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  Chapter One


   


   As I walk through the city now, I feel autumn in my bones and between my legs.  That unique dust is in the air, suggesting this decaying time of year.  Something alive is about to die as the last blood of summer slips through scarlet veins.   My thighs pulse in an undulating rhythm as this old season slides down those slippery sweat-covered slopes of fall, soon to freeze in the cold hands of winter—but not yet.


   I’m sticky now between my legs letting a warm breeze move between my fluttering skirt and my quivering legs.  Crossing the street just past the university, I walk into old-town where there are trendy boutiques freely mixing with derelicts, where the wine is either chic or drunk out of brown paper sacks, where I can stare into shop windows and wish I had the money to spend on black leathers, or offer change to a wrinkled hand extended in my direction.


   I see him again today, the stranger.  The man with the long, black ponytail and the trimmed beard and the physique of concrete and steel.  He has the eyes of a conquering hero.  I’m not sure he really sees me, or takes notice of who I am, or what I appear to be.  But I see him clearly, a virile man who moves with grace—with feet anchored and eyes that know things.  Again my sex quickens seeing the way his mood plays confidently along this street.  He has a boy’s tight ass and the bulge of a man in front.  I’d stare but I’d be embarrassed if he caught me looking so I simply imagine what he’s like beyond the clothes. Arms like a truck driver, thighs like a wrestler, though he’d be none of these, just naturally powerful for power’s sake alone.


   Too aroused to wait until I reach Isaac’s flat and its privacy, I duck between two buildings, the alley narrow but passable, until it opens into a deserted courtyard.  Under the cover of a secluded archway, I pull up my skirt and rub my hand along silk tap pants.  The aroma of my female body wafts upward.  And there, under the folds I feel myself damp.  Prodding one finger, silk and all inside the wetness, it’s a quick finger-fuck, but it’s not enough.  I think of the stranger, his hold over my mind—and I’ve only seen him twice.  If he were with me, I’d be naked now.  As it is, I have one hand under my sweater fondling a tit I’ve freed from my bra, while the other hand manipulates the hard clit through silk.  But when that’s not enough, I pull my tap pants down over my hot hips and step out of them.  In my hand, I press them to my nose and draw a deep breath.  The sex aroma is stronger still—of autumn and decay and my own musk.  Breathing is drinking that fine seasonal wine.  Fissures and flesh so enlivened claw at me as though something needs to be freed.  


   Getting closer to a cum, I can’t stand the confines of the sweater’s heated wool.  I draw it quickly over my head, and toss it to the ground at my feet.  Both tits pop from their lacy confines and I start getting shivers thinking that my stranger is about to turn the corner into the alley and confront me with those eyes.  Enormous spasms of relief are so dizzying I want to fall in a faint, but the concrete beneath my feet would never comfort me the way my own hands can now that I’m cumming.  Grinding my hips into the wall behind me, I feel the brick scratch my ass as the cum goes on.  Moving on the wall as though it’s a lover’s hand, I press the sensation to a peak, gliding over the top.  I buck hard at the very end, until it’s finally over. 


   I believe I’ve been silent, but gazing upward I see an open window and a face staring at me curiously.  She’s older than I am, dressed in jeans, looking dykish but interested—at least until I pull the sweater back over my sand-colored hair and she turns away.  I’ve embarrassed myself, but decide to step out of my shame back into the autumn day.


   It’s quiet on the street, cars moving by lazily as though they’re in slow motion.  Just two blocks to Isaac’s, I’m there in minutes, climbing three flights to his book-lined living room, the kitchenette, the tiny guestroom where I sleep, and the cat he calls Smithereens—I didn’t bother asking why the name.


   Isaac’s gone for the year, a sabbatical in Greece.  He’s there while I sweat at home, or rather in his city home away from my real one over the bridge and thirty miles south.  Robby, the guy I married last year, thought it practical for me to housesit Isaac’s cat for a free room and no commute during the week.  I suspect this makes it easier for him to have his other life, the affair with Chelsea and her mop-top curls.  Robby and I did all the right things because we both wanted to feel safe, I suppose, being able to say “my wife”, or “my husband.”  But this is no one’s idea of a real marriage.  Still, I love the house and the lake on summer weekends when it’s hot, and Robby’s great company after he has his fill of Chelsea’s thighs and the spicy perfume at her neck.  


   Now, away from all that, I can imagine something extraordinary happening in this marginal part of town.  That was the real reason I took Isaac’s offer.  I can imagine I’ll get an answer to what’s aching in me.


   


  g


   


   It’s the end of another week.  Friday. I tell Robby I’ll be staying in the city for the weekend.  His words suggest he’s disappointed, but I can feel the pulse of excitement as I give him the news.  He can have Chelsea in our bedroom is what he’s thinking.  I suppose just for good measure, I should show up anyway and catch them there.  I wonder what it would be like to watch her tanned thighs moving with my husband’s cock between them.  He’d have her haunches up, ass wagging like a dog.  I think he’d fuck her on the floor, the hard pounding variety.  I’d juice just watching them perform with her athletic body going on for an hour before she finally gets exhausted.  It’s not hard work for Robby, though—he wouldn’t have to get her off.  She’d be into multi-orgasmic frenzies all on her own.  


  I’ll find something as good for myself, but it won’t look the same as their brand of sex.  


   The bar’s crowded at four just as work gets out, and at least until six, until the dinner hour when the patrons desert this part of town for better restaurants and better beer.  I’ve talked my way through three Bud Lights and am waiting for the fourth when I see the stranger.  The telltale sign—his ponytail swinging against his back as he leans into the bar.  Instinct must tell him that he’s being stared at because he starts to move. My body reacts instantly, and I have to turn away, except that I’ve caught his gaze, and he mine.  Finally breaking eye contact, I reach for my purse as though I’m about to leave.


   Suddenly, there’s a hand on my hand as I reach for the floor.


   “Haven’t you ordered another beer?” I hear his voice for the first time.  I know it’s him long before my eyes confirm the fact.


   My pulse is rapid, the beating of my heart twice as fast as I remember normal, and I can’t help squirming my crotch against the wooden seat.  Looking him in the eye, I start to sit up straight, forgetting my attempt to flee.  I couldn’t now if I wanted to with his hand clutching mine.


   “What’s your name?” he asks as he puts all his virile masculinity into the chair across from me.


   “Ellen Laurey,” comes out without thinking.  Instead of Carolyn Cauthen, I use the name of a poet I met in college before she died in a car accident.  I remember Ellen as someone who took chances, just as I know I’m taking one now, allowing this man to apprehend me with his grip of steel.


   I see that his eyes are blue, cornflower dark, looking almost eerie coming from his face.  His hand, tight on mine, generates heat and tranquility—peace with his gentle caress, and I feel as though I’m sinking into the fabric of his clothes and the scent of him—scotch, cologne and bar smoke—and what appears to be the trace of a smile.  


   “So, Ellen Laurey, I’ve seen you haunting this neighborhood before.”


   “Is that a crime?”


   “To stay here past happy hour suggests you’re waiting for someone.”


   How could I tell him that I’m waiting for him?  Maybe he already knows, one of those people with a sixth sense that you bond with instantly, that you can’t let go no matter how dangerous you believe they are.


   His hand moves over mine.  “A boyfriend?” he pursues the question.


   “No, I have …” I was about to say husband but I stop myself.  “I have no where to go.”


   “And nothing to do,” he adds.


   “And nothing to do,” I agree with him.


   “But you want sex,” he concludes.


   I don’t confess or deny my desire, but we both have this figured.  Maybe he’ll ask to go home with me, and I’ll let him, fucking him in Isaac’s bed long into the night, then saying goodbye to him forever sometime before dawn.  But no, the stranger has other ideas.


   “I’ll eventually have you in an alley since you enjoy them so much, but you have a choice tonight, the last one you’ll ever have with me.  Here in the bar or outside the back door?”


   “You’re going to have sex with me here? Now?” I     whisper.


   “You want anything less, Ellen?”


   “No, no.” I’m almost out of breath.  “But how did you know?”


    “About the alley?”


   “And me?”


   “I saw you walk into that alley and then leave looking like a different woman.  Everything else about you is as obvious as your wet cunt.”


   He’s never let go of my hand, and doesn’t when he rises.  I don’t remember telling him where I wanted this first fuck, but I suppose that shouldn’t concern me, the hallway on the way to the restrooms will do.    


   


   The corridor’s a long one, well past the bar and the few people still milling and drinking, beyond the laughter, guffaws and chuckles and the occasional giggle of a woman.  I hear my heels tapping against the wood, seeming to roar inside my head.  The stranger guides me with a hand pressed against my back.  When we reach the end of the long hall, it makes a sharp left and I feel him push me against the wall ahead of me.  With his hand at my neck, my face is mashed against the stucco.  First cool, the surface is quickly hot from my breath.  I grow dizzy, disoriented by his force and the humiliation.  


   Ripping up my skirt the stranger grabs for an ass cheek and squeezes hard enough so I feel his nails.  I swallow the shriek that’s stuck in my throat.  He backs off and I breathe, for an instant feeling fresh air rush into my lungs. Although the air in the alcove is quickly stale from our body heat and the fumes of passion from my crotch and his.


   Running fingers over my behind, I sense he’s inspecting me for flaws.  There won’t be any on my ass—not yet.  Just cream-colored skin, milky, appearing translucent because the glow of light around us is dim, a warm yellow.


   “You’ve been flogged?” he asks.


   “No, never,” I answer.  I clench my cheeks tightly.  


   I feel a finger on my clit. He’s reached deeply between my legs, squeezing my mound. I gasp, my breath short and labored.


   “You want that?” he asks.  “A well-warmed behind?”


   I nod because I can’t speak.  I imagine him sneering at me, but when I look back I see just the intent look on his face.  I can see he’s hot, especially as he withdraws his belt and I glimpse the pouch at his legs growing more robust with each second his eyes feast on my pushed-out ass.


   I think he’s going to whip my behind with his leather, but find that he has other plans more ingenious.  The door to my left opens into a stairwell and he jerks me about, forcing me through.  Pulling my hands behind my back he confines them with the belt wrapped three times tightly so they’re out of our way.  With the door closing behind us, the light around us vanishes into darkness—not the darkness that eyes become accustomed to, but a darkness where there is no trace of light, where even staring with eyes wide open no light penetrates.


   My knees hit the stairs and I’m bent forward.  My torso rests on the steps above, my cheek now pressed into a hardwood step that’s covered with broken non-skid rubber, smelling old, like damp clothes and dust.  There’s no sound but the sound of my anxious breath.


   I’m all touch and smells, my other senses unnecessary now.  His flesh is seething, his heat fusing with mine and with my need.  His cock parts my ass cheeks and rubs along the cleft. My hair becomes the handle to steady his hold, and his first thrust hits bottom so that a leftover shriek escapes my lips.


   “Not a sound,” he whispers in my ear, “unless you want the world out there to see you screwed.”


   Diving back into my body, I’m immersed in sensation—in the driving passion of his rod within me, the painful hand tangling with my hair, and the feel of his chest hot on my back.  He slides freely—my cunt wet.  I’m swallowing him whole, like he might disappear in me.  The pain’s not angry, but mesmerizing, a constant dull roar of sensation that’s hardly dull at all.  I take it in, let it play with my fantasies and my fear.  This stranger, fucking me as he would a cheap slut with absent virtue, can have anything I have to give. And despite all the reasons not to enjoy the rape, I’m preparing to cum.  For an instant the heavens are opening and my body is the new angel exalted, and then I’m back on these rickety saloon stairs getting breached from the rear by a man I’ve never met.  That’s enough to have me ecstatic, writhing with a drunken, good-natured willingness.  He’s not what I imagined, but something more crude and absolute.  This stranger rips the threads of decency from my cloak of honor, slashes through the jungle of self-doubt where I might be mired in shame or guilt.  He’s taken those options and tossed them into the murky waters beneath us both.  I’m cumming without an ounce of regret, and I won’t repent this night.


   These thrusts, this cock in and out, this wetness flooding together, his and mine mingling, this moment divine.  He catches my clit every time he moves.  I’m sure I’m screaming, but I know he’ll hold my mouth quiet if I do.  I tingle everywhere from pain and the fine-tuned peak of a spasm that builds and builds and builds, until …


   It’s raining down like fire and water. My muscles tighten on him and hear him gasp, then await his final surge as my cum dwindles quietly away.  When he withdraws, I sit on my step and feel his erection at my lips.  I wish I had my hands to hold his thick meat, but they remain bound behind me.  I open my mouth and his prick is inside without much effort.  He fucks my face with his hands in my hair, until he spews.  Then the cum is everywhere though I have no idea where it’s landed.


   


   


   The stranger backs away as the darkness surrounds us in its blanket of emptiness.  The quiet’s deafening, but if I strain, I can hear the bar sounds coming from down the corridor.  I think it’s safe with them that close.  As his hand reaches around behind me, I cringe waiting for the deathblow to land, but he’s only undoing his belt, and then I sense he’s putting it back in his pants.  Moments later the door opens and my lover starts to walk way.


   “You’re going to leave me here?” I wonder aloud, and he turns around.


   “What more can I do?” he asks.


   He ends it there.


   “Will I see you again?” I ask, anxiously, as he’s almost around the corner and out of sight. 


   He turns again and shrugs.  I’m left to ponder the answer as his tight ass is the last piece of him to disappear from sight.    The stairway isn’t lonely without him, but it’s cooled with the lack of his presence and it seems like more than just his body heat vanished.
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   Three flights of stairs above the city, I sit in Isaac’s apartment staring out at the autumn rain.  How it dulls the leaves.  Spring rains brighten foliage, but all this sets the mood for winter, far too soon for my heart.  I drum my fingers on the table as I watch raindrops teeter from drop to drop to drop down the windowpane until they form small rivers.  Meandering along the glass they come together and slither away, eventually down some drain in the street.


   I look at all the men that pass by the sidewalk, thinking I’ll see him next, but the ponytail and the beard never appear.  I wonder what it’s like to kiss his face, to feel the brush of his beard against my cheek.  Will it scratch? Roughen up my face? And if he were to bury that beard in my ass or cunt would I have burns from his whiskers?  The thought causes me to shudder. I haven’t stopped being horny since I walked out on the street after being wasted in the stairwell.  It’s been three days. I started back to classes today hoping I’d see him on my way, and then hoping that I wouldn’t.  What if I meant nothing to him, if his game was just a “one fuck wonder” that puts a smile on a woman’s face while he watches gloating?  There’s a student in my second hour that makes me think of him—dark ponytail and beard, but so much younger and less masculine.  


   I even stop by the bar on the way back to Isaac’s thinking he might be there, but after one beer and no stranger I’m off.  I have papers to grade, and a mid-term exam to put together and all this before Friday.  Robby says he really wants me home.  Maybe Chelsea didn’t come or she’s sick.  One could hope.  But how will it feel to be in Robby’s arms when I’ll be thinking of the beard and ponytail, the fierce blue of the stranger’s eyes, and that perilous cock?


   Isaac has a collection of XXX videos and a stack of magazines in the bottom of his chest of drawers.  I’m deliberately nosy, though my host told me they were there.  I’m sure he did it in jest, thinking I wouldn’t be caught dead looking at pictures of nude women.  I suppose he doesn’t know that I love female nudes.  After all, I love myself when I’m naked, and especially now that this body feels so hot.  Every minute excites me.  Streams of steamed heat, like vapors, wind their way around my flesh, between my legs and inside.  All the cracks and crevices are full with sex.  I think my clit is perpetually hard and my cunt juices with the singular image of his body and face inside my thoughts. 


   I pull from Isaac’s stack of magazines an envelope of colored pictures he’s taken of his women.  He’s come a long way since I was his lover and he used the old Polaroid that now sits dusty on his closet shelf.  You could almost call the poses artful. The women are all like me, big breasted—though most of them improve on me by a whole cup size.  Still, I wouldn’t want to be more than a “D”.  It’s such a hassle, so I’m told.  At least he gives them decent surroundings to highlight their sensuousness: some in the woods and at the beach, other shots with a plain black drop as though he were going for a professional effect.  I remember the ones of me. There was always yesterday’s spaghetti dishes destroying my cute smile, or a bedroom strewn with clothes, or the TV behind my back, making my skin look strange and oddly yellow.


   At the bottom of his drawer there’s a lone video—all the others are stacked in the credenza in the living room.  


   The label says: “Shelley”.


   


   Going into the living room, I pop the tape into the player and sit down to watch. Taking the chair right in front of the TV, I can turn it off if it’s too stupid—which knowing Isaac is highly likely.  I’m unimpressed at first.  


   Shelley’s much slighter than I, with breasts that shock me, they’re so small.  I remember horny Isaac telling me once that he’d never have a small-titted woman as long as he could have one with big ones.  All this time I assumed that Isaac was incredibly shallow, but seeing Shelley I’m encouraged to think otherwise.  She would appear to have more than a pleasing face and ample breasts since hers are ample handfuls at best.  She moves effortlessly, running her hands over her skin, completely ignorant of the camera’s focused eye. After just a few minutes, it becomes clear that Isaac filmed this without her knowledge.  That fact intrigues me.  What arousal I glean from thoughts of the stranger are only augmented with this secret knowledge.  Playing for herself alone, Shelley’s the peep show I’ve never seen.  She’s a woman in lust with herself the same way I’ve been in lust with me, doing her dirty deeds in private for the entertainment of one.


   And then Isaac … and now me.


   For a time she lies back on a rumpled bed with her hand between her legs.  Then, she changes her mind and pops up to root through the drawer beside her, drawing out ropes and a hairbrush, clothespins and clamps.


   She stands in front of a mirror happy to watch herself.  If I stare at her eyes long enough I imagine I can read her mind.  I wonder what toy she’ll think to use first.  I’d go for the hairbrush and spank my ass, but Shelley goes for the rope.  Starting at her neck, she loops the cord around her and then begins to draw it down her body, criss-crossing, doubling back, looping here and there.  In the end, two cords run through her crotch.  There’s a grimace on her face as she draws these cords tight and pulls them hard.  Bending over she tightens them more, drawing up the slack.  When she stands again the cords cuts her flesh so much I wonder if they could tear the skin.  She’s sweating and in pain, but not about to stop.  


   Shelley loves the mirror, gazing into it as though she and the image she sees are making love … it feeds her fantasy, talks dirty from the corner of its mouth, stares with lust and a rock hard cock.  Then again, perhaps she sees the wet pussy of a woman in thigh-high boots tapping a riding crop against her palm.  Shelley’s sweet for the woman and submissive. 


   Picking up the hairbrush she smacks her behind so her lover sees.  I can see the red and see the slut slack off because it starts to hurt.  Then I see her wince as she goes back to spanking her ass harder because this phantom in the mirror is looking at her displeased for going soft.  


   Her lover is a cruel one.  Shelley’s ass is as bright as a new apple, but the domme wants more.  With her molten eyes caressing this apparition, Shelley takes one clothespin after another pinching slips of flesh on her breasts.  Two, then three, then four, then one for each nipple, then more clamped tight over the plump labia.  She looks like a creature from an alien fantasy.  Tucking a clothespin under each cord through her cunt, her pussy’s splayed so I see the purple center in the mirror.  Wishing I had the camera, I’d move closer to see that center throbbing.  But then, I remember that I’m peeping with Isaac uninvited on Shelley’s fantasy.  


   I’m as wet as she appears.  A finger inside my wetness pokes deep.  Drawing it out, I lick the juice, then put it back for more.  My center sliver is hard, as hard as Shelley’s I suspect.  Though I can’t see clearly how her clit’s become a tiny penis—now I imagine it in my mind.  She’s fingering herself just as I finger my velvet channel.


   I think of Isaac, imagining him with his hidden camera filming me, tucked somewhere inside a closet in this apartment peeking out as I let a crescendo build and my body sweats.


   Ah, Shelley, how delicious you’ve become!


   She undulates before the mirror, before the femme domme with the boots and crop.  Pained.  The pins are agony.  Each pinch of flesh sends another pain-wave to her tortured brain.  Removing one, the domme makes her massage the wounded skin and a spike of distress makes her look as though she’s about to cry.  I remember once it happened to me and I stormed from the room away from that lover of the hour.  He was a sadistic ass, a menacing angel.  


   Shelley’s a masochist and sadist all in one guise.  But the roles and titles don’t seem to matter.  She submits. I think of the stranger doing this to me.  I’d probably relent, unlike the day I bolted from the pain.  


   With each clothespin jerked free, Shelley whimpers sadly.  And with the last few quickly plucked like feathers from a holiday hen, her tears run free.  A gasp, a sigh, another look into her mistress’s eyes, she centers on her angry pubis and rubs in earnest, throwing herself against her hand.  She’s tense.  I’m tense.  The two of us prevail against the horror, looking for some pleasure.


   But then she sighs, like opening up the sky to let the sun shine down.  


   Falling into the mirror she reclines against the glass.  I see the cloud of her breath fog the mirror and watch her eyes droop low.  The hand at her crotch toys reluctantly.  The last waves of her climax are gentle ones.  Her lips kiss her reflection, just touching the surface as if they’re seeking skin when there is none.  


   I’m breathless, wishing I could climb inside her lust-filled face, or lay my hands along a smooth thigh and then taste the perspiration with my tongue.  All just wishes, pipe dreams to play on other days.  The tape turns grainy and she disappears, threads of her coming and going until the picture turns to snow.


   In the middle of Shelley’s orgasm, I came.  My hand’s wet, and my body shakes, and I’m so hot, I have to strip out of my clothes.  I would have before all this started, but there was just no time.


  




  Chapter Two


   


   I think I’ve given up on the stranger, like giving up meat or drink for lent.  I’m swearing him off, thoughts of him go unheeded—at least by my brain.  My body still responds, jumping at any stray remembrance of him that appears in my head.  But my attention is focused on Robby, so I tell myself.  He wants me home for the weekend, and I go expecting to love him out of lust for Chelsea—or at least tempt him to forget her for an hour.


   The ride home is filled with honking cars and speeding trucks, the dust of an autumn day that’s far too hot for the season.  Someone will say it’s Indian summer, the last mellow moment before the sun finally sets on the grand old season of brilliant color and buzzing insects.  I say it’s far too early, this is only September and the trees are hardly half-turned, and the first real frost hasn’t stung.  For me, this is just another late summer afternoon in a hot and summer-weary city. 


   The country is much cooler, the air turning fresh about the time I lose sight of the city skyline in my rearview mirror.  Off the highway, I wind my way through a dozen streets with mansions, through a few suburban thoroughfares of brick-faced houses, and then descend into the woods to our simple A-frame sitting in the middle of two acres of trees.  I smile seeing Robby on the patio getting the barbecue ready.  Steaks.  We’ll have steaks and salad and red wine and long conversation about my day and my students, and my week—and his.  I’ll think about our making love and start to wind my foot about his leg and run my toes up to his naked thigh.  He wears his shorts a little too long so I can’t get inside to massage his crotch properly.  But he loves the gesture anyway.  I think with as much sexual heat as I’m feeling now—still fueled, I admit, by a stranger with long dark hair—I’ll have him seduced before we get to dessert.


   I wonder what I’ll do with him then?  Fuck him nasty like my pussy wants?  Or satisfy myself with revenge and leave him cold?


   


   I opt for sex.


   Too many days since the stranger raped me, I want fresh cock against my cunt, hands combing my skin, masculine breath, a creative tongue, and Robby’s chest against my breast.  He sees me from the car and waves.  A flight of stairs and I’m in his arms.  Sensing the lust between us quickly bloom, we forget the barbecue in favor of the bedroom … fresh cock, hands, breath, tongue and colliding chests. I think of this as Carolyn’s revenge—or perhaps Ellen Laurey’s. With any name the fucking’s sweet … and thorough.  I’m all over the bed, legs as wide as the open ocean, deep as his cock will drive between them.  We’re kissing like we did two years before, like the summer before we married when our hands were new to each other’s skin and his every touch electrified my nerves, and the feeling of his fingers against my flesh was almost painful. I spasm from the beginning.  He’s saying, “oh, god, I love you, Lynnie …” using the name I love most.  It’s an affirmation of remembrance spoken with lips of regret and guilt.  I let the revenge pass, ignore the pangs of pain, let it all seem like a grand reunion, like we’re a pair of fighting lovers making up from a cruel war.  I treasure his lips on my left breast, sucking the soft hillock so hard there will be a red spot there when he’s done. He works my body as if he’s drawing my life force into him, without diminishing any part of me, just adding the essence of Carolyn to his wordless dance.  


   I clutch his erection, spasm after spasm sucking his seed into me.  I think my cunt will erupt, but I hold back.  This is too perfect to quickly waste.  Robby rolls me over and raises my ass.  With a few strikes of his palm, I think of Shelley in the mirror, knowing that my ass is turning red.  I egg him on, “Do it more, babe!”  He’s happy to answer with more of his palm, but this consumes him fast.  He’s too eager for the restraint the stranger would have, and I’m too willing to let him pump me hard.  


   He reaches around my torso and pulls me up against his chest, hanging on to breasts with both hands.  I gasp and he answers with his own.  Like a Grecian chorus we continue this dialogue.  Pumped, hard driven, fired.  Heat, the sweltering heat from an aging sun falls on our sweaty pores. It’s the fuel that drives me to the finish with a sweet song, and whimpers flowing free as shudder on shudder leaves me faint.


   With his cock still lodged deeply, I collapse to the bed, hips raised enough so that as Robby burrows with his final thrusts, he can shoot with the full force of his body pummeling deeply.  


   


   When he’s out of me, settled on the bed at my side, I stroke the cock that stroked me well.  Moving down, I tongue the dripping organ and pretend I’ll try to make him hard again.


   “Ah, Carolyn,” he moans.  You’d think he was in agony being loved.  I’ve almost forgotten about Chelsea and the stranger, but just hearing his voice it all comes back, and the mood turns bittersweet.  How many more times can I get my energy on for him? I wonder.  If this could only last.


   


   Something happens between Friday night and Saturday.  I fall in love with him again.  We screw in the afternoon, lazily, while a football game goes on behind.  Robby doesn’t even stop to watch in the middle.  All eyes are on me, his hands caress me forcefully and I can feel an honest passion.  He licks my ear the way he used to, and I shiver as he runs his hands on my damp skin.  His skin clings to mine letting the elements of us ooze together.  I feel the rhythm of his breath tickle the skin on the back of my neck. The line he draws down my spine makes me grind my cunt into the sheets.  When he reaches my ass and drives a finger toward the rear door, I seethe, a meaningful, “oh no”, that makes him back away.  I want him there.  I want him forcing his finger beyond the barrier, demanding he enter my ass without a fight.  I squirm to have him return, but he moves on deeper to where my cunt is not so dangerous or so enlivened.  Riding his finger, I squeeze it like I’m going to cum, then Robby pulls my ass up into his face and begins to suck. We feel sticky together like this, his saliva and my juice.  


   I hope for his tongue in my anus but he stays clear.  He’s afraid of me and that little bit of sexual wrath that he can’t handle when my body’s about to detonate.  It’s a stunt I’ve pulled a hundred times when he’s wanted to take my ass, and he’ll remain gun-shy forever, I suppose.  Now though, I’m too close to cumming to care  With his tongue at my clitoris I sway to each delicious lick, and the spasms build.  He sucks my labia and eats them with nibbling teeth.  Then drawing my bud into his mouth, he tugs hard waiting to hear me shriek before he backs off.  Then with expert skill, I’ve always said he has a gift, he rubs that spot along the swollen side of my clit and I start to break free.  I wish I could put my hands in his brown hair and pull him tight against the place, but he’s out of reach.  Even pressing my groin back into his face, he keeps it agonizingly gentle.  I grab and grab and grab for something that’s not there, and though the cum rages on, I relax at last, even as he leaves me wanting more.


   “You’ll have to do me again,” I tell him when we’re finally out of each other’s arms. 


   “Not enough?” he can’t believe me.


   “I’m horny enough to for two weekends, darling.”


   “Good,” he says.


   I have this rare thought that I’m head over heels in love again; that love can really be this perfect and there will be no more wars between us—ever; that we’re not just two lost souls waiting for a civil way to end a mistake.  


   


   Saturday night we go dancing at a pub just a mile away.  The driving beat of old 60’s rock and roll pounds in my head. With Robby dancing seductively, I’m almost sure I’ll never respond to my ponytail lover again.  Robby has great hips and an ass that begs for my fingers inside his pants.  His is not as fine as my stranger’s but this one has always had its special allure when clothed in a pair of blue jeans.  Yeah, I think we’ll make it at least another year, and maybe after this weekend Chelsea will disappear.  Then I’d even consider going back to my old teaching job here in suburbs.  Quit the city altogether.  I can forget the university and all its perks, if the benefit of scaling down my aspirations is Robby’s adoration.  I’m so moved, it’s on the tip of my tongue to tell him something stupid like I’m considering moving back home.


   But then, by the time we get home Saturday night, we’re fighting—something to do about nothing that I can remember, though it seemed important when I was half-drunk.  By the time we go to bed, there’s not much love left and the lust has been abated with a healthy burst of venom.  We sleep on opposite sides of the bed until morning wakes us and we spend our Sunday happily in separate rooms. 


   


   On Monday morning, Robby will be back to Chelsea and me to my daydreams. The single thought I have the entire drive back is: will I see the stranger on the street, or will we meet next in the bar where we fucked?


  




  Chapter Three  


   


   On my way home from classes Thursday afternoon, I stop at the deli remembering that there’s nothing in the apartment decent to eat.  Between deciding on turkey breast or a Caesar chicken salad, I feel the warmth of someone at my back, standing close.


   I jump at the recognition of him, mostly the aroma of his distinctive body.  Then gazing over the deli counter I see the reflection of him in a cooler window.  The sense of his aura hovering lordly over me is confirmed in the picture of the two of us.  His subtle strength takes hold of even the expression on my face.  Turning quiet and subdued, I feel restrained as though he’s securing my hands behind me with his belt.  There’s the fragrance of mint on his breath, traces of sweat—the day’s been warm again.  I’m almost afraid to turn around and look directly into his eyes.


   He reads my mind and whispers, “don’t move, just buy your dinner and we’ll leave.”


   Do I buy for him too? I wonder. 


   Deciding that this is not a date, I order for myself, pay the bill and take the sack from the girl behind the counter.  Reaching around me, the stranger takes the bag from my hand. Then with his hand firmly guiding me from behind, we walk out the back door into the alley.  I feel him next to me as we walk, but I don’t look up to note his face.  There’s something grim about his attitude, though I’m seduced by the strength he has to dominate my spirit.  All the desire I’ve submerged trying to hold this man from my thoughts comes back to me with a stinging spasm in my belly.  The demand for him presses on.  I can’t forget him and I can’t throw him off.  


   We wander for several minutes in the back alleys behind the neighborhood stores coming to a place surrounded on three sides by high brick walls.  Looking up, there’s just one window looking down into the secluded alcove, and that appears vacant.  Am I in more danger, or will this privacy suit me?  I wonder why I leave myself so vulnerable.


   “Remove your clothes,” he whispers his order.


   “Here?” The first word I’ve spoken since he took charge.


   “Here, Ellen Laurey,” he states plainly.


   Then, looking into his eyes, I see the danger of objecting.  He has tenacity that melts my wavering fears into trivialities.  I suspect I’ve asked for this by my nature—not having any clear picture of myself.  One second a woman of bold confidence, the next, a withering violet plucked from a garden, a trifle for this stranger’s next sexual whim. 


   I begin to take off my clothes.  The sweater is easy, pulled quickly over my head.  I do it without thinking, but then shrink back, looking toward the opening of the alley afraid someone might see.  


   “Don’t look back,” he orders and then he stares, waiting for me to continue.  


   There’s a bra and skirt, panties and panty hose, though my shoes come off next.  I fling them lightly aside, then reach under my skirt to remove my underwear.   


   He waits, expressionless, without a hint of his thoughts, without approval or disapproval, without lust or love, or affection in his eyes.  My bra and skirt remain and I choose the bra, letting the two orbs sway nakedly in the autumn air, the nipples tightening, a quivering sensation dropping low to my belly.  


   As I finally unzip my skirt and discard it to the pile of clothes at my feet, my utter nakedness alarms me.  So defenseless, I’ve given everything to the man with the cool navy eyes and the long ponytail.  He owns my next minutes.  I have no objections, no right to quarrel with him.  As he presses his hand to my pubis and feels between my legs, he knows I’m aroused.  I lean against his arm as he pumps his fingers into the liquid heat.  He takes my hands and holds them against my back so I can’t hang on to him for comfort.  It’s just his arm to balance against and the firm grip of his fist keeping me in place.


   Fucking me with three fingers inserted in my vagina, my breasts jiggle from the movement.  The heavy flesh bangs back and forth on either side of his arm.  I close my eyes and do nothing but feel what I feel.  I can believe that I’m in the privacy of my house or the seclusion of his apartment.  I can pretend there’s nothing to fear in exposure, that I can’t possibly be naked in an alley with a man using me for kicks.


   When he pulls me off of his arm, withdrawing his fingers from my cunt, he pushes me to the ground on my knees.  The hard asphalt and the surrounding brick remind me where I am.  Another shudder of fright wells within me, but that’s not the stranger’s concern.


   “Take my cock,” he says.


   I look up at his face, imploring him with mine.  But I yield, because that’s the only answer to this amazing moment.  I reach for the bulge of his blue jeans and draw the zipper down.  His cock is free at my mouth, and the remembrance of his unique aroma drifts into my nostrils.  I taste the hard flesh, the sinewy stalk he pushes between my lips.  He jams himself in hard while holding my hair.  I open wide, afraid I’ll choke, yet the whole thing slides easily into the surrendering me, joining me crudely to his most intimate home.  He fucks me soundly, though not like he would my cunt or ass.  Drawing away from my lips he expects my tongue to tease the head and that sensitive underside.  Then he has only one hand on my head to steady himself.  My hand takes the cock and jacks him off.  The more vigorously I rub, the more his moans speak of his mounting need.  I think he’ll cum on my face as he did before, the sour taste of cum to bathe my lips.  But withdrawing altogether, the stranger pulls me up on some aging metal box.  At thigh height, I’m readily accessible, free to open my legs so he can use my cunt to finish.  He’s swift, driving in.  The energy of his thrusting erection makes my hips squirm and my belly quake.  I tense as my muscles contract and my pussy squeezes his cock.  He demands his pleasure as much as I desire my own.  Almost within an instant, I go from servant to the served, rocking wildly against the metal beneath me while hanging on to him for satisfaction.  


   I cum.  


   Not in waves and currents, but with one thundering crash and then it’s over.  Utterly over, as he presses the last inch of himself within me and his climax rocks me hard.


   I don’t care much about being naked in the alley anymore.  I don’t know if we were seen by someone looking down this lonesome backdoor street, or if someone saw us from the window above. The alley is vacant now, except for the two of us taking up this one tiny corner. Although it doesn’t feel empty at all, more like a canyon brimming with untold stories of sexual pleasure.  


   A fly buzzes my face and the stranger brushes it away.  I think he’ll smile at me as he stares down at my fucked smudged flesh.  Instead, his expression is serene.  I imagine mine is too.  


   I wait for clues from him to move.  Not thinking it wise to take the first step in restoring my clothes, I let the warmed metal at my back be a small comfort.  I’m humbled, such satisfaction rare.  


   Before he says a word, his cock is tucked inside his jeans, the zipper is up and he’s redone his ponytail with a quick swish of his hand.  


   “You want me to stay naked until you leave?” I guess.


   “No,” he shakes his head.  “But I want you to kiss me.”


   I think it intimate that our lips can meet now.  Our bodies have shared a great deal while our affections have shared little.  I remember the mint and the scent of him as he pulls me up enough to sit.  And when his face comes close to mine I tremble, nervous as a young girl in the hands of a far older man.  I think of him as a master, someone who knows me, who gives me gifts, while demanding his use of me.  I feel small in his presence, overwhelmed that he has this power, and I realize that I’ll do anything he asks.  He knows this too.  He owns me that completely.  Knowing all this about myself, I realize I have much to accept.


   His lips linger long on mine. They’re full like the two I offer him as I bend my head back to meet his descending face. I taste a bit of salt with my tongue. My nostrils pick up a minty aroma. Soft against mine, his lips press firmly, but not without tenderness. I relinquish again.  As scared as I was to strip naked in this alley, that seems easy now compared to what I feel with his lips on mine.  Such intimacy takes us beyond these brief interludes in lust to something I can’t yet define.


   This kiss seals the moment, like freezing the image of this alley so it’s indelibly imprinted into the framework of the universe, never to diminish or fade with time.  So potent, I can’t imagine bringing it to mind without this wealth of feeling arising too. 


   I believe this fixed picture is instilled in him as well, though what he feels in his heart is a secret to me.  I may be nothing more than spare change in his pocket, or I may be as priceless to him as this back alley moment is now to me.  


   


   “Put on your clothes,” he tells me when the kiss is finally gone.  He hands the pile to me and looks as though he’s about to leave.


   “You know, I don’t know your name,” I say.  “I don’t know what to call you.”


   “How do you think of me?” he asks.


   “As a stranger,” I say.


   “Then that’s good enough.”


   “But it’s not a name.”


   “And none is necessary, Ellen Laurey,” he retorts.  I wonder if he’s mocking me.  If he knows the truth about the poet’s name.  I’d never ask, and I suspect he wouldn’t tell me if he did.


   “Will I see you again?” I ask.


   “I’m sure you will,” he says.


   “When?”  I have my bra and sweater covering my breasts.  Then my skirt quickly hides the rest of me.  It’s little more to restore my underwear and shoes.


   “When I want you again,” he says.


   I have a million questions I’d like to ask him, but then I realize that I don’t really want his answers, just him—just like this afternoon, again and again. 


   


  g


   


   I’m at Isaac’s minutes later.  When the stranger and I parted, he went one direction, I went the other.  For a few minutes on the street before I entered the building, I turned to watch him vanish into a sidewalk of people just getting out of a theatre matinee.  Once they dispersed, he was gone, not even a glimpse of the ponytail wagging behind him.  Rushing upstairs, I find myself collapsed on the couch in front of the TV almost giggling.  Still much too horny to think about food or correcting papers, or anything else—even Smithereens—I pull off my nylons and panties, catching the scent of the stranger as I open my legs.  With my hand at my crotch I bring myself off for the second time in an hour, sure that before the night’s over I’ll be masturbating again.


  




  Chapter Four


   


   Days after the sex in the alley I’m dozing in Isaac’s overstuffed chair with a mountain of half-graded test papers on my lap, I hear the phone ring.  I’m glad it wakes me even if my dream was about sex.  I have to get my work done.  When the phone keeps ringing, I finally think to answer it, it’s not just an alarm.


   “Lynnie, you there?” Isaac was the first to call me “Lynnie” and it stuck.  And from his lips, it always sounds the sweetest.


   “Of course I’m here,” I tell this author of my pet name.


   “You sound so … so …”


   “I was sleeping.”


   “Aw, I’m sorry.  I thought you might be having sex in my bed, and I’d be terribly jealous of whoever’s with you.  How’s it going anyway?”


   “Great, it’s great.  I’m great, Smithereens is great … healthy as a horse, full of spit right now.”  I just saw the black tail end of the feline darting around the corner of the room into the kitchen.


   “What else?  Tell me about Robby, you guys going to be okay?” 


   I think a moment.  “I’m not sure.”


   “Oh?” He sounds disappointed.


   “I’ve met someone.”


   “Ooo, who?”


   “Um ….” I should never have said a word.  But I’m only half awake and not thinking clearly.  “Just a guy.”


   “Who?”


   “You don’t know him.”


   “But he has a name.”


   “Yeah, but I don’t know it.”


   “What’s that?”


   “I said I don’t know his name.”  All of a sudden this need to confess my passions to someone takes over.  Isaac’s in Greece, too far away to make trouble.


   “But you’re in love,” he says.


   “Not exactly.”


   “You’ve had sex?” 


   I hedge a moment.  “Yes.”


   “And you really don’t know his name?” He’s aghast.


   “I really don’t know his name.  And the first time we fucked it was in the back of Morey’s Tavern and the second time I was naked in an alley.”


   “Good god!  Have you gone mad?”


   “I don’t know, maybe.”  I’m sounding listless because I’m tired.


   “Lynnie, does Robby know?”


   “Of course, he doesn’t, and I’m certainly not going to tell him.  And right now, I haven’t a clue why I just told you.”


   “You’re feeling guilty,” he says, making up my mind for me.   


   “No, not at all.  I guess I just needed to say it, so it feels real.  I don’t know what’s happening, but I feel perfectly safe with him.”  I say that first just because I’m trying to allay Isaac’s fears, but somewhere within me, as scared as I am of the stranger, I do feel safe.  “He’s not a wacko, trust me.”


   “You’re sure?”


   “Yes.”


   “Positive?”


   “Yes, yes, I’m positive.”  Isaac could always be annoying.          


   “But why?  Why are you doing this, I mean there could be other dangers … more than getting killed?”


   “Because he does things …” my voice drifts.


   “What things?”


   “He knows me, knows that I need what other men have never given me.”


   “Like alleys and stairwell’s?”


   “I guess.  It’s not easy to explain, but don’t judge it.”


   “I don’t.  I just worry that you don’t know his name, or who he is, or if he’s really sane.  And if you’ll end up dead next time you give him your crotch and do whatever …”


   I stop myself from defending my actions.  It’s not necessary, and Isaac has every right to wonder what stupid things I might have done.


   “I needed to tell someone,” I say.  “Someone that can’t stop me …”


   “What if I tell Robby?”


   I bristle.  “You’ll make a mess of my life,” I state succinctly, adding a heavy dose of conviction to my voice.  “I am all right.  And if I’m not, well, you know … someone knows.  And …”


   “Lynnie.”


   “Shuuush.”  I try soothing him with the sound of my voice.  “Besides, Isaac, I think Robby and I will be living together full time again soon.  I’m about to take my old job back.”


   “You are?”


   “Yes, and I just need this fling, that’s all it is.  The guy’s safe, I’m sure of it.  And I don’t want you to worry … so how’s Greece?”


   


   Isaac is so accepting.  A lot of guys would have raised a decent ruckus, and be calling my friends and God knows what else, but I knew Isaac wouldn’t.  Perhaps that’s why I chose him to tell even if it was a completely unconscious act.  In telling him, my motives made sense.  But explaining the crudity without glossing over the facts only instills my desire for the stranger more.  I know there will be another time and it will be more disturbing than the others.  Even if my story about Robby and me is a fib, it actually makes sense.  Makes me wonder, when this “fling” finally ends, if I’ll confront the bastard, throw Chelsea out, and make a determined effort to put the marriage back together.  It sounds like a genuine idea.


   


   Wide-awake after talking with Isaac, I’m doubly aroused.  All I can think of is sex and getting off.  But not getting off in fantasy, or to the picture of Shelley, or any other of Isaac’s babes on tape.  Being crude feels like more fun, though without the stranger, I’m not sure where to turn.


   I stare at the phone for a while, like it’s beckoning me with a bony finger into a lurid and dissolute land.  I’m reminded of Robby, the months we spent apart a few years back, how our salvation was the phone calls …


   I pick up the phone and dial. 


   When I hear him answer, his voice sounds far off, he’s either been asleep or having sex.  I’m so thrilled with that thought, I start right in to see if I can capture him before he realizes what has taken over. 


   “Hi, sweets, I was missing you …” I purr in that sex-charged voice I use for lovers.


   “You were?” he still sounds drowsy, but anxious.


   “Yeah, I wish you were here.  I just took off my clothes and am lying on Isaac’s couch.  He has this really wicked video of some old girlfriend with little tits masturbating in front of a mirror.”


   “You’re watching that?” he asks.  


   “Hummm …” My hand’s between my legs.  I’m not sure what makes me happier … the feel of my spasming clit or the mounting arousal I hear in Robby’s voice.  


   “You say she’s masturbating,” his voice lowers.


   “And dancing …”


   “Dancing …” the timbre lower still, I imagine by now he’s stroking himself.


   “You remember how I used to dance for you … in that see-through blouse and the lace g-string … how I’d brighten my nipples with rouge and ride on those slippery dildos …”  I hum between phrases, the natural lilt of my voice riding the pleasure I feel now.  I’m mellow, so very mellow and so very pleased as Robby’s breathing becomes more pronounced.


   “I remember, Lynnie, you had that black catsuit, the one that looks like nothing but a shadow against your skin … and everything else ….”  He’s thinking of how my nipples showed right though and the pubic hair and glistening pussy … about my undulating hips as they swayed before his languid sex-starved eyes … and how when I’d bend over, my ass just inches from his face … the slit in catsuit’s crotch would part and he could see me from my puckering anus to my pink wide-open labia … and how he’d tickle the clit and watch it contract and expand before his eyes.


   “Is she there.  Chelsea?” I moan softly as though I’m asking him to screw me.


   “Hummm …”


   “Tell me.”


   “I’m just thinking of you, hon, just you.”


   “I know she’s there …”  I hear the shuffling behind him “ … that’s why you’re moving from the bedroom into the den.”  I hear all the clicks of the doors and sense him walking through the house.  I know for sure the bitch is in my bed, wrapped in my sheets.  Where once the thought would cut me like a knife blade, now all that matters is that I have him while she lays oblivious to his arousal.  This one is mine.


   “Ah, Lynnie, you were talking about dancing …”  I hear him getting settled in the creaky leather chair.


   “Yes, I love dancing.” I return to reveries of old.  “I love flaunting my tits for you, moving them in front of your face so you have to reach to kiss them …”


   He gasps as I smile.


   “You know, I think tonight I’ll dress up and go out on the street,” I start again … a fantasy I’ve told him a hundred times, it’s all in my devious mind and he’s been lured right into the pleasure palace in my head.


   “You on the streets, yes,” his groan’s so sweet … “and you’re wearing that tiny skirt that I bought you on the trip to New York.”


   “That’s the one, darling, and this new blouse, one that shows a daring cleavage, the kind you like to dive inside with your lips.”


   There’s no reply, just the sound of his heavy breathing.


  “I’ll meet someone while I’m out.”


   “Because you’re being nasty,” he thinks to answer.


   “Ooo, yes, he wants to fuck me right in the bar where we meet, and I don’t even know his name. You want to be there don’t you?”


   “Damn, I’d like to see you fucked.”  I can hardly hear him speak, his voice is so under his breath, as if in another part of the house the lights have gone on and he hears Chelsea stirring.


   “He has a ponytail, and beard, a tough guy in jeans … I’ll dance lewdly for this rough dude until his eyes can’t stand the tease any longer … and he finally takes me by the hand and leads me to the restroom … or better yet, an empty stairwell.”  The thought’s so fresh I can see my stranger in front of my face. “Think of him fucking me, Robby, fucking me … bending me over and putting his dick in my snatch.  Think of him crude, Robby.  He’s taking me hard so I can’t stop him … and you, you’re watching and getting hard … just like you’re hard right now.”


   His breath is deeper still, a groan escapes now and then.  Saying so little, I know he’s about to come.


   “He’s playing with my tits, his hands inside my blouse, messing with my clothes and skin. … then he tears away the blouse and I’m half naked in the back of the bar … in the stairwell … his cock in my cunt.”


   He’s breathing harder.  Robby’s hot.  I can almost feel his erection pulse before me, smell the aroma and taste the salty brine of male stuff on the skin.


   “Unnnnn, ahhhhh,” the guttural cry emerges, fueled from that somewhere between his legs where he’s shot his sticky cum all over his thighs and hand … and there’s no one to lick it clean. 


   “Say you love me, Robby.”


   “Oh, I do,” he pants, breathless.


   “And she’s there, isn’t she?”


   “In bed.”


   “My bed.”


   “Oh, Lynnie.”


   “It’s okay, Robby, I’m having my fun on the side too.”


   “You are?”


   “And right now I’m going to sleep.  Sweet dreams.”


   I hang the phone in the cradle and turn in my mind to the picture of the stranger reaching out to me and taking me away again.  I cum, panting as hard as Robby was panting, with as much force and even more desire.  I hope this will let me sleep.  Papers, or no papers to grade, I go to bed.


   


   Just as the lights go out in the room and I’m feasting in the darkness and the hint of my dreams, the phone rings.  Ah, I moan to myself, Robby’s going to spoil it.  I’m sure he’s wide-awake enough to remember what I said.


   “Hello,” I answer.


   “Ellen,” the stranger’s voice is plainly unmistakable.


   Instantly, I’m wide-awake.  Shuddering nervously, I sit up in bed.  I’m looking toward the window, sure he’s staring into the bedroom and my nakedness from somewhere outside.


   “You have my number?”


   “And more than that.  I’ve been watching you, Ellen Laurey.  I think it’s time we met again.”


   “Where?” I’m not sure whether to be anxious or relieved.


   “I’ll let you know.”


   “And that’s all?”  I’m desperate for more.  


   “Sweet dreams,” he says.  The phone clicks in my ear as surely as it must have clicked rudely in Robby’s a half hour ago.  Instant karma …


  




  Chapter Five


   


   For two weeks I wait.  Assuming that the stranger’s midnight call is a ploy to unsettle me, I attempt to live my life calmly until he resurfaces again.  But I’m looking constantly—around every corner, down each street I walk, in all the shady haunts where a madman could hide until he pounces on his unsuspecting prey—waiting to find him ready to abscond with me into his world.  


   I give little thought to Robby, even though we fuck like sex-hungry adolescents when we’re together.  Unlike the weekend filled with love, the next with him is more subdued, silently rendered—poised and polite, almost sunny by day.  But we say little when we’re in bed.  I’m sure he doesn’t want to talk about Chelsea and the revelation I made over the phone.  He held his breath all weekend wondering if I’d mention the tart he screws during the week and allows access to my house.  I’m happy to let him linger in his fear, while I gratefully use his body in the dark, thinking about the stranger while my husband’s dick rents my pussy.  His lips are still good down below.  Not even his fear takes away his lust and his ability to comb my small insides with his tongue.  His hands under my ass grasp raw flesh he’s gently warmed with spanks from his firm hand. My snatch is like fresh fruit to his taste, like a juicy apricot that spurts as he moves on delicate skin.  He’s not lost his genius for sucking my clitoris, or taking it in his teeth and shaking his head like a dog would shake a bone.  All the while he has me with my groin clutched to his face I forget Chelsea, content to give him more memories of me in this bed than he has of her.  But I’m not forgetting my longhaired stranger.  Eyes open, eyes closed, it’s all the same.  He’s in my head, sometimes so close I think he’s sitting beside the bed coolly watching Robby and I with a keen eye.  When I lurch with an orgasmic spasm, going frenzied on Robby’s tongue, it’s only that face of strength and wisdom in my mind’s eye.  Without realizing what I’m doing I’m holding on to the headboard of the bed with arms above me, hands fused to the cold iron—as though he has me bound.  Not Robby, no, but the nameless man in my fantasies.  


   A wordless weekend gives way to a dreary Monday morning’s ride back to the city.  Rain has replaced the sunshine, the dew and the brisk scent of morning.  The bright leaves of autumn begin to loom bedraggled and gloomy, too tired to remain hanging on tired limbs.  The days of the season are dwindling away and I’m thinking I’ll never see my stranger again.  I wonder how a man’s passion can stand such long gaps in pleasure.  But then, of course, I’m assuming that I’m his only lover.  I might be one in a serial string of women duped by his unique power to attract them.  How many more has he taken into back alleys and screwed?


   Classes go well, all this so easy for me, getting inside the minds of my students. If I could only do as well with men—certain men, the ones I love and the others that consume me with lust.


   Walking home from campus at the end of the day, there’s a prickly feeling crawling up my back.  For an instant I think two eyes are boring into me.  I instantly assume it’s those eyes.  I turn about to smile at him, but there’s no one but a sullen kid of fifteen with black spiked hair and a black goatee.  Am I going crazy?


   Passing by Fellini’s deli, I remember him taking me out the back door into the alley, the last time we were together.  Just before I cross the street to Isaac’s building, I think I spot him inside the entrance, but he disappears like a phantom on a dark night.  Chilled by the thought of him, I hold off crossing the street, thinking he’ll be inside, hiding behind the door.  And then, because I’m feeling so silly, I finally bolt across the street and push my way inside the building.  There’s a full elevator when I enter, unusual for this small apartment house, but it appears that one of the neighbors is having a party.  These five are already drinking beer.  I smile wishing I could join them.  When the crowd exits at the third floor, I think I’m alone, then suddenly, I’m face to face with a man who’s seemed to have materialized out of nowhere.  My stranger.


   “Ellen Laurey,” he smiles as he stops the elevator between the third and fourth floor.  


   I pin myself to the back of the stalled metal box, and stare blankly.  While I remain passive on the outside, there’s a wild party going on inside me as the sweep of his energy grabs hold of me in many dear places.  


   “Open your blouse,” he instructs, with a voice that’s almost kind. 


   I have a hard time with the command, feeling the gnawing agitation of tingling thighs and a belly about to spasm.  He waits and I pause longer.  But the stranger’s being patient.  I finally move, taking each button of my shirt and letting it slip through the small hole.  He sees a lacy bra underneath, cupping each full breast in black.


   “And the bra,” he adds.


   “Do you want me naked?” I ask.


   “No,” he shakes his head.  “Just do as I say.”  


   The more he speaks, the less uneasy I become. Compliance is easier. The bra with a front clasp opens without much effort and the twin spheres swing free. Their pinkish/yellow surface glimmers in the glow of the small lights overhead and I can smell the morning aroma of my perfume as though it has been waiting for the right moment to emerge from hiding. I follow the gaze from the stranger’s face to two nipples that clench tightly from the remaining trace of cool air in this closed compartment.


   “Kiss them,” he says staring.  I see a sheen of sweat begin to glow on my skin.  Lifting each breast to my mouth, my kiss is as tender as I imagine his would be.  Furtively watching his expression, I move from one breast to the next and back and forth as if I’m making love to my body.  He must see my lust, but his face remains unchanged.  I see only the power that resides in him, some infinite expanse of reserve behind the vibrancy that pulses at his essence.  


   “Are you wearing panties?” he asks.


   I shake my head no; just stockings and garters and a wet thatch of hair at the middle.  


   “Good.  Lift your skirt and masturbate.”


   I twitter nervously.  My hand trembles.  But as the skirt crawls up my thigh, I have my hand where it’s hot so quickly, I should blush at my anxiousness.  I think he’s forecast the truth about me and is merely pointing out his knowledge so I’ll understand how easy I am to figure.  


   He watches me play, and I’m instantly within myself, going straight to the finish line—the climax just simple strokes away.  If he stops me before that, I’ll regret it, but I will stop.  There’s no other choice in the matter since he’s in charge.  Until he does halt my play, however, I’m getting myself off right here. 


   The toying is desperate, the flushed veins of my pubis are full, at floodstage.  I can’t get enough of my fingers and this man’s eyes.  The connection between them is obvious, so uncanny I think he’s doing magic tricks with my pussy.  The blood-filled clit is ripping at me, so I rub it hard, right at the edge beside the swelling sensitive end.  The hurt’s crazy with even the simplest touch.  My hips jerk like a whore enticing a john on the street.  They play for the stranger’s eyes and they play for me, luring me on.


   I close my eyes because I can’t stand to look at his anymore, there’s enough sensation in me for a dozen orgasms.  More is torture.  


   Maddening, seizing, spiking jolts bolt sharply. Feeling as if I’ve been shocked, the climax breaks free, though I struggle from one wondrous burst of fire to the next, knowing that as intense as this is I’m still holding back some of the raw fire. I finally fall back in a thoughtless bliss, drifting to wherever my mind goes to repair.


   


   Shattering my peace, the elevator jerks back to life.  Going down, not up, I’m quick to realize that we’ll be in the lobby in seconds.  Letting my skirt drop back around my hips, I quickly put on my blouse and then run my fingers through my tangled hair.


   “You obviously don’t have enough sex in your life, Ellen Laurey,” the stranger whispers in my ear as the elevator doors open.


   With that comment he leaves me gasping for a fresh breath of air as the stifling box reappears at the main floor.  I’m joined by two men waiting for a ride to the top of the building.  They look at me oddly.  With them so close, I can’t collapse properly until I’m back in Isaac’s safe nest.  Stepping from the elevator, I only realize when I exit that I’m still holding my bra in my hand.  I smile to myself amused by the embarrassing oversight.


   


   All I think of all night is the scent of the elevator as I walked out, the body heat and the musk of a woman lingering in the air. The last whiff is one memory that won’t leave me until my hand can play at my crotch again and bring another orgasm to life, fueled by the stranger’s fire.  I sleep well.
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   The stranger’s at the bus stop the next day when I plan to take a trip downtown.  I’m surprised to see him again so soon.  As I get on at 16th Street, he silently follows me inside as though he doesn’t know me.  Sitting behind me, I feel his eyes at my back until we’re nearly at my stop.  Then he leans over my shoulder and whispers, “I’ll buy you lunch.”


   


   With the day as wet as the ones before, we have to move fast to get out of the rain that starts just as we exit to the street.  While we hurry, he takes my arm and I’m led up a side street to the old haufbrau.  At least I’ll be able to breathe in this familiar tavern.  


   He orders for me and I sip the beer that lands beside my hands. I’d be drinking wine if it were my choice, but it’s not.


   “How many times did you get off last night?” he asks once the waitress leaves.  


   “Twice.”


   “That’s all?”


   “I fell asleep during the third and I almost came again in the middle of the night, but I was exhausted.”


   He accepts my statements matter-of-factly and moves on.


   “I’ll have to bind you soon,” he says.  “It appears your desire for that exceeds all others.”


   I’m shocked.  “How would you know that?” I ask.


   “Does it matter?”


   “Maybe?”


   “Doesn’t being bound arouse you, or have I been misinformed?” He sounds as if he has spies infiltrating my life.  Regardless of the source of his information, he burrows inside me, raising that storehouse of sexual need he plundered the day before.  I see no end to his discoveries of my precious secrets.  


   “I have no clue what I need,” I answer honestly.  “You’ve already done things to me that I never believed I’d submit to.”


   “The pleasure doesn’t suit you?” he asks.


   “I haven’t said I wasn’t pleasured,” I reply.


   “Then, I’ll do my best to shock you,” he says.


   “Is that all you are?” I ask.  “A lot of dangerous games?”


   “If you didn’t want that, Ellen Laurey, I wouldn’t pay any attention to you.”


   “And why do you call me Ellen Laurey?” I probe directly, adding vehemence to my inquiry.


   “Because it is your name, is it not?”


   He knows I lied about myself, but right now, I can’t tell the truth. 


   “So, what would shock me this instant?” I ask.  Like a coy flirt, the challenge shoots from my mouth without my taking time to think of its repercussions.


   He maintains a confounding expression I cannot read.  “Go down on my cock—under the table,” he says.


   I laugh.  “You can’t be serious.”


   “Do it now, or you won’t see me again.”


   “You are serious.”


   He doesn’t reply. The lack of words seems all that’s necessary to communicate his message and I look about the restaurant actually considering his demand.  


   The time of day means the tavern’s almost vacant, and where we sit there’s no one nearby.  I recall when we entered, how he engineered this table, slipping the hostess a twenty to give us the privacy he wants.  All pre-planned, how can I fail him and not fail myself?  


   There’s just the minimum tablecloth to shield me from an outside view, but that’s hardly enough if someone catches the movement of my feet and legs underneath.  


   I go quickly to my knees and bring myself to his crotch.  One hand slips along his thigh, the other goes for his zipper.  Drawing it down slowly, I note he wears no underwear and the smell of him greets my nostrils with the sweet and pungent odor of sex.  His erection is half risen, bobbing at my lips.  Taking him in my mouth, I move as briskly as the small space will allow, letting my jaws tighten around the thickness.  I draw him deep into me.  If he were free to move I sense he’d jam it down my throat, but even he has to make accommodations to have his pleasure here.  The further I draw his erection inside my mouth, the more I sense the urgency building in his loins.  There’s just a tiny groan to accompany the blowjob and then his hand at my head pressing me with firmness.  I let my hand jack the organ while my tongue and mouth play with the foreskin and head.  He begins to cum fast.  Relief washing over me, I lap his thick juices relishing a taste I’ve had before, but one that grows more sweet the more I’m given the gift of him to suck.


   I have nothing to wipe my face on, until I pop from underneath the table and the stranger hands me a handkerchief.  I smile sheepishly awed by what I’ve just done.


   “You’re doing well, Ellen Laurey,” he says as he watches me look for signs of voyeurs in the room.


   I wonder how to reply, but I can’t think of a thing to say.


   


   The stranger pays the bill, reaches out to run his fingers through my hair in a minute of affection and then rises to leave.  “I won’t be so kind to you next time,” he says and he’s out the door.


   


  




  Chapter Six


   


   I take off for the country Saturday morning having made reservations at a Bed and Breakfast Isaac once took me to.  There are fields of wine grapes ripening for harvest, and trees ladened with apples ready to press into cider. Autumn reaches its long hand into the midst of my life and shakes it like it shakes winter-bound trees.  I want no men in my life for one long day and one long night, no Robby, no stranger, no new pair of staunch legs and throbbing erection to confuse me further.  I bring a satchel of books, pieces of promised hours without the outside interference of my thoughts to cloud this vacation.  A bottle of brandy will help me sleep and I don’t plan to wake until noon when the hotel proprietor’s knocking on my door to remind that checkout time looms close.  


   It’s all a fanciful dream, this idea of forgetting about my lover and my husband, but at least for a few minutes I do find some solace in the pages of a twisted mystery story.  The afternoon and evening come and go uneventfully, and even the night poses little threat to my peace.  I don’t sleep until noon, but wake early, too refreshed to linger in bed.  With the trees looking like a painting of New England, I take a brisk walk in the chilling air, fighting a fierce north wind that stains my cheeks with red.  


   The B&B serves brunch at eleven.  I’m starved, the feast filling me full.  But when I catch myself flirting with a single man at the table next to me, I suddenly decide it’s time to go.  My vacationing sex is becoming reawakened.  And rather than thinking of this delightful specimen of manhood that chuckles and flirts back with alarming ease, I’m thinking of the stranger.  His perverted sense of sexual theatre has my body clawing, my mind just moments away from frenzy.


   When I leave the dining room to pack for home, my hostess stops me.


   “There’s a message for you,” she says.


   “At the front desk?”


   She nods and I move in that direction.


   The plain white envelope bears no name so I wonder how anyone knew this was for me.  Ripping it open, I stare dumbfounded at the slip of paper it contains inside.


   “Ellen Laurey, may your rest be peaceful.”


   I grip my throat.  My heart pounds.  I hadn’t thought of him stalking me, but there’s little else to believe.  I shudder walking toward my room, but then stop and turn to the girl at the desk. 


   “Who brought this here?” I ask.


   She looks at me blankly.  “I’m not sure, Mrs. Cauthen, the night clerk must have taken it because it was here this morning.”


   “But there’s no name on the envelope, how would they know it was for me?”


   She shook her head baffled.  “That is peculiar, but it was in your box.  Isn’t it yours?”


   “Oh, yes, it is,” my words drift.  No one knew of my trip.  Not my friends in the city, not my colleagues at work, not Robby and certainly not the ponytail man.  And yet, he’s found me here.  I gaze around as if I think he’ll step from the shadows and present himself, but there’s nothing but sunshine streaming in windows and all the shadows have disappeared.  “Thank-you,” my comment is smothered by fear and I return to my room.


   


   It doesn’t take me long to pack, especially since I’m throwing clothes into my suitcase with little thought about how they’ll look when I get home.


   How can I submit to him in a cheap bar, let him order me naked in an alley and not tremble with fear… but I’m too afraid to answer my own question.  If I stopped to listen to myself I’m sure I’d hear that I’ve gone crazy, one step shy of deranged. I drive home, my home in Isaac’s apartment, with my heart furious for having danced this tango with an unknown man who won’t even share his name with me.  Heart still thumping with an anxious dirge, when the apartment door finally closes behind me, I try one sigh of relief.  I try to laugh as well.  Perhaps this fear is as much madness as anything real, though it seems to have taken any peace of mind I might have found on my night away.  


   Trying for some sanity, I flip on the TV, and then fix a plate of nachos in the kitchen.  Thumbing through the channels for something to take my mind off my madness, I find the panic ebbing like the tide.  It returns in small surges, but then seems to fall away as long as I keep the stranger’s face from my mind. 


   Oddly, it’s ten o’clock before I go the bedroom.  I haven’t even unpacked my clothes.  Maybe they remind of the panic when I left the B&B, or maybe it’s the note inside my suitcase crumpled with my crumpled clothes.  


   Finally having the peace of mind to tackle the task, I make my way to the guest room at the back of Isaac’s apartment.  He’d told me to use his king-size bed, but there were those memories of him that I didn’t need.  I’ve been happy to sleep in the daybed down the hall where the morning light hits the windows, and it’s shady in the afternoon. There’s a balcony just outside French doors that leads to the rooftop patio and what makes this apartment so especially appealing.


   Turning on the light, I’m about to throw my satchel on the bed when I spot something unfamiliar lying there.  I cringe. Fear returns like an old lover and grabs me with unwanted hands.  I can’t begin to move or fathom what’s happened.  A hundred scenarios pass through my mind.  Is Isaac home?  Has he planned this silly stunt to scare me?  Has one of his old girlfriends with a key decided to lodge with me and perform kinky rites in my bedroom?  Or is there something more sinister going on—a stranger lurking in the shadows?


   I can’t take my eyes off the object on the bed. A sleek black leather riding crop lies where I lie at night, where I’d nap in the afternoon, or masturbate in the morning.  Looking like a wily snake I think it’s going to slither on its own, but it’s as immobile as I am.  Backing away, as though I see a ghost hovering over the implement, I sniff the room for his aroma, swearing now that I’ve sensed his presence since I returned.  He’s been in the apartment, inside my room, leaving traces of himself, telling me he owns more of me than I’ve ever consented to give him.  Will he come in the night?  Rape me without warning?  Will I wake to find myself tied to this bed, strung up for a battle with this riding crop?


   Finally taking a bold stride across the room, I test the outside door and find it locked just as it had been before I left.  There are no marks of forced entry.  How could he have gotten past the dead bolts?  Does he have a key?  My fear increases with each dire thought that pours into my head.  And still, how that sleek leather taunts me—as if it’s reaching out for my hand.  Inching closer, I’m finally standing right over the menacing implement,  so near, all I have to do is reach out and pick it up.  


   This belongs to the stranger, I conclude.  Not new, but used.  I can that see by the wear on the woven handle and how it’s been molded by the warmth of his fingers, conforming to the palm of his large hand.  I can’t stop what’s happening in my body, the way sensations of desire are bursting loose, the way our conversation in the restaurant comes back to me—about his binding me.  I imagine him using this leather nightmare against my back, or perhaps it is my pussy that he wants to flail with the cut ends of this piece.  


   I pick it up and it feels hot to touch.  My pussy’s frantic, hoping I’ll use my hand to get off, or even the butt end of this inside my cunt.  I can’t.  I can’t let it lure me into that kind of world.  I won’t.  I won’t relent to him.  I won’t let him have me again.  I won’t let him bind me, abuse me or bend me to his will.  I think that with my whole being, sure that I’ll throw off his next overture.  He’s making me immune to him with these dangerous intrusions, and I believe that I’m free of him—all except the part that’s wedded to the power of his voice and anxiously awaits his next words.


   Afraid of what the riding crop is doing to me, I let it fall from my fingers and watch it bounce lightly on the bed and finally settle.  I’ll sleep in Isaac’s room tonight, there’s sure to be less of the stranger inside those walls.
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   I fall asleep quickly in Isaac’s bed, and am too exhausted to let my fears into my dreams.  In the morning, I decide it was foolish to fear of the riding crop, or even be unnerved by the stranger’s access to my life.  I’ll simply take control and kick him out.  I’ll let the bastard have a piece of mind for having presumed so much about me.  I have the power to choose and I’ll decide if I’ll submit.  With that kind of resolve, I toss the riding crop into the back of my closet and take up residence in my room where I belong.  When I sleep easily another night, I figure I’ve won a great battle.  


   After three days with my resolve firm I think I’ve cast the man out of my life for good.  I’m so busy at the university with classes and conferences that I have many hours when I’m not directly thinking of his next appearance in my life.  I know he’ll surface again, he wouldn’t have left these signs of himself otherwise.  But I’ll have a different answer for him the next time he finds me.  Woe to him who stalks me, or even thinks of shattering my peace with intimate invasions. He can have me on the street, but not where I live.  This place will be safe, I vow.  And to implement my determination, I change the locks on the apartment doors.


   


   It’s dark when I move through the village outside the campus, but there are, as always, dozens of students milling about, going from coffee house, to tavern, to hole-in-the-wall theatre.  I stop and talk to two students I recognize from my classes and their cheerful tone infects me, so I’m smiling happily.


   Thinking I’ll go home and answer e-mail, even call Robby at ten as I promised, I’m looking forward to the evening with little to do.  By nine o’clock when the phone rings, I’m at the computer expounding to a friend through my keyboard.  


   “Hello,” I answer.  Holding the receiver between my cheek and my shoulders, my fingers continue to fly across the keys with my last thought.


   “You have my crop?” I hear his voice, the low timbre of its earthy quality vibrates through me.  For an instant my body reacts to the sound, then I stop the feelings cold.


   “Yes, and you should take it back,” I tell him forthrightly.  “You won’t be using it, at least not on me.” I don’t know how many times my inner voice practiced this line and it still comes out stilted.


   “Are you wearing clothes?” he asks.


   “I’m wearing my robe … but that’s not important,” I shoot back. 


   “Then put on your coat without your robe, your black heels will do, and I’ll meet you on the street.  Bring the crop.”


   “I will not!” I say, about to slam the phone in his ear.


   “Be sure to bring the crop,” he replies calmly.


   “You’re not hearing me,” I’m sounding shrill.


   “But you’re listening to me,” he replies as if nothing I’ve said, not one determined feeling makes any difference to him.


   “You want the crop back, you can have it.  I’ll meet you in the lobby.”


   “It’s cold, you’ll need your coat.”


   “Thank you, but I’ll put on my clothes,” I say.  Even as I speak I can feel my words begin to fail, my resolve a hairsbreadth from crumbling altogether.


   “Just your coat is all that’s necessary, ” he tells me.


   “Naked underneath?” I ask.  I’m shivering as the picture of myself clothed only in coat and heels barrels through my imagination.  I’m relenting to the steadfast resonance of his simple words, turning meek.


   “Where you’re going you won’t need clothes,” he explains.


   “But I can’t,” I shake my head only to myself,  “no, I won’t go with you!”  Still, my voice falters.


   “You have three minutes,” he says, and the phone clinks off, with the long monotonous sound of the dial tone replacing his voice. 


   The dead silence of the room closes around me. He has me seduced just as he had before, with little effort.  I feel no panic, no intense fear, and none of the resolve I’d used for days to barricade me from this feeling of surrender.  It all comes back.  I sigh quietly, realizing that my desire for the stranger has never left me.


   


   I hear him in my head as I move to the closet and remove my robe.  I’m naked underneath.  Pulling out my red high heels—purposely not the black ones—I oddly think of this moment as though I’m dressing up for a date.  I even run a comb through my hair and wonder if my make-up hasn’t worn away.  But then there are just two minutes left.  With the crop in hand—pulled from the messy back of the closet—I head for the front door stopping by the hall-tree to grab my coat.


   In the elevator headed for the lobby I feel as if I’ve had all my will stunned out of me.  I’m hardly thinking as my body has its way, as I should have known it would.


   When I see him, he’s on the street wearing an Army jacket, his shoulders looking broad.  His hands are in the pockets of his jeans and I can see the steam of his breath in the air.  The night is cold.  I only stare for a few seconds before the stranger turns sensing my eyes at his back.  Then opening the broad door for me, I move into an angry night of wind and honking cars and the stranger’s blank expression.


   He turns me into his side, his arm around my back to guide me as he has before, like a gentleman lover.  I must look strange to anyone on the street, with a riding crop in one hand and naked legs.  Even with a thick wool coat, it’s hardly enough protection from the dissonant elements of this autumn night.  


   “You’ll be warmed soon,” the stranger whispers, reading my mind once again.


   I’m glued to his side, as though he’s protecting me, and not the dangerous man I fear.  We’re three blocks down in a direction I hardly ever go, so I’m not familiar with the neighborhood.  Suddenly darting down a street-side staircase, we’re at the basement door of an abandoned building.  The stairwell is littered with debris and beyond the padlocked door I can see a clutter of old furniture and castoff machines.  I suspect this was a small factory that’s been deserted for years.  Vines have crawled around the door so half of it’s covered with a delicate lace that looks like black in the night.


   I guess it’s no surprise to me that the stranger has a key to the rusty lock, and when he tries it, the hasp gives way without a struggle.  Just like me.


   I’m led inside, my guide pushing boxes and leftovers out of our way.  Led by the hand through this wreckage, we end up in an open space with a chain link fence that separates this half of the room from the basement on the other side.  Though this underground space is large, the close proximity of boxes and refuse contain us in an intimate niche with just enough space for us to maneuver.  I imagine the stranger has planned it this way. 


   He stops and I’m in front of him.  Fearful, I shudder.  Anxious, I gaze down not wanting to look into the vast caverns of his empty eyes.


   “The crop,” he says.  I lift the implement for him to take, having almost forgotten that I’ve brought it with me.  Delivering it to him seems the last step in my surrender.  “Now, take off your coat.”


   It’s hardly warmer in here than on the windy street.  With my coat my only cover against the drafts of air, I shiver before I think of undoing the buttons.  Staring up at him, I consider all the resolve I’ve lived with for three days and find none of it returning in face of his command.  As one at a time the buttons are slipped through their broad holes, I realize that I have no will of my own any more.  


   My body quakes with chills as the cold air hits my naked skin.  Despite the fear of freezing, I shake the black wool from my shoulders.  When it drops to the cement, the stranger bends down and takes it in his hand to throw in a corner out of the way. 


   “You have a fear of being violated,” he begins to speak.  “You think I’ve stalked you.  You trembled when you read my note at the hotel, and panicked even more when you saw the crop lying on your bed.  I entered your borrowed apartment without your knowing how I got there.  No locks were broken, no window smashed.  Perhaps I crawled in through heating ducts, or have the ability to materialize where I choose, in whatever form I desire.”  He moves effortlessly before me as he delivers his soliloquy, speaking with the intensity of a viper hissing, staring at me with eyes that inspect me like I’m the target of an inquisition. “You resolved to end these rendezvous with me, that I was dangerous and you’d gone mad.  And with a modicum of natural spit and fire, you were sure that you’d conquer me, that you’d have a ready retort for my next command.”  He shakes his head as his amusement appears on his lips and takes over his vacant eyes.  “But look at you now… look at what you’ve become? Shivering, there naked in your red high heels.”  He gazes at them with a air of disapproval.  “Is this your act of rebellion,” he wonders, “putting on the red ones when I asked for black?”


   I don’t answer him.


   The stranger mocks my very soul.  He’s summed up three days in my life with such ease, I realize how obvious I am to him.  Even when he’s a mystery to me, and I still have no clue to his real life, I’ve become his open book.  With his deft hand he’s become the author of the pages.  With pen in hand, he has the ink to splash on my body if he chooses, or he may use a neat scrawl.  Another sentence has just begun.


   I smell his aroma again.  It wipes out the stench of the basement, just as with his perfume, he wiped out all the familiar smells of Isaac’s apartment.  He’s earthy but very vital, not dead the way these walls and empty spaces feel.  He’s close, so his breath is on me.  As I breathe, I warm, wondering if he’s turned on the building’s furnace.  I hear no clanking pipes or feel hot air blowing.  There’s just his silence and mine, and the sound of him moving in to kiss my neck.  I stand stark still, as though he ordered me not to touch him.  I know he’d hate that.  I suppose in this way my instincts for him are as keen as his are for me.  The nibble at my neck is like a fly tickling me there.  I cock my head and smile as his face burrows into the cranny where my head and shoulders meet.  


   I hear myself gasp.  A flow of mirth and sweetness rouses me.  With one hand he caresses my skin gently, moving along my thigh, around behind me, to my ass, between my legs with a single finger darting along the smoothness.  His gentleness clouds my perception of the terror he holds in his other hand.  


   The crop that dangles there seems as tender as his hand when the leather glides along my body.  I jerk as he presses the thin staff between my labia.  They naturally part,  slick with juice as he works the piece between them to the stiff female head at the center.  My hips wiggle as though they could take control of the rising pleasure.  But as soon as I find the inherent rhythm of my body and his, he takes the crop away and starts again with my toes.  Slowly drawing the split end up my calf, he begins to back away.  The scent of him diminishes only slightly, but as he withdraws I miss the beat of his heart so close to mine.  


   I stand naked for him in my red high heels as he stalks my quivering form.  Moving boldly around me, he taunts me with the tip of the crop.  As it finds a breast, he pushes it into the skin bending back the flexible leather end.  Then drawing it up fast, I see him come down with it rapidly, kissing my skin with an angry bite that leaves its mark.  My cunt tightens.  As another bite of his crop hits my other breast, the sensation turns to pain.  Three, four, a half dozen strikes, I’m falling off my shoes, hardly able to remain immobile.  I count this as obedience he demands of me, even though he hasn’t ordered me not to move.  Then, as he begins to rap the ends at will on my thighs and breast and undulating stomach, I’m dancing for him—rising on tiptoe, squirming to take the next and avoid it at the same time.  Each strike makes my pussy spasm.  My cunt begins to juice.  And then, I cry for him to stop but he only smirks hearing my plea.


   “You want me to end this, Ellen Laurey?” he mocks me sneering.


   “Oh, but …”  I start, but there are no words behind my protest.


   He’s behind me, prodding my ass with the crop.


   “Move,” he orders.


   There’s no where to go, just forward.  Just two steps and I’m at the chain link fence.  Though I stop short of the metal, he prods me more, and I move.  Pressing myself against the fence, he continues urging me forward as though he intends me to blend with this unbending wall of steel, or maybe walk right through.  


   When he stops poking my side with the crop, the pulse between my thighs is so great, I’m tempted to fuck this rough-linked barricade.  I think I’m pleading for him to continue just by the action of my wriggling ass.  It must look lewd, stuck out and gyrating the way it does.  But the feelings have me in their hold.  My cunt’s a happy whore right now.  


   “Spread your legs,” he orders me in a whispering voice and I obey him.  “Your arms over your head, Ellen Laurey, and move on that metal like you’re making love.”  His purr is like that of lion about to rip at its meek prey.


   I reach wide and clutch a triangle of wires in each hand, holding them tightly.  Then writhing against this lover I think the stranger wants me to cum.  


   Behind me with his hand at my neck, he presses my cheek into the fencing.  With his teeth at my ear, he nibbles as he speaks to me.  “You like this hell, slut, that’s why you can’t say no,” he utters it like an accusation, but yet, his voice is so tender I think he’s saying, “I love you.” 


       He wraps a leather strap around my neck and threads it through the fence and back again, leaving my face immobilized.  Moving to my feet, he jerks each wide and then ties them as he did my neck.  He repeats the act with my wide stretched hands, and then, as though I might break free of all this, he rivets me in place with a wide strap at my back that loops around in front and bolts to the chains.  


   Returning to my ear he murmurs, “Such beauty, Ellen Laurey.  And so much peace.  How you bloom in confinement, and how perfect your ass will look when it’s thoroughly beaten.”


   I feel him clutch my flesh as though he’s going to tear it loose.  Toying with my inner labia, a sudden heaviness makes them feel as though he’s clamped them with chains.  Though I can’t see his handiwork, I know it by the ache.  I’m sure the slips of skin that bear these weights will tear free, but I’m not free to alter his plans.  


   “And this too …” I hear his voice, as he presses a ball-gag in my mouth and fastens it around my head.  “In case you’re pained so much you want to quarrel,” he explains.


   The stranger vanishes for minutes, making me think he’s left me to suffer here.  No one would find me if he abandoned me to this building, no one would ever suspect me capable of this much masochism.  Never would Robby or Isaac, or a dozen other lovers imagine that I’d be seeking to get off tethered to a fence.  Never.


   I’m alone so long I worry. Time ticks by but I have no recollection of it passing.  Perhaps it’s only minutes, or perhaps I’m suspended like this for an hour. I wait so long, I go inside myself and hide. Though I’m stretched to the four ends of my endurance, I feel infinitely small.  All the while I endure, I’m aware how my arousal builds, how I move on the fence and feel the heaviness of the weights, how they clatter at the metal before me as I try to ease this awkwardness.  Since I can move my crotch only in small increments there’s little reason to expect much stimulation and yet it comes.  The tiniest of actions stirs another deep pulse.  My crotch becomes acutely sensitive, aware of every flutter of air disturbing the enveloping calm.  My labia feels increasing pain, but the ache becomes a gentle friend, like a gentle hand rousing me with cautious fingers.  


   I wish for things, like water to quench my thirst, like the fragrance of the stranger’s crotch, or some heartily laid on leather stripes.  A lash, the crop or just his hand again.  He didn’t need this to assure how well he owns me—that I came in the first place suggests that.  Perhaps this long void is penance for my one stab at rebellion—or perhaps the stranger believes that this is what I need. 


   I’m nearly delirious. With my crotch so widely open, I expect to cum without any more stimulation than this fence.  I go for the finish, allowing my cunt to fuck the metal as earnestly as this confinement allows. I feel the spasms mount easily.  One link massages my clit as I work it against the pulsing spot.  I know the edge is near and groan into the gag as I start to drift into the climax.


   But then without notice, my drifting ends.  Abruptly on me, like an arrow shot swiftly from its bow, a biting pain stings my back.  I realize my captor has returned with a lash, not the crop.  The first strike has hit its mark.


   “Awake now, Ellen Laurey?” he asks as the prickly heat of the leather thong lingers a while before it disappears.  I have no way to answer, but surely he sees me jerk.


   “Of course, this is not enough,” he says.  Coming close again, he’s at my face, stroking my exposed cheek with the smooth surface that just whipped my skin.  He unfastens the ball-gag and lets the handle he holds appear at my lips like a cock to suck.  I lunge for it eagerly, aroused by the fresh smell of new leather, praying for the taste of it on my tongue.  But I can’t move, there’s no way to lap at it or taste or smell or feel it because I cannot budge.


   “Tell me, what you want, my poor contained babe,” he murmurs.  The lash now floats around my legs, teasing the skin.  “You want this?  You want your ass beaten?  You want to feel it strike, to hear the sound? You want to cum with it loving you the way it will mar your delicate skin?”  His hand grazes my cheek and pulls my sweat-soaked hair from my face.  I feel the handle of the lash against my ass.  With a jerk of his hand he thrusts it between my ass cheeks until it lodges next to my sphincter.  I fear another move will drive inside, and the stranger reads that fear in my face.  I stare at him.  Sharing just one moment of mutual intimacy, he then backs away.  “What you want is your ass beaten,” he says.  “Tell me.  Order me, Ellen, let me hear you say it in your own words.  Say it so I won’t be mistaken.  Tell me.”


   “Oh, please, don’t make me suffer,” I moan.  My cunt’s so ready I know it will erupt spontaneously.  I sense it starting—with just another move, another prod of his fingers, another whispered breath at my lips or in my ear.  Just another moment of contact, I know I’ll cum.


   “The real suffering begins now, Ellen Laurey.  We’ll have to see how much you can take.”


   Returning the ball-gag to my mouth, I’m once again deprived of speech, left feeling as small as I’ve felt before.  


   As the surrounding silence drowns even the sound of my own breathing, the pain comes again … this time I feel the warnings … the air when it rustles as the lash passes through it, the vibrations of the stranger’s power, and then a sting that bounds through my body.  I feel many more against my skin, delivered without stopping.  He lashes my back and my shoulders making me seem utterly worthless as though I’m a slave being beaten solely for the joy it brings this sadistic perpetrator.  My body fuses with the metal as though it absorbs some of the pain for me.  I know that’s impossible; that the lashing begins and ends with me.


   When the stranger lowers his aim and strikes my ass, the whipping changes to punishment.  My existence becomes justified by this act of chastisement wreaked by an avenging judge.  As lash after lash rips across the padded flesh, it’s a brutal pain I know I can’t bear.  When he pauses, the pain subsides, and a tingling rush augments my arousal.  But then, there’s more anguish as the pain in my aching labia becomes more acute.  These jolted clamps feel as though they’ll pull my flesh to the ground.  


   When the lashing begins again, the stranger focuses fully on my ass.  With what seems like all his might, he rips new avenues of pain on raw skin.  I cry into the gag, the sound muffled.  If I could shriek, one would reach the ceiling, beyond the pipes and brick and mortar—into the cold of the night.


   My mind converges on feelings, on thighs that quaver weakly, on an ass that clenches hard, afraid of another blow, and on a cunt that juices with an involuntary response of arousal.  Perhaps he realizes what is happening to me: how in small ways my body is not so angry anymore, how with each strike I begin to absorb the fire, how beyond the pain I’m flooded with another kind of feeling that I welcome.


   I have no awareness of how long I endure the continuous savagery.  Feeling as if nothing matters anymore but this, we go on in unison, until the stranger slowly takes the beating to a conclusion. Easing off gently, each last strike is like a double-edged sword: the edge that would beg it to be the last; and then that, which would ask for another.


   


   It ends.


   I feel his hand at the clamped labia, reminded again how much this ache shocks me.  When he pulls the metal from the pinched flesh, tears fall from my eyes.  The blood rushes so fast into those tiny parched veins that pain redefines itself.  


   And yet, I’m cumming.  Moments after all that wretched sting is over, I’m cringing within my cunt, writhing on his fingers.  I squeeze the ripened hole against them and utter nonsense into the gag.  


   I think it’s over too soon—so much preparation and it seems so little escapes me.  But loosening my feet and the strap at my waist, he holds my punished ass cheeks in his broad hands and presses his erection into my cunt from behind.  I’m fucked hard.  Ten strokes, maybe a dozen are all that’s required, and then he’s done.  In the process of taking his pleasure, he’s drawn from my spasming hole all that I hadn’t felt when it was just my clit going off against metal.  Afterwards, he pulls out and backs away, letting me wonder how long I’ll remain tethered to this chain-link fence. 
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   I can see the neon, red that looks like faded pink, blinking against the yellowed wall of the hotel room, the light diffused by thin snagged sheers that hang from the window.  I know how the cold bites outside as the winds shake the lights above the street and sends tattered leftovers of leaves to the cement below.  While outside it’s cold, the warmth within the hotel’s walls is as sultry as a brothel’s bath. I bathe in that mellowness with a crotch that feels like liquid about to float away, and smells like semen and body sweat.


   I’ve spent the night with him behind me, his arms folded around me as though I’m a child to be protected. When my mind becomes aware, I feel his lips at my back and neck and smell his scent.  He holds so dearly what he brutally punished, cupping a breast tenderly in his hand while we sleep.  I wriggle my ass into his plush groin, feeling the rise and fall of his limp prick undulate with the ease of sleep.  Does he imagine things as I do, while we remain lovers?  Does he drift in and out of waking with an inner eye fixed on what we have between the two of us?  Does he wonder what this is that brings us together?  Or does he always have it figured out?  If so, I hope he’ll tell me why we lay like this, what I’m supposed to feel and what he feels himself.  I’m adrift, rudderless in the wake of a craft that’s just sailed its way out of a storm.  Though peacefully rocking along the crest of a gentle wave, I’m content to go nowhere in these small hours between his brutality and the morning.  Then, I might feel differently about these rendezvous than I do on this moonless night.  I might find a way to deny this contentment.  But now, as I lay with him inside a dive hotel, with a scruffy desk clerk drinking the last of his six-pack down below, this pink/gold room feels like a palace surrounding my sleep.  I feel as though I’ve touched myself, said hello to the stranger in me.  


   


   As we wake, I see the dawn swallowing the light of the red neon with the day.  I hear a few morning crows moving from place to place in the autumn chill outside.  And I sense he’s about to leave me.  I feel his nurturing energy return to him, sucked back into his body leaving me with a shudder.  I pull the warmed blanket around my cooling shoulders. 


   He walks around the bed so I see him dressing, pulling blue jeans over his angular hips and round ass.  He’s careful with his shirt, taking time to consider each button.  I feel sad as his chest disappears from sight. Watching each precise move he makes, I notice how his loose hair slides from side to side, a sheet of lustrously rich black, tinged with traces of chestnut. How, almost like a woman, he tosses his head to free his face from the stray strands.  Still, there’s something very masculine about the move one most associates with female flirtation.  His hands grasp for all of it, as he runs his palms along the sateen surface and makes it smooth, then draws it all through the slide that holds his ponytail in place.  Not once does he bother to gaze down at me and see how I admire his morning rituals as if I’m memorizing them.


   The stranger sits to tuck his feet into his boots, takes his watch from the table and buckles it about his wrist.  He pushes his wallet in a back pocket, while keys and money clip are pressed inside the front.  This he does standing.  Looking briefly in the mirror, he then looks back at me.


   “I assure you, you’ll recover, Ellen Laurey,” he whispers as he grabs for the Army olive drab that goes around his shoulders.  His look is far more full than the first one he cast me the night before. I’m hardly heartened, but I guess this simple affection is all I really need right now.  I suspect there are few men that would have the courage to do what he did to me and then protect my new flaws with such delicacy all night long. 


   


   The room where I lay is fundamental—so much so, I could stay here all day long and be content.  There are no pictures or fancy linens to take my attention, just faded walls, aging chenille, a dresser and chair.  I could make this my home.  My black coat lays over the back of the chair, my red high heels sit primly on the seat.  I remain naked inside the sheets for a long while, not wanting to know the time—once I do, I’m sure I’ll swiftly decide that I have commitments to keep and I’ll be quick to leave this dreamy vacuum for something much more complicated and bustling, like my life.  I vow I’ll not bolt this place, or let fear sweep back inside me remembering what the stranger did to me, or start to second- guess my sanity.  I’ll just stay here and accept my depravity for what it is and wish that it hadn’t been over so soon.  


  




  Chapter Seven


   


   I have four days with Robby, an extended weekend that I asked for the day after I’d been whipped by the stranger.  This isn’t a spontaneous move, but something well thought out.  If Robby wants to claim me again, we’ll have to find some common ground. And that will never happen with him screwing Chelsea, while I’m the willing prey of an anonymous assailant.  


   Arranging the time off, I wait long enough for the marks of the lash to heal.  At the very least there should be no overt signs of my ravagement when I meet with my husband next.  As the days go by, I’m initially anxious that I’ve been too optimistic for this healing.  It takes over a week for the bruises to fade into an indistinguishable yellow.  The rawness takes even longer to die away.  While that happens I enjoy the look of my body.  My back was hardly wounded, though at least for the first few days there are several gashes where he whipped me especially hard near my shoulders.  I can touch the places and bring back the sensation of pain.  The first time I feel that rush, I have my one hand on my shoulder, the other in my panties, feeling my hand become wet.  I can’t stop rubbing myself as I reflect on the meaning of this beating.  I’m so overcome by remembrance, I imagine his lash and more: a scourge and cane, the crop that he’d left on my bed, and a firm, thick paddle of leather.  I think of how meek I’d be, how utterly tiny in spirit, and yet, how that smallness looms like a giant on the plains of wisdom where this master strides so boldly.  


   When I gaze at my ass, something in my mood changes.  I feel that guilt again.  My mind instantly recreates pictures of Robby—not Robby and Chelsea—but Robby, my lover, my husband, and the vows he holds over me.  I think of chastisement, the judgment of an angry man punishing me as righteously as he can, driving home the necessity for this reprisal.  The stranger was not easy on me.  The lash was laid on so devilishly and so long there are deeper bruises, places where the burning leather turned the skin into scabbed places.  Having cut with the harder edges of the lash, lines like small razor wounds remain.  


   With that very first look, the hand toying with my pussy recoils for a second.  But then, it’s compelled to remember the feel, re-experience the idea of the stranger’s arm going down, over and over, to bring me to this state.  I’m forced to face a cruel picture of the complete woe I was reduced to.  All that, and I’m more physically aroused than I can ever remember.  I cum, still sensing the metal driving into my cheek, into my breasts and belly and tied limbs. I cum with my mental imaging rising above the scene as though I’d traveled out of my body and took pictures.  I cum sharply, as brutally as he beat me.


   When this first “memory-cum” happened in the hotel bathroom, I became certain that my only wise move is to backtrack.  I can’t let this happen again and again.  I can’t let myself be defaced by a stranger.  I certainly can’t allow myself to be possessed by this sex.  It has no purpose but pleasure, no fulfillment but what the body feels.  And though this last time there was some gentleness at the end, there were no words, no shared passion, no intimacies of the heart.  I’d die without them, just as my marriage dies a little more every day Robby and I ignore what intimacies once made us fast friends and torrid lovers.


   I only hope that I can rebuild a dozen washed-out bridges in one long weekend.
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   I don’t arrive home until late on a Thursday evening.  I see immediately that he didn’t wait up for me.  There’s food in the fridge with a note attached.  


       “Sorry, this was really good when it was fresh.  I figured you got caught in traffic.  Or maybe you had to have one last goodbye with your ‘lover’”.  


   I sense the sarcasm behind the word ‘lover.’  I hear him saying the word, twisting the meaning.  Ah, bitterness too.  I guess that’s okay.  I’ve got mine.  He hasn’t had anything but one simple hint that there is someone else in my life.  But he’s inferred the worst.  I imagine his anxiety building.  He regrets Chelsea, tries to ignore her—which he can’t do very successfully when he’s horny. I suppose he regrets that he ever let me know about her and so slip through his fingers the way I have.  He used to be so proud of me.  I don’t suppose there’s much of that feeling left.  What he’s looking for is some way to resolve the messiness so the end looks pretty.  He hasn’t got it figured out yet, or maybe he has, and I’ll hear his ideas after our first fight. But I’m really hoping it won’t come to that.


   


  He’s sound asleep when I finally finish his Shepherd’s pie—it was really good. In the morning, even though I went to bed much later than he did, I’m up early, making orange juice and coffee. I hope the aroma from the kitchen will drift upwards to the loft in the A-frame. I think of it as a nurturing, healing move. I’m not sure we can heal this rift in a few days, but I’ll certainly make my plans quickly known.


   For good measure, I dress in a baby doll nightie.  I’ve always thought these too cute, but Robby loves gazing through black nylon lace to see if he can spot my pink nipples as they bob underneath the surface of the fabric.  He’s easily wooed by visual pictures of me.  


   I think for a while he’ll mosey down the staircase, scratching his head in wonder.  But when he doesn’t, I prepare a tray for him: juice, fresh bagels and strawberry cream cheese, a carafe of mocha almond coffee.


   “Are you trying to ply me with food?” he asks as I enter the room. He has one eye open. “Feeling guilty, perhaps?”  He’s only half sarcastic.  That’s a good sign.


   “Are you?” I ask back.


   He smiles and sits up in bed, letting me fluff the pillow like he’s king.  He’s a prince at best.  The stranger could be kingly, but I have to forget him.  I set the tray on his waiting lap and then sit back in a chair to watch him eat.


   


   I find it sweet the way he smiles at me, the way he relishes his bagel.  Crumbs spill off his lips falling on the hairs of his naked chest.  I giggle when he spills his juice, thinking I might just lap it off his skin.


   “Not awake yet?” I ask.


   “Not used to having you stare at me.”


   “Oh, here I thought we were having fun.”


   “Are we?”


   I can sense that agitation I’ve noticed every time we’ve talked in the last several weeks.  Choosing to ignore it, I put on cat-like airs and move from my chair to the bed, crawling up on him.  


   “Hey, how am I suppose to eat?” he objects.


   “You’re not,” I purr, tearing away the covers with my teeth to find his penis.  It takes some time to burrow between the sheets.  All the while Robby’s protesting, though there’s little out-and-out complaint.  He knows I’m going for his dick.  I trust he sees my tits beneath the baby doll, swinging full, in unison with my body movements.  He’s setting the tray aside, so I have better access to his groin, but I insist on using my teeth to uncover what I discover to be a rising erection.


   “My, I do still maintain my charms.”


   “Ahhhh, you always will,” he purrs in return.  I look up to see his head reclining back, though his hand is in my hair at the back of my head pushing me deeper on his thickening organ.  My tongue twirls about the head, licks the rim, fluttering over smooth skin so delicately that he’s almost annoyed by the tease.  He pushes hard against my head, but I resist the effort.  Taking the erection in my hand, I jack him off while my tongue still skims the silky surfaces of skin.  


   “Ahhhh, yeeessss,” he hisses, goading me further.  I’m so vicious making him wait.  I love seeing how his body sweats this out.  His hips buck toward my face, and for an instant, I go down deep on him, letting the whole thing inside my mouth.  His turn to be vile, he doesn’t let me retreat, but forces himself way inside to stay.  It’s a hearty fuck from there, more forceful than I imagined it would be, but he’s taken over and I have little choice but to be his orifice and nothing more.  


   I sense him cumming—the way his body gyrates, his breath, his sounds—more rich and resonant—and the feel of something outside all these things, a stream of energy moving through him rapidly to the pointed end.  Then, he lets my mouth back off.  He’s hardly a visionary when cumming, the kind of man who’s been schooled on sex with XXX movies where the final scene remains immutably fixed.  He spews over my face, on my lips so the thick stuff dribbles on my chin.  If he could add some to my breasts, he would, but at the moment they are buried in the sheets between his open thighs.  


   “Ah, I am too good for you,” I say—wishing the instant the words hit the air I could take them back.  Too much bite, when I’m trying so hard not to be biting.  I want something so badly for my breaking heart.


   “No one’s better at a blowjob, darling,” he says sweetly.


   That kind of comment, I wonder if he heard my sarcasm, I can hope he didn’t. “I’m so glad you feel that way.”


   We lay for a while, silently stroking each other.  My head is on his belly, moving with his breath.  I feel his squishy, flaccid spent organ under me.  His hand fondles my hair, while my hand caresses his thigh.  


   “We have things to discuss,” he says.


   “Yes, I suppose we do,” I return.  “But do we need to now?” 


   “When would be a better time?” he asks.


   “Do you want a divorce?” I get to the point quickly.


   My head pops up because he’s pulled my hair.  He wants to see my face but I’m not sure I want to see him with his expression so dark.


   “I want to know who he is,” Robby says.


   “Why’s that?”


   “You know who I’ve been with.”


   “But I’m not asking you for details.”


   “Don’t I have a right? I’m still your husband.”


   “No,” I tell him, looking him straight in the eye.  I’ve already decided I’ll tell him nothing about the stranger.  Isaac’s reaction was enough to keep me silent about my affair.


   “I am breaking things off with Chelsea,” he says.  


   “Really,” I muse, quietly.  I like his firm thighs.  Lying so close inside them I remember this kind of closeness before we were married.  Then, we discussed being in love and being together the rest of our lives—dreams, aspirations and silly secrets about our past.  I believe that there was no one closer to me in all the universe.  But he’s sharing those things with someone else now, and I share mine with no one.  “When do you suppose that will be finished?”


   “It’s not exactly like that,” he says.


   “And how’s that?”


   “It has been a long time.  I don’t want her hurt.”


   I cringe.  Nothings ever changes under Robby’s sun—he just looks at things through a different shade of glasses now and then, but nothing ever changes.


   “You know, Rob, Chelsea predates me by two years.  She’s been a shadow hanging over us from the beginning.  I know she’ll be there forever if you don’t let her go now.  I don’t pretend to understand it, but as long as you brought this up, I have to tell you, I’m not going to compete with her any more.  It’s either her or me.”  I pull away from him, disgusted now that I bothered to try making amends.


   I think I’ll return to the city tonight; this is much too depressing.  I can’t imagine why I’ve allowed myself to get hooked into his morass another time, why my heartstrings still get tugged like a marionette jerked on cue.  It’s all in the remembrance, I think, all in the remembrance of what I thought we had together.  The worst of it—for all the intimacy Robby and I shared, she was never out of his mind, but remained deep in his thoughts while he took a wife.  


   He should have married her, but she wouldn’t have him.  She’s a free spirit, running around the world with her camera taking pictures of things she likes. All she ever wanted was the sex, from the time she was eighteen and they first met.  The rest of her life, she’s too busy to be bothered with things of the heart that I love.  But for all my trying, she just doesn’t shake loose from his hot britches.
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   I’m in the city by nightfall.  Nothing Robby could say kept me at home.  He tried, but as though a benevolent god in the universe suddenly opened heaven and dropped a message into the midst of my confusion, it all came perfectly clear.  It’s not going to work. We’ve said just about all the words there are left to be said.  I imagine a few more awkward moments together and then it will be over.  I know there won’t be sex again. I’d lose all self-respect giving in to a hopeless dream.  I’ve tried too many times; I’d start to look pathetic.


   At home in Isaac’s apartment, it feels and smells and sounds like home.  There are traces of the stranger in the air, though I’m sure I’m just imagining this. 


   Funny, how I walk gingerly into my room half expecting there will be another sign of him in some covert place or in obvious view, lurking to jolt my senses.  I’m almost disappointed when I find nothing.  My heart beats sadder, my eyes almost tear—but that’s okay I remind myself—that’s really okay.  


   My self-talk moves along as I remember what I realized on the way back to the city.  Another man.  I’m going to find my salvation, find another man; not Robby; he’s washed up, and not the stranger.  I want more than crude sex.  Life is more important to me than a string of meaningless moments of gratification that leave me with more questions than answers.  I want solutions, tidy endings, sex with love and tenderness, a knowingness that the man whose bed I lie in will be there the next night, and the night after that and all nights stretching to infinity.  I don’t need the lust and affection to transcend time, but I’d love it if it did.  I’d love to think in those grand terms, to believe that I’m psychically wedded to this one person and that there is nothing in heaven or earth that can shake that love.  I believe in that kind of power with every romantic bone in my being.  I believe that in spite of Robby and the stranger.  Regardless of how the two abuse me in their own ways, I won’t allow them to shake my faith in the kind of mysteries that bring two people together for these cataclysmic free-for-alls of love and sex and intimacy.  


   There’s got to be a new man.  The stranger woke me to the possibility, and with that thought in mind, this vow will not be denied.


   


  




  Chapter Eight


   


   I’m very good at making vows I can’t keep.  


   In my university office at 9:00 Monday morning, there’s a package on my desk addressed to Ellen Laurey.


   “When the hell did this come in?” I blurt out.


   With the door open, the department secretary and several students hear my exclamation.  


   Secretary Jenny, with the tiny skirt and the brown mop of curls, rushes to my call.


   “Is there something the matter?” she asks, peering over the rim of her glasses.


   “I’m not Ellen Laurey, why’s this here?  Who brought it?”


   “I’ve never seen it, Carolyn,” she replies.  “Would you like me to reroute it to her office?”


   “I doubt there is an Ellen Laurey anywhere—except the dead one.”


   “The dead one?”


   “She’s a poet that died some years ago.”


   She nods, not really knowing how to respond, intimidated by my stewing anger.  “Perhaps someone’s playing a trick on you?” she timidly ventures.


   “Do you have any idea who brought this here?”


   “I’ve never seen it.  Maybe you should look inside.”


   “Not if it’s not for me.”


   “I’ll take it then,” she reaches out her hand.


   “No.  No,” I interrupt.  I’m starting to calm, realizing how silly I must look.  “Listen, I had some association with Ellen Laurey; I’ll look into it myself.”


   “You’re sure?”


   “Yes.”


   She shrugs.


   


   Alone in my office, I finger the envelope for some time.  It’s the stranger’s work, that’s obvious, but if I’m serious about swearing off the man, I need to get this out of my sight unopened.  But how?  I have little will with him and the package is a merciless taunt.  I can already feel the grip of him returning to me.  My pussy’s wet, and my heart throbs hard between my breasts.  It’s a good thing he’s not in the room right now because I’d be stripping for him, I’m sure.  


   How does he know me?  How does he know my name and where I work and where I live, and all the secret things he’s reasoned about my sleeping sexual self?  Where does his power to woo me come from?  How did this even begin?


   


   I ignore the envelope for an entire morning—I have to.  Three conferences scheduled and a class, I have no time to consider what’s inside, innocuous or threatening.  


   When I return from lunch the envelope’s still sitting where I left it.  I suppose I thought the same bird that deposited it on my desk might fly by and pluck it away.  But it remains.


   I stare at it for some time more. The vow, I remind myself.  The vow was made in earnest. I have to get serious about it, or I’ll while away another few years, all wasted on a man who only wants half of who I am. I think this with all my might.  It’s sound advice that any sane person would give me, but still, my whole sexual being is on fire, the flames bursting wildly all morning with every thought and memory of my man of mystery.


   Finally grabbing the envelope, I rip it open, faced with another shock.


   It’s all there, so black and white and stark.  Photographs of me.  


   The basement, the fence, the bondage, the stranger with me.  Pressed against the metal … tied at my limbs … spread-eagle on the wires—I look serene and content.  I remember that moment and the other moments someone has captured in these subtle shades. These dozen still shots capture the essence of the night.  I see myself walking cautiously through the abandoned basement, naked in the shadows, bound, teased, whipped, my mind lured by the sound of his voice.


   These are the very pictures I’ve pondered in my own mind for two weeks since that night. They’ve become familiar friends.  But there’s suddenly the startling realization after minutes of studying each simple shadow and form that these weren’t taken by the stranger.  He’s in many of the pictures, like me, the center of attention. Unless he’s captured them with an automatic camera, there was an accomplice in the basement with us that night, silently witnessing my torture.


   My mute body is speaking, encouraging feelings of desire.  I’m so hot my hand is in my crotch playing long before my mind can register the disgust and fear and abuse this heaps on me.  I feel as if I’m nothing but a toy at his mercy, and now at the mercy of some other man, too.  One inventive lover was acceptable for a few brief encounters, but now I wonder how many others have witnessed the degrading scene at the fence.


   Fear joins my desire, the concoction very weird.  So obsessed with the pictures, my eyes refuse to divert their inspection.  I can’t stop my fingers from finding avenues of pulsing blood and slick wet residue.  I pinch my clit and welcome the pain.  Seeing the pictures of him punishing my ass, I want to be punished now—punished because I’ve become this reckless creature.  Pinching harder, I gasp so loudly I’m afraid that Jenny will hear on the other side of my unlocked office.


   Scurrying quickly to the door, I turn the lock and retreat to the pictures and the warm seat of my chair.  I can imagine him here with me in the office, my reluctant fearful eyes staring up at his callous expression as he orders me to my next humiliation.


   Hearing his voice clearly in my head, I go to my knees as a penitent submissive, bowing for the man that commands me.  As I listen to him ordering my obedience, I remain bowed, then reach around with one hand and press my fingers into my smoldering opening.  The juice pours out until my fingers and cunt are one slippery, unified mass of flesh, pounding together.  I know he’s above me, now taking my chair, sneering at me as he looks on my show.  Better yet, he might even view me with that blank, impassive expression of authority.  I don’t bother looking into his eyes; I know what’s there, what has me seized and in this sorry state of utter humility.  I can smell his boots, the leather and dust, and even the traces of his bike—the rubber and oil—that add to his unique perfume.  His eyes bore into me, resting on the pussyhole I’m tampering with.  I hear him tell me more, and cringe, knowing I’m moving another step into this blind love.  


   He has me lubricate my asshole with slick fingers, first with a single one, then two, then three.  He’d have my whole hand in there if it could fit, but he settles for less, for three in my ass and a single one playing with my clit.  I can hear him removing his belt.  And hearing it swish through the air, I feel it striking my bare thighs and my butt where there’s a space to strike.  I jerk on the penetrations and do my damnedest to drive them harder.  I spread my ass opening wide so it feels rent and molested—ready for him.  I try to mute my whimpers under my breath, realizing that I must remain quiet. 


   As I fuck myself, my mind takes fantasy turns, thinking there are ears pressed against my office door listening to the crude moans of a women on her knees.  Another journey and my mind is back to my rooted man whose dominion over me is more complete with every second I remain on my knees before his imaginary image.  I cringe, spasm, and shake hard.  My thighs weaken from the position so I can hardly hold myself in place.  I’m spurred by the illusion of the belt’s sting on my ass.  I feel as though I’m on orders to remain in place until he gives his word.  Seeing his cock hard and waiting for me, I rise after the climax, almost surprised to see that the stranger’s not really there.  This has just been me and the pictures of him and the thousands of memories that are flourishing happily without the resistance I gave them all morning.  


   For a moment, I’m too flustered to move, the erotic climax still having me within its lazy, lusty grasp. I see the pictures strewn about my desk, and stuff them back into the envelope.  They hit the bottom drawer of my desk behind a lock that keeps them safe.  With the phone ringing a half dozen times, I’m finally poised enough to answer.


   Robby.


   I pale at the sound of his voice, making his way back into my consciousness as if he’s an image of sanity.  He’s had second thoughts—or maybe it was just a fight with Chelsea.  But he sounds sincere and asks if I’ll come home for the weekend.  I tell him I’m not sure, finding his intrusion into my dream-state unwelcome.  My vows are falling around me right and left.  Is there nothing in me that I can call sacred—except this sex?  Am I that weak, my resolve so fragile?


   


  g


   


   At home, the night is long and I lie awake until well after two o’clock. Some time after, between the lost hours of the night and dawn, I awaken with the breeze of the air stirring my cheek, and then a rush of warmth. Something floods me like an ocean of tropical liquid. Arms take me inside the broad scope of their hugeness. His, the stranger’s, chest presses against my back, his groin against my ass, his face against the back of my head.  I sense his breath fluttering about my ear.  He cups my pubis with one hand, then works his finger between the soft folds of labia, oozing his way into where it’s wet.  As he draws his finger in and out I hear the slippery sounds.  Moving into his motions, I reach for more with my pussy arching its way into his hand.  His other hand cups a breast, lifting it tenderly as though he’s plucking a fresh peach from a tree.  I rock on the warmth of him and feel the pulse of his penis, like a steel rod pressing at my ass.  Hardly awake enough to understand what he’s doing, I finally feel him enter my ass—his access to that back door steady and without pause until his prick lodges firmly in place.  


   I remain silent though everything in my body screams.  I wriggle into him crazily, unable to stop what moves in me.  I think I’ll break free of him but he has me immobilized within his limbs.  I am contained by him, fighting with fire, but content to be submerged by the awesome power of his confining arms. I jerk as he moves inside my ass and he pounds me as hard as I desire. But I’m uneasy with him inside me so securely, every second afraid that he’ll be tearing me apart and I’ll come up wounded.


   Every second in his grasp I’m more yielding.  Then the fear of his sudden invasion of my bed subsides.  He plays with me as we move in unison, and I hold my hands before me as though they are locked in handcuffs.  I’m unable to touch him in this position.  


   All struggle gives way to passion.  Even when he pinches my labia and forces fingers into my cunt, I relent. When he squeezes a nipple, the sensation is like a long thin thread of pain that reaches from the punished flesh to my fondled cunt.  His cock pulses as though his body reacts to my torture gleefully.  I feel his groin more fused to mine than ever.  Riding me, his dick pursues its end.  The closer he comes to that end, the more torture he lays on in pinches and squeezes that send their shards of pleasure into veins like icicles melting in the sunshine.  When I hear the mellifluous sounds of those dying moments uttered on his breath, and feel the potency of his seed flood me, I shudder as though I’ve cum myself. 


   I’m held close with his hands running over my skin.  Like silk, his touch moves the whole of me. So gently shrouded by his consuming energy, what shudders in me is not so much a climax as my giving way, giving up any claim I have to myself.


   We remain like this for a long time.  I wonder if he sleeps, or is in that same wakeful contentedness that I am.  I hear the sound of his regular breath and sense it stir the hair on my neck.  I hold one of his hands in mine and kiss the skin and smell his sweat.  Mine’s merged with his.  When he pulls it back and strokes my hair, giving it gentle tugs, I know he’s awake and pouring out his strength to me.


   “I masturbated this afternoon looking at the pictures you delivered to my office,” I finally break the silence.  I tell him this, inching my way toward intimacy we haven’t shared. 


   “I know,” he replies.


   “How do you?” I turn around in his arms.  Running my hand over his face—the beard, the eyebrows and lips that allow my finger to follow their lines with my touch. My hand moves on to glide through the long loose hair that’s scattered freely on the pillow.


   “Does it matter?” he asks.


   “Yes, it matters very much.”  I speak softly but with passion.  I want him to hear me now, to understand how I yearn for even more than this.  “You’re in my apartment, my office, my vacations and my mind.  There seems to be no where you cannot go, and it scares me that you have such knowledge of my personal life and I don’t yet know your name.”


   “That bothers you still.”


   “I want more from you than you’re giving me, and if not from you, I need it from a man who will freely share with me.  I want to feel safe.”


   “You’re safe with me.”


   “Sexually I am, at least so far.  But can I trust a man who won’t reveal himself to me?”


   “You have a lot of wants, Ellen Laurey,” he says.


   “You know that’s not my real name,” I say.


   “But I like the sound of it.  Some call you Lynnie.  Have you noticed the resemblance?”


   “Oh ….” I’m sure of it now.  “You must know someone I know.”  I’ve pondered this idea many times, but haven’t had the courage to think he gleaned information about me from Isaac, perhaps, or some other friend, or even Robby.


   “And maybe not.”


   “But why such secrecy?” I ask.


   “Because the secrecy arouses you.”


   “And so does getting whipped and fucked and taken into alleys.  But is it necessary anymore, or do I mean so little to you?” I can’t believe that any man with his passion can be aloof from love.  


   “You’re not in a position to be making promises to any man. Perhaps when you’re free, when you’re ready, you’ll know more.”


   “You want me to ….” I stop short of discussing my husband.  He likely knows about him too, but do I risk that?


   “I want you to do nothing you’re not ready for. And you have time, Ellen; so do I. Relish what we have, that’s all that’s necessary.” He gives me a playful tweak on the nose.  
“Now tell me about cumming this afternoon.”


   I start to blush and would back away, but his arms are as unbending as the fence he bound me to.  


   “Tell me.”  He looks so serious, like this really matters.


   “You really shouldn’t be in my office or prying into my life.”


   “But I have been there and I am prying into your life, and you love it.”    


   “But …”


   “Tell me how the pictures aroused you.” 


   He compels me with the gentle-firm sound of his words.  “You force me into things,” I reply, making it sound like a protest.


   He chuckles.  But when he finishes his face turns grim.  “Tell me how you got off.”


   “Maybe you should have had a camera trained on me.”  I suddenly grow anxious, remembering those photographs lying in my bottom desk drawer—I should have brought them home.  “Who was that with the camera?”


   “Tell me, Ellen, about your masturbating,” he insists, as though I owe him the full story.  


   “You won’t let this rest, will you?”


   “And you’re dying to spill it out.”


   He always seems to have the upper hand and I allow it so easily.  He smacks my ass and grabs it hard, his eyes glowing with fire.


   I blush again and begin to speak.  “I was on the floor, like you were standing over me.  I imagined you there commanding my every move.  Crouching at your feet, I threw my skirt up over my ass and lowered my panties.  Then with as many fingers as I could manage, I fucked my cunt and asshole until I came.”


   He smiles, the picture as vivid and lewd to him as it is to me. “You must have been preparing for me tonight,” he says, as his finger probes my recently probed ass.


   I shake my head.  “How could I know?”


   His expression looks like a blank shrug.  “You knew,” he says, “just like I know you. Count on that, Ellen Laurey.  I think it will lead you when you’re swimming with contradictions.”


   I couldn’t have better described my weeks with him, than “swimming with contradictions.”  But now, the contradictions seem to be fading from my view and the picture of myself is getting clearer.  I’m not yet ready to jump off bridges, and I’m not wanting to fall down mountainsides because I’m going too fast without a guide.  But I am finding in the stranger’s arms a steadiness that suggests he plans to be that guide I need—even if I’m not completely ready for him. 


   We kiss and hold each other, and remain silent, and that’s really all I need.


  




  Chapter Nine


   


   The phone rings as I return to the apartment from my day at classes.  I rush to answer it and find a familiar voice on the other end.  


   “Isaac, how’s Greece!” 


   “Warm and friendly and very sexy, how about you?”


   “The same,” I reply.  


   “My, you’re sounding sassy.”


   “I’m feeling sassy, losing my grip on Robby,” I announce.


   “Oh?”


   “It’s over.  I decided it last night.” I don’t tell him about being in the stranger’s arms—in fact not a word about the stranger to him again after his last cautions.


   “So, you’re in the arms of another man—not that guy without the name, I hope.”


   “Oh, he has a name, but he has nothing to do with my decision.  I’ve just come to some important conclusions.”


   “You tell Rob?”


   “No, not yet, and maybe not for a while.  I’m getting used to the idea of leaving him, and before I let him spin his yarns trying to change my mind, I want to get comfortable with it.”


   “Makes sense,” Isaac replies.  “So, I guess I can’t call him up and let him sob on my shoulder?”


   “Don’t you dare.”


   He laughs.  “Don’t worry, Lynnie.  I’ve always liked you better and I’ll certainly take your side.  He’ll probably have Jeff and Sandra, and you’ll have Grace. And …”


   “You’re already divvying up my friends; you want to divvy up the china and furniture too?” 


   I see him smirking, an effervescent one that tickles me plenty.  We had good sex.  I remember that too.  I certainly hope he’s not thinking reunions.


   “How about a date?” he asks.


   “You’re in Greece,” I remind him.


   “Not with me, Carolyn.  With Malcom Bridges, Archeology Dept.”


   “How can you arrange blind dates from abroad?” I’m incredulous.


   “I just talked to him; has this stuffy banquet thing he has to attend and he wants someone warm on his arm.”


   “But I don’t know him.”


   “That doesn’t seem to be a problem for you.”


   “Isaac, no blind dates.”


   “Ah, just strangers off the street, I see.  Well then, why don’t you look him up and then decide.  It’s just a thought, anyway.  You’re leaving your husband, but you don’t want another man.  Maybe that’s a sane thing to do, but you’ll get boring like all the other women I know who are trying to swear off men.”


   “So that happens in Greece too?”


   “Not that I’ve noticed so far, that’s why I’m staying here forever.”


   “Are you really?  Then I can take over your apartment.”


   “Yes, well, that’s in my dreams, for when I don’t have to work anymore and money’s not an object.  So far, no one’s paying me to stay here after April, so I suppose we’ll either have to get back together, or you’ll …” he clears his throat, “… you’ll be on your way.  But hey, that’s a long way for both of us. Why don’t you try Malcom? He’s a sweet bear.”


   “Maybe I will,” I reply.


   


   I am feeling odd deciding not to be married.  It’s hardly different from the way I’ve felt all summer and fall being on my own in the city. It’s not as if I were married for twenty years and ending it.  I suppose we never really got started and that’s rather sad.  I know there won’t be a lot of time left in the A-frame—and that saddens me most.  I try to tell myself I’m not the woodsy type, but the truth is, I picked the place, decorated it and loved it much more than Robby ever would.  


  I sigh to myself realizing that all this sadness gets me nowhere.  It’s hardly productive and since I figure it’s way too soon to hear from the stranger again, I look up Malcom Bridges in the campus directory and make the call.
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   I had no idea the Archeology Dept. had such great parties.  This is hardly a banquet; more like the most plush cocktail party I’ve seen in years.  All this for a lot of dusty rock hounds.  


   Malcom is as impressive as the party.  Isaac didn’t lie calling him a “sweet bear.” He’s burly and robust, with a hearty laugh, a gleam in his eyes, and a bit of lust seeing me walk out of the apartment dressed in my newest cocktail purple.  This one fits tight just about everywhere, making sure I wouldn’t eat a thing for almost two days before my date. Apparently, I succeeded in looking svelte.  With feet tucked into 3 ½ inch pumps, I sashay well.  I know he notices and that pleases me.  It’s nicer still when we have a pleasant conversation with hardly any effort.  If only all my associations with men could be this easy.  The only problem is that Malcom could always be a dear friend, but he’s an unlikely lover.


   I’m enjoying myself on his arm, treating myself to hors d’oeuvres I haven’t seen in years—might even blow the look of the dress if I’m not careful, but Malcom would never care.  He’s having a jolly time—a teetotaler to boot.  Though he might be as sober as an old maid, he’s full of wit and can’t help but put me in a terrific mood.  I don’t know when I’ve laughed so much, or met so many people in khakis.  


   It’s nearly eleven before Malcom stops joking long enough to take a breath.  We’re on the patio of the department head’s fine-looking mansion in the hills.  Despite the fierce chill in the air, the breeze is a relief from the sweltering, smoky crowd inside.  Malcom breathes deep like it’s the last he’ll ever take.  


   “Let me know if you get cold,” he says.


   “I will in a few minutes.  But aren’t these stars magnificent?”  I stare up and he does the same.  His silence makes me wonder if there’s something even more sober inside.  However, he wouldn’t be the kind to dwell on brooding thoughts.  


   Looking inside at the warm glow of light and the chattering people, I’m suddenly shaken.  I look twice, spotting a long ponytail swaying against a man’s broad shoulders.  


   “You’ve seen a ghost?” Malcom suggests watching me peer incredulously into the house.


   “I’m not sure.”


   I grab his arm to steady myself, my legs grow weak, and of course my pussy throbs as though I’m about to be fucked.  “Tell me,” I whisper in Malcom’s ear, “you know that man?”  I point to the pony-tailed man just beyond my reach, he’s turned enough so I see is face and have no doubt he’s my stranger.


   “Sure,” he says, “That Riley, Nicholas Riley.  Professor in the Department.  Does research on primitive cultures, one of the best.”


   A name.  He does have a name, though I’m not sure if I’m glad that I know.


   By the time I have my bearings again and ask to go inside, the stranger’s beyond my reach.  But I do know his name. 


   I return to Isaac’s apartment an hour later, still in shock.  I’m not sure what it means having suddenly attached a life to my indulgent wet dream.  It makes him real to know he’s as much a colleague as a sex partner, an academic as a dangerous intruder.  It gives him substance in my mind that hasn’t been there before, though in one subtle sense I’m discontented with the truth.  I prayed we’d get closer and certainly this is a gap that must be breached, but I wonder if it makes my stranger less thrilling in my twisted fantasies.


   


   For several days I ponder the possibilities of Nicholas Riley, “Nick” Riley to his department and friends.  I look him up in the computer records.  There he is, picture and all: background, education—a Ph.D., academic credits, a dozen trips to the Far East and Africa, and a dozen more to Mexico.  Still, with all this very interesting information there’s not a thing about his sex life, about raiding women’s boudoirs, invading their minds, absconding with their decency and adding to the decline of civilization with sexually deviant behavior.  In all his official files, he’s just one of the good-old guys, an eccentric scoundrel with a taste for domination in his personal habits.  Of course my stranger would be a man’s man in a man’s world.  He’s a nightmare and miracle worker in mine.


   


   I bide my time waiting for him to appear again, wondering what I’ll do with my information.  A week passes and nothing.  I wonder if he saw me at the party and suddenly decided to end our rendezvous.  This seems totally silly.  If anything, it only enhances the possibilities of our affair continuing.  I know that by instinct, just the way he knows me.


   The eighth day without a visit, I attend one of his sections, Ancient Cultures, an Intro class taught in the arena theatre, at least a hundred students and plenty of places to hide behind busy note-taking students.


   Nicholas “Nick” Riley weaves an adventurous tale about the study of pre-history—mesmerizingly direct, pointed, funny, filled with anecdotes he’s collected for years, and ripe with clues for term-papers even the laziest of students can’t help but note.  I had no idea I’d be admiring him as much for his teaching style as I do his sexual inventiveness.  My only question is why … why in back alleys and basements, why hushed instructions on the phone, surreptitious notes?  He confuses me more now as a real human being than he did as a myth.


   Half way through the hour, he sees me.  His eyes look to the high corner of the arena and catch my glance.  Maybe he’d already seen me, but I doubt that, seeing just the hint of a startled expression in his eyes.  That moment is easily disguised with a flippant joke as he turns away from my gaze and strides to the other side of the platform, continuing his brilliant rhetoric without missing a beat.


   I scoot from the arena at the sound of the first bell, before Nicholas Riley has stopped talking.  While I’m long gone before he can attempt to find me, I have the feeling that he didn’t try.  He knows how to have me if he wants me.


   


   It’s been ten days since the stranger surprised me in my bed, and just a few after I viewed his lecture.  I wonder if he’s had his fill of me.  Have I come too close to getting inside him?  Is he one of those gallant but shallow men that flees at the first signs of real intimacy?  Is he only a series of brilliant one-night stands, like the inspired one-liners of his lecture?  I know better than to believe any of this, but I can’t help rationalizing the last ten days that way.  And now that he knows I know—


   I’m walking through familiar streets, taking a long walk downtown just to clear my head.  When I sense someone driving up beside me, I keep walking haughtily, unsuspecting of anyone I know.  This isn’t exactly the best neighborhood, but it’s the middle of the afternoon on a sunny day. Surely it can’t be dangerous, I tell myself. My conclusion inspires my confidence even if I’ve reached an erroneous one. When the car is at my side, I turn to see the a well-aged green Mercedes with the stranger driving.


   “Get inside,” he says, as he rolls down his window.


   It takes no time to make the decision, but the suddenness of his appearance makes me instantly anxious. I throb in all the places he arouses me. The heat of my most terrible desires surfaces in an instant. Part of me is relieved even while the rest of me is fearful.  I didn’t want our affair to die so soon.


   He’s silent as we drive, but motions to the back seat and a shopping bag. 


   “You’ll need a change of clothes,” he finally explains.


   “For what?”


   “You start asking questions so soon.”  I cannot connect this man to the professor in the arena.  It is the same face and body but the wit’s been replaced by the essence of his sexual need, which is hardly as light-hearted as that other man.


   A hundred wishes cross my mind all in the same minute, a hundred questions follow, but it’s the physical arousal that has me snatch the bag from the back seat.  Looking inside I quake more.


   “I suppose you want me to change right here?”


   “You’ll need to be wearing them when we stop,” he says.


   He’s as precise and abrupt as always.  I’m as scared.


   The dress I wear unbuttons down the front, making the change of clothes easy inside the car, though what he has me wear is much harder to negotiate in the small space of the front seat.  Still, I manage to have the leather skirt and bustier in place with less effort that I expected.  I’m horny enough that I see a spot of cream where my juice has appeared on the seat.  If the stranger notices he doesn’t say.


   “Tease your hair,” he says.  “Where we’re going it’s better you look like a whore.”


   I bite my lip, then nervously finger the brush he hands me.  There’s no mirror to gaze into but I can guess how my hair will look, curls piled on curls with an evil abandon. By the time I’m finished, the car stops in front of an X-rated bookstore with a blinking neon sign that motions those who pass, teasing them with lurid promises.  We park near one end of the building and quickly exit the Mercedes, walking through a corridor to the discreetly hidden entrance.


   The stranger is at my side, his hand guiding me as it always does.  I know his name but I still prefer to think of him as the unknown entity he’s been before.  I couldn’t even speak his name if I tried, having been lured again into his fantasy.  


   We stroll around, looking at the mind-numbing pictures of women’s breasts and asses that cover from top to bottom and end to end the magazines covers and video boxes arrayed on the shelves.  In a sea of shapely figures of bold women, none seem real, none move with ease, but pose to lure the eye.  To choose is useless.


   Beyond the gaudy aisle, a corridor leads to a glass-enclosed booth where two women takes turns dancing, their eyes filled with emptiness that must match their hearts.  Their smiles seem weak.  I should be disgusted with the dregs of sexuality all housed in this place, but strangely, I’m as turned on by these lewd sights as I am by the stranger alone.


   His hand is on my ass fondling me through the leather, and I jump, a little frightened to feel him inch the skirt up a bit at a time, until I know that the tops of my stockings are showing, then the garters, and higher still, the plump cheeks of my ass coming into view.  


   There’s a man with a mission walking purposefully by us on his way to one of the booths at the back of the corridor.  I see him leave the door ajar.  I assume we’ll pass by him on the way to our own booth, but the stranger stops me in front of his cubicle and opens the door wide. The door hides me from anyone following us down the corridor, but the man in the booth can see me fully. 


   The stranger pulls my hands above me and I grasp the doorframe to steady myself.  While the new stranger looks on in wonder, my familiar stranger is on his knees behind me, unzipping the skirt and letting it fall to my ankles.  I’ve worn no panties, so there’s just my stockings, garter belt and the bustier.  The man in the booth reaches out and pops a tit from the leather, the second follows quickly.  There’s nothing to hide anymore.  Exposed this way, I can guess the outcome, and I’m ripe to let it go.  The rude winds of climax beckon me.  


  With hands at my ass and hands at my breasts, the two men maul me, combing my flesh, igniting sparks that have remained just smoldering until now.  I’m gasping audibly so I wonder if I’m heard outside the hallway.  


   Soon, finding myself pushed to my knees, there are two cocks dancing at my face, demanding attention.  Another follows quickly.  I go from one stroked erection to the next, taking each in my mouth as an ardent hand pushes my face forward into a pungent groin.  The tastes change from man to man, but the smell of lust is consistent in them all.  There must be five by now, but I haven’t had time to look up into their faces to see how many.  Each penis head sways lewdly before my eyes, encouragingly.  


   When they lift me to my feet, I’m bent over the stool inside the booth while they come from behind to have my cunt.  Before me in the window, a dancer’s cunt wiggles as though she too wants attention from me.  I’d gladly suck her clit or kiss those augmented breasts as they bob on the air, two perfect spheres of loveliness.  But I’m too occupied for any of that.  Feeling hands and cocks use me, their stiff penetration goes on from man to man.  Someone squeezes into the booth in front of me, presenting a cock to my unclaimed mouth.  Having both ends filled, fills me with a degree of selflessness beyond what the stranger has taken me to before.  Surely he knows this.  This is mindless, but it feels natural to me if I don’t think of a world going on outside these cheesy walls that linger with the smell of tobacco smoke and cum.  


   With a cock inside my cunt, I then feel someone fingering my anal hole and wiggle reflexively in reply as if begging more. At the same time, I have to concentrate on the cock in my mouth. This is hard work, a full time occupation being a slut this crude.  But then it has its satisfactions.  When the first man shoots on my ass and smears his cum into my skin with his hand, I think the others will follow quickly, like this is really a porno movie and I’m the star.  It’s not quite that easy, the next man wants my asshole.  I hear my moans grow, the feel of the anal penetration tentative, until at last he thrusts in me deep and I groan.  


   There’s someone behind me snapping pictures.  For a moment I worry that my face will be seen, but this is a pointless concern.  I’m not getting out of this store until these men are done with me, or until the stranger leads me away.


   Hot, cramped, my hair sticking to the back of my neck, my face is soon covered with a lavish bath of cum.  Another man replaces the man at my face and for a while there’s an easy rhythm between this trio.  Just as I think I’ll be cum on, shot in and then breached again, the stranger lifts me from the awkward position and leads me to a room at the very back, to a bench beneath a short bank of windows. Some of the men follow; others are content to watch me once removed, staring at me blankly with their hard dicks in hand.  


   I climb on a customer putting his hard erection in my pussy, then wait knowing that there’s another cock on its way into my behind.  The two drive deep.  Impaled with a third cock in my mouth, I let them take me. No thoughts or feelings remain, just this singular moment and these three men I serve. When I chance to stare toward the windows on the wall, I see the awesome picture of myself being gangbanged reflected back so I can see how crude a woman I have become.  


   My cunt spasms sharply and I jerk back in reply.  I feel my clit massaged, another pair of hands perhaps but I’m unsure. There’s tugging at my labia, a hand smacking my ass end hard, and another hand, a woman’s, reaching between me and the man on his back fondling my sweaty tits.  


   Between ass and cunt the jolts are painful and sharp, but there’s a swell in me that’s looking for a climax and I sway my hips to make it happen.  When the third man shoots on my face, I hardly care, I’m ready to cum myself.  Then, as the man in my ass heats up fast and steady, I lurch forward, wiggling my clit on the playing fingers.  I have a blue streak of sky running wild in my bones, heaven bound.  I’m not there with these men, the stranger, the girl at my tits or the man at my face.  I’m elsewhere cumming, flying loose while the last of the guys in the room are getting off any way they can.


   There’s just a moment to recover before I’m lifted by gentle and familiar hands.  In mere seconds I realize that my missing clothes have been returned to me and I’m dressed again with some reasonable decorum.  We’re exiting the back of the store, the stranger’s arm at my waist.  When we should turn left toward the car, we turn right and follow the corridor into the alley behind the door.  There the stranger presses me to a wall, raises my skirt, lifts me against it and fucks me till he’s finished.  When he’s done, he wipes my cunt with a handkerchief, readjusts the leathers and we return to the Mercedes.


   “Were you going some place special?” he asks as we speed off down the street. 


   “Not any more,” I reply.


   He nods.  “Then I’ll take you home.” 


   “Yes, that would be perfect.”


   


   There’s a numbing silence between us, a sweltering kind, the kind where unsaid things are stirring but remain unsaid.  We drive to Isaac’s.  If I had any guts at all I’d invite him upstairs, but I can’t face the possibility that he’d turn down the offer.  I think briefly of the night he held me.  I wish that kind of warmth could end this night, but it seems I’m destined to remain alone until morning.  


   As I exit the Mercedes, I hear him speak.  “I have some work do to, a meeting at eight that won’t be over until eleven.  It would be too late then.  Perhaps next time you won’t have to sleep alone.”  I smile thanking him for the information.  He’s read my mind again.  “Sleep well, Ellen Laurey,” he ends just before he rolls up the window and drives off.


  




  Chapter Ten


   


   There are November rains that cut to the bone.  Day after day of dreariness.  I feel like the sun is cheating this portion of the planet, but I still maintain enough poise to get through classes and meetings and endless grading papers.  My mind swims back to the stranger and to Nicholas Riley.  I’m not sure I’ve even connected the two distinct beings into one man, not yet.  Though I’m often thinking of them both.  My mind drifts as I gaze out the window watching the pelting storm rage down the street outside the apartment.  There are rivers in gutters, and enormous puddles growing where the street drains are clogged.


   Thinking I have work to do in my office, I find myself bold enough to face all that rain, walking toward campus with my umbrella shielding me from the shower of water.  Headed for my office, I suddenly find myself dashing into the Lourdes Hall of History and Archeology. One quick look at the registry, and I’m climbing two flights of broad stairs to the third floor offices of the Archeology department.  Last door at the end of the hall, room 307—Nicholas Riley, Professor.  He’s young for a full professorship; he must be good.


   I knock, not knowing why I’m here, or what I’m going to say.  The storm’s picked up in volume just when I thought it was supposed to be tapering off, and I hear the drowning sound of water hitting the windows at the far end of the building and on the roof above.  I also hear Professor Riley’s voice say, “Come in.”


   The door creaks when it opens, not unlike my own office at the other end of the quadrangle.  I spot him with his glasses on, reading from a text.  He’s startled seeing me but his face is welcoming.  No grin, just interest and perhaps expectation.  Best I not read too much into this expression.  


   “Carolyn,” he uses my real name addressing me.  “Have a seat.”  He motions to the chair before his desk.


   “Nicholas, or is it Nick?”


   “I prefer Nicholas, but the rest of the world has a fascination for nicknames,” he explains.


   “I’ll call you anything you’d like,” I say.


   “You haven’t needed to call me anything so far,” he reminds me.


   “That’s quite true.”


   We stare for a time.  I look around his office, expecting it to be loaded with artifacts.  I’m surprised to see just a few pieces hanging on walls and sitting on his desk.  The room’s straightforward, just as he is.


   “Perhaps you’re a minimalist,” I suggest seeing how neatly his office has been arranged.


   “If I weren’t, I’d be swimming in clutter in such a small space.”


   “It seems you could have a better office, given your position as a full professor.”


   “I might have, but I prefer this one.  It’s out of the way and few people bother me unless they want me for something that really matters.”


   “I see.”


   “You’re here because it must matter,” he suggests.


   “I suppose, I am,” I reply.  “But truthfully, I don’t know what to say.  I guess …” I falter miserably, start to blush and find my ears growing so hot they must be glowing under my hair.  I take a deep breath.  “I suppose I think it’s time we faced facts.”  My, that was more blatant than I planned.


   “And those are?” he asks.


   “Like I’m a woman with needs beyond what you’ve given me,” I press on boldly, “and you do have a name and that matters to me.”


   He smiles, but I don’t know why.  “How like a woman to always be asking for more,” he says.  


   My heart sinks.


   “Don’t look so dejected, Carolyn, I’ve hardly said a thing.”


   “Then would you say something!” I’m annoyed and showing it.  “Please don’t leave this all up to me.”


   He’s merely amused.  His head moves so his ponytail moves.  Turning briskly in his chair, he grabs something from the desk behind him and brings it into my view.  Handcuffs.


   I jerk, the response automatic. This is not what I planned, but I am aroused.  Even in his university office, his heat attacks me the same as it does in more clandestine settings.


   “I know this sounds utterly foolish, Nicholas, but I’m in love with you.”  The declaration surprises me—not that I’m feeling love, but that I have the wits to say it when he’s given me so little.


   He sits back in his chair, casually appraising me. He seems hardly moved and not at all surprised.  I hate this.  Hate the way he assumes so much, hate him being haughty.  I have no secrets from him.  And at this moment, I’d like one, just one thing he doesn’t already know or guess or assume about who I am.  


   “Is my declaration of love meaningless to you?” I ask when he doesn’t reply.  “If it is, then we’ll …”


   “Stop,” he says, this time sounding almost tender.  “You don’t need to plead with me.  Just tell me what you want.”


   I gather my courage. Seems again it’s me that’s doing all the work, and just as with Robby and Isaac and any other man I’ve been with, he’s sliding along on my sexual appetites. 


   “I want you to love me back,” I state plainly.  “I want you tying my body, whipping my ass, fucking me in alleys and bars and on street corners, but I want you the way you were the night you broke into the apartment and raped my ass.  You slept with me that night, you held me, you made me feel whole.  I want that Nicholas Riley.”  He starts to speak, but I interrupt him, “And there’s more.  I want you to tell me who you are, what all this means to you,” I motion to the office.  “I want to know what else there is for me to love, what else there is besides our slutty rendezvous.”  I’m rushing on, glad to lay all this out in front of him.


   “Hold it!” he stops me before I can continue.  “Will you let me speak?”


   “Of course.”  I relax back and wait.


   “You say you’re in love Ellen Carolyn Laurey Cauthen?” He pauses like he’s not sure what he’ll say, but with his next statement he surprises me as much as he ever has.  “Perhaps, I’m in love too.”


   “You are?”  I look amazed.  


   “I don’t know what moves me to tell you this.  In fact, I would have never used the word love until you mentioned it, but it does fit, strangely enough.  I suppose given this new wrinkle, we ought to get to know each other better.”  There’s the most delightful twinkle in his eye, so sweet it almost makes me giggle.  


   “Yes, that’s exactly what I was suggesting,” I reply quietly.  


   The twinkle in his eyes becomes devilish.  This time he’s surprised himself as much as he’s stunned me.


   Looking at his watch, a look of disappointment replaces the amused chagrined one. He sighs. “There’s a meeting in fifteen minutes and they’ll honestly fire me if I’m not there. It’s about the budget and I hate budgets because they all have their noses up their ass-ends—if you’ll excuse my language—about priorities.”  I want to laugh.  “But I will see you tonight.”


   “You’ll sneak into my apartment?” 


   “No.” He stops short, considering for a moment.  “No. You’ll cook dinner for me in mine.  The food’s all there and I’m dying for a real meal.  Then, I can use these on you in some despicable way before the night’s over.”  He’s still holding the handcuffs.  “Is that a plan enough for you?”  Fishing through his pocket, he pulls out a key and hands it to me.  “I’m on the boulevard, the building with the ivy all over it and the sagging window.  My apartment’s on the front, third floor, no elevator.”


   “Where’s your meeting?”


   He looks at his watch again.  “Rice Hall,” he says.


   “Then you are going to be late,” I say.


   “I’m guess I’m not going to worry about that,” he replies.  “They should be glad I’m showing up.”


   I watch him pull his coat from the coat tree and grab an umbrella.  “Lock the door, will you?” he says.  “I won’t be later than ten, unless I decide to argue.” 


   He almost sounds as if we’re married walking out the door.  The sentiment is serene and steady, as if we do belong together.  


  




  Chapter Eleven


   


   His apartment’s dark when I enter.  Just the streetlight beaming in through one cracked blind allows me to steer my way and look for something to illuminate this scene for me.  I find a floor lamp with a bowl in the shape of a budding tulip offering its petals to the sky. I turn it on, and the light glows softly against the dark walls of the stranger’s apartment.  


   There’s a comfortable familiarity about his home, as if I’ve been here before, though I know I’ve never set foot in this place. The incense of aging and well-polished wood drifts to my nostrils. I touch the doorpost; it’s like satin to my tentative fingers as I run them along its smoothness. His rooms have the look of Frank Lloyd Wright in lines and the use of glass and light.  Shadows seem to move with me so I think he’s somewhere inside these walls with me, watching every move I make.  


   When I make abrupt turns as I stroll my way through his living room, I jump, startled by eerie masks hanging on the wall.  There are the ghosts of people behind them.  My bones feel as if they’re rattling inside my skin. As in Nicholas Riley’s office, there’s a simple order in the middle of this psychic chaos.  The simplicity is pristine even though his ornaments scare me into wondering what rituals he performs when he’s here.  


   I discover his kitchen at one end of the living room, with wood and polished stainless steel and the smell of garlic and basil lingering in the air—and maybe a hint of rosemary.  There are greens enough in his refrigerator for a Caesar salad with cold salmon and nuts, and a pot of soup already made.  Making a feast of this will be easy.


   Turning my back to the masks on his walls, and the thousand clues about my man of mystery that dance inside the room’s great shadows, I busy myself thinking of dinner.  He says he’ll be back by ten.  I’m getting this ready for 9:30, should he arrive early.  I hadn’t realized how intimate it feels having this liberty inside the place he lives. Everywhere I turn, I think of how he moves about this apartment.  I imagine his long hair loose around his shoulders after he’s showered and he’s naked except for his faded blue jeans.  I’m amazed to think of him drinking coffee while he reads the morning paper, of his significant hands doing such mundane things as making eggs and bacon and toast on a cold morning, of his cleaning the grate in the fireplace, or throwing out the trash.  There’s a stack of wood on the hearth and I’m tempted to start a fire to remove the chill in the air, but I don’t have permission for anything but fixing his dinner.


   In the midst of my thoughts, I suddenly realize that he’s arrived.  I don’t move, but continue chopping sweet peppers for the salad and imagine him stalking close by.  He’s behind me long before I think he should be, and when I feel his breath on my neck, I close my eyes to feel him with my whole body. He smells of the brisk out-of-doors, and though his hand at my neck is warm, his clothes feel cool.  


   “Dinner can wait,” he says, as he reaches around me with a towel and wipes my wet fingers until they’re dry.  I feel the handcuffs secure my hands in front of me, their tightening grasp of my flesh secure enough to keep them fixed.  I can hardly move them inside the confines of the steel. Remembering what I wore today, he reaches around and unzips the zipper of my sweater.  I feel a waft of air against my skin and my nipples harden poking though the lace of my bra.  He pushes me silently into the living room where he extinguishes the light.  


   Bathed in the ghostly glow of the streetlamp, with the masks looking as though they’ll fly off the walls into my face, with my heart beating so fast I think it’s racing on beyond me, I find him raising my hands above me.  A hook from the ceiling comes down to hold my cuffed hands.  Immobile and stretched, I wonder how he’ll use me, but that becomes an even greater mystery when a blindfold slips over my eyes. 


   While my sweater hangs open, he cuts away my bra leaving my bared breasts to feel the tease of the air.  Undoing my pants, he strips everything away below my waist.  When he walks away, I am more alone than ever, afraid that his next move will come to me out of the darkness and bring me pain.  I’d welcome pain now, but it’s the impending first strike that frightens me most.  


   Out of the silence, I begin to hear the noise of him at the fireplace, fixing the fire I was too afraid to light myself.  Hearing the wood crackle as it’s lit, the warmth soon follows, but it doesn’t take away my fear.  I only imagine how my skin gleams by the light of the fire’s leaping flames.  I move unconsciously to the beat of some rhythm, like this is someone’s bonfire I’m bound before, not the genteel fire at some gentleman’s hearth.  I suppose I think of the stranger more as a savage than a gentleman, even though he seems to thrive in a gentleman’s surroundings.


   The first touch to my skin is that of something as savage as my imagination conjures.  At first, its thin form makes me believe he holds a cane to my skin, prodding it along my sex-flushed pores, teasing me with the threat of that first explosive slash to a thigh or breast.  I wait impatiently, my blinded eyes peering upward toward the heavens as if penitent.  I wonder why he punishes me.  Is this just for sport, or is there some psychic reason for my present captivity?  I shudder with each sensation he draws from my expectant skin.  My eager loins betray me, gyrating as though they beg for a harsher touch.  


   The more he runs his implement over my swaying body, the more I become aware that this is not something as refined as a polished cane, or even a smooth bamboo rod.   The end of it tickles my nose and I smell the raw freshness of trees.   The aroma of it takes me from a city living room into a woods with verdant greens and the smell of darkness—into a forest where a hundred more saplings like this tender birch wait for a man to snatch them.  


   “Will you beat me?” I gasp thoughtlessly. 


   “You should worry that I will,” he says, “not beg for it.”


   But I do beg for it.  I hate this waiting game.


   The froth between my thighs grows thick and it’s there he focuses this cutting shoot, pressing it into my labia, running it along the pathway between them where he draws it meanly against my throbbing clitoris.  I ask for more with each movement of my hips, each appeal I make with my ready ass and cunt.  When at last he begins, he doesn’t shock me with a painful bite, but taps my pubis, first lightly, and then harder.  At first my voice sounds that peculiar sexual melody, whimpers and sighs meeting the air almost silently.  Then as he begins to flail the thing against that rocking, bucking mound, I gasp harder, my whimpers turning into cries.  Words of fear fall from my lips, “ah noooo, pleeease, I caaaaaaan’t ….” and
caress the air with such woe.


   The stranger makes no sound as he moves around my body to my backside.  There is just the sound of the sapling cutting the air and my cries that rise from the steady shock of pain.  When he reaches my behind, he picks up speed and intensity.  I could scream, but I fear he’ll gag me too—even though he hasn’t made that threat.  More lashes land and I’m beside myself, writhing.  I believe he’ll never stop and my resolve for self-control is at its end.


   He stops when I least expect it and I sense him steal away from me to another room, vanishing with his heavy aura.  I wonder if he’s displeased. I sense his return simply feeling the atoms in the air part for him as he passes.  On me, his hand clutches my neck, another presses that dreaded sphere into my mouth.


   “You didn’t want this, did you?” he purrs.  There’s no way for me to answer him.  But he knows.  “You tried to be silent.  You tried to please me.  And you tried to remain haughty, beyond the power of my birch to effect you.”  I shake my head, no.  I could never imagine myself haughty, beyond the power of any of his implements to affect me.  He can’t hear my rebuttal with his ears, but surely he can with his heart.


   He drops back and I begin to feel the birch again at my ass.  Its repeated strikes burn like the fire in the grate that causes me to sweat.  I feel that sweat trickle down my leg, though I wonder if perhaps it mingles with blood he’s drawn from my tender bottom.  More, and I struggle for a while … more yet and I find the birch landing on my sides where the sting of it makes my blind eyes cry into the mask that covers my face.  When he suddenly stops again, I pray he’s finished with me, but instead, he addresses my front side again. I know he’s standing close; his breath moves my hair, his hand takes my chin and fondles it gently. When he strikes with the birch, it’s to my breasts and the ripe pain makes me lurch and cry more. Backing away, he alternates from my breasts to my thighs, delivering blows that I don’t believe will stop.


   And then, I sense he’s finished.  The fire is snapping in the background; the heat makes my skin piping hot like smoldering embers. He walks twice around my hanging body as though he’s inspecting me. The tip of the birch pokes at a fresh burn and occasionally delivers a sharp nip to my sides or agonized breast.  I cry with any measure of abuse he wreaks now.  I hate this bondage that keeps my hands from his body, that prevents me from kissing his lips with mine, that denies me any kind of reply but this whimpering servile one.


   When he finally removes the blindfold, his message is simple, “Keep your eyes closed, Ellen Laurey. Open them only when I tell you.”


   This is as much a burden as any he’s had me bear, but I survive this one too.  When I finally hear his command, and lift my lids, I gaze at him.  He’s sitting in a chair before me, a look of satisfaction on his face.


   “You make a good slave,” he says.  “Seems that you enjoy being beaten as much as I enjoy delivering the blows.  You know my cock’s hard?”


   I can imagine so.  I stare at his denim-covered crotch and think I see his penis surging with arousal.  My lips, still occupied with the ball-gag, beg to know his taste again.  I long for the perfume of his balls, the feel of the masculine thatch of hair, the brawny thighs, the firm, sculptured ass in my hands.  I would devour him.  


   He mocks me sitting aloof in his chair.  


   Oh, how I’d trace the line of his mouth with my finger, or if not my finger, then my tongue.  I writhe before him pleading for his mercy.  My eyes caress him, tears beginning to well there.  Such desperation grips me. 


   “All I can think of, Ellen Laurey, is how much I desire to control you.  I cannot imagine loving you any other way than this.”


   If he’d only let loose the gag, I’d tell him the same thing.


   “You want to orgasm, don’t you?” he says.


   Until that moment, orgasm has seemed so far away, locked inside the never-ending cycle of pain.  But now, at its mention, my hips buck with the answer.  He moves forward in his chair, and I can feel his body drawing nearer.  


   “The hair between your thighs tickles you now.  You can almost feel it move with my breath as I speak … ah, but it’s only the air gliding around you that has you aroused.”  There’s a smile now on his lips, though the look of steel remains in his cobalt eyes.  “You’d beg me to place a gentle finger on your clit and rub it, or perhaps press my mouth against the wetness there, or if I was especially inspired, come at you from behind, burying my face into the fragrance of your crack, where my mouth could find all your holes and explore them.”


   His words make me jerk involuntarily as I imagine his every move matching this long discourse of propositions.  He sits even farther forward in his chair, so I expectantly wait for him to rise and come to me.  


   “You have no choice but to relent to me, Ellen Laurey.”  Using that name now, not only mocks my attempts to hide myself from him, it comes out tender as a lullaby sung by a mother soothing her child.  “I could make you wait,” he says, “or I could make a feast of you for myself,” he pauses, “or I could pleasure you.  Which would be the most distressing?  Which one your richest desire?”


   If I had my mouth to use now, I couldn’t answer his question because all his suggestions please me and all hold such painful promises, I’m sure none could satisfy all of me.  I fall against my bonds, realizing my hands ache.  He realizes this too.  The fire I see sparking in the depths of his eyes simmers.


   As he rises, I watch his approach, filled with wonder at each move and how it energizes me, thrilling all the atoms not yet permeated with sex.  Each piece of me awakened makes the guarantee for pleasure rise another impossible degree.  He slowly paces around my hanging body as I feel his eyes inspect the crude designs that remain on the canvas of my skin.  Then, standing again in front of me, his hand finds my slit waiting.  I gasp, realizing that he fondles me with a leather glove on his fingers.  My face screws into a painful expression, more tears form, and while his face is just inches from mine, he watches as the explosion begins, and the new ways I find to contort myself.  Even with this hateful ball-gag blocking the sound, preventing the natural grimace from appearing on my face, I communicate my climax to him.  I writhe on those leather-covered fingers as the orgasm rockets from my cunt to my spine to the top of my head and the settles around my shoulders with a shudder.  I sigh at the finish, the ache in my arms taking away the bit piece of pleasure.


   


   Before he releases me, he rubs away the pain in my limbs, and my belly feels the last of the spasms drift on. He knows how I yearn for freedom, but the sadist in him delights in the torture.


   When he begins to untether me, it’s the ball-gag that goes first.  Then I kiss him, reaching out to find his lips, that seem to shy away from the attention, but at the same time demand it.  “Your lips have another occupation,” he says, as he unhooks my handcuffs from above.


   As he backs away, I drop to my knees and negotiate my way three feet toward his boots and jeans. I’m hardly able to make my sorry but submissive-looking trek. He opens his fly because I can’t with my handcuffed hands. With his cock unencumbered, I take all of it into my mouth, drawing it deeply inside, finding the desire to gag almost non-existent.  He uses my mouth with a hand holding the back of my head so I can’t back away from the deep-throated satisfaction.  I pour myself into his thick meat, let my tongue wind its way about the stalk, tasting the sour and sweet flavors, desiring them all. I lick lavishly as if I’m eating some fine repast. As he ejaculates, I swallow; not a drop escapes my mouth.  


   Rocking back on my haunches afterwards, I look into his face, considering him carefully, just as I see his careful consideration of me.  


   “You made dinner?” he asks.


   “Almost,” I say.  “How was your meeting?”


   “I didn’t argue.”


   “I can see that.  You were back sooner than you said.”


   “I like surprises,” he replies.


   “I guess I do too,” I add, although I’m so exhausted that I don’t know how I’ll even get through dinner.


   Before he unlocks the cuffs, he’s risen and poured me a glass of burgundy.  I find I can drink even handcuffed, and that he expects nothing from me other than I sit submissively on the hardwood floor and sip the aromatic liquor.  


   “Will I eat this way too?” I ask, when I see he’s finished making our meal and two places are set at his table.


   “Is that what you want?” he asks.


   He comes to me, and taking the glass from my hands, he helps me rise.


   “No, I think I’d like to use my hands so I can touch you freely, Nicholas Riley.”


   Now his name fits.  There are glasses teetering on his nose, and he’s almost the professor I met with this afternoon, though there’s much of the stranger in him too.


   Removing a key from his pocket, he frees my hands.  And like the massage he gave my limbs, he restores some of the feeling in my wrists.  There are little indentations around them that jar me with the sensation of pain and yielding that remains.  I hope they’ll stay a while.  


   With my hands free I’m able to dress, though I wait for his permission which he gives me with a nod of his head.


   Sitting down to a normal dinner almost seems absurd.  I should be at his feet feeding him, beneath him, dining on the scraps he scraps into a bowl. I’m beginning to think he breaches the gap between this bizarre sex and the rest of our lives easier than I do.  He’s certainly not as grim and dour as he was, and yet I remain in the abject subservient attitude.  The blues playing in the background begins to lift my mood with a gentle flood of notes soothing my wounds.


   During salad and soup, our conversation is augmented by the drama of his eyes.  They still hold me firmly in their grasp, and with a hand on my thigh he reassures me that he’s still there commanding.  He asks me about my classes, sounding as if he’s interested, and about my husband and if I think I’m really leaving him.


   “I am,” I tell him simply.  I want to tell him that I’m doing this because of him, because he opened me with such a jarring crowbar that I can’t close myself to what he brings me.  Still, I don’t want him to think that I have to have him, that I’m doing this only for him, that if he plans to drop out of sight after this night, I’ll be shattered. I know that whether or not our affair continues, my life with Robby is over.   


   Nicholas doesn’t reply to my confession about my broken marriage.  He seems to know everything anyway and it’s not necessary for me to speak.  Moving the conversation along he compliments me on my salad then finally says, “You will spend the night here.” 


   I am feeling transported now, nurtured by the curious content of our minutes together.  There’s this schoolgirl whimsy developing in my toes, a giggle of delight knowing that he wants me in his bed.  


   I’m beginning to understand more about who he is when he’s not capturing me.  His style is direct and without great embellishment, though what embellishment he chooses really matters, because it’s a statement of himself.  His apartment reflects that statement with the masks, the spears, the hand-carved wood, and the African rug hanging on the wall.  The rug’s one of the few pieces with color; the rest just endless shades of brown and tan.  Even so, the blue is a muted tone, and the ochre and vermilion shades blend into the soft light and exude mellowness so characteristic of the man. I love the feeling of a man who is comfortable in his surroundings, comfortable with himself.


   When we finish eating, I clear his dishes and clean his kitchen while he spruces up the fire, and lights a pipe, which he puffs contentedly as he waits for me to be done. I think back on the afternoon, when he handed me his key and I felt more like his wife than lover.  It feels that way now, being with him.  I can hardly believe that he just had me strung up and dripping sweat in the center of his living room, or that he once had me tied to a chain-link fence in a cold basement, or that this image of harmony has pursued me as much as my desire has pursued him.  I would think, by the casual way this night has proceeded since he uncuffed my hands, that he’s aloof to my passions; his own seem hardly engaged. 


   As I come to his living room where he sits by the fire in a great leather chair, I sit on the floor at his feet and gaze into the flames.  It’s not meant as a submissive act, but a familiar one that tells him I’m comfortable with him even if this seems so utterly absurd.


   “I’d like to know what you want of me?” I ask him.  I can’t get my mind off our afternoon’s conversation.  I can’t ignore the need for him beyond the sex we share.


   “What I want doesn’t matter until you’re disentangled from your husband,” he answers.


   “And if I do that this weekend?” I say.  “Then will you tell me what you want from me?”


   “Yes, I probably will.  But you can be sure of one thing now; I don’t want anything more from you than sex, unless I can have all of you.  Let’s wait until you can give it all before I answer your question.”


   I sit by the fire and stare into the expanse of flames. 


   It’s late.  Once he finishes his pipe, he tells me to get naked and go to bed.  I do this happily, glad for another moment to lie with him, the length of me pressed against the length of him and our arms wrapped around each other, even if words of love aren’t yet ready to be spoken.


   


   In his room, I undress before a lengthy mirror on his bathroom door.  Seeing marks on my breasts, I move closer to inspect them.  When I turn, I find others have cut into my ass and there are bruises forming at the center.  Turning back, I wonder that my face is so soft.  The endless stream of thoughts that pour into my brain have ceased for the moment. I can think of nothing but the stranger’s hands on me and his face beside my face.


   When I feel him move behind my nakedness with his, I do shudder, though I’m not so fearful of him as I once was.  His hands glide with grace over the skin he flawed with his birch.  The surfaces quake in anticipation.  A commotion of desires enlivens me everywhere his hands make contact.  At the crook of my neck, along the baby smooth skin under my arms, and the tentative sides of my waist where I’m prone to be ticklish, his deft hands move with ease.  I stare in the mirror at myself as he places his fingers against the marks on my breasts.  One finger runs over a blemish.  That stripe of red still holds the energy of the slim sapling, and the powerful arm that laid it against my skin.  I think of it as a piece of him he’s burned into me that will never go away.  Even when the mark disappears in time I’ll still hold the memory of it within.  


   His hands move on to my ass, caressing the soreness contained within the orbs that took so much of his punishment.  Turning inside his arms, I look back over my shoulder into the mirror, so I can see where he’s touching the marred places.  The bruises and scorched skin were for some moments broken.  For an instant or two there was blood, though no blood is dripping now.  He watches in the mirror too, as he runs his hand low, along the crack of my ass, finding the wet cunt and the throbbing anal hole and all the sensation they store within them. 


   The lights go out in the room and the mirror disappears and until we become used to the inky night there is just our body’s touch between us and the smell of our mutual heat to share—that and the sound of our labored, sex-flushed breath.


   He takes me to bed as the light from the night outside begins to cast a glow to navigate by.  The puffy down blanket on his bed is swept away with the broad reach of his arm.  Once lying inside the silky sheets, it falls around our shoulders warmly burying us inside its comfort.  His body lies with mine, the solidness of his thighs part my legs wide and my cunt opens for the stab of his penis into the center.  His lips move freely about my face while his cock moves freely within my cunt.  I throb on the erection and hear him groan.  Looking into the starlit darkness of the room, I see the pale light of his face over me.  The blue of his eyes is nothing but black in the night though there’s a glint inside those small spheres that makes me think of the earth-bound animal essence he brings to my body.  


   His loose, long hair tickles my skin that’s begun to sweat.  As I’m rolled from bottom to top, then over and over, it tangles with mine, gets stuck in my mouth, is breathed in with my nose, is brushed away by his hand or mine.  


   When I’m on top, he controls me with his hands firmly gripping my waist, moving my groin over his as if I’m a toy.  I laugh to feel his cock poke lightly at the opening of my cunt.  It makes me shriek, and my pussy go wild. I squeal and his eyes laugh in the darkness.  Wiggling as I can against his stalk, I try to control this fuck but I’m completely thwarted. My belly spasms softly, while each contraction is just the prelude to another that is more intense. Knowing my cunt needs more, he jams himself inside me rudely and propels us over so I’m on my back with him astride my hips.


   Rising above me, he sits on my groin and slaps my pale breasts. I would buck him off if I were strong enough, but instead his cock slips deeper within me until it hurts.    


   His hair mesmerizes me.  The way it clouds his face I see a savage Indian within him.  


   His movements having momentarily stopped, he descends to my chest and slowly, carefully draws his erection in and out of my vagina. All our playfulness vanishes as we stare into each other’s eyes, diving soul deep in awed wonder. We do this until I feel an orgasm rip inside my pulsing cunt and feel his cock quicken and charge toward the end.  


   I’m touched by him, by all the tiny gestures he blesses me with as we lie lazily in each other’s arms.  We don’t speak, but his lips kiss my ears and move tenderly all the way down my neck.  He won’t say a word to me in intimacy until I’ve cleaned up all the unfinished business—but he will have my body and use it for these simple pleasures.


   


   In the morning, he climbs from bed before I do.  Seeing his body washed in the pale light of daybreak, he’s as breathtaking and potent as my dreams remember him.  His cock is hard as he moves from the bed to the bath, though it’s flaccid by the time he returns dripping with water.


   “I want you to stay with me here,” he says, as he scratches his head with his towel.  The long hair floats about his face, and I still think he’s savage seeing him this way.


   “You want me here tonight?” I ask.


   “That’s what I said, isn’t it?”  He’s almost annoyed that he has to clarify himself, but I greet his wishes with so much surprise I have to be sure that he really meant what I heard him say.  


   “I’ll be here then … and what about the next night?”  I query timidly.


   “I said I want you here with me.  Brings your things, make your arrangements, whatever you have to do.”  Delivering his message, he wanders into the bathroom having answered all my questions.


  




  Chapter Twelve


   


   The skies aren’t big enough to hold me inside them today. There are golden meadows teaming between my legs and a day’s worth of sunshine heating inside my belly.  How strange this is when the cold rain of November is lingering on, that my psyche thinks it’s spring.  I don’t know why my heart leaps so.  The stranger, Nicholas Riley, is now as indecipherable to me as he was when I didn’t know his name.  I only understand I’m moving in with him and it would seem we have a future together, even if there’s little talk of what this means.  


   I make my plans, gather a bundle of things from Isaac’s, but not too much since I’m uncertain how long his arrangement will stick.  I can’t quit my one sure port in the storm before I know for certain.  I don’t figure there is a lot changing, yet.  I’m just sleeping over at a boyfriend’s like I might have done when I was twenty.  I do leave a new message on the answering machine and phone one to Isaac in Greece so he doesn’t worry because I’m not answering his late evening calls.  I tell him to call me at the office if he needs to reach me, and to tell no one I’ve changed addresses.  I decide to let Robby suffer not knowing where I am.  Of course, I’ll be home over the weekend and tell him everything he needs to know about my leaving him.


   I give Smithereens to a sweet old lady who will nurture the dear thing better than I can. 


   With all that handled I belong to the stranger.


   


   Classes are the same; grading papers and conferences seem as simple and easy as always.  Perhaps I’m even more inspired with my lectures.  A fresh wit surfaces—I seem to recall Nicholas Riley’s flippant teaching style while I’m delivering my daily lectures.  It appears to work when I find I have a more enthusiastic audience.


   I live with him half-captive, not by the ropes and leather he binds me with, but by the force of his power over me.  It’s all my choice whether I live with him; he holds no threat over me.  Yet, he’s made his decision like an ultimatum.  I can’t seem to object, so it feels as if he has me kidnapped from my real life—even when my real life’s hardly changed.  I wake in his bed in the morning, return to his apartment in the afternoon just as I would return to Isaac’s, cook him supper when he arrives anytime from six p.m. to midnight, and let him use me just as his desire shapes his sexual needs.  Nicholas has a penchant for capturing me unaware that doesn’t change with this living arrangement.  This has me sexually awake every minute of my day.  


   At noon the day after I became his live-in lover, he brought sandwiches into my office for lunch—unannounced.  


  Before we ate, he silently made love to me, pressing me softly into a corner of my office where his hands played my body for the orgasm that was on the brink.  Afterwards, I knelt at his feet and took his cock to a climax.  Then we ate.  


   I’ve noticed that he prefers eating after making love, as though sex is the main course, and food his dessert.


   


   At night I feel him stalk me.  It always surprises me what he’s able to draw from me in ready compliance; though it never surprises me that I’m aroused.  I’m living constantly with the thought of his sexual prowess wooing me from decency with one of his schemes.  


   The second night of our living arrangement, he binds me before we sleep, before sex, before he even kisses my lips goodnight.  I slumber with ropes drawn through my cunt, my hands tied together behind me, my ankles tightly bound with leather straps.  He blindfolds me and I have nowhere to go but into my dreams.  


   When he awakens me, it seems we’ve both been roused from sleep in the same instant.  I feel his hardened cock at my ass, pressing its way between the crack.  Grease from somewhere lubricates the tight hole.  The massage opens the doorway enough so that he slips inside me painlessly.  But so full of him, I feel impaled on something much too big for me to bear.  When he starts to move, he clutches my breasts and cunt driving himself in a ceaseless rhythm.  His fingers caress my clit, others pinch my nipples so that long and steady streams of pain jerk me from tit to cunt.  His fingers press into the steamy hole as his dick glides forcefully in an out of my ass, bringing me almost to my own climax.  Yet, before I’m at that perfect edge, I feel his cock pulse hard then spill its gift.  When he withdraws he leaves me tied, and I’m desperate because my climax remains bound inside me as tightly as my hands are bound.  I think I’ll remain awake all night waiting for the end.  And yet, I fall asleep.  Some time between this late night hour and dawn I’m untied so I awaken in the morning free to move at will, with my cunt still wanting more.


   


   All that haunts me now is the silence of our exchanges.  That silence is not unlike it was before I moved into his apartment, but it’s more uncomfortable now.  There’s a wellspring of unshared thoughts between us.  If he would only speak his mind, if the affection in his eyes would only tell me what it’s for, if I could only dissect his heart and see what secrets it holds inside.  But he’s adamant that I come to him without the baggage of a past and I won’t try to break his silence until I can cut my ties to Robby.


   


  g


   


   I think of Nicholas Riley all the way to the country, down all the familiar winding roads to the A-frame, and even as I pull into the drive and see my towering beautiful home rise loftily into the trees.  


   It’s quiet inside the woods at six o’clock, and already pitch black except for the one burning light by the door on the deck.  My key fits in the lock as if I belong here, but once inside I feel odd walking through the rooms I know so well.  They don’t know me now.  I’ve become another person, and what I cared about when I decorated these wide-open spaces has disappeared. 


   Up the stairs to the loft, even the smell has changed from mine to hers.  I wonder if she wears my weekend clothes as well as using my husband.  


   Hearing a door squeak somewhere on the main floor, I suspect it’s Robby coming home and I don’t bother to turn around when I hear someone walking up the stairs and into the room.  The shoes creak strangely and there’s a crawling in my gut I’ve felt before.  Not the one I associate with Robby, maybe it’s …. a split second later I think of Nicholas—another of his miraculous appearances to shock me.  I’d be awed but hardly shocked.  But then, smelling her perfume, I smile to myself as I recognize the intruder.  Turning around, I grin broadly.  “Why Chelsea, what a homecoming!”


   “It’s been a while, Carolyn,” she simpers.


   “And he gives you a key now?”


   “We didn’t think you’d be here.”


   I see she’s nervous but covering it well with the practiced moves of a self-assured woman.


   “And you hadn’t the presence of mind to wonder at my car in the drive?”


   “Are you going to be uncivil, Carolyn?” she asks exasperated.  Her face is rude, her make-up bold—tasteful some would say, but I think it’s garish. And the way she swishes her ass reminds me of old movie stars, alluring flirts with devious intentions.  She shifts on one foot coyly and we stare eye-to-eye trying to decide what to say to each other.  


   I notice how soft her cheeks appear, how her full red-painted lips are easily seductive to men.  They are to me.  Her pale yellow curls fall buoyantly around her face.  


   As her heels click softly on the hard wood, she approaches me so openly, I think of giving up sharp retorts.  We really have no quarrel.  Neither of us love the man we fuck in this house; he just seems to be a convenient creature for the time and place.  But his double-dealing makes us both a little bitter.  


   As she sashays to my side I almost spot a look of tenderness on her face.


   “You’re going to leave him, aren’t you?” she says.


   “Is that just a guess, or do you have some particular reason for wondering?” I reply.


   “I don’t know, it’s just something I see in your eyes.”


   I don’t know why I suddenly feel empathy for this woman, but she’s so vitally open and completely uncomplicated.  I suppose that’s why Robby can’t let her go.  She asks so little of him—just sex.  I’m sure it’s great sex with her body and her overtly sexual moves.  I am nothing but a complication, especially since we got married.  All that’s clear now, but it has no impact on me and as I gaze into her honey-warm eyes.  I’m wooed.


   I know she feels something too.


   “Have you ever wondered what it’s like to kiss a woman?” she finally speaks again.


   I’m hardly startled.  “I did once in college, made love to my roommate.  Her lips tasted better than a man’s and they were much smaller and more refined.”


   She smiles wistfully.  “That’s exactly how I felt the first time.”


   I think she’s going to lean in and kiss me, but before she does, I see shadows behind her, the light in the room altering so slightly that it’s hard to notice why, until I look over her shoulder and see the man in the doorway.  I jump so suddenly that Chelsea sees the spark of fear in my expression and turns around.


   Nicholas Riley is standing at my bedroom door, a gentle trace of mirth in his cold visage.  “My, even I get surprises sometimes,” he says.


   “Who are you?” Chelsea asks, as if she owns the house, not me.


   A friend of Lynnie’s,” my dark stranger replies.


   “Then I should go,” she says in a strangely awkward voice.  Apparently she can handle me inside this house, but not my lover.


   “No, don’t,” he says as he moves inside the room.  “You might want to stay and watch.  Or better yet, maybe I should tie you up like I’m going to do to Lynnie.”


   She becomes more attentive and looks back at me.  “You’re going to tie her up?” 


   “Bondage, whips, clamps on her nipples,” Nicholas has her attention again.  “You ever try that?  Chelsea, isn’t?”


   “Yes, it’s Chelsea,” she replies in a breathless voice. The strength of her arousal is so obvious that I know if pressed against her backside I’d feel her pussy throbbing with excitement. I watch that plump ass twitch, her legs quiver under her short skirt.  She turns again to me.  “You’re into S&M?” she wonders.


   “I’m into doing as he says.”


   Nicholas walks to me holding the leather he intends to use for my hands. This time it’s leather cuffs.  He’s brought a bag with him and I can only guess the contents.  


   As he drops the cuffs on bed beside me, Chelsea watches, staring in curious wonder as he begins taking off my clothes.  The sweater, the camisole, the skirt jerked down.  He leaves the garter belt and the lace-top hose, but otherwise I’m naked standing in my three-inch pumps.  She backs away while he buckles the cuffs around my wrists, and leads me to the broad doorway between the bedroom and the bath.  Reaching into his bag he pulls out a thick, 5” nail and a hefty hammer.  Pounding the nail in the framework overhead, he then loops the chain on my cuffs above me, so I’m strung up tight.  My cunt turns liquid.  And Chelsea’s eyes stare where the dampness sticks to the tuft of soft brown hair between my legs.  


   “You’re going to whip her?” she asks.


   “And you as well, if you like,” he replies.


   “You’ll whip me too,” she considers in a voice rich with amazement.  What was a horny Chelsea half-wooing, half mesmerizing me, is now a Chelsea wooed by my stranger as much as I’ve been wooed.  Her flirting hips can’t stop undulating as though they float on a breeze blowing through the room.  Her eyes gaze at my nakedness, marveling.  When once I might have blushed with shame, I’m almost proud that I can surprise her with this bizarre scene.


   “I’d say you have an ass that begs to be abused,” he tells her.  He lifts my arms over my head and attaches me to the door so I seem to swing like a loose vine dangling from the limb of a tree.  “Your hands can be as immobilized, your cunt as stretched, your skin as beaten.  But perhaps you’d rather watch first.  Taste Carolyn’s juices.”


   Nicholas Riley is at my feet, securing them to two ends of a spreader bar.  I’ve not been this bound since the night on the fence, and my stomach rattles anxiously.  Chelsea’s eyes augment every sensation, adding her lust to my own climbing body heat.  When he finishes with my feet, he’s at my side, the doorway broad enough for him to move around me easily with a crop he uses to strike my thighs.  When he backs away, he strikes my vulnerable ass.  He hits hard enough to bring tears to my eyes—perhaps ever harder because there are her eyes looking at each strike.  I can’t see Chelsea with my back to her face, but I can feel the intensity of her quandary as her eyes bore into the reddened skin on my ass.  When he strikes my shoulders, I scream softly.  This unexpected change has me irate and anxious.  I wonder why he lets her watch as though this is some kind of sport.  


   What does she think of me, trading the gentler Robby for this vicious taskmaster?  I want to explain to her what I receive in physical joy, but of course there is no way she would ever understand unless this were a desire she had fulfilled herself.


   Nicholas starts and stops, striking erratically.  I’m dancing in these tight bonds, squirming for some relief.  When the crop hits the parted center of my ass, the scream’s more dreadful and I wonder if I’ll faint.  He rouses me with more savage gifts and I find myself drifting for a while.  My mind is empty now, sensation overloading senses, the pain, the smell of fear, the taste of something dangerous on my lips, the sight inside my own eyes of the stranger’s next desire.  


   When he stops the brutal battle with my backside, Chelsea slips between the doorpost and my hanging body.  Hers hands, without restraint, run their way over my perspiring breasts.  She kisses my thirsty lips and I grab at them for more.  She’s as frantic with desire as I am. She sinks down, as if melting, writhing her way to the floor as her little kisses move from my neck, down my torso, about my belly to my crotch.  I feel the sting of the crop on my ass.  Chelsea jolts too, with her face pressed into my labia, her tongue seeking to find the hard head of my clit.  I sense the cum about explode, and with the cuts to my behind coming fast, I think I’m just seconds away.


   When Nicholas stops, I’m put off again.  It’s one of his favorite practices, one that makes me feel used and hollow, one that rouses humiliation, one that I curiously live for.  I’m on the edge, but not allowed my pleasure until he deems me worthy, and if not worthy, until he decides he wants to see me satisfied. 


   I see him move to her side, lift her to her feet and bind her hands as mine are bound together at the wrists.  He lifts them overhead to join mine, and straps them together with a hefty belt that will not let us budge.  He clamps my nipples and clamps hers too, and then ties these clamps together so each move she makes will tug the strained pieces of flesh between the hard-pinching grips.  He treats our labia the same, with heavy hasps he connects with a short chain.  While my legs remain immobilized on the ends of the bars, hers are free to jiggle and shake between mine.  This way we’re sure to sense the pain together.


   Chelsea stares at me, her eyes droopy like she’s going to sleep.  They are eyes of lust, as if she’s fallen into the hands of a master and is beginning to submit.  When Nicholas begins to whip her ass, she jolts and we both scream.  The pain won’t stop in my nipples and cunt.  His devious plan works as he goads us with piercing stings and pain that doesn’t stop.  While at first I’m comforted by her hot skin on mine, now it’s only torture being so close to this writhing creature.  She shocks me each time he lays the crop on her flesh. With her mouth so close to my ears, her screams frighten me.  The sound of them deadly. I try to move with her irregular rhythm, but there’s no catching up with her odd pivots and spins.  The clamps tear at my labia and nipples, as they pull every which way and strain the stretched out skin.  I’m sure I can’t take more, and yet I do. Perhaps only because I know that what she feels now is worse than what I endure. Oddly, I’m finding compassion in my heart for the woman who shares my husband’s bed. Oh, what a twisted life I lead!  What a depraved soul I have become!


   There’s always an end, I know that from the beginning even though sometimes I worry that this next time the agony won’t stop.  And yes there is an end.  We’re exhausted but mellow.  Tied body to tied body we move on each other without shame, and even more lewdly when Nicholas removes the clamps from our aching nipples and cunts.  We kiss when we can’t embrace, and look with longing sex-hungry eyes into eyes that have hated and scorned and now share a moment of peace.  When our hands are freed, we move to the bed and make love.  Locked mouth to cunt, the pleasure seems almost like an afterthought—certainly it’s anticlimactic after the worst and the best are over.


   She brings me off with her lips and tongue, while I have her climax on my hand. Then we lay like two lazy cats, softly pawing skin and licking lips.


   


   Nicholas sits in a chair beside the bed watching.  Then I see him look toward the doorway as the shadow of another man appears.


   “What’s this?” I hear a voice somewhere in the back of my mind remembering whose this is.


   No one speaks while a pair of astonished eyes stare at the bed for a while—at a wife and a mistress/girlfriend that kiss with passion and run their hands over sweaty skin.  From the corner of my eye I can see the astounded look on my husband’s face.


   “Who are you?” he asks my stranger and my stranger  smiles.  Then rising, Nicholas walks to Robby’s side.  He has his bag in his hand, where all his toys are now tucked away—only the nail above the doorframe remains to mark our crime. 


   “I’m the man screwing your wife,” he tells my husband simply.  And moving past the baffled man, he’s out the door, leaving a pair of languishing sluts to soothe this wounded man. 


   


  I can’t believe I’m the first to speak.  But then, there’s really not a whole lot to say.  Rising from the bed, I leave the graceful arms of the lush Chelsea with just a trace of sadness.  Then turning to Robby, I manage to capture the essence of the moment in just once sentence.  


   “Our marriage is over, darling,” I state plainly, and I move quickly to find my clothes.


   Robby waits, looking oddly sad, standing motionless as though every vein in his body has frozen solid.  And with his face looking so terribly empty, I add my observation, “You have Chelsea, and I have Nicholas.”


   “Nicholas?”  The blood seems to move in him again, and he looks out the door as though he can still see my stranger in retreat.


   “He’s my lover,” I add, just so he truly understands.


   I dress in what should be an awkward moment.  But it simply doesn’t strike me that way.  I’m not even thinking this situation is absurd, and I’m not really thinking revenge.  I’m just glad it’s over and I have a home to go to that’s much warmer and more honest than this one.


   Packing up everything I need and forgetting everything that doesn’t matter, I leave for the city.  I’ll be at Nicholas Riley’s apartment by ten.  
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   It’s nearly nine o’clock.  It should be midnight, the hour of witchery and demons, that hour when the devil begins to lay waste the peaceful dreams of children and its spirit haunts the discontented. Leaves fly against my windshield as I drive into the blackness between the suburbs and city, and gaze out looking for the first signs of those broad well-lit city streets that beckon me.  I think of alleys and basements with my master, his hand guiding me into crumbling hovels or high into the steel and concrete of buildings that rise to scrape the sky.  My mind is as perverted as his, weaving fantasies of treachery, body deeds to make me shudder and quake.  The wind picks up the closer I get to the cityscape.  But as that vast metropolitan glow begins to penetrate the night, I’m warmed.  I think of his fireplace, his brandy, his bed, his hair, his hefty chest, his mean riding crop and his lips.  I remember his blue eyes dark as the seas beyond the city.  I imagine myself cradled in his arms, and think of what he might say, what words would lure me more completely.  I say it’s love I’m feeling, but I have none of those sensations of love I’m familiar with.  There is passion—passion enough to last longer than this lifetime.


   When I pull up to his building and come to halt, I let the car die and for a while stare up three flights to the windows that glow from his tulip lamp.  I can see the flicker from the fire he’s raised in the hearth.  How perfect of him to have this brand of gentleness surrounding him to take away the rawness of fear and horror he materializes so easily.  I answer to him so willingly, comforted to know that it’s not just remarkable sexual passion he stirs in me.  


   


   This time, it’s me stalking him when I enter his apartment using the key I keep on my key ring.  He sits in his chair with his back to the door, reading.  I tiptoe softly, and he doesn’t stir when I approach.  I half expect him to leap on me with another bout of terror to shock my already well-worked psyche.  But placing my hands on his shoulders, he jerks.  For a man with such acute instincts this surprises me.  Perhaps I’ve caught him napping and it only looks as though he is reading.  With my hands unable to detach from his warmth, I move around his side and slump to the floor at his feet, my palms running along his hard-muscled thighs.  


   “So, what do you say now that I’ve left him?” I ask, staring into the clear blue canyon of his eyes.  “It was a fine finish, don’t you think?”


   “I think we’ve left the poor boy stunned.  I feel sorry for him,” he says.


   “You do?”


   “He didn’t create your messed up marriage by himself,” Nicholas reminds me.


   “Oh, so you’re going to chastise me for doing exactly as you wanted.”


   “Chastise you, no.  Just remind you that we’re a gentle breed of animal.”


   “Men in general?” I ask.


   “Yes, even me.”


   “You weren’t so gentle tonight.  I think you left poor Chelsea as dazed as Robby was.”


   “Maybe they’ll carve out new ground in their relationship.”


   “Maybe, not.” I imagine an untreatable wound between them.  I can’t see Robby filling Nicholas’s dominant shoes for her.  “So tell me,” I return to my original question, “what do you say now that I’ve left him?”


   My hands move more eagerly along the denim of his jeans.  At the crotch I feel his warmth radiating into my hands.  They become spurred for more.  There’s a throbbing at the apex where his legs meet his torso, and I place a hand over it feeling the gentle pulse.  His body twitches excitedly.


   “I’d say I’m very happy,” he replies staring into the sensuous expression I send his way.  “Happy for you and happy for us.”  He speaks tenderly with his hand running its way though my hair, and I can feel my eyes filling with tears.  Moving a finger against them gently, he captures a bit of the salty wetness on his skin as if to say that tears are unnecessary now.


   “You know we still hardly know each other,” I say.


   “Oh?” he shakes his head disagreeing.  “You knew everything you needed to know that first time I fucked you in the bar.”


   “When I was petrified?” I wonder.


   “Even when you were petrified,” he says.


   “I was horny and you were very demanding.”


   “But, you let it happen, didn’t you?”


   “Perhaps I was a reckless fool?”


   “Were you, now that you know who I am?”


   “I know only that you’re a respectable Archeologist, not necessarily a respectable man.”


   “Of my infamy in sexual matters, I plead guilty,” he replies. “Just plead guilty with me.” 


   “You do have wit,” I say.


   “And a reasonable degree of charm,” he adds.


   “Tell me why this subterfuge?  Why the anonymous courtship, the stalking, the secrets?  Is this the way you woo all your women into bed?”


   He looks at me with his typically vacant face, his hand still combing through my hair tenderly.  “No, Ellen Laurey, just you,” he says simply.


   I get the feeling I’ll never know and never understand how these last few months happened, what inspiration drove him to attain me this way.


   “And what name are you going to call me?” I ask.  “You have so many for me.”


   “I’ll call you whatever suits my need.  Don’t you think that’s best?”


   I find that thought pleasant.  “What ever suits you, suits me,” I tell him.  “I’d kind of miss it if you didn’t call me Ellen Laurey anymore.”


   He smirks playfully.  “She was a good poet, wasn’t she?” he comments.


   “You knew her too?”  Maybe I shouldn’t be surprised, he still seems to know everything without me telling him.


   “No, but I knew Ellen Laurey wasn’t your name, so I looked her up in the university library and discovered another piece of you inside her work.”


   This information leaves me speechless for a while. I think that he’s waiting for me to speak again, but I’m at a loss for words. Yet, as I stare at him and feel his fondling hand, I realize that maybe it’s not important to say anything.  We seem to do well in silence, communicating a good deal with eyes and beating hearts and the feel of our hands touching each other freely.


   “I wonder,” I decide to ask the one burning question, the one Robby and even Isaac could never get beyond.  “Why does it threaten men so much when a woman wants more from sex than sex?  More from a relationship than cock and cunts?”


   “I don’t know about other men, Lynnie.  But it doesn’t threaten me,” he answers.


   “And so, you won’t mind my probing?”


   “I expect you to probe, just as I won’t stop probing you.”  He has a smug look on his face—the “let’s go the basement and bind you to a fence” dominant look that has me jittery and flushed.  Grabbing a handful of the hair he’s been so gently fondling, he holds it tightly until I can feel the pressure of it hurt.  When he releases his grip, there’s a flood of sexual response to join the rest he’s set blazing.


   “And will you still capture me the way you have every other time?” I want to know.  “Or will this get boring because we’ve forgotten how you like to shock and hurt me?” 


   “Why would I do what’s the death to a relationship when I love it like this?” he asks me back.  “I’m not a fool.”


   I feel assured and warmed.  “And I can ask you anything?” 


   “You can ask me anything,” he confirms.


   “At any time?”


   “Not during sex.”


   “Okay, not during sex, but any other time?”


   “Yes.  Whenever you want to bug or annoy me, or when you’re feeling vulnerable, or when the mood strikes, and your womanly nature won’t let you hold your tongue.  Yes. you can ask anything any time …” there’s a gentle tease in his eyes … “though I won’t guarantee how I’ll answer.  I might just spank your ass if you’re being impertinent.  But you can always ask, and eventually I’ll answer.”


   I like his reply and decide that it’s enough for one night.  


   Turning my attention elsewhere, I let my hand massage the dick inside his pants, and with my tender gestures, it rises more boldly.  I’m sure it’s going to pop through his pants if I don’t unzip his jeans and set it free.  Taking it briskly, we maneuver his pants to half-mast.  It’ll make-do for a quick blowjob.  Rising on my knees, I hover over his thick thing and start to wind my tongue along the smooth and sour surface, letting the smell of my stranger drift into my consciousness. It sidesteps my mind and goes straight to a lively cunt beneath my skirt.  As I go down on him, he moves out on the seat of the chair enough so his hand can reach for my ass. Inch by inch he raises the material covering my pushed-out flesh.  He fondles me while I suck him off and churn needfully against his hand.  Perhaps I haven’t had my last orgasm for this long day.  As the clock on the wall chimes the midnight hour, he’s about to cum. Forgetting his massage, forgetting everything but using me for his pleasure, he falls back limp in his chair riding the last wave of orgasm while I lick cum from my lips and smile into the blue and drowsy eyes of a satisfied man.


   


  




  Epilogue


   


   Opening my windows for the first time since the fall took all the warmth from the air, I let spring billow in with a half-warm burst.  As I stand by the open window, the sun tickles my skin.  Gazing out on the campus quadrangle, I look for the stranger.  I love to see him walking jauntily across the square, his long hair swaying against his back.  That hair so familiar to my touch, I can feel it with my hands even when I just see it with my eyes.  He’s not there now, of course.  One of his classes has just ended.  The campus clock strikes eleven and I know he’s on his way to the office high in the Archeology building away from the bustling thoroughfare below.  He’ll probably smoke his pipe before his first conference, or that next staff meeting.  I’m planning a quiet evening.  It’s Friday and he’s always a little grumpy on Friday afternoons.  Sometimes he just takes out his mood swiftly, laying some dastardly implement on my naked ass.  I accept it, of course, because I wouldn’t think of not doing that.  When he punishes me it destroys everything testy that might have been building for days, and I know that by the time he’s finished having his way, we’re ready for the pasta or Mexican or Chinese I have ready for dinner.  He eats well after he’s sexually satisfied.  And I love the look on his contented face as he starts to open to my conversation.  I learned that he lied to me about asking him anything at anytime.  There are definitely times for keeping my mouth shut and times to speak.  But that’s okay too. Sometimes keeping my mouth shut pleases me too.  We still speak well in the silence between thoughts. 


   These reflections on our relationship stir me.  I can’t imagine feeling this way forever, but what’s so bizarre is that time and the changing facade of our affair do nothing to dampen my desire.  It abounds freely.


   And now it’s spring, and I feel even more like unveiling myself to him.  He’s told me he’s going to have to take me into the woods and tie me over decaying things and abuse me savagely.  I can’t wait.


   The phone rings in the middle of my amusing thoughts.  At first, it’s an annoyance, but then I hear his voice.


   “I have to disappoint you,” he says.


   “I hate disappointments,” I reply drearily.


   “Well then, I’ll tell my department head he’s going to have to excuse me, I can’t disappoint my slutty girlfriend.”


   “Ah, I see.  One of those meetings,” I respond.  “I suppose you won’t be home until ten.”


   “Or eleven, they’re promising me a huge war and I don’t think I want to shut up this time.”


   “Then you’ll be a bear when you get here,” I sigh, wondering what kind of antics he’ll use for my next moment of suffering.


   “And won’t that suit you?” he says.  He jokes lightly, but I know what it’s likely to mean for me in pain and humiliation.  My body responds accordingly; I’ll have something to dream about all evening long.


   “So, I suppose I’ll go to dinner with Jane.  She invited me to that new café by the boardwalk.”


   “Marginal part of town,” he observes rightly.


   “I’ll be careful. Jane and I will park side by side, and you know she carries mace inside her combat boots.”


   “I’m never really worried about you,” he says, and I know he means that, but I’m still not sure why.  I’m hardly the tough cookie like my dykish friend Jane.


   “I’ll see you when you get home, then,” I say, and he signs off with a little reminder of his tenderness, saying, “Love you, Lynnie” as he hangs up.


   


  g


   


   The food was great.  As I walk out the door, side by side with my hefty friend, the older sister type with the butch haircut and the great smile, we walk along the wharf ignoring the panhandlers and the hulking longshoremen that stare at the strange couple we make.  Jane’s into writing fiction for women like her, filled with sex and gory stuff that makes me squeamish.  These dour gothic alternative romances come straight from her nightmares.  I know her to be a sane and sound woman, but not in her fantasies.  We’ve talked about it and decided that she’s better off putting them on paper, than letting them brew in her subconscious.  “Don’t you think that the world’s safer with Steven King peddling his nightmares in books?” she often tells me, when I wince at all the blood.  I heartily agree and hope that the publishing world will publish the hell out of Jane’s gruesome novels.


   The night is so much warmer than the day. Earlier a brisk wind cooled the air.  Now that the latest weather front has passed through, the atmosphere is still and warm for an April night.  There’s hardly a chill on my arms as we stroll slowly to her truck and my T-bird parked side by side.  She hugs me warmly, and I kiss her on the cheek, remembering the fragrance of a woman fondly.  Even this one brings that memory to mind with remarkable clarity even if she tries to hide her femininity underneath her jock clothes.


   Jane speeds away, squealing her tires as though she’s reminding me of who she is.  Then I’m beyond her, thinking of Nicholas, wondering if by chance he got home early from his meeting.  As I put the car in gear, I feel a shuffle behind me in the rear seat, and realize that someone is breathing down my neck.


   “Don’t move,” I hear the gravelly voice, unsure whether to trust my intuition and hope it’s my stranger or scream bloody murder.  


   I feel the heavy hand around my neck.  My neck’s so small, this man’s fingers easily enclose the circumference in their grasp. “Don’t look in the mirror.  And don’t turn around,” he whispers softly.  I’m still not sure of his voice.  Though I think I smell the stranger’s scent, I wonder if I’m just kidding myself this time.  His grasp grows tighter.  I want to struggle, but the more I resist his efforts the more I’ll feel the steel of his hand squeeze and send my heartbeat out of control.  My eyes are about to tear when he speaks next.


   “Don’t panic, Ellen Laurey,” he whispers more and slowly my alarm subsides—though not the grip on my throat.  He holds me to the back of the seat with terrifying zeal even for my determined stranger.  I’m aware only that there’s something in one hand.  Then the smell and sensation of metal replace his hot fingers.  The collar around my neck surprises me, steel on the outside, lined with something soft as velvet within. The familiar smell of leather escapes me with this unbending piece.  It’s something new for Ellen Laurey and I wonder what it looks like around my neck.  But then, I’m too scared to defy him by glancing in the mirror.


   I feel the sound of metal striking metal, a leash attached to hold me steady and the tight grasp of his fingers loosen as I sense him backing off.


   “Drive,” he orders.


   The car’s been running the whole time, idling on fear just like my churned up insides.  Putting the T-bird in gear, he adds, “Carefully.” 


   


   The stranger has me drive deeper into the bowery by the shoreline, then into the bowels of this riffraff neighborhood.  I suspect thugs around every corner but this night is quiet and the streets are vacant.  When he has me turn into a littered alley, I believe our destination is close, but then as we continue the circuitous journey, I wonder if he’s just trying to mix me up.  When he finally orders me to stop, I feel a blindfold go over my eyes, and I have still not seen my captor.  Even though I’m sure that it’s the stranger I know so well, I haven’t laid my eyes on him to confirm that fact.  I remain petrified by thoughts that suggest I’ve been duped by a master with even greater talents for drama than Nicholas Riley.


   Pulled from the car, I stumble at the stranger’s side, as we make our way through the alley.  His hand is at my ass, not my back, guiding me with fingers that shove me forward and probe me privately every time we make a turn.  At some moment, we pass through a doorway going into the interior of a building.  I imagine a deserted factory similar to the abandoned basement.  Moving deeper into what feels like a vast empty space, he jerks my leash, and though the collar is smooth at its edges, it feels as though it will cut right through my skin.  I feel so bound and alone in the darkness. Deeper, and the air is stale.  Something rancid catches my attention and I wince instinctively.  I’m afraid to move forward, suddenly finding the vast walls have closed in on me and I’m walking through some narrow corridor that grazes my arm.  


   There are stairs, steep ones that make me hold tight to the stranger’s side.  I can hardly grasp this scene.  Panic strikes fiercely.  I wonder if it’s the stranger that loves me or a man of evil intentions that won’t let me live beyond this night.  I wish that just once more he’d call me Ellen Laurey.  Then, I think I’d know for sure.


   After a flight of stairs leading downward, we’re on a trek upward that goes on so long that my thighs ache and I think we’re heading toward heaven.  With such an ascent, I wonder if I can be in any danger attaining such holy heights.  At the end of the endless stairway, I hear the stranger open a metal door and we step from the dank and musty vacancy of the building the into a cool bath of fresh air.  I’m bewildered by the smell of trees and the feel of something soft at my feet.  The air is much more brisk and clarified than just plain city air—it’s lovely.  For a moment I think I’ve stepped into a garden, or, reminded of the acres of trees that surround the A-frame, I’ve just entered the fragrance of a forest.


   My panic subsides even more feeling myself in this unknown dream of paradise.  And still, I know I’ve only gone through a fraction of my trial.  Swiftly, the stranger removes my clothes and I’m naked.  There’s a mouth at my pussy, sucking me there.  A womanly mouth and womanly hands have my dormant body blossoming with one sexual desire leaping on another.  I churn against the woman’s fondling, wishing I could feel her hair with my hands.  That becomes impossible, as other hands grab for pieces of my flesh, and I feel a thick leather corset go around my waist.  Cinched tightly, I can hardly breath. There’s no sign, or feel or smell of the stranger anymore.  All the attention I receive now comes from other strangers with hands I’ve never known.  There are three, perhaps, four or five, it’s so hard to tell.  I hear them speak to me in hushed whispers, telling me that I’m their slave and theirs to abuse.


   “I hope you’ll survive this night,” one purrs in my ear, the tone harsh.  “I’ll be rough on you and you won’t like it at all.”  The woman behind this voice slaps my cunt hard enough to sting and I gasp aloud.  “Lay her against the rack and bind her,” she speaks fiercely as she shoves me sightlessly toward another pair of hands that take on my binding.   


   I feel myself lowered to a cross bar and post that are barely adequate to rest my back and limbs.  These rapists don’t seem to care that I’m teetering on the edge of falling.  I’m sure they know I’ll stay put once they have my waist and wrists and ankles bound fast to the wood beneath me.  When I feel hands playing with my labia, the last sensation I expected is a bright and painful throbbing burst of agony, as though something’s pierced the flesh.  Perhaps it’s just tightly fixed scissor clamps.  Whatever the source I’m crying in pain.  In time the stinging agony subsides and all I feel is a tugging sensation remaining as my labia are jerked wide apart so someone’s vile finger can play with my slit, stinging the sensitive surface.  The pain moves from my cunt to my breasts.  Heavy clamps slip over the tips of my nipples and I shriek when they are tightened down.  I’m surprised no one silences my cries.  These are passionate wails that would seem to reach beyond the immediate vicinity of my torture and rage into the night.


   There are clothespins pinching my breasts in dozens of places, and pain from the taps of a cane to enliven me and augment my screams.  Then there are the cocks, the one at my mouth and another rapping at my cunt and exposed clit.  I expect the first to pummel me hard.  I gasp when I realize there is yet another preparation before the violation begins.  A dildo at my ass moves easily into the interior and is fastened there with ropes run through my cunt.  


   With a fiery force of focus and torment reigning down on me, I feel the first prick enter and the rough thing pump me heartily.  I almost find some body rhythm in the screwing, but my rapist is at an edge, moving unevenly, taking his time to slap my hips and squeeze my ass and then tug at the stretched-out labia.  These tender morsels of flesh have been so well secured that I can hardly move and not scream.  When this man finishes there is another.  Though I believe this time it’s the rubber cock of a woman, who even with her manly style, cannot hide the womanliness of her aura from my heightened intuition.  I fuck them all, losing my sense of everything but physical sensation.  It overloads my mind, my body feeling beastly.  I’ll do anything they ask, take any pain and love it.  


   I must be fucked for an hour, but with no appreciation for real time, I know only that it is endless—endless, violent ravishment I welcome.  


   I sense the ebb, the flow, the waves of energy of those who surround me, and then, once they have taken their pleasure, I feel them silently slip away.  One after the another they disperse until there are fewer than two in my midst.  Just one breathing soul, just one beating heart, just the sound of one body’s steps, quietly taking me down from the ceiling of this boundless, nameless, unknown place.  


   I feel the pins released.  The pressure on my nipples subsides.  And then there is a last hurrah as the half-dozen clamps that tug at my swollen, molten, anguished labia are removed.  The pressure subsides there too, while fingers at the door of my cunt move inside the wet opening.  


   I feel the climax suddenly, the sensation of being ripped apart again by my own satisfaction demanding my attention. My belly contracts, my inner muscles squeeze, I feel the rubbing of my clit as it screams with joy through the streets and avenues of my body, up my spine and down the rivers in my thighs and on and on and on. I cry wildly and thrash about, then feel the hand softly caressing my center as I twitch lightly on my bed as the orgasm finally drifts away.


   


   I know when I open my eyes it will be the stranger’s face I see.  With the bonds released and the blindfold tossed to the side, I see his face, his long loose hair, his half naked body and the look of his lips ready to kiss me.


   “I knew it was you in the car,” I tell him, happy now that I have all the facts I need.


   “Are you sure?”


   “Of course, I’m sure, but please confess.”


   “I confess to nothing, Ellen Laurey,” he says in the smooth even tones of his haunting baritone.


   He’s trying to rattle me even when he’s soothing all the physical aches with his massaging hands.  I look up to the sky, seeing no sky, but a canopy of a greenhouse that had surrounded me with the earthy smells of a deep forest since this began.


   “Where are we?” I ask.


   “In the funky penthouse of a friend,” he replies.


   “What friend, do I know him?” 


   He smirks and shakes his head and I stare at his impassive face and his cobalt eyes and read his reply before he speaks it with his lips.


   “You can ask, but there are some things I may not tell you,” he repeats an old refrain.


   “Ever?” I wonder, trying to look desperate.


   “Ever,” he replies.


   I think for a while of all the things I don’t know about him, the truth about his schemes and methods I once imagined that he’d eventually tell me.  Now I’m beginning to believe I’ll never know all the truth.


   “So, you won’t tell me everything,” I consider aloud. “Like how you broke into Isaac’s apartment?”  I must have asked him a hundred times in six months.


   I see the answer in his eyes.


   “Or how you knew my name, ‘Lynnie’?”


   The same expression confirms the truth.


   “Ever?  You’re sure?” I ask again.  “Even if I whine and beg.”


   “No, and I’m likely to strap your ass soundly if you start nagging me like a shrew.”


   I shrug, beaten again.  Yet, I’m not particularly concerned.  “I guess as long as I’m satisfied that I’m safe,” I tell him.  I think I’ve said enough.


   I see by the look in his eyes now that he’ll leave me guessing.  I may see Nicholas Riley when I look at his face, but he takes on the look of the stranger.  And it is that stranger whose serene blue eyes I can never see beyond.  


   My body feels an anxious spark, the fluttering in my belly and the jolt in my cunt.  I’m sure I don’t care anymore. His tender hands pour with passion, while his lips speak of love. And that is enough.


   


  End g
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