the black lace under the filmy white silk. His cock was growing in her hands.

		“I’m gonna dress real sexy in tall high heels,” she went on, “and I’m gonna wiggle my ass for the guys in the bar. See who I can turn on.”

		“God, I’d like that,” he murmured in her ear. Her thoughts had become his thoughts, and now they made his erection expand even more. He pulled her close to him and pressed his cock head into her cunt.

		“I’m gonna wiggle my fanny for them, and when I bend over they’ll see everything. You like that don’t you?” There was a hiss in her voice, a provocative, nasty, slutty kind of hiss. She wiggled against his groin just as she would wiggle her bottom for a crowd of men.

		“Yes, I’d like that,” he replied He was almost too out of it to answer at all. Her words were powerful, provoking a powerful response. He loved her whispering fantasies. Her sexy voice, and the slutty way she moved against him when she spoke. Soon, his sexual urgency took over. She still moved against him, but she didn’t say a word as the pressure in his body steadily rose. When he was close to cumming, she answered his mounting need, writhing against him more passionately, as if she were cumming too. She squeezed his cock with her inner muscles for maximum effect, and he responded to her efforts. At last, while holding her against him, he seemed to freeze for a split second. Then an agonized groan escaped his lips as he buried his cock deeply within her and came. She squeezed his organ even harder when he began to cum. The milking sensation was almost too much to bear. For a time, they seemed suspended in an erotic dreamland. Then, as the fierceness of the moment finally ebbed, he pulled from her steamy hole, dripping a little cum against her thigh.

		As Kate lay back on the bed beside him while he caught his breath, her hand went immediately to her pussy. Her fingers played efficiently between the two plump outer labia. She’d perfected a method that would bring her orgasm swiftly. He stroked her thighs, then moved his attention to her breasts where he pinched her nipples hard enough to cause her to moan. Then while massaging her belly where it seemed there was always a wild passion stored, he watched her placid face, wondering what lay inside her pretty blonde head as she brought herself to a climax.

		

		I’m in a bar where there’s a light show and dancers and lots of smoke making it difficult to see. The feeling is erotic, the mood provoking sexual thoughts from the moment I enter. The dancer before my eyes intrigues me, the way she moves like a lady lioness, like a sultry bird, like the smoky vapors themselves that wind their way about the mindless shadows that watch her work. When she bares her breasts, I wish they were mine. I can feel the thrill of letting the exposure make me hot between my legs. Her breasts jiggle, swaying softly back and forth against her naked torso, looking as if they are reaching out to an appreciative audience.

		Her fingers the tiny waistband of her panties and slowly, a millimeter at a time, they descend from her thighs until it’s just the wisp at her crotch remaining between her last shred of decency and full exposure. A collective sigh goes around the prickly heated room when the cloth recedes, providing a glimpse of the randy girl’s shaved cunt. Her two lips look innocent enough, though they’re wet with pre-cum dew.

		The beckoning dance continues and the sultry movements go on, until the sweet seductress rests her eyes on me, and with a breathless whisper, invites me to the stage.

		

		Kate’s hands followed the path they knew so well, as her mind led her through the fantasy while Sam toyed her gently moving body. Patience, it took patience for them both to complete the orgasmic ritual. After the little ripple moved through her body, and a soft gasp issued from her mouth, she opened her eyes and smiled. Sex was over for the night, and they both relaxed.

		

		“Where are you when you’re getting off?” Sam asked her while she washed her hands in the bathroom. He was peeing beside her.

		“Where, when?” Kate asked back.

		“You know, during sex. What do you think about?”

		“Oh, the kind of the things I talk to you about. I just keep going in my head with them.” Her response was brief, informing him of very little. How strange to have just had sex and yet feel this lonely gulf between them. There was no bridge to her thoughts save the few pieces she offered him as compensation for his efforts to please her. But he knew his painstaking attention to her body did little to take her to a sexual climax; her body responded so little to his physical touch. Kate did all the orgasmic work herself, inside her mind. He was just there. Occasionally, she opened her eyes to draw him in, but that seemed more out of kindness to him than to derive more physical arousal. Most of the time she was too far into herself for him to call the sex act “making love”.

		

		***

		

		It was morning. There was sunshine creeping into the atrium outside their bedroom door. It was seven-thirty, before the alarm went off, when there was something clean about the day, before it got dirty and gritty around the edges after a day’s worth of living. There should be no tension, but there was.

		Sam turned over in bed to snuggle against his half-awake wife. She could feel his morning hard-on against her bottom. She instantly recoiled.

		“Hummmm. I’m so sleepy, how about just letting me lie while you shower,” she said.

		His hand ran over her satiny hips and down her thigh, and then reached around to find its way to her pubic mound.

		“Oh, not now, Sam,” she groaned with annoyance.

		“Why not?” he answered. “Don’t you want to take care of this?” He rapped his hard-on against her bottom.

		“No please, I’m just not horny now. You know I don’t like it in the morning.” Her body recoiled as if it was a snake or a long-tailed rodent climbing on her prickly skin.

		Morning was often Sam’s most aroused time of day, but never Kate’s. He tried one more time, moving closer into her back, but she wasn’t budging and she wasn’t turning around. After a few agonizing minutes of internal arguing, she finally slipped from his arms, and the bed. She grabbed her robe from the tall bedpost and moved to the bathroom. “I’ve got to pee,” she said.

		Sam lay back looking at the ceiling, his erection fading fast, though the agitation in his body was not so easy to soothe. He was tempted to say, “What’s the matter with you?” But that would start a fight, and he hated fighting because she always won when it came to sex.

		They passed in the bathroom, Kate quick to move out of the room while he showered. She’d make him breakfast, peck him on the cheek on the way out, and probably look soulfully into his eyes before he left, saying, “I’m sorry, Sam, I really am. I’m just not horny in the morning.” She obsessed on everything, but especially on her failures. If only she’d put as much effort into doing something about them rather than mourning over them. He thought that often.

		

		Forty-five minutes later, Kate was at the front door saying good-bye. Her face looked perkier, even a little sensuous as a new day and new energy got inside her. She counted on his responding to her pretty, sun-filled face, though it wasn’t really working, not today.

		“I’m sorry,” she said, her soft eyes trying to get through the thick wall of silence he erected since she rejected him earlier. But her pleading look did little good; the invisible wall he’d erected wasn’t about to come down, and while he kissed her good-bye, she was left with that empty feeling again.

		Sometimes things were right between them, sometimes perfect. At other times, because of her frigid replies to his sexual overtures, they were a disaster.

		

		Kate loved him. But that didn’t matter. There was a locked place inside her that wouldn’t open, wouldn’t even budge. It was a struggle for her to be alive and happy with the thing inside that space clawing to find some means of expression. Sam knew this, but he was hard-pressed to know what to do about it. The worst part however, it seemed that her mind had shut down her body’s natural response to sexual stimulation. For all his tries to change her over the past ten years, he’d made little progress. If he could move mountains to lift the pall she’d cast around her sexuality, he would; but instinctively he knew the only key to unlock that place lay somewhere in the murky reaches of her complicated mind.

		

		After Sam left, Katherine sat down with her journal for the third time that week, looking for that small thread of a story that would lead to a plot that would lead to characters that would end up being a clue to her next novel. For the third time that week, her mind drew a blank. There was nothing at all, no hints, no clues, not even the tiniest minuscule idea crossed through her thoughts.

		While she struggled for that one pure thing to propel her new book forward, she fought off the little villains that raced around inside her head: nagging thoughts that came to her from nowhere and hampered the peace of mind she needed to do her work. Like cawing crows, they jabbered at her insides until she took care of what they wanted from her. The cawing crows were sexual thoughts, dirty, racy, raunchy thoughts. Where she hadn’t been horny at seven-thirty when Sam’s erection was begging for attention, she was horny by nine, the crows eating away at her resolve, picking apart a well-arranged consciousness that had practiced putting them off every day of her life, until she had no will to do it anymore.

		She pressed her hand to her crotch as she sat before the empty sheets of paper at her desk. Any fleeting thought having to do with something appropriate for another novel would have to wait until this moment with her body was over. Her mind spun fast into a quick deep dive where the fantasy of the night before took form in her mind with strange new twists.

		

		I’m on the stage, a little sheepish to begin with, but the sweet dancer that invited me here whispers encouragement in my ear. My skirt is short, my midriff bare, just a simple halter covering the important parts above. Obviously, I’ve dressed well for this moment. Maybe it’s what I was looking for when I came here. When she tells me to dance, I begin, finding it not so difficult once the music gets inside me. The lower half of my body responds as if I’ve done this every day for months. I give the men a good show, while I watch them watch me move my hips to the lazy beat, and the sounds of a husky sex-filled voice coming through the blaring sound system.

		The dancer coming up behind me whispers in my ear. “Take off your top.”

		She backs away and leaves me there to wonder if I have the guts to continue the show. When I find the buttons of the halter easily undone, I’m quaking so much I’m afraid I won’t be able to remain on my feet. On spike heels, I teeter dangerously on the brink of stumbling. But I don’t stumble, and I do remove the top, and my breasts do fall from the halter as offerings to watchful eyes. I dance, and dance, and feel something rise up from the audience that’s dark and controlling...

		

		Just as a frenzy of activity occurred in Kate’s bar, she was swept to the edge of her orgasm, her playing fingers making a delicious kind of climax, where her insides tighten in a brisk moment of triumph, and then released a lovely wave of erratic sensation that’s always done too soon. If she could only capture it for longer, but it dies rapidly away, leaving something guilty remaining: where were these feelings two hours before when her aroused husband wanted her to make love? It’s always guilt gnawing on the inside. She knows it’s from the past, but the past is so far from her mind, how could it have such strong impact on the present?

		

		***

		

		“How’s the new book coming along?” Sam asked, as he moved about the kitchen while Katherine, sitting on a bar stool on the other side of the counter, watched him work.

		“New book? There is no new book,” she replied. Sam was making salsa, his special variety, the really hot kind that made her lips burn.

		“No book? That doesn’t sound like you,” he said.

		“Well, it is this time. My mind’s a blank; there’s not one great thought anywhere.”

		“Maybe you’re looking in the wrong place,” he said, as he chopped peppers with a quick, efficient stroke of his butcher knife.

		“Not too many of those hot ones,” she said, noting the savage combination of spices her husband was working with.

		He glared at her, though it wasn’t a serious glare, just a “don’t disturb my creative moment” glare.

		“So what do you mean by the wrong place?” she asked going back to her immediate predicament.

		“Maybe there just isn’t another story about “the unhappy housewife finding her place in the working world” in you.” Sam had always found her writing a little macabre, leaving him wondering if she really found her life that bleak.

		“But I was so sure,” she said.

		“Yeah, and how many words have you written this week?” he asked.

		“None,” she sighed heavily, as she picked up a corn chip and dipped it into the guacamole. “Well not exactly none, I’ve started at least a dozen times, get three paragraphs into something, and then decide it’s shit and toss it away.”

		Sam wasn’t listening that much; he’d heard this line from her before. He did like looking at her face while she ate another chip coated with dip. The way she ran the thing across her lips was sexy. “You’re trying to turn me on now?” he wondered aloud, giving her an appreciative smile. Funny how these little seductive gestures slipped out sometimes, especially when she’d been drinking. She just had her second glass of wine. Too bad, she usually reined them in at the very mention of them. Though she didn’t this time, probably because she was pleasantly high.

		“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “Though I suppose I should make up to you for this morning.”

		His amiable expression faded quickly with that remembrance.

		“Yeah, well, let’s forget about that.” He stirred his brew of peppers, tomatoes and spices like a sorcerer. He rather looked like one too, his sharp brown eyes gave off a distinct piercing light, except when they softened in moments of love. “Maybe you ought to try something really outrageous, different. Take some chances with your writing.”

		“Like what?” she asked.

		He shrugged. “Hell, why not write about what you fantasize?”

		“You mean...”

		“Sex, I mean sex.”

		“Oh, no.” She shook her head. “No, no, no, no.” She started to pull off the barstool.

		“Hold it,” he said, as if he was ordering her to stay. “What’s wrong with my suggestion?”

		“It’s, it’s so . . .” There weren’t the words in her vocabulary to describe the feeling that made her body clench inside.

		“You’re scared of it, of where it might lead,” he suggested.

		“No, that’s not it. It’s just not the vision I have of myself as a writer.” Her voice rose, sounding a little squeaky, the way it always was when she was nervous – as if she was cutting herself off at the throat. He must have hit a hot button.

		“Maybe the vision you have of yourself is out of whack. Maybe it’s why you can’t dredge up another tale of woe. There’s nothing wrong with sex; and you like reading dirty books as much as I do.”

		“But write one . . . ?” she started to protest again.

		“Hey, do what you like, Katherine,” Sam said. He was not about to get into a spat with her just before their favorite meal. “Now how’s this taste?” he asked, offering her a spoonful of salsa.

		“Ooo, my, that’s hot.”

		He snickered, perfectly pleased with himself, for the concoction he’d made and the way his gentle barbs were finding a way inside his sexually impervious wife. Maybe writing about sex would unlock some of her fears.

		

		After dinner, Kate was in the bedroom changing clothes while Sam was in the living room getting a hard-on. She’d looked sexy at dinner in a nearly transparent blouse. With her naked beneath the white fabric, he could see her nipples poking out with the pink buds hard as rocks. He began to play with himself.

		Kate returned to the living room on tiptoe, wearing her white silk shirt and nothing else, intending to entice Sam to bed. But she stopped short seeing Sam leaning back in his leather chair playing with his rock hard cock. She cringed with a creepy feeling moving through her restlessly. Closing her eyes, she hoped the feeling might go away, but opening them again, Sam’s hand still vigorously massaged his erection. It made her furious. He knew how much she hated seeing him this way. Why wouldn’t he stop? Gathering her courage, she walked toward him.

		“Please put that away for awhile. I had something else in mind.”

		“Like what?” Sam said, surprised by her sudden appearance. She crooked her finger at him and started to move toward the bedroom, trying to look sexy as she ignored his erection.

		Sam smiled and began to follow her.

		Crawling on the bed, on hands and knees to lure him, Kate had Sam entering her from behind immediately, hammering her with almost malicious thrusts. He squeezed her ass and she responded, as if something were being drawn from her. She was in her head, trying to imagine things the way she wanted them.

		“Go get the crop,” she whispered. While Sam hustled to retrieve the implement from the top drawer of his dresser, Kate writhed, waiting for the harsh sensations to begin. Only occasionally were they important, and they were important now. Her mind reeled back into the darkest of her fantasies.

		The crop stung when it hit, but that aroused her more. More strikes and she turned over letting Sam flail the thing against her thighs while she rubbed herself. He was jacking off seeing the crude gyrations – how hand penetrated her cunt, and then found the side of her clit where it was engorged with blood and sensitive. She rubbed herself as Sam brought the crop hard against her thighs. She climaxed, and then he climaxed, letting his cum shoot all over her belly. Her eyes remained closed while she continued to dwell in her private nirvana-land where her fantasy had taken her.

		“You like watching me like that?” she asked. Her mouth forming a coy pouty smile, as she opened her eyes.

		“Yeah, I like watching,” he said, dropping to the bed. He always loved watching in the midst of sex.

		She was happy pleasing him this way, almost as happy as she was pleasing herself. For just a brief instant when that dark side of her rose to the surface, she was a contented woman. But she was content only for a minute; then the guilt began to rise, and she had to leave the bed, return the crop to the drawer and put some distance between herself and their last sexual act.

		“Kate, you have to get a handle on the sex,” Sam said. He still lay in bed watching her move about the bedroom.

		“What’s that suppose to mean?” she asked.

		“It means that who you are keeps creeping out. But just when I think you’re really making some progress, you close up so tightly that I can’t get inside. You’re afraid to let what’s inside get out.”

		“You think I’m frigid, don’t you?” she said. How she hated that word because she knew that sometimes that’s exactly what Sam felt.

		“Sometimes. But you don’t have to be.”

		“Just look at tonight,” she reminded him.

		“That’s what I’m saying. Look at tonight, and look at you now.” She stood before him with her terry-cloth bathrobe clutched around her and the sash pulled tight. “Take what I said seriously about your writing. Do it for me, if nothing else. Though you really need to do it for yourself.”

		She considered the suggestion almost feeling sick to her stomach. There were two people inside her, each pulling her away from the other, but pulling her nowhere but to a bleak, dry place where there was memory and guilt and a thousand reasons why she hated the thought of bringing that part of herself into her conscious mind. If writing about sex took her into the past, she didn’t want to write about it. She didn’t want to remember how bad it was for her as an adolescent dealing with her sexual libido and the disgusting acts it compelled her to perform.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Journal: I can’t get it out of my mind. I hate Sam for planting the idea. How could I possibly write about sex, even if it is fantasy? I didn’t become a writer to produce pornography. I wanted to dig deep into the human heart to discover its truths. Is it possible that there is profound truth in sexual fantasy, or am I kidding myself that I could produce anything but trashy jack-off exposes for horny men? I can’t imagine my thoughts being fodder for lecherous minds.

		

		***

		

		Kate thought that it was the bravest thing she’d ever done, sitting in the creaky lawn chair with her tablet in hand and a dozen sharpened pencils on the table beside her. Little did she know that this was just the first of many daring acts that would follow on the heels of this brave one.

		It was a bitch being impeccably honest with herself. She would come to think that it was a hindrance rather than a help to her sanity admitting that Sam was right about her writing. It took her days to come to that conclusion, but eventually she couldn’t escape the truth; it was barreling down on her like a locomotive trying to run her down. She needed something bold, a different path, another kind of tale to tell, and that tale was sexual. She was scared to death the entire week while she pondered his suggestion, while at the same time, trying to avoid the fact that he’d thought of it. However, she always came back to that suggestion, as if it were another crow cawing in her ear with its aggravating message.

		Unfortunately, her writing wasn’t as simple as masturbating, where she could dispense with her fantasies as soon as the swell of sexual satisfaction swept over her. Writing was something that would be with her constantly until whatever she was writing was complete. Once done, it would be a witness a dark and secret self, recorded in black and white that could not be destroyed by simply turning her mind to something else.

		

		It was odd though, as she began to write the words in longhand, there was little effort to the work. Once started, her hand took care of the task, seeming to have a direct line to the spot inside her head that manufactured the pictures that turned her on. That’s what she was writing about: the graphic images and the sleazy stories that went with them. She’d ignore anything too personal.

		Although it seemed totally amoral crafting sexual scenes, it was fun.

		She began with the woman in the bar, with slutty clothes, short skirts, halter tops and see-through blouses. She began with gyrating hips and licked lips, drawing the men’s lascivious admiration. (Maybe she should have been an exotic dancer, rather than a cloistered writer, she thought to herself with a wry smile.) A thin thread of a story drew the sex scenes one to another so there appeared a pattern—a dangerous pattern she thought. However, she wouldn’t worry about the dangers as long as she was transferring her thoughts to paper. She could be as lost in the words as she was in the fantasy when she masturbated.

		The nature of the fantasies was startling. Dancing led to exposure, which led to men, which led to pleasure, and sensation and intensity. The ultimate intensity, the ultimate fantasy was recounted as easily as the others were—the one where she submitted completely to her desires, and rode them out as she might ride a stallion to the earth’s ends in Lady Godiva’s clothes.

		More amazing still was the sexual arousal while she wrote. Where before it took a romantic sex filled movie, or a hand at her cunt and an hour’s worth of fantasizing to raise a strong physical response in her body, putting her sexual thoughts on paper had the effect of arousing her body within seconds. And not just centering in her abdomen and the hot spot between her thighs; the sexual stimulation moved in every corner of her body, from her sensitive toes to the back of her neck, where Sam’s well placed lips would make her shudder.

		She walked around after a session with pen and paper, feeling as if she’d come alive after a very long sleep. Her hands were warm, her face flushed, and there was a sensuous burning everywhere from her insides out. This was what had been missing, from the dry emptiness of a sex famished life.

		

		Journal: I’ve never felt like this. I wonder if it’s natural to feel the body the way I feel mine now. It makes sense, how Sam talks of physical sensation as if the atoms in his body are always dancing. Mine dance now, wild and wondrous dances that make me shiver, moan, crawl with desire and feel a wild heat from my toes to the top of my head. I wish it would go on this way forever, but I’m always afraid that it will one day suddenly dry up and wither like summer vines after the first frost.

		

		***

		

		Try as Kate might to enjoy the results, the writing produced an erratic physical awakening, prone to fits and starts, and moments when every good feeling disappeared. The arousal, a fickle thing, was sometimes taken to orgasm, alone, once her fantasy turned extreme. Afterwards, she pushed the obscene undertaking into a shrouded corner of her life. Laced with judgment and gripped by fear, she clamped down hard on her ability to feel, and her hands and body froze again.

		

		***

		

		“I have a first draft, as least part of one,” she announced to Sam a week after she began. “The rest is in my head.

		“You’re writing about sex?” he asked.

		“Yeah,” she said, standing in front of him like a naughty child blushing to an embarrassing mistake. She thrust the typed papers in his hand and went to the kitchen to fix dinner, too scared to watch his reaction. Too nervous not to, she peeked in at intervals. It was like Sam to remain expressionless when considering important things, and he read impassively giving her no clue about his impression of her writing until he finished every word.

		He was tempted to snicker when he rose from the leather chair and came to the kitchen where she was frying chicken in an old iron skillet, but he didn’t. He could see the way she trembled.

		“It’s pretty strong in you, isn’t it?” he said.

		“Strong? What’s that mean? Did you like the writing?” she asked.

		“The writing’s wonderful, but I’m talking about the sex, especially the submissive part.”

		“Yeah, that’s pretty strong,” she admitted. She gave him a whimsical grin and sighed deeply before she spoke again. “For as long as I can remember, there’s been a voice in my head, telling me things. A master of sorts.”

		“Is it all just fantasy?” he asked.

		“I’m not sure,” she replied.

		“You want a master?” he asked. If her desires were anything like what was written in black and white, Katherine wanted a different kind of sex than they’d ever had.

		“I’m not sure what I want,” she answered. “Except that there’s this crude thing that haunts me all the time, and when I fantasize, I always go back to it. I don’t think it’ll ever go away.”

		“I think you should write about it more,” he said. “And believe me,” he shook the papers in his hand, “this is hot, really hot.”

		“You think so?”

		He looked at her annoyed. “Yes, it really is!” he said. “I feel like I have a bubbling caldron for a wife, but you’ve kept the lid closed down tight all this time. I want to see more.”

		“There’s more to write,” she reminded him.

		“And maybe you’ll want to do something about it.”

		“Like what?”

		He shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe play around with your fantasies in real life.”

		She looked at him knowing he was serious. The suggestion made her shiver with a cold chill.

		

		Kate brooded when she wasn’t writing. The writing was safe, but Sam’s suggestions were not. She was afraid this would happen when she started this work. She was afraid of telling all these fantasies in such rich detail, afraid that he would think she really wanted this kind of sex. Maybe she really did? That thought scared her most, though it was also another new-found way to arouse her physical body. Thinking of bringing these pictures to life was an instant aphrodisiac.

		For a time, she thought that by just writing the book her psyche would be washed clean of the haunting fantasies. But the more she wrote, the more certain she was that wasn’t true.

		What would happen when she finished the story scared her most. What was the next step?

		

		***

		

		Katherine sat back in her reading chair, a summer breeze from off the lake wafting in through the open windows of the summer porch. It was a pregnant season when the sultry warmth of day moved inside her. Something in the humid, expectant air made the world resemble a sexual act about to take place; it made her wet between her legs, made her quit wearing panties because of the way she could more easily find her cunt and clit when she wanted to play with herself. The more she wrote of her shameful daydreams, the easier it was to discard that little slip of silk.

		Reading the rough drafts of the novel only took her more deeply into the bizarre fantasies that it detailed. How could Sam suggest this was fodder for real life antics when she dreamed such outrageous things? It was absurd to think she’d ever have the courage to live out the sex acts the book described.

		

		“I’m in his house, a magnificent thing with tall turrets and a winding staircase. I’m dressed in a diaphanous gown, descending to the study where my master sits. He’s formal, aristocratic, with an aquiline nose and perfectly groomed blonde hair, and a snicker across his lips. He eyes me thoroughly, the inspection laced with judgment, as if he’s trying to decide if I’m worthy of his attention. He’s already agreed to the arrangement, and so have I. But I wonder if he’ll change his mind now, having seen something in my character that’s not to his liking.

		He interrupts my train of thought with a simple command. “Take off the dress.”

		I’m shivering, not from the chill as much as from the heat and the nervousness of this first meeting with him. I can’t imagine that I’d actually do what he orders, but it seems that my body has spoken for me. The dress discarded on the floor.

		I stand before my master in nothing but high heels, while he sits behind his massive desk leveling his startling gaze on me. I think his eyes are blue, but I’m not focusing on the color, just the way they seem to penetrate my mind and arrange my thoughts. All I can think of is the way his hands look as I turn my gaze to them and study them carefully. There’s authority there in the masculine form. His hands are distinct with finely manicured nails, but with a size that could seize me in a fierce grip. They might as easily wield a whip to tame a horse, or toy with my chin in an artful caress.

		I watch as he pushes away from his desk and rises to face me. I peer into his eyes again.

		“You’re here to be humbled and taught to obey. The pose of a submissive is at my feet or in any bondage that I devise. Come to me.” He moves away from the desk to his winged back chair by the window. As I obey, I can think of nothing but the thought of his touch on skin, how with just one exhilarating caress I’ll plummet deep into a cumming place, my body happily careening to orgasm. “I said at my feet,” he speaks sharply when I stand at his side.” I comply again, dropping to my knees, falling back against my ankles, and then bending forward in a posture of submission, crouched low. He has a baton in his hand that he uses to poke me.

		“You must react faster next time,” he said,” or your hesitation will be cause for punishment.” He raps the baton against my back so that it hits my upturned ass.

		“I’m sorry,” I whisper.

		He raps me again. “Hush! Apologies are not acceptable. Only obedience is.”

		I am quiet, though my body sways without thinking. In my submissive posture with my heel shoved into my cunt, I’m massage the fiery place, unaware that he can discern my purpose.

		“Your body betrays you, Katherine,” he says. “Your attempts at surrender arouse you. Is that not so?”

		I’m afraid to reply.

		“You may answer, ‘yes sir’,” he tells me.

		“Yes, sir,” I reply in my hushed voice.

		“Will this arouse you as well?” he asks, laying the baton against my bottom with a force he’s not used before.

		“Ahh!” the sharp exclamation escapes my lips.

		“Yes,” he observes. “I think that will arouse you, too. I think anything I do to you will rouse your fire. If I clamp your nipples, strap your ass, smack your breasts, you will howl but you’ll beg for more.”

		I know he’s right, but I don’t have permission to tell him. I suspect that’s not necessary, since he already knows me so well. I’m hardly his first submissive.

		“Stop your play!” he barks the command, and I cease to grind my cunt against my foot; though I think that the sheer throbbing high between my legs might just spontaneously ignite into an orgasm. But my master is too wise to allow me such an easy outlet. “Stand up,” he orders.

		I rise, woozy. My light-headed giddiness does not please him, so I can see by his expression.

		“You beg to be whipped. Your body requires it. Face the wall and raise your hands above you.”

		A bar with cuffs attached is lowered toward my face. I raise my hands in keeping with his command, and find my wrists quickly strapped into the tight fitting cuffs. The bar rises to stretch me taut, so that I’m standing on tiptoe. I feel his lash, though I don’t see it. I suppose I don’t need to, for it’s the sensation that I require, that lush, wild, rollicking feeling of body joy. Acute, painful, to the point of almost agony, though this made-in-heaven sensation transports me exactly where I need to be. I thrash about, and cry, and find myself cumming against his demanding hand; for when he stops the assaults with the lash, he thrusts his fingers into me and I die to anything but the ending, the finale of my body craves.

		

		When Katherine reached the climax in her thoughts, there was a climax between her legs brought on by her imagination’s keen ability to put herself into bondage and feel the pain of the lash as if it had actually happened in reality. The more she pleasured in these thoughts, the more she tried to push them away in the waking hours. But it didn’t do any good. Once letting them loose inside the pages of her book, they remained more present than ever as cawing crows to disturb her peace.

		There were other scenarios in the book just like the others in her mind. They appeared endless, but this submissive one, this gross defilement of thought and body, this savage beast of an idea was planted firmly in the roots of her psyche, probably from the moment of her birth, though there was never any way to be certain of that. It surely had been with her in one form or another for as long as she had the memories to search. Denying it had done nothing to drive it away. She’d tried, and tried again with little result.

		Perhaps it came to her the moment she first pleasured herself; perhaps it was a product of her guilt. She wondered about the aspect of being punished. Submission, guilt, punishment and pleasure, they all rode on the back of her body’s desire, winging their way to a temporal satisfaction. Those fantasies were there when she masturbated; she couldn’t remember when they weren’t.

		

		One afternoon, taking a break from writing her erotic novel, Katherine began to write in her journal about those first times. She had believed that she could never open those ancient doors, but they were opening now – just a meager crack that allowed her find when it all began. She wrote until her hand was cramped, completely unaware of that was coming from her pen. When she read through the pages later, she shuddered and cried.

		

		Journal: It began vaguely, in some quiet hour in the bath. The pink bathroom in the new house, not the beige one in my first home. I discovered myself, that center between my legs, but I don’t recall the instant or the first time, I just remember stumbling into that pleasure, and then recreating it when I least expected it.

		My Secret Shame. I never knew what to call it. I didn’t have a name for it. I was too young and too sheltered from the idea of sex, living with a family who determinedly stayed clear of such subjects. I only learned much later that my bathroom playtime was called masturbation. Without my understanding was it was, I labeled it disgusting and sinful. After that internal decision, my masturbations came to take on strange forms, but only after I resisted feeling those physical feelings that aroused these strange acts. I told myself, “No!” Repeatedly! Vehemently! Sometimes they dissipated. I even prayed that God would lift the horrendous burden from me, and sometimes He did.

		It seemed as if the dreadful curse would be gone for good, and then there were just the muted blue skies of Southern California over my head, my life at peace. Some days I’d walk out the door after a brief rain, and the snow on the mountains would gleam crystal clear and so would my life. In the sunshine heat, the ever present heat, I tripped through life as the gentle white Protestant girl. I sang Presbyterian hymns on Sunday, and made God my obsession – my opening anthem every morning, my benediction at night. This was the holy life I wanted. Sometimes when I sang in the church choir, I felt holy, as if there was something connecting me to everything. My heart would soar, and for a short while, I was a little less lonely and life was a little less flat.

		But eventually, that sleazy nameless something won out over God.

		It took several years for my imagination to create the obsessive ritual that finally overcame my reluctance. I should have known that this darker, godless, sexual side of me would never go away.

		LA could be cloudless and beautiful after a rain, but it was also a shoddy town, with places I’d never see in my sheltered life, places with movie houses and women of cheap thrills. The advertisements for sex shows appeared in the evening paper, on the sports page next to the baseball box scores. In my lily-white passionless life, something dark and wondrous attracted me to them. Although I would never experience them in real life, the advertisements instigated my secret ritual, flashing their mean lights in my head, and releasing the ruthless master in my mind.

		It was a celebration of physical sensation. Beginning in my mind. Just one simple glance at the newspaper ad of a half clothed woman dancing for me with a provocative smile, and my compulsion would begin. Then, with the fervor of an earthquake and the drive of a freight train, the obsession ripped through me. Gnawing until it was ridden to completion. In the bath or the bedroom, I’d undress and stare at my nakedness in the mirror. The physical features of my body made no impression on me, but the sensation did when I tied my thighs with small ropes and made them cut into my flesh. A voice residing in my head would whisper commands in my ear, and I’d obediently follow orders. That voice held the key to releasing the throbbing sensation places between my legs. I never saw this master’s face, but nonetheless, he held me captive to his whims and the commands that followed.

		At night, I’d think of it and wonder. I can still feel the rush of eroticism behind those absurd acts, and what they did to me then. How I’d lie over a small metal wastebasket so that it would cut into my thighs and leave bruises later. How I would grab my pubic hair tightly in my fist and pull so hard that it hurt. It was a pleasant hurt. It set free the sensations I tried not to feel – the bottled up, pent-up, squashed, judged, avoided sensations of physical release. I forced myself to pee, forced myself to live with a furious pain, forced myself with the guidance of that commanding voice to demean myself in the name of pleasure, in the name of this nameless something I could not ignore.

		When the wave of sensation raced through me, it was over in seconds, and I was left burdened by the horror of my ugly act, by intense regret, and by the unworthiness of my soul. I washed my hands clean of the depraved and unholy deed, and issued another prayer to God for some reprieve. As the years passed, the ritual played out in a hundred different ways. The good church girl and the unrepentant slut unhappily coexisting side by side.

		

		***

		

		From the window looking out on the lake and the endless expanse of spruce and maples that lined the far shoreline, Katherine watched the day die slowly away. The personal memoirs put her in the same frame of mind as the erotic novel. Obviously, they came from the same deep source. Perhaps her life was about overcoming the judgment and guilt of her adolescence, moving beyond her fears to the desires behind them. Perhaps it was about finding the face of the master who haunted her novels, her mind and her sexual re-awakening.

		She was determined not to make her sexual dilemma an obsession. But that was almost laughable; it already was. Gazing at the lengthening shadows, thinking of the turns her life had taken, the eroticism of the mood moved her body. She pushed away unwanted thoughts, just as she had when she was an adolescent. But just as it was back then, she pushed until she had no more strength left in her. She had to go back, just one more trip, just another moment in the hands of the vile, dark master of her thoughts, just one. It wouldn’t take very long at all.

		

		He dresses me in leather, a corset, silk stockings and heels. I’m adorned in such a way that the sexual parts of me hang out for all eyes to see, and that is the purpose. My breasts overflow the bodice, spilling out to sit atop the sturdy garment like offered food for eyes and tongues. Below, the garment frames my cunt and ass with a perfect “V” in front to point out my clit; and at the rear, its design enhances the view of my well-rounded buttocks.

		He’s made me shave my pubic hair so there’s not a lock remaining. I look as innocent as a child, even though that’s hardly an apt description.

		He leads me from the bedroom by a leash that’s been attached to the thick leather collar that I wear around my throat. Down the winding stairs, I descend as his plaything, as an offering to his gathered guests—a room full of well decked-out snooty women and arrogant men that, like my master, look down their noses as they scrutinize me. They reply only with raised eyebrows and the hint of a smile if they’re pleased.

		My submissiveness becomes the focal point of the night’s entertainment. What my master did to me in private is duplicated over and over again by his guests that like to watch me strung-up to the rafters, writhing to the beat of the punishing implements they lay on my backside, though they don’t stop with reddening my bottom to some vibrant shade of scarlet. Some prefer the lines a thin baton leaves on my breasts. Others evoke the age old discipline of a good flogging, beginning at my shoulders and ending at my calves. I jerk and wail the most when one especially vicious dominant forces my eyes to rest on his while he smacks my naked pussy with his hand.

		“You want it, don’t you, bitch?” he seethes. “You want it, don’t you?” He demands an answer.

		“Yes, more,” I gasp.

		“Then beg, slut!”

		I find myself unable to beg. With so pain traveling through my body, no end in sight, how can I ask for more? And yet, my tormentor demands it. He understands me as well as my master does. I’m a slave to these sensations. The more I’m required to endure, the more I want, the more I can’t stand the horrid moment when there’s nothing flailing at me.

		“Please,” I finally plead with him. He smirks, more devilish than ever. This time, taking a small pussy whip, he flogs my front side about my quivering thighs and belly and thrust out pubic mound until with just a tiniest fondling gesture, I’m cumming, my body bucking against the hands that have me captured.

		

		“Was it good?” Sam asked her, as he saw from the doorway how Kate rocked against the fingers that invaded her glistening pussy.

		“Oh, god, you scared me!” She jumped in her lounge chair hearing his voice.

		“Was it good?” he asked again.

		“Yeah, it always is.”

		“What were you thinking?” he asked.

		She wanted to close up right then, but she was still so in the midst of the fantasy that there was no way to lie. Sam would know, as intuitive as he was becoming about her sexual thoughts. “About the dominant,” she answered.

		“Your favorite fantasy?” he asked.

		“I suppose. But then, when it’s happening, they’re all my favorites.”

		He nodded as he rubbed his crotch.

		“Come here,” she suggested. In the dim porch light, he could only see half her face. That half was flushed with heat of sex. It felt good initiating the sex act with him.

		Lowering the back of the lounge so she laid flat, Sam pushed her legs up, pushed down his pants, and thrust his erection into her sopping pussy. With each jab, she squeezed him hard; the after effects of her climax making for little cumming sensations inside her—like shooting off firecrackers—until Sam was groaning with his own climax starting. He pressed his thighs against her hard, his cock driving deep, and he came. When he pulled out of her, they sat back not speaking for some time.

		She orgasmed. Sam orgasmed. With all the changes happening in her body, sex still didn’t seem like a unified act, but something separate as if they were in separate worlds. It had always been that way before, with boyfriends and with Sam.

		

		Journal: As a teenager, I was boy-crazy mad with lust. And when a real guy, with a car and an arrogant attitude asked me to the movies one night it was the best day of my life. My heart palpated with glee, but more than that, the center of my body rushed wild with constant agitation and the overwhelming desire for him to touch me.

		I only remember him holding my hand in the movies, but when he brought me home, there was that first kiss, not an awkward, unexpected, unwanted impulsive move by some juvenile boy, but a warm, tender, authoritative kiss by a guy that had kissed before. I awkwardly put my arms around him, but he didn’t mind. He held me a little closer and kissed me again. We parted as this unknown craving roared through me. Desire. Body heat and the most wonderful joy of being hopelessly in love. I never associated the feelings in me with my masturbation ritual; it never occurred to me that the two might be connected.

		I raced after that boy passionately, with the tall, straight compelling Rick saying just enough to keep me wanting him, but never enough to please me. Though we went out again, he was annoyed by my silly chasing, though he would never say so. He wanted part of me, but not everything and I hadn’t quite figured that out.

		On a trip to the mountains, on a hayride that fall, and in his red Corvair, the desire in me swelled. The first time he reached inside the waistband of my pants to fondle me below, I thought my body was turning inside out. Nothing had ever felt this good. The physical response was love expressed so I thought.

		Still, I never connected the amazing physical response with the ritual in the bath.

		At Christmas time, we were in his parents’ car, a station wagon, lying in the back, legs and hips pressed together, our bodies clamoring for a consummation I knew nothing about – except that this was sex and I was waiting to have sex until I was married. I couldn’t possibly consider marriage – I was far too young. There would be years before I’d be ready. I would not be one of those girls who gave everything up for marriage at eighteen. I had plans.

		We groveled in that back seat and I escaped with my virginity intact; though I understood that the guy of my dreams, the boyfriend I badly needed for my self esteem might not want me if I denied him. It was never said, but easily implied, even if it was only way down deep that I acknowledged the fact.

		I don’t know how I made the choice to shut down my physical response, but it became quite clear when I was with Rick every time after that night. A little piece of the physical passion died and was buried somewhere out of my mind, and certainly out of my body’s reach. I quit feeling those star struck, tingling body feelings when we were together. I quit feeling my body at all, as if the spigot to my sexual response was by a silent hand turned off. With no physical sensation, there was no passion, with no passion, no mistakes. I refused to make a mistake. It was a solid resolution that kept me pure, an accommodation born of my fierce need to control my life and tame my body, making it do what I wanted it to, for my future, for decency, and for the hard and fast rule of virginity that was my holy right.

		The only way I could imagine life was as some man’s wife, and in the purest sense, doing everything according to the proper plan. The wooing could be filled with lust, but the taking of my virginity happened only after the marriage gown was hanging used inside the closet. Then some magnificent carnal songs could suddenly play in the background of this holy life. The only problem I had with the fantasy picture of marital bliss was that it never aroused me sexually. If I were to fantasize about anything erotic, it was always what happened in the wicked, naughty prelude to saying the vows. I liked the seamier pictures of reckless passion, breaking rules, doing wild, unwed body things because the mood was right, and love and lust were sweeping my fantasy lovers and me away in a feast of sexual excess.

		When I was an adolescent, I didn’t see the duality of my fast working mind, like having two thoughts, two beliefs, two things operating simultaneously that were diametrically opposed.

		I made an accommodation to have Rick remain a fixture in my teenage life. Somewhere in our brief sexual discussions, he tried to set me straight about how sex really worked, because up until then, I didn’t really know. I read Rick’s college physiology textbook at his recommendation, which explained the birds and bees much better than I remembered the explanation from fifth grade sex-ed. Though I remember nothing in the book mentioned about female orgasm.

		I especially got the part about the penis and ejaculation. And to augment my sexual education, I learned from Rick just how a penis gets hard, and with some vigorous hand-play can suddenly shoot a wad of semen, usually into a handkerchief. I remember once we began this ritual, that we’d lay body to body in our evenings together, usually in my darkened living room where we were supposed to be watching television. He’d reach into his pants and bring out a hard stiff one, and place my hand against his strange feeling erection. With his hand over mine, I’d help him jack it off. When it was over, I helped clean up the mess. Since my own physical response to touch no longer existed by my fierce act of moral will, I asked nothing else from him. If this kept him around enough to call him my boyfriend, it was good enough.

		Rick was in school to be a pilot. Once he got his license, we’d fly over the airfield in a small single engine Cessna. I’d look down at all the California gold below us seeing parched emptiness that matched the quality of my spirit. The land was for most of the year covered with dying grass that was windswept by the heated Santa Anas, and unable to hold much more than the trickle of water that the heavens blessed it with each year. It was colorless, reminding me of my relationship with Rick, which was devoid of the lively enjoyment we once had, devoid of the wondrous touch that made every piece of my me quiver with excitement.

		After awhile I began to realize that I was a girlfriend of convenience. Rick only came back to me when he wanted his cock to spurt. Somehow, my hand with his made a better ejaculation than his alone. He toyed with pleasing me, but I’d months before decided that that wasn’t possible for him to do, considering my virgin resolve. We never talked about doing anything differently. The arrangement accommodated us both.

		Strange that I never connected the sensations I now deprived myself of with Rick. The pleasant ritual in the bath continued with its infrequent attempts to claim the dark side of my sexual self. The physical passion within me was, at times, so strong I thought I’d expire, pass out, and be overcome; though I never knew by what. I couldn’t simply lie back in bed and play with myself; it could never be that easy.

		The more I denied the pleasure I wanted with Rick, or any other guy, the more absorbed my fantasy driven ritual became. The ritual didn’t change as much as the thoughts surrounding it did. I had horrible fantasies of bondage and spanking and demeaning things. I imagined myself in decadent convents played with and tortured. I liked the thought of being tied up and whipped. I relished the idea of being taken by men in these bizarre states. The fantasies became as noxious as the flagrant acts I committed in my bathroom, though it was more difficult to hide from them. I could never disconnect myself from my mind. That was pointless.

		All the while, my dual life went on; I sang in choir, lusting after the choir director. I sat through endless hours of church and Sunday School, lusting after the minister’s son. I had no problem lusting after a half dozen guys at a time. I spent evenings and weekends with church friends, doing a better job of being pious and studious than most, teaching myself Christianity in a very serious way, looking for that magical connection of soul and God, expecting that if I could get myself right, perhaps the Lord would descend on me with spiritual euphoria.

		However, in the scheme of things, with the way I constructed my life, it was impossible to succeed at being holy, for there was always that nagging thing that rose like Satan’s messenger to knock me back into my state of perpetual unworthiness with its horrific acts.

		

		***

		

		Realizing how the duality of her nature began proved to be a gratifying inspiration for Kate, like discovering how a complex machine is put together so it runs smoothly. Still, for all the time she brooded about how she’d managed to separate her body from her soul, she had no idea how to reconnect the two and make them whole except to keep the frightening re-awakening moving on.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Kate was putting Sam’s socks away, opening the third drawer down and laying the little balls of black and gray so they neatly covered the sexy contraband beneath. A dozen sex magazines and erotic books were hidden underneath, as was the riding crop, a few lengths of rope and some plush soft Velcro wrist restraints they’d bought some time before, but never used. Kate was too uncertain about bondage to try it, and since it took her fingers to bring herself off, it did little good to tie her hands away from the source of pleasure.

		Usually, she cringed opening that third drawer, fear gripping her insides while a surge of judgment made her almost afraid to touch Sam’s pornography, especially in the light of day. This time however, Kate was already felt flushed with arousal with thoughts about the next chapter of her book brewing in her mind. Reaching for a smudged newsprint magazine, she pulled it from the drawer and sat down on the bed, thumbing through page after page of personal ads, black and white pictures of provocative poses and smiling faces to lure the eye. She hated these magazines, repulsed by every one that Sam brought into the house, as if they blemished the pretty order of things that was important to her. And yet, she was feeling the same exhilarating body response to the pornographic rag that she felt when she wrote her erotic novel and reveled in her mind’s sexual fantasies.

		Hot words standing out on the pages lured her even more.

		

		“Dominant, looking for submissive women . . . willing to serve. Limits respected.”

		“Dominant man desires sex slave, bondage, discipline, anal sex and much more. Experienced pleased.”

		“Seeking submissive women, novices welcome. Experienced dominant will provide training to right submissives. Apply to P.O. Box . . . .”

		

		Kate’s hand went between her legs where it was wet. Her mind tripped easily to pictures of these men dressed in leather, or better yet, dressed in suits with charm reeking from their cold eyes and smirking lips. Falling back on the bed, she fingered herself while she read and re-read the most startling of the advertisements. Dungeons, whips, spanking, bondage, anal sex . . . the list of dirty games was endless, each man promising satisfaction in subservience. Kate orgasmed easily to the idea, but when she finished, she quickly stashed the magazine back in the drawer underneath the rows of socks. She washed her hands of the newsprint the way she washed her hands of the sticky cum. The smut in her mind and the smut in the drawer took on all the same elements. What if she tried it? What would it hurt? What would Sam say if she told him she wanted to contact one of these men? She already knew the answer without having to ask. A chill raced up her spine. She had no doubt that Sam would be willing for her to pursue it; why else would he have brought the magazines into the house. He was always eager for Kate to tryout any desire she fancied. If it turned her on, it would excite him too.

		

		Journal: So many things to consider when I’m in the heat of the moment. I think I’d do anything, display my sexuality with no limits. The reality of the world is much more difficult to deal with. Being sexual in places and at times when I’m not accustomed to sexuality. I still shy away, withdraw and wonder how I can change these deep roots that, while they presently hold me firmly in this unmoving earth, are beginning to rot underneath my fermenting desires.

		

		***

		

		A week later, Sam and Kate were sitting on the porch in the evening, sipping vodka and lemonade. It was the easy kind of Friday night she liked. Looking out across the lake at the dwindling light of day, she was mesmerized by the way the moon and stars had begun to shimmer off the water’s surface. It was a woozy kind of time, when the liquor and the time of day blurred everything a little and took away her inhibitions. A dozen times Kate had imagined a conversation with Sam about dominant men, but not once had she broached the subject sober. It was much easier in this kind of twilight.

		“I think I’d like to contact one of the dominant men in your magazines,” she said, interjecting the unexpected thought into their quiet.

		Sam didn’t react, but turned to look her way.

		“Oh?”

		“Yes. I can’t escape the thought. It keeps coming back to me, hammering at me like a nagging kid. What do you think?”

		“I think it’s fine, if that’s what you need.”

		“I’m scared to death to do it, but . . .”

		“But it turns you on. I can feel it.”

		“Feel what?”

		“Feel you, kind of like you’re oozing sex. My dick’s getting hard.”

		“That’s because this turns me on. A lot.”

		“Then go ahead. Reply to a couple of the ads and see what happens. If you don’t like it, you can always stop.”

		“You don’t have a problem with me doing this?” He always surprised her with his ready acceptance of her lascivious desires, even when she knew he would. Husbands were supposed to be jealous and protective, even unreasonable in the face of sexual competition. Sam never was.

		“As long as I’m there to watch,” he said. “That’s all I ask.”

		“Always the voyeur,” she commented, knowing one of her husband’s favorite pleasures. (It used to bother her how he incessantly eyed other women. He called it natural, ‘If I quit looking, then you should wonder. Besides, I always bring my lust home to you.’) “But you don’t need to worry,” she went on. “You think I’d meet a strange man for sex and not have you with me?”

		

		On a morning a few days later, Kate sat down with her new-found tingling feelings rising to the surface of her body, propelled by the thoughts in the back of her mind—the ones that began that evening when she and Sam talked of personal ads, and dominant men, and her answering the ads. Whipping off three letters to three interesting sounding men, she put them in the mail before she backed down. Once finished, she lay down and masturbated thinking of what she’d set in motion.

		

		Fantasy: I can feel him so near, his voice in my thoughts, directing me to the most wondrously unwholesome acts of debauchery. He’s ruthless, inventive and determined, dressing me, commanding me to serve, making me bow to his wishes and whims, all the things he knows are best for me. He ties me to that icon of servitude, the bar. Shackled in place, stripped of every garment that would cover my private places, legs stretched out affixed to a spreader, I’m vulnerable to every implement he chooses for punishment. Lashes and whips criss-cross my flesh, leaving red marks everywhere—marks to treasure, to look on lovingly later with a blissful erotically charged smile. My breasts and thighs know as much pleasured pain as my hot bare ass. He tarnishes what was once translucent white, all to the beat of the inner drums of our souls—we beat as one at moments of sexual animation. I feel every strike laid upon my body as a cherished gift: the more laid on, the more I swoon, the more I want more of his endless supply of sweet terror bringing me to the height of erotic gratification.

		

		***

		

		The first response to her letters came just a week later while Sam was out of town on business.

		“You think I should call him?” she asked her husband over the phone the night the letter arrived. “He gave me his number.”

		“Go ahead, just let me know what happens.”

		“It’s just kind of scary.” She drew back a bit from his ready enthusiasm.

		“Have fun with it, Kate. It’s just over the phone.”

		Sam was so turned on by the thought, that he was cumming from just a few well placed fantasy thoughts from Kate’s ample store. Sam loved phone sex, this night turning into one of the best with a healthy dose of reality thrown into the fantasy she wove for him. She listened, pleased to hear the sounds of his satisfaction transmitted over the phone.

		With Sam’s quick approval, everything heightened in intensity in Kate’s imagination, especially her lust for the dominant, that unknown quality of the man whose phone number was amid the pages of his simple letter that lay two days unanswered in her night-stand. She went from knowing with every fiber of her soul that she’d never have the guts to call him, to thinking about it obsessively, to knowing that she couldn’t not call him. That would mean that she was being grossly dishonest with herself, something she couldn’t easily be. For just half the pleasure she created in her fantasies, she wanted to talk to the man, to meet him, to fall under his sexual spell and submit to his will. Her compulsive thoughts about submission careened down a path she was determined to walk, even if it was with knees knocking and her heart palpitating like a skittish bird.

		Three times over the next several days, she went to the phone to call him at noon, as he required. Each time she chickened out. On the fourth try, her trembling hand dialed the number.

		“Hello,” she said meekly, hearing a disinterested voice on the other end. “Is this Tom?”

		“Yes, it is.”

		“I’m Kristen, the woman that wrote you.” Kate almost wished she’d used her real name, since this could get clumsy, but she felt safer hiding her real identity.

		“Yes, I’m glad you called,” Tom said, perking up noticeably.

		There was silence on the other end.

		“I’d like to pursue this fantasy I have. I wrote you about it.” There was a question in her voice. Did he really know why she called?

		“Yes, that’s something I can help you with,” he said.

		The coldness in his voice seemed appropriate. Her body responded, the thumping in her belly fierce, as if someone was hammering her from the inside out.

		“I’ve wanted a dominant for a long time,” she told him.

		“You want to submit to me?” he asked.

		She hesitated. “Yes.”

		“Bow and kiss my feet?” he asked.

		Kissing feet had never been a fantasy, but this was just a beginning place. “Yes,” she replied.

		He was considering silently, while her heart pounded so rapidly she thought he’d hear it even through the receiver.

		“We can try it for awhile over the phone, see how you respond,” he said. “You’re a novice, aren’t you?”

		“Yes.”

		“Never had a Dom?”

		“No, never.”

		“I can start slow, but you need to know that I like it severe.”

		“That’s okay. That’s where my fantasies lead.”

		“Good.”

		She could imagine him considering her as the dominant in her fantasies did. She would have given anything to see the expression on his face.

		“So what’s happening with your pussy now?” he asked.

		“I’m really hot,” she replied.

		“Then masturbate,” he said.

		“Right now?”

		“While we talk. I want you to cum.”

		“But . . .” This seemed like an impossible task.

		“Do it.” He was sterner this time, hearing the reluctance in her voice.

		Pulling up her skirt, Katherine began to play with herself; the swift strokes of masturbation so familiar to her were something she could easily do. She’d always recoiled at getting off over the phone like this. That was Sam’s thing. But there was something commanding her outside herself. Accepting that command, she wanted to comply. From there, he led her on as if he had the picture of her in his own head.

		“I want you to stick a dildo in your cunt,” he ordered.

		“You want me to go get one?” she asked.

		“Yes. And next time, don’t call unless you’re prepared.”

		She put down the phone and stumbled to her nightstand. Reaching back in the bottom drawer, she fished out the yellow satin Chinese bag that held her toys. Pulling at the drawstring, she couldn’t get it open fast enough and she bobbled with the phone when she tried to talk again.

		“I’m back,” she announced, out of breath.

		“Is the dildo in your cunt?” he asked, not being ruffled. She imagined him still working at his job, sitting at his desk, this exchange just an absently followed conversation between dotting “I’s” and crossing “T’s” of some report.

		“Yes, it’s there,” she replied.

		“How long is it?” he asked.

		“Eight inches, I think.”

		“Is it shoved all the way inside?”

		“I’m trying now.”

		“I want it in all the way,” he said in a severe tone of voice. “You do this for me, you do it perfectly.”

		It was a struggle to get the massive fake prick inside her cunt since the thick stalk widened her much more than any real prick had, and of course, the texture was not the same. It required some slippery lubrication, though she should be wet enough as juicy as she was. It was uncomfortable sitting upright with the thing inside her, so she slouched in the chair and held it with her left hand, while her face and shoulder cradled the phone. Her right hand began playing again inside the folds between her labia. The flesh was engorged and raw, and she jolted sharply touching herself there.

		“It’s very deep,” she said.

		“Now play with yourself and cum for me,” her Dom ordered. The reserve and steadiness of his words caressed her into that imaginary world, though this time so real, the ecstasy was greater still. In her nervousness to obey perfectly, she was slower than normal, but managed the feat as their talk commenced. He had her expose her breasts, and pinch her nipples as if he was there to watch. He made her shove the prick inside, and then draw it away in a fucking motion. Once, he had her take it from her completely and lick the juice that stuck to the surface.

		“How does it taste?” he asked.

		“Like my cum,” she said.

		“You’ve tasted it before?” he asked.

		“Sometimes.”

		“That’s good. Now, are you close?” he asked.

		“Very close. I guess I’m nervous.”

		“Just come,” he answered. Still not ruffled, he sounded a little annoyed that it was taking so long.

		She whimpered softly when the flood of energy at last released. It was by no means her most remarkable orgasm, though it was, no doubt, one of the most unusual.

		“You finished?” he asked.

		A long, pregnant pause followed. “I am,” she answered.

		“You might work out,” Tom finally said, sounding as if he was ready to change the conversation. Had he come too? It wasn’t information he offered, but she doubted it. In the past, when she and Sam had phone sex, his breath was always aroused, his voice different from his normal voice. She could always tell it was happening.

		“I want you to come again at five this afternoon and at ten tonight,” he ordered her. Put your dildo in your cunt as it is now and pretend I’m standing over you, looking you in the eye. Next time you call, have one dildo in your ass, another in your cunt. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” The phone clicked off before she could say another thing, even thank-you.

		

		It was a proscribed ritual for five days. Calls at noon, an orgasm then, and then whenever else he ordered her. She complied religiously, though it wasn’t a difficult task to accomplish. Never had she felt the waves of raw arousal the way she did thinking of him. He was always in her head, instructing her. Even in her sleeping state, she had the anonymous dominant in her thoughts, toying with her psyche. He supplanted the polished arrogant dominant of her fantasies with his real voice.

		

		Fantasy: Sam and I meet the man him in a bar, his face is still vague to me, so I only see it in shadows. But it’s his commanding presence that I want more than I want an attractive man. We talk over drinks, something casual, but I’m so excited that I can hardly hold the conversation. The two men talk mostly, while I wait submissively on the sidelines. I suppose that’s the way it should be. Sam plays with my thighs and suggests I open my blouse wider so that Tom can see my breasts more clearly. He makes no comment seeing my exposure, but nods his head.

		When I’m at the raw edge and think that I can’t possibly take any further, he removes a leather whip from his pocket and places it between us on the table. I shrink back, thinking how he’ll use it on me.

		“I like to whip tits and ass both,” he says. “You can expect that tonight.”

		I’m quaking so hard that I can’t reply. I simply stare at the sinewy black implement, and let its ‘not so subtle’ meaning get inside me. This, the perfect prelude to what will follow. It prepares me. A waitress serves us another round of drinks, her gaze resting on the unusual thing. Does she realize what we are about? I imagine she must wonder.

		When the conversation ends, we go to the hotel room he’s purchased for the night. I wonder if I’ll be able to move, and though I could lean on Sam’s trusty arm, I choose to walk without assistance, my head held high, into this rare moment I’ve chosen to experience.

		He’ll bind my hands, tie my feet, force me over the end of the bed and use the leather whip on my ass. The sting will burn, and I’ll cry out; but when he pauses, the flood of desire that bursts through me will give rise to the most glorious orgasmic moment.

		I’ll satisfy him, I’ll satisfy Sam. I’ll be well used by both, becoming the slave to their harsh desires. In that moment, I’ll feel the freedom that I seek, and know that lovely peace that follows.

		

		Her mind replayed the same scene in her head a dozen times in those days as she complied with Tom’s phone demands, happily the servant to his whims.

		When he ordered her to exhibit herself in public, she was at first reluctant. Such thoughts were not foreign to her, but taking her lust from the bedroom and displaying it for uninitiated eyes was a statement she’d find difficult to make.

		One afternoon, as Tom’s orders stood at the back of her mind like a vigilante master ready to pounce on her if she disobeyed, she dressed in her tightest, shortest skirt—simply bending over would be dangerously revealing, and a loose fitting tank top, no bra. Driving to a local department store just to show off seemed as scandalous as anything she’d ever done. But, straight out of her dreams, ordered by the mysterious dominant presence that had captivated her every waking moment for the past several days, it was a natural act—and one that jarred her sexual arousal with unparalleled need.

		The sensations gripping her body were like nothing she’d ever felt. They continued daily now, without stopping at all; no climbing back to that desperate nothing, no going cold. Her arousal was at the surface of her skin, surrounding her with a cocoon of prickly heated pleasure.

		Going into the department store, Kate walked, hips swaggering. She looked for men who would look at her. She put out teasing looks and suggestive come-ons, but nothing too outrageous, just fleeting hints that would inspire a watchful man, but not convey too much. When a man would look at her, she’d bend over to show off her breasts or her rear end, depending on the man’s point of view. Tawdry didn’t even begin to describe what she was doing. She played slut-tease to the hilt, and was proud of that fact. In a day or a week or a month, she was certain that she’d disavow her behavior as a moment of madness—and still what power lay in that sexual exhibitionist madness. She’d have to thank Tom for motivating the most outrageous elements of her sexual self.

		

		“He told me to exhibit myself,” Kate informed her husband on the phone.

		“He did?” Sam was aroused immediately. “Tell me about it.”

		As she recounted her tale, Sam began to come. All the right elements were there in the story, the same ones she used when they were in bed together, except that this time she described a real event, not something she manufactured in her mind.

		“Did it turn you on?” he asked, after he’d climaxed and his heavier than usual breathing died away.

		“Yeah, kind of. Especially when I think about it now.”

		“Are you going to call him tomorrow?” he asked.

		“He told me to. And I will. I feel driven, as if my mind can’t stay away from him. I think it’s a good thing you’re gone.”

		“So, it’s just you and him.”

		“Sort of feels that way right now. I hope that doesn’t bother you.”

		“It would bother me more if you didn’t because I know you want it so much.”

		“Then you’re okay with it?” She still needed reassurance.

		“Very. Just keep telling me everything.”

		She took a deep breath when they hung up. Sam was comfortable. Even at a long distance, it felt as if his nurturing arms were around her to soothe away the rough edges. And yet, for perhaps the first time, her sexual arousal was burning with such animal lust that even Sam’s soothing voice only momentarily alleviated the harsh nature of this savage beast unleashed within.

		It was only at the moment of orgasm that she found some relief, even if masturbating with dildos in both orifices was hard to manage. Both were so large and seemed to collide inside the same spaces that weren’t used to such serious invasion. But the dildos made her feel full and subdued and willing for more discomfort just to please him, and to let some of the erratic animal in her find physical relief.

		

		“I think it’s time we met,” Tom said at the end of the week. “When will your husband be home?”

		“On Monday,” she said.

		“Then we’ll meet Tuesday,” he said.

		“But—” She wasn’t ready for a meeting, but the decision was taken from her. “I’ll arrange it with Sam. Tell him I’d like to talk.”

		

		***

		

		Little things were bothering her, certain suggestions that Tom made. He didn’t ask for submissive clothes but something pretty and conventional. He wanted her looking like a well turned out date for their meeting, not a humbled slave. He mentioned that he liked straight sex too, which was totally foreign to her idea of a session with her Dom. But considering all the sexual appetites that were being served by this real life drama, Katherine could ignore the oddities and slips of speech that made him sound more like a normal man than some towering giant of sexual domination, as was the man in her dreams. When she thought of Tom while masturbating, she cloaked him in all the accompaniments of her daydream fantasies: the ravishing estate, the aristocratic clothes, and the powerful allure of someone steeped in mystery. Barreling down the delicious pathways of her fondest desires, there was a reckless, aggressive need to complete this scenario to the very end, to experience in reality, in body and soul, the driving need for satisfaction from this bizarre and mesmerizing source.

		

		It was a balmy Tuesday summer evening. With the sun receding in the sky at seven o’clock there were comforting shadows in the parking lot of the motel just off the main highway where they’d arranged to meet.

		Kate thought of the pains she’d taken getting to this moment. She took great care getting ready; everything had to be perfect, her clothes, her hair, her make-up. She’d practically eaten nothing for two days, dieting to make sure the skirt she wanted to wear fit as it should. When she smiled in the mirror admiring how she looked, she heard Tom’s voice in her head—not with a compliment, but with a simple acknowledgment that he approved of her attire. She wished she could see his face just once before the actual event, then she could install the image of him in her mind where there had only been a shadowy form.

		“What if I hate it?” she asked Sam, as her heart pounded out of control. At least her body was super-charged with the same sexual heat that had been with her since she started this bizarre odyssey with Tom.

		“I don’t think you will,” Sam said. He’d talked to Tom too, making certain that they were on the same wave length with what Kate needed from this night. “Look how much this has already opened you. I’ve never been more turned on seeing you like this.”

		“Really?”

		“I can feel you in a way I never could before. You’ve turned into a regular hot-blooded slut. Haven’t you noticed the change?”

		“Of course. It seems like a miracle the way I feel things, though I never imagined you felt it too.”

		“I don’t know how to explain it,” he replied. “All I know is that I can sense your arousal.”

		Kate was impressed. She was always impressed by Sam’s ability to discern feeling from life that at one point had no meaning for her. Only in the past few weeks had she begun to understand as her own body awakened to the most extraordinary commotion happening inside.

		

		Driving into the parking lot, the two recognized the sports car Tom described. Stopping beside it, they stepped gingerly from their car, as they watched a man emerge from the fire red vehicle. Kate’s thinking, blurred by nervous expectations, the whole event swam through her head as if she were drunk, even though she knew she wasn’t. So different from what had been in her fantasies, the surroundings were far from the plush carpeted halls of an old estate house or the pristine white-white luxury of some dominant’s penthouse apartment. Even though she reminded herself all day that this was not a creation in her mind, but reality, it was still a jolt to her psyche being presented as a sexual plaything to an innocuous looking stranger in the middle of a roadhouse parking lot with diesel trucks and screaming cars roaring by the slightly fraying motel.

		The picture became even more absurd as she laid eyes on the man whose voice had commanded her every waking thought and dream for the past seven days. Tom was short, just her height—not a deterrent, though she wished he was taller. Near fifty with thinning gray hair, he might have commanded her attention on the phone, but something sank in her heart noting the average looking middle-aged man in front of her. At first glance, he hardly seemed like a dominant man, but then again, this was real life and her fantasies would have to adjust. So brainwashed by her imaginings, she held the idea of him in her mind at all costs; she couldn’t falter, she absolutely wouldn’t. The initial impressions over with, she walked into the bar between the two men with her head held high and a sexy swagger to her hips – just as she imagined.

		“You need to relax,” Tom told her. “Remember, I’ve done this before.” It was a way to make polite conversation even when the purpose of their meeting was hardly polite at all.

		“I am nervous,” she admitted.

		Sam and Tom talked for some time, while Kate was watchful, trying to take in the essence of the man. When he turned to her abruptly, she was taken off guard by his order. “I want you to go in to the ladies room and take off your bra. Then rouge your nipples for me.”

		At the command, Kate smiled, feeling that familiar surge of arousal at the thought of honoring his request, even though rouging her nipples seemed a little silly. Rising from her seat, she was aware of the two men staring at her until she was out of sight.

		Kate was alone in the ladies room and able to look at herself in the mirror while she completed Tom’s request. Rouged nipples were a deliberate attempt to make them stand out. The red lipstick she used would make the eye focus on them readily if her breasts were bared. Strutting back through the bar, she attracted lots of attention to her demure but slutty attire, as if the other men in the bar could guess what she’d just done. She imagined that she was reeking with sexual energy even though she felt more confused than certain of herself.

		“Let me see them,” Tom asked her once she sat down.

		Bare her breasts in the bar? She was thankful that they were seated in an out of the way corner. Obliging him, she pulled away the open necked blouse enough so the two men could see the result of her trip to the ladies room. Putting a hand inside her blouse, Tom tweaked one nipple so it drew up hard.

		“You’re doing very well,” he said.

		Sam smiled. She was sure he was aroused by the move, an act straight from the pages of her mind’s fantasy play-book. He was likely stiff inside his pants.

		While Kate attentively watched, Tom reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a two inch strip of leather that had been wound tightly in a ball. She’d mentioned the whip when she told him about her fantasies. How clever of him to create the toy just for her.

		“Your whip,” he said as he laid it on the table. She stared at it, feeling a nervous chill race up her spine. He’d be using it on her before the night was over. “Touch it,” he said.

		Perhaps the dream began then. The way her body instantly responded to his orders was almost as good as her responses to his demands of her over the phone. Picking up the small whip, she brought it to her nose to smell its fragrance. Tasting the surface of the smooth material, her body took in the fierce nature of its purpose, as if it was already striking her naked flesh. It was just as she had imagined this moment. Tom had managed this one perfectly.

		“Let’s go to the room,” he suggested at last. “It’ll be easier to use it there.”

		She smiled. “Of course.” Yes, the magic just might happen, she thought. If she closed her eyes, the same voice that had nourished her fantasy for a week came back to her. The arousal would continue after just the slightest bauble in her perceptions.

		The room was as bland as any motel room just off the interstate, making the evening feel seedy and cheap, not the pretty fantasy she’d imagined. But still, that seediness was erotic in its own way if she thought of sex as cheap – like spike heels and torn stockings and skin tight dresses, being drunk on old wine and then collapsing in a man’s arms on a hotel bed some cold night, just to stay warm, just for the feel of something as hot between her thighs as the spinning sensation in her head.

		This wasn’t that sort of night or any sort of night she’d imagined before. She’d have to make the adjustment for that in her mind and hope to salvage the kernel of eroticism that still drummed through her needy body.

		Stepping into the front hallway of the motel room, Tom insisted she stop there. From this point, his command of her began. “Drop to your knees,” he said. He was obviously certain how he expected the night to unfold, even if she wasn’t.

		Feeling the surge of desire sweeping her, she complied.

		“Now kiss my shoes,” he ordered.

		She honored him that way, bending over to kiss the shiny brown leather on his feet.

		“Now, unzip my pants and take them off.” Each simple command was meant to draw her closer to him, and yet the further they went on, the less this stranger embodied the vision of a dominant man that she nurtured in her mind. She feared that the magic was about to disappear.

		To her disappointment, the prick Kate dislodged from Tom’s pants was small, so small that even erect, the condom he wore looked baggy. But he wasn’t interested in his own prick after she initially played with the forlorn thing. She might have noticed his slight embarrassment over size of his cock, but she wouldn’t pick up on that kind of thing for fear that the mood they hoped to sustain would suddenly go away.

		She remained crouched on the floor while Tom went to one of the beds and lay back against the covers so he could watch and direct her every movement. Sam took a seat in the corner, a passive observer with an expressionless face. For an instant, Kate wondered if Sam’s dick was hard, though as soon as the thought appeared in her head, she knew she had to put it out of her of her mind; her focus needed to remain with the man on the bed.

		“Come here,” Tom’s voice suddenly rang out more loudly that she’d ever heard him.

		Scampering to his side, he eyed her with thoughtful eyes, though there was little of the essence that she hoped to find in a dominant man.

		“Dance for me and strip off your clothes,” he said.

		That was easy, something familiar, something she occasionally did for Sam. A little gentle music on the radio and her hips naturally moved to the sound, her body beginning a slow strip tease. Her bra already gone, just her skirt and blouse removed, she danced nearly nude, with her rouged nipples looking sexy as they bobbed before Tom’s watchful eyes.

		“Take off your panties,” he ordered next, and with a sensuous gyration of her hips, her most private place, neatly shaved, was bare for him to see. He reached in because she was close enough for him to feel her up. Drawing his hand back with wet fingers, he put them to her mouth. “Lick them clean.” Her tongue, like her body, moved erotically. She might have even danced on his hand had he left it in her pussy, but he did not. “Now the rest,” he said, nodding at the garter belt and stockings and the four inch heels.

		The symbols of submission stripped away too? It felt all wrong, but then Tom was leading this escapade, and she felt compelled to follow dutifully along. It appeared that the time for dancing was over.

		Ignoring the toys she brought with her, the ropes, the riding crop and the dildos, Tom used his handmade whip and the palm of his hand to use as the instruments of her violation. He didn’t design some ritual spanking, but rising from his reclining position, he began to maul her body, smacking her hard, and laying the whip with little restraint against her thighs, her breasts and back. The sting felt hot, and was accompanied by a good deal of real pain. With pain increasing with each nasty smack of leather, the gnawing eroticism in her groin began to evaporate.

		It would have been a relief to have him fuck her, but when he tried, it was useless. His dick was too small. When he ordered her to suck the small stiff thing, the condom on his withered organ made her think of eating a balloon. With such attempts to pleasure him failing, Tom wasn’t frustrated, but Kate was. And Sam, remaining passive in the corner of the room, eyed the scene with a different viewpoint than he earlier had. Something was on the tip of his tongue to say, though he held back waiting for Kate to give him a cue.

		After about a half hour of torturing pain, with too many silly miscues and false starts, the scene finally disintegrated into a repetition of hard smacks on her tits as a measure of stimulation and Tom’s supremacy. Her body stung from the endless blows of the whip and his hand, until it was nothing but pain and not a hint of pleasure at all.

		“No! No, stop!” she suddenly blurted out. The words had been surfacing n her mind for nearly ten minutes before being vented with unexpected vehemence.

		Sam instantly rose from his chair.

		“You had enough, Kate?” he asked, as she extricated herself from the man’s grasp.

		“Yes,” she said flatly. Tom backed off as Sam led her away.

		“So, you’re done?” the man asked, as if the plain fact hadn’t already dawned on him.

		“Yes, I am,” she said, trying to remain pleasant. Turning her back on him, she started to dress.

		When Tom suggested she kneel for him and pay homage to his silly prick one last time, she shook her head and walked right past him out the door.

		She couldn’t remember how they parted – what was said or not said in the brief conversation between Sam and Tom. It was enough that the ordeal was over.

		Once in the car, there was the temptation to cry and then one to laugh. It wasn’t clear until they were on the road again which emotion would win out.

		“How are you feeling?” Sam asked.

		“Limp, and a little sore.” She smiled. The excited agitation that had driven her to this night was gone, replaced by calm chagrin, a weariness of heart and body and a curious bliss.

		“Did he hurt you?” Sam asked. “I was afraid he might.”

		“Hurt no. Disgust me, yes. He wasn’t a Dominant at all.”

		“No, he wasn’t,” Sam agreed.

		She leaned against the backrest and took a deep breath. Moments later, she was sharing smiles with Sam. “Is this the stupidest thing we’ve ever done?” she asked.

		He laughed. “I don’t know but it kind of looks that way.”

		They stopped at the nearest Denny’s and ordered fried eggs and bacon. After an amazing if not necessarily enjoyable night, the taste of their midnight breakfast was more erotic than the rest of the night had been.

		

		***

		

		“It sounded so good in my mind, even on paper,” Kate mused over coffee and toast several mornings after the Tom debacle.

		“Obviously, reality isn’t the same thing as fantasy,” Sam said.

		“Still, I’m pleased with myself for doing it. Maybe I didn’t back off when I really felt the excitement disappear; but I don’t regret it for a single instant.”

		“You know my motto,” Sam reminded her. “Never regret anything.”

		“And you know, even as brutal as he was on me, when it was over, I felt washed clean. Empty. But empty in a good way.”

		“Perhaps there was nothing wrong with the act, just who you were with.”

		“I imagine so, but maybe I should swear it off for awhile?” she considered aloud.

		“Swear off what? Reality or impotent bullies?” he asked.

		“Dominants from personal ads,” she replied.

		Sam snickered “Fine with me,” he said. “Especially since there’re things about your fantasies I like better anyway.”

		Despite the silly night that ended the frenetic week with Tom, Sam knew how much her sexual arousal had been released. Like confronting a fear, it had become a paper dragon of sorts. And with that fear confronted, she wasn’t as prone to suddenly turning cold, her sexual juices drying up on a dime and vanishing when they’d been so ripe and plentiful before. He was happy just to have her not balk as much when he suggested they have sex. In small steps, she was gaining momentum. Feeling her sexual heat made his days with Kate more exciting than they’d ever been.

		“What do you like about my fantasies so much?” Kate asked him.

		“Oh, I like your dancing. If it had been me the other night, you’d have kept your garter belt and nylons on, and the bra . . .”

		“And the heels?”

		“And the heels,” he affirmed. “So maybe it’s time to try something a little easier on your psyche.”

		“Like what?” she asked, feeling thrilled and threatened in the same instant.

		“Whatever you want,” he replied. His smile was always kind. “Maybe you should relax and see what comes to the surface. I have a feeling that there’s a whole treasure chest of wonders inside that naughty mind of yours.

		Kate had to agree. She felt better about their once prickly sexual relationship. Sam was so enthused about her recent efforts to live out her inner life even though the one with Tom was such joke. She couldn’t help but feel lucky to have him at her side since he didn’t share her quandary over sex. For him, gratification was nothing but a joy, the variations and aberrations were nothing to fret about and definitely not something to judge. She had enough judgment for them both. The best part was that he seemed determined to see her through this unveiling, as if he had a clue to the woman that was on the other side of the awakening. Where she was inclined to falter, he was inclined to hold her steady, whispering reminders to her from her soul that wouldn’t force and wouldn’t demand her continuing, but suggested that moving forward with this was inevitable and the only real path to her inner peace.

		

		Journal: I think sometimes that Sam is heaven sent, at other times the devil incarnate. To have allowed me such freedom of pursuit, sitting back calmly and detached, I find myself feeling things from him I’d never felt in the past. I’m reminded of him when he was much younger, when a certain ferocity in him would grab me for just an instant and send the most pleasant shiver racing through me.

		Now I only glimpse that feeling in fleeting instants. I wonder that he can feel the sexual thrills in me so well. Perhaps I’m just a late-bloomer in the sexual garden. Sam’s the gardener tending this reluctant flower, there to open me one petal at a time with gentle fingers. While giving me away for others to appreciate, perhaps he’s catching a hint of the fragrance for himself.

		

		***

		

		What Kate had come to realize, realized as she attempted to redefine herself with these new experiences, was how enormous the sexual desire lurking beneath the surface of her psyche truly was. Those powerful urges had lain dormant for much of her life. Now, as frightening as it was to tap that inner reservoir, the results intrigued her. When at one time she’d called herself frigid, she was sure now she was not. Oddly, Sam seemed to have known, at least to a degree, of that great wealth she’d hidden for so long. Watching the unveiling of her treasures now, he seemed patiently waiting for something of his own to be revealed, for a time when the focus would shift away from the awakening, to a natural state of living with Kate’s ever-present lust.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		One night some weeks after her evening with Tom, Kate bolted from bed after several fretful sleepless hours. Rummaging through her desk for her personal journal, she settled into the living room couch and began to write about the gnawing scene that she couldn’t shake from her mind. The dim glow of the lamp above reminded her of the night spent on the steps of Westminster Lodge, side by side with Jamie, the boyish woman who had instantly captured her heart just the day before. . .

		

		Journal: It was a rarefied atmosphere, post adolescent enthusiasm filling the hearts of twenty faithful 60’s missionaries of the Gospel; the two of us, Jamie and I, were ensconced on the staircase at midnight telling tales from our wounded souls we’d never shared with another human heart. How we managed to connect with such instantaneous certainty is a mystery that plagues me now, though it’s hardly a plague when I think of the sweet way our lives combined in those exquisite moments of falling in love. I didn’t realize until now that ‘falling in love’ is the best description of that act of bonding. We were two youthful women, lonely as aged spinsters crying out for love, for something neither could put a finger on, but that neither of us could deny.

		I wanted to kiss her then. She wanted to kiss me, I know that too. She said it with a greeting card weeks later after we parted, “I hear ‘no, no’ on your lips, but see ‘yes, yes’ in your eyes.” But I refused to respond then when the silent sexual heat was pouring over us. I refused to let the desire come out of the closet, at a time when no one even talked of closets. Lesbianism was such a dirty word. I even attempted assure my dearest Jamie that she wasn’t some perverted woman who lusted after women. In time she’d fall in love, marry the right man, just as I intended to. Jamie knew us both too well, her own latent sexual urges for women and mine too. Beneath all my denials there was lust driven by the pure essence of erotic love, the desire to touch breasts, feel cunts, feel lips on lips and hear a female lover’s refrain in my ear. But late in the 1960’s it was even wrong to fantasize about such things. The desire didn’t even reach the level of a true desire that I could play with in my masturbation rituals. It stopped short before it could take root in my conscious thoughts.

		I drove Jamie away six months after I met her, when I couldn’t tolerate the warped and nagging fear that I was not the woman I believed myself to be. Another perverted vision of God’s plan was the terrible refrain that haunted every quiet thought. More of what was naturally me was submerged in the cause of holiness. More of me grew cold and closed. I drove Jamie away; I had no choice.

		

		***

		

		Maggie Peacock called herself a healer and a masseuse, though to Sam the buxom redhead was much more the consummate Madam and mother of the streets. So proud and so soft, arrogance derived from experience, tenderness an innate quality she exuded effortlessly. Her virtue was an unfailing lack of judgment about sexual matters. Her Rubenesque form and sultry scent, like the earth luring its children into a bacchanal feast of pleasure, welcomed the sensuously aware into a celebration of debauchery with spiritual ends. There was something uplifting about being cradled in her generous bosom.

		Sam had lusted after Maggie from the first time he had laid eyes on her, although it was not physical beauty that attracted him. Her voice, with husky tones that had the power to mellow even the most uneasy, vibrated from deep in her groin where she derived her sensuous power. She held him hostage to an idea of a sexual truth: that which is visual is only part of the sexual story; what is more profound in sexual equations is the energy. Chemistry—too mundane a concept—didn’t explain it all. He knew he was drawn to her resonant sexual beat. That gave her beauty and allure that her mere physical features could never produce.

		He thought of having sex with her – throwing away all agreements with Kate, going out on the sly, having her as a mistress, ready when he was ready. She was always ready to screw. At one time, he wouldn’t have been above that kind of philandering and even considered it an option before Kate started changing. Regardless, Maggie would never agree to run around on the sly. In womanly fashion, she didn’t like betraying her own sex with dishonest men. Besides, considering Kate’s remarkable revelations, Sam figured that she might easily fit into their ever changing sexual theatrics. What Kate feasted on in her imagination was Maggie’s regular diet.

		Maggie was someone Kate already knew and trusted. A casual evening of therapeutic massage on Kate’s pent-up body could be a natural prelude to something more.

		

		“You’re tight inside,” Maggie remarked feeling Kate’s stiff shoulders. “Tight everywhere.” It had been so easy for the three of them to slip into the bedroom together innocently, a product of Maggie’s ease and calming presence.

		“You’re helping,” Kate replied, in a dreamy half-there voice, as she lay face down on the bed, Maggie leaning over her with her long fingers penetrating the anxious shoulders. Kate responded well to the touch of hands, to simple affection, to tender massage and womanly closeness. Even the scent of Maggie’s perfume, Tea Rose, compounded the erotic quality. Kate responded well, to the point where she couldn’t go any further, when something agitating her suddenly welled up inside, throwing roadblocks everywhere to her safe travel in this sensuous world. “I can’t, it’s feeling creepy,” she said, pulling up on the bed and away from Maggie’s hands.

		Maggie remained unmoved. “What are you scared of?” she asked.

		Kate pursed her lips and didn’t speak. The expression in Sam’s eyes was fatherly and condescending as if to say, “don’t hold back now, you little coward.”

		“Did Sam tell you about my fantasies?” Kate asked her.

		“Some. You have something particular in mind?”

		Kate almost choked on the word. But thinking of Jamie, of missed opportunities and eroticism born on that private stairway years before, the mislaid desire had come full circle. “Women,” she finally said.

		Maggie smiled warmly, a playful glint in her eyes. “Oh, I like that one,” she said. “You know I’m bi?”

		“Sam told me.”

		“So you’d rather make love than be massaged?” Maggie speculated.

		“I don’t think I’m ready for that,” Kate hedged. She backed away. Though she couldn’t take her eyes off the gently swaying flesh inside Maggie’s silk shirt.

		“That’s okay. But if you want to experience it, we can take it very slowly. Would you like to try?”

		It was wholly apparent what Kate desired, so obvious that Maggie began to undo the buttons of her blouse. The more flesh unveiled, the more Kate’s anticipation mounted as she peeked beyond the doors of a sacred taboo to feast her eyes on a once forbidden domain that she knew as well as she knew herself, but was not allowed to touch. The domain of feminine flesh. The white soft skin, the rounded globes, another button and the shirt pushed aside, and the fullness of those mounds came into view so she could see the wide aureoles and pink nipples. As Maggie shifted her weight on the bed and drew closer to her reluctant lover, the surface of her skin undulated in tiny ripples.

		“You can touch me,” she offered. With her energy opened wide, she drew Kate’s hand from her lap, the touch a barrier breaking down, a desire fulfilling itself. Aware of the texture, aware of the scent, aware of the satin feel of female skin, aware of the reply her body gave her as she warmed to the feel of her hand on a female breast, Kate almost cried.

		Scooting forward on the bed, they were closer still, Kate touching more eagerly, though it remained a shy brand of eager. Leaning in, Maggie reached out with her tiny lips to kiss Kate’s small ones. A slow kiss, their breath mingled. The scent of mint, the taste of something intimate on her lips, the newly initiated lover was afraid of more and afraid of stopping. The tentative kisses and reluctant fondling ended quietly with smiles.

		“I think that’s as far as I can go,” Kate said, pulling away.

		“Then that’s as far as we’ll go tonight,” Maggie said with a motherly smile that put her at ease. If Kate required safety for her next excursion outside the lines of sexual conformity, she’d found it with Maggie.

		

		***

		

		“I never thought these bisexual thoughts were in my mind,” Kate said, as she and Sam talked about her adventure the next evening. “Or that these feelings were in my body. They’ve been buried deep by a lot of prejudice and conformity.”

		“And yet you write about them,” Sam reminded her.

		“That’s true,” Kate said. “But that’s only been recently.”

		“Do you regret not going farther?” he asked.

		“No. But I think we will,” she said. “You have a problem with that?”

		“Not as long as I can be there to watch. I can think of nothing I’d rather see.”

		“Why be there?” she asked.

		Sam took some moments to frame his reply. It was an opportunity to say something important, but it had to be delicately stated. “I’ve been on the outside looking in through a distant window to your desires,” he said kindly, “I want to be there close-up, now that you’re letting them free.”

		Something about his voyeurism was confining, as though for thinking of his response, she couldn’t really be free to focus on her pleasure the instant her body needed that undivided focus. And yet, she understood why he wanted to be with her while she opened up this repository of sexual desire. He was so right – he’d been kept in the dark all these years, “looking in through a distant window.”

		

		Maggie came with gifts one night. A silk rope with a tasseled end of beads she’d made for me. It would serve as a belt for Kate’s waist, or a gentle means of confinement. She was dominant to Kate’s submissiveness. The bold redhead would never submit to anyone. But she knew easily what was in Kate’s heart.

		Let me tie your hands,” she said. Without waiting for the positive response, she wrapped the silken cord around Kate’s wrists until they were secure. Leading her to the bedroom, she tethered her to one post of the four poster bed.

		“Spread your legs wide and I won’t tie them down.”

		Kate was chilled in her confinement; her body begged to be touched and hated when she was not. She figured this was the result of a childhood bereft of physical affection, that she needed the constant attentive hands, pouring into her without ceasing the energy that now made her feel alive. She’d been dead a long time to physical feeling. Never, never would she consent to that deprivation again.

		Kate got her wish. Two sets of hands played with her body: Maggie’s soft ones and Sam’s firm ones. Their obvious paradox produced a surge of sensation that was only satisfied when Maggie’s lips reached her spread out cunt. The folds caressed by a feminine tongue responded. Maggie’s hands, her breasts against Kate’s breasts, her breath, her scent, her tickling red hair, all made the clit engorged, the labia impossibly sensitive to stimulation, and her yielding wet hole ripe for penetration. Fingers thrusting inside the expanding sexual center and other fingers squeezing the delicate bud, produced thrashing hips and a wiggling bottom. A few slaps to her breasts and she became more subdued, as if the slaps had been a punishment for her wild gyrations. Yet, it didn’t seem to matter what form of stimulation, man or woman, aggressive or restrained, her body didn’t know the difference; and somehow the paradoxical energies of opposites produced the rip-roaring requirements to finish with a climactic surge of bliss.

		Kate was eased into the aftermath with Sam on one side and Maggie on the other, pulled and drawn by both. Though relinquished, she was confused. Something was still absent from this scene; likely her complete consent. In the back of her mind, old habits rose up to cloud her enjoyment with fear and judgment.

		

		There were other nights together, the three of them. But nothing full-fledged developed, like a long term arrangement or a love affair for three. After several months Maggie moved away, a circumstance that they all mourned, but knew was necessary. The touch, the sight, the feeling of each other had to be suppressed for other things, at least for a while.

		Kate knew the reason why: she wasn’t finished resurrecting herself. Too much easy comforting sex and ready bliss would subvert the thousand other desires yet to be unveiled. Maggie was easy or so she seemed initially, and there was still dark territory yet to be explored. There were challenges that she couldn’t put off.

		

		Journal: I get the feeling that fate and circumstance and some force beyond me is behind this battle with my sexuality. That I can be so self absorbed by it all seems a little maniacal at worst, overly self-important at best. How can anyone’s personal unveiling be so consequential, even to themselves? But regardless of my reservations, I’m hell bent on a journey I’ll never be able to dismiss until I’ve reached its finish. The effect on my life is extraordinary, the way each day brings more fresh material for my books, and the way I feel so much closer to Sam. In the matter of Sam, it’s becoming clear how inextricably intertwined in this unveiling we are, though I’m not yet certain how we fit together, in what pattern, if there is one and if our lives can ever be normal, our marriage ever something sane and predictable. Isn’t that what we want?

		I think of Maggie fondly, and wonder if in the vague ‘there-after’ somewhere, there’ll be a time to return to the comfort of our simply sexual harmony. And yet, I doubt if that time will come, whether any of us or the sex we would share, could possibly be the same. Change is one constant I’m beginning to accept.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Without Maggie, Kate went back to her fantasies, finding herself tripping over the same explicit scenes every day. Exhibition, S&M, the hands of female lovers. Doors began to open that would not close again, even if sometimes she wanted to slam them shut. Still, she couldn’t argue with the feelings of finally being alive, living as if her sexuality was oozing from her skin, being in a blissful, drunken, a dizzy state of sobriety where her sexual arousal was paramount, eclipsing everything that might deter her from sexual happiness. Such power in the creative/sexual juices had been stirred. There wasn’t just one book floating from her dreams to paper, but a hundred, swirling in her head, driven and fanciful volumes of sexual escapades ready for her hand to write them down, her fingers to pound the typewriter keys and give them birth.

		She couldn’t argue with the physical sensations and spiritual high they produced. She couldn’t argue with the results on her creative life. Sam was in awe of her. She was in awe of herself. And yet, swimming in such fantasy, in such wild thinking was a doubled edged sword. She craved sensation in reality, for the sexual world of her imagination to come alive, a place, a time, an opportunity to draw outside the lines of taboo, to play outside the boundaries of convention, the chance to dally in the dark side and the dark lust and the unfettered world of the forbidden.

		

		Journal: I regret that I wasn’t a free-spirited child of my 60’s generation, wantonly pursuing sexual freedom when it was easy to do. Now, with so much rampant sexual energy, I need to find what it means to me in a world more hostile to sexual awakening and its excesses. Propriety doesn’t matter anymore; rules and conventional morality once shoved me into an empty closet of non-sensation. Out of the closet, I’m a different woman. It angers me now that I duped myself into that shut-down and empty existence. But I can’t be concerned with anger now. I have to expose this gnawing need in me, take it out of my mind to play in the real world with real people.

		

		***

		

		Like a sumptuous sparkling jewel the place Kate found to play stood by itself in a sheltered, out-of-the-way, non-descript corner of the city, so out of the way most people would never know it was there, or seeing it, guess what licentious festivities sprang to life inside the unimposing walls of the clapboard building with the shuttered windows and the plain white paint.

		Seeing an advertisement for the place in one of Sam’s sex rags, Kate knew about it for nearly a year before she had the courage to suggest to him that they go there some night just to see what it was like. It was a sex club and it had Kate’s inventive mind all aflutter with possibilities, her body clamoring to enjoy what kinky possibilities awaited there.

		Arriving the first night, there were already a smattering of cars outside the building. Kate waited, nervous and scared, while Sam opened the door and the first smoke-filled breath of air beckoned them inside, as if they were walking into a den of iniquity. However, that first impression was quickly dispelled once they paid the hefty cover charge at the door and proceeded beyond the entry way.

		At first examination, it looked much like a normal nightclub with a bar and couches and soft, seductive music playing in the background. The lights were low with a garish string of white Christmas bulbs on one side of the main room blinking like a Las Vegas casino – and producing the same tawdry feeling she felt when entered that kind of place. Further inside the lounge, there was a tentative milling about underway, as spectators in the rousing atmosphere looked for sights they’d never see in a normal nightclub. Men anxiously pursued the sight of female bodies in erotically enticing attire, while women exhibited more flesh than they’d ever dare to reveal in public.

		At the far end of the lounge there were other guests mingling about, some already half clothed with towels about their waists on their way to the hot tub. Outside, in the glass enclosed patio, the steam from a bubbling pool of water floated in the air, as eager men and cautious women strolled about, some moving forward, dropping their towels and stepping down into the hot water.

		Kate glanced at couples lounging on the club’s couches and socializing in the hot tub; but what caught her fascination was in the center of the main lounge: a green, felt pool table with two women strutting around it playing a game, while the hungry eyes of a dozen men waited for a good peek of bare flesh under short skirts and down open blouses.

		There was no doubt that Kate could be a bolder woman in this place than in the outside world. Though cautious still, the sudden surge of freedom became exhilarating.

		Watching as the players at the table moved away, she and Sam stepped up and took two pool cues to start their own game. It was a bold move for Kate, but effortless, as if she’d done this all before. With permission to expose herself, the club became her center stage. She had dressed for the occasion, wearing just a thin midriff top that fit tightly against her breasts so it was impossible to not to see her rock hard nipples poking through the fabric. The skirt was tight and short; and just as she might reveal a naked pussy to a room of ogling men in her nighttime fantasies, she bent over the table to make a shot. The eyes around her could spot the wisps of hair on her labia and her wet pink bud peeking out. With her first pool shot complete, she started to rise. But Sam wouldn’t let her move. He stood beside her with his hand fondling her exposed pussy—all for the show, for eyes to see and for a mutual arousal that made them both quietly smile.

		When the game was over, the two moved to the tiny dance floor where the background music was familiar. As they danced, Sam pressed his hand to Kate’s breasts and fondled her openly. His other hand went under her skirt, grabbing a handful of ass cheek. She swayed lewdly against his hips, and growing cock. Feeling something naughty take all restraints from her once rule-bound mind, she pressed her hands on his engorged cock. Then, while a dozen pairs of eyes watched, she dropped to her knees and began undoing Sam’s zipper. With his cock set free, her lips climbed on the stalk, the blow-job eager. Her tongue played, her teeth teased and her lips smiled as she looked up at Sam’s delighted face. She jerked him hard with her hand closing tightly around the pulsing organ. How many eyes watched? How many pricks jacked off? How many men with pants half mast or towels pulled away enjoyed the show? She was too oblivious to count, though she knew the number increased the longer the blowjob went on.

		“I love this,” she purred to him. Lusty contentment poured from her eyes, a look as if she’d finally been welcomed home by the god’s of sex that had been tapping at the obscene doors of her psyche all these years, waiting for her to set her sexual spirit free. No restraints now, this pleasure palace was like heaven where she could revel in the debauchery for nights on end.

		Suck cock in public. Even the thought made her insides prickly. She wished there was a mouth at her crotch to satisfy her hunger for stimulation.

		Her mouth continued its rousing work with a frolicking tongue and a hand-job to move the climax along, until Sam was cumming across her face. A splash of hot liquid semen ran from her lips to her chin. She stared up with satisfaction at Sam’s expression, and then took a quick glance at the dozen men with stiff pricks who’d watched her, hypnotized. A fickle lot, they were already turning away to find another raunchy sight to titillate their sex-hungry appetites. As they did, Sam pulled Kate into his arms and wiped her face with his handkerchief. Then his arms went around her as the music made them dance again.

		The extravagant possibilities for exposure were the club’s greatest asset to her sexual re-education. There was the freedom of pursuit within the walls, a sanctuary for a woman once bound-up and up-tight, living with a head full of fantasy and a heart full of fear.

		

		“I want that man,” Kate told Sam one evening as she pointed to a black man who eyed her from the corner of the lounge. His black skin, black/white eyes and easy grin, didn’t suggest a guy filled with BS and fancy lines, but a direct and purposeful one. The connection was instantaneous.

		“You’re the best looking woman here,” he told her when they made their approach. Compliments like that could be as bogus as the games for sexual capture that were played nightly under this roof. But even if he wasn’t sincere, she liked him making a gentleman’s play for her attention in an unpresumptuous way. It was fun to flirt again after years of putting that behavior away in order to be a proper wife. More fun still was to break another taboo. Going directly to a back corridor room, Kate and the black man tumbled to a mattress. Stripping away her clothes and his, he brought his firm black body down on her lily white one. His muscles were hard as hard as his cock. His thighs felt like granite against her soft ones. He moved with purpose, his intent clear, as clear as hers was to be fucked by his hard muscled flesh.

		Staring at his dark erection, she was in awe. Any other cock than Sam’s would feel foreign, but the color of his added a dimension of thrill, taking her far far from the norms, to the place where all the best of her fantasies hid out. After her lips made a journey over all his intimate territory, he pulled her up on hands and knees and entered her pussy, pounding hard. She squeezed hard, welcoming him inside her, though he likely wasn’t paying attention.

		Withdrawing from her pussy, he flipped her to her back and held himself above her gazing down. He opened her legs wide, watching the expression on her face with fire burning in his eyes. Intensity. Joy. Simple admiration. She liked his smile, but most of all, she liked the look of his black crotch against her white one. She liked his cumming fast because he didn’t want to wait. And she liked the way his grin warmed her when they collapsed together at the end and talked quietly about nothing meaningful at all. She stroked his thighs and the limp prick and let him kiss her on the mouth.

		Sam hung back watching them. Hard himself, he couldn’t wait any longer. Pulling Kate to him, he let her new lover see the way she satisfied her husband with her mouth. The black man snickered in appreciation.

		A perfectly pleasurable, perfectly anonymous, perfectly happy moment in time passed by effortlessly; just being acquainted for a few short seconds was all that was necessary to create a bond of pleasure.

		

		***

		

		Kate danced on the balcony at the club. What started as a tease for the other couples enjoying the quiet of the ‘Couples Only’ loft, away from the crowd of single men in the lounges, turned into a tease to titillate a hoard of hungry eyes on the stairs below. The sensuous strip-tease began with her parted blouse. One button after another undone, Kate stripped away her clothes a piece at a time until she was nearly naked. Gazing down the winding staircase, she caught sight of eager men responding to the disrobing with fixed glances and healthy grins. Playing for the crowd, she wiggled her naked ass, massaged her breasts and stroked her cunt as if she was about to get off. She loved manipulating their minds and dicks. But with a saucy shake of her head, she moved away from the stairs and left them hungry for more.

		“The pussy has the power in the place,” the owner had told her on one of their first visits. In the club, Kate had tits, ass, pussy and power, and a place to use them that would never be tired of her and would never forsake her, as long as a hard-on needed a target for a happy finish. It was an education in liberation finding that she was as powerful with her female body as the pro on the street or the sultry actress—and she was just a housewife, would-be writer of some fame, and a once modest, sexual nonentity that could hardly turn on the man she slept with every night.

		

		“You know you’re not orgasmic when you’re there?” Sam said, verbalizing his observations. They’d walked through door of the club at least a dozen times in the last three weeks. Tonight they took a break from the debauchery. They sipped vodka tonics as they sat on the porch gazing out at the lake, the serene water and the clouds that gathered on the horizon. The quiet calm of the evening, after spending so many nights immersed in the sex-hungry environment of the club, provided a rare moment of clarity.

		“I know,” she admitted.

		“You haven’t climaxed once,” he added.

		“I guess it just doesn’t work that way. I don’t feel the arousal when I’m in the middle of playing around. But it comes back to me when I think about it later.”

		“Why not feel it then?” he asked.

		“I’d like to,” she replied. She shrugged wondering.

		“So—” Sam looked at her perplexed, “you give all those people pleasure and there’s none for yourself?”

		“Like I said, I get mine later. I’m happy.”

		Sam heard a bittersweet sadness in her voice. He knew at the heart of things, she was disappointed with the results and so was he. In the months of her re-awakened lust, he’d come to feed off her sexual energy. He felt her when she was aroused, got hard when her libido opened wide and climaxed easily when she was just one step away from her own orgasm. Like a drug fix or a shot of booze or the best X-rated movie scene, when she was hot she was his favorite aphrodisiac, the sexual siren of his wet-dreams. But for all the suggestion, all the overtly exhibited body parts, for all the talk, the tease and the provocative happenings at the club, her sexual energy in that place was dry as a desert grass on an arid afternoon. As if she were acting on stage, most of the dramas that she fashioned in the club were a lifeless theater, born of her mind’s creative fantasy, but not connected to her physical arousal. Sam missed the intoxicating energy from his slutty, prick-tease of a wife, which in fits and starts, descended on him like a fondling hand to make him hard.

		Over several weeks, even Kate’s exhibitionist fantasies ran out of fuel. The club was too safe, the activity too common in the unreal world its protective walls created. She tired of the fawning men and their drooling appetites, turning spiteful in her heart as she felt them asking for favors she was tired of giving without any physical satisfaction for herself in return. A psychological high was one thing, orgasm something different.

		In a rash move one night, she gave her phone number to a well-dressed, well-heeled black man. His hands had been all over her all night long. She wanted something outside the club to titillate her fantasies, and hopefully charge her libido once again. Her pick in men seemed interesting but harmless. A gamble, yes. But worth the thrill she felt at the prospect of something way outside the bounds of her prim alter-ego. On the surface, she explained the bold act as a business move; she was looking for a publisher for her second sex book. He told her he might know someone.

		“Leon,” he said as an introduction.

		“I’m Kate,” she said, shaking his hand, as if a formal introduction was necessary.

		Kate knew the man was little more than an everyday con artist looking for a way inside her pants. A connoisseur of fuckable, high profile women to seduce and screw. Just what she wanted. Charming, adept, and as sleazy as they come. She was smitten and intrigued – even if she saw right through his game.

		They met at a bar at noon – to discuss her writing was the excuse. Red high heels. A snug fitting halter. Black leggings. Her hair a sexy mass of curls and fuck-me make-up. She was a woman on the prowl for a man to screw – although she’d already spotted the one she wanted sitting alone and nursing a drink.

		Every eye in the bar seemed to turn her way as she made her entrance, staring with fixed attention at the curves and lines of her body as she waltzed with swaying hips and a demure, playful smile, from the doorway toward the table on the far side of the lounge. Her heart raced. Her pussy was already wet and throbbing. She teetered for a moment, feeling dizzy from the attention but Sam steadied her from behind with a firm hand on her right ass cheek. “Just keep on walking,” he whispered in her ear, as he squeezed that ass cheek hard. “You’re doing just fine. The shot of electricity that raced through her might have toppled her on the spot. But a deep breath, and Sam’s comforting presence steadied her enough to move forward. Moments later, she slipped into the bench seat beside Leon, while Sam took a chair opposite.

		She was relieved to have the attention in the room drift away from her so she could focus on the smiling Leon. But her nerves were still on edge with so much sexual energy rising up between the horny trio.

		“Damn girl, you’re hot!” Leon quietly exclaimed. “You know that?”

		“You think so?” she coyly answered.

		He laughed light, then lifted her chin so she couldn’t help but gaze into his dark and lust filled eyes. When he leaned in and kissed her with his full, soft lips, she felt the thrill of it all the way to her pulsating pussy. Oh, how she wanted more! She wanted him all over her. She wanted him in his bed. His cock in her pussy and his hands mauling her flesh.

		“Oh, yeah, you are!” His eyes glistened as the flirtation continued. He turned his attention to her breasts, which seemed to spill from inside the clingy halter. “You’re horny, aren’t you?” he said.

		“I might be,” she teased.

		He laughed, as did Sam. Then he pulled back and the three spent the next several minutes talking about her book and his contacts in the publishing world – which were minimal, as she expected they would be.

		“So what’s this book about?” he asked.

		“Well,” she started to blush. “Funny you should ask…it’s about a young woman who dresses up like a whore and goes out every night to see what kind of men she attracts.”

		“Ah. So, this must be research, huh?” He placed his hand on her thigh and squeezed her flesh.

		“Oh my!” she whispered. She was coming unglued, unmoored, and so far from the woman she’d been all her life that had no sane thought left in her head. “You know, I think I need a drink,” she gasped.

		Moments later, a double whiskey and coke landed on the table in front of her.

		“Going too fast, am I?” Leon asked, as he handed her the glass.

		“Not really,” she sighed. She took two huge gulps. “I kinda like the attention.”

		“A regular exhibitionist.”

		“Let him peek inside your halter,” Sam suggested.

		Her eyes went wide. “But—” She nervously gazed around at the room, noticing the men who continued to glance her way from time to time.

		“Go ahead, let him take a look.”

		Leon needed no further invitation. He ran a finger along the “V” of the halter, opening it just enough for him to see the hard nipple of her right breast.

		“Humm. Nice. I bet it tastes real sweet.”

		He’d zeroed into her with such alarming sexual intensity that she felt as if he were already fucking her. Her pussy spasmed as if it wouldn’t stop. If only his cock were inside her now.

		She looked to Sam, still hoping he would rescue her from her rampant lust, but he left the door wide open. “This is your party, sweetheart.”

		“And you’re just getting started, lovely slut,” Leon added.

		His hand returned to her thigh, slowing working its way between her legs toward her crotch as he fondled the flesh.

		“Geez, you’re making me want to strip right out of my clothes,” she gasped.

		“Nothing wrong with that,” as he moved in closer, whispering in her ear. She parted her thighs as he moved his hand a little deeper between her thighs. Then, for a moment, she sat back attempting to relax her keyed-up body, but with Leon’s hand finding the wet spot at her crotch, there was no tamping down her desire. He toyed with her until she was about to shriek.

		“Oh, my gawd, please!” she whimpered.

		“How about in my car?” Leon suggested.

		“Sure.” She answered readily this time, and the threesome abruptly rose from their seats and left the bar.

		

		It was midday in the center of a busy parking lot, but it really didn’t matter that there were people coming and going; it only mattered getting off. They chose his car because the windows were dark enough to prevent passersby from seeing inside – unless, of course, they stood close enough to look beyond the dark glass.

		Sam sat in the back to voyeur the scene, while Kate and her afternoon lover sat in front.

		Leon was on her immediately, reaching forward, unbuttoning the halter and pulling it off and over her head. Her naked tits sprang free – free for him to maul. Then he grabbed her nipples and pinched them hard, watching as her facial expressions morph between pain and pleasure.

		“Damn, I want your cock!” she cried.

		“You want my dick, you gotta find it, slut.”

		Kate went for his crotch, undoing the belt, pulling the zipper down and snaking her hand inside his pants to pull free out prick. She played with the rising stalk, enjoying the expression on his face – one like a prayer had been answered.

		He was the answer to hers too. As she leaned in, Leon’s hand was at the back of her head, guiding her face into his lap. She ran her lips around the soft black flesh, feeling his cock harden under her grasp. Soon, her blonde hair was bobbing up and down as she licked the head of his cock, swallowed his organ, then back off, licking and sucking until it was rock hard.

		“C’mon, baby, open that sweet mouth and take it all.” He pushed her further down, so her mouth was forced to open wide and take the dark brown prick deeper. She almost choked, but then backed off slightly, pressing her lips tightly round the hard meat and moving in a steady rhythm. “Oh, baby, yeah” he groaned, as if he were about to come. She tasted his pre-cum, and bore down harder with her mouth.

		But, suddenly, he pushed her back and grabbed for the waistband of her leggings, yanking them down until they were heaped in a small pile at her feet, along with her shoes and halter. The effort was awkward, yes, but he was undeterred. He wanted her naked. And she was naked, in the front seat of a Caddy in the middle of the afternoon, with the world going about its business outside the doors and windows, oblivious to the black man with his hands all over the white slut’s crotch, slipping his fingers into the wet warmth of her pussy, and reaching around with his other hand to find the tight opening of her virgin rear door.

		She gasped, alarmed.

		“Yeah, baby, I should just take your ass, you little bitch!”

		“Oh my gawd…” she wanted to protest. It was trashy talk – and loved him talking dirty – every gasped bitch, slut and whore.

		As he alternately worked her two holes, Kate went down on his cock again, opening her mouth wider and sucking hard. She wanted him inside body, yes, but it was just too damn awkward. If anyone had mentioned they get a hotel room, she would have gone their too, and let him fuck her anywhere she wanted.

		And yet, that still small voice inside her was beginning to creep back into her thoughts. No! Dammit no! She wouldn’t let them spoil the moment.

		She quickly discarded the damning thoughts, and centered on the blowjob. There was no playacting, she wanted this. Her body craved the fine taste of his cock, and when his cum splashed on her face, it was sweet and thick and she lapped up every drop – some still clinging to her cheeks and she finally looked up and smiled.

		She sighed deeply and looked around.

		She had not yet climaxed – and she wouldn’t. She knew that as soon as Leon’s cock began to soften and the heightened tension in the car subsided. There was something so deeply satisfying about scene, about Leon’s attention to her body, his nasty talk and the copious amount of cum sliding down her throat. But she could take no more.

		Suddenly aware of her surroundings, her inhibitions settled in around her once again.

		“Oh, dear God, I think I’ve done enough,” she blurted out.

		The rendezvous ended there – without her orgasm. It would have been the exclamation point to an already amazing experience. But she could go no further. Maybe next time – although she knew there wouldn’t be a next time.

		

		There was nothing lost in that decision to end the affair with a rousing blowjob. He got what he was after and so did she. A feeling of power racing through Kate when the man drove away. Like shaking her fist to the world and those who claimed an unearned right to tell her what was right and wrong. This was a day to reclaim her liberty so long ago given over to fools.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“I’m tired of putting on the show,” Kate announced as she was getting ready one night. She hopped on one leg, trying to put on her high heels without sitting down. The tiny dress she wore was exhibitionist perfect: short slit skirt, tiny waist, and a cut-out bodice that showed nearly all of her breasts and cleavage.

		“Then don’t,” Sam answered her. “You sure you even want to go?”

		“Yes. But I want to watch.” She was adamant in her decision.

		Fantasy had become reality, and still there was something missing, not yet connected in her sexual self.

		Kate and Sam went to the club as usual, though without a thought of what they’d do, no pre-set plans, no fantasy playtime, and particularly no sexy show. Sitting in the lounge, the two nursed drinks and engaged in casual conversation with several couples, but nothing more. It was nearly eleven o’clock when the mood of the club began to soften, when couples were tiptoeing to private rooms. The one-night dabblers had already left the place to the diehard sexual seekers. For hours, there was nothing unusual to see, just the drifting in and drifting out of people looking for the right thing to turn them on. Moving to a couch on one side of the lounge, Kate and Sam fondled each other when there was nothing else to do. It had been an unremarkable night. But just as they were about to leave, a late arriving couple came through the door, and something about their unique presence caught Sam’s attention.

		“They haven’t been here before,” he whispered to Kate, nodding their way.

		Sam and Kate observed the duo with immediate curiosity. The couple was different in manner and attitude from anyone else in the room He was blonde, slight, of average height, with well-groomed close cropped looks. He was the kind of man to size up a room with a single glance. The female beside his looked like sumptuous cotton, warm and tanned; her droopy eyelids lured the eyes of men away from wives and part-time lovers and one-night fucks. It was all in her attitude – her body and features were plain, nothing particularly remarkable. The he held the gaze of every man and most of the women in the club.

		The fascinating couple was a matched pair in the physical sense, she yielding, he controlling. She deferred to him, waited for him to act, and was completely absorbed in him alone. While he was quick to gauge the crowd and move through it, she had only eyes for her dashing blond lover.

		Striding through the main lounge with the sultry brunette in tow, the blond man whisked his lover into the hot-tub atrium and set her on a bench. She wasn’t for anyone else to touch, and he shooed away the men that tried, while he treated her as a doll to suckle between her thighs and breasts. Her eyes nearly closed when he touched her. Except for the moments when she caught his eye, she presented the perfect picture of abandoned arousal. Her submissive body moved as he moved her through an exhibition of teasing schemes. Neither one of them acknowledged the voyeurs that stared, as if they were players alone on their own stage. And yet, what was the point of this but to be watched, to be adored and honored by the silent glances of men and women who sat back in awe, attempting to understand the eroticism that bound these two together? Enough of the atrium, the pair moved back inside.

		“I should just lay you out on the pool table and fuck you there,” Sam and Kate heard the blond man tell the brunette, as if it was a punishment he would execute. But not stopping at the pool table, he moved on to the couples’ balcony. Sam and Kate followed them discreetly, hypnotized by the sensuality they exuded. Their energies were alive, but very different, complimentary but rare between men and women; the reason that their display of eroticism was so startling.

		On a bed in a balcony room, Sam played with an aroused Kate, while the couple stood by the open door. The brunette was soon pushed against the wall with her lover on his knees, lifting her skirt to show where his mouth would tease her cunt again. She groaned, and ground her hips into the plaster wall, then flung her head back as if she might be in the throes of orgasm, though whether or not she was wasn’t clear enough to tell.

		She didn’t move without his command, didn’t flinch when he pinched her nipples hard or slapped her small tits. She didn’t seem to have a discerning bone in her body, didn’t seem to have a mind of her own. And when he led her back to the open balcony and laid her out on a table, stripping away her skirt and blouse, she had no objections, except for the tiny whimpers that issued from her throat. She was in pain and still perfectly surrendered.

		For a time he held with her back bent over his left arm and her head dangling as his right hand journeyed at will to her clit, which he pinched, to her breasts which he roughly mauled, and finally. He slapped her cheek sharply, repeatedly, until her eyes opened and she stared into his eyes again. Locked eye to eye, he resumed his inventive assault to her cunt with a finger in her hole and an aggressive slap to her exposed clit. He repeated the torture until it was clear that her body was crescendoing toward climax. Finally, while holding her clit tightly between his thumb and index fingers, he brought her off on the pain he was determined to inflict on her surrendered body. Everyone around the loft bore witness to the torment she endured. They saw for themselves, the look of horror on her face, the evidence of her communicated her distress. The surrounding couples were there to witness her climax, how her last gasp rose in volume and for some seconds her body wildly jerked inside her lover’s fierce hold. Even in the final moments of the pair’s amazing theater, as her orgasm slowly ebbed, the blond man continued with his torture, pinching her nipples enough to make her gasp.

		An inspired finale would have had the dominant drop her spent body to the floor and walk away like the arrogant prick he appeared to be. Yet somewhere in their bizarre relationship, there was a degree of affection that pulled her to her feet, bade her restore her clothes and follow him out the door. It wasn’t much since he hardly paid attention to her, though there was no doubt that she’d leave dutifully on his arm minutes later.

		The pair came and went like a sultry breeze that floats erotically by the face on a summer day, when gone too soon, the mind is left to wonder if there’d been a breeze there at all, or if it had simply been some over active fantasy-maker’s apparition.

		There was nothing else to see that night and no reason to stay. Kate and Sam went home to fuck in silence, with the two lost in the middle of the sensuous memory of one haughty bastard of a man holding hostage one surrendering seductress of a woman.

		

		They didn’t go to the club again for a while. The thought of their last night moved the playing field of Kate’s desires to a higher ground. Remembering the unusual couple, she viewed them as the paragon of eroticism, their odd sex play haunting her daydreams. Between writing torrid sex scenes, she played the steamy night over in her head with variations of that remarkable scene. The passionate recollection of the pair moved her body to orgasmic heights that the club’s routine activities could never approach. The added twist put her in the picture as the relinquishing woman. If only she could be that in touch with how her body and enjoy the pleasure for herself that came so easily to the sultry stranger. Kate decided being submissive was the clue. In her mind, the blond man was the exemplary dominant that Tom never was. His presence in her mind put her into erotic oblivion as if it was his voice speaking to her and fashioning the pleasure she desired more than anything.

		

		Fantasy: I am his. When I arrive at his house, it’s like clicking on a another station in my head, tuning into another reality where I put the rest of my life aside, where all the rules of appropriate womanly conduct and virtuous behavior don’t matter at all, because there are no rules, just his.

		He holds me captive because I want to be controlled by him. I don’t want to think at all. I merely want to feel. I want sensation and more sensation and drama and thrills to make up for a dry, tedious life filled with desert winds and a heat that cannot be cooled.

		I crave the impressions he makes on my body, when he strips me naked and humiliates me before the eyes of others, and happily so. In a glittering room with glittering people, I glitter least of all, presented in my plain submissive’s clothes: of lace to accentuate my sexual parts, and a collar to show my status. Having even these garments ripped away, I’m shuttled about from groin to groin to serve them all, and take without objection the small torture they choose to afflict on my surrendered flesh.

		In a circle of impudent men, I take their erections in my mouth until their juices splash over my face. In an out-of-the-way corner, I’m beckoned by a jewel bedecked matron that treats me like a pet on a leash, and makes me fuck her cunt with my tongue. I give without objection because I know my own rewards when they find scandalous ways to take me deeper and make me feel vile and wonderful things.

		I feel a lash, which makes me jerk, and the snap of a baton that makes me squirm and shriek. I feel hands that pinch and prod, that vigorously knead my flesh, making me cry out for some relief. I’m bound over a padded, leather bar face down with my legs and hands tied so that my backside becomes nothing but an orifice and a whipping post.

		I don’t mind the disgraceful pose; it’s exactly what I thrive on…

		

		Going down that pathway in her mind, Kate climaxed to feelings of shame and disgrace, thinking of it in tandem with her fantasy of the cold/hot dominance of the brunette woman by the haughty blond man in the club. She wondered if somewhere in that brunette’s mind at the moment of surrender, she wasn’t in that same degrading world over the padded bar where Kate had been.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		The gnawing remembrance of the blonde and his brunette lover tormented Kate, especially in those half-awake moments where her mind would drift naturally into sadomasochistic dreams. Giving herself over to something so completely was a desire to dream on, though not one easily managed. Much easier to accomplish was a simple orgy of men. Perhaps without the sadomasochistic overtones, it would be possible to experience that giving bliss in the company of many. The notion teased her from the moment she discovered the club’s orgy room. She wished someone would start something so she could join in. And yet the pillows and mattresses, glowing iridescent in the black lights, had remained empty the weeks she and Sam spent there, except for a few brief times when couples screwed there just to be seen.

		It was all in her head, the as vision clear to her as any one she’d gazed on . . .

		

		Fantasy: I start to flirt around the lounge. From man to man, batting my eyes, and alluding to my big event. I infuse the night with expectancy, for the orgy room has been empty far too many nights. I think first of another woman joining me to begin it, that our making love on the low round bed will attract an audience, since that kind of sex play always does. We’d begin in each other’s arms, stripping away clothes, kissing lips and fondling breasts. A crowd gathers. Our private world is soon invaded by hands, reaching out to touch us, gliding softly over our skin to further heighten the stimulation. Pulled apart by insistently groping fingers, we lose the connection to each other and make new ones with men eager for quick screws, and a taste of love they never get anymore. One body moves to the next, and moves to the next, so I lose count. But it doesn’t matter anymore what they look like and how I serve them. The openness compels me, draws me into a rite of pure physical expression where the holiest thing is a man’s climax at the altar of my sacred body. Somewhere in the midst of this rare moment, I escape all bonds of conformity into an exhilarated reach toward heaven . . .

		

		Such lofty thoughts of an orgy made her desire peak, until, on the right day, at the right time, she was certain she wouldn’t stop herself.

		

		Kate returned to the club almost nightly, even though much of its allure was now lost. She returned with Sam on her arm and remained in the background of the nightlife, aloof and watchful. Ever present was the haunting realization that there was yet one more fantasy to take place before she gave up the place altogether. Still, she was determined not to force herself into a superficial scenario. She wanted to feel it with her whole body, not just her fertile mind.

		One evening, like many she’d spent there, inspiration lagging—all except the incessant calling to her from the empty party-room at the back of the club—she found her conversation with one fascinating gentleman bordering on something special. He exuded a quality of calm resignation, though a simmering sexual fire beneath the surface of their very ordinary exchange stirred Kate with a warm pulsing feeling in her crotch. She delighted in her response to him. He was distinguished, a man of gentlemanly breeding. Strange, she thought, as she let her lusty eyes rest on him, he was the perfect man to begin her finest hour.

		“I was thinking of something in the orgy room tonight,” she murmured softly, leaning across the table toward him. His graying hair and gentleness suggested a man of some maturity. His lips, eyes and tawny bronze skin suggested a mixed race, which gave him an exotic quality as intriguing to her as the sexy Leon had been. He’d been in the hot-tub moments before, and sat now with just a towel wrapped around his waist. He smiled, waiting for her to continue, though he looked cautious, likely wary of the overt come-on after such a mundane conversation. “Let’s see what’s here,” she added to the easy seduction, reaching beyond the towel to feel his cock.

		“What were you thinking of?” he inquired. He leaned back in his chair, interested but non-committal.

		“You could start me off,” she said, nodding toward the empty back room.

		“And who would finish?” he asked. The more their conversation settled on the sexual, the more his passive eyes sparked in an earthy way. He could be dominant, she imagined, but it was a little early yet in their casual, unofficial relationship to suggest that.

		“Whoever wants to,” she explained, just to be clear about her purpose.

		As she stroked his cock, it swiftly hardened. Bending over, she drew the head into her mouth and began to fondle it with her tongue, hearing a happy gasp escape his lips. Backing away, she smiled as she continued to fondle the thickening prick. He seemed a bit sheepish displaying his arousal in front of so many people in the club’s main room.

		“You mind if we start?” she asked. “I’m very ready.”

		“Wet, perhaps,” he said. Leaning in to her, his fingers went between her thighs, like a small version of his cock. She opened wide so he could feel her there. He had adept fingers that didn’t have to pull or tug to open her labia. “Very wet,” he found the answer to his question himself.

		She rose from her chair and drew him with her, then pushed down her short skirt as a matter of habit—as if she were trying to be proper, even if it was just for an instant.

		In the center of the mattress-lined room, Kate and her new lover played body to body while Sam beckoned the audience and the line of men who would follow. Once on her back, her legs spread wide and she opened for the first sharp thrust of her gentleman lover. Looking up, she delighted in the sight of his eyes staring down at her, the pleasure written in the grimace and the gasps and the changing expressions on his face until there was nothing but contentment there. He’d cum.

		He moved away and another man took his place, encouraged by Sam who acted like the doorman to her cunt. There were those who hovered at her side with hard cocks she grabbed for and jerked in tempo with the pounding rhythm between her legs. One prick was shoved into her mouth. She didn’t appreciate the oral assault and tried to it spit out, but the insistent lover demanded her attention to him until he spewed his cum across her face.

		Her body rocked to the rhythms of a dozen lovers, some coming twice to her. The more they used her the better she felt, the more whole, the more virtuous for reasons that made no sense. She was so eagerly amoral and should be feeling guilty, but thoughts of guilt never entered her mind.

		An hour passed, maybe two. After the twelfth or thirteenth man – she’d long ago lost count – her cunt was too sore to continue. The night was growing old, and her body ached. Feeling delirious and spent, she welcomed Sam’s arms as he led her from the orgy room to the sofas in the lounge. She shared a beer with a young man from New York City, who’d appreciated her prowess, and in his thick New York accent told her so.

		After a time, she felt refreshed enough for more and returned to the orgy room, where several more men used her cunt until they came. Once she was clearly too sore to endure another fuck, she left the club with Sam’s steady arm around her waist, quietly exhilarated by her happy exhaustion.

		“Was it what you wanted?” Sam asked as they drove home.

		“I feel perfect,” she replied. “Way down deep inside.” The dreamy sensation of peacefulness made her feel as if she were floating, a little dizzy and a little numb, but still, and calm and satisfied. “I should feel guilty, shame myself for being so vulgar, but I can’t.”

		“That would be pretty stupid,” Sam observed. He was not one to entertain an suggestion of regret.

		Perhaps she accepted a little more of herself than she had the day before. A little more of the woman she she’d always been was coming out of hibernation and into to the light of day. She liked what she saw, as long as she shed the mantle of virtuous sexual acts, and declared the whole sham of sexual mores a crock. In that frame of mind, there was nothing sinful about the act of sex, no shame, no guilt, no regret, no need for authoritarian standards.

		

		***

		

		Born of that insatiable, erotic amorality, another book of sexual awakening appeared in her mind. A woman like herself, haunted by sexual desire finds her fantasies fulfilled by a most extraordinary club, not a club that she visits but one that comes to her, where covert messages from phantom lovers tease her waking hours with exhibitionist sexual demands, and she finds herself awed by the lewd behaviors that take over her once very ordinary life.

		

		Journal: I envisioned her driven, just as I am, and taken over by a mysterious entity outside herself, who awakens dreams on a soul-felt plane. On the command of some unknown power, I have her remove her underwear in public places, masturbate before open windows, and find herself in darkened rooms assaulted by unknown hands and unknown pricks.

		I see myself in her place, feel myself in her self-depreciating position. My cunt is hot from the places she goes because I go there too in my mind. The empty well-lit room closes in around me, the window beckons with its world outside. The night would look on me in that empty office, as I stand before the glass naked and play with my body. As I bring myself off, I wonder who sees me, whose eyes see my nipples hard, my cunt wet, my fingers slip between my pussy lips, then pull my labia wide apart so the pink bud shows. Who’s on the other side of the window? I can imagine many things: a crowd, or just one solitary man eyeing me—the man that made the fantasy, the man that ordered me to submit to his command.

		I submit to the demands of this club of voyeurs, I, the consummate prick tease. They’ll make me into their willing whore, my body a racing engine of sexual force, driven into lust and lust alone, for that is my ultimate home.

		

		***

		

		Thoughts in her mind, becoming things in the flesh were her obsession—even if it sometimes seemed impossible.

		

		***

		

		Although Kate touched a piece of submission taking all those men inside her, it wasn’t submission enough. She hadn’t climaxed herself, except afterwards when she thought of what she’d done, replaying the mental tapes in her mind. At the time of the orgy, her body sensation left her. Something inside was bound up and unable to break free. Desire on desire mounted, but the sexual stimulation was minimal except what was in her mind. Did her body stop working? Did the fantasy fail? Was the act less of an act because she couldn’t get off? Or was it really unnecessary to feel it all at once?

		When she masturbated to the memories, she looked for clues. The mental tapes never ended with the orgy; it wasn’t enough to bring her to a climax. There were still the bound, gagged and whipped fantasies lurking plainly before her eyes as soon as she closed them at night. The pictures were always there at the end of the story, the ones that tripped the switch of body satisfaction. Acting out part of their fantasies in real life did nothing to lessen the dark inclinations of her soul; if anything they were only becoming more demanding. The obscure dominant man that she saw in her mind was as close as a hairsbreadth from her ear, whispering. Though she described his face a dozen times in her books, the reality never appeared before her eyes.

		

		The night after the orgy, she was at the club again, “climbing back on the horse” she thought. Not that she’d fallen and needed to get on again. She simply didn’t want to back away from her sexual unfolding as if the night before was the grand finale of her sexual enlightenment and there was no more to glean from this palace of living dreams.

		After few moments reliving the orgy room at the start of the evening, she was done with that. What had been a feast of men and giving the day before was stale and dry the next night, just as dry as the club itself. Sitting at a table in the lounge with Sam, the familiar sights of half-clothed men and women in slutty clothes, mingling with homespun average sorts looking for sparks in otherwise mundane lives, this world was starting to feel as asexual to her as the world outside on the streets. There was an energy of excitement, social fun, and a little tease; but there was little any more that had the power to move her sexual desires, unless she made it happen, or there was a blond dominant and brunette submissive roaming the club. Too bad that pair had come only once.

		As Kate sat staring about the room, at the regulars and the one-night men, the lights and lounges and the lazy scenes at the bubbling hot tub, she could see that it was time to move on to other things. She’d written of it in her journal earlier in the day.

		

		***

		

		Journal: I have to face the submissive side, deliberately confront those fantasies in my mind. Just thinking of them, even writing of them, doesn’t alleviate the tension in me.

		I think there’s something about myself I’m not yet accepting, though I’m not sure what it is.

		As fine as my sexual moments are now, miraculous really, if I think about how I was when I started this rocky ride. I’m unsettled knowing the themes of dominance and submission are nagging at me constantly.

		

		***

		

		Just when Kate was about to suggest that they leave the club for the evening, her plans were changed. A pleasantly smiling woman approached their table and sat down.

		“I noticed you last night,” she said. “I’m Ginny.”

		The woman was kind, a little husky, but with a sensuous allure attractive to Kate’s eye. Sam would never have looked at the woman twice, but then, he was looking with different eyes than his wife.

		“Scenes like that don’t happen much anymore,” Ginny said.

		“I’ve noticed,” Kate replied.

		“You enjoyed yourself?”

		“I did. You come here often? I haven’t seen you before.”

		“It’s been a while. But I come when I want to get screwed no questions asked. Otherwise my sexual exploits are more of a business.”

		“What business is that?”

		“I’m a dominatrix.”

		She said that so easily as if it wasn’t uncommon to meet a sexual dominant every day. Did she have any idea what feelings she provoked in Kate? Eyes widening, heart pounding, it was the first decent titillation she’d had in a long time.

		“You dominate men?”

		“And women.”

		“Funny you should say that,” Kate said.

		“You like being submissive, don’t you?” Ginny guessed.

		“You can tell?” Sam always said submission was written in her personality; perhaps he was right.

		“I’d love to have you in my dungeon.”

		“A dungeon. There’s a fantasy for you,” Kate remarked. Was her anxiety obvious? Or was it just the excitement on display in her body language?

		“You’d like it there. Lots of leather and whips. I have a rack and a whipping post.”

		“And people pay you to be cruel to them?”

		“Yes, though it’s more than being cruel. And the truth is, I’m not in business right now. A fire damaged the place, and I’ve got lots of repairs.”

		Kate didn’t know whether to thankful about that or not. She relaxed a little.

		“But sometimes, I like bottoms just for my own pleasure,” Ginny said.

		An awkward silence followed with the deafening roar of it in Kate’s ear, as if it demanded of her a complete confession. The woman’s implication was clear. And it was likely an interesting opportunity, even though Ginny was hardly the form of dominant Kate wanted.

		“Isn’t that strange?” Kate remarked when Ginny left the table. “That we talk about my submissive side and this woman appears.”

		“No stranger than some of the other things we’ve stumbled on,” Sam said. “You like her?”

		“Hummm. No. Not in a sexual way, but in a submissive way, yes.”

		“I don’t understand the difference.”

		“There is, believe me. It’s the authoritarian matriarch in her, the bitch, the dominant to my self-effacing character. I admit sometimes I bury it pretty deep, but it’s always driving me, especially during sex.”

		“Especially when you’re getting off,” he added.

		“When my hand’s between my legs,” she agreed.

		“So what does Ginny mean to you?” he asked.

		“I’m not sure.”

		“I know your level of desire has grown by leaps and bounds,” he observed.

		“You can tell.”

		“I told you, I feel you all the time, feel you hot, feel you cold—”

		“And everything in-between,” she laughed.

		“Yeah,” he smiled as he reached for her and tenderly kissed her forehead, “everything in-between.”

		

		It was a week later. Kate’s fantasies had marched through her head and body producing screaming climaxes. Sam was getting inside her wild thoughts enough to enjoy the fantasies there. He liked the idea of her being submissive, though her submissive desires were not his first choice of sexual stimulation. He loved it most when she exhibited herself, something about men staring at his wife’s body, and getting turned on by her the sultry allure, made his dick rock hard. Still, he wouldn’t argue with the fact that she was plagued with these demons that needed some form of expression.

		

		“I want Ginny to dominate me,” Kate suddenly announced in the middle of dinner one night. The idea had been with her for days, but she’d left it unspoken, thinking that it would go away. And finally, because it didn’t, she had to say it.

		“I thought you decided otherwise,” Sam said, remembering a conversation they’d had right after they met the woman. Yes, Ginny had touched Kate’s imagination, but she was hardly the one to submit to.

		“I have to do it. I don’t know why. You know how things come to you. I didn’t ask for this, she appears out of nowhere. Now I can’t get her out of my mind.”

		“Well, call her then, you have the number,” Sam said. Sometimes she wondered if he was too easy for her. Anything she wanted sexually he agreed to. He felt her fire, dreamed her dreams, climaxed inside her sexual center and remained there like a watchman of the darkness lurking there.

		

		***

		

		Journal: I wonder at his patience. I wonder that I’m so ephemeral like a flitting butterfly and he’s so steady like a gentle bear. I wonder that I haven’t driven him away by now, first with my frigidity, and now with my bizarre odyssey. But he remains to anchor me, protect me, and poke at my sides when I’m trying to falter because I’m scared. He knows I’m going to barrel down another crazy path with Ginny. I wonder what he’s waiting for?

		

		***

		

		Kate and Sam met Ginny in a bustling coffee shop at the breakfast hour days later. They ate bacon, eggs and toast while they talked in non-threatening tones about Ginny’s experience as a dominatrix. She’d been well paid for her services to submissive men, but was in the middle of a small upheaval with her dungeon out of commission. Anything they would do together would be informal and unpaid, just because Ginny was interested in Kate, and was missing a scene that was as real for her as Kate’s submissive fantasies.

		“Your home will be fine,” Ginny told her.

		“And what will you do?” she asked.

		To that point the woman had entertained a normal conversational tone of voice, but with this question, she turned grim, her soft eyes cold as she reeked haughtiness and control that instantly wound its way around the wary but curious Kate.

		“This isn’t something you dictate, Kate. Either you submit or you don’t. There’s no in-between. Does that make sense to you?”

		“I guess it does.”

		“Good.”

		“Do I prepare myself in some way,” she asked.

		“Just your mind. I’ll do the rest. Don’t expect much gentleness from me, slut, because you don’t deserve it.” She was already working the spell on her new-found submissive, and body was responding.

		

		Kate was prickly and uneasy waiting for the woman to arrive at the appointed time. With Ginny being nothing like the image she wanted for a dominant, there were all the hints of failure present in the scene just as they had been with Tom. But the “something” else haunting her made it imperative that she move ahead.

		When Ginny arrived, there was no dominant garb, just a perfectly authoritative attitude that instantly took charge. This wasn’t Tom, and though she wasn’t perfect, she was clear cut, assumptive and stern, just as Kate’s imagination required.

		“You’re not ready for me, slut,” she said. She reached out and stroked Kate’s cheek.

		“But you said—”

		“There are things you should assume,” she replied. “Garter belt, bra, hose and heels. Now! And do the make-up heavy. Look like the whore you are.” Hearing the tone of the Domme’s command, a shudder of desire leapt right up her spine.

		Retreating to the bedroom, Kate did as she was told. Donning the submissive attire, she let each article of clothing push her deeper into that magical place where the murky darkness of her soul resided. Looking in the mirror, she found her body appealing with her breasts boldly thrust out in a padded push-up bra, and her cunt framed by black lace garters. She pulled at her labia, opening them wide, while she stared at the pink pulsing center. Her belly swelled at bit, undulating with a fiery heat that mounted each second that ticked by.

		Finally sitting down on the chair she waited, hands clasped in her lap. It would suit her if her Mistress Ginny bound them, she thought.

		“I thought I told you I wanted the collar around your neck,” Ginny barked, the minute she came through the door. Kate looked up at her sheepishly. For effect, not because she’d been ordered to, she’d laid out the few S&M playthings she owned, including a dog collar. Obviously, it prompted her Mistress, and displeased her, too.

		“I’m sorry,” Kate said, trying to remember if she’d heard the order or if it was just an arbitrary faux pas to account for.

		Ginny slapped her face with a stinging smack.

		“Don’t talk unless I ask you to,” she said. “Now put on the collar.”

		Once the collar was around her neck, its tight feel tripped off a new wave of submissive desire. Attaching the leash to the round ring at her neck, Ginny pulled her from the chair and ordered her to crawl on hands and knees into the living room where Sam and Ginny’s boyfriend waited.

		“She’s going to suck you both,” Ginny said. “And she’s going to do it well, or I’m going to whip her ass.”

		The command didn’t surprise her, and she wasn’t particularly fazed by the order. Foreign prick was an easy enough accommodation. Taking the guest dick first, she eagerly brought the huge thing into her mouth and gave it a brisk blow-job. The form and style were first rate, and the man was obviously pleased by the way his erection grew to its fullest state. She thought he might cum if just given a few more minutes to satisfy him, but Ginny jerked on the chain before he could come and pulled her toward Sam.

		“Do better on this one, bitch, or you’re going to be punished.”

		Ginny stood over her watching as Kate did her best to take Sam to orgasm. With her hands, fingers and tongue moving about the familiar organ, she did an enthusiastic job bobbing up and down, drawing Sam’s large head deep into her mouth. A steady rhythm and he, too, might have come, but Ginny impatiently jerked her away again.

		“You can’t do better that?” she scolded. “You want your ass spanked?” She jerked the chain again, but Kate was too frightened to answer her.

		“I’d say that’s exactly what you want,” Ginny decided. “You wait here with your head on the floor while I get things ready for you.”

		Kate bowed as she was told. Such a burning between her legs, she knew she was wet, her sticky cum clinging to her pussy lips and the inside of her thighs. The two men watched her obedient pose, jerking their dicks, though they wouldn’t be coming just yet. Ginny had just begun to make her slut submit.

		“Come here,” the Domme barked at last from the down the hall. “On your hands and knees.”

		Obediently, like a pup, Kate padded down the long hallway to the bedroom. Once at the woman’s feet, Ginny grabbed the leash and jerking hard, she pulled Kate to the bed.

		“Head down!” she ordered.

		Lying over a thick stack of pillows, Kate’s ass was high and stretched while her head was low in a servile pose. Her round buns gleamed, her pussy shone pink wet, and her asshole was so clearly in view that it looked like the real target, even if it was not.

		“Naughty submissives get spanked. Spanked hard,” Ginny told her. The woman held a broad wooden paddle in her hand and with no further words, brought the thing down on Kate’s rear with a mighty smack.

		“OHMYGOD!” Kate jerked.

		Ginny smacked her hard with steady even strikes, the paddle covering the fleshy parts of Kate’s behind so they reddened fast for the watching eyes of the two men and her mistress. Kate tried to suppress her gasps of anguish, and yet as the punishment continued that became impossible. The pain was harsh, and at one point she collapsed into the pillows, wishing that she could just end it then.

		“Get up,” Ginny snapped.

		“But, I can’t take anymore.”

		“I’ll tell you what you can take and what you can’t,” the woman snapped again. “You hear me?”

		“Yes.” Kate scooted up in position again, knowing even as she did, the initial sting on her bare skin was becoming warm in a remarkable way. But interrupted in the middle of the bliss, another blistering strike made her cry out and fall against the pillows again. This time, she hurried to right her pose. Another six smacks in row had her sweltering bottom in misery, and Kate hating every minute of the trial until Ginny finally lay the paddle down.

		“Let her suck you now, she if she’s any better,” the woman announced.

		Kate rolled over, finding that both men were waiting beside the bed with half-hard cocks, each stroking their diligently. She sucked them both, going back and forth from one to the other, until each of them began to ejaculate. Her face was nearly covered in male cum – everywhere from her chin to her ears to her white-blonde hair.

		“Such a good girl for a first time,” Ginny purred to her kindly. She seemed as sweet as pie with her saccharine words. Though half of Kate recoiled, half of her was pleased with herself. “I got off smacking your behind,” she informed her.

		“You orgasmed?” Kate asked.

		Ginny smiled.

		“It might have been nice, if you had too,” Ginny added.

		“But I didn’t,” Kate said.

		“I could tell. You’d better find some way to get off or you’re going to explode.”

		The woman was not far from the truth. The roar inside her cunt was great, but held back, by some unconscious force. She once again kept herself from orgasming, though her desire was fierce. Unlike the events in the club that at times left her empty, in that dry wasteland of desire, this time there was something savage contained inside her, between her thighs and within in belly. It only needed to be channeled into an instant of climax.

		With Ginny gone, Kate finally relaxed. With her body now free for the orgasm to build, and Sam beside her, coaxing her – his hands seeming to maul her flesh – she glided easily to a finish. However, they both knew that one climax would never be enough to disperse the sexual energy that her submissive acts had produced.

		

		For a brief while, Kate’s mind remained fixed on Ginny as her Mistress, even though she knew the woman would only remain there temporarily. She let the dominant bitch and her abiding authority get inside her head where her ever-present dominant force resided. Side by side with her male counterpart, it teased her, the elusive plaything nearly as exacting and tyrannical as Tom’s had once been.

		A week later, when on the phone with Ginny, she was given a new assignment. By then, Kate was ready.

		“Go for the school girl look,” Mistress told her. “Dress up in something plain and demure. A Peter Pan collar if you have it, and a long skirt and flat shoes. Nothing shows, not even a peek of breasts. Play the little girl for me, a submissive little cowering girl.”

		Kate agreed, even though the thought of the woman’s demand instantly provoked a certain loathing.

		It was hard to find clothes worthy of the scene in Kate’s closet. Over the last few years, she’d managed to dispense with most of her prim attire at the instigation of Sam who hated them. But there was a long skirt that buttoned up the front, and a white high necked shirt. With all buttons done from top to bottom, as if she was packaging herself for shipping, Kate then tied a scarf around her neck to add to the modest picture. Combing out her hair, she pulled it back at the nape of her neck, and without a trace of make-up, her fair-skinned face seemed to disappear. Each submissive act was more loathsome than the last. She gazed in the mirror scowling at the woman before her, feeling a mounting agitation clawing her insides until she wanted to rip the glass from the wall and fling it to the floor so it would shatter.

		“I want to tear it all off!” she announced to Sam as she bolted from the bedroom. “I hate this.”

		“Hate it?” he queried. “It’s supposed to make you more submissive.”

		“It’s making me mad, crazy, furious, and ready to scream. Shall I scream?” she cried, starting to charge at him, her face flushed red.

		“What the hell’s the matter with you?” he charged right back, taking a hold of her by the shoulders.

		“I hate these clothes,” she shouted. She looked as crazy as she vowed she was. Her blue eyes snapping, making her look as if she was about to burst. Sam could see the tension in her throat and jaw as she bristled angrily.

		“It’s not working the way it’s supposed to,” he said calmly. “You’d better get out of those things.”

		Not about to argue, she ripped the blouse and skirt from her body, and tore her hair apart so that it was wild as the rage inside her. The most demure panties and bra in her wardrobe, she threw to the fireplace and burned them.

		However, seeing the dowdy under things sizzle and smoke was not enough. Returning to the bedroom, she went to her closet and grabbed the sluttiest outfit there—one she’d only worn to the club. She teased her hair, donned a full face of showy make-up, and announced to her bewildered husband, “We’re going out!” It didn’t matter that it was just about noon and she’d looked odd so scantily dressed at that hour of the day. She was making a statement about the woman she was and that was all that was important. For the first hour, Kate was running on adrenaline and fear, fear that she’d slip back into the empty world of the woman in the pretty prim clothes. She only began to breathe easy again when they entered a seamy bar. Spotting two empty seats at the bar, Kate strode forward and wiggled her ass as if she were begging the surrounding men to pick her up. She crossed her legs, showing a bare thigh, garters and all to any man who bothered to look – and there were quite a few eyeing her with curious fascination.

		Kate began to relax after the first gin and tonic was down her throat. The customers in the bar probably thought she was a pro and Sam was a “john”. That the idea suited the moment and her frame of mind. If she could have offered her body for cash without some dangerous consequence, she would have been delighted to rake in the money for sexual favors granted. It was just that kind of afternoon.

		As lascivious as the moment was however, it was still not enough exposure, not enough to push away her chaste and virtuous alter-ego that had run rampant earlier in the day. Making another quick decision, she pulled Sam to his feet and led her astonished husband by the hand to an Adult movie theatre down the block. There was no other way to drum out the horror of the morning except with the most obscene act she could imagine.

		Dark and smoky, the movie theater was more sparsely occupied than the bar, but there were enough men to suit her. Playing on the small screen in front was a XXX movie with intertwining bodies moving to the insipid sounds of agitating Jazz. The grainy images were hardly more alluring than a porno magazine, although it was enough to have a half dozen men grabbing at their crotches and pulling cocks free.

		Peering through the inky blackness, she spotted an empty row of seats down front, and led Sam there. While the men played with themselves and the movie ran from one cunt shot to the next, Kate began her sweet revenge. Removing her blouse first, she let Sam play with her naked breasts. Then with her skirt pulled up, she masturbated herself before his eyes and the crowd of men that were hovering about the door. She came on Sam’s face, with his lips pressed to the wet hole. Then dropping down between his thighs, she took his dick into her mouth and brought him off.

		Justice. Triumph. Yes!

		She was giddy at the end, deliriously happy to shake her fist at the old bitty woman of her past. Sam, bewildered, aroused but sexually satisfied, was simply glad that, for whatever reason, she’d come around to this, even if he wasn’t completely sure what now lay ahead.

		

		“My, how some things work for the best,” Ginny said over the phone, after hearing Kate recount her morning with the “submissive” clothes.

		“I don’t think they did what you wanted them to do, but I did learn something important.”

		“Then it was a good scene,” Ginny observed.

		“I guess so,” Kate replied. She could have told her about the movie theatre, but that was one victory she planned to keep between herself and Sam. Maybe there was a little chagrin casting its shadow over the crude event.

		“I do have other things to bring out the submissive in you. In fact, I have something you’re going to try that I swear will carve places in your submissive sexuality that you never imagined.”

		Kate wondered if that was possible, and yet, she’d be glad to hear her out. “So, you’re coming here again?” Kate wondered aloud.

		“No,” Ginny answered. “This you do all by yourself. Do you have a broom?”

		“A broom? Yeah, I guess we do,” Kate answered thinking of the thick-handled bushy-brushed household item in the laundry room.

		“Good,” she replied. “I want you to take the broom and place it between the box spring and the mattress of your bed so that the handle sticks out a couple of feet from the end. Then I want you to take fresh condom and place it over the end of the handle as far as it will go. Tape it down so that it can’t come off. You’re going to use the handle like a cock, my cock.” The picture instantly appeared in Kate’s mind as the woman went on to describe the scene. You’re going to kneel on the floor and back your pussy up to the handle, so I can fuck you. It’s just the right height, use pillows if you need to, but you’ll fuck yourself on my cock until you come. You understand?”

		Kate sat speechless, the phone pressed to her ear.

		“You understand?” Ginny repeated.

		“Yeah, I think so,” she replied in halting words. She couldn’t think of a more humiliating scene. Was there anything lower than copulating with a broom handle? It reminded her of the old scenarios from her teenage days that cast her into similarly crude and demeaning acts. But in following the orders of an actual Mistress, there were no words to describe the feeling inside her, no measure with which to gauge her body’s ferocious response. And it was quite apparent that this new fixation would not be realized until she acted out every lewd detail Ginny described. How obscene and degrading! How ripe with animal lust!

		How had her own fantasies failed think up a plan this indecent? She’d never dreamt of any this degrading.

		Kate liked rituals. She liked the form and rhythm of a carefully plotted ceremony. It was as if her soul agreed, as if the voice spoke had spoken; not in Ginny’s voice, but the one that was always there tapping at her waking mind to pay attention. Taking over, it became the Dom in charge and gnawed at her endlessly with the vivid scene, until she was nearly driven crazy by the image of it in her head.

		Sam didn’t press. After all, this was between Kate and Ginny; he was just an admiring bystander. Little did he know that it wasn’t Ginny in charge of Kate’s mind. He trusted Kate’s methodology (ruthlessly predictable as it was): be scared to death at first, let the thoughts work on her brain for a day or a week, and then when the obsession was beyond tolerance, do it and enjoy the results. The results of this wicked game however, were beyond either one’s ability to visualize. Perhaps that was because, this time, the idea didn’t originate in Kate’s mind after months of planning it out.

		Three days after Ginny gave her the assignment, Kate went about the scene, following the instructions in a pleasingly ritual manner. Inserting the big bushy broom between the box spring and mattress of their bed, she noted happily that it had a dildo sized thick handle sticking out. Adding the latex condom to the end, and letting a sonorous sexual music play in the background, she was ready. For a while she stood naked before the thick hard thing and imagined how the scene would unfold, letting expectations dictate her desire. With her body swimming with the need to end the rising suspense, she dropped to her knees in front of the thick broom handle.

		Her thoughts were exhilarated and mixed once she began backing into the rigid wooden prick. She felt driven by the sexual allure and at the same time totally degraded. Such a debauched and wicked place she’d reached in the name of pleasure! As implausible as the scene might be, she could never have stopped. She relished every second of that make-shift cock in her creaming cunt, and moved against it like a jungle cat in heat.

		What the cock couldn’t do to bring her off, her hand completed with a few fingers stroking her engorged clit. Faster than she ever believed it could happen, she was swept into the most profound climax of her memory, with muscles grabbing for that wooden prick, drawing more and more of it into her as it slipped deeper inside.

		When she finished, another command appeared in her mind. She turned about and licked her juices from the condom covered handle, no less diligently than she would lick a real penis. Sam watched from the corner of the room, inconspicuously, his own climax spilling out onto his hand; he was too turned-on to move from the chair and let her finish him off.

		She sat back on her cat-like haunches, a tiny smirk on her upturned lips. “So, how’d I do?”

		“Why don’t you tell me?” he replied, exchanging her pleasured smirk with one of his own.

		She peered into his eyes. It wasn’t necessary to reply. They both knew how powerful the scene had been – the feel, the sound, and the orgasm that resulted.

		“How about you do it again?” Sam suggested. “But next time, stick it in your ass and cum that way.” Her body reacted instantly to the idea.

		She moved his way, crawling on hands and knees until she was between his open thighs. She smiled bashfully as she peered up into his impassive face. I think I’d like that.” She knew without a doubt that she’d be unable to stop herself from taking the broom handle in her ass. If anything, it was more degrading, more wicked and demeaning. There was something especially appealing about the fact that Sam had suggested the idea.

		

		The scene with the handle in her asshole happened just a day later. As if she was on a mission, she couldn’t stop until it was complete. The broom handle, the condom, the backing into the wooden dick, this time into her grease-smeared anus. The scene appeared vividly in her mind.

		The first thrust was tough. Her sphincter didn’t want to budge. But with the voice in her head demanding she press on, she finally took a breath and pushed back, letting the end of the handle pierce the tight channel. She wiggled on it like the nasty whore she was, and let her sphincter expand comfortably. Then, she pushed it in deep, and deeper still, letting her body decide when it has gone in far enough. By her later estimation, she fit a full seven inches inside her rectum. Once satisfied that she could take no more, she began rocking on the thick wooden prick, finding her desire quickly rising to another frenetic sexual peak. This one even greater than her fierce arousal the day before. As her need crescendoed, her mind and body acted as one. She was lost to the fantasy with the feelings of depravity climbing all over her again. It was hard to imagine that she could feel more depraved than she had the day before – but that is exactly how she felt as she fucked her ass with the broom handle. This became another act bringing her deeper into the dream of self-depreciating oblivion that gave a finished peace at the end.

		

		“I loved the broomstick cock,” she told Ginny, later, “the only thing … It wasn’t you I was thinking of while it impaled me.”

		“You thought of someone else?” Ginny asked. “Another Domme?”

		“Probably a man,” she admitted. “ If I knew who he was, I’d be happy woman.”

		“Aren’t you a happy woman now?”

		“I am, but there’s still this vague master who’s not quite clear to me.”

		“Humph. He’s there, don’t worry,” Ginny offered. “It’ll come to you, just give it time.”

		“Then I don’t have to see you again?” Kate guessed, knowing how much she wanted her association with the dominatrix to end.

		“No. I don’t think the fantasy would work again,” Ginny agreed. “You’re someone else’s slut. And they need to find you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Journal: I think of Ginny and Tom, the club, the men, the search, all that I’ve done. What taboo sexual acts I’ve enjoyed! I could go on with this forever, pushing myself beyond conventions and barriers; there seems to be an endless supply of indecent acts to tease me, and yet, where in this is can if find a sense of calm? Where is the middle ground?

		I’m someone else’s slut. But whose? Sam’s? Perhaps. Though he seems to be more of a counselor, lover, friend and playmate than a real Dominant. To what man do I belong? He’s in the pages of my books, everywhere written in Technicolor strokes. He’s in the middle of my mind twenty-four hours a day, even if I don’t acknowledge him every minute.

		Sometimes, I wonder if it’s really another man or woman that I’m seeking at all. But the answer is still vague. I think if I could just put together the pieces of this bizarre puzzle, like a complex jigsaw, I could then stand back and discover the picture of myself. But even, I wouldn’t have seen all of the pieces, not yet. I’m convinced however, that I need to back away from the constant push toward this outlandish expression. I need to let myself live and breathe with the new life I’ve given myself. I need to be at peace with myself for awhile and put the clamoring sexual agitation to rest for now. From a place of peace perhaps the answer that I seek will appear.

		

		***

		

		Weeks later . . .

		

		Kate stood at the living room door watching Sam work at his desk, pushing papers and writing something that held his attention so keenly that he didn’t look up at her for a long time. That was to her advantage; this way she could stare at him, contemplate the ferocity of his nature while he was quiet and otherwise occupied. There was always a steady roar like the ocean moving within him, but like the ocean, the waves moved on without raising her fascination until she took the time to study him carefully.

		She saw in his eyes when he looked at her at certain times, something from his soul she called his tiger-self. With the blind stare of a wild beast, he pierced the circumference of her tranquility so she was uneasy and had to look away. Quaking and shivering, she’d laugh at him, and sometimes he’d laugh back; sometimes he’d just stare, wanting her to go eye-to-eye with him and understand the place from which he reached out to her. He moved at an elemental level, thought in rudimentary terms, thrived on a little bit of terror, and loved to demand intensity of people around him, especially her.

		For years, it had been a disquieting aspect of their relationship, something not to think about, because she didn’t understand what power in him drove that elemental animal self. Now, at rest, she contemplated the beast. Like a mother tiger, he’d pushed her, goaded her like a cub and egged her into the world, supporting her with the firm shoves of his cat paws. He pushed her out on tenuous limbs, though he never allowed her to fall.

		Perhaps the clues to her sexual self lay inside his wisdom. Having not faltered with her or judged or been repelled or turned up his nose at the myriad of real and imagined sexual acts that stirred her desire, he’d sat back and watched it all play out, eagerly, impassively, with little thought to anything, though he was always looking for his own sexual satisfaction in the process. He repaired her broken psyche when it was wounded, provided a chest for her head to rest upon, and became a thorn in her side when he feared she was lying to herself about her sexual truth. Most of all he was the rudder to a ship that was often tossed on a tempestuous sea. He stayed her course.

		As she watched his hand glide over the papers on his desk with a reasoned ease, his abiding power generated a heat between her legs that she’d only come to recognize when she was in the midst of fantasy. Recognizing the heat in her now, after all these years, she realized that of all her desires and all her fears and qualms, it was Sam and his great intensity that she feared the most. Could it be that running to all the other men she was running from him?

		“I think it’s you I need,” she announced as her thoughts began to move in that direction.

		The comment prompted Sam to raise his head. He’d been momentarily taken off guard. She watched him considering her message.

		“Need me how?” he asked.

		“I’ve avoided you in this search of mine. I think it’s time to make you my focus.”

		“When did you decide this?”

		“When Ginny suggested that I’m someone else’s slut.”

		“And you agreed?”

		“I agreed I’m yours, as scary as it was to admit it. I need you to dominate me even if you’re not exactly the dominant of my dreams. You’re already my lover and confidant. I’m beginning to think that I don’t need another man to satisfy me. Besides, I’d be surprised if there was anyone out there who could stand in the place of my fantasies and do so well.”

		“Sounds plausible to me,” Sam replied, his interest sparked.

		“I don’t need anyone else. All those other lovers just take me one step away from what I really need. I’m not saying I understand it all yet, or even how we two fit together sexually. I just understand that you’re the one that needs to be the focus of my attention. I feel you now, physically feel you, when I never did before. The desire’s there, the chemistry. It’s hard to believe after all this time together, I finally lust for you when I never did before.”

		It was clear by the look on her face, that she was awed by her revelations. Sam gazed at her and smiled, as if what had never been put in words and spoken aloud, was being said. As if justice was being served; as if he were, at last, reaping the rewards for his patience. After walking such a torturous road with his wife, he never believed it was even possible. When most relationships between men and women wither on a vine of sexual neglect, theirs, by some ingenious method though which the two had defined themselves, had miraculously sprung to life after years of dormancy. He could feel her, sense a power inside her that resonated with warmth and a steady sensuality. Although it might occasionally falter before her awakening was complete, it would never again be veiled and hidden.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		It was another sultry summer day. The humid heat made her body hot with sexual desire rising fast. In the lazy hours atop the bed with her hand between her legs, her mind roamed free, picking up threads of stories, bits and pieces of fantasy and spinning them into erotic yarns that dazzled Sam’s imagination and stimulated hers for more long hours of creative bliss. Bare breasts, broomsticks and riding crops visited her in her dream state, adding to the illusions and the lust. Just as it had when she was young, the sexual moment started with a simple thought inside her head, some shred of fantasy, a peek in the mirror at her naked torso, the hushed suggestive tones of love spoken in her mind’s ear, and the desire inside her was ablaze.

		Rising from her fantasy, the voice in the back of her mind would lead her to the bedroom, to the trunk of toys and the full length mirror. She began a slow disrobing, one garment after another tossed to a pile on the floor. She stopped only when she was completely naked. She inspected herself, drew her labia apart, and then pulled them tight. Her nipples drew up into steely knots. She teased and flicked them with her fingers until she shivered from the soft sting.

		Opening the trunk, she withdrew the ropes and began to bind herself. The long cotton cords criss-crossed between her breasts. She pulled them up tight so that the fleshy orbs stood out boldly, not even jiggling as the bondage became more constricting. There were other ropes between her legs thread through her crotch, separating the tender labia. She fastened them to the rope around her waist. With each jerk of the cords, her desire soared. Higher, a little higher each time she tugged them, until she was gyrating against them like an exotic dancer practicing an indecent art. With ropes tied to ropes and drawn up taut, the sensation reached the point of delicious pain before she finally stopped. A half turn and she gazed down at her milk-white rear cheeks, finding the globes a stunning translucent hue. The look of them changed the instant she picked up the little whip – the one that Tom had given her – the one inspired by years of fantasy. By order of the commanding voice inside her head, she flailed the whip across her ass, first one cheek and then the other until both were rose-red and raw. Pain flowered through a thousand pores, through atoms on the inside everywhere. The pain on the surface of her prickly-hot skin bloomed wild.

		It was a challenge for her to strike her pussy with as eager a blow, but the instant the thought occurred in her mind, her compliant body replied. She recoiled at the sting, backed off for a second blow, but chastised by her inner voice, she gave her throbbing labia several pelting strikes before she looked from the mirror to the doorway where she discovered Sam, watching. He’d heard her cries.

		Capturing her about the waist, he hauled her to the bed, thrusting her over the end. Out came the wooden spoon, the hard thing flying through the air, stinging her bottom with measured strokes.

		“Ouch, please, please stop!” she howled. Though despite her testy protest, she made no attempt to get away.

		He followed the spoon with a cigar-smoke laden leather implement of by gone days. The two foot long razor strap that once hung on some barber shop wall pelted her sore ass end to the point where she no longer complained. She was horny for Sam’s cock. And that easily fixed! He dropped the leather in favor of impaling her on her favorite implement, first bending her over the bed until she couldn’t stand the position anymore. Laying her down with her back to his chest and groin, he impaled her from behind again. Kate without a body to touch, without a sense of self was lost in a submissive abandonment, wholly consumed by the voice within and the man without. She allowed her body to be used with only a few soft whimpers issuing from her lips. With her orgasm on hold, she did so in the spirit of the hour that required complete surrender.

		Once Sam jerked his prick in release, he turned her over on her back and stared down at her glazed over eyes.

		“Two minutes,” he told her, his voice bordering on contemptuous.

		“Two minutes?” she objected. “I’ll never come that fast.”

		A finger over her lips to shush her, he looked into her eyes with his piercing stare. He’d hold her to the time frame, a strange but effective aphrodisiac. It made her wild to face the challenge.

		She played vigorously with her pussy, while Sam tortured her with slaps and pinches to her breasts and cunt. The momentum built, until time didn’t matter and she met his devious threat with a mind-numbing orgasmic surge.

		For a few minutes after she came, they drifted off, languishing in each other’s sweaty grasp. As the explosive sexual energy of their combined bodies mingled together creating its own power and its own life, the two souls became one soul for just that fleeting moment. Every connection of heart and spirit was made in that instant of holy union, one as glorious as those she’d envisioned in her adolescence. God had come to her with the naked revelations of her personal truth. Her soul-mate, Sam, was the implementer of the voice within, and within that voice was the master she sought.

		

		Journal I feel myself now, not like it ever was before, when it took a thousand fantasies to get me off from the tawdry to the ridiculous, from exotic dances to whips and chains. I love those still, all of them. I love the fire, the ice, the potent sensation of something utterly wicked to offer the gods of lust. I love beating down the doors of convention with sly devilish tales, in the heat, in the womb, in the chest and cunt. The savage beating of my consciousness goes on and on endlessly. Played out or simply imagined, it doesn’t matter anymore. It matters only that the unveiling is not complete; the journey is not at an end. It is an endless search at the hands of the true dominant inside me, the one in my head that leads me with his silvered-tongued voice to do the outrageous and write about it, to feel the unique and spell it out in words, and even to experience moments of intimacy when Sam and I stare eye to eye, enveloped in each other’s space and find that sweet instant of ecstatic wholeness.

		There are intimate moments beyond the absurd ones, when caressing each other is enough, when holding each other tightly cock in cunt is all I need, a regular celebration of old-fashioned sex, riding about the bed, one on top and then the other, and then sometimes just lazily side by side. There are times too when I’m not happy without diving into the pool of darkness and swimming in its crazy, painful waters, or when I’m required to flaunt my sexuality and dare the world to judge it. Regardless, I trust that whatever deeds this gentle spirit of my soul leads me to, the divine is there, peace is present, and the dry, arid wastelands of my life are turning into blooming gardens of sensuous joy.

		

		

		More BDSM Erotica by Lizbeth Dusseau...

		

		Shadows of a Painted Lady

		A pristine turn-of-the-century jewel, Haliday House B&B beckons its customers to its gracious surroundings—and its dungeon. Interested in S&M, Haliday House lures Will and Carrie to its door. Once there, the couple takes a tumble into the extremes of Carrie’s sexual desires, where she confronts the truth about her thoughts of slavery and submission. She dreams of the house in its many incarnations—as a prim Victorian family home where the servants are chattel; a bawdy speakeasy in the 1920’s; a sanatorium in the 1940’s where perverted acts take place in the dead of night; and finally a 1960’s S&M sex club where wives are auctioned to other Masters. Carrie’s real life begins to mimic her dreams and the lifestyle she sees around her, pushing her toward an extraordinary choice. Taking inspiration from a real BDSM B&B, based on the author’s experience. Includes bondage, whipping, D/s mind play, punishment, body piercing, and slave auctions.

		

		Sophie & Maureen

		A tale of two best friends caught in a mysterious web of erotic pleasure, guided by the masterful stranger Jon Rush. Sophie enters Jon’s world innocently, when a regular modeling job turns into sensuous scenes with bondage, leather, ropes, naked poses and the coolly distant Rush whispering orders in her ear. Suddenly, she disappears into San Francisco’s sexual underground. Her frantic friend, Maureen, seeks to rescue her. But she must submit to Rush’s world and to sex in Black Doors, a private sex club buried in a Chinatown basement. The sex is torrid and extreme, rife with S&M and tawdry exhibitionism. Darker still are the shocking mysteries of a realm beyond Black Doors where handpicked females become nameless chattel in a place they can never leave. They are meticulously trained and immersed in lust. Bondage, whipping, humiliation, anal sex, branding & piercing.

		

		Rendezvous With A Stranger

		A Story of Sexual Surrender—The dreary world of Ellen Laurey blooms under the spell of a mysterious stranger. In a dark passageway behind the bar where they meet, he binds her with his belt and uses her aroused body—then disappears. Seeming to appear out of nowhere, he takes her again and again into dangerous sexual encounters, only to vanish once he’s left her breathless. He knows her every move; signs of him intrude in every corner of her life. And she doesn’t even know his name. This quiet college professor on the brink of divorce becomes like clay in the hands of a practiced master. When he whispers in her ear, her sex quickens, when he binds her she writhes helpless, her body rushing with heat. The stranger takes her with a passion she cannot defend herself against. A story with danger and sexual acts including dominance/ submission, bondage, intense whipping, gangbangs, orgies, anal sex and female bi-exploration.

		

		

		For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction… write, email or call:

		Pink Flamingo Media

		P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051

		E-mail: fiona@pinkflamingo.com

		On-line:

		http://www.pinkflamingo.com

		http://www.eroticbooknetwork.com

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-Q4FVWXWN.jpg
¢ Naked
velations

Lizbeth Dusseau






OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg
¢ Naked
velations

Lizbeth Dusseau






