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  Introduction


  This novel was originally hand-written in what is now a tattered blue notebook. It was 1989. I was sitting in a lawn chair in my in-laws backyard, relishing my first Midwest spring – a pretty amazing experience for this West Coast girl. Something about the fertile ground, the sun, the humid air, the feel of the rich earth moving beneath me had a pleasing, and very decidedly erotic effect on my physical body. The story that had haunted me for years began to flow out on the lined notebook paper so fast that I could hardly keep up with my thoughts. From the notebook to a typewriter to Red Stripe Books, a publisher willing to take a chance on the story, regardless of the fact that it was so clumsily written that I’m surprised they even considered it. Since its first rather awkward incarnation, the novel has been through many re-edits and has been offered by Pink Flamingo Publications since 1995 in one version or another. However, I never felt 


  In the spring of 2013, after a two year hiatus from writing erotica, I started to feel the urge to write again. Maybe it was the approach of spring, perhaps I felt the need to reconnect with the beginnings of my writing career. Regardless, I suddenly felt compelled to revisit Alexandra, Will and Reggie one more time. On this occasion I wanted to take the time to add the polish and sophistication that seemed missing in the novel’s earlier versions; to make the words fit the vision I always had of this special story. After all, this was the fantasy and these were the characters that were born of my own sexual awakening.


  With the same kind of obsessive fervor I recall from 1989, I spent the much of March 2013 madly, obsessively, happily rewriting Alexandra’s Awakening almost from scratch. While the story remains the same, many scenes have been expanded, others have been combined, I’ve updated the story for the current times, and in the end, the novel has grown a good 15,000 words. (probably my biggest surprise is how the work has expanded) This story will always be close to my heart because this is where my writing career began… though, frankly, it’s my hope that this will be its final incarnation.


  Of course, once Alexandra’s Awakening was complete, I turned my attention to the four sequels to the novel. Written after I’d honed my craft, they didn’t need the attention that the first required. I am so pleased that I could find put them all together in one volume. Now it’s time to leave Alex and her friends and move on to something new.


  Lizbeth Dusseau


  To Ken


  Alexandra’s Awakening


  2013




  


  Chapter One


  I straightened my skirt before I entered the bar. The pink and green neon flamingo blinked against the white painted walls. It took some time for my eyes to adjust to the dim lights, but once they had, I noticed several pairs of eyes glued to my every move. My low cut blouse showed them just enough breast to keep them looking. Wait until I lean over, I thought. With just the right bounce I moved to the long shiny bar. The eyes followed.


  “Gin and tonic,” I ordered. The bartender smiled, while I peered out of the corner of my eye at the guy next to me. Ooo, he was hot!


  “You waiting for someone?” I asked.


  “Just you,” he said, smiling.


  What a flirt!


  We sat at a small table, and as my black skirt rose up on my thigh, I saw him staring. So did several other men. When I leaned forward, he looked down my blouse; and as he did my body heat soared.


  I didn’t want to talk, the music was far too loud, so my gentleman friend and I danced. While moving sexily to the singer’s raspy voice, I watched the bulge grow between the man’s legs, and then rubbed myself against it as the slow dance began. He hiked my skirt to rub my ass, and I ground my crotch against his, thinking of how it would feel to have him slide his cock inside my wet home.


  “You want it right here on the dance floor, don’t you, baby?” he purred in my ear.


  “And what’s wrong with that?”


  “Nothing, nothing at all,” he assured me, as he ran his broad hand along the full length of my back and let it come to rest against my ass.


  Before long another man replaced him, and then another, until I was finally too exhausted for more and took a seat at the table, where for the rest of the evening, I entertained prospective suitors with shy smiles and playful banter.


  I chose closing time to make my next move. Most of the women would be gone by then and I’d have the bar all to myself – along with the bartender and the half dozen or so who hung around to see what I would do.


  When one of them boldly reached for my left tit, I gasped, seething with sensation. He was even daring enough to reach down and kiss it, tenderly, his lips lingering on my soft skin.


  Another man approached – in jeans and cowboy boots. Oh my, he was hot! I could see the bulge in his pants too, and I began to think that maybe I’d have them both.


  The new man read my mind: “How many of us do you want?” he asked directly.


  I giggled to myself, thinking, how about all of you!


  “So, what did you have in mind?” I asked.


  “Maybe we should close the bar and take you?” the cowboy suggested.


  Suddenly, the whole lot of them were swarming around me, knowing exactly what I wanted. Did I have no shame? No. Not anymore. And this would be heaven…


  The phone rang, jangling rudely in my ears. It brought me out of the bar, out of my fantasy, back into the room where I lay on my bed. Alone, as usual. By the time my conversation was over and I’d hung up the phone, my arousal was only a distant memory…leaving me with only shame, the dreadful shame of my hidden fantasies.


  As I pulled myself from bed, the morning light streamed through the ruffled curtains. It seemed to dance on the papered flowered walls. It was spring outside, but there were clouds in the sky. I couldn’t decide what to wear … the pale pink jersey or the brown tweed. I chose the tweed. Both were dull and boring, like my life. Both were sweet and appropriate, just like me.


  Always sweet and appropriate. Always the good little girl.


  As I began to dress, I looked at myself in the full length mirror, at the blonde hair cascading down my shoulders. Naturally curly, which I always considered a curse, so I wore it in a tight bun or tied at the nape of my neck – my mom’s idea. Taking another look, I wondered, could those curly shoulder length tresses be fashionably sexy now? I tried a lusty expression to match their wildness and the allure of my sensuous pose. There was a fire in my eyes I’d not seen before, and I began to feel a warm heat rising in my belly.


  Gotta go to work, Alex, I reminded myself, and I promptly pulled on my skirt and blouse and pinned my hair back. Looking in the mirror again, I saw myself—neat, trim from hours of aerobic workouts, and totally proper. Just as I always was.


  “You’ve got fantastic legs,” I remembered him saying, that boy I dated when I was twenty. At twenty-eight, my milky white legs were still smooth and thin and perfectly shaped. I suppose a lot of men would like to look at them, though I rarely gave them the chance.


  Wait for the right man. Mom’s sage advice. He’ll come along, dear, and want you for your mind, not your body.


  But dammit, I’m tired of waiting! I could have screamed out loud, I was so damn frustrated. I looked in the mirror displeased with the Alex I saw, but totally at a loss as to how to change her.


  At work, I abandoned my fantasies and my identity crisis, burying myself in work and a stack of invoices a foot deep. My boss was having a sniveling fit over missed deadlines, while the secretarial pool jabbered away about trips to Hawaii, spring clothes and their children’s dental visits. I was too busy to be interested in their babble.


  Half-way through the stack of invoices by lunch, I took my sandwich, apple and the newspaper to the lunchroom. Reading news from a real paper wasn’t the same as reading news on-line. I was old-fashioned that way. Glancing through the entertainment section as I slowly chewed tuna on whole wheat, I found the movie ads: TOPLESS REVIEW-NIGHTLY beamed out boldly in black and white. I squirmed in my chair feeling a familiar heat rising through me. Breathing deeply, I attempted to push back the thoughts that threatened to come raging into my mind. Why did those ads do that to me? I wondered. At the same time, I relished how I felt.


  My body pulsed all afternoon with the heat inside me needing an outlet. As soon as that familiar feeling arose, I knew I’d be driven all afternoon, all day, until tonight when I could complete what I’d begun in the morning. It had happened hundreds of times before, always in the same obsessive way. My sexual arousal could be ignited by the least little thing, the desire would beckon and, suddenly, I’d succumb, propelled by my fantasies until the orgasm came crashing through me.


  I tried all day to drive away the feeling, but any success I had was thwarted as I drove home. An errand in an unfamiliar part of town took me down a street where by 5:30 the lights were already blazing advertisements for sex, movies and porn. TOPLESS REVUE-NIGHTLY beckoned in brilliant white and red neon. The rising sensations made me almost panic, and I could no longer ignore my mounting desire.


  At home, I tried adhering to my evening routine, but it was hard to hold back the wild riot in my body. When the telephone rang, I was almost thankful to hear my friend Kathy’s voice. We chatted about the art fair that weekend, then Kathy rambled on endlessly until I was beginning not to care. I was bored, bored to tears, bored with the conversation – bored with my life.


  “So what are you doing Saturday night?” she asked.


  “I don’t know.”


  “There’s a new French film playing at the art house… hopefully something sexy.”


  Yes, wouldn’t that be nice, but these films rarely were anything but hard to follow.


  “Sure,” I said, without much enthusiasm. “Listen, Kathy, how about I call you in a couple of days. I’m not feeling too well.”


  Truthfully, I couldn’t wait for the evening to end and for my pleasure to begin.


  While eating a chicken pot pie, I watched the news; the ads for jeans and then some dance show – trashy yes, but pretty steamy stuff. I couldn’t stop myself, couldn’t change the channel; the dancing bodies had me glued to the screen.


  When I finally pulled myself away, I did the dishes, finished the newspaper and watched a taped episode of NCIS, all the while feeling the desire gnawing on my insides. By the time I finally headed off to bed, my arousal had fully flamed. Why had I bothered to wait so long? I was suddenly so hot that I couldn’t stop myself from falling to the bed with fingers reaching down inside my sweatpants and deftly finding their way inside my panties. As desire took over, the lights in the bar went on inside my mind – I could smell the smoke and the liquor and feel the music vibrate through me. In my mind I danced body to body with my latest fantasy lover – dark hair, a trim goatee, casual clothes with plenty of muscle underneath. He drew me close, one hand on my ass, the other on my right tit.


  We moved with our hips together as if we were already naked cock to naked cunt. When his hand began to massage my breast, I shuddered deeply feeling a rash of sensation travel through my body. He reached for the buttons of my blouse, and one by one they opened until the sheer material fell away. I panted, lust oozing from every pore. And when he pushed my bra aside and the cool air caressed my exposed skin, I gasped. My head fell back as he leaned in to suck a nipple that had already grown erect.


  While he eagerly fondled my flesh, my own hands played with my real-time body. When his hands dropped to my thighs and moved against my belly, so did my own. I could feel the fervor in me rise up by leaps and bounds, an orgasm building fast. Then it was on me in an instant – that amazing moment when I could no longer hold back, and with a delicious urgency my entire being tensed with a long forceful spasm…followed by a flood of sensation, wave after wave of them, reckless and unrestrained, my wet pussy pulsing against my hand…the lights in the bar faded away in my mind, so did my hot young lover. I opened my eyes and gazed at the wholesomeness of daffodils splashed across the bedroom curtains and on the comforter that covered my bed.


  My room returned me to my appropriate senses even before the last pulsing throb of my orgasm died away. I quickly jumped out of bed, shed my sweats and headed to the bathroom. I washed my hands and peed, then slipped my flannel nightgown over my head. It fell softly to my ankles. With each pearl button slipping through a delicate loop of fabric, the furor in me subsided another degree, until it was just a distant memory. I combed my hair with my hand, washed the makeup from my face and brushed my teeth. By the time I slipped into bed all the physical pleasure had disappeared. Left was the usual pangs of guilt and shame over another obsessive masturbation. I wanted to forget it had ever happened. The episode only reminded me that there was another woman inside me begging to get out, and she was fast destroying the perfect little world I’d so carefully constructed. I was afraid of anyone ever knowing that another woman was there, but how long could I continue to ignore her?




  


  Chapter Two


  “I’m Alex Morgan.”


  “Jane Houston,” the woman replied, sitting down at the desk next to mine. She wasn’t pretty. Plain brown hair in a simple blunt cut, distinct tan face, just the right amount of makeup, and uncomplicated but distinctly sensuous clothes. She had a sensual assurance about her, as if some power flowed from her and she was in an altogether different world from mine. She was not wholesome or sweet or stern or motherly, but dark, fluid and mysterious. She was as natural as grass, graceful as a bird, as if she belonged to the atoms in the air, part of their essential harmony…not like me at all, who looked more like an alien borrowing space on earth than someone who truly belonged.


  That must be why she was so alluring. I was immediately inspired, wondering who she was and why she happened to be invading my peaceful place of work. I found my mind spinning with thoughts of her – distinctly sexual thoughts. I imagined her making love for hours, though never giving herself completely to any man. She would be haughty that way – bold and dominant, wise, self-assured and beautiful – all qualities I admired, which I knew I lacked. I could have stared at her for hours, mesmerized.


  I had to shake myself from the momentary stupor – amazing what she stirred up in me in a matter of seconds.


  Once I settled down to work, I was aware of her presence every second as if I could feel the left side of my body vibrate differently with her energy so close.


  I rarely conversed with other employees, but with Jane the silence felt uncomfortable. However, I couldn’t think of anything to say. Finally, I managed a nervous, “Would you like some coffee?” smiling a bit bashfully.


  “Yes, thank you.” She quickly stacked the papers neatly on her desk and rose to walk with me to the lunchroom.


  Again I felt the need to break the silence. “Have you worked in a patent office before?


  “No, but it’s familiar enough. I just hate first days, so much tension over details.”


  I loved the melodious timbre of her voice.


  “Can’t even remember my first day. I will have been here seven years next month.”


  “Oh my, I can’t imagine being in the same place that long,” she mused, “I’ve been thinking a lot about San Francisco recently.”


  She was already planning her leaving, and it was only her first day?


  “This isn’t such a bad place. The benefits are good and you can change desks when one comes open.”


  She smiled again, and without a trace of condescension, said, “I never stay long in this sort of position.” She was matter of fact, revealing a basic truth about her nature, almost sighing wearily as she spoke to indicate an inner flaw.


  “So where were you working before?”


  “I did some theatre work in New England, was living with a man at the time, so I didn’t need much. But it was destined to end, too many conflicts. Now I have to be responsible and pay my bills. A lot of bother,” she laughed lightly, “but it’s better than living on the street. And I do need a break from men.”


  So casual with men. She could pick them up when she wanted one, and toss him aside when she was done.


  Jane went shopping at lunch, punctually returning to her desk with two brown bags in hand at one o’clock. I wished I could look so confident and effortless. By the day’s end, I was droopy and bedraggled. Jane remained the same, so much herself, nothing would alter her, not the hour or the work or the interruptions or anything for that matter.


  When it was time to leave, I straightened my skirt, which was all askew from sitting and twisting so long in my seat. My scarf had come loose and needed adjusting as well. That done, I slipped into the arms of my jacket.


  “Alex, how about you join me for a drink?” I heard her speak and looked up surprised.


  “Ah…um…ah,” I stumbled over my reply like a silly schoolgirl. “Thank you, but tonight is…I, uh, grocery shop. Maybe some other time.”


  She smiled, “Yes, we’ll do that sometime. Have a good evening.” She turned and walked down the corridor.


  Grocery shop! Oh, good god, Alex, was that really the best you could do!


  I thought of Jane all evening, imagining conversations, or my going places with her, dressing in her kind of clothes. Trendy, a little bohemian, perhaps, but not so much as to be out of place in the company working environment. She was so poised, so self-assured, while never felt as if I belonged anywhere.


  I wondered if she went to the bar without me. Would she just walk into a place and talk to strangers? Would she go home with a man? Oh, but she wanted a break from men. Maybe she’d go home with a woman! A warm feeling grew inside me imagining her life. My body heat rose, but it wasn’t the compulsive heat that needed to be released in a flurry of masturbation, just a warmth that I could bask in forever. I fell asleep thinking of her.


  I didn’t get another invitation from Jane for several days, and had begun to think I’d passed up an opportunity forever. She left each day smiling at me warmly, but made no further offers. Perhaps she’d just been gracious that first day. I watched her with great interest, picking up more clues to her character. She read foreign novels, plays and poetry. She often shopped on her lunch hour bringing back bags from various boutiques around town. I tried finding one of the novels in a bookstore, but they were out. Did I want to order it? the clerk asked. Oh no, I’d find something else.


  I thought of Jane some nights as I lay down to sleep, some phrase or gesture catching my imagination and I’d be off in her life, at the theatre or a film festival, always surrounded by sexy men. And yet, when my body demanded physical satisfaction, I’d still go to that bar in my mind, the lights would turn on in my head and I’d feel my raging need ready to break loose.


  One night as I masturbated, I dressed myself in a red knit skirt and top, close fitting and designed to show off a seductive figure. The low cut top fastened with snaps and the skirt was short. I even left a couple of snaps undone so my bare midriff was exposed. I wore black stilettos and plenty of red lipstick, having prepared myself for the dancing contest where I could be brave, outrageous and as improper as my desires. Time to break some rules.


  The contest started late in the evening, when the small crowd was filled with liquor and growing boisterous. The pink flamingo on the wall blinked brightly and the glaring stage lights accentuated every movement as a small stream of sexy females took the stage. I spent little time watching the others dance; I didn’t need them to inspire me. I went on stage with one thing only in mind – having every man desiring me.


  As the music came through the speakers, my hips began to move to the seductive rhythm. The floodlights made me sweat. Hearing cheers from the audience, I knew they were pleased, so I hiked my skirt up further to show off my gleaming thighs. My body warmed from the excitement and from the feel of the eyes riveted on me. As I danced, the little snaps that held the clinging fabric of the top opened one at a time – a slow striptease. The crowd of men cheered for more. When only two remained, I bit my lip, batted my lashes coyly at my admirers, and ripped the top wide open, allowing the red cloth to drop to the dance floor like a rag. As planned, my breasts jiggled loose from the low cut bra. The layer of sweat made my chest glow in the spotlights.


  Since the ultimate focal point of my exhibition was still hiding underneath the knit skirt. The audience threw money, urging me to take it off. My mind quickly created a long line of snaps on the side of the skirt, so that with each offering, each bill thrown to the stage, another snap opened. When the skirt finally fell away, I shivered before my cheering audience, and danced naked – nothing remained between me and their hungry eyes but the tiniest g-string in front, covering my pubic mound with a triangle of cloth. A single strand of black cord ran between the cheeks of my ass.


  Even then, they wanted more of me – an orgasm right before their eyes. They wanted to witness my pleasure, all my secrets exposed. No longer able to simply watch, their hands began to caress my legs. Then one man jumped to the stage, with his eager hands ready to explore every inch of my body.


  I was gone a moment later – in my fantasy and in my bed at home, I was lost to the ecstasy. When the last whimper of orgasm passed from my body and the lights in the bar went out, I opened my eyes and immediately jumped from bed and headed to the bathroom to wash the juices from my hands. After slipping into my nightgown, I went to bed.


  On a Thursday even some weeks Jane approached me after work again. “How about that drink?”


  I was ready for her this time, although I still managed to stumble over my reply, “Y-yes, sounds great!” I had no idea what I was getting myself into, but I felt a nervous excitement all through my body.


  “Great, there’s a place not far from my apartment, we’ll take your car so you can go home from there.”


  “What about your car?” I asked.


  “Don’t have one,” she smiled.


  “Oh.” No car? A liberated woman without a car?


  Jane directed me to an unfamiliar part of town, a mixed neighborhood with ethnic restaurants, old buildings, store front businesses and an occasional corner grocery. I could smell the mix of fragrances as they bombarded the street with exotic perfumes from India, the Orient and Mexico. Each aroma seemed to enter my body at a different spot, touching off a sensitivity in places I hadn’t imagined could come alive.


  We parked on the street a couple of blocks from the flashing neon where Jane directed me, and as we walked, I felt a curious tingling dart up my spine. I had the feeling that I’d walked this street before, but then again, I was sure I’d never been anywhere near the neighborhood. Still, some inner part of me seemed to recognize each cobblestone in the sidewalk, the noise from each cafe, the lettering on the windows, the taste of the air. When we reached the bar, a pink and green neon flamingo blinked against a painted wall, and in cursive script, ‘The Tropics’ flashed red.


  “Oh my god!” I stood there stunned.


  “Where’s the ghost?” Jane asked, seeing my startled expression.


  “This place…I’ve seen it before.”


  “Really?”


  “In a fantasy.”


  She laughed. “Your mind is playing tricks on you, Alex. Just relax and enjoy yourself.”


  We entered with her looking back over her shoulder at me. “I should warn you this is not fashionably chic, but the patrons are less pretentious than what you’ll find uptown. That’s why I like it.”


  I followed her inside the dim lit bar, seeing the same blinking flamingo as the one hanging on the wall in my fantasy. The same antique wood and polished brass, the same scuffed tables, and black and white checked floors, the same little dance floor and stage where I’d taken the pleasure of many men. Even in my fantasies, I’d had the same reason for coming here…less pretentious people.


  I could hardly breathe, and it took some moments to shake off the immediate numbness. We sat at a table and ordered margaritas from a voluptuous redheaded waitress. I looked around nervously, then gazed at the bar where a couple of men were staring back at us, in particular, giving the lovely Jane a thorough inspection. She seemed oblivious to the attention, meanwhile my heart raced and my tummy was all atwitter. My hands were cold with sweat, and I had to stop myself from chewing on the pink straw in my margarita.


  “You okay?” Jane asked. “You look a fright.”


  “I don’t know, it’s just this place.”


  She entertained a quizzical look.


  “This is just so weird. I know this place and I know I’ve never been here.”


  “Not so weird, there must be a dozen places like this in the city – the prototype of the trashy dive.”


  “No, it’s not like that at all. This place is exactly like a bar I’ve imagined, down to the last detail.”


  Her smile broadened. “My, you have powerful thoughts.”


  I sat there primly not knowing what to say, while her eyes peered into me as if she knew exactly what was going on.


  “Fantasy and reality blending into one. I’m not sure it’s all that strange.”


  “For me it’s strange.”


  She laughed lightly. “You’re a creature of unexpressed desire, and it’s all rising to the surface.”


  She left me with little to say but, “You’re very insightful.”


  “I’ve been around.”


  We sat for several more moments looking into each other’s eyes. I wondered who would speak first. Finally, I shook my head, and stared off. I wasn’t sure I wanted her knowing me so intimately. After all, I didn’t really know her at all. I looked around, trying to make sense of the bar, and my fantasies, and why this unusual woman was taking such interest in me.


  Jane just pressed on. “You’re a restless, discontented woman pretending to be someone I don’t think you really are.”


  Oh did that hit home! I wanted to cry. All the tension that had held me together these past weeks seemed to crumble away in seconds. She was right, so terribly right. I was so tired of being two people and not liking either one.


  “Hey, don’t look so serious, this isn’t the end of the world. We’re here to enjoy ourselves.”


  I laughed nervously. “I guess I don’t really know how. Frankly, this place scares me.”


  “Don’t sound so hopeless.”


  I’m sure I looked as hopeless as I felt and Jane wouldn’t let up.


  “Honestly, Jane, I’ve never really had a man.”


  “Oh, men are just by-products,” she explained. “Whether you have one or not isn’t as important as who you are, and why you want one. If you want a man to fulfill you, you’ll never find any peace or contentment. No man can do that for you. You can love them, enjoy them, fuck them, but don’t expect them to make your dreams come true. You have to be happy with yourself and what you’re doing with your life. Men can’t do that for you.”


  “Easy for you to say, you’ve obviously had a lot of experience. I’d just like to have had one, just one man, just to say that I’d made mad passionate love one time.”


  “Well, I can assure you, you’re going to want to make love more than once,” she said with a grin. “And you sure as hell aren’t going to snag a guy by living in your dreams, locked inside your head the way you are at work, hardly talking to people, thinking all the time. You need to get out of your rut and make yourself available!”


  There were several men at the bar, drinking beer, their cold mugs sweating in their hands, their conversation lively, their masculinity pouring from them, their deep voices spilling about the room. At that moment, I realized that I was not only dazed, but terribly frightened just being so close to all that testosterone. I think I would have run from the place if Jane hadn’t been there. Before I could reply to her last comment, she was out of her chair approaching the two men sitting closest to us.


  “C’mon Jeff, Alex here needs to dance,” she said as she pulled the two men off their stools, and grabbed me from my chair almost in the same motion. She nearly pushed me onto the dance floor, and I practically stumbled over Jeff. He loomed above me like a giant, his tall lanky frame beginning to move easily with the music, some 90’s hit I remember hearing many times. He looked wonderful in his jeans and sweater. Casual, not too scruffy, clean shaven with distinct features that would make any woman look twice.


  I blushed self-consciously, looking at the floor, afraid to face his comfortable grin. I felt silly and out of place. I didn’t know how to dance, how to be with a man, how to behave in a bar. My God! It had been years since I’d done anything like this.


  The handsome Jeff didn’t seem deterred. He moved closer, taking my hands in his and forcing my eyes to meet his. I trembled, feeling terribly awkward. “I’m really not much of a dancer.”


  “You’re doing just fine,” he purred, as his lips came so close to my ear that I could feel his breath on my skin. My body seemed to come alive, but my tattered nerves begged me to flee. Still, Jeff’s easy confidence kept me steady, and though I was determined to sit down at the end of the first song, he kept me on my feet through the next song, and then a third, a slower one that had me pressed to his chest so tightly that I could feel the pulsing in his crotch. By the time he backed away, there was such a riot of activity in my body that I could barely keep my fears suppressed. It didn’t help that I couldn’t stop thinking of that fantasy bar where I’d so lewdly exposed myself. Fantasy was one thing – this was real, and the very attractive Jeff was a real, flesh and blood man, not some handsome hunk born in my imagination, who’d disappear as soon as I opened my eyes.


  While I sweated through those tumultuous minutes, Jane danced next to me as if she’d been born in dancing shoes. She moved with ease, nestling up next to the hot young blond and pressing her body into his, wiggling her crotch against his thigh. His hands were all over her, on her ass, a tit, against her thigh. Their lips met for small, seductive kisses. I imagined she’d take him home to screw.


  If only I could move like her, be like her, dance like her. So free, so uninhibited.


  The curious heat that rose up deep inside me – was this desire, real desire? What a silly question! I knew exactly what it was. And as the desire grew, the images from my fantasies came back to me – how I’d stripped away my clothes and gave myself to men; how I’d shed inhibition and dove into sex as if I were as sexually free as Jane. For a moment, I felt a taste of that freedom. But when the music slowed again, Jeff pulled me close, his one hand on my ass and the other fishing through my blouse for bare skin. My head felt light, my hands went cold and in a sudden panic, I pushed away.


  “I gotta sit down,” I gasped, and I stumbled to the table, Jeff closely on my heels.


  “You okay?”


  “Yeah, just a little dizzy.”


  “How about a drink of water.”


  “No, no thanks,” my words rushed from me as I shook my head. “I need to go home, tell Jane I’ll see her at work, will you?”


  I found myself suddenly on my feet, purse in hand, running for the door. Within seconds, I was in my car, my foot to the floor, accelerating away from the bar and Jane and the best chance I’d had for sex in years, lost to the fear that drove my panic. By the time I was home, my body was raging with need. I stripped in seconds on the way to the bedroom, my imagination consumed with thoughts of the handsome Jeff, and his hands, and his cock sliding into me. I fell to the bed and began to masturbate, the only way I knew to get off, the only way I’d gotten off in years. It took just seconds, ruthless, wild orgasmic seconds for my body to come.


  Finished, I lay back exhausted, the adrenalin rush slowly easing off. Dammit. Damn you, Alex! You could have had him! You could have had him. He was yours and he wanted you. A real man…and look what you got!


  I went to sleep trying to forget about that night, but the picture wouldn’t go away. I wanted to go back…to Jeff, to the bar, to Jane. I almost began to rub myself again, but I put on the brakes. Alex, go to sleep! I insisted until I finally did.


  My head throbbed with a dull ache the next morning, and suddenly everything in my apartment reminded me of my mother. My behavior of the night before disgusted me. Dirty. Disgusting. Sleazy. Everything I was not! Or so I told myself until I was starting to believe it again.


  I dressed for work in the most conservative thing I could find in my closet, a long grey skirt, high-necked blouse and bulky sweater.




  Chapter Three


  I went to work, furiously rehearsing in my head the excuses for my hasty exit. However, when I poured them out to Jane, they felt flat. She knew the truth and I was a terrible liar. I was frightened of my own feelings and my physical body, and sex, yes sex. I would never confess that in so many words and thankfully, she didn’t seem compelled to explore my motives.


  “You’ll have to come with me again,” she stated simply, and the subject was closed. Yet in spite of her easy acceptance, I knew she was aware of my fears. I could hide nothing from her.


  On the way home that evening I drove by the bar, seeing the blinking pink flamingo in the twilight hour, beckoning me inside. My body reacted as I knew it would, warming, pulsing as it had the night before. What was I doing, anyway? I’d never go back there. Never!


  That night instead of fantasizing about the bar with neon and flamingos, I imagined myself in a seedy roadside tavern. The ‘Red Rose.’ There were burly men in leather and dirty jeans, playing pool, guzzling beer, smoking joints and fondling their women like toys.


  I dressed myself in leather pants and a cut off t-shirt that stretched across my breasts revealing every nuance of my erect nipples. The men in the Red Rose didn’t make love, they fucked and screwed like hellions. They used their women hard, knowing the sluts would come back for more. My body ached to be taken over the nearest table, and fucked from behind, pawed at, used, demeaned. Yes! Yes! My body screamed back at me.


  The gruff-voiced man ran his hands over my flesh, roughly squeezing my tits.


  “C’mon, bitch!” he growled, pulling me out the door into the firecracker night. Lightning and thunder in the distance charged the air with electricity and fired the animal inside the brute who held me close to his side. He dragged me to the edge of the woods, where, barely hidden by the brush, he threw me down on hands and knees…


  Writhing in my bed, it didn’t take long. Tonight, as I imagined the crude violation, my hands pulled and tugged at my pubic hair. I even slapped myself and pinched my nipples. Mad, angry thoughts pierced through all the pretty fantasy to these rough ones. I wanted rough. I wanted the Red Rose and its beastly men.


  When the cumming was over, my shame was even greater, my outrageous thoughts deeply despised. Once the dream was just a fading memory, I completed my ritual, washing my hands and donning the pink nightgown that buttoned to my neck. I swore to myself that I’d never indulge myself that way again. All the while I knew I was lying to myself.


  ***


  “Hey, girl, we’re going shopping tomorrow,” Jane said as we were headed toward the elevator at the end of the day. It wasn’t a question, or offer, but a stated fact.


  “Okay, but—?”


  “You need some clothes,” she cut me off, “ones that don’t hide that gorgeous body.” A wave of excitement swept through me as I understood her plan. No she wasn’t giving up on me after the debacle of our last fateful adventure.


  “You have some place in mind?” I asked.


  “There’s a boutique on 2nd Street, I think you’ll like it.”


  My clothes were sweet. How many years I’d picked them knowing my mother would wear them, too. Stylish but sweet, not cheap, but prim. Cotton shirts, functionally cool shorts for summer. Neutral suits and knee length hems for winter. Every blouse or sweater I owned buttoned at the neck, making me a picture of propriety.


  I wondered how Jane would dress me. Low cut tops. Short skirts. Filmy fabrics. My heart raced just thinking of them. All evening long, every time I thought of that shopping trip, I felt my crotch begin its slow dance with desire. Edgy, slinky, slutty dangerous clothes. I was embarrassed by my thoughts but too turned on to make them go away.


  The next morning, I wore my blue spring suit, but rather than button my blouse to my neck, I left a couple buttons open, smiling giddily in the mirror as I did. No one could see my bra beneath, and I couldn’t be accused of being risqué, but at least I didn’t look so prim. The best I could do with what I had.


  ***


  “No, Alex, take off the bra,” Jane demanded. Once we arrived at her favorite boutique, she pulled a dozen items off the rack with the assistance of a shop owner, a rotund but beautiful French women who spoke with a thick accent. Half the time they were conversing in French and I didn’t understand a word they said. When it came time to try on the clothes, Jane insisted on joining me in the dressing room – I don’t know when I’d last been shopping with a girlfriend.


  “No bra?” I asked in response to her direction. My eyes must have been as big as saucers. “I can’t do that… I just…well…”


  “Maybe not in public, but this isn’t public, is it? It’s an exercise in breaking rules. Time you got used to it.”


  Taking a deep breath, I shed the bra, nervous about her seeing me naked, and quickly pulled the t-shirt over my naked chest. Jane eyed me with a whimsical smile, which made me wonder what she was thinking. She could be so damn intimidating, especially how she seemed so pleased by what she saw.


  “So what do you think? Look at yourself.”


  I turned toward the mirror and the first thing, the only thing that caught my eyes were my nipples, sticking a good ¾ of an inch from my chest, poking through the thin fabric. Jane must have seen my look of horror as I turned away.


  She only smiled. “C’mon Alex, take a deep breath and look at yourself. Really look.”


  “What if I don’t want to look?”


  “Do it anyway. You need to see yourself for who you are.”


  No I didn’t. I wanted to shout right back, but I obeyed the order as if I had no choice. Perhaps for the first time in my life, I allowed myself to look at my prominent nipples and appreciate, not despise them. I had no problem with this sort of thing in my fantasies, why now?


  “You are one sexy woman, you just don’t realize it,” she exclaimed. Suddenly, she was on her feet, standing behind me, loosening my hair, fluffing it with her hands. The way she ran her fingers through the soft waves sent shivers through me, and I realized how aroused I’d become. I had the overwhelming desire to touch her back, but I squelched the idea. What the hell was I doing? I could feel my old self grabbing me back.


  “Oh, I don’t know.” I shook my head. “This really isn’t me.”


  “I beg to differ,” she answered, as she turned me back to the mirror with firm hands.


  “It just seems so indecent.”


  “There’s nothing indecent about enjoying your body, and letting other people enjoy it too. You’ll never get over being bored with your life unless you make some radical changes.” Her hands caressed my arms and my back, and I shivered from the touch. I couldn’t decide whether her affection was sisterly or that of a lover. I could feel the sensation all the way to my fingertips and more and more alarming, directly between my thighs. “Let’s face it, Alex, you’ve been under your mother’s thumb long enough. It’s time you discovered the real Alex under all your rules and appropriate behavior.”


  Boy, did she hit me squarely where it hurt, although I certainly wasn’t surprised by her appraisal. I was tired of living my life to please my mother. Tired of her judgment and the way I judged myself because of her. I dreamed of an exciting life – handsome men, hot sex, affairs of the heart, travel, adventure, laughing, loving, getting screwed, even if it meant a broken heart. I wanted a life! I hated who I’d become in my twenty-eight years. I was ordinary, nothing special, and I hated myself. Perhaps this could be a new start. Why not?


  “It’s time you started living your fantasies,” she pressed. “You think too much.”


  “My fantasies?” What did she know about my fantasies?


  “You told me a lot the other night, in very few words. You certainly don’t think you’re the only one with racy thoughts?”


  My mind was swimming. I felt afraid, but I don’t know when I’d been this excited.


  As I looked in the mirror and stared at my chest, I liked what I saw. There was something about me I hadn’t seen before.


  “I’ll buy it, and the jeans too,” I announced. I also chose a purple silk top with sequins around the low neckline. Jane said it was long enough to wear as a dress, but I wasn’t about to go that far. I could wear it over leggings. Then as we were leaving the dressing room, I impulsively grabbed a short denim skirt, that I initially discarded as way too outside my comfort zone.


  “Really?” I noted Jane’s look of surprise.


  “Yeah, why not?” I guess she was rubbing off on me.


  “Okay then, tomorrow night you wear the skirt and t-shirt, we’ll go out again.” I hardly flinched at the thought.


  That night, I came twice – so fast the first time that my body needed more. Rather than getting up right away after the first orgasm died away, I found the Red Rose tavern in my fantasies, arriving there on the back of a motorcycle, where in my dreams a burly biker roughly massaged my breasts and his bearded mouth fastened itself on mine. His  tongue forcefully thrust its way between my lips and I could feel his warm crotch pressed tightly against me. I came quickly, before my fantasy man had a chance to remove my clothes or slide his cock inside.


  I couldn’t believe the heat of my desires. I smelled the musty odor of my hands and relished that raw perfume. This time, I didn’t wash the smell away. And the flannel nightgown … I let it hang inside my closet and slept nude.




  


  Chapter Four


  Arriving at Jane’s apartment, I was surprised by the modest building. I climbed three flights of stairs to number 327, where a very different Jane greeted me at the door in red leather boots, leggings and a sexy, lace tee. She was positively gorgeous, while I trembled in fear, knowing that eventually, I’d have to remove the shirt I’d worn over the sexy t-shirt. Though I felt bold enough to wear the t-shirt and denim skirt, any confidence I’d had in the dressing room had vanished. My nipples showed through the fabric exactly as they had in the dressing room. I wish I’d worn the bra.


  “C’mon, Alex. I’ve already seen those pretty babies,” Jane laughed as she stripped the shirt away and handed me a glass of wine. “Sit down and relax. I’ve need to finish getting ready.” She walked into another room, calling back to me as she went – “And have another glass of wine when you’re done with that one.”


  “I really shouldn’t, I’m driving,” I called to her.


  “Oh, stop worrying, I’ll drive if you can’t.”


  Her apartment was just like her. Color, lots of color, turquoise and red and pink and yellow, and black and white. Nothing matched, but everything went together, from the sofa with its abundant pillows, to the dark wood tables, and the smattering of expressionist and modern art, framed in gilded gold and brass and silver. It seemed thrown together in marvelous abandon, with each piece having landed comfortably into a pattern that was naturally like Jane herself.


  “Let’s go,” she finally announced, sweeping back into the room. “You okay to drive?”


  I hadn’t had the second glass of wine and my head was clear, very clear. “I’m fine,” I answered.


  I was glad it was dark out, so no one on the street would notice how I was dressed. Once in the car, Jane led me across the bridge and out of town, where we turned onto a narrow highway and continued another few miles. At the junction of two country roads sat a tavern. The weathered and decaying framework made it look as if the building itself was dying, yet from inside, the lights glowed brightly at the windows. The sign that beckoned one to stop read simply, Red Rose, and suddenly my skin began to crawl. No, no. This couldn’t be happening again! What had I done to make this happen? I don’t know how I managed to park the car, get out, and make my way to the long front porch. I was in an altered state, too numb to even think.


  To know each board in the crumbling facade, to have heard the creaking porch floor echoing through my mind, to see the red rose just as my fantasies had painted it; to have my imagination come alive twice in as many weeks, the reality finally made me stop in my tracks.


  I stood motionless for the better part of several minutes trying to pry myself from the spot. Standing just inside the door, just as in my fantasy, I gazed into a large rustic room filled with loud-mouthed bikers and their women, drinking beer and playing pool. The smell of drugs was in the air. I didn’t know whether to scream or cry, or run or slap myself awake from this nightmare.


  Jane practically shoved me toward a table as several pairs of eyes noticed our arrival. Immediately, my body heat began to rise. Thankfully, I didn’t even think about the t-shirt with my ridged nipples poking through the fabric.


  “You’re acting strange again, Alex, what phantom is it this time?”


  Rock music blared from an enormous sound system, pounding my ears so that my head began to ache.


  “It’s happening again,” I told her, my voice so withered I’m surprised she heard me. I took a huge swallow of the drink in front of me, a strong tasting something that Jane had ordered.


  “What’s happening again?”


  How could she forget? “I’ve been here, but haven’t really been here.”


  “You mean those wicked fantasies of yours?”


  “Yes, I mean those wicked fantasies.”


  She stared at me amazed. “You’re remarkable.” She honestly meant that.


  The drink seemed to settle me a bit, and I began to search the room, looking closely at the people around me. I stared at one dark skinned man – Mexican or Portuguese, handsome in his roughness, with closely clipped hair and a well trimmed mustache. He wore a sleeveless t-shirt, so his tattooed arms were bare and his thick muscles gleamed in the low light. His tight chest stretched the fabric of the shirt so well that his small nipples showed, and the definition of his muscled chest was unmistakable. The energy from his dark eyes grabbed me right between my legs. I could only stand to look at him for a second before my gaze turned elsewhere.


  “Have you ever met a man like that?” Jane asked.


  “No!”


  “Don’t look so frightened.”


  “He’s so…so.” I couldn’t find the words.


  “So raw? Animal?” she suggested.


  Exactly.


  “Maybe I need another drink,” I said, and we ordered a second.


  “I can’t believe it happened again. This isn’t something that happens to sane people.”


  Jane looked a bit exasperated. “You know, Alex, you can spend your evening worrying about how this happened, or you can relax and enjoy yourself.”


  Of course she was right. I took a deep breath, and then another. At least for a moment the tense feeling in my body eased off. Within a few minutes, I could feel the drink starting to have an effect, and my anxiety receded further.


  I could feel myself responding to the music, the heavy beat, the crazy noise, all of it infecting me just like the liquor. I could do this. Yes, I could do this, I told myself until my mind was too far gone to think at all. All of a sudden, I wanted to dance, wanted to flirt, wanted everything my fantasies gave me. At least for the moment, I was sure that the inhibitions that had held me back before had finally been driven away.


  Rising from my seat to go to the restroom, the first rush of blood made me dizzy; but gathering up my courage, I walked like any brazen slut, my hips slowly gyrating in a sensuous fluid stroll across the room.


  I was noticed – a pair of eyes, maybe two or three, zeroing in on my chest. These were not sweet-smelling city men with well groomed hair and properly matching clothes. There was no glint of gold, no polished suits, no impeccably clean shaven faces. These were denim men in cowboy boots dusted with the earth. The potent smell of leather made me want to climb into their laps and smell their scent. They were rugged, earthy, comfortable with danger, extreme players, participant actors, creators of experience doing what others only dreamed of.


  As the flames inside my body climbed higher, fueled by my almost drunken stupor, I became more deliberate with my body. Once in the restroom, I looked in the mirror, liking what I saw and feeling a fresh wave of desire sweep through my fired up crotch. On my way back to the our table, I suddenly found myself pushed against the wall by a leather clad biker whose large frame loomed a good six inches above my small one. He was the same burly brute who’d stared at me as I strolled to the restroom, although now he looked more formidable than alluring. He peered directly into my eyes.


  “You want some fun, sweetheart?” I could smell the liquor on his breath and my stomach soured. I couldn’t reply. I had no answer and in my silence my fired up body led him on.


  He reached beneath my t-shirt to fondle a tit, and I gasped.


  “Like that, blondie?”


  His hard body moved in closer, so I could smell his scent, a redolent wave of lusty pheromones that went straight to my sex. I responded naturally and I pressed myself against his thrusting groin. Pressing his mouth to mine, his tongue probed deeply, while the memory of my fantasy biker prodded me on. My body flooded with a fiery heat. Then something else in me, not fear or disgust, but something sassy and provocative, pushed him off. He stood back a little stunned, while I grinned and walked away. Something raw but unspoken linked us now, but as I realized what I’d just done my courage began to fade.


  He followed me to the table and sat down between Jane and me. His intentions were clear when he began to play with my leg, tracing a delicate line along my thigh with his finger. The feeling overwhelmed me, and I wanted him to end it now. I prayed that he’d go away, and yet, I did nothing to dissuade him. In fact, I swear that I was coming on to him, inviting him with a flirty smile and taunting eyes, my body oozing sex. I nervously fumbled with my drink as he asked me questions, little insignificant personal questions that I answered coyly, as if I were seducing him with my evasive replies.


  “You think you can leave your friend here for a while, and we’ll have some fun?” he asked.


  Jane nodded at me, as if she were pushing me out the door, a mother hen to her chick.


  But suddenly, the drink didn’t feel or taste as good as it had earlier, and my stomach turned. Fear, my constant friend, rose up, supplanting my desire. My mind began to race with all the reasons why I had to leave, and leave immediately.


  “Sorry, no,” I blurted out. “We have to be going – soon.”


  I lied and he knew it.


  “And where’s that?” he asked.


  My momentary high all but collapsed, and my former uptight reserve returned.


  “Really, we have to go,” I said firmly. Head pounding, nerves on edge, a full scale war raging inside me, I gathered my purse and headed for the door in the same swift manner that I’d left The Tropics the week before.


  Knowing I was too shaken to drive, Jane took the wheel of my car and we rode in silence. I knew she’d be disappointed, but she showed no signs that she was. In fact, if anything, she seemed to sense my need to back away from bars and unknown men.


  “Come upstairs with me,” she said, as she parked the car in front of her building. It wasn’t a request I wanted to challenge. I wanted to be closer to her. I wanted it to be just her and me together, talking, laughing, being friends. I wanted to be the special one in her life for that moment in time. I needed her friendship and her wisdom and a place to be safe.


  As we mounted the stairs to her apartment, I felt the strange night, the tavern, the men, the dancing, the booze and the fear slowly melt into another time, far away. I entered Jane’s cozy world, and nothing else seemed to matter but our being together. It was safe, seductive and secure.


  Jane motioned me to sit while she changed clothes. Gone were the boots and leggings, replaced with a black knit wrap skirt. She removed the lace tee in favor of a snug-fitting pink camisole. She stopped long enough to pour two glasses of wine from the bottle we’d earlier shared, then while I sat on her couch slowly sipping from my glass, she flitted about the apartment, moving things from here to there. I wasn’t sure what she was doing, except that just looking at her move was a pleasure. The snug-fitting camisole showed off the contours of her breasts and torso. I could even see the dark part of her nipples, and the centers that hardened into little buds. I had the most compelling desire to touch them, and as strange as it seemed, I didn’t want to squelch the feeling.


  At last she sat down on the opposite end of the couch, in a most erotic pose, her legs sprawled wide so that her skirt, already quite short, rose up high on her thighs. I could see between her legs, and realized that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her closely shaved pussy was right there for me to see. I didn’t know whether to look at it or turn away.


  Did she mean to be so provocative? Did she intend to turn me on? Would we make love? My heart beat rapidly at the thought, not with fear but arousal. I tried to dismiss the possibility that sex was her intent, but I could hardly shy away from the possibility. “Tell me Alex Morgan, why did you run tonight?” Her eyes peered at me seductively, her lips were so exquisitely formed, and the way she talked…I wanted to touch her face, her cheeks, her eyes. I wanted to carefully kiss her lips and feel them return my kiss with her own. I was shocked by my thoughts.


  “I was scared.”


  She laughed and reached for her glass of wine. Her full breasts moved beneath the camisole as she did and I couldn’t help but stare.


  “Of course you were, that’s obvious. But why?” Her lips glistened with her vibrant red lipstick. Beckoning.


  “Everything is happening so fast, so many changes in the way I’m thinking about myself. There’s so much to think about…and I’m not certain what I want. And tonight…” I stumbled on my words, “tonight it was there, the opportunity. It could have happened, really happened.”


  “And what would have been so wrong with that?”


  I shook my head. “I wasn’t ready, I knew I wasn’t…” I could have gone on, but my excuses would have fallen on deaf ears. She didn’t think the way I did.


  “I think that a lot of what you dream about you’d really like to do.”


  I wanted to answer her with an emphatic No! but I couldn’t because I knew she was right.


  “I’m scared…” I replied, not knowing what else to say. Explanations seemed to pass through me, I couldn’t think…so aware of her body, her breasts and sumptuous thighs, and the bare pussy beneath her skirt that seemed to glisten when the light caught it just right.


  “You know, Alex,” she said, “sex is not all about raging fantasies. It’s about pleasure, one body to another.” She leaned forward, her eyes continuing to caress me with their lust. “It’s been so long for you, you don’t even know where to begin, do you?”


  “No.” I shook my head. There were tears forming in my eyes. The last thing I wanted to do was cry, but that didn’t matter to Jane.


  “Let me show you what I mean by pleasure.” She moved closer, and with her eyes still locked on mine, she reached out to touch my breasts. “Just relax, and feel.” She was so gentle, so soft, the feel of her hand touching me where only once, sometime long ago, an errant boyfriend’s hand had dared to venture – one errant boyfriend and a burly biker just an hour ago. That she was a woman made it seem odd to me, and yet the feelings were not odd at all; but natural and perfect. I tingled from the tips of my nipples, which she lightly played with, to my throbbing pussy. With every breath my desire rose. She didn’t try to go any further, to reach beneath my t-shirt. Though I could see in her eyes that she wanted to.


  “Touch me if you like,” she said, like a teacher to a student.


  Reaching out, I hesitated. Another barrier in my mind dropping away. Those breasts, so beautifully encased in lace, lured me on. I shuddered as I felt the warm firmness of her flesh beneath my fingers.


  I pulled my hand away, but she grabbed it back.


  “It’s time you went beyond your fears. Enough of the drama.” I shuddered, realizing what she meant. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to bite.”


  “No?”


  “Well, actually I might.” Her tone had changed. She was serious, demanding, but ever so seductive. “You’re mine tonight. Don’t sweat this out. Just let me take charge.”


  Something about that thought sent a wave of panic through me, but there was a desire behind it I could not ignore.


  “Your skin’s so smooth and soft…” She gave my nipple a sharp tweak, smiling deviously, then backed off. “I’m going to have my way with you.”


  I cringed, a little afraid and curiously exhilarated.


  “Now the skirt,” she said. “Stand up and take it off, your panties, too.”


  Again I hesitated, but it was only momentary. I was on my feet before I let the fear win, and the last of my clothes were tossed to the floor in a heap. I sat back down as soon as that was done, but Jane shook her head.


  “Did I tell you to sit? You get back up so I can see you, all of you.”


  I stood just a foot from her, trembling but eager, awash with emotions I didn’t understand, but I would not back away, and I wouldn’t run.


  When she stroked my thigh her fingers were hot, my flesh seared by her touch and I gave up a tiny gasp. Her eyes gazed up into mine, hard with lust as if she were daring me to balk. I held my ground. “Good girl.”


  I breathed deep.


  “Now turn around,” she ordered, and as I did her hands played freely with my ass, kneading it, pulling the cheeks apart, even giving it a few firm smacks. I gasped, feeling dizzy, though I was painfully aroused.


  “Now sit down,” she finally said, and I turned and fell back into the comfort of the pillows.


  She continued to move on me, caressing me in earnest, tenderly but firmly, gently but without reservation. Her face leaned in to mine, her breath warming my cheeks.


  “You are quite the little temptress, you know.” Her voice was deep and husky, her lips full and sensuous against my own. I kissed her back, with my tongue moving out to meet hers. She probed my mouth deeper then moved down my neck kissing and licking my skin until she was at my chest, where her mouth devoured my breasts. Taking my nipples between her lips, she sucked them hard then she backed away and flicked them with her fingers, enough to make me gasp aloud. “A little pain would do you good.” I wasn’t so sure about that, but everything she did to me just added to my mounting arousal. She began to massage my belly and thighs then pushed her hand between my legs, parting them, slapping them lightly to emphasize her point. I spread them wide as she reached deep, her fingers discovering my wet pussy and sensitive clit.


  “Oh my god!” I gushed, throwing my head back against the pillows. I could feel a climax rising swiftly – this was nothing like my routine masturbations, nothing like I’d ever felt before. I was at my sexual peak, cresting over that lovely edge, panting deeply. The orgasm came and went so quickly that I was disappointed it was over so quickly.


  I glanced up to see Jane almost scowling at me.


  “Oh, you’re not done yet,” she said, and she dove in for more. This time she worked me harder, slapping my breasts to start, waking up desires in me I never knew were there. She kissed me hard while striking my pussy with the palm of her hand, and then harder with each consecutive smack. “You like that, don’t you?”


  I didn’t answer.


  She gave my one exposed butt cheek a firm slap. “I didn’t hear you, slut! Tell me the truth.”


  “Yes, yes, I like it. I love it!” I practically shouted.


  “That’s better.”


  Her lips and teeth went down on my nipples and tits, leaving marks where she bit and me gasping from the strangest feeling of pleasure. She moved to my sex, opening my thighs wide and licking them with her skilled tongue. She licked my swollen bud, nibbled it, teased it and sucked it hard.


  “OH Yes! Yes yes yes…” I clutched her hair in my hands. Then for a moment she playfully fingered my vagina, until I began to spasm. Moving in more forcefully, she thrust two fingers deep inside, then another and another until I thought she’d force her whole fist inside me. For a time her hand withdrew and she descended on my crotch with her mouth. Again, the sexual heat in me soared, and I thrust my cunt toward her face so she could devour me more. I was quickly rewarded as another, bigger, better and more brilliant orgasm shook my body hard.


  “Oh, yes, my gawd, yes!” I trembled. I shuddered. I whimpered softly.


  When at last I opened my eyes, I saw Jane smiling down at me from above, not sweetly, but with an evil look in her eye. As if a crude beast had risen to the surface, her own needs were demanding satisfaction. As she knelt beside the couch, she removed the chemise for my first close-up glimpse of her lovely breasts. She pinched her nipples, then cupped the beautiful mounds in her hands and squeezed them hard. Her face was dreamy, her lips contorting into a grimace. She hurried on and began to tongue them, looking so deeply enthralled with her own desire that I thought she would get off without my doing a thing at all.


  Suddenly she rose up on her knees and removed the skirt. I gasped seeing her body entirely naked. Her flesh was firm and supple, and her bronze skin shone in the dancing candlelight. I nearly gasped seeing the animal inside eyes. I felt the raw heat of her. She was like a tigress, feral and untamed. I smelled her crotch, her sex, her lust and drew it into me, savoring the earthy perfume. But she was so lost within herself that she hardly knew I was there. The essence of her sexuality appeared before me and all I needed to do was watch and enjoy.


  She began to sway like a lazy feline cat, then dropped to her hands and knees and began rubbing her body lewdly against the couch. She crawled catlike across the room. I could see the muscles of her steamy thighs undulate as she moved, the pouch of the sex between her legs, her hot pussy seemed to swell as if it were grabbing its pleasure from the air. She moved about and backed into the edge of a chair, her bottom moving against it for some moments. Then she lowered her breasts to the rug, where her tender flesh sought out the toughness of the carpet to stimulate them. She made love to her body. Everything she touched aroused her. I sensed that my gaze was the catalyst that kept her moving toward the inevitable climax. I wanted to play with her, yet I held back in fear, afraid to interrupt.


  As she taunted me with her blatant womanhood, she taught me pleasure I never dreamed possible. She began to finger herself in rhythmic movements—not hard and fast as I often needed, but gently. I could feel her climax building, slowly, determinedly, until with little effort she tripped the switch of her orgasm and her body went taut. Her voice lifted into the air with the sumptuous sounds of orgasm.


  She left me speechless, having drawn me into her moment of glory, while I’d done nothing at all.


  What a magnificent gift to see such pleasure so effortlessly exposed. I didn’t know what to do or say, or how to feel, or what to think. When her spasms finally subsided, she crawled to me, still cat-like, and laid her head on my chest.


  “Oh, my dear Alex,” she whispered, her voice hushed and deep and resonant.


  I realized then that I needed to say nothing. She made me believe that even though I hadn’t laid a hand on her, I’d been as much a part of her pleasure as she was of mine. For a long while, we remained on the couch like spent lovers enjoying the aftermath of good sex.


  “You’ve made this so satisfying,” she whispered at last.


  “How do you mean?” I asked, even though I knew the answer.


  “What a silly question. I could feel you with me.”


  “But I didn’t touch you!”


  “Oh, but you did,” she sighed, “with your eyes and your desire. You would have joined me soon enough. But that didn’t matter, not tonight.”


  She was right. I wish I hadn’t held back, but nonetheless, we still made love. And for my part, it was as much as I could handle. I was beginning to feel the bliss she felt, beginning to understand what she meant by pleasure. Sex is more than just the motions, more than orgasm. She’d stripped herself wide open before my eyes. Never had I been part of anything so profound. Never had I given myself to another person as I did that night. I guess we had made love.


  “Oh, Alex, I am going to miss you,” she said, sighing deeply.


  What was that? “Miss me? Why miss me?”


  She pulled herself away from me and sat on the floor as I reclined on the couch above.“I’ve been offered a theatre job in Florida. I’m leaving next week.”


  I sat up stunned, feeling as if she’d slapped me in the face.


  “I’m sorry it has to end this way, so quickly, just when we were getting to know each other.”


  “This is ending? I can’t believe that,” I said in disbelief. “It’s so abrupt.”


  “I know.” She looked at me kindly. As if that would make it all right.


  All the beauty that had been between us withered away in that instant. I felt betrayed and hurt, as if she’d used me then stabbed me in the heart.


  “You knew you were going to leave? Why did you even bother?”


  “Because we both wanted it.”


  “At least you could have told me first.”


  “And risk you backing out? You’re skittish enough, and I wanted too much.”


  “Wanted me for an easy one-nighter.”


  “Oh, come on. That’s not being fair. Besides it was perfect, wasn’t it?”


  “It was perfect.” I felt my anger starting to burn in me.


  “Alex, hon. I think you’ve become too attached to me. You want more than I can give.”


  “I thought you cared about me.”


  “I do.”


  “You call it caring to lead me on, get what you want then take it all away!” I bolted upright and grabbed for my clothes. All I wanted to do was leave.


  “Alex, please, stop, you can’t leave like this.” She came up to the couch, laying a sure and steady hand on me, as if to flee would be the worst thing I could do. I pushed her hand away. “We both found the pleasure we were after. Sometimes that’s all a night can be, but it’s enough.”


  It wasn’t enough for me.


  “Don’t go wrapping this up in some sappy relationship,” she went on. “That’s not what tonight was about.”


  “And what’s wrong with a relationship?”


  “Nothing, nothing at all, except that I don’t have relationships. I have sex and pleasure. I love the people I’m with when I’m with them, and I take with me fond memories when I go. Besides, you don’t need me now, you need a man. You’ll have that special someone and hopefully thank me for helping you on your way.”


  It was hard to argue with her logic. I did want a man. And if I were to have scoured my feelings at the time, I would have realized that she was just a substitute for my real desire.


  She smiled so affectionately, that at least for the moment, it seemed to wash away some of the hurt.


  “Here,” she said, as she handed me a Kleenex, “I’ll get us something to eat.”


  She was on her feet before I could say another word, her smooth womanly body gliding about the kitchen pulling things from shelves to fill a platter. She brought back more wine, and an array of crackers, cheese and fruit. She bent down and affectionately kissed my lips. Her long, lingering kiss reminded me how much I loved being with her, and then again, how terrible it was that she was leaving.


  “Alex, I know you may not want to hear this from me right now,” she said as we were finishing up the food, “but if you don’t mind…a bit of advice…”


  I didn’t stop her.


  “You have so much locked up inside you, so many desires, you need to explore them fully. Seek them out. Tonight’s just a beginning. Don’t try to find a husband or a steady lover too soon or you’ll never discover yourself. You’ll get bogged down by the other person. For God’s sake give yourself some time to get to know you.”


  As angry as I’d been, I didn’t want to be angry now. I wanted whatever I could have of her, even if it was just a few wise words over a plate of crackers and cheese and a glass of wine. I tried to savor what I had of her and forget that it would be our last night together.




  


  Chapter Five


  When the door closed after me, it was over.


  I walked down the long flight of stairs alone, basking for a few precious moments in the tenderness and sexuality of the night; but as each step led me away from my enchanting Jane, and from all that I’d remember her by, the loneliness increased. With each step the empty feeling inside me only seemed more dismal. I picked up speed going out the door of the apartment building. The cold chilled me to the bone. “Damn her!” I shouted to myself, why did she have to go away, why couldn’t she be here forever, or even just another night? One more night with her would have been all I needed—so I thought.


  Tears streamed down my cheeks as I drove block after block, street after street, eleven o’clock at the night and nowhere to go. I thought perhaps I’d roam the city forever in my hurt. It was a rich hurt. Far more feeling than I’d felt in years. Better than the insidious gnawing pain of just being alone. This was a sharp and angry pain; and that mixed well with the aching in my heart.


  How I found my way back to my Lincoln Shores Apartment, I don’t remember. I don’t remember how I found the hallway door or the stairs to the second floor. I remembered nothing except the jumbling thoughts that whirled inside my head and the hurt deep in my gut. I remembered nothing until my foot suddenly caught the loose stair – the one I’d begged my landlord to repair. My knee came crashing down on the metal edge of the stair above and a searing pain shocked me into recalling who I was, and where I was, and why I was so hurt.


  Everything seemed to spill out all at once – the tension of the past months with Jane so near, my fantasies coming to life, the bar, the tavern, the men and the wild high, and the shock of Jane’s sudden departure. All of it, all of it came crashing down on me with a force I simply couldn’t handle. Tears flowed freely from my eyes, dark mascara ran into my hands. I felt so trapped in my sweet little world. With Jane I’d had some courage. Without her, I didn’t know how I’d find my way. I still needed someone to take me by the hand, someone to push me, someone to rescue me. I simply couldn’t do this alone, but I had nowhere to turn.


  As my tears finally subsided, I fingered the old gritty stairs. They’d been made of wood, reinforced with metal at the edges, then strips of non-skid paper had been tacked across them to prevent slipping. Funny, I thought to myself, I’d slipped anyway. The confident woman I was trying to become dangled before me, mocking me and then disappearing. Damn!


  Someone in the building was playing jazz, and that lazy rhythm only reminded me of my night with Jane. She was the outrageous siren. Me? Still the naïve innocent. But there was a siren in me, too, although at the moment, I felt like a puppet caught between two fucking bitches!


  
The seedy stairway, the crumbling linoleum of the corridor, the threadbare carpet, all had that tacky sort of class that had attracted me to this place and gave it such character. That night, I belonged in that threadbare world. Things couldn’t have been more bleak. I wished there could be some angel to pull me out of the humbled mess. Another Jane. What a silly thought!


  The ancient steps that rudely jolted me from the horror comforted me in a small way. I probably wasn’t any different than a thousand, no a million other woman who cried over lost loves during lonely nights. I knew my life would continue, that I’d survive the night, and the next, and the one after that.


  I looked up to the crude bare bulb that lit the staircase. Its glaring light was blinding as I stared straight into its white, glowing orb. However, the light didn’t go far beyond that bare bulb…the space around me was dim and drab and overwhelmed with shadows.


  Maybe in the morning things would look better. Maybe I’d understand it all then. But for the moment, I was frozen where I sat.


  I imagined myself getting up, walking to my apartment, closing the door and leaving the night and the hurt and confusion behind. I imagined myself undressing in silence and slipping into bed, falling asleep and waking in the morning, happier. It seemed easy in my thoughts, but I couldn’t move. I was afraid to go to bed, to lay my head on my pillow. I was afraid of the half waking world where I created visions and fantasy and dreams that made my body come alive. Even if I could find some pleasure in that, if I could masturbate over and over again to raunchy fantasies, I couldn’t ignore the fact that I was alone. And, damn it! I didn’t want to be alone.


  I couldn’t cry anymore. There was nothing more to ponder. It seemed silly to stay in that forlorn stairwell, but I simply couldn’t move. I didn’t expect any answers, but I just couldn’t move. My mind was off in my fantasy again – if my imaginings could conjure up The Tropics and the Red Rose, perhaps it could conjure up a champion. Maybe fate or some mysterious force was conspiring to bring me my deepest longings, and this mysterious force, realizing my need for companionship, was at that moment bringing me someone who could help me through the next hours. Oh, if only I were so lucky! And yet, strangely, in the heavy shadows of those apartment stairs, as I was at last prepared to pull myself away and return to my apartment, a voice spoke. For just an instant it sounded like an angel, its existence so utterly unexpected. I wasn’t sure it was even real.


  “Is it one of the benefits of having an apartment in this building, that I find you crying your eyes out on the stairs?”


  I turned around, half expecting to find no one at all. But looking up, there quite human, I gazed at a man…flesh and blood, with slender legs and a tight waist and muscles bulging from underneath a t-shirt. Magnificent was the first word that entered my mind. His hair was brown and just slightly graying. His soft eyes were filled with energy, with light, with joy and lust and youth.


  I must have looked like a clown with my bloodshot eyes and puffed up nose. Damn! What a fool I was, weeping on the stairs like a baby. How long had he been there? What had he heard? Why could he not have been a sweet little old man, or the bespectacled woman next door, or even one of the silly buffoons of men that I managed to attract to me? I could have handled that kind of angel.


  But he was not an angel; the eyes that stared at me so intently, with no less compassion than anyone’s, were eyes that belonged to a body that assaulted my sexual desires. He only reminded me that I was alone and guys like him were not the kind that were attracted to a naïve, uptight, slightly damaged woman like me.




   Chapter Six


  He wasn’t quite like any guy I’d ever met – artist, musician, actor, that sort of vibe. Although he could have sold securities for all I knew. He was simply dressed in baggy black trousers, open sandals and an armless red t-shirt. A tiny gold earring gleamed in the light from the overhead bulb. He was magnetic, far beyond the calculated sexuality of most men I knew. In fact, he reminded me of Jane, the way he was so physically well proportioned, so sensually confident, his body the male version, melting into the atmosphere around him, one with everything, displaying a fluid fire that caused an immediate response in my body.


  “You caught me at a bad time,” I said.


  “I guess so,” he answered with just a hint of amusement.


  “I’ve had a bad day,” I added. “And now I’ve jammed my knee against this rotten step.” I realized then how much my knee was throbbing with a dull ache that went throughout my entire leg. “Frankly, if I died right here, right now, I wouldn’t mind.”


  “So let me see,” he said, moving down the half flight of stairs to where I was still humbly crouched. “You’ve certainly broken the skin,” he said, then he bent down and using what looked like a clean bandana from his pocket, he mopped the slow trickle of blood that was already beginning to dry on my leg. I was only mildly concerned with the denim skirt riding up my thigh.


  “How about coming with me and I’ll clean it for you?”


  “Oh, I can take care of it. I live just one flight up.”


  “No,” he insisted. “Anyone who’s had your kind of day needs a little kindness. I’m not always so sensitive, so you had better take advantage of my good mood.”


  He grabbed my hand and drew me to my feet, not allowing any further protest. Leading me into his apartment just a few feet from the stairs, he pulled out a chair and sat me down at his kitchen table with an authoritative but gentle push.


  I loved everything about his place, from the 1950’s dinette to the neon airplane that flickered above a red sofa. The floors were red and white checked linoleum, a few throw rugs here and there. Everything colorful filled the room with a spectrum of light that sent a shiver though me, just as he had done.


  And yes, there was an easel in the corner by the wall windows. On it sat an empty canvas. There was a tray beneath it, I assumed filled with paint. I gazed around at the colorful art thinking that it must be his. He definitely had talent. My eyes were drawn to inspect every painting, every knick-knack, every framed photograph filled with bright smiling faces. But instead of continuing my inspection, I looked into my savior’s face as he kneeled in front of me to clean my leg.


  “You have quite a scrape here, and I can see a bruise forming. We’ll let it dry a bit before I bandage it.” The warmth of his hands was comforting and thrilling at the same time. He then reached up with a clean corner of his damp cloth and gently wiped the mascara from my face.


  “Oh, I must look a mess.”


  “Nothing that a little water won’t fix,” he assured me. “Besides, all that black gunk is covering up this pretty face.”


  I blushed. “Thank you, this is really sweet of you.”


  “Well, unlike you, I’ve had a terrific day. Maybe it will rub off.” He looked at me and smiled. “The name’s Will, Will Kozak.”


  “Alex Morgan.”


  We replaced a handshake with another deep gaze into each other’s eyes. I felt him look beyond the tear-stained sadness to the something in me that needed comfort beyond the simple cleansing of a scraped knee. I was as nervous as a school girl in the presence of her first crush. The blush deepened on my cheeks.


  “I live in 210. You just move in?” I asked.


  “Last week, how come I haven’t seen you?”


  “I guess we come and go at different times.”


  My awkwardness was apparent, but he didn’t seem to notice.


  “So, what’s a beautiful woman like you doing, crying in the stairwell?”


  I blushed again, this time so much that I could feel my ears burning. “If you continue to call me beautiful, you’ll get most anything from me.” He’d made me smile.


  I suddenly remembered how I was dressed, the short skirt, t-shirt. I was immediately self-conscious, thinking he’d notice the difference in the woman I looked like, and what was really there.


  “Well, I’m up for a good story,” he prodded.


  “It’s nothing really. I’m sure you don’t want to hear my sad tale of woe.”


  “And why would you assume that?”


  I looked at him for an eternity, taking in the freshness, the life in his smile, the energetic eyes, the power that poured from him. An invisible circle seemed to wind around us like a magic spell. I didn’t struggle against it. I found it calming. At the same time, I was tired, and I didn’t care if I impressed him or not.


  “Listen,” I said. “I don’t really feel like bantering back and forth with you about inconsequential things.”


  “Good, then you can tell me what’s really bothering you.”


  Oh geez, he wouldn’t give up!


  He finished dabbing my knee and placed a neat bandage on the tiny cut. “There, now that I’ve bandaged your leg we can get to know each other.”


  He moved to his refrigerator and brought out a bottle of wine, pouring two glasses.


  “It’s kinda late for wine, don’t you think?”


  “Not for me. You want a cup of coffee?”


  “No, no, I’m fine,” I said.


  I followed him into the living room and sat down on the red sofa. The energy between us was almost palpable as he waited for me to speak.


  “Thanks for helping me out tonight. It’s been a strangely amazing day, in fact, a whole, amazing month. I’m really confused about a lot of things, and tonight I found out that a really good friend is leaving town, and generally, I’m just miserable.”


  “Your boyfriend?”


  “No,” I shook my head. It almost startled me that he should think that. “A girlfriend,” I clarified, though there was no way I’d tell him everything about my night.


  “Best friend?”


  “I guess you could say that. She’d been helping me with some things, and I was hurt when she suddenly informed me that she was moving to Florida.”


  “Helping you with what?”


  “You just don’t stop, do you?” I was almost laughing now.


  He shrugged.


  “I’m a curious guy and it’s just a simple question.”


  “As far as helping me, I guess it’s just one of those female angst thing…trying to figure out who I am, that sort of thing.” I couldn’t decide why he was asking me these questions, and what’s more, I couldn’t figure why I was answering, except that he was a real, warm, caring body, and that felt good at the moment. Oddly, I was too tired to bother with the fact that he was so darn attractive.


  “So, who are you?”


  “That’s what I don’t know. I feel out of place almost everywhere, don’t know what I’d really like to do. I’m bored with my life, but when I try to get out of my rut, I get scared or hurt.”


  “So who’s the person you don’t want to be?”


  “I guess you could call her plain and sweet and rather girlish.”


  “And that’s not who you really are,” he stated, as if that fact was obvious to him.


  He took a drink of wine, while I averted his steady gaze, looking at the table in front of me. I fixed on a beautiful blown glass vase—red, turquoise, amazing design.


  “Alex?” he had to prompt me.


  I looked up startled, remembering the conversation. “No, the girlish innocent is not me, but it’s easy. It was what I was brought up to be.”


  “Easier than what?” he led me on.


  “Well that’s hard to explain. Jane, my friend from work…she’s like a–a poem, all put together so perfectly. There’s nothing about her, not one movement, one gesture out of place. Confident. Self-assured. I love being with her, just to watch her move and talk and smile.” As I brought Jane to mind, I could feel the tears trying to return, the hurt beginning to build again. “She took me places, bought me clothes, different clothes like this. We went dancing and she found me men and…this is going to sound strange, but some of the things we did were right out of fantasies I’ve had. Things I’d make up in my head were beginning to come true.” I don’t know why I was telling him this, but I couldn’t seem to stop.


  “Really?” He seemed genuinely interested.


  I took a deep breath.


  “Don’t believe me, do you? I wouldn’t have either if I hadn’t lived it.”


  “Lived what? Tell me.”


  I smiled self-consciously, blushing. “Well, twice within a month, I walk into a bar, only to find that everything is a replica of my own imagination; things I made up in my head and never saw before were right there before my eyes. Isn’t that weird?”


  Will looked impressed. “That’s pretty freaky.”


  “Yeah, it’s pretty freaky. So, what do I do? I get rattled and run away.”


  “Is that what happened tonight?”


  “No!” I answered too sharply. I thought back to how the evening began at the Red Rose, “Well, sort of. But what’s really got me upset is Jane leaving. The shock of it.”


  The light in the room was dim. Will had turned off the bright overhead in the kitchen. Only the neon and the moon illuminated our conversation. I felt like a child telling ghost stories around a campfire on a cool summer evening. In the light of his apartment, the same spine tingling horror moved through my body that had moved in me those long ago summer nights, though this was far more terrifying.


  He saw the fright in my eyes.


  “Considering your prophetic fantasies, sounds to me like you’re getting what you want. Humm?”


  “Oh no, fantasies are one thing, real life is something else. I’ve certainly learned that.”


  “You sure?”


  “Yes, I’m sure.” I don’t think he believed me.


  We sat in silence for a moment.


  “So what are these fantasies all about?” he asked.


  “Sorry, they’re a little too personal.”


  “Pretty racy stuff?”


  His sexy eyes twinkled and I could feel myself blush again. “Yes, pretty much. But I’m not the woman in my fantasies, it’s just play.” I rose from the sofa. “You know, I think I should go.”


  Will looked at me, surprised by the sudden move. But he reached out and grabbed my arm and pulled me back.


  “Hey, I’m perfectly safe. I’m not one of your fantasies, am I?”


  “Of course not,” I replied, though I was beginning to wonder if perhaps he was.


  “Then you don’t have to leave.”


  “I’m sorry. I over-reacted. It’s just that I feel as if my whole world has been turned upside down. You’ve been very sweet and I appreciate your taking care of me, listening to me. I needed that, but really I’m tired.”


  He smiled. “I understand. Best to put this day to bed.”


  He stood and walked me to his door.


  “I’d like to see you again, Alex Morgan, it would be nice to have a friend in the building.”


  “I’d like that,” I replied.


  He gave me a quick peck on the cheek. I shivered, wishing it could have lasted longer. But it was too soon, and before I knew it, I found myself on the other side of Will’s door. Alone again, but not so very much alone.


  I didn’t realize how much he affected me until I returned to my apartment. My body ached – a strong, vibrating sexual ache. Thinking of his sexy style, his easy manner, and his hard body – he was the best looking man who’d ever paid attention to me. And he honestly wanted to see me again.


  Will Kozak suddenly went from rescuing friend to potential lover – in a heartbeat, in the blink of an eye. The desire was so fierce in me, I almost felt like a traitor to Jane, as if everything I’d felt for her didn’t matter because of Will. My body responded quickly to my idea of him. I didn’t care if I betrayed Jane’s memory – she would have done the same thing if she were in my shoes. Climbing into bed, my hand went to my crotch and within minutes a powerful orgasm took me away – all about Will, and the thought of him fondling me passionately, running his hands over my breasts and ass and belly and the opening so damp with desire. I thought of his stiffened cock inside me, of his riding me around and around in the wonderful circle of his sexy energy. As I drifted off to sleep, I was beginning to realize what Jane meant when she said I needed a man. With that, the thought of men, and specifically Will Kozak, were clearly front and center in my thoughts.




  


  Chapter Seven


  More than anything in the world I wanted to stumble into Will again. I made myself as available as I knew how; but for a week I didn’t catch a glimpse of him other than a quick view from my front window, when one morning I saw him climb into a little red Fiat and drive away. My fantasies were filled with thoughts of making love to him, which was a good diversion in light of Jane’s absence. I was possessed anew, but day after day of not seeing him, I began to doubt that he really wanted to see me again. In the midst of my anxious anticipation, I felt a full range of disappointment and hurt, as if I believed that something special had happened that one night that would never happen again. How silly of me to assume so much. He probably had a girlfriend and our one night was just a passing flirtation. By the time Will Kozak finally knocked on my door, I didn’t even imagine that it could be him, and I was totally shocked when it was.


  “Hey, you busy? Not too late for a little wine, is it?” He held up a bottle of Shiraz, smiling broadly.


  “No, no. Come on in.”


  “You look surprised.”


  “I am. I hadn’t seen you in a while,” I was so nervous I could hardly speak. “I-I figured you were on to other things.”


  “And I was. Sorry, I should have mentioned that I was going out of town on business.”


  He walked inside my apartment, gazing around at all the embarrassing frilliness, while I hastily found two wine glasses and the opener in the kitchen. When I returned to the living room, he was staring at an expressionist print, probably the only piece of art with any degree of sophistication in my apartment. He had his back to me, and for just a moment, I stared at his broad shoulders and tight ass, thinking he was about the sexiest man I’d ever known. A familiar rush of desire returned to my body, and I realized how quickly I fallen had for him.


  “So, how was your trip?”


  He turned around. “All right, just business, I thought about you a lot though.”


  “Really? I thought a lot about you, too.”


  “You know, I think we have a lot in common,” he went on.


  “Really?”


  “Loners. Like our quiet and solitude. And then there’s that rich fantasy life.” He snickered a little and I found myself blushing.


  “All true…” I hesitated a moment not knowing what to say, “but, um, what exactly are you getting at?”


  We sat at opposite ends of my couch and I watched him pour two glasses of wine. He handed me one.


  “I was just thinking back. You said you’re tired of being the good girl, and I think you are.”


  “Well yes,” I fingered the glass nervously. I couldn’t seem to stop myself from blushing.


  “Just speculating here…wondering if maybe your fantasies are so ‘out there’ that you’re afraid of what you might do.” He paused to let me comment, but I couldn’t think of a thing to say. “I get that you’re scared shitless. Every time you get close to something that really turns you on, you get scared and run.”


  “My, you do go right for the heart of things…”


  “Am I wrong?”


  I shook my head. “No, you’re not wrong at all.”


  “You said you weren’t the woman in your fantasies. But I think you are. If you’ll excuse the term, because I really mean it as a compliment, I think there’s a naughty little slut inside you just begging to get out.”


  I felt like I was burning up inside – didn’t know what to make of a man who would be so blunt with a woman he hardly knew. His appraisal wasn’t that far from the truth, but I could hardly admit that to myself let alone him.


  “So have I gone too far?”


  Yes, he’d gone too far, but it had been so long since I’d had a man pay this kind of attention to me. Oh, who was I kidding. I’d never had a personal conversation like this with any man. I wasn’t sure I wanted him to stop, and yet, I was so nervous that I couldn’t think of a thing to say.


  “Sorry, I’ve unnerved you, haven’t I? Didn’t mean to, really. Just wanted you to know that I don’t have any judgments about sex, or anything else for that matter. You don’t have to be afraid with me.”


  “Thanks.” Whatever was happening between us, I couldn’t look him in the eye. I grinned bashfully, then took a sip of wine and stared toward the kitchen. “How about we talk about you for a while?” I finally said when I looked back.


  He combed his hair back with his hand and chuckled. “Okay, I suppose that’s fair.”


  I fiddled with my wine glass and practically spilled its contents.


  “Am I making you that nervous?”


  “Please don’t take it personally. I’ve always been this way with men.”


  “So what do you want to know about me?”


  “I don’t know, whatever you want to tell me, I guess.”


  “Well for starters, I’m an artist—suppose you can guess that from my apartment. I did carpentry for a while before the art started to pay off. When money gets tight I do freelance graphic design. Not my favorite. Thankfully, I haven’t had to do that since I got a grant for a big installation at the museum a few years back. Since then, it seems like I’ve been doing nothing but work—not that I haven’t enjoyed it. I just don’t get much time to play around.”


  “Play around?”


  “I used to be in the club scene, lots of girlfriends, drinking, out late partying, drugs, sort of thing people expect from artistic types—which is really a bad stereotype. Thought it was good for my muse. After a while, I wasn’t doing any art at all.”


  “Sounds a little dangerous to me.”


  “It was sometimes. That’s why I had to clean up my act.” He laughed. “Freedom. That was what I was looking for. No strings. No rules. I was the proverbial bad boy doing whatever struck my fancy. But that life lost its luster. When my darker urges began to posses me, I spiraled into depression. Not pretty.”


  “What made you stop?”


  He shrugged.


  “Woke up one day, saw the shithole I was living in, and I was so embarrassed that I decided something had to change. I cleaned up my act as the saying goes. Now…I don’t mind getting a little crazy once and a while, but most of the time I live a pretty quiet, ordinary life.” He grinned. “Well…not exactly ordinary. I’d never want to be that.”


  I sighed. “And me…I’ve been living squeaky clean all my life, wishing I’d done something really crazy.”


  “Scared you’ll get hurt? Do something wrong?”


  I nodded.


  “There’s nothing wrong with a little hurt—makes you know you’re alive. Like the other night on the stairs.”


  I hadn’t thought about it that way. “Well, I was certainly, painfully alive that night.”


  “You’ve got to take some chances, Alex, do the unexpected.”


  “Right.” I blushed again, and we were quiet for a time.


  “Would you like some spaghetti?” I finally broke the silence. “I’m kind of hungry.”


  “Giuseppe’s?” he suggested.


  “No. I have some homemade sauce in the fridge. There’s plenty.” I promptly rose and busied myself, pulling cartons out of the refrigerator, starting the pasta water. He joined, helping himself to the contents of my fridge, pulling out salad items, rummaging through my cabinets for a bowl and throwing together a salad, done before the pasta water was ready. Having a man in my kitchen was awkward and pleasant and fun and frightening.


  As we ate, the conversation was light and less threatening than it had earlier been. His charm, his good looks, the easy way about him had me wanting him more than ever.


  By the time we cleared the table, I could taste the desire on my lips and feel the vibration of it all the way to my toes. As I was filling the sink, he dropped plates into the soapy water. I felt his breath against my neck, and a shiver of want when his body grazed against mine. And when he placed his hands on my waist and gently kissed the back of my neck, the sudden rush of energy between us made me gasp. Will dried the dishes looking at me as if he had plans in mind – I could almost hear the gears grinding in his head. I smiled and looked away, still feeling self-conscious and awkward in the presence of the man. When the last dish was neatly tucked into the cabinet above, he pulled me in close to him. I shuddered but I didn’t push him away.


  He kissed me lightly – flirty, erotic kisses that barely brushed my lips. Soon they were wet and sensuous, his mouth opened and his tongue began to dance around mine. The embrace became more passionate with our bodies pressed together. He felt for my breasts beneath the fabric. This his kisses moved down my throat, and my body lit up everywhere his lips met my skin, and his hands touched. His fingers deftly worked the buttons on my blouse until the two sides of it dropped away. He stepped back and pushed it off my shoulders, while I trembled, nervous and afraid.


  “Will, please,” I said in gentle protest.


  He shook his head, and laid his finger against my lips. “Shussssh. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”


  He unfastened the closure of my lacy bra and let the two soft mounds free. I thought I’d orgasm on the spot as his smoldering eyes surveyed my chest. Without even looking down, I could feel my nipples tightened into hard knots under the intense gaze. Then with feverish insistence, he dove into my torso, kissing, biting, sucking my nipples, making me believe he’d devour me in sexual madness. I moaned with pleasure while my fevered brain tried to grasp what was happening.


  “Will, please!”


  He pinched a nipple hard enough to hurt, and yet that hurt only left me more aroused, more wanting and needy and begging for more. “Let go, Alex,” he whispered as he continued the foreplay. Suddenly, something came over me. I reached for him with my fingers digging into his t-shirt, clutching it, pulling it away, feeling obsessed with having him naked. Only in my fantasies had I ever behaved like this. I wanted to run my hands along his smooth skin and feel his firm muscles, his penis throbbing against my hand. When our bodies came together again, I felt his naked skin against mine and I thought my body would explode.


  I felt myself pulling back as if it were The Tropics or The Red Rose all over again. “Oh, dear God, this is too going too fast!”


  “No, Alex, it’s not too fast,” he said gently, firmly. “Stop fighting what you want.”


  “But—”


  “But nothing. This is the way you want to be taken so just let go and let it happen.”


  Something in his firm command made my resistance wilt.


  “You want this as much as I do,” he purred as he nibbled on my ear. Then he grabbed my hair in his fist and pulled back, baring my throat again, kissing, biting, sucking my skin so hard I thought he’d drain my blood. My fear seemed to fall away and I swooned against him, wanting more.


  I knew we’d passed the point of no return and stopping was no longer an option.


  There was nothing subtle or romantic about our grasping hands or heated bodies. We’d gone far beyond my fears, where there was no more panic, no resistance, no wishing I was elsewhere, no amount of fright big enough to conquer my desire. There was no attempt to think about anything – and that was the best gift of all.


  I felt the first hot throb of his hard cock against my thigh and I thought I might come right then. Then he stepped back, took my face in his hands and kissed me hard. The force of that kiss seemed to penetrate me to the bone.


  Before I knew what was happening, we were in my bedroom, on the bed. Kissing. Groping. Grasping for pleasure like animals in heat. A ravenous me I’d never known had suddenly emerged from hiding. I felt for his belt, the snap, the zipper and then tore away at his jeans until he scrambled free of them. However, before I could get a good look at his cock, he turned me around in his arms and began stripping away my pants until I was naked with Will’s rigid organ pressing against my bottom.


  I wanted the feel of his cock inside me, the ache for him so deep it hurt. I prayed that he’d enter me before my fears rose up again. I could feel that fear lingering in the back of my thoughts. Again and again I pushed it back. I wouldn’t let it have its way. Not this time. Not this time.


  When he turned me around and pushed me to my knees, there was an instant, but the sight of his erection, so close, so personal, so real, swept the fear away. I watched how right there before my lips his manhood bloomed in all its splendor. All I had to do was kiss it and take it into my mouth.


  Impatiently, Will pressed my head to his cock. “Taste it, Alex,” he said, as if he were ordering me. My body responded to the command, drawing on a deeply submissive place I’d known only in my fantasies. My mouth opened and the hefty erection slipped inside. His scent was dark and earthy, like nothing I’d ever smelled, and as he moved in and out of my mouth in a steady rhythm, I realized that I would have stayed there fixed to his cock forever. But then he suddenly lifted me up so we were face to face, kissing again, rolling back and forth grasping and clawing like beasts. His cock was between my thighs, then suddenly inside me. Its fullness surprised me; it hurt to start, but it was no time at all before his inner body opened naturally, expanding to answer his pressing need.


  There was no fantasy as rich as those passionate moments, as exquisite as the feel of real flesh. His hands were on my behind driving himself mercilessly into my cunt. I loved the wildness, the roughness of his thrusts. I wanted them faster and faster, and I screamed for his throbbing cock to come in me. “Yes, yes do it!” I heard myself cry out. I moaned as the glorious pleasure in my body mounted fast, peaking, reaching and finally bursting forth just as he was coming in a final savage thrust.


  I sank down, out of breath and exhausted, and though Will collapsed onto me, he quickly rolled off coming to rest beside me as the sensations of orgasm slowly dwindled away. He kissed me tenderly, with an affection I wanted as much as I did the sex. And yet, my body was still so aroused that each kiss threatened to send me back into the fury from which we had just come. Each touch raised a new wave of excitement. My body was alive, needy, not as calm I would have thought. I wanted more. I pressed my mouth to his, not wanting any of this to end. I wanted to cling to him forever.


  “What? Are these tears?”


  I hadn’t realized I was crying. “I don’t know, I guess it was just so, so…amazing.”


  He kissed me again and lightly touched my face. “You’re amazing,” he said.


  There were no words to describe the feeling of relief I felt realizing that I had finally overcome my fears and discovered the kind of pleasure I’d always dreamt about.


  “You were a virgin,” he said, seeing the spilt blood on the sheets.


  “You’re surprised?”


  “A little. Yes.”


  “Well, it was only by minimum standards.”


  “I should think so, I don’t see how you could make love so well with so little practice.”


  “Just my raunchy mind, I guessed.” I grinned.


  “Well, I’d like to gaze into your raunchy mind and see what’s there.” He started tickling me until I couldn’t control myself.


  “Stop!” I yelled, then I fell back into his arms, laughing.


  “So tell me about all these naughty things you think about.”


  It didn’t take but a second for the panic to rise in me again. “No, I’m not ready to do that, not yet. Please don’t spoil this night.”


  His eyes gazed into mine as if he were seeing deep inside me. “Okay, you’re off the hook for now. But I want to know, and you are going to tell me.” He was perfectly serious and I knew he’d ask again, but at least the conversation could wait for another time. We lay together in the beautiful light – how romantic, the stars and moon were shining bright, as if giving me their blessing. I couldn’t imagine things being any more perfect than it was at that moment. So comfortable, so close, so complete…so not alone.


  “You made love to Jane, didn’t you?” he suddenly asked. It had been quiet for a long while and the question took me by surprise.


  I instantly tensed. I don’t know why I was surprised that he’d figured that out; he seemed to have an uncanny knowingness about so many things.


  “Yes, I did,” I finally admitted.


  “It doesn’t change anything between us. I want you to understand that.” It was exactly what I needed to hear. That night, our first night, we fell asleep in each other’s arms.




  


  Chapter Eight


  Every minute I spent with Will was heaven, every moment without him was hell. That first night of sex had opened a torrent of unmet needs. The dam had burst and I was ravenous. I couldn’t get enough of the sexy kisses, chiseled body and relentless cock. I loved every inch of his body, every word he spoke, every smile and smirk, every evil-eyed stare. He made me afraid and ecstatic and sexually bold, and cared for me with a gentleness that often left me breathless. He didn’t allow me to whine or hesitate or put him off, whether in the bedroom or out. He wanted every bit of me, body, mind and soul. Of course, there were things I hid away in secret, though I had a feeling that eventually he would get to those as well, in time.


  On the nights when we were not together, my mind dove into unexplored places in my sexual psyche, dangerous frightening places. Each night alone, I tried to dream of Will and making love, but I couldn’t stop the rush of pictures that appeared out of nowhere in my mind. They assaulted my brain with a vile fervor, not letting me avoid them until I paid attention to the strange visions of straps and whips, of dominance and submission, of brutality and chilling coldness. The images sent my body quivering to new heights as I masturbated, although as soon as my orgasm was complete, I wished it hadn’t begun. Why couldn’t I think about Will and me, about being lovers and passionate sex?


  As much as I tried to will it otherwise, my fantasy life refused to follow my instructions. Instead of happy sexual romance, I witnessed much stranger things. One fantasy in particular appeared with some regularity. I saw myself walking into elegant city mansions and beautiful estate houses where women were ornaments that decorated rooms and corridors with their beauty, where they served at the pleasure of commanding men. The worlds in my imagination were masculine, places where men of great power mixed ruthless passion and severity with the genteel politeness of good breeding. The rules were established by owners and masters; compliance to orders was mandatory. There were no other options in these worlds but to obey or leave. In my visions, I always chose compliance.


  I saw the scene clearly…a female’s initiation into a male dominated world, where taken into a shadowy domain of lust, her naked body is at the mercy of a master’s whim. She’s forced to serve on hands and knees with mouth and lips, her sexual body violated three, four, five times in a night until she’s entirely spent. On the last night of her initiation she wears a collar and cuffs and a suit of chains, and is bound to the rafters where she struggles uselessly. Her freedom comes with a price. She’ll be thoroughly whipped, her body red with welts before there will be any mercy at all. Her pain is fierce, but the pleasure just as potent. Losing control and all conscious thought, she swims in the master’s fire, consumed in sexual ecstasy.


  When I woke from my wild musings, my real body was quivering with completion that surpassed anything I’d yet experienced – except with Will, of course. I was sticky with perspiration and sex, and the smell of my cunt still lingered on my hands when I woke in the morning. I found each night of depravity made the day more difficult to bear, more difficult to create the tender sensuous lovemaking I enjoyed so much with Will. Even our most torrid moments paled in comparison to sex with these kinky masters. The agitation between fantasy and reality reared its ugly head once more.


  My restlessness became difficult to hide, but Will didn’t prod me, respecting my earlier request not to ask about my fantasies. That was until the night I abruptly bolted from bed after sex. That night, my darker fantasies encroached on my real time world, rudely violating our lovemaking. I couldn’t stand it anymore.


  “You’re going to tell me what’s wrong.” Will bolted from bed right after me and whirled me back to face him.


  “I can’t,” I pleaded.


  “Yes you can! And you’d better start talking.” He pushed me down on the bed.


  We stared at each other for some time until I got the feeling that we would stay this way all night if I didn’t say something. He had no intention of budging until I made my confession. I started and stopped a couple times then finally managed to blurt out.


  “It’s my sexual fantasies.”


  He waited for more.


  “I can’t make them stop.”


  His eyes seemed to soften as I spoke.


  “When I’m with you everything is so perfect, it feels so right and it’s everything I need. But when we’re not together, I get so horny thinking about you, I start to masturbate, and…” I stopped unable to finish.


  “And what?”


  “My mind veers off to all these strange places.”


  “Like what?”


  “It’s really rough…”


  “Keep going.”


  “I think about being…well…” I couldn’t imagine saying it aloud.


  “What Alex? What do you think about?”


  “I can’t!” I was practically in tears, and covered my face in my hands.


  “Oh, but you can,” he assured me, as he pried my hands away. “Look at me.”


  I did. Nope. It didn’t make it any easier. “I’d rather look away.”


  I felt his exasperation. “Nothing could be as bad as what you’re putting yourself through. I’m sure I can handle whatever it is.”


  I was fairly sure of that, too. It was just spitting out the words.


  I gulped my emotion and took a deep breath. “I dream about being dominated, sexually dominated,” I finally spit out the truth.


  The announcement hardly ruffled a feather in his cool reserve, and as if it was no big deal, he quickly went on, “So what else? Tell me everything.”


  “Everything?” I winced.


  “Everything.” I had a feeling we would stay right where we were until he was satisfied. Well, I didn’t tell him everything, but I did tell him about being given away to several men, about the chains, the bondage, the spanking, and how the fantasies had taken over my thoughts and now suddenly appeared even when we were in bed together. I was sure to emphasize how miserable this was making me – as if he hadn’t already seen that.


  “So that’s it?” he asked when I finished my terrible litany.


  “Yeah, isn’t it enough?” I sighed. “What do you think?”


  For the first time since our discussion began he smiled – warmly in fact. “I think you’ve made way too much out of something that is more common than you think. You’re certainly not alone in your fantasies. There’s nothing you’ve said that I haven’t thought about in my own way. Frankly, I was pretty sure that this was exactly the kind of thing that you’d confess. But it was important for you to tell me yourself.”


  “So, I’m not some kind of freak?”


  He laughed. “No, you’re not some kind of freak.”


  Little by little my anxiety began to lose its grip.


  “And see, you made a big deal of it for nothing. Don’t you feel better?”


  “A little. But those thoughts aren’t going to go away.”


  “I wouldn’t imagine that they would. How long have you had thoughts like these?”


  “Oh, dear…I don’t remember when I didn’t have them. I mean they’ve changed over time, certainly becoming more extreme – but even when I was a kid I had odd kinds of spanking fantasies.”


  “Then you’re right. They aren’t about to go away just because you confessed them to me.”


  “So what do I do about them?”


  He thought a moment – considering options, I’d guess. “I’m afraid you’re not going to like what I have to say,” he warned.


  “Well, go ahead and say it.”


  “Start diving in. Get a little crazy for awhile.”


  I flinched. “You don’t mean that!”


  “I do. You can’t ignore your fantasies anymore – you know how well that’s worked. Getting a little kinky certainly isn’t going to kill you. You know the old saying…you gotta confront your fears. Your fantasies are at the heart of your problem. You need to have fun with them. …trust me, it’ll untie the knot that has you so bound up.”


  “I wouldn’t know where to start.” I gazed away, suddenly inside myself and needing Will to leave me be. “I imagine you’re right. I certainly haven’t gotten anywhere trying to will them away. But I need to think about it…”


  “Well then, you think about it.” He tousled my hair and pulled me into his chest, where I felt the warmth of his body and his embracing arms soothe me. “I’m not going to push you, Alex. Take all the time you need. But this isn’t something you can avoid forever.”


  I thought about that conversation long and hard over several days. Will was right. My dark musings didn’t end with my confessing them. If anything they were more prominent than ever and more intrusive in our lovemaking. However, hHoHI didn’t raise the subject again for nearly two weeks, when I finally had the courage to act on his suggestion.


  We were eating take-out Chinese in his apartment. It was after sex, when my anxieties were at a low ebb and introducing the topic didn’t seem half as difficult as it might have at another time. “Will you help me?”


  “Help you?” he gazed at me quizzically.


  “Sorry, I guess that’s out of context.” I smiled. “Help me with my sexual fears.”


  For a moment he looked at me as if he was exploring every inch of my mind and my soul.


  “You’re sure about this?”


  “You said that it’s time to face my fears, not to avoid them. I can’t do it alone.”


  “Okay then. Of course, I’ll help. But let me warn you, it won’t be easy. And you may not like the things I suggest.”


  “I imagine that I won’t, but I’ve got to try.”


  It wasn’t until weeks later that I truly understood what he meant.




  


  Chapter Nine


  I had run out of that house full speed, racing into the night, block after block until a taxi pulled up beside me and took me home. My brain was reeling. I knew my decision to leave would alter everything in my relationship with Will. If I’d only known how much, I probably wouldn’t have left that way.


  I grabbed a carafe of wine from the refrigerator and downed a glass quickly, taking several deep breaths to calm the roar that had driven me into the night. The door bell rang. I don’t know why I was so surprised to see Will standing there, but I was.


  “What the hell are you doing?” he demanded, pushing his way inside.


  “I decided that the party was just not for me, so I left.” I tried to sound calm, when I wasn’t calm at all.


  “We went together,” he reminded me. His stared at me with steely eyes.


  “I didn’t want to spoil it for you. I’ve spoiled so much for you lately, I didn’t want to do it again.”


  “You unthinking bitch!” he suddenly blurted out, scowling as he did. He rarely scowled. “You think I’d stay and fuck a room full of people not knowing where you are?”


  “But you were so excited.”


  “Of course I was, only a dead person wouldn’t be excited in that house, it’s a sexual playground. But I took you there for you, not me, and you know it. And now you play games with me, running off without a word.”


  “I’m sorry, we just seem to want different things,” I pleaded.


  “What the fuck!”


  My lord, he was angry! The closest breakable thing in the room was a vase of flowers on a table by the door. He picked them up and threw them at the fireplace, the ceramic vase crashing in pieces against the marble. I backed away.


  “Don’t worry, I don’t strike women.” Some of his anger had dissipated, though I could sense his rage still churning beneath the surface.


  “Will, we’ve tried, how many times? It’s not working.”


  “Because you won’t let it work,” he lashed out. “You ask me to try all these scenarios, to take you places, to play your roles, and then you back down from them over and again, as if I could be jerked around forever.” His anger was on the rise again.


  “It’s just not working for me,” I tried again.


  “Because you won’t let it.”


  “That’s easy for you to say. You have no problem with the kink. But I do. The fantasies are made up, in my head, where they’re meant to stay. You expect me to be some kind of slut!”


  He paced the room agitated and fuming. “You’re impossible, totally impossible!” Suddenly he whirled around and slammed his fist against the closet door. The plywood splintered but he ignored the cuts to his hand. With his back still turned, he breathed deeply to regain his composure, but it wasn’t a calm and gentle man who turned to me and spoke. It was as if a wall of ice separated us. Cold and steely eyes gave out no warmth at all.


  “You asked for this. You wanted to travel in the world of your fantasies. I couldn’t care less about going there. Well, I’ve taken you, but you don’t experience. You judge. And you know what’s saddest?” His eyes pierced through me like lasers. “What’s so sad is that though you judge the players, what you judge most is yourself. You won’t allow yourself to enjoy what you desire most. You’re stuck in some antiquated version of right and wrong that’s driving you crazy. And as long as you do that, you’ll continue to be miserable.” He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wound it around his hand. “Well tonight you can be miserable alone.”


  He turned on his heel and was out the door before I could begin to fashion a reply.


  I looked at the shattered ceramic in a thousand little pieces on the floor, the hole in the closet, the violence, the passion. I began to clean feverishly as if it would erase the night and everything he’d said.


  What was worse was that for the first time, I realized how much I loved him. What’s more, I knew he loved me. It showed in each piece of broken vase, each torn flower, each splinter of wood on the closet door that had torn his hand, each word of rage that lingered in the still air.


  First admissions of love can be painful. I discovered that as I listened to him in the apartment below, slamming doors, pounding and cursing. How many things were broken, smashed against the walls because of me, beautiful things he treasured? Ruined because of me.


  What had I just thrown away?




  


  Chapter Ten


  His knock at the door came early. I’d been up only long enough to throw on a robe, gather the newspaper and put the coffee on to brew. I didn’t expect to relish any of my morning ritual, after three hours of sleep at best, and a night full of tossing and turning.


  As he looked me in the eyes, I felt again that dangerous intensity deep within me, that energy that had bound us from the beginning starting to have its affect on me again. He was calm, collected, though tired.


  “May I?” he asked. I moved aside to let him in.


  “Coffee?” I asked.


  “Sure.”


  I poured two mugs and we sat at my lace-covered table almost like strangers, though not quite. My once pretty apartment seemed gray and lifeless now. The lemon yellow, the pink and blue, the sweet flowers. I hated it all, just as I hated the woman who once loved my pretty decorations.


  “I’m sorry about last night,” I said.


  “I know.”


  “You do?”


  “I made a mistake, Alex…to think that I could bring your fantasies into reality. It was too much to ask of myself and too much to ask of you.”


  “It was?”


  He nodded, staring gently into my eyes.


  “But what happens now?”


  “You still have to make peace with your desires.”


  “But how?” I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. My voice sounded pleading and pathetic.


  He didn’t like where this was going. “Stop, Alex,” he bit off sternly. “Your flair for drama is admirable, but not now. Listen to me and listen carefully. I’ve thought about this a lot, most of the night, in fact. I want you to see a friend of mine.”


  “A friend?”


  “Name’s Reggie. He owns an estate on the lake where he often hosts some extravagantly decadent parties – many of which I’ve attended. But, more importantly for you, he sometimes takes women like yourself and opens them to their sexual desires. He gives them opportunities to experience them.”


  At the mention of this a drum beat of desire started up in my crotch. Nerves and fear and desire converged at once. “And he just does this…why?”


  He shrugged. “He has a strong dominant nature, loves controlling women. It’s what he does. It’s a game for him, and from what I can gather, the women who play with him enjoy it, too.”


  “Do you pay him?”


  “No. You stay with him on his estate for a period of time. I really don’t know much more than that. At the very least I think it’s something you need to explore. If it doesn’t work out that’s fine, too. But it could be a place to start – to start again,” he corrected himself.


  My heart was beating fast by then, “I don’t know, Will. It seems a bit drastic.”


  “I suppose it does. But it doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try.”


  “How do you know he’d even do this for me?”


  “He’ll need to meet you first, but I think you’re just the sort of woman to suit him. He said he’d like to meet you.”


  “You told him about me, about all the things we’ve done?”


  “In part.”


  “How could you do that? What’s in my head, that’s between you and me, it’s private! When did you talk to him?”


  “Last night.”


  “So you told a total stranger about my fantasies?”


  “I told him about some of your fantasies, about the strength of your resistance, about your ability to create your fantasies in reality.”


  I could feel myself start to panic and I wanted to run…but to where. I was in my own apartment. “How could you?” I accused him as I rose from my chair, feeling an urgent need come over me – but for what I didn’t know.


  “Alex, sit down and shut up!” he barked. I shuddered and found myself sinking into the couch. “You’re overreacting like you always do. Last night, I was desperate. Reggie’s one of my best friends. He suggested you see him. Frankly, the thought of that hadn’t even crossed my mind when I called him.”


  My throat was so choked with emotion that I found it hard to speak. “I feel so violated,” I finally said, though my agitation only seemed to feed his anger.


  “Damn it, Alex! I can’t do anything else for you unless you accept what you want, and quit fleeing from the very things that turn you on the most.”


  “If you care about me, truly care…”


  “I DO care about you, dammit,” he stopped me cold, then calmed himself. “I told you, I called a friend, just as you might have called one. I did nothing to violate you in any way. He doesn’t know you and you never need to meet him. That’s your choice.” His exasperation with me was obvious. “But you know, a possible solution has been suggested, and that is the real problem, isn’t it?” His eyes gleamed as if a light had dawned in him. “You’re angry because you really do want to go. I’ve babied you and coddled you, waited for you to open yourself and accept, but you won’t. You know as well as I do that to get beyond this damned block you have, this misery you’re wallowing in, you need someone who won’t listen to your BS! This pitiful victim routine. You’re a powerful woman and you walk through life like a scared puppy, whining. I’m offering you the best opportunity I know. You can refuse, but you’ll regret it.” His words hit me hard. But I sensed he was right.


  “Why can’t we, you and I, try one more time?”


  “We won’t try again, because I refuse to. I love you too much, my heart gets in the way…you need a firmer hand than I can offer.”


  I sat silent and stunned.


  Something in the word love seemed to knock the anger from me. He was doing this because he cared for me, and I finally saw that. “You really want me to go?” I asked softly.


  “Yes, I do. Or at least consider it. It won’t be easy giving you to another man, but we can’t go on like this. I don’t think our relationship can last if something doesn’t change.”


  I couldn’t think of what to say. To lose Will would have been the worst thing possible.


  I finally gave in. “And you trust him?”


  “I do.”


  “So how long…?”


  “I don’t know. Several weeks, a couple months.”


  “And my job?”


  “You have to decide what’s most important.”


  I already knew that answer, although the whole idea still seemed crazy.


  “What will he do to me?”


  “That’s up to him – and you. He can’t do anything without your consent. But once you give your consent, I know he’ll expect your absolute obedience.”


  My fantasies flashed through my mind… “I suppose it might involve a certain amount of pain?” I could barely say the word.


  “Perhaps.”


  “Will you be there?” I asked.


  “Maybe. But you probably won’t want me there most of the time.”


  “You really believe that this will cure me?”


  “You don’t need to be cured. It’s about acceptance. But you have to decide this for yourself. Reggie will respect you, but he will not love you. He’ll help you grow up. He’ll take you where you need to go – without emotion. He’s insightful and sensitive. Although as sensitive as you are, you’ll probably find him cruel at times. But that is all for your benefit.”


  I recognized that a Reggie was, in fact, what I needed. Hadn’t I spent hours in my dreaming of such a master? Once again, my private thoughts were finding their way into my reality.


  “It’s your choice,” he said gently.


  “I need some time – to think.”


  We both knew that the decision had been made as soon as Will presented me with the solution, but he was kind and gentle, my savior from the stairwell once again. “Take all the time you need.”


  He held my hands. We stared at each other for several moments, and then he left me sitting alone on the pale blue chair. The door closed quietly behind him.




  


  Chapter Eleven


  The property rambled along the edge of a lake; meadows, forest, meadows again and green lawns, gardens of flowers, giving way at last to the house. I expected a stately mansion and was surprised to find a modern home of glass and wood. It sprawled atop the rise of a grassy hill, blue spruce and pine trees framed each side. Towering maples rose in front and back. The woodiness, manliness and darkness of its appearance was broken only by pots of deep red geraniums decorating the walkway to the front door. I would have thought the entire scene pleasant if it wasn’t for the foreboding nature of my visit.


  I’d told myself I was doing this for Will and our relationship; but I knew inside that I was doing it for me. Three days before, I’d told Will I was ready. I made my announcement over dinner in a wooden-tabled, red-checkered establishment that served hearty red wine with rich continental food. It was an electric moment when I was purposeful and unwavering in my determination to set the adventure into motion. Desire in me was alive and I felt more certain of myself than ever.


  Now, however, my raw intention was accompanied by an exhilarating mix of excitement and fear as we approached the house, walked up the geranium-lined walkway, and rapped the brass door knocker on the massive door.


  “I’m scared,” I said to Will.


  “This is what you want?”


  “Yes, I know it is.”


  “Then your fear will pass.”


  Will had been cool and competent that morning, not without his usual gentleness, but cautious. I suspected he was just a bit afraid, too.


  “I’ve so much riding on this, what if…”


  “You’ll find Reggie Harold absolutely enticing. You’ll want to do as he says. Trust me.”


  I expected a servant to answer, but it was Reggie himself who swung wide the massive door. At first glance I felt I knew him, and I nearly gasped aloud when we were introduced. He was remarkably handsome, with an air of sophisticated aloofness that was absolutely breathtaking. He was simply dressed in a pair of gray slacks and a stiffly starched white shirt that was open at the neck. His blond hair was trimmed short, professionally styled. His eyes were blue and intense, startling even; his square-cut jaw aristocratic. He displayed an incredible sense of himself, a confidence that I rarely see in anyone. I’d felt the same about Jane and Will, but with Reggie it was different, although I wasn’t exactly sure how to define it, except that he seemed driven by some dark, mysterious and restless force beneath the elegant cool reserve.


  I was immediately uneasy.


  “Come in, Alex,” he said. We followed him through the door, then he turned to Will saying, “I need to talk with Alex alone.”


  I glanced at Will, sharing my fear with him – legs trembling, stomach doing flip-flops, my sexual desire shooting darts through me that I could hardly bear.


  “I’ll be here,” Will said quietly, flashing his charming grin in my direction, then he walked down a short flight of stairs and out a pair of large doors to a pool, around which several people were reclining in the sun.


  The spacious foyer where I stood with Reggie was tiled in gray and white marble. I gazed above to an elegant glass chandelier that could easily have graced a fine museum. To the left of the foyer was a wide staircase leading to the second floor; and to the right was a large living room raised about four feet above the entry level with a steel and glass balcony around two sides. Both entry and living room looked out of the back of the house through a towering two story glass window. The spectacular view included the rolling hills beyond the estate, while nearer to the house was the patio, pool and tiered gardens leading to a pond below.


  I stood in awe, unable to move, until Reggie finally shocked me back to the present. “Come with me,” he said, pulling me away from my amazement.


  The living room was furnished with expensive leather, dark woods, more glass and steel. Textured pillows, artful baskets and expensive art with a few splashes of color softening the masculine look – though it remained unmistakably a man’s domain. Reggie sat in a comfy-looking leather club chair, motioning me to the chair opposite – an upholstered, armless chair that was obviously designed for style not comfort. I sat up straight, almost primly, which made me feel even more awkward in his imposing domain.


  “So, tell me why you’re here, Alex,” Reggie began.


  “Will asked me to come see you,” I replied.


  “No,” he immediately contradicted. “You chose to come, so why are you here?”


  I was flustered by his abruptness. “Will thought you could help me.”


  Still he wasn’t pleased. “You chose to be here, Alex, because you desire something from me.”


  “Yes, I guess so.”


  “There’s no guessing here. You’re no victim. You came because you wanted to. Because you wanted what I could do for you. You’re a strong woman and you’ve created this moment. If you insist on blaming your presence here on Will, you can leave now.”


  Whoa! I almost gasped for air. No one had ever spoken to me like that before.


  “Well yes, I’ve chosen to be here, but even so I’m scared.”


  “Be fearful, it will excite you more.” His piercing eyes looked into me as if he could see my soul. I was fascinated by the power he had over me, over my body, my thoughts, my emotions. We had just met and he wielded such amazing authority.


  “Since you can’t seem to answer my questions, let’s start with your fantasies.” His gaze remained fixed, his eyes unwavering.


  “My fantasies?”


  “Yes. What do you think about when you masturbate?”


  My god, I wondered if I could do this. “You…you want me to tell you…” I could barely speak. “I’m…I’m not sure if I can.”


  “Alex!” The sharpness in his voice further electrified the moment. “You know exactly what I want you to tell me. Now begin.”


  I squirmed in the chair, feeling so exposed and vulnerable. He might as well have asked me to remove my clothes. He continued to stare at me until I began, and then as I started he turned to gaze through the windows toward the pool, allowing me to ramble through my disjointed tale without having to look him in the eye.


  “My first fantasies began in a bar…I’d be dancing…lewdly. Attracting men and when they joined me, they’d play…intimately, running their hands over my body…of course it led to sex – if I got that far.” I took a deep breath, hoping he’d stop me and when he didn’t, I continued. “Sometimes, I’d do a striptease in front of a crowd of men, wet t-shirt contest,” I admitted with some chagrin, “there was a biker bar, too, and big, burly, brutal men…stuff like that.”


  Reggie turned to me. “Stuff like what?”


  “Like…having sex, getting used by them.”


  “In public?”


  I grimaced. “Sometimes.”


  “And these things actually happened?”


  “Not exactly. But something similar. The bars were the same, the people, the men, the dancing, but I wasn’t ready…” My voice was nearly inaudible. “I got scared and ran.”


  He stared out the window again, then back at me. “And there’s more. Go on.”


  “But Will’s already told you…” I started to protest.


  Again he looked at me, eyes boring through my body, “I want you to tell me, in your words.”


  I gulped back my mounting emotion and took a deep breath. “When I met Will, the fantasies changed. They were stranger and very dark. I became submissive to masterful men. I was bound and spanked and made to serve them…like a slave.”


  “How did you find this master in your fantasies?”


  “My lover took me to him.”


  “And what did this master have you do?”


  He stared directly into my eyes now and I looked away. I was afraid I was writing my own script, afraid to tell him the whole truth, but even more afraid to lie. He would know somehow and I would regret that lie. I breathed deeply again, gathering up my courage—at the moment I would have rather taken on a roomful of men than confess to this one man. You can get through this, Alex, I kept telling myself, then suddenly drawing on courage I didn’t know I had I looked at him, not flinching this time and spilled the truth. “The master gives me opportunities to express my darkest desires. He tells me how to dress. He gives me to his friends…for sex. He makes me dance for them, then auctions me off.” I continued, laying out every detail I could remember from those long agitated nights. “The scenes evolve…never quite the same each night, but perhaps the most extreme…he takes me to a special room where he binds me and uses a strap on my ass, and that beating arouses me to orgasm.” As I tell my tale, I can feel the excitement in me rise.


  “And how does it end?” he asked.


  End? What did he mean? I was nervous, sweating, trembling from a deep place inside me, and yet, before I could consider his question for long, the truth spilled unexpectedly from my lips, driven by the growing desire generated by this remarkable man.


  “The master made love to me and I made love to him.” I spoke in whispers, but the power of them gave life to my intention. I finished with that final confession. What more could I say? It seemed like a long while before either of us moved. When Reggie finally did, he drew a cigarette from a pack on the table, lit it with a gold lighter and after taking a drag, he handed it to me.


  “No, thank you.”


  He raised his brows, a signal of authority to match the gaze that pierced me. I immediately understood. Taking the cigarette, I put it to my lips and inhaled. Like a child’s first attempt, I choked. Reggie snickered and swiped the cigarette from my hand.


  “You hide well, Alex.” He rose from his chair and proceeded to retrieve an ashtray from another table, then returned and sat down. Leaning back in his chair he took another puff. “As long as you’re here under my direction, I expect a woman of choice, not a poor little girl. You give me a woman or you don’t belong here.”


  His dominating words sent a chill through me. But suddenly I had more to say and I couldn’t stop myself from explaining.


  “I’m giving you the best that I can give you. Am I expected to find this easy?” The tone of my voice, even my choice of words surprised me, but I went on. “I don’t really know who I am, or what I want, but I’ve given up my past to be here and find out. I’ll do what you ask but I can’t guarantee I’ll walk into this without a glimpse of the woman I once was. She’s not that distant a memory. You’ll have to live with that fact, or I can’t be here.”


  While I sat back bewildered by my sudden candor, Reggie smiled, apparently amused by my outburst.


  “You’ve no need to fear me. Nor do you need to defend yourself to me. I know where you come from and where you’re heading; probably far better you know yourself.” He finished his cigarette and snuffed it in the ashtray. “But I want that spirit from you that you just displayed; without it, Alex, I wouldn’t be interested in you. I expect total honesty, complete compliance, your unwavering submission. There will be times when that will be difficult. Regardless, you will comply. I’m not a master. I’m a guide. I’ll take you no further than you need to go. But make no mistake about it, I have high expectations of you. I may push, I may shove and you may not like that, but I do know what I am doing. I know how to take you where your fantasies lead and give what you most desire.” He paused a moment, allowing me to digest the strong message. “You have any questions?”


  “No.” That was a lie, but I didn’t know exactly what to ask.


  “Then we’re finished for now. Find Will, I believe he’s by the pool.” We both stood, but before we moved on, he drilled me with his eyes again and carefully raised my chin to meet his gaze. He leaned down and kissed me on the lips. A small kiss. A sensuous kiss that lingered for a moment. Our energies merged and my desire fully flowered. Regardless of what he’d said, he’d become my master, and I was bound to him as surely as if he’d bound me with rope and led me on a leash.


  He was already at the door on the far side of the room when I finally found my voice again. “Am I to stay?” I asked. He turned and looked back at me, distracted.


  “No. I’ll call you when you’re ready.”


  I don’t recall the pool or the others around it, only Will talking to a swimsuit clad woman reclining on a chaise lounge. There were no introductions, no further conversations.


  As we left, I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry or curse.


  “Well?” Will spoke first.


  “I thought I was going to stay.”


  “You will.”


  We rode in silence for some time, with Will content to let me stew in the jumble of feelings that the interview had roused in me.


  “How well do you know Reggie?” I finally asked.


  “I’ve been to his parties, a house guest four or five times. I’ve known him twenty years, since college.”


  We continued again in silence.


  “You knew he’d take me?”


  “No, I didn’t. He doesn’t do this with many women, maybe five that I’m aware of. I wasn’t certain about this at all.” We left the winding road and found ourselves on the freeway, fast returning to the city. We were nearly home before we spoke again, and it was Will breaking the silence. “Alex, what’s wrong?”


  “Nothing, it was all so intense.” And I could hardly tell him how much I desired Reggie. “Are we going to your apartment?” I wanted to make love to him. I was desperate for his arms around me, his body, his kisses, the release that would follow. I felt as if a dam was about to burst inside me, spilling out all the bottled-up energy of the morning.


  “No, I think you should have some time alone to consider this,” he answered.


  That stung. I stared out of the window so he wouldn’t see the pool of tears forming in my eyes.


  “Alex, I know what you want. I’d like to make love, too, but I also know that what you have chosen, at least what I think you’ve chosen makes it impossible for us to be together. Until your relationship with Reggie is over, you’re his. In fact, you’re his now. That’s if you intend to go through with this.”


  “I will.”


  “Then the drama has begun.”


  I finally turned to him. “So, what if I stop now, what would you do?”


  “I’d think you’d given up on yourself. How would you feel?”


  “I’d feel like shit.”


  He eyed me with a gentle look. “You know, you’ll feel better if you back up your decision with a little enthusiasm. After all, this is one of your creations. You might as well enjoy it. No one’s making you do anything.”


  He’d stopped the car in front of the apartment house. Leaning over, he kissed me, reminding me of what we’d shared. I knew he loved me. I loved him, too.


  In bed that night, I realized how right Will was. Reggie was in my sex, my emotions, in charge of all my fantasies. He wouldn’t leave until he’d explored every inch of me. Just before I fell asleep, it occurred to me that perhaps I was just as much inside Reggie as he was in me. Perhaps he needed me and our drama as much as I needed him. It was a challenging, daring thought. Then again, it might just be another foolish fantasy. I shouldn’t try to romanticize the man. I very much doubt he’d approve.




  


  Chapter Twelve


  My new obsession drove me day and night, the waiting, the imagining, the wild fantasies. This was my choice, he’d made that clear and I didn’t feel the least bit forced. But I was compelled. Compelled by desire to be consumed by him. And compelled by a desire to consume him. I saw a fierce passionate battle between us – why that, I don’t know. Maybe that was what I wanted.


  When the thin blue envelope came in the mail on the sixth day after our meeting, my entire body rushed with excitement. The envelope was engraved with his address, my own scrawled boldly across the front.


  “Alexandra.”


  How did he know my full name? I’d never even mentioned it to Will.


  I pulled out the note. Reginald Harold was engraved across the top, and in his bold cursive the message appeared below:


  
Thursday morning, ten o’clock promptly.


  Reggie.


  My heart beat rapidly, my body fired. I raced downstairs to find Will. Six o’clock, certainly he’d be home. Please!


  He answered the door with a hammer in his hand.


  “Hi, what’s up?”


  “A note from Reggie,” I replied. He smiled. “You know?” I said.


  “He told me.”


  “Are you going with me?”


  “I’ll take you but I won’t stay.”


  My heart was beating so fast, I felt out of control.


  “Hey, calm down,” he said, leading me into his kitchen where we sat across from each other just as we had months before when we first met.


  “I’m scared.”


  “You’re living your life, living out your dreams, experiencing your deepest desires. That’s exciting.”


  “I’m still scared. I’m scared that I’ll back away as I’ve done with you.”


  “That’s just the point, he won’t let you.”


  The thought sent chills through me.


  “The pain, Will. I have no idea if I want that at all.”


  “Have no fear, my darling. You’ll be so much in Reggie’s grasp by that time, you’ll be begging for more. And don’t expect the worst, he’s not a brutal man.”


  I wasn’t reassured, but I knew beyond all doubt that I wanted the man.


  “So I’d better go. I have much to do.”


  He kissed me gently.


  “Will, did you tell Reggie that my name is Alexandra?”


  “I didn’t know it was.”


  “I wonder how he knew?”


  Will just smiled. I never would know. I wanted to believe that Reggie was simply intuitively linked to me, so I never asked and he never offered an answer. Maybe it was just a good guess.


  Thursday morning, I stood with Will again waiting at Reggie’s door. I’d been a rollercoaster of emotions since his note arrived, and while I’d been reasonably calm when Will knocked on my door, by the time we made the hour long drive, I was as anxious as I’d ever been. My stomach was a little sour, and I was feeling a bit light-headed. A half an English muffin had been all I could choke down.


  Excitement. Dread. Panic. Lust. They all converged on me, and I had to lean against Will for a moment while I waited for the door to open.


  This time a woman answered our knock. She was older, plain looking, more like someone’s mother than the resident of an unusual house like this – and nothing like the beauties that were bathing poolside when I’d been here before.


  “Thank you, Athena,” Will said, as she took my bags.


  “I’ll put the lady’s things in her room. Reggie is out riding. You can relax in the library or by the pool.”


  I was less in awe of Reggie’s home this time having already been introduced to its opulence. Even so, for a moment as I gazed about, there was a bit of delight knowing that I’d be living in this fabulous house at least for a few weeks, maybe much longer. Funny how things turn out – giving up my job had been the least of my concerns when this was decided. That was something to feel good about. I’d been sticking it out at work, bored as ever for the last year, just waiting for the perfect time to quit and move on. With a decent nest egg in the bank, I had enough to get me through a year if I did nothing else. This was a start to my new life – whatever that might be.


  Will took me directly through the foyer, out the large double doors to the pool where two women sunbathed, and a man swam laps.


  “Alex, this is Heidi and Ann.”


  “Welcome, Reggie said you’d be coming.” Heidi spoke first. “He’s been in a temper today, so watch out, the horses must be giving him a hard time.” Heidi was tall, blonde and very thin, too thin I thought. She wasn’t pretty, but she fit well into the sensually sophisticated atmosphere of Reggie’s domain. Fine ornamentation. Ann, on the other hand, was plump, dark-haired, wearing a sun suit rather than one for swimming. She seemed unlikely in this place with its wild purposes. She could have been my mother’s best friend, or the girl typing next to me at the office.


  “Don’t let Heidi scare you,” Ann said. “Reggie will be as gentle as a lamb to you. He’s only nasty to us, and we know how to fight back.”


  It was nearly eleven when Reggie strode into the pool area from a stairway that must have led down to the stables.


  “Ann, call the vet, I’m not sure of the mare.” Ann took off on the command, while Reggie moved our way.


  He wore jeans, expensive looking cowboy boots, and an open collared blue shirt that showed stable soil on the cuffs. He was wiping his hands on a bandanna that he stuffed in his back pocket, all business giving orders, sending Heidi off on another errand so that Will and I were there alone with him. The man in the pool had disappeared as well.


  He turned to me.


  “Alex, I’ve kept you waiting.” He sat down on the lounge across from my chair, and for the moment, all his attention was on me, almost as if he was picking up where he’d left off the week before. He wasted no time in trivial talk.


  “You’ve chosen to be here.”


  “Yes,” I replied.


  Again his eyes, his startling eyes held me in their grasp. My desire for him was so strong, even stronger now, if that was possible. I wanted to begin right then. I knew I’d do anything he asked of me.


  “You’ve made a choice that will shock you before it’s over, because there is no way to prepare for it. My advice to you is to accept and comply, knowing you may walk away anytime you should choose. I have no other advice to give you but follow along and you’ll do just fine. We lunch here at 12:30. Afterwards, Athena will show you to your room and explain the customs in this house. Then the afternoon is yours. I’ll see you at 6:30 for dinner.”


  He was cold, detached and abrupt. Where I’d known his total attention before, this second time I felt dispensed with when he left, except for one brief moment when he stood to leave, and paused long enough to invite Will to dinner. He laid a hand on my shoulder and a reassuring warmth passed from him to me. Then he was gone.


  After lunch, I followed Athena to my room on the second floor. There must have been six or seven bedrooms along the hallway, but it was not exactly a mansion. The double bed in my room was made up with a lace comforter. Two small antique dressers, a rocking chair and several framed prints were all that adorned the simple room. I liked it immediately, though the furnishings were nothing like I’d seen in the rest of the house.


  “There are a few things you need to know,” Athena said. She was pleasant and direct, and seemed pleased to have me here. “We have breakfast at 7:30, lunch at 12:30 and dinner at 6:30. There’s always food in the kitchen if you miss a meal, which you don’t have to attend. We’re not fussy. You can even call down to me on the phone. My number is ten. I’ll bring you anything you need. Don’t hesitate to seek me out, that’s what I’m here for. Your bath is through there,” she motioned to a door opposite the bed that stood slightly ajar. “Although it also adjoins another guestroom, there’s no one to share it with right now, so you have it to yourself. Reggie will be attending to you most of the time, but when you’re free, you may use the pool and Jacuzzi, walk the grounds or use the library. If you play tennis, Ann will have you out on the courts in no time. Oh, and the TV is in the library.” She stopped there, wondering if she’d missed anything, “Any questions?”


  “I don’t think so, thank you. Will and I thought we’d swim this afternoon.”


  “Well then, you come down to the kitchen when you’re ready and I’ll show you the pool house and a few other things. Will’s been here often enough to know.”


  After unpacking my clothes and placing them neatly in the dresser and closet, I went downstairs to find Will, who was already sunning by the pool. We enjoyed the afternoon swimming and relaxing in the Jacuzzi. There was no mistaking the sensual atmosphere of the estate. It would have been an entirely pleasant afternoon had I not been so apprehensive. However, my thoughts were constantly drawn to Reggie and to what he’d do with me.


  We left the pool by four o’clock, and I went up to my room to dress for dinner, while Will went elsewhere to do the same thing. By six, I found the library where several others had gathered, drinking. Will was there, too, though he was engaged in an intense conversation with a man and I didn’t want to interrupt. Needing a little time to settle my anxiety, I took a seat, content to remain alone and watch the activity in the room without joining in.


  Reggie entered just before it was time to go into the dining room. He was light, charming, delightful with his friends and guests. My eyes were riveted on him, the way he flowed about the room, smiling, maybe chuckling, never laughing outright. His eyes would occasionally meet mine and when they did, they flashed a mysterious expectancy that charged the waiting minutes with an excited kind of wonder. When he finally moved my way, I felt myself dampen between my legs. By then, my body was so sensitive that I could feel the fabric of my short skirt graze against my thighs and bottom and belly. With each small caress my body quickened even more.


  “Drink this, Alexandra,” he said, handing me a glass of clear liquid. He kissed me lightly on the cheek and my body spasmed. I wanted more.


  The drink went down quickly, although I nearly choked on the strong liquor. Thankfully, no one noticed. I felt totally alone in this company of strangers. Even Will was remote from me. It was as if two dramas played simultaneously, the one around me and the one within me.


  Reggie showed us to our seats as we entered the dining room where a massive table was set with heavy china, goblets and silver, almost threatening in its appearance. There was something ominous in entering that space, as if it were the bearer of dark secrets. Here was the entrance to my darker side and what lay beyond this room, and this meal, and these people. I could not escape what the thought of such things was doing to my arousal.


  “Alexandra, sit at my left,” Reggie said. He directed Will to sit at the other end of the table. Michael, whom I’d met at the pool sat next to me, Heidi across the table at Reggie’s right, Elliot, to Heidi’s right, and then Ann across from Will. At the opposite end of the table was Gus, the foreman of the stables. He was a dark surly man, heavily bearded with deep set eyes that cast furtive glances around the room. He seemed suspicious of the gathering. I concluded he’d rather not be present at such a fancy table. He’d be more comfortable sharing beer in the stables with his boss. His close ties with Reggie were apparent to me when I watched them together earlier. His eyes darted about observing, but saying nothing.


  The banter around the table was intriguing, from politics to philosophy to ethics. Lacking confidence, I didn’t speak until Reggie turned to me deliberately.


  “Alexandra, what do you think: is there an absolute good and evil?”


  All eyes around the table stared at me. I must have blushed. “I…” I stumbled over my words.


  Reggie waited patiently.


  “I don’t see any use for absolutes,” I finally gathered myself enough to open my mouth. “They don’t work, there are always circumstances that defy the rules.”


  Reggie looked briefly impressed with my reply, and the conversation went on without me. I felt as if I was bridging the gap between me and the rest of the table, though my triumph was short lived.


  The drink I swallowed so quickly had begun to go to my head. I was glad for the meal that followed, but it was light vegetarian, not nearly as filling as I hoped. Midway through the meal, Reggie plopped another drink in front of me. Again his instructions, “Drink it quickly.”


  “But the other already has me so lightheaded,” I protested. He stared at me coldly in reply. I took a deep breath and nearly threw the drink down my throat. The meal was over.




  


  Chapter Thirteen


  After dinner, we adjourned to the living room, the same room where Reggie had first received me, where I chronicled my fantasies to him in explicit detail. The remembrance of that meeting delighted me as I gazed at the chairs where we’d sat. Heidi and Elliot sat there now, locked in conversation, their heads together like lovers.


  My mind was swimming, the liquor in me rushing to my head. I sidled close to Will, taking his arm in mine and the warmth of his body soothed me. “I’m so glad you’re here,” I whispered.


  He looked down at me with his passionate eyes. I could tell they were warm with desire. “You’ve chosen Reggie as your lover, not me, my dear.” His words coolly defied his lust for me, and seemed to ignore the fact that I was doing this as much for him as I was for me.


  “But Will?” I started to protest.


  “Dive into your choice, Alex, this is your world now.” He stared toward the others. “Make the most of it.” He gently removed my arm from his and strolled away.


  I stood alone, watching Will join Reggie and Gus in an animated conversation. Ann sat comfortably by herself, smoking.


  “Dinner was wonderful, wasn’t it?” I said, approaching her.


  “Frankly, hon, I prefer steak and ribs and all those deliciously fatty things, but yes, for light and healthy, the cook does pretty good.”


  “You don’t mind my asking, but is this your permanent home?”


  “Oh, God forbid!” she replied. “I’m here because of Heidi.” There was a finality in her voice that closed the door on further conversation about her living arrangements.


  “I understand you play tennis?” I asked.


  “As often as I can. Do you play?”


  “Not well.”


  “I’m not choosy about partners, we’ll have to try a game sometime.” She quickly snuffed her cigarette and pushed herself from the couch. “Excuse me, but I need to rescue poor Elliot,” she explained.


  Alone again, I couldn’t find a way to join the others. Will didn’t want me near him. Ann, Elliot and Heidi seemed deeply involved with each other. I’d never approach Reggie and Gus just plain frightened me. Besides, beneath all my fears, I was quaking inside waiting for the night’s drama to begin – if it would begin at all. Trying to make small talk seemed pretty ridiculous at this point.


  I watched Reggie move among the others. Richly alive, his confident demeanor fascinated me. With Ann he touched her affectionately, and her face lit up in response to his witty comments, which I was unable to hear. For Heidi there was the infectious smile and his deliciously warm laugh. She just snarled at him like a petulant child, and then smoothed it over with aloof detachment.


  To Gus, Elliot and Will, he was a pleasant companion, moving deftly to each of them, putting on a face that befit the essence of each man. With Gus, he appeared coarse. With Elliot he was almost fatherly. And with Will, to my surprise, he was most natural, relaxed as if Will was his only true friend in the group. But then Will was just Will, he was always easy to be near.


  My body trembled with anticipation when Reggie finally caught my eye. The energy that had passed between us had grown progressively stronger as the night wore on. With his attention on me now, my anxiety leapt to my throat. He had a power about him that made me shudder as he fixed himself on me. Yet when he moved across the room and placed his hand on my arm, he didn’t woo me with casual talk or lively banter. He was simple and discreet.


  “Come with me.”


  The truth was, he’d been seducing me all night, just as he had the first day we met. I was alive with desire, with a physical, animal heat, and was prepared to do anything to have him completely. How could I have betrayed my love for Will so easily? That’s exactly what I had done.


  We moved together into the den, with Will following close. Elliot and Gus who had slipped away earlier were waiting there. I was surprised to see the four of them, when all night I’d been assuming that my initiation would be with Reggie alone. My body registered the horror, and the fear that gripped me threatened to overcome me fully and send me bolting from the room.


  “Alexandra, on the footstool,” Reggie commanded before I could act on my fear. His authoritative words brought me out of my troubling thoughts, and I immediately gazed around the room, noting the simple furnishings which were in a modern style much like the living room, although the atmosphere was more intimate. As mentioned, a broad leather footstool sat angled in front of the fireplace.


  “Now,” he prompted me. I looked at him, as he stood firmly planted in the space before me. He returned my gaze with his own steely stare.


  The entire room was motionless. Will, Elliot, Gus, all eyes fixed on me. I looked at each and each in turn seemed to climb inside me, suspending me in an unparalleled moment of expectancy. Then in a quick burst of courage, I moved around the sofa to the stool before the fireplace and sat.


  I wore a short tight knit skirt in a deep purple color. My silvery sweater was low-cut, revealing the swell of my breasts rising above the bra beneath. Sitting on the stool, the skirt rose so high on my thighs that I had to hold my legs tightly together to keep from flashing my crotch. The stool was lower than a normal chair height, which meant that my knees were raised above my bottom, making the position entirely too awkward for comfort. There was no place to hide, no way to look poised and self-assured.


  Reggie descended on me swiftly, capturing all my attention and all my thoughts, holding me subject to his manipulation. He knelt on one knee in front of me, and seeing my hands fidget nervously in my lap, he purposefully took them in his and held them tight. Oh my, how warm they were against my cool clammy skin.


  “Relax, Alex. You’re doing just fine,” he said softly, privately, as if there was no one else in the room. I didn’t think I was ‘doing just fine’ at all, but I was too spooked to say a word. Feeling so vulnerable and small, I had the sudden feeling that this was all wrong, I shouldn’t be here, and I’d be doing myself a huge favor if I got up and left. But the way he held my hands, I couldn’t move. Something in me refused to pull away even if my mind was screaming for me to do just that. “You’re doing fine,” he repeated, then he picked up my hands and carefully placed each one on an outer edge of the stool. In that position, I couldn’t slump forward and my breasts jutted out as if on display. “Be proud of who you are and what you’re doing,” he continued to keep me mesmerized as he grasped each knee and pulled them wide apart. Anyone standing before me could see all the way to my crotch. The message clear: he had taken charge of me. I couldn’t tell if the others in the room were looking, but in that intimate moment, no one else in the room mattered but Reggie and me.


  “Alex, you will follow my directions without question,” he said with a gravitas that went right to my surrendering soul. “This is important, your initiation. How this goes will tell me a good deal about you and the training that will follow.” The force of his words grabbed hold of me, and in the huge silence that followed, he seemed to say, “You will hold on, I’ll see to that. I am the master of this drama.” I trusted him; and that trust and my desire kept me from fleeing.


  Reggie knew my fears, all my apprehensions and desires, whether I’d voiced them or not. From this point there was no turning back. He’d look like a fool if I defied him after this, so he took a moment more with me, searching for something in me that only he could detect, something that might alter his plans for the night. He looked for a flaw, perhaps a defect of character that would judge me unworthy of his attention. It was a cautious deliberate search, his perusal so circumspect that it felt as if he were inspecting me from the inside out. Apparently he found nothing. Satisfied that I was sufficiently in his power, he returned my silence with a last lingering glance, then rose to begin, moving rapidly away from me to a place of command behind the sofas.


  “Elliot,” Reggie’s voice rose in volume, passionate and forceful. “It’s time that Alexandra was initiated. Will you do the honors?”


  “Yes sir.” Elliot smiled. I suddenly quaked with fright.


  I hadn’t paid attention to Elliot that evening; he didn’t share Reggie’s power or even Will’s; and he was nothing like the darkly brooding stableman, Gus. Elliot was instead an elegant, polished young man, aristocratic in his bearing but almost prissy, suggesting a pampered youth, a man of carnal lust, but certainly no purpose.


  Reggie, on the other hand, moved about the room with direction, intention and great vigor; a chameleon of moods, he charged the moment with his mastery, orchestrating our play. This was his work and his passion. Exacting, commanding, sure and experienced, he was ruthless about the role he assumed. Was he cruel too? I wondered.


  “Alexandra,” his voice boomed, “have you ever been taken in the ass?”


  “God no!” I gasped. Though my reply screamed from within me, I was barely able to speak above a whisper. Tears began to well up in my eyes, not that my display of emotion mattered to anyone but me.


  “Speak up!” he insisted.


  “No. No,” I shouted back. “I’ve never been taken in the ass.”


  “Good.” He stopped pacing some ten feet from me and looked me directly in the eye.


  “Stand up.”


  I stood. My body seemed to waver as I was dizzy with fear. His eyes pierced through me as if they alone were holding me upright.


  “Lift your skirt.”


  “I can’t,” I whispered, my limbs were frozen.


  His eyes penetrated deeper, his voice steely cold, “Now.”


  I hesitated, and then my fingers seemed to move on their own, finding their way to the bottom of my skirt, and tugging at the hem. Four pairs of eyes watched intently, though I looked only at Reggie, as my skirt rose just above my garters.


  “Higher,” he commanded.


  I pulled the skirt higher still, soon aware that my brief panties and the whiteness of my belly above them were becoming visible to everyone in the room. I shivered so fiercely that I suddenly went cold.


  “Now remove your panties.”


  Again I hesitated, long enough to feel the determination behind Reggie’s instruction. He didn’t have to speak.


  I told myself to relax, the word continuing like a mantra until I finally took a deep breath, ran my fingers under the elastic of the pale blue panties and drew them down over my ass and thighs. Letting them drop to the floor, I disentangled them from my feet, and then stood upright before the four men with my sex naked and visible. I closed my eyes so as not to see them staring at me. Though as I did, Reggie came to me and raised my chin in his gentle hand, “Open your eyes, Alexandra. Look at them. See how they look at you.”


  I trembled uneasily, but obeyed. I thought Gus would leap out and devour me. Elliot was all lust. Looking at Will was the worst. I instantly recoiled, seeing how cold he’d become, nearly the mirror of Reggie himself.


  For all my nerves and fright, however, my body betrayed my lust. The warmth of my desire had flooded through me, leaving my pussy glistening with female dew, and me with no way to hide the physical response with it so blatantly on display. Whatever Reggie had in mind, I wanted it now. For all the humiliation I’d suffered, I needed some sort of satisfaction. I didn’t even care if it was Elliot’s cock in my ass.


  Moments passed into minutes, which passed into an eternity. How much longer did I have to wait?


  At last Reggie’s voice reached out to me and grabbed me with his next command.


  “Face the fireplace,” he ordered.


  That was easy enough.


  “Now kneel on the stool.”


  Even that I did with some ease. I knew the men were looking but at least I didn’t have to look at them.


  “Spread your knees wide apart,” he commanded with a growing urgency in his voice.


  “Wider,” he raised his voice when I didn’t respond fast enough to please him.


  I complied again, moving my knees as far apart as the stool would allow.


  “Now bend over, head and shoulders to the leather.”


  As I bent down, I could see Will behind me from the corner of my eye. The coldness had vanished, replaced by apprehension that matched my own. It was fleeting, but still a comfort.


  As I followed Reggie’s instructions, he moved to me and pushed my upper body firmly into the cold leather. His hand was firm, and the authority behind it almost made me orgasm right there. I clutched the front legs to keep my balance, and as the air caressed my upturned rear, I became painfully aware of how exposed I was in the awkward pose. Despite that fact, I found myself strangely pleased that I was in the center of this drama, the focus of their attention. I wanted more. I wanted their hands all over me, their fingers and tongues probing my womanly cleft, getting me off. If only that were Reggie’s game.


  “Open wider,” he snapped. “Let’s see your virgin target.” He shoved down until I could go no further and the skin of my behind was drawn tight. My asshole was there for them to see along with the juices leaking from my sex below. The position was uncomfortable, and I might have collapsed had Reggie not read my mind and offered a few words to inspire me. “You’ll need to hold yourself in place, or I’ll tie you down.”


  I looked at the world from upside down, seeing Elliot approaching my backside with his fully erect cock protruding from his trousers. It was sheathed, longer but not as thick as Will’s. I tried to imagine it thrusting into my body. I watched him grease it with a thick white cream, then saw Reggie take a handful for himself. He smeared it around my anal hole, prodding the delicate opening with a finger. I gasped inside and practically jerked myself from the tenuous pose. The invasion alarmed me and I waited, wondering what it would feel like to have the heft of a man’s cock inside that tight space.


  When Reggie finally moved away Elliot moved in for the christening. He grabbed hold of my ass with firm hands, squeezing hard enough to hurt. Then came the head of his erection, probing the rim of my anus, teasing me for so long that I wondered if he’d enter me at all. Without warning, he suddenly shoved himself into the tight place. It didn’t want to give, and I nearly toppled forward, feeling a pain so rich and foreign to my body, I couldn’t believe its intensity. As he thrust deeper, I heard Reggie’s voice rise above my anguished moans, “Relax, Alexandra.” But his words were lost on me, the pain was just too much.


  Elliot continued to move in and out of my channel. To relax was impossible, each movement was less bearable than the one before.


  “Stop, please stop, oh please! I can’t take it!” I finally blurted out. I collapsed into the leather, yanking Elliot’s cock from my ass.


  “The bitch needs tying,” I heard a cruel voice shout. Gus.


  “Get up, Alexandra,” Reggie overruled him. He stood beside me with a steadying hand on my back. “You will get through this, I promise you. Now get back on your knees and make every effort to relax. And breathe.”


  Following his order, I repositioned myself on the stool, breathing deeply, trying to relax as Elliot thrust himself into me once again – much slower this time. He took it easy at the start, allowing me the chance to get used to the odd sensations his cock produced. It wasn’t long before he was plowing into me more vigorously, losing himself in his own pleasure and ignoring me completely. I felt his wildness – it was almost more than I could stand. The pain was constant for a while, then eased off, then rose up again when Elliot began to fuck me harder. He kneaded my ass; he pinched my clit below. He must have liked the way I responded because he kept up the brutal play until I cried and moaned, and thrashed about as much as the position allowed. Despite the intensity of his abuse, I knew I found some pleasure in that fucking – some mysterious part of me seemed to love being forced to submit this way. He banged away inside my ass until he went suddenly rigid with his groin pressed against me. He remained there for a moment, a deep cry welling up from within. He’d started to come. With him locked against me, his fists grasping my flesh, spasm after spasm wracked his body. His heat poured into me like nothing I’d ever before experienced. I felt him welded to me, his cock belonging to me, and a feeling of profound satisfaction, even pleasure, that I had lowered myself enough to serve him in this way.


  When he pushed me away and his cock withdrew, I collapsed against the stool only to discover a fresh new pain envelope my body. There was a constant throbbing, a dull ache, and occasionally sharp shooting pains when I moved. I waited, immobilized, not wanting to budge from that place.


  As the minutes passed and the pain began to subside, I found myself turning my attention to the pleasure building in my body. The heat had warmed me, and my own need to release was beginning to well up from within. I could feel myself start to grind against the stool, but I quickly stopped, reminded that I’d just been violated in the presence of three men, in the presence of my own lover. Thoughts of my exposure, and the rudeness of the assault overpowered my pleasure and drove it far from me. Perhaps I blacked out. I don’t remember time passing, or voices or bodies about me, or doors opening and closing. I remember nothing until a cool chill of air greeted my naked ass and gentle hands pulled me carefully from the stool. Elliot’s hands.


  We were alone. I gazed about the deserted room, which seemed so innocent in its well ordered arrangement. So calm. So serene now that the passion had been spent. I looked at Elliot, with his weapon of assault now tucked inside his trousers. He was calm. He’d had his pleasure and was now waiting on me.


  As I stood, I pulled my skirt down to cover my nakedness. Why had he stayed? Was he with me on Reggie’s command? I considered the strange circumstances, being ministered to by the very man who had attacked me in the crudest sort of violation. Yet I hadn’t any real feelings for him one way or the other; and he had none for me I surmised by his cool detachment.


  All of a sudden, I understood how my time with Reggie would play out. I awakened with amazing clarity, knowing that everything had been prearranged, Reggie designing it all from the moment I entered the living room. He’d designed my violation, and the consolation now. I was being carefully managed, manipulated into submission and humiliation by a master of the craft. Ah yes! It was my choice, but this was his drama to contrive. I was just a player – like all the others were players in his game. Hadn’t Will said as much?


  And where was Reggie now?


  Would this be how my training would continue?


  This knack for drama and mastery was Reggie’s gift. If I surmised correctly, he would devise and plan and set into motion scenes to stimulate my desires and allow me to experience them firsthand. But he intended to observe detached. He wouldn’t be my lover. He had no intention of passionately taking me. All my desires to have him, to be the welcomed plaything in his bed, were a foolish fantasy.


  I despised him for that. But in that moment a fresh resolve was born in me. He wouldn’t get away with this detachment; he wouldn’t move me so and remain so cool. I could feel a fire burning deep in me, a rage to join the pain my body felt. It infused me with a determination to conquer him, and make him lust for me so passionately that he couldn’t contain himself behind that careful composure. I would chip away at his practiced resolve. I’d make him want me, and I would have him. I would have all of him for me – no matter what the cost. Why this was so important to me I couldn’t say. But it seemed the only way I could deal with my awakening desire was to, at least in my small private way, conquer it by conquering the master.




  


  Chapter Fourteen


  I returned to my bedroom as fast as I possibly could and lay on my bed for some time, my anger turning into fierce resolve. Soon the darkness of the room surrounded me with a blanket of calm, and my emotions finally settled.


  As the warm cushion of the bed enveloped me in its sensual texture, and the pain of my backside reminded me of the scene I’d just created (Oh yes! I knew that I’d created this, even though I didn’t want to admit how closely the scenario resembled my inner fantasies), I found myself aroused. My body was so filled with sensation, it begged for some release, but I didn’t even try to masturbate. The hurt I’d suffered was still strong enough to overrule thoughts of pleasure. He was fucking with my fantasies – interjecting his own, and I couldn’t stand that.


  I turned on the bedside lamp to inspect my rear, and to my surprise, there was no evidence that anything had taken place. No reddened skin where Elliot’s hands had so vigorously massaged. A closer inspection revealed no real damage. I was sore, very sore but any pain was far more internal than external.


  As I reached to turn off the lamp and sleep, I noticed a cloth covered notebook on the table, its pages blank. Tucked inside, a blue folded sheet of Reggie’s stationery bore the words: “Write the truth completely, remember the total truth.”


  “How dare he!” I scowled aloud. I tore the paper in two and flung the book against the wall, the pages flying to the floor. I proceeded to the bath, too angry to sleep.


  The morning that streamed through my window hit the bed with brilliant white light. Dust danced in the sunshine making the room seem to glimmer. My body glowed warmly as I lay still, the place between my legs damp with expectancy. Yet I jerked in agony as I moved. Remembering the night before, I found my anger returning.


  It was seven o’clock. A breakfast tray sat neatly at my bedside. “Damn them! They think I can’t come down for breakfast. I’ll show the bastards!”


  I dressed and descended the front stairs on my way to the dining room, walking carefully so as not to reveal the discomfort I felt. I noticed the startled look in Reggie’s eyes when I entered the room.


  “Where’s Will?” I asked evenly.


  “He needed to leave,” Reggie replied. “He said to tell you he’d be here Saturday morning. We were just starting breakfast. You want to join us?”


  “Yes,” I answered without hesitation, and I gingerly took a seat next to Ann at the table.


  “Alexandra, would you like a walk in the garden this morning?” Reggie asked while passing me a plate of bacon and eggs. “I don’t believe you’ve had the chance to see the them.”


  “Certainly,” I replied. “What kind of gardens do you have?”


  “Oh, Alex, the flowers are gorgeous,” Ann gushed. “Reggie has some magnificent roses.”


  “Are these are some of them?” I asked, plucking a pink rose from the arrangement before me.


  “Yes, they are,” Reggie replied. “I picked them this morning.”


  I recognized them. Several of the same pink buds decorated the tray by my bedside. I wondered for a moment if I’d misjudged the situation.


  Exiting through the French doors in the dining room, we took our stroll after breakfast, down the brick path that led to a wisteria covered arbor and the entrance to the most exquisite place I’d ever seen. Quite contrary to the more modern look of the house, this secluded garden was from another time, English perhaps, perfectly planted with each flower blooming vibrantly, the colors well placed next to its neighbors to accentuate the entire effect. And in the center of each flowerbed, roses grew. Yellow, white, pink, red, salmon and pale yellow tinged with pink, my favorite.


  “I like these best,” I said, lightly touching the petals of a pink bush.


  “I demand honesty, Alex,” Reggie announced, ignoring my casual comment. “Your actions lie and so does your conversation.” He sat on a stone bench expecting me to sit with him. I walked instead, knowing the cold stone would only add to the pain that was already there. I turned to face him, and as soon as his steely cold eyes met mine, I knew I was caught in my own game.


  “You want me to tell you how hurt I am?” I asked. “If it makes you happy, yes, I’m damned uncomfortable. I consider last night’s ravaging a violation. I neither asked for it, dreamed it, or desired it.” I could feel the anger welling up again. “You’re going to tell me that being here is my choice, and so was last night. And you’re right. I gave myself to you, for you to use me any way you want. I played your game. But I want you to know that I hated it.” My voice rose, surprisingly strong. I couldn’t continue at the risk of turning my rage into tears.


  “What I did to you last night was cruel. I intended it to be that way. And I’ll be cruel to you again, but you’ll desire it, just as you desired it last night.”


  “I did not desire that last night!” I shouted back, annoyed that he’d even think that.


  “Oh, but Alexandra, you did. You loved it.” He was calm and cold in his assessment of me.


  “No!” I came back passionately.


  “And what’s more, you desire my mastery over you, you desire every minute of the drama. You’re addicted to it, just as I am. Accept it, my dear, we played ourselves brilliantly last night, and even now you’re enjoying your rage.”


  “I have every reason to be upset.”


  “I know. Unfortunately for you, I’m the master of this game and you are not.”


  How could I hate him and want him so much at the same time? He saw right through my hatred to the desire behind it; and for that I hated him most.


  He got up and walked to me, staring at me with eyes not as cold as before. “Your little scene at breakfast is certain to be causing you some discomfort. If I didn’t know you were already tremendously sore I’d spank your ass for being so foolish. Spend the remainder of the day resting.” He lifted my chin in his hand so I couldn’t look away. “You’re hurt and your body needs to heal. Spend the rest of the day in bed, that’s an order. Athena can bring you anything you need including cream for your bottom.”


  “You knew I’d be hurt?”


  “Of course, but I knew you wanted it. There’s no real damage done. The pain will subside faster than you think. And the sooner you admit that you loved that scene, witnesses and all, the sooner your pleasure will begin.”


  “Never,” I exploded jerking away.


  “I don’t expect you to understand, that is my job. But what I’m designing for you is exactly what you want.”


  “Stop saying that. I don’t agree at all.” I must have sounded like a petulant five year old, but I really didn’t care.


  “Fine. But go to bed and heal your body. It’s of no use to me now, and I want it well cared for. Use the journal to channel your anger. That’s what it’s for.” He was completely cold and steely once again, and clearly tired of my anger and denial.


  I was about to turn away and leave, but he was quick to stop me.


  He pulled me back by the arm. “I’m not done with you.” My eyes flashed, but I remained calm. “I want you to masturbate yourself to orgasm six times between now and five o’clock tomorrow evening. I’ll be in to see you then, be bathed and ready for me.”


  I watched him walk away. My body suddenly ached so furiously I was afraid I’d not be able to make it back to my room. When I did, I collapsed into my bed. As a breeze blew gently through the window I slept, and I didn’t wake until it was nearly dark. When I did rise, I bathed for a long time. I ate the tray of food Athena brought, and soothed myself with the balm she gave me. When I finished, I sat on my bed looking out into the trees that were turning black in the shadows of night. I was not tired. Reggie was constantly in my mind. I couldn’t make myself think of anything else, just Reggie and his driving power, his fleeting tenderness and his cruelty side by side, his light and dark so simply blended. I wanted both sides of him. And for a moment I did consider that perhaps I’d really created the night before, that being treated so fiercely was what I desired. Perhaps Reggie was right. But I only considered the idea briefly.


  I gazed at the blue notebook still lying against the baseboard where I’d thrown it. Retrieving it, I looked at its blank pages and began to write. Everything. Everything that had led to that moment, about Jane and the bar and the Red Rose and Will – who I seemed to have completely abandoned. The memories were so powerful that I stopped several times to masturbate. The details were all there in rich detail – the fantasies, the desires, even my aborted attempts to experience my awakening sexuality. As I finished, the night was nearly gone. With traces of dawn beginning to appear in the sky, I finally lay down to sleep once more.




  


  Chapter Fifteen


  When I woke, it was past three, and the air was redolent with the fragrance of a late summer afternoon. Longer shadows made strange patterns on the bed, and a musty warm breeze scented the air. He’d be coming at five and I needed to bathe. Rising from the bed, I began my routine in the bath taking great care with each step. I wanted to be perfect for him. How did he want me? Dressed? In my robe? Made up? He always used the simplest words when speaking to me, if he wanted me dressed he’d have said so. As five o’clock approached, I donned my robe and sat in the one chair in the room.


  He entered just as I heard the clock from the library chime the hour.


  “I see you’ve rested,” he said as he closed the door behind him. He smelled of coffee, combined with an earthy stable smell and just a hint of his cologne. He was wearing jeans and a casual shirt suggesting that he’d been riding that afternoon.


  “I do feel much better,” I replied. My anger from the day before was gone, but already the thought of his next game had me anxious.


  “Still sore?”


  “Yes.”


  “And did you orgasm as I instructed?”


  “I did, but just five times.” I’d planned to lie, but the truth spilled out regardless.


  “Then finish now,” he said. “Move to your bed and open your robe.”


  As I did, Reggie arranged the chair so that he could view me. As strange and intimate as his presence was, the masturbation was not as difficult as I’d have thought. I imagined seducing him, having him come to me and tongue my swollen cunt, or run his hands over my flesh, toy with my nipples and kiss my lips. I gave the moment my complete attention with the hope of making him squirm with desire for me, eager to touch my body even if his silly rules said otherwise.


  I rubbed my hands over my skin, then pinched my nipples until they were hard. As my hands moved lower, my fingers found their way through the tuft of hair at my cunt, and then found their way to the private place between my thighs that glistened with my dew.


  Reggie watched as if mesmerized, finally saying, “Lick the juices from your fingers.”


  I withdrew my fingers from my crotch, and for the first time tasted my own sweet nectar. Resuming my play, I found the bud of my sex and began to vibrate it with the movement of my well tuned fingers. As my desire built, I was quickly lost in the mounting sensations. My hips began to rock, swaying to the rhythm of my inner body, and I whimpered softly in a spasm of delight when I came. I continued to shudder afterwards, relishing every luscious feeling that rippled through me until the sensations finally died away.


  For one brief moment, I saw real desire in his eyes, and felt a private moment of triumph. I hoped for more, but Reggie had already moved on.


  “You’ll be my hostess tonight,” he informed me, “we’ll be serving dinner to twenty tonight.” He must have seen the apprehension in my face because he added, “This should be an easy night for you, Alex. Don’t start worrying now.”


  He moved to the closet and rifled past my clothes to the ones that had been hanging there when I arrived, finally pulling out a white leather dress. It was strapless, short, with a deep slit in the back. A design of leather flowers was woven into the dress, starting at the bosom and cascading down the front where the flowers gathered into a larger design at the hem. The soft leather felt like butter to my touch, and I shivered from the warmth it sent through me.


  I noticed hanging with the dress a matching leather garter belt.


  “Put this on,” he said, and he sat again in the chair as I removed my robe. Being totally nude before him was a new level of exposure, one that both excited and frightened me. He watched me closely as I adjusted the garter belt and carefully raised the stockings over my legs and thighs, fastening the garters and pulling them tight until they were snug.


  I stepped cautiously into the dress, feeling the leather surround my bare breasts and skin producing a lovely erotic sensation. Reggie stood to zip the back for me then turned me around, our eyes looking down at my chest. The dress pushed my breasts into a cleavage that made them look much larger than they were. “Just as I hoped,” he said. I assume he approved.


  As expected, the slit in the back made no secret of my inner thighs. It rose up high enough to easily expose my bottom to any hand that chose to probe me there. And the gathered leather flowers in the front raised the hemline so that it revealed the top of the stockings and the garters. I stared in the mirror, deciding that I liked the way it looked.


  “Your makeup,” Reggie prompted me.


  I sat at the dressing table, seeing an entire array of colors before me. Though I wasn’t accustomed to wearing a lot of make-up, I dove into the project, applying color to my lids in a way similar to what I remembered from models in fashion magazines. I fooled with my hair until it was just right and was about to apply perfume, when Reggie caught my arm to stop me. He withdrew from his pocket a small vial, and dabbed the stopper on my neck, my arms, and my newfound cleavage. The scent was dark, a bit mysterious, much more sophisticated than what I wore at home. I could feel his breath on me as he paid particular attention to each spot he placed the scent. A wave of desire ran through my body having him so intimately attending to me.


  Obviously he had a vision in mind, and that made me titter all the more. And he wasn’t finished. From the same pocket he withdrew a pair of diamond stud earrings which he fixed at my ears. His hands were careful, and his touch to my soft skin sent warm chills through my body. Such exquisite tenderness from a man who could, in the next breath, be so heartless.


  I smiled, hoping for his smile in return, but received only the same impassive expression.


  “One last thing,” he said, as once again he pulled an item from his pocket; this time a collar to match the dress. This was no normal fetish collar, the kind I’d seen on-line, but one that been made of several leather pieces sewn together in the same floral pattern as on the dress. He fit it snugly around my neck, tying it at the base of my neck with the two ends dangling down my back. I hadn’t realized how provocative a collar could be, or how thrilling it would be to feel leather tightly encasing my neck. The smell of it made me think of dungeons and scenes of depravity. I felt bound, submissive – Reggie’s submissive. I longed for him to tell me how beautiful or alluring or sexy he’d made me. Anything. Any compliment at all. But he made no comment. Once my dressing was complete so was his job.


  “I’ll be back in fifteen minutes,” he said as he left the room. It was six-fifteen.


  In exactly fifteen minutes, Reggie returned, dressed and ready to go downstairs, completely transformed. He’d shed his stable clothes in favor of more formal attire, white shirt, a trendy black coat, obviously quite expensive, a pair of grey slacks and Italian loafers. He smelled of soap and cologne Even his mood had changed. There was a sharpness about his attitude suggesting that he was preparing himself for something special tonight. He had the casual elegance of a Hollywood heartthrob. It would be hard not to desire a man so handsome, so perfectly put together. I’d taken a step back to see him anew, and quite differently than I’d seen him in the past couple of days. For the moment, away from my own issues, I realized that I honestly knew nothing about him. He was all dazzle, drama, smoke and mirrors, but the real man? He lay buried beneath the pretense and the cunning. Perhaps that was what had me so stirred up and determined to claim his affections.


  “Shall we greet our guests?” he asked, and taking my arm we descended to the library where a small crowd had gathered. We were well-matched arm in arm, the way we were dressed, and the way our bodies seemed to blend so well together. I hoped that this was the beginning of more intimacy between us. I was ready to let go of the fiasco surrounding my initiation, hoping to start fresh.


  “May I present Alexandra,” Reggie said as his guests noticed our entrance. I left his side to shake their hands and embrace them, and they graciously returned my greeting. Will was there and at my side, plopping an enormous kiss on my lips.


  “You look sensational.” His coldness from Thursday was apparently long forgotten. Yet as Will and I made our way around the room together, I no longer felt as if I were his, and for his part, he kept himself slightly distanced. I was bound to Reggie, and though Will was familiar and comfortable to me, I wanted to be with Reggie now. I wondered if Reggie felt bound to me as well.


  At dinner Reggie and I sat at opposite ends of a long table, with many guests between us. Reggie didn’t glance at me even once that I noticed. I sufficed by being as charming a hostess as I knew how, and found the conversation surprisingly easy. Wine flowed, and my head swam in a delicious high. I was warmed by the laughter and playful innuendo, and nearly forgot the soreness of my body. The revelry of this group and the sensuous mood was infectious.


  After dinner we adjourned to the library, my head still swimming and my body seeming to blend with the others as the evening proceeded in its unique kind of rhythm. And when the drama of the night commenced, amazing in its naturalness, I was drawn into its delights with an ease that surprised me.


  Heidi and another female guest, a lovely brunette, were in the center of the room, and as if totally oblivious to those around them, they began to play with each other, first caressing each other lightly, their faces brushing up together coyly, as if this were the first time they made love. I seriously doubt that, but it was nonetheless amazing to watch. Their tongues reached out, their lips met, they kissed in a sensuous and loving way like delicate flowers opening to each other. Heidi’s long lanky body blended into the softer more voluptuous other woman, as their hands began a more intimate exploration. When their clothes began to fall around their feet, they continued their passionate fondling. Soon their bodies were nearly nude, clothed only in lace thong panties. Not since the night when Will had taken me to a sex party had I witnessed such openly erotic behavior. That night I was so petrified that I hadn’t appreciated what I found so enchanting this time. I was aroused by the two women, remembering the passionate night with Jane, the feel of her hands on my body, the way she kissed my lips, brought me to climax, and the erotic drama she enacted afterwards for my hungering eyes to enjoy. I wanted to be part of this drama, too, right in the midst of the provocative show.


  As the two women dropped to a leather chaise, they began to make love more aggressively, moving with little restraint, finding pussies wet and tongues ready to satisfy their building lust. I couldn’t take my eyes from them, and so engrossed, I didn’t notice Reggie approach me from behind and place his arm gently around my waist. When I finally realized he was there, a new thrill surged through me as we watched together for some time. I felt his crotch against my back, and if I’m not mistaken the feel of his cock throbbing against my ass.


  As the two women fondled each exquisite part, hands over soft mounds of flesh, over folds and bulges, and satiny thighs, I sensed those same hands on me, each part of me coming alive with their delicate touch. They appeared to lose themselves in the moment, until they were undulating as one. When Heidi made her way down her lover’s body to her neatly trimmed sex, the brunette opened her thighs wide, exposing her pussy, which was shaved clean so that there was no obstruction to Heidi’s gentle exploration of her pink folds.


  Feeding off their passionate performance, the room was beginning to stir, guests reaching out to caress the person closest to them, lips meeting, bodies undulating until the entire room had tuned itself to the same erotic rhythms as the lovemaking females. Ann moved forward to join Heidi and the brunette, fitting into their sexual play as if she’d belonged with them all along.


  “Join them, Alexandra, and enjoy yourself,” Reggie whispered in my ear. My body raced with excitement hearing his command. Although I didn’t feel so commanded by his words, just gently nudged into doing something we both knew I desired. I was grateful for the little push. As I began to move forward, and the others received me as a welcome part of their erotic play, I was drawn by the naturalness of our female sexuality. Their hands tenderly unzipped my dress and began to cuddle my breasts as they fell free. A lovely brunette with long hair and olive skin began to make love to the pale white mounds, sucking my nipples and tenderly torturing the flesh with tiny bites. The sensation traveled downward to my cunt adding to my mounting arousal. I reclined on my side as rougher, forceful hands opened my thighs wide and tongues from both the front and rear began to probe my private spaces. The contrast of the hard and soft, gentle and demanding, aggressive and delicate initiated a series of spasms. Something wicked arose in me. I gazed beyond the moving tableau of women, realizing that I was now the center of the room. Those in the outer circle who watched took their inspiration from me. I’d never felt so exposed and so powerful. The only thing to mar the moment was seeing Will enjoying the attentions of a pretty redhead, but before the pang of jealously took hold, my attention was diverted back to the women around me and what their skilled hands and sensuous mouths were doing to my expanding desire.


  For a time I tried to hold back the flood of sensation; I didn’t want this amazing scene to end too soon. But then my desire reached a tipping point, and I could no longer stave off the pressing need. Swept away by sensation, the orgasm was on me, and soon a shuddering flood of spasms racked my lower body, exploding nerve ends until I thought I’d burst apart.


  Once the last of the spasms had died off and I came back to consciousness, I began to notice the women around me – the numbers had grown, creating a sea of naked women writhing around me. Without much prompting I found myself aggressively kissing a beautiful Latino woman. My hand instinctively went for her wet snatch, drawing juices from her cunt and offering my fingers for her mouth to lick. The role was awkward for me, but I seemed to move instinctually. Her gasping, whimpering, thrashing about inspired me, and I loved looking at her grimacing face when she came. She slunk away before I could speak with her, and by then, I was beginning to come down from the wild high, feeling more self-conscious with no new lover on which to center my attention. I found myself retreating, waiting for the scene to play out. I could not forget the many times I’d imagined just such a scene in my fantasies. Those images led me forward as I claimed a piece of my sexuality that, for all its natural appeal, still seemed verboten.


  The guests began to disperse about the house, in couples and threesomes heading off to bedrooms upstairs, others to simply sleep on couches and pillows in the library and living room. I’m sure I could have joined them, but I really didn’t know what to do next. I thought I’d seen Will, but I didn’t want to seek him out and Reggie was nowhere in sight. Truth was, I was happy to slip away on my own. Exhausted now, I returned to my room and fell into the softness of my bed relishing its warmth. With mixed emotions, I recalled the hands that played so adeptly with my body. I thought of little else, yet before I drifted off to sleep, I noticed that the blue notebook was missing from my bedside table. I knew Reggie had taken it.




  


  Chapter Sixteen


  Sunday I rested.


  Monday, as soon as the sun broke Reggie was in my room pulling me from bed.


  “Put these on,” he said, handing me clothes. Jeans, a t-shirt, socks and work shoes. I could barely keep my eyes open, still groggy from sleep as he led me to the stables. The pink and orange sky of dawn blazed behind the corral where we stopped, and the air was so alive that I quickly awakened from my dazed stupor.


  There before me two spirited horses pranced, stomping, biting each other in a wild foreplay. There was some electric in their movements, something base and feral and untamed. When the stallion mounted the mare, I watched in amazement as their furious banging exploded into violent animal sex.


  At the base of my own body, I felt the tremor of their joining as if they gathered from their coupling a force that reached inside to grab those who watched the magnificent spectacle. My own body desired such heat, such violence and such passion.


  Reggie watched the pair with a fixed gaze, seemingly lifted to some other sphere by the frenzied act. I could sense his body heat rising too, his passion and mine feeding off each other, like the stallion and the mare. Both couplings were destined to continue until complete. I didn’t know if he was aware of the force between us, but that didn’t matter, I did. And I planned to use it to get what I so desperately wanted.


  Reggie was master of the stables, too. He was not as charming and witty in this place, but inclined to be even more detached and severe than normal. This was not a genteel feminine world, and the men here conversed without the niceties of polite conversation – although I can’t say that Reggie was crude in particular. I doubt that he would ever lose the dignity that came with his position.


  When he finally turned toward me to explain my presence at the stables, I was completely unprepared for what he had planned. “Alexandra, you’ll be serving Gus this week. You are to follow his instructions as if they were mine. Understand that he is quite anxious to lay his belt on your tender ass. So if you fail to comply with his wishes or do your work up to his standards he will punish you without hesitation. With my blessing.” His voice and demeanor were icy cold; I didn’t expect anything else, but the message he delivered certainly made me experience a whole new level of fear. Serve Gus. Really? “Oh, and Alexandra, I’ve read the blue notebook. You’ve been quite candid. Let’s see if you can be as honest with this week.” His smile mocked me.


  He turned and stalked off, leaving me standing stunned and bewildered by the unexpected turn of events.


  I cleaned stables, shoveled shit, raked the barn, replaced the straw, fed chickens, gathered eggs, rototilled between rows of plants in the half acre garden, and harvested vegetables for the dinner meal. For five days from six-thirty in the morning until four, I lived with the sweet smells of the earth, the animals and green growing plants. I found myself knee deep in mud and slop, streaked with dirt, my body browning where it was exposed to the sun. For a woman raised in the city, I was like a child in the earth, reveling in a place darker and wilder than any I’d ever known. At times a curious feeling of calm came over me.


  I kept to a rigorous schedule, laboring all day, only to stop a four o’clock and trudge back up the hill to the house where I’d see Heidi and Ann lounging pool-side. I didn’t have time to be resentful of their leisurely days. I really didn’t mind the work all that much, though I couldn’t quite understand what it had to do with my sexual awakening.


  I was surprised that Gus didn’t lay a hand on me, didn’t even approach me with lewd comments. In fact, he seemed protective, chasing the other stable men away if they were too casual or familiar with me. By the time I’d showered each afternoon, and had eaten in my room (I found it incongruous to eat in the polished dining room; I understood why Gus found himself so uncomfortable in the big house), I was ready for sleep, all dreams forgotten. Becoming accustomed to the fresh air and the heavy work, the earth and even Gus, my days were mindlessly blissful.


  The only unsettling moments came when at least once a day, I’d find Gus staring at me. Bending over rows of vegetables weeding, or shoveling manure, I’d feel his intense gaze. At first, I ignored him, though my body would quiver nervously. By the third day, however, I looked at him straight on and accepted the way his attention affected me. I was reminded of the men in the Red Rose, recalling that same kind of animal feeling emanating from them. Then it caused me to run; this time, I stood my ground.


  On Thursday evening, I soaked at length in the bath, my limbs floating in the water as if they were not even a part of me. It was a civilizing moment free of strain or anxiousness, when I could consider the strange and puzzling play in which I’d chosen to play a part. I was certain of nothing other than my desire for Reggie, and that I was confused about everything else. My body’s highly aroused response to both the anal sex and other women surprised me greatly. It gave me chills to even think about what I’d done. I was glad that the physical labor kept me from thinking too much about that, or anything for that matter. Yet, I couldn’t help but be curious about what lay ahead.


  “Alexandra,” Reggie’s voice overpowered my drowsy reverie. “Dry off.” He handed me a large yellow towel, then waited in my room until I emerged from the bath in my robe. I sat down on the bed opposite him.


  “Tomorrow is your last day at the stables.” He framed his words carefully. “What you’ve experienced so far there has been easy, but an apt preparation for what comes next. Tomorrow will be quite a different matter, far darker and more demanding. I caution you not to resist.”


  “I don’t understand,” I said. My body was starting to shake just listening to the chilling tone of his voice.


  “Don’t try to understand, just simply accept it as you have everything else.”


  “And if I do resist?”


  “I’d rather you leave here tonight than resist tomorrow. But you won’t resist, will you?”


  “No, of course not,” I answered, even though I had no idea if that were true. I couldn’t even guess what he had in mind.


  He stayed only long enough to be certain of my resolve, and then he left.


  Friday began much as the other days had. I worked, completing all the tasks Gus gave me. The list was as long as any other day, and halfway through, in the same manner as before, I found him staring at me as he had every other day. As before, I stopped and stared back at him, which caused an immediate shiver to race up my spine, even though the day was warm and the sun was still high in the sky. There was something dark about him leaping out at me. I shouldn’t have been surprised. Surely he was aware of what Reggie had in mind when he told me not to resist the next challenge in my training.


  At four o’clock when my workday was done, and Gus would have ordered me back to the house, Reggie came to me instead. He was dressed in stable gear, though instead of the usual jeans he wore leather pants, well worn pants that snuggly fit his tight behind and revealed the bulge at his crotch in an obvious manner. I’d stopped counting the number of ways he had aroused me, but I knew the leather pants would be one of my favorites, even though I didn’t have time to appreciate the look. In his left hand he carried two leather straps each about a half inch wide and perhaps six feet long. My attention fixated on those straps, on his clenched fist and the bare muscled forearm above it. He was as terrifying in these clothes and in this arena as he was in polished silk and elegant surroundings – maybe more so. I’d never seen him quite like this, nor felt his energy smoldering, raw and earthy and focused entirely on me.


  I stood in the middle of the well-plowed garden, astonished by his astounding air of command, nothing but the dark damp earth around me for comfort. Only as I recovered from the shock of his approach did I notice Gus and two stablemen closing in on me from the left.


  Reaching my side, Reggie grabbed my hands and quickly secured them with one length of leather behind my back. I’d worn a small t-shirt that day, one that snapped up the front. I suppose it was no surprise that by the time he had my arms secured, the t-shirt had ripped open wide and was falling off my shoulders, my chest completely bared.


  “You speak and I’ll make it twice as hard for you,” I heard Gus growling behind me.


  Then with Gus on one side, Reggie on the other, and the other two men at their sides, I was led from the garden and into the dense woods at the back of the property. We hiked deep into the thick brush at a pace I could hardly negotiate. Their rough hands on my arms both hindered and helped me. Though each step was awkward and uncomfortable, they kept me on my feet, pulling back if I started to fall. It wasn’t minutes before my arms were aching from the strain of being bound and the way they jerked me back and forth between them. I wanted to object, but was certain that any complaint from me would only fall on deaf ears, or worse, earn a punishment I would have regretted. I remembered Reggie’s instructions from the night before. Each time I caught the stablemen staring at my naked chest, I blushed with embarrassment and turned away.


  The trek seemed endless, and I was beginning to think it would never end. My legs ached as much as my bound arms, and I found my pace lagging. This only earned me a curt, “Move,” from Reggie and a shove from behind. We traversed a long meadow, moved into the woods again, then finally reached an open path, that unlike the rugged trail through the woods was easier to navigate. I could see our destination up ahead, a small shack fashioned of timbers to look like a log cabin, rustic, but from what I could see, not particularly old.


  Rather than enter the building, we circled around the back.


  “You’ve never been to the woodshed, have you?” Gus chortled, in his element and apparently relishing his part.


  I didn’t bother to reply. And in fact, he didn’t lead me to the nearby woodshed, but to an old tree stump, one about knee high and flat on top. I had a pretty good idea of what would happen next. While the other men backed away to watch, Reggie moved in front of me, critical and cold in his appearance, nothing unusual about that, while from within I could feel his inner fire attacking me in ways that suggested something more dark and ominous than what I’d experienced from him before. It would be much later before I realized just how much this scene aroused me. I wished we were alone, that he’d take me right there over the tree stump, against a tree, in the dirt – I wouldn’t have cared what he did or how, as long as he fucked me hard.


  Of course, my private fantasy had nothing to do with his plans, and I had little time to ponder further possibilities. He moved fast, unbuttoning my jeans and jerking them down my legs. Next thing I knew the jeans and shoes were gone, thrown some feet away, and I was standing naked below the waist, with nothing above but the wide open t-shirt fluttering behind me in the breeze. One of the stablemen covered the top of the stump with a piece of leather. Then as Reggie stepped back, Gus moved in and pushed me down so my belly rested on the cool surface. The leather was little comfort, but it was preferable to the splintered sides of the tree digging into my bare thighs.


  My breasts dangled down in front and from behind, my ass was raised high. When Reggie stepped in behind me and forcefully spread my legs wider, I blushed with embarrassment. By then my bound arms had begun to ache so much that I could barely stand the position.


  “This hurts like hell,” I complained while trying to wriggle my way into a more comfortable position. These were the first words I’d spoken since the scene began.


  “Get used to it. It’s not going to kill you,” Reggie’s flinty voice came back quickly. I stared up to see little but cold indifference in his expression.


  “Take her as you like,” he told the men, then he walked away.


  The first man entering my cunt grabbed my tied arms at the same time and I couldn’t stop myself from crying out.


  “You’re going to break me,” I screamed in protest.


  Leather cracked sharply against my ass.


  “Ouch!” I wrenched fitfully, but my audience only seemed amused by my discomfort.


  “But please, my arms,” I tried again.


  Gus jerked my head back by the hair and stared into my face mockingly. “You yell again and I’ll blister your ass raw.”


  My next cry was nothing but a heated whisper, “Please.” Thankfully, it had some effect.


  Gus laughed. “Go ahead and untie her. We don’t want to tire her out too much, she’s got a long night ahead.” My hands were freed at last, and reaching around, I braced myself against the ground. I could feel the blood rushing back into my arms, and was momentarily grateful until the thick cock thrusting into my sex began to pound me into the stump. It was rough at first, but much better as the fucking continued. That first cock was of average size maybe six inches in length, but enough to get me juiced up for the second. After he’d been inside me awhile, the one man moved out and the next moved in. This next cock must have been nine maybe ten inches, and every bit of it pushed its way into my wet hole, thrusting full force. I gasped in shock feeling my sex rent wide, the fucking was forceful and unrelenting. My only hope was that it would quickly be over.


  To prolong the ordeal, the two stablemen took turns with me, one after the other plowing themselves into my dark cavern. Their rough hands pinched and probed and squeezed my flesh. Never had I felt anything like this; never had I been so used. Maybe it was inevitable, maybe they just wore me down, but something altered in me with all that fucking. When the smaller cock was in me that was fine, but I came to crave the larger one. There was nothing about that cock that I didn’t crave – the slutty twin inside me yearned to be so full. I wanted it harder, deeper, in my love hole, in my ass, in my mouth. I didn’t care how I was used. At least that’s where my desire seemed to lead.


  I wouldn’t doubt that the men watching saw how I responded. I imagine Reggie was smirking with satisfaction. I didn’t care. For that sliver of time I was in my own world. I couldn’t care less what anyone thought. Nothing mattered but this physical bliss.


  Then came the chortling taunts, the vulgar comments…about what a slut I was…how I could probably take a dozen…about calling in reinforcements…maybe it was time to stuff my mouth full as well.


  I tried to ignore their jeering comments, but their crude talk forced me from the physical pleasure and back to the reality of me rutting like an animal in the dirt and begging for more. My thoughts spun out of control, the pleasure slipped away. Condemnation and self-reproach replaced anything positive that I might have derived from the scene. How far I’d succumbed. My behavior was as vulgar as they claimed. How could I have allowed myself to be so debauched! An angry fire burned deep inside me, although something sane in me knew that I had to keep my rage in check. My enigmatic master, the man who ruled this crowd of perverts must have been pleased. I kept my protest to myself, having no desire to incur Reggie’s wrath. I needed to endure this – for him, for the sake of my desire for him, for the fantasy of having him as mine. But from that point on I was determined to find no pleasure in their use of me. I would please Reggie with my surrender, but I would take nothing for myself.


  They spanked my ass, but I didn’t feel it. They pinched my nipples, but there was no pleasure there. They took me as they wanted, for I remained their vessel to be used, but that was all. I would not give them the satisfaction of seeing me respond with any kind of sexual satisfaction. I figured it would be the only way to keep my dignity intact – so twisted was my reasoning.


  Once both men had thoroughly used me, I lay exhausted on the stump until Gus pulled me away. He wouldn’t permit me to walk – and I would have proudly, showing Reggie what I was made of. Instead, however, Gus shoved me to the ground.


  “Crawl to the shack,” he ordered.


  “What?” He certainly didn’t mean that!


  “Crawl, bitch,” he blared again when I didn’t move.


  I was suddenly so weary, so tired, bewildered and spent that I forgot my inner vows to remain passive and accepting, and spit out an angry, “Like hell I will!” Tears were streaming down my cheeks. I wanted nothing more but for this to end.


  The comment earned me a swift broad hand on my sore bottom, and another dozen smacks after the first stinging swat. Then again, Gus pulled my head back by my hair and stared at me, eye to eye, his face just inches from mine. “Say another word and I’ll do more than slap you. Your only way out of this is to be the perfect bitch in heat – which you’ve already proven you are. Let’s not fuck it up now, sweet stuff. And when I screw you, girl, you’d better act as if you enjoy it because I won’t stop until you do.”


  His words were fire, but his face was cold. He’d become a sexually charged beast as intent on his business as any animal, any dog or horse or bull. His message took me to a place in me I’d never been. An odd and unwelcome feeling was rising from deep in my gut. Erotic. Sexual. Earthy. Was his crude treatment of me actually turning me on? My feelings were in freefall and I had no idea what to think or feel as Gus tied a length of leather around my neck so it fit snugly against my throat. When he pushed me to the back to the dirt, and ordered me to: “Crawl like a good bitch,” my resolve to survive this episode in passionless submission ended there. After such a see-saw of emotions, I was too confused to know what I felt or how to act. I felt shamed, humiliated and angry and yet my body was as aroused as it had ever been. I didn’t understand this.


  Suddenly, all I could think of was halting the whole drama. I’d take no more, not for any reason! But then I made the mistake of glancing in the direction of the log shack, where perhaps a hundred yards away, just this side of the porch, I saw Reggie standing with his feet firmly rooted to the earth and his eyes staring at me with fixed intent. He stopped me cold. The anger, the rebellion was swept away. He was still with me, waiting for me. I won’t give up what I came here for, I vowed silently. If I called a halt to his game, I’d walk away from him never to be able to possess him; and possessing him was more important now than pride or shame or that lowly journey to his feet. I began to crawl, my naked body moving shakily from the tree trunk across the yard while the three men watched leering at me from behind, and Reggie beckoned me with the promise of my deepest desire fulfilled. When at last I reached his feet, Gus handed him the leather strap.


  “Sit back and look at me,” my handsome master ordered.


  I did, although suddenly I was afraid that I’d been too proud, too angry, too conflicted to please him.


  “The rule tonight is submission. Unless I ask you to speak, don’t. Not a word. That clear?”


  I nodded.


  I could see that the darker fire in him still burned hot, which made my crotch throb anew. But despite that fire, he remained coolly in control and I realized that I was not about to have him – not yet. My trials at the shack were hardly over.


  He yanked on the leather, pulling me up to the porch and into the shack. Gus followed while the two stablemen stayed outside.


  Once inside, I continued to crawl at Reggie’s side until we reached the fireplace, where he tied the leather leash to a bolt embedded in the mortar. I sat and waited, suddenly feeling a desperate need to pee. However, on orders not to speak I had no way to let them know. After some minutes passed Reggie sensed my need, and untying the tether, he led me to a small bath at the back of the shack where I peed, then cleaned myself and took care of my needs as best I could.


  When I returned to the room, the table was set – for two. There at the fireplace where I was again tied, a bowl of food sat waiting.


  “Eat, you must be starving.”


  I stared down at the food, suddenly overcome by emotion. My eyes pooled with tears and a swarm of feelings ganged up on me all at once – humiliation, fear, lust, dread and then a rush of sensation I cannot describe. As that sensation traveled through me, it electrified each part of me and then settled into a dull aching, longing in my abdomen.


  “Eat,” he repeated.


  I wasn’t the least bit hungry, in fact, the sight of the food almost made me nauseous. But in order not to upset the man in charge, I picked up a piece of bread and began nibbling. The two men ignored me while they ate, which was a welcome relief. For the first time in what seemed like hours, no one paid attention to me. No sidelong glances, no orders or scowling remarks. The respite was refreshing.


  I ate sparingly, filling my stomach enough to settle the ongoing jitters and apparently enough to please Reggie.


  When I was done, I sat with my back to the wall to ease the cramping in my legs, and watched as the two men cleared the table of dishes, although they were in no particular hurry to get on with whatever they had planned. I must have waited over an hour as the two men methodically went about their business, which included spending what must have been at least thirty minutes on the porch smoking and talking in low voices so I couldn’t hear them. Waiting was unbearable.


  When the pair returned, Reggie untied me, ordering me to stand. Then he pulled the table close and pushed me forward over the side.


  “I hadn’t intended to do this, but judging by your fitful surrender out back, it seems you lack a clear appreciation of what it means to submit. Hopefully, when I’m done with you today, you’ll understand what I mean.”


  He nodded to Gus, then the two proceeded to bind me over the table top with my ankles cuffed and my legs secured at one end of the table, and my arms likewise tethered to the other end. Reggie began the punishment by smacking my ass with his hand, and when that hand was too sore to continue he handed me over to Gus who used a wooden paddle on the same sore flesh.


  It was all I could do to keep from crying out. Surely I moaned, and made every attempt to thwart the painful smacks of hand and paddle, but I was so securely tied that my efforts were no help at all. My backside was scorching hot from the top of my ass all the way to my lower thighs. I felt like an insubordinate woman getting the just desserts for her bad behavior – which in the scheme of things seemed rather appropriate considering the vulgar acts I’d been a part of that afternoon. Although I’m not sure that was how Reggie viewed my punishment.


  I had no idea how much a paddling could hurt; it literally seared my behind, making it burn so hotly that in time I couldn’t imagine how I’d endure another smack – and yet, the two men were still not finished. The paddle was replaced by a leather belt, this time Reggie delivering the blows. Because it was Reggie, because it was my fierce desire to have him, I tried to make something pleasurable from all the pain, but by then my ass was too sore and my feelings too hurt to do anything but finally wail: “Oh please stop!” Tears streamed from my eyes and down my cheeks, and I succumbed to a series of gulping sobs.


  Reggie grabbed my sore ass and squeezed it as if making a point. “Much better, Alex.” Just the feel of his firm touch was enough to cause my desire for him to build. I moaned, but not from pain, and wriggled my ass against his massaging palm. “My you are a slut, aren’t you?” he mocked.


  I didn’t care what he called me at that point, the fire in my ass and his firm massage was too pleasing for me to protest a tiny little word like slut. I merely groaned again, hoping he would continue. But instead he backed away. “Grease her ass and grease it well.”


  “Oh, dear God no.” The panicked whisper was out of my mouth before I could think to hold it back.


  Even that small outburst earned another hard smack of Reggie’s hand. “If you have to protest, take it inside.” He fondled me more tenderly this time, but when his hand moved into my anal cleft as his massage continued, I immediately seized up realizing what would be happening next. “This doesn’t have to hurt. In fact, you might actually enjoy it if you allow yourself to relax and let go. May I suggest that you bear down and the entry will go much easier. It’s all about surrender.”


  Relax. Surrender. The words meant little in the midst of my present fear. I didn’t think I could withstand another night of anal sex, but I knew my feelings about the matter counted for nothing. This was what I’d signed on for and this was what I’d endure. Doing my best to heed Reggie’s advice, I bore down as he suggested and relaxed the taut muscles, so that when Gus stepped in behind me and nudged the head of his cock at my backdoor, it entered without the searing pain I’d experienced before. Strange sensations filled my body, rich ones I recalled from that first night before the pain became unbearable. And as Gus began to move inside me, I could not ignore the fact that the anal taking was having the most incredible effect on my body. The lingering warmth from the punishment only made the act more electrifying, and my body more alive.


  Again I was beset by conflicting emotions. The knowledge of my gross depravity stung me again with shame, but the feel of Gus relentlessly fucking my ass brought on the most wicked sexual sensations. I only wished I could have taken more pleasure in them. Suffice it to say, I endured, gasping and groaning and trying hard to ignore the fact that Reggie might well be right about the joys of anal sex. For a moment, just before he came, Gus drilled me hard, clutching my rear cheeks in his hands, and holding his groin tightly against my rear. His organ pulsed inside me, and for just a moment, I was swept with an unexpected feeling of bliss. Had I actually come?


  When Gus finally pulled out, I looked up to see that the stablemen were there, viewing the scene as if they were ready to take another go at me. I almost lost my composure.


  I looked toward Reggie begging him with my eyes. He looked back mildly amused. “Don’t worry, these two have had enough of you, I just wanted them to watch. Your ass can rest tonight, even if the rest of you will be working overtime.”


  I hadn’t a clue what he meant by overtime until after the stablemen were dismissed and out the door, and the tethers that bound me to the table were untied. I hoped that his message meant that he would be next to have me.


  “You think this is difficult. Wait until you’re bound face up.” There was a darkness in his eyes, something almost evil, and I responded with a shudder of concern – and desire. Reggie helped me from the table. My mind was a blur, my thoughts racing away in a dozen different directions. I had no idea what to think about all that had just happened.


  “So,” Reggie turned to Gus, handing my tether back to his accomplice. “She’s yours for the rest of the night. Give her something special to remember.” Before I could really grasp what was happening, Reggie was out the door.


  “Reggie no!” I found myself crying out, but he was already gone, and he didn’t turn back.


  “You got it bad, don’t you, slut?” Gus observed.


  I glared at him and he just laughed.


  “You look like shit. Go rest,” he nodded to the nearby cot. “It’s gonna take some energy to get through what I got planned for you.”


  I curled up on the cot pulling the rough blanket over my body, and refused to think about what would happen next. Within minutes, I dozed off.


  I woke, feeling the cot shaking and my body shaking with it. When I opened my eyes, there was Gus staring down at me through the darkness, looking dark himself and devious and terribly grim. “Get up!” he ordered, and when I didn’t respond quick enough, he pulled me to my feet. I had to lean on him for support because my muscles were painfully stiff and my body ached in every limb and joint. My backside, from my thighs to the top of my bottom, was still warm from the punishment, and while that felt good, I worried over what this burly stableman intended to do to me. It certainly couldn’t be worse than what I’d already suffered that day, or could it?


  I relented without protest when Gus pushed me down to crawl again, feeling just too weary to object. As he led me out of the shack, I surprised to realize that the sun had already set and the woods were black as ink. We maneuvered by flashlight into the night, and though I had some trepidation about this odd turn of events, and I relished the cool air and breathed in deeply. Oddly, I felt less vulnerable with my naked body cloaked in darkness.


  However, as Gus led me into a clearing by the edge of a still pond, I began to tremble. Just Gus and I alone, in the silence, in the dark. His feral energy seemed to climb all over me. He pushed me down to the dirt and rolled me onto my back. The ground was cool, smelling of must and decaying things. It seemed to comfort my wounds, and envelop me in safety. Staring up through the gloom of night, I watched Gus above, removing his clothes. As my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I almost gasped seeing his bulky form and thick muscles unveiled. Powerful. Dominant. Formidable.


  I could feel his body heat aimed at me, and when I looked at his crotch, there was that magnificent penis jutting from a nest of dark, curly hair, fully erect. The head of it like nothing I’d ever seen before. And this was in my ass! I silently exclaimed.


  He sank to his knees, then straddling my body, his thick hands pawing at my breasts, kneading them in his fists until they hurt. I was too petrified, too mesmerized by the man to say a word, or offer up any form of protest. In truth, I couldn’t ignore the fact that my cunt was pulsing, wet and aching to be filled. All thoughts of Reggie were swept aside as I focused on this awesome moment.


  His eyes met mine and I reached for his hairy chest, as if I were drawing him into me. My hips moved, my whole body writhed in the dirt, eager for him, wanting him to fill me. He exposed a need in me that was new and alarming. I was suddenly caught somewhere between lust and loathing…though I would push the loathing aside. I was too exhausted to fight anymore. When he entered me, the first thrust of that hefty prick made me cry in happy anguish. I pulled him into me, wanting him and hating him in the same instant. I clawed at his back. Desire? Anger? I’m not sure. Whatever pain it caused him only made him wilder, more animal, more relentless in his pounding thrusts. He rolled me about, tossing my body about as if I were no more than a rag doll. His grunts and growls were soon matched in volume with my own. I was as animal as he was, forgetting anger, forgetting pain, forgetting thinking and everything but the savageness of the instant and the fine earth that cradled us both. My body yearned for everything he gave me. I wanted it harder and meaner. I wanted it to go on forever in this dark place of surrender. I began to orgasm in the midst of it, and continued to spasm and bite and scratch until at last he exploded, coming in huge tremors. He clutched me tight against his chest until the last shuddering wave died off.


  For all the power that was expended in that first fuck, it was not enough for either of us. We let the ground cool us down, but as it did, my body began to writhe again. I put my hands to my crotch and fondled myself, deliberately groaning so he could hear me. I don’t know how many minutes passed before I finally rose up above him and lay down atop his thick chest, writhing once more, needing to get off again any way I could.


  To my surprise, I felt his erection rising one more time. But he wasn’t about to be fucked by a woman from above. As soon as he was ready, he flipped me over to my hands and knees and took me from behind. The wild ride began again, though it was over much quicker this time, and when I fell back to the earth, I was finally spent, and so was he.


  A strange gratitude swept me as I lay beside him in the dirt. My fingers curled around his hand, the only affection I would offer him, but it was heartfelt.


  “Go wash,” he finally said as he pulled away from me.


  And I did. I was grateful for the cool water of the pond as it washed away the dirt and the stickiness and the sweat, as it soothed my sore limbs and my scorched skin. My body was clean and comforted and sated. I had not a stray thought to spoil the blissful moment. Gus joined me in the pond, washing himself as I had done. Then we swam silently, seeing the moon rise on the horizon and reflect off the dark water.




  


  Chapter Seventeen


  The shack was empty when we returned. Gus and I were alone, and he was surprisingly more gruff than ever. Perhaps I’d been more willing than he’d wanted, I hadn’t resisted enough, given him an excuse to exert the savage control of me he seemed to desire. I’d sometimes wondered if he thought he could be a better Dominant than his boss.


  As before, Gus tethered me to the fireplace bolt by the leather around my neck, then he tossed me a pillow and several blankets I could use as a bed. Apparently this was where I’d sleep. Once I lay down, he climbed into the cot above me and fell asleep. I spent several minutes adjusting to the awful quiet in the cabin. I heard the hoot of an owl, the cry of a coyote. Having taken a long nap that afternoon, I was afraid that I might lie awake all night, my mind an endless loop of memories as I went back through my day a hundred times. However, I must have been more exhausted than I thought because I quickly drifted off and don’t recall a thing until I awakened to the new day.


  I woke at the first light of dawn, jarred from sleep by my aching body and the soreness in my limbs. I didn’t think I could tolerate another minute on that hard wood floor. My first clue of any change was the absence of the collar around my neck. It was not only gone, but no leather hung from the fireplace, no sign that I’d been tethered except for the bolt still planted in the concrete.


  There was no sign of Gus, and the rough blankets I’d seen on the cot had been replaced with a soft blue cotton quilt. On the table was a jar of wild flowers, on the sink a basin and pitcher filled with clear cold water. I moved to my feet to get a drink and found in the ice box cold meat, cheese and milk. On the same table over which I’d been roughly taken was a covered basket with three kinds of bread. In another basket were fresh peaches, plums and grapes. Beside the cot hung a sundress, and I found thick towels on a shelf above the sink. Sitting on a small, handmade table near the bed was an antique oil lamp, my blue notebook and a jar with several sharp pointed pencils.


  The shack had been transformed with a deliberate attention to every detail. Obviously Reggie’s doing. He’d taken great care in planning this change in atmosphere. Astonishing as it was, I recognized the same exacting measures he used when planning scenes of domination and depravity. I didn’t know if I wanted to love it or hate it; I didn’t know what it meant – was he being kind or was this just another way to manipulate my emotions? Rather stew over his motives, I decided to enjoy the transformation as a welcome contrast to the uncivilized savagery of the previous day.


  I bathed. I ate ravenously. And I wrote volumes in the blue notebook, laying out all my contradictory feelings towards the events of the previous week and especially the day before. I don’t know if Reggie even read my crazy rantings, but the notebook was one place where I refused to edit myself. Just following the master’s instructions.


  While I was soothed by the tranquility of my surroundings, the cabin’s transformation did nothing to diminish my sexual thoughts, in fact, they seemed more heightened than ever.


  In the twilight glow of the waning day, I laid back on the cot and found my way to my warmed pussy and began to play. Thought after thought swirled through my mind, taking me places I’d never before explored. The binding, the uncompromising binding, and the sharp pain of the vibrant strapping filled my fantasies with new thoughts, new desires, and incredible possibilities. As my hands responded to my musings, rubbing furiously at my sex, they brought me to a frenzied orgasm that didn’t die away until I rubbed twice more and orgasmed with escalating fervor. I virtually had to make myself stop.


  In a disturbing moment of clarity at the end of my long masturbation, I realized that all the events of the past week had their origination in my own fantasies. I had again brought fantasy into reality with astounding results. What was most distressing was that the fantasies I now found most thrilling were so farfetched and extreme that I couldn’t believe I would actually allow myself to experience them. What was of even more concern was that if I stayed with Reggie, they might likely come true.


  Those thoughts cast a shadow over what should have been a refreshing break from the big house and the anxiety I experienced while waiting for Reggie’s next move. I began to feel edgy and impatient. Waiting here at the cabin seemed a terrible waste of time. If I was going to continue this sexual awakening, I wanted it to continue now. I had no desire to put off the next chapter in this remarkable drama.


  A note from Reggie tucked inside the blue notebook instructed me to hike to the meadow on whichever day I chose to return to the estate house. According to those instructions, early the next morning, I left the shack and followed the path back through the woods to the meadow.


  I was surprised to see that it was Reggie who would escort me back. I was initially enthused, hoping that we could talk about the last few days. I was dying to share the experience with someone.


  “We’ll take the trail south,” he told me when he was just a few paces away.


  My mind was spilling over with thoughts, my emotions were high, but Reggie remained tight-lipped as ever making no attempt to open a conversation. I realized that he had no intention of discussing the latest of my sexual ordeals. I followed him silently down a well worn trail, reaching the stables in just a few hundred yards, then we hiked up the hill to the house. The journey was considerably shorter than the long, naked trek I’d taken to the shack.




  


  Chapter Eighteen


  A week after my adventures at the shack, I sat in the living room after dinner with all the regulars, as well as Will and three or four others I hadn’t yet met. I think there were ten in all. I’d been waiting all week to talk with Reggie about Gus, the shack, the stablemen, anal sex and everything else that had been consuming my thoughts in the past few days. I wanted to discuss where he was headed next with my training – I’d even considered stepping away from such intense sexual exploits or ending my training altogether. I was terribly confused about the whole matter of what I wanted – other than my ongoing desire for him, which I was beginning to doubt would ever be fulfilled. Despite several attempts during the week to initiate that conversation, Reggie was always too busy with other matters to give me the time I needed. Thus I was left alone to stew over my conflicting desires. By the end of the week, I was on edge and out of sorts, but I kept my feelings to myself with no place to vent them.


  For the evening’s revelry, he’d chosen my clothes as he usually did – provocative and alluring in a manner consistent with the other clothes I’d worn while in his house. That night he chose a snug-fitting blue skirt and a cream-colored bustier that tightly hugged my torso. The bustier was low-cut and designed to push my breasts together into a daring cleavage – a look that was now quite familiar to me. It was almost impossible to sit like a lady dressed in the skimpy clothes, and as usual, I was getting plenty of attention from several of Reggie’s new guests. This too, I’d grown accustomed to, though I was still not entirely comfortable being center stage at his evening soirees.


  Though earlier I’d been speaking with Ann and Will, I was now alone by the fireplace waiting with some apprehension for whatever Reggie had planned for the rest of the evening. In the midst of his speaking with two unknown guests, he suddenly pulled away and addressed me in a voice too loud to indicate that this was to be a private conversation. “Alexandra!” The minute I heard my name I jerked around, feeling a shiver of fear traverse my spine, and a quickening in my sex.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I recall a discussion a few weeks back when you suggested that how we express ourselves should be a function of our desires and choices alone, not made applicable to some higher law. Do you still believe that’s true?”


  I was taken aback by the directness and complexity of his inquiry, having no idea that he would recall my comments almost verbatim. Still I answered truthfully, if not hesitantly. “Yes, yes I do.”


  “Your goal in coming here was to find yourself, or to be more specific your sexual self. That correct?”


  “Yes, sir.” I became increasingly nervous with his questioning. I could feel my inner body trembling, and was beginning to blush with an undue amount of attention aimed my way.


  “And perhaps you recall my mentioning that there will be times when I may push and shove you in order to achieve your desired goal?”


  “I do.”


  “This is going to be one of those times that I start shoving. Be thankful for the warning.”


  A rather pregnant pause followed, during which I noticed that my face was hot and my palms had begun to sweat. And he was just getting started!


  “This is making you uncomfortable, isn’t it?”


  “Very much, sir.”


  “You understand that you have nothing to fear. Everyone here knows what I do and why you’re here – you have an entirely sympathetic audience, even if there are a few blatant voyeurs within their company. Makes you burn inside, doesn’t it?”


  I nodded. A terrible ache grown in my sex and radiated outward.


  “Speak up.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Uncomfortable being the center of attention?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “But isn’t that exactly what your fantasies are made of…scenes of public depravity…graphic demonstrations of your darkest desires? Isn’t that you?”


  “No, it’s not me!” I shook my head.


  “No?” I knew I’d said the wrong thing, but there was no way to take it back. “Where’s the honesty behind that? Perhaps you’d like to tell my guests what you did with Gus and my stablemen last week?”


  I was starting to cry. “Please, Reggie, don’t make me do this.” I gazed at Will and got nothing but his steely eyed stare.


  “Don’t look at him. Will’s not going to help you through this, nor are your tears. You’re much better than that. It’s time to be honest with yourself, accept the truth you endlessly dicker about. It’s all over your journal, page after page of denials, excuses and then startling peeks at the honest truth – about what really happened for you in the woods, inside the cabin, over the tree stump, in the dirt with Gus.”


  I shook my head and stared down to my lap unable to look at him anymore.


  “You think I’m being cruel?” he asked.


  My head shot up, “Yes, yes, I do!”


  “This is how I shove, how I push. Don’t think I don’t know what’s inside you. Buried deep there’s an Alexandra who is feasting on the attention I’m giving you now. But since admitting who you are is still so very difficult, I’m going to give you a choice tonight. You either give my friends a full accounting of your exploits at the shack, or get up and dance for us all. I leave the decision in your hands.”


  I looked at him shocked.


  “No denials, Alexandra. I want the plain and honest truth of you, either way.”


  My mind spun. In either case, what he required of me was entirely beyond my ability to perform; either choice seemed repugnant and undoable. I waited while the room waited for me, while Reggie stared me down and I stared back. At last I stood, fully intending to flee the room and the house altogether. If Will hadn’t been the one standing by the door, I might have. But his presence there made me hesitate a moment too long, enough for music to begin to play, a mellow sax and a deep-throated blues singer. I could feel the conflict in me rising to a screaming peak as I mulled his choice, and my body absorbed the sensuous, soul-filled sounds. The bluesy notes hung out in the ethers like a languid lover urging me into sex, and soon there was no decision at all. The sound had climbed inside me and wasn’t about to leave. My hips began to move and the tension in my shoulders eased. The lights in the room dimmed, and with my lids half closed those surrounding me became nothing but shadows. I realized then that there was just one light burning, one above my head, aimed like a spotlight – that didn’t bother me at all. The slow dance continued as I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, and felt a wave of eroticism passing through. My mind and body still warred within – urging me to rush right out the door – but my limbs, and hips and swaying torso told a different story.


  Behind both strong urges, there was anger, but there was also a recognition of the truth. Why, why was he making me do this?


  But why not?


  I hated Reggie for dressing me down in public, for forcing me to show myself to the critical eyes of so many, for demanding that I expose my private passions in this very public arena.


  But still I danced – even with the anger brewing, I danced. My hips moved, and my arms soon joined in, and the eyes of those focused on me turned lights on inside my body. The sexual heat inside rapidly crescendoed.


  I began to sweat. Yes, I enjoyed the exposure but I enjoyed my anger just as much. With each deep breath slowly expelled, I became more engrossed in the slutty dance, buoyed by the encouraging audience.


  Suddenly there were a pair of male hands behind me lowering the zipper of my bustier. My breasts swung free and I felt a rush of pure sexual joy. The fire in me grew brighter, my desire clearly focused. I would give Reggie exactly what he asked for – the most erotic masterpiece of a dance he could imagine. Channeling my anger toward that purpose, when the zipper of my skirt was lowered and the garment slipped to my feet, I boldly stepped out and continued to dance, immersed in the movement, the music, the erotic heat building all around me. I sensed that any minute the entire room would descend into a groveling orgy of bodies, taking a cue from my lust and acting on their own. The sex that would follow would be wild and natural and unrestrained. I waited for Reggie’s command, for his permission to move beyond the dance and soon enough his voice rang out again.


  “On your knees, Alexandra!”


  And there I was, on my knees.


  “Heidi, shove this in her cunt and see what it can do.” He handed the woman a long, thick, flexible dildo.


  “Hmm, my pleasure,” she purred as if she had something evil already in mind.


  She moved to the floor beside me and began to work the vibrating device over my body, from my dangling breasts and sensitive nipples to my swaying ass end. Finally reaching my pussy, she opened my labia with one hand and let the dildo rest for a moment on my clit, until I finally had to shake it off, panting and gasping for a moment’s reprieve. This was too much, too much! I looked up to see the delightful scowl on her face as she suddenly shoved the thing into my cunt. Wet now, my juices lubricated its advance, and I took the full length of it in that one determined shove. Heidi drilled it into me hard and fast, like a woman inspired. Seconds later, there was a cock at my lips, forcing its way into my mouth. Though I balked at first, something in me kicked into a new gear, and backed by the determination to see this through, I let the man use my mouth as he would my cunt. I’ll show the bastard! I vowed as I worked hard to satisfy Reggie’s male guest and the odious Heidi.


  I thought I might actually come, given a little time, but then both abruptly backed off, and I felt cool leather clamped around my wrists and ankles. I knew instantly where Reggie was taking me. A sudden wave of fear grabbed me in the gut, suspending my raunchy performance. My body tightened, doing an about face from its previous fervor.


  “Relax, Alex.” Reggie’s voice was at my ear. “You’ll get through this and love it.” He was so sure, but I was not.


  “No, please!” I shook my head back and forth, while four men spread my body open face up on Reggie’s massive coffee table. The cuffs were attached to the table legs, left loose enough to allow some movement. As the first clamps came down on my nipples, I cringed with the pain shooting down my body to my crotch in ways both foreign and strangely pleasing.


  “Oh, please no,” I cried again. The next clamps were fixed to the larger fleshy folds of my cunt, and they intensified what was already crashing inside me. “Oh please,” I pleaded. They turned me on my side and spanked my rear, then fondled it roughly, then worked my underarms and toes with teeth and lips and tongues. I couldn’t bear so much sensation. I groaned and cried and groaned some more, but they refused to stop. All the while, I heard Reggie’s voice urging me to let go. But my body refused. It tensed with each rude crack against my rear, with each pinch and nibble and rough kneading caress. I was angry, crying, venting my distress – for all the good it would do.


  What must have been just minutes seemed like an eternity, and finally, at last, thank God, someone began to manipulate my cunt. Pleasure burst from me and I began to come almost instantly. They backed away from the slapping, they removed the clamps, and massaged my flesh, allowing my orgasm to build and recede and build again. Intense. Driven. Filled with torment and desire. My orgasmic cries rose into the steamy air, groans of pleasure issued forth. I was delirious, on some kind of heavenly high. But still a part of me was holding back. It wasn’t clear to me if I was doing this for myself or to prove a point with Reggie.


  Once I was finally spent, the room descended into the orgy I expected, with each guest treated to the pleasure they desired, though none suffered the anguish I was forced to endure. I lay back on the coffee table exhausted, seeing bodies groveling around me, hearing cries of passion from all over the room. I found my resentment building over the rude prescription that Reggie had ordered for me. In spite of the pleasure I’d enjoyed, my rage surfaced again and I had no desire to participate in pleasuring anyone else, despite the fact that the cuffs had been removed. I held back from them uncertain of what to do.


  I don’t recall how many minutes passed before I heard Reggie again, over the muted voiced of the others. “Alexandra, stand!” Unlike his guests he was still fully clothed. In fact, I didn’t remember seeing him after the clamps had been placed on me. He’d probably not even been there when I came, I thought bitterly.


  Reluctantly I stood, although my nakedness was no longer uncomfortable to me in the presence of the naked guests.


  “Halfway is not enough,” he said, his fixed gaze was on me and I could do nothing but tremble, realizing that once again I’d not been enough to suit him.


  “Halfway?”


  “You must please the others, didn’t they you please you?”


  “Of course they did.” My anger showed.


  There was a strange smirk on his face.


  “The war is still going on, Alexandra. But trust me, it will end.” His voice resonated a resolve that held not only me but the whole room captive.


  I shuddered anew. I couldn’t stay in that room a moment longer. Frantically grabbing for my clothes, I ran toward the exit door.


  Thankfully, he didn’t try to stop me. We both knew the night had ended, not because I ran but because he was finished with me.




  


  Chapter Nineteen


  Reggie had laid out a long red gown for me to wear, but I returned it to the closet and pulled out a short, strapless green one I preferred instead. It was much more revealing. Slutty, I think his words were when he showed it to me the first time. I hadn’t worn it yet, and was itching to see what kind of reaction I’d get – mostly from Reggie. But for a formal dinner?


  I’d been setting up my own little drama since the night he dared to humiliate me in front of his crowd of friends. Little pieces of the scene I planned had been falling into place for several days, while Reggie virtually ignored me. I was hardly conscious of what I was doing, but I knew that on the next available occasion, I’d come up with something decidedly outrageous.


  I made my plans while lying in the warm sun by the pool, a perfect time to let my mind roam free.


  “Well, Alex,” Heidi gushed, as she approached me one afternoon, “how delightful it is to see you.” Mockery oozed from every bronze pore.


  “It’s good to see you too, Heidi.” I smiled. I detested her, but had learned to skillfully manage myself around the woman.


  She sat on the lounge beside me. “So, now that you have Reggie thoroughly smitten with you, what is your next aspiration?”


  “Smitten?” I nearly laughed. I hardly considered his treatment of me a sign that he was smitten.


  “No, I suppose you’re not aware how much he’s taken with you. I sometimes think he’d give up all of this just to have you.”


  “I don’t understand, he hasn’t given me any reason to believe that I’m any more than an occupation.”


  “Oh, my god!” she retorted. “You’re blind if you can’t see the place you’ve carved within him. And if I sound spiteful, it’s because I’m not there.” Finished with what she had to say, she got up and sashayed away. If nothing else she’d aroused me with her resentfulness; apparently she was privy to knowledge about Reggie’s feelings that I knew nothing about. I pursued it further with Ann.


  “What’s the matter with her?” I asked the bubbly brunette who was sitting on the other side of me reading a book.


  “Jealousy. She’s jealous of any woman Reggie has, and you can imagine that makes her jealous most of her life.”


  “But I thought, I mean I assumed that both you and she have been with him.”


  “You assume too much. You probably think he has had a long string of women, hundreds?”


  “Well yes.”


  “That’s far from the truth,” she explained. “He plays with many, but few find their way into his bed.”


  “Well I haven’t gotten that far. But all this, this place, the way he brings people together—”


  “That’s his passion, to explore sensuality any way he can.”


  “Well, isn’t Heidi here hoping that someday she’ll make it to his bed?”


  “Heidi had her chance.”


  “Really?”


  Ann contemplated her response carefully, as if she wasn’t exactly sure how much she should divulge. “She’s his ex-wife.”


  “What!”


  “They were married to each other about eight years ago.”


  “You’re kidding!”


  “Nope.”


  “I’m shocked.”


  She laughed. I loved her laugh, it was so full of joy, so warm and effervescent. “For all the outrageous things Reggie orchestrates, all the little dramas, he’s really quite stodgy. He got her pregnant when she was still a teenager, married her, but she had a miscarriage and the marriage was quickly annulled.”


  Ann let this little gem sink in for a moment. I could scarcely believe what I was hearing.


  “The truth is, Heidi has wanted Reggie back ever since. He’s always doted on her, taken care of her, encouraged her sexuality—all part of his strange sense of chivalry. Bottom line, he felt guilty for getting her pregnant. I think he was privately happy for them both when things didn’t work out—since he really didn’t see much happiness with her. And a child? Neither could have handled that. It may be speculation, but I think I’m right on this one.”


  I shook my head in wonder.


  “Heidi has competed with every woman Reggie has ever had, at least the ones that she’s known about, like you. But the fact is, he doesn’t love her and he never has. He treats her more like a sister than a wife or lover. She feels cursed, and is determined to be miserable about it. It drives her crazy, this trying to win him back.”


  I didn’t mask my astonishment. I felt suddenly thrown into a strange love triangle. How odd. I understood her jealousy. “It seems such a waste,” I finally said.


  “That’s exactly the nature of most of my conversations with her.”


  “And are you her…her lover, or just a friend?”


  “Both.”


  “So where does this leave you?”


  “Periodically returning here in order to see her hurt again. I think she’s accepted that things won’t change, but she’s still letting it control her life.”


  “Then, just now, it was just her jealously talking, right?”


  “Yes, but there’s a bit of truth about his affection for you.”


  “You really think so?”


  “I can’t say anymore, Alex, I’ve probably said too much already. But I think you should be careful with your knowledge.”


  Ann had to leave before I could question her further. I doubt that I would have really listened to her elaborate on what ‘being careful’ meant. My course was set before that conversation, and I was barreling down a path that my inner heart would relentlessly pursue.


  Now days later in my room, as I gazed at the skimpy green dress, I knew I’d be grabbing his attention that evening. He had unusual tastes, preferring my dress erotic and sensual to strictly lewd and bitchy when he was hosting dinner for a full table of guests. We saved ‘slutty’ for the deliberate sexual dramas, but this night was my drama and I was walking into it eyes wide open – or so I thought.


  Reggie had told me to be downstairs at 6:15. He’d meet me there that night rather than drop by my room on his way. That was perfect, the perfect occasion to plan my tardiness. And feeling totally giddy, I blew into the library at 6:30 like a fresh breeze, my attitude more cheerful than it had been my whole stay. I was not the wary and demure submissive this night.


  The room was filled with guests, and it was my stage; the entrance was my cue, and I performed like the most accomplished actress with poise and charisma that had everyone doting on me, and, so I quickly noticed, Reggie shooting icy arrows in my direction.


  I cringed at his cold glance, but turned around to pour all my charm on our guests as I led them to the dining room as the master’s hostess for the night. He held back, watching me cautiously. Heidi laughed at my flippancy. Ann was frightened – I saw her worried expression, but it only affected me briefly. I was as ruthless in my defiance of Reggie’s mastery as he was ruthless in his mastery. I sensed we were running full speed, on a collision course with each other, and I couldn’t wait for the confrontation to commence. I was certain of myself and that triumph would follow.


  I credit Reggie for his restraint; of course, he wouldn’t put our battle on the dinner table for all to behold. Not if he could avoid it – especially when it wasn’t his creation. Still, I made certain that I remained in control. I dominated the chatter at the table, and the eyes of the guests were constantly focused on me. A lot of it must have been the dress; after all, my breasts were practically exposed as they were pushed up by the tight-fitting bodice. I even allowed dear little Jonathan sitting next to me to reach under the table and fondle my thigh.


  “My god! You’re bare under this dress!” he exclaimed not too quietly.


  “Jonathan,” I giggled in mock horror. I leaned over the table and spoke to him in a seductive whisper that half the table was certain to hear. “Why don’t you play with me more; maybe I can come for you right here?”


  Reggie responded just as I hoped, though his reaction did frighten me a little. Perhaps I was going too far? It wasn’t long before he gracefully rose from his seat and came to me. That act in itself was a blow to his control.


  “Alexandra, what the hell are you doing?” he whispered.


  The question had me all charged up, exactly what I was waiting for and I couldn’t stop myself. “Reggie wants to know what the hell I’m doing,” I said loud enough for all his guests to hear. “I thought I was being charming, perhaps Reggie’s the one who’s being stuffy. What do you think, Jonathan?” I laughed, and had the whole table chuckling.


  “I think you’re wonderful,” Jonathan replied, enjoying the game.


  I never thought about having to watch my backside, but I doubt it would have altered things one bit.


  “You are out of line!” Reggie spoke tersely. Then he yanked me out of my chair by the arm, the chair and dishes went flying as he jerked me around so we were face to face, the irate dominant sneering at me, “You miserable bitch!”


  His powerful hand grasped my arm so tightly that I knew there’d be bruises by morning.


  “Don’t be an ass!” This was not going according to plan and I should have backed off, but I wouldn’t let go. “Get your fucking hands off of me,” I seethed, more quietly.


  Before I knew what was happening the palm of his free hand connected with my face in a stinging smack. It wasn’t all that hard, but the shock of it stopped me cold.


  “This is what you chose, this is what you get!” he reminded me.


  “Ha! Choice!” I mocked his indignant tone. “You call what we have a relationship of choice? You’re a master at domination as long as there is someone to submit to you. But I wonder if you could ever have a really adult relationship?”


  The glacial look in his blue eyes was terrifying. And the way he seemed to abruptly modulate his temper had me seriously concerned. By the time he spoke again he was back in control.


  “Yes, I see what this has come to,” he said evenly. “Go pack your bags and leave.”


  I’d enjoyed returning cruel words with cruel words; I could see how they’d hit their mark. I was just getting started, but suddenly ordered to leave. Ordered to leave!


  His eyes flashed when I didn’t move fast enough. “Get out!” He gave the order again, his voice lowering dangerously.


  There was nothing to quarrel with. My breathing was shallow, almost as if I was choking. I wanted to say something in return, but he’d left no room, no choice except for me to go. There was not a gracious or mocking or even angry way to say what would allow me to retain my self-esteem. Reggie played the one card in his hand that I hadn’t anticipated. He’d won. Damn him! He’d won.


  Too embarrassed now to even glance at his table of guests, I raced out of the room and up the stairs, hastily throwing all my clothes into my suitcase, leaving those he’d given me hanging in the closet. It took me no longer than ten minutes to be changed into street clothes, packed and ready. I was anxious to leave, my heart racing, full of rage and regret. I loved myself for my act of defiance; it was the most glorious thing I’d ever done – and one of the cruelest. I hated myself for that. The results were unexpected. Yes, I had the reaction I wanted, and a magnificent one too, but the finale was all wrong.


  I’d called a taxi from my cell phone and waited nervously for it to arrive. Feeling conspicuous and alien in the midst of the unwelcoming walls of his house, the sooner I left, the safer I’d be. But I’d been crushed and was leaving defeated and unfulfilled, as if everything that had happened here was for nothing.


  While I sat in my room, not knowing what to feel, Heidi wandered in to challenge my solitude.


  “You certainly gave this dinner party some excitement,” she chuckled, obviously delighted. “I’ve been dying for years to see Reggie bested.”


  “Heidi, this was not what I intended.” I didn’t share her mirth.


  “I know,” she said, the tone of her voice changed swiftly, so that her remark almost sounded like an apology.


  “Well, I suppose I won’t be seeing you again.” It was trite, but all I could think of to say. I wished she’d just leave.


  “Listen, go talk to him, he’s certain to have cooled off by now.”


  “I don’t think that would be a very good idea.”


  “Honey, take it from the master of begging, you’ve got nothing to lose, and look at what you could win.”


  “And what have you won by begging?” I know my words were intended to cut. I wanted them to, perhaps I was just like her, destined to have denied myself what I wanted most. “I’m sorry, I don’t want to hurt you, too.”


  “I’m a lot tougher than I appear, and despite what Ann may have told you, I’m not certain that I even want Reggie anymore. He’s kind of a habit that I can’t quite break.”


  “Well, I’m glad you’re getting your life figured out, because I’m certainly messing up mine.”


  “That could change.”


  “Heidi, I made a horrible miscalculation. What could I ever say to him to alter what I’ve done?”


  “Why don’t you go tell him just what you’ve told me. Let him decide what you can do to make it up to him. It’s certain that ordering you from his house will not repair his ego and self-esteem. The only way he could recoup from your scene is for you to stay.” She was actually making sense. “Although I warn you, you’d best be prepared for fireworks if you do, and you’d better plan on stepping aside and allowing Reggie to win this one.”


  I was surprised by her savvy advice. I knew I’d be haunted if I left. Haunted by what might have been, for me, for my desires, for Reggie and me. I loved his anger. For one moment in his well-guarded life, he was out of control. The idea of it excited me even now. When he slapped my face there was more than humiliation, more than anger, a fire surged in me like nothing I’d felt before. I couldn’t let things end without at least giving it one more try. Perhaps this was my creation, too. I’d finally channeled his passion into me. And wasn’t that what I’d fantasized about so many times?


  “Cancel the taxi for me, will you?” I asked, “at least for now.” I rose from the bed and moved to the door. Like walking to the gallows. I allowed my body to lead me where my mind was uncertain. No, I wouldn’t leave without giving it one last try.


  The door to the library was curiously ajar as if I was expected. I knocked anyway.


  “Come in, Alex.” Was he so sure I’d come?


  I opened the door and found him sitting at his desk, preoccupied. He’d regained his composure and made me wait as he finished with whatever was consuming his attention. He didn’t motion for me to sit, so I remained standing.


  “So what do you want? I ordered you to leave.”


  “Before I do, I want to apologize. I made a mistake.”


  I had more to say, but he interrupted.


  He looked up, his mood steely and cold. “You come into my home and are pampered with fine clothes and food and luxurious surroundings. You agree to simply follow instructions that are designed to enhance the sexual awakening that you desire, and you repay my graciousness to you with ridicule. You mock me in front of a house full of guests, deliberately defy my wishes for proper attire at my table, obviously plot your tardiness, and embarrass me with your cheap behavior toward my guests. You’ve broken a trust that we’d shaped since you came here. You tampered with my orders in such an ungracious manner that I can’t see any way to repair it. I’ve been nothing but forthright with you. And you repay me with deceit and cunning? I can tolerate many things, but your treachery I cannot.”


  I listened with surprise, hearing the hurt pour from him along with his words. Hurt that I hadn’t known was in my power to bring to him. I hurt him deeply. He cared about me, but I hadn’t seen how much. All the coldness, all the ruthless drama was his way of showing that.


  “Reggie, I’m, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry that I hurt you.” I fidgeted for a moment trying to think of something to say that would fix this. “I don’t suppose I can expect you’ll allow me to stay, but quite honestly I didn’t realize what effect my behavior would have on you. I had no idea that I had that kind of power. Yes, I was testing you, perhaps even deceitfully so, but I considered it a game. I hadn’t intended it to be cruel. All I’ve wanted is to be desired by you…”


  “Oh cut the bullshit, Alex. You knew exactly what you were doing. You enjoyed every moment of that grand theatre you craft so well. And yes, my dear, you did find that I’m vulnerable. I am human. You deliberately chose to bury your knife deep in my side and twist it until I hurt.” He looked at me with chilling eyes. “There are two sides to every act, and you enjoyed hurting me.”


  “No. No. How can you say that?” I cried. “Something made me behave that way, but it was for love, not to hurt you.”


  He rose quickly from his chair, I could feel the rage welling within him.


  “Okay,” I began to cry, “you’re right that I loved the drama, the excitement. I loved the anger. I was even excited when you slapped me, and maybe even when you ordered me from your house. But I don’t want to leave. I want to stay.” I was pleading as I spoke in the sincerest voice, wanting him to say anything that would allow me to remain with him.


  “You’re a bitch and a slut,” he scowled, as the palm of his hand with the full strength of his strong arm, stung against the side of my face. This time I stumbled back and caught myself on a chair. “Don’t ever attempt to deny that to me. You’ve a side of you as dark and as cruel as my own. You receive my cruelty because you want it. You bring it out in me because you love it in you.” His eyes flashed brilliantly as they had the night he’d ordered Elliot to assault my ass, as they had when he and Gus had led me to the shack in the woods, and as they had tonight when he first slapped my face. At other times, he’d contained that brilliance as if he refused to derive that much pleasure from his work. He stared down at me, his anger again contained. His emotions were in control and he finally returned to his desk.


  “Alex, we are alike,” was his summation.


  Did I have a side as dark as his? It suddenly seemed quite clear that I did. I was smarting from the sting of the truth, as much as I was smarting from the sharp smack of his hand.


  “You know, you’re right. I did want to hurt you after the way you dressed me down the other night. You humiliated me, and I wanted the tables turned to make you suffer. I did that and I loved it.” I could feel myself reflecting the same icy demeanor that he showed me so often. Yet it was honest, at least it was honest. “But I do want to stay.” I was certain, now, “I want to complete what we started.”


  It took some moments before he responded. I figured I had the waiting in my favor.


  “If you were any other woman, Alex, you’d be gone. This conversation wouldn’t be taking place. But you do fashion drama well. It’s your saving grace, along with your intriguing desires. Spend the night tonight, and we’ll talk in the morning when we’re rested.”


  This was the best I’d do that night. I was grateful for small steps, and inside, I nurtured a tiny triumph.




  


  Chapter Twenty


  The morning assaulted my waking brain with noise and irritation. Blue jays squawked at the window chasing the song birds to the trees beyond. In the kitchen Athena burned breakfast and showed her irritation snapping at every little thing. Something in the stables had gone awry during the night. Morning had come too early for the house.


  Gus glared at me while drinking his morning coffee at the kitchen table. “You still here? I thought Reggie got rid of you.”


  “I stayed the night.”


  “You best be leaving before he sees you. He might have ridden that stallion to death last night if I hadn’t stopped him.”


  His words chilled me. The stallion Brutus was Reggie’s favorite and I’d seen nothing but gentle respect between them.


  “Said he had to ride the fury out,” Gus continued, “but you can only take an animal so far.” When I thought that Reggie’s rage had vanished, it apparently had not, at least according to Gus’s assessment. My chances for staying were dimmer than I’d hoped. But when he finally arrived for breakfast, Reggie was his usual self, smiling, charming and cool. He didn’t talk about the night before and no one dared ask him about it.


  I ate, saying nothing, obviously nervous but then no one expected anything else.


  “Alex, I’ll see you in the den,” he said when he was finished with his toast. He pushed his chair away from the table and neatly laid his napkin by his plate.


  Though I was only half way through my English muffin, I took that as my cue to leave. I followed Reggie out the door like a dutiful pup, a far cry from the outrageous goad I was the previous night. I suspected that his guests were all waiting for the fireworks to begin again.


  “Sit down,” he motioned to the leather sofa, and so I sat feeling much like the nervous newbie I’d been weeks before. In an unusual move, he sat across from me on a leather footstool, the same one over which I’d been violated during my initiation. He leaned forward resting his arms on his thighs. His entire disposition was much warmer than the cold detachment I was accustomed to. I was taken off guard by this. The shift in demeanor was a stroke of mastery, for it renewed my sexual longing, renewed and strengthened the bond of desire between us – not what I expected.


  “It’s become apparent to me, Alex, that for both our needs, you need to stay to complete what we’ve begun.” A feeling of relief washed through me hearing this verdict, although at the same time I could feel a slew of questions start to cram their way into my brain. “I trust you understand, more than ever, how much this is a game of choice. And if you so choose, we’ll continue to conquer your fantasies. And if not—”


  “I do want to continue,” I jumped in before he was finished.


  He stared at me, and as if seeing my sincerity he nodded.


  “I wonder though, will you punish me for last night?” I could feel a chill running through my body, the question had plagued me since the idea of staying had been considered the night before.


  “I never punish in circumstances such as these. Our agreement remains the same. You follow my instructions as you previously agreed to, and you can stay. You’ve violated that agreement once. I’d suggest you pay close attention to your compliance. I’ll not forgive you again.”


  The authority of command that was his gift was never so apparent to me, yet something had changed. I hadn’t really understood how much this drama really was my creation, my choice. Previously, that had all been rather vague in my mind, something I was doing at Will’s recommendation. But the agreement was clear to me now when it hadn’t sunk in before. I swore to myself that I’d play by his rules. I’d subject myself to Reggie’s domination, knowing that I could refuse him at any point – without the theatrics. But I wouldn’t refuse him. I wouldn’t balk or fight, make a public scene of my displeasure or attempt to cast Reggie in a negative light. I was wiser and this was a new game.


  “I’m finished defying you,” I told him. “If nothing else, I think last night made me honest with myself.”


  “I hope so.” He stood up and moved around behind me and sat down at his desk. The cold wind blew, the detachment followed. And my sexual longing for him had never been so high. Never had I wanted anything more than I wanted him now – regardless of what that would mean.


  I turned around on the sofa so I could look at him. “I’ve been wondering about something, Reggie—”


  “What is that?”


  “You rode the stallion last night—”


  “I took out my rage on him since I wouldn’t take it out on you.” There was no emotion, no passion in his voice as he confessed the truth.


  “Why would you compromise your favorite animal?”


  He mulled the question for a moment. “You don’t deserve to know the answer, but you’ll be forced to understand soon enough. A lesser animal wouldn’t have been as worthy a trade.”


  It was hard for me to hear, knowing how much Reggie prized the horse, and under ordinary circumstances would never have done anything to hurt him. But I understood that had he unleashed his fury on me last night, he and I might have greatly regretted the night even more than we already did.


  “But, Alex, lest your sense of justice be offended, you’ll have your opportunity to pay for last night’s escapade.”


  He dialed the house phone. “Gus, I want you at the house with my leather strap.”


  I froze for a moment as a new fear swept through me. I waited, knowing exactly what would take place, and realizing full well that at some basic level he was right; I craved the justice and looked forward to the pain.


  It took no more than ten minutes for Gus to arrive in the den. His dusty jeans and rugged shirt, scraggly beard and rough hands emphasized his primitive features and primitive passion. Doubled in his hand was a leather strap that would likely extend several feet in length when it was uncurled. I’d seen it before at the stable. Now, as he held the handle and leather looped in his large fist, the sight of it intrigued me – even though it set off a maelstrom of emotion, everything from panic and near hysteria to arousal and desire. I couldn’t imagine the strap was used for anything other than taming a wild beast, though I doubted that Reggie would ever allow it used on one of his horses. The only other purpose—and that instantly came to mind—was for punishment.


  I feared the pain that a whipping would inflict on my body, but I wanted to feel that rough sting. I wanted the fire and the heat that followed. I wanted it to be more than I could bear. My crimes demanded that. I wanted Reggie there to see it. Despite his consistent – and rather silly in my opinion – claim that this was not punishment, I knew he would watch with satisfaction. I only wished that he’d do the deed himself, but that wasn’t Reggie’s style. He wouldn’t dirty his hands with the task, but he would order it done. Always the perfect administrator pulling the strings as his puppet world danced around him.


  “You want to do this?” he asked Gus, as if there were any question about his answer.


  “Yes, sir,” Gus answered grimly.


  “Then tie her to the beam.”


  Gus strode to the far side of the room, and pushed aside the five foot curtain hanging against the wall, unveiling a rope and hook device that slid into the room on a cleverly hidden rail. He unfastened the device and lowered the hook to an appropriate height as Reggie joined him.


  “Alex,” he nodded me forward.


  I rose to my feet with my legs trembling, and fear grabbing me in the belly so fiercely that I don’t know how I stayed upright. Standing between the two men, my body heat rose as their forceful energy closed in around me. I think that alone kept me on my feet.


  Gus grabbed my hands and fixed a handcuff around each wrist, then he raised them high above my head where they attached to the dangling hook. Reggie moved to the side of the room where he pulled the ropes tight and watched closely as my arms extended into the air until my feet nearly left the ground.


  “I want her backside bared,” Gus said.


  “Then do it,” Reggie answered.


  Gus yanked my pants and panties over my hips and kept jerking them down, taking my shoes with them, until I was completely naked from the waist down. The only clothing that remained was a short t-shirt that covered my breasts and the bra beneath. His scowl and determination suggested that he relished the prospect of punishing me – not at all surprising. I knew that just one word from me would stop the ordeal. But as I watched Reggie return to his desk and take a seat, I knew that he wouldn’t exercise that option. I couldn’t lose the opportunity that lay beyond the minutes I would suffer now.


  Gus stood at my backside while Reggie sat directly in front of me where he would see every jerk and twist, every pained grimace. He looked at me dispassionately, remote and aloof. I wondered, as I had a hundred times, what was going on in that enigmatic mind of his. However I had little time to ponder the question. Gus was already beginning what he’d come for. The first several smacks of leather bit hard, and I cried out, though more from shock than pain. I jerked with new each strike, yet the sensation was not so intense that I couldn’t find some pleasure in the heat that rose from the stinging skin. Certainly this was no more painful than the strapping I took at the shack. But then he paused for several moments and when he began again, the blows rained down harder and more frequently The pain rose quickly and became so strong that I began to moan, even despite my intention to remain silent. I writhed in anguish, wracked by fierce sensations that cut and bit and went so deep that I was sure there’d be welts that would last for days.


  I wanted the pain to end, but even more I wanted to endure it for the sake of a tenuous relationship that seemed to demand this as the only way to heal the rift I’d caused.


  My ass and thighs burned from the blows, and while Gus was human enough to ease off from time to time, those brief respites only signaled a new level of intensity when he began again. My body instinctively jerked and twisted to avoid the strikes, but that only made the pain worse. The strap would wrap around my side causing a nasty bite that lingered far longer than anything that struck my ass. I tried to maintain some kind of control, but it was nearly impossible when Gus let the strap fly without pause and my groans became cries then shrieks of anguish. The energy behind the punishment clearly communicated the man’s profound disgust with me. I sensed it in every blow, in the way he’d grunt and spew out his scornful taunts. Keeping my eyes focused on the cooler Reggie, I let those comments pass.


  Strangely, on occasion, I found myself experiencing an amazing bliss, my body accepting all the pain and transforming it into pleasure. A moment later another more painful blow would knock out any hint of pleasure and I’d be desperate for the punishment to end. This crazy back and forth had me nearly delirious, shrieking one moment, moaning the next. My arms ached and my muscles were weary. My flesh was red, raw, welted, worked so thoroughly I knew I’d be hurting for days, with the evidence of the whipping lasting long after the hurt faded. The sound of my hurt changed as the pain became impossible to manage. I couldn’t control my cries.


  Then, suddenly, it was over.


  When Gus stopped, I was sure that it was only another pause in the long ordeal, but then out of my feverish stupor I heard his voice. “I’ll damage the bitch if I keep on.” As if he were angry because he couldn’t continue, he threw the strap at my feet and left the room.


  I barely remember Reggie releasing the tether, or walking me to the sofa. I do recall the cool leather as I collapsed against it and the comfort it brought to my throbbing ass. I have no idea how long I lay there. I doubt if I’d have moved had Reggie not assisted me. When he finally pulled me to my feet, I’d hoped for his tenderness, but there was none. His last words, I’ll never forget. “You’ve created this, Alex. I’d suggest you think on that.”


  I found myself wearing a man’s dress shirt when he led me to the den door – don’t know how that got there or why the sudden modesty in this den of iniquity. In my stunned state of mind I don’t recall much about the walk to my bedroom. All I wanted to do was curl up and go to sleep. I fell to the mattress, wincing as I did, realizing only then how much I hurt all over, even if the whipping was concentrated on my ass. Later I recall Athena’s soft hands rubbing cream into my bottom. And at one point I caught a glimpse of the wounds in the mirror, the bright red rash of color and the places where the strap had made distinct red lines across the skin.


  The ordeal was over and I’d survived. I drew some satisfaction from that, and from knowing that I’d made amends with Reggie – as much as that was possible. A dreamless sleep awaited me.




  Chapter Twenty-one


  Waiting. Waiting for what next was more painful than the strapping. In the art of making a woman suffer in wait, Reggie was as great a master as he was of executing his nasty schemes. Hours piling on hours were painful to an extreme. Waiting by the pool and in the library, eating in the kitchen, walking in the garden, playing with myself in my bed, waiting was the ultimate torture. Days passed when we might have exchanged no more than a word or two. Some days I didn’t see him at all.


  Nearly a week passed before he finally appeared – quite out of the blue and to my great surprise, announcing himself as I walked through the garden. “Alex.”


  I stopped abruptly feeling his eyes bore into me from behind.


  “Let me see you.”


  I knew what he meant by the remark. No need to turn around, I bent over and raised my skirt to show off my wounded backside. There remained a few places on my bottom where the strap had dug into my flesh enough that red welts and small bruises were still visible on my skin. The rest of my skin was clear without a trace of the rough abuse – except for one spot on my right side where the end of the strap hit and dug especially deep. The mark was small, but dark and deep.


  He reached out to trace one of the wounds with a finger. “Gus did good work.”


  I shuddered deeply from that simple touch, pent-up, needy, grasping at a desire that continued to elude me. Did he have any idea what this simple moment was doing to my sexual arousal?


  “You could easily take another strapping.” I flinched hearing him say this. A warning or just playing with my mind? “Had it been me, it would have been more severe,” he informed me. When I stood upright, he moved closer and began to massage my buttocks with the palm of his hand, and not at all gently, as if he wanted to bring back the pain. I started to object but stopped abruptly.


  “Yes, you’d better stop,” he snapped sharply, “I recall something about your being done with defying me.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Remember how this feels, and know that it’ll happen again.”


  Why again?


   “Someday, my dear, you’ll flaunt your wounds rather than be embarrassed by them.”


  I could feel my body heat rise as he spoke. And when his breath tickled the back of my neck I shuddered again.


  At last he stepped back, motioning me to one of the stone benches in the garden. “Sit.”


  I sat, anticipation burning within. I wanted so badly to begin again and end the wait.


  He strolled about in front of me as if he were trying to decide what to say, although he’d already had that figured out. “You want control,” he declared at last, as he looked off over the garden hedge to the valley below.


   “No, that’s not true,” I immediately objected.


  He turned toward me. “Oh, cut the nonsense, Alex. There’s a conniving little cunt in you who wants to control this drama. If you learned nothing else the past few days you should have realized that.”


  I looked at him with lips pursed, and eyes glaring a bit. “Well, maybe I go for control – but that’s really not what I want.”


  “I’m sure we could argue this for days, but regardless, I’m handing the reigns off to you.”


  What? I was dumbfounded, and waited for him to explain himself, but he didn’t.


  “What do you mean?”


  “It’s your show. You tell me what you want, no mystery, no wondering, these are your fantasies, you’re the master.”


  That’s not the way it’s supposed to be, I thought, totally baffled now. Instead of staying to clarify his intentions, he walked away and I was left alone with my future in my hands, feeling entirely unsure of what to do.


  I swam for days without direction…remembering the strap on my ass, clamps on my nipples, wild orgies, cocks everywhere, pussy in my face…heat, heat flaming my flanks…arrows shooting through my pussy…my body lost to sexual lust…completely lost, no thought, no thought at all, out of control. No! No! No! I didn’t want to be in control! Damn him!


  At night my dreams held me captive, one after another, the darker Alexandra in me fed pictures of perversions to my anxious mind. Over and over again, the startling images fueled my inner fire. My true desires kept knocking at the door of my mind, with me determined to keep that door firmly shut. My efforts were wasted. The desires seeped in all around me, and I knew that I needed to make them real. Time to make my ‘make believe’ happen again.


  I awakened in a cold sweat from the most savage and real of my dreams. I couldn’t contain the lust any longer. It was late, past midnight, but despite the time, I bolted from bed and threw on a t-shirt long enough to cover my ass – the barest minimum of appropriateness necessary in this debauched household. I tore down the stairs in search of Reggie, feeling quite sure that he had not gone to bed. As I expected, he was in his office at his desk, busily occupied with whatever mundane affairs his sheaf of papers symbolized.


  “Sir?”


  “Yes?” he looked up from his work, not at all surprised to see me.


  I sighed, screwing up my courage, and entered. In the next ten minutes I told him everything.




  Chapter Twenty-two


  The evening began not unlike other nights when I was treated to Reggie’s mastery. This night, he seemed particularly on, as if he’d made an extra effort. He was as exquisitely dressed as I’d ever seen him, dark trousers, dress shirt, jacket, no tie. As usual his elegant style suggested the breeding and culture of a most meticulous master. And, if it were possible, his demeanor was cooler and more arrogant than I’d ever witnessed. As was also usual, his brilliant wit and charm held everyone around him captivated. His eyes sparked a little more darkly than I recall, and there was something behind his smile I’d not seen before. I couldn’t exactly define the difference, not intellectually, but there was clearly something in his confidence and intensity that had me all charged up. Perhaps just knowing that I was part of his plans for the evening made me so excited and on edge. It might well be a rough night, but I embraced the thought of that as well.


  His instructions were clear, and I wore exactly what he laid out for me – a skimpy black corset dress made of glove-soft leather. It hooked in front and laced in back, and drew my breasts together, pushing them out the top so that they nearly popped free. When he came to my room to view the results – he was taking no chances this night – he took one look at me and not satisfied with what he saw, he redid the laces himself. He yanked on them hard until I could barely draw a breath.


  “I can’t breathe!” I finally objected.


  He didn’t see it my way. “You’re breathing now, aren’t you?”


  “Barely.”


  He smiled. “Don’t worry, the leather will eventually give a little.”


  I had my doubts. As it was, I feared that as much as he’d pushed my flesh to the top of the corset, my nipples might be popping out any moment.


  Other than the remarkable exposure of my chest and a back slit that stopped just before the bottom of my rear, the dress was plain, no ornamentation and nothing the least bit feminine about its design. It was a slut’s dress – and that was how he saw me.


  I was not invited to dinner, so I waited in my room for his command to bring me to the living room where whatever theater he had in mind would begin. If he was true to his word, this scene would be something plucked from my late night confessions in the den, and could have been any one of a number of possibilities. I mulled it over, but only became more nervous as my mind spun. Trying to clear my head of its wasted imaginings, I turned on the TV and ended up watching some odd reality cooking show – absorbing enough to keep my fear in check.


  In a rare move, he texted me when it was time to go downstairs, short and sweet: Twenty seconds, now. The clock was ticking and I flew out of the room and down the stairs, stopping just before I entered, collecting myself in the remaining seconds. Regardless of what fantasy he chose to enact, my role was clear to me. I would not play the sniveling, groveling slave who’d whimper and roll over like a puppy. I’d be the arrogant bitch, here to be tamed by my master. I needed a man strong enough to master me, to take me down, to assure that I would submit – so that I could find the kind of out of control bliss I longed for. A slave, never! Made to submit, yes. The very idea of being that unleashed and free had me anxious, even a bit nauseous with desire as I moved into the room.


  “Alexandra.” His voice was flinty and cool. “Tell my guests who you are and why you’re here.”


  “I’m told I am an arrogant bitch,” I replied, trying not to sound too bitchy. “I’m here to prove to you that I’m capable of submitting to your command.”


  “But there is no humility in your behavior,” he noted.


  “My apologies, sir.”


  “I don’t need your apologies. I need your surrender. First, you need to earn the respect of these people. To them and to me, you are nothing.”


  I bowed my head. “Yes, sir.”


  I waited as he paced around the room, furtively following his movements with my eyes. I grew more anxious by the moment – certainly part of his plan. “We’re going to return to one of your favorite fantasies, one you wrote about it in your journal in such rich detail. You love to dance, to turn men on as you do. Am I wrong?”


  “No, no sir,” I said, taking a deep breath.


  “You even gave us an example of that a couple weeks ago – although that effort was fraught with anguish, as if I were tormenting you. How about you try again, and get real with it.” His face was positively evil as he gave the command, “Dance slut, make us want you.”


  This time, there was no music to inspire me, nothing but the eyes and the electricity in the air. I tried to let that feeling get inside me, and so I began to sway my hips. At first, my movements seemed unnatural, a bit too forced and mechanical to be erotic at all. Even worse, I made the mistake of catching Reggie’s eye – the cold, critical stare and the judgment behind it. I was failing in his eyes and was certain that any minute I would be hearing some vindictive comment meant to humiliate me further. I dug in, determined not to let that happen. As if my determination was all I needed, I suddenly heard the sexy music from The Tropics playing inside my head. I imagined myself in that smoky bar, with the glaring pink and green neon flamingo blinking behind me. The tension in my body began to melt and my dancing became more instinctive, less mechanical. I was there in the bar again, the center of my body, my crotch, like a magnet for their eyes. I could sense them looking and as long as I didn’t have to look at the surrounding company of perverts I could maintain that dreamy state and perform. The more I danced, the more daring I became. I played the slut, the tramp, the role that Reggie demanded of me. I cupped my breasts in my hands, pushing my tits higher in the dress until both nipples popped out of the bodice. I pinched them to make them grow erect, and when that was not enough to please me, I dampened them with my fingers and blew on them to chill the pinkish-purple flesh. I fondled myself before their eyes, raised my skirt and squeezed my ass. Then there was music, real music coming from Reggie’s speakers, raw, sexy, reggae syncopation and the beat of tribal drums. My head was swimming, my body oozing lust. I could have entertained them all night like this and loved it – a far cry from my previous attempt.


  But above the music and the roar inside my head, came Reggie voice, “Cuff her!” I felt the voice inside my crotch, high between my legs and could have come if he’d only reached up under my skirt and played.


  Two men descended on me with wrist and ankle cuffs, and I danced between them as they buckled the cuffs in place.


  “On your knees,” I heard that distinctive voice again and dropped to the carpet, to my hand and knees, my body still swaying lewdly. By then, the leather dress was bunched up at the middle leaving my breasts dangling beneath me and my ass entirely naked. “Crawl to Elliot, and remove his cock,” the next instructions.


  I found Elliot’s prick already hard; and though I wanted to suck it as soon as I pulled it from his pants, I waited for Reggie’s command before I took it into my mouth. As soon as my lips greeted the swollen head, I heard Elliot speak, “Fuck it, slut,” as he grabbed my head and pushed himself down my throat. I wanted to gag and had to forcefully stop that natural reflex. At least for a few moments he probed me deeply, and I was thankful when he finally backed off a bit and allowed my tongue, and lips and teeth to pleasure him. I ran my tongue around the rim, then down the shaft, then sucked him hard, using my hand and mouth, taking him totally inside, then out again, again and again until I could feel his body starting to tense with the climax on him. Just as he was about to ejaculate, he abruptly pulled out, held my head firmly in one hand and shot his load on my face, letting it splatter everywhere he aimed, until his milky cum ran down my chin and neck and between my breasts. I could feel it tickling me, sticky and thick. The aroma of it rose up around me like a cloud.


  “Crawl to the table and mount it,” Reggie’s voice boomed out, and I was nudged by Elliot in that direction, I crawled forward and mounted the hard wood surface, resting there for a moment on hands and knees – but only as long as it took for Gus to arrive at my side with a paddle in hand. The smooth wood was about four inches wide, and from the moment it connected with my ass, it sent sharp stinging jolts of warm pain through me in every direction. He smacked my bottom with as ruthless a stroke as he’d strapped it days before. I thought he’d never stop, and though I attempted to keep quiet, the pain soon became so biting that I couldn’t stop myself from crying out. When he paused for even a second or two, the pain immediately became erotic. I swayed my hips, inviting him to fondle me.


  “You selfish little slut!” Gus snarled at my display and then whacked me even harder. I knew the man enough to know that he loved every minute of my torment – and strangely I did too.


  Then a twist on the scene I did not anticipate. Reggie’s voice again. “She’s yours to auction.”


  My body instantly recoiled, and I’m quite sure that I gasped, “On no,” loud enough to be heard, but maybe not. I would have expected another smack of the wooden paddle but there was none, no response at all.


  Gus took over from there, while Reggie returned to the side of the room to watch his drama unfold.


  “Go get me the gag, the hood and the collar, and bring them back in your teeth,” Gus demanded, as he nodded to the cabinet of sex toys on the far side of the room.


  My ass was smarting from the warming it suffered, which generated a sensuous tightness as I moved off the table and made the slow crawl across the room. The items required were waiting for me on the floor, and I snatched them like a dog would a bone and crawled back to the waiting Gus. By the time that long crawl was over, I’d become meek, lowly and subservient. As amenable as a sleepy child, I let a buxom blonde dominatrix fit the hood over my head and fasten it to the connecting collar she buckled around my throat. Every small act reduced me further, and once she pushed the ballgag into my mouth, I couldn’t see and I couldn’t speak. Another lesson in surrender.


  “Stand,” I heard the command.


  Moving was painfully awkward, and I felt so disoriented that I was getting a bit light-headed. I must have looked like a clumsy, feeble slave to the watching audience.


  “Now on the platform.”


  I reached out for someone to assist me, and when there was no help offered, I shuffled forward until I stubbed my toes on a block of wood and stumbled forward, catching myself on the wooden platform. Gus smacked my ass impatiently. “Get moving!” I was just angry enough at this cruel treatment to scramble up on the platform and bring myself upright – hoping all the while that I wasn’t too close to the edge.


  “Arms up,” Gus ordered. “Spread your feet.” I followed his order only to have him snap off a terse, “Wider,” as he tapped the insides of my thighs with some sort of implement. My wrists were bound above me as they’d been that day in the den. With my legs spread so widely, I could barely move.


  Suddenly, spotlights blazed against my skin, three, maybe or five of them, it was difficult to tell. The heat felt like scorching flames, and within seconds, I was sweating profusely. The leather dress was tight and sticky, and the cum drying between my breasts itched with an intolerable irritation that wouldn’t be soothed.


  “She’s yours to use,” Gus announced, his voice cruel and meant to cut. “Whoever wishes to begin the torture start bidding.”


  “Seventy-five.”


  “One-hundred.”


  “Two-hundred.”


  Numbers barked from all corners of the room in rapid succession.


  “Let’s see her body,” one bellowed.


  Gus ripped at the strings of my dress, pulling the knot loose and allowing the sides of leather to burst open and my breasts spill out.


  “Two fifty.”


  “Three hundred.”


  “More skin!” someone shouted.


  The laces that held the dress together were quickly loosened, and the entire thing torn away. Naked. On display. Exposed to every eye in the room. I’d been exhibited like this before, but never so anonymously. In many ways that anonymity was comforting – a divine oblivion where it became unnecessary to think. Nothing touched me, not the shouting about the room, the bids, the humiliation, the scorn of Gus’s taunting. I’d been reduced to my elemental self, the animal of my nature craving only one thing – stimulation.


  “Seven hundred and fifty.” Another voice rang out, a familiar one, though I couldn’t immediately identify its owner. It left me with a cold chill. The auction was over and the room went perfectly still. No shouts, no bids, no taunts, no whispers.


  Remove the hood,” I heard Reggie say. “And the gag. You can see who purchased you.”


  The hood came off and then the gag. I was relieved to come back to myself again, but at first the bright lights blinded my eyes and I couldn’t see a thing. A figure in front of me faded in and out, and though I tried to see through the intense light, that was nearly impossible to do until the lights began to dim. As my delirium lifted and my eyes finally adjusted, I could make out the face of the man who would own me for the night.


  There, cold as ice, no flashing smile, no dashing love-filled eyes, there, as cold as Reggie himself, was Will, standing in front of me clothed in a self-imposed blanket of frost.


  Holding out his hand, he helped me from the platform. Then it was a terse, “Down slut!” as he pushed me to the carpet and I was once again on hands and knees. “Crawl!” his next order.


  My wrists were still bound which made the crawling difficult. However, that was of no concern to him. Once I circled the room and returned to his feet, he pushed my shoulders and head to the floor with his foot. I recognized the worn cowboy boots. The creases. The scuffed toes. They’d been broken in a long time ago.


  Leather cracked against my bare ass. Will’s disgusted, “Fucking bitch,” made me wince. I’d never felt such scorn from him, never been called a ‘fucking bitch’. It was personal and it hurt, and I wanted to cry.


  “You call me sir when I speak to you,” he said, as the leather struck my ass again.


  “Yes, sir,” I answered in a breathy whisper.


  “Louder, slut.” And another snap of the leather landed squarely across my ass cheeks.


  “Yes, sir,” I practically shouted.


  He shoved me over with his foot, so I was looking up at his cold face.


  “Do you see this?” he asked, holding a leather paddle in front of my eyes.


  “Yes.”


  He cracked the leather hard against my thigh. “What was that?”


  The searing pain made me almost cry. “Yes, sir!”


  “This is to correct you. When you understand what submission means, our drama stops, not before.”


  Will laid me back against Reggie’s large coffee table, where my legs and arms were spread out wide beyond the table and ropes were attached to the rings in my cuffs. By the time they had me stretched wide and tied off, I felt like a pinned insect. No room to move this time.


  I saw Reggie watching from nearby. His face and my desire for him haunted me. I had wanted his mastery and yet once again I’d been denied that fervent wish. And Will, my dear Will, now cold as winter, ordering my torture – something had gone amiss. My body heat was rising and desire burned strong in my gut. But I was confused. I didn’t know which master I desired most. Why were they doing this to me?


  Will looked down at me, half scowling. “You think you can survive this without screaming?”


  I shook my head without actually realizing what I was telling him.


  “Then you’ll have to be gagged,” he said. And before I could correct myself, the gag went back in my mouth.


  My body struggled against the bondage, as much as my mind struggled with the circumstances of this awful ordeal. But as soon as the clamps went on my nipples and the pain began, my mind emptied.


  I closed my eyes and let the punishment come.


  For a time it seemed as if a dozen straps, crops, floggers and crops were laid against my flesh, skinny, wide, soft, hard, caressing and biting. Each left a new sensation, each different, each adding to the raw arousal burning in my crotch. I writhed with pain and want intermingling freely. A deep satisfaction gained hold of me, and though I was frantic and confused, my body begged for more with its wild gyrations, with the way my pussy lifted off the table as if urging my tormentors on. I screamed into the gag, then fell back and moaned. I could feel the climax on me, as close as Will himself. Though just as soon as I was at that critical moment just before the crash, something happened to draw me down – the torment stopped, an intensely sharp pain pulled me from subspace. Will taunted me this way again and again as if he were settling a score, taking his revenge for every bit of pain I’d caused him. If that was his aim, there was much to atone for.


  I could feel the climax on me, about to crest beyond the point of no return. As ready as I was, I was abruptly foiled again. Tethers were loosened, my body freed from bondage and then jostled about until I was on hands and knees again on the floor this time. Elliot lay beneath me with his cock prodding at my cunt, then as soon as it slipped inside, another man was greasing up my ass and pressing the head of his penis into my backdoor. They freed me from the ballgag but only so that a third man could shove his cock into my mouth.


  Surrender came on me fast, total and complete. I gave up any fight as I was banged about with the three men vying to take their pleasure. For a while I was far beyond them in another place, moons beyond this world, then I was back in my body where the reality of their fierce assault was bringing me to the edge of climax again. It came on me in crashing waves, in brutal spasms, from every part of my well-fucked body. They spent themselves inside me, one after the other, come in every orifice. Endless.


  I disappeared again as if withering into nothing. So spent. So weary. And still the orgasm played through me, not one but many, going on as long as there was even the smallest stimulation, and even after when there was none at all. Perhaps I passed out.


  Next thing I knew I was lying on the carpet on my side, alone. The ballgag gone. The cuffs removed. All I knew was my own breathing, and with each breath I was reminded of the rapture that had taken me away.


  I heard the voices first. Just voices.


  And then the light of the room. It was pale, almost gray in contrast to where I’d been. And the people. They were like strangers but curiously familiar, and closing in around me. I almost forgot where I was. The hands that moved across my body were warm and tender, nurturing. I knew by the scent of him that Will was behind me – it had been Will in my ass, very fitting. And now it was Will pleasuring me with his tender touch, his lips on my ear, his kisses along my neck. I was all body in one sensuous cocoon of satisfied bodies around me. I didn’t even try to understand why this was happening. But there was nothing here to shame me or tell this was wrong; there was nothing but pure joy. A blanket of satisfaction descended on me and I was at peace with myself in a way I’d never been.


  I gazed at my captors and tormentors, at my lovers, and at Will, oh yes, Will, thinking of nothing but how perfect this moment was. How they had all been exactly what my fantasies dreamed of, and how intimately loved I was now. Something magical had brought them together to make this happen.


  Feeling immense gratitude I searched for the author of this scene amongst the crowd. But he wasn’t among the naked and the half-dressed, or even those who sat just a few feet off on the sidelines watching. I looked up further to find him at the living room door.


  He stood alone. Clothed and apart from the rest.


  What pierced my peace and satisfaction was not the coldness I’d grown to expect from Reggie, but his sadness. Fleeting, yes. It disappeared quickly; but for a moment I saw it in his eyes and felt it weighing him down. That sadness brought me back to my desire; the desire beyond the physical pleasure to know this man, to have him, possess him and make him mine. In my desire for Reggie, I forgot about what had just taken place. I forgot about Will and the others, about the satisfaction they gave me. I turned instead toward my master, my only master, to Reggie, longing for him still.




  Chapter Twenty-three


  I wanted to ask Reggie about that night, about Will and why he was there, about his motives and why he chose to remain on the sidelines. But I didn’t get the chance.


  I could have sworn he’d planted Sophie to arouse my passion for him more, but he denied that. The woman appeared at the house, swooping down like a vulture ready to snap Reggie away from me. In the days after my exhilarating night, while I played Reggie’s perfect hostess, Sophie sat at his right arm at the table’s end and the two would tease and caress and nibble at each other until I was nearly nauseated. She was an old acquaintance and one that Reggie obviously enjoyed with great relish. They rode horses together after breakfast, and after lunch took long strolls through the garden arm in arm. I saw them locked in a passionate embrace and was embarrassed by their fervor. I was equally amazed by a side of Reggie I hadn’t yet seen and desperately wanted for myself.


  “I’m trying to get him to come to my villa in Nice,” she gushed, “it’s gorgeous in summer.” I was lounging at the pool when she descended on my attempt at tranquility. “He used to come almost every year for a month or two. Such a rake he is, could fill twenty beds without batting an eye.”


  I wondered if Reggie had prompted her to make these remarks to me, or was she just cunning by nature? I didn’t think Reggie would be that devious.


  I couldn’t compete with her sophistication or her worldly beauty or charm or sparkling eyes or anything about her. As she stayed on with one day running into the next, I became more irritable. Especially since I wanted to continue with my training. I wanted more of what I’d had that wonderful night, but most of all, I wanted Reggie. Soon my irritation showed. I snapped at Ann during breakfast, and at Heidi when we were by the pool.


  At dinner on the fifth day of her stay, I was unexpectedly placed at Reggie’s left across the table from the conniving Sophie. She talked of France and of house parties she’d hosted with Reggie, and of their mutual friends whose names were familiar because of their fame. The more she prattled on, the more I burned. Envy. Jealousy. Anger. Rather than be obvious, I withdrew into a stony silence. When I could be silent no longer, I spoke sharply.


  “You’re rather proud of your exploits, aren’t you?”


  “Well, I’ve had my moments,” she gushed, unaware of the edge in my voice.


  “Hum. I’d think that a woman of your charm and beauty wouldn’t have to scour two continents of country houses for men. I’d think that you would have them flocking to your door in the South of France.” I punctuated South of France with blatant sarcasm that she surely wouldn’t miss.


  Ann and Heidi giggled under their breaths. Sophie seethed beneath her elegance. Exactly what I wanted. Reggie glared at me.


  “Good!” I thought silently. I was rather proud of myself for speaking up. I knew I was creating a scene, it was what I wanted, a confrontation with Reggie, but I stopped short, lest Reggie’s annoyance turn to real anger. He must have been delighted that she’d upset me, but he wouldn’t allow me to go too far.


  After dinner, there was conversation in the library but I was in no mood to be polite, so I left to stroll around the terrace, stewing in my misery.


  “What the hell’s going on with you?” Though his voice wasn’t particularly harsh, it cut through the night air and my gloom. When I turned to face him, I could hardly see his features for the light that shone behind him from the house. He was glowing. For the first time since the night with Will, I felt energy between us, I felt it coming from him toward me as strongly as it ever had.


  “Alexandra?” he demanded, “I want an answer.” Still not angry, just in need of an answer.


  I stewed for a moment, then blurted out the truth. “I’m jealous. Green with envy, angry, pissed off, totally irrationally womanly out of control jealous. Is that what you wanted to hear?”


  “What the hell do you have to be jealous of?” He sounded genuinely surprised.


  Could he be that dense?


  “Sophie?” he whispered, as he drew a bit closer.


  “You dote over her as a lover. I’ve no reason to be jealous, no right, but I am. I can’t help it.”


  “Interesting,” he laughed. He laughed deep and long. “Some things I plan, some just happen.” He shook his head in amazement.


  “Well, I’m glad my jealousy is so amusing, at least I’ve given you something to laugh about.” I turned my back on him like a petulant child, aware that I was creating this drama; though I wasn’t about to stop.


  “Sophie gushes,” he started. “She’s a vain, impetuous woman and I love to play with her, but I tire of her easily. For all her amorous charms, she’s an uninventive fuck and I gave up common prodding years ago.” He was behind me, turning me around to face him, smiling as he did. Any distance between us had been bridged by his genuine amusement.


  “Now, that is more of an explanation than you deserve. Do you feel better?” He sounded like a reassuring parent.


  I was embarrassed, embarrassed by my jealousy and even more for allowing my feelings for him to be so obvious. I realized that our game was coming to an end, and I couldn’t let that happen, not yet.


  “You know what I want, and I don’t plan to leave until I have it,” I said with renewed arrogance.


  My words created exactly what I wanted. The coldness of the master returned. My body heat began to rise, and I knew his was rising with mine. His smile changed to a sneer. “You haven’t paid the price to have what you want, when you do, then, only then, you might get what you want.”


  I relished his every word, knowing that our drama would continue. I didn’t even care to think about the path he’d take, I only cared that he still wanted to guide me.


  He added one parting comment: “Just remember, Alex, it’s as important that you desire your sexual awakening as much as you seem to desire me.”


  “Of course,” I said glibly, wondering why he’d even think to mention that.




  Chapter Twenty-four


  “Go into the bar, Alex. Sit down and wait, and look your most provocative. Deliberately stare at their crotches or into their eyes. I want them to notice you.” I shuddered at his instructions, just as I shuddered when the drama began again.


  It was the afternoon of Sophie’s departure. I was so glad that she was gone that when Reggie dressed me in a simple camisole and skirt I would have agreed to do anything. We sped off in the yellow Porsche, heading toward town. The feeling was glorious, the speed of the sports car feeding my warm pulsing crotch. There were so few times I was alone with Reggie, I could hardly contain my excitement.


  Flashing neon greeted me at the door as I entered the bar. A familiar sight to me now, and hardly cause for much concern. There was music, low and jazzy, and dancing on the small polished dance floor, and enough patrons to keep me from standing out. I gazed around at the polished bar and the wooden stools and the lounging men waiting for a woman to strike their fancy. It seemed as good as any place to practice conquering my fears. I was happy to see that the fear that had once gripped me in such circumstances was only a shadow of its former self.


  As I swung my ass onto the tall bar stool, my skirt rose up high on my thigh. High enough for my bare crotch to caress the leather seat. To look alluring required a casual easy attitude, bedroom eyes and moistened lips. I licked them as my eyes caught the gaze of a man at the end of the bar. He was tall and lean and a little bit wild looking, rough around the edges. He gave off a confident vibe – not out to prove a thing.


  We made eye contact several times, and then I smiled demurely, just before I turned and looked the other way.


  Next thing I knew, he was at my back, tapping me on the shoulder.


  “Let’s dance,” he said. I smiled demurely as I looked him in the eye, then followed him out to the dance floor.


  Several fast dances got me warmed up, then during a slow one he reached around and grabbed my butt, and pushed it into his groin. I murmured a little to let him know I liked that. I liked the feel of him, his hands, the smell of this breath, and the earthy scent that reminded me a bit of Gus – though he was not like Gus in any other way.


  “I’m Henry,” he finally introduced himself.


  “Hi Henry, I’m Alex.”


  “So, Alex, how good a time are you looking for tonight?”


  I shrugged. “Just wanted to meet a man who intrigues me.” This all seemed very easy. Shivers ran the full length of my body as we touched. And he wasn’t about to stop. We must have danced for at least an hour without stopping, the seduction moving rapidly forward. He started to kiss me, on the lips first then down my neck. My body tingled with want. His cock was rock hard. I could imagine myself screwing him all night. He stroked the sensitive flesh at the base of my ass, and fondled me there, realizing that I wore no panties, just the usual garter belt and nylons Reggie demanded. I sensed the others in the bar watching the slow seduction and I hardly cared. I certainly didn’t flinch, and there wasn’t even a trace of panic attempting to thwart my plans.


  Any minute I expected Henry to suggest we leave for elsewhere, though I wasn’t sure this was what Reggie had in mind.


  “You fucking slut!” I heard the words first, then the burning in my arm as Reggie pulled me away from Henry’s close embrace. When my blue-eyed master slapped my face, I staggered back free of both men.


  “Get your fucking hands off of her!” Henry came to my defense.


  Reggie didn’t budge. Though he’d stuffed his hands in the pockets of his leather jacket.


  “Get in the car,” he ordered.


  I stood frozen, too bewildered to move.


  “Alex,” Henry sounded like another Reggie. “I don’t know who you are, but Alex is with me tonight.”


  “Get in the car,” Reggie said again, evenly. “You’ve got a hell of a lot to answer for.”


  I looked from one to the other, then quickly retreated to the table and grabbed my purse. Dashing to the door, I cast a hasty but well-intentioned apology in Henry’s direction.


  “What the fuck,” was his astonished reply, and the last thing I heard as I walked out.


  Once on the street, I stopped to catch my breath, leaning back against the brick façade, letting the clear night air cool my emotions and the raging burning in my sex. I couldn’t guess Reggie’s motives, so I waited passively for him, sure that he would enlighten me when he finally came through the door.


  He was laughing as he emerged, grabbing me by the hand. “C’mon, let’s go.” He opened the door of the Porsche to let me inside, then climbed in himself, and we roared off, Reggie chuckling to himself.


  “You were magnificent,” he finally said.


  “What?”


  “It was a damned cruel joke, but you won, and won well.”


  “I won? What?”


  “You beat your paper dragon.”


  “Forgive me, Reggie, but I really don’t understand.” The car was dashing madly toward some unknown destination, so was our conversation. He set me up to attract a man, and then when I did, he slapped us down. Obviously, he wasn’t really angry, quite the opposite.


  “Don’t you realize what you’ve done?” he asked, amazed. We pulled into the drive-in line of a fast food restaurant.


  “I’m not sure.”


  He laughed again, almost exasperated. He ran his hand though his blond hair and sighed. “You didn’t panic tonight. You hardly flinched. And you enjoyed every moment. You’re fast becoming exactly what you want to be.”


  I took a deep breath trying to absorb his words. He seemed more friend than master, and that seemed strange. It wasn’t right. Our drama was crumbling around me and that was frightening.


  Reggie ordered for us at the drive-up window and we took the burgers to a park. He’d thrown a coat over my skimpy clothes and we ate sitting side by side on a park bench, as easy as two teenagers out for a snack. It was odd to be with him in an atmosphere completely opposite from the elegant suppers we had been sharing for the past weeks. But as nice as the idea was, I couldn’t stop the feelings of anxiety that were crowding into me.


  “Alex, you realize, you don’t need me anymore,” he finally spoke as he finished off his burger and threw the papers into the trash.


  I’m sure he meant it as a positive, but his words were daggers going straight for my aching heart. We were really over? Over without the piece I most desired?


  “But I want you.” I must have sounded as if I was begging – and I really didn’t care.


  He quickly turned serious.


  “And I want you, too, but it’s not a simple thing for me. There’s a darkness in me that burns to have you. You want to make love; I want to torture you, punish you, to fuck you as a beast before I ever make love to you. It’s either all or nothing, and frankly, I’m afraid to even start, afraid it might rip us both apart.”


  I wasn’t really sure what he meant by all that, but I could feel my body react with desire and my pussy growing damp with the thought of everything he’d said.


  “But isn’t that what you’ve been doing? Venting all that darkness.”


  “I’ve not forced myself on you. I’ve forced you on others. I’ve given you what you wanted, I’ve helped you create what you’ve wanted to create. But how much have I taken for myself?”


  He was right. Not once had he indicated in any way that he’d been sexually fulfilled by my submission to him. He didn’t use me himself. I could only guess that he took his pleasure privately. I’d begun to wonder if he ever fucked at all.


  “I do want you, Alex. But you have to accept my terms. You’ll have me unrestrained and I’ll be there for me, not you. Giving yourself to pleasure me, you must give unconditionally and without hesitation. You will submit – I won’t have it any other way. Don’t go eagerly accepting my offer because in your fantasies you see some romantic finale for us. I don’t see that outcome at all. I’d think long and hard before you agree to anything.”


  I knew that I’d moved beyond the awakening innocent that had arrived at his doorstep some weeks before. We were equals, and he was defining our roles and I had to choose. I knew what choice I’d make; there wasn’t any doubt in my mind despite his caution. Yet giving myself over to Reggie’s desires, to all the pieces of his complex manhood was the scariest scenario I’d face. He was right. I’d go beyond my own created fantasies and enter into the world of his fantasy. It was a different kind of ‘out of control’. I’d no longer be in charge. I had to remember how terribly angry I’d become when our sex games first began. The balking. The hesitation. The endless confusion. Would that happen again? I would think about it, of course I would, but I knew what I had to do, and I think Reggie did too. I couldn’t stop myself.


  I stared into the empty space in front of me as if in a trance. “Reggie, I can’t turn back,” I finally managed to say. I spoke so softly I wasn’t sure I actually voiced my thoughts aloud until he answered me.


  “I didn’t think you would. But you have to understand that the drama has changed.”


  “I do understand.” Only then did I dare look at him.


  Our eyes met and he peered at me just as he had on the night of my initiation by Elliot. It didn’t take him as long to find what he was searching for this time.


  “Good,” he replied. “Finish your hamburger and we’ll see if there’s a decent movie across the street.”


  With the decision made, the inner storm in me seemed to settle; an unexpected but certain peace calmed the simmering agitation that had not left me since the first moment I laid eyes on this incredible man.




  Chapter Twenty-five


  I expected the extraordinary.


  I was not disappointed.


  “Your car arrives at 8:00 p.m. Shave yourself clean and wear these.”


  I hadn’t seen him in two days, his note startled me.


  As I slowly removed the soft pubic hair from my sex, I could feel the sexual heat inside me rise and my pussy moisten. I stood before the mirror with the shaving cream tickling my mound. With each stroke of the sharp razor, I became more exposed, more vulnerable and bold. Just as I was finishing, I had to pause for a moment as a sudden orgasm had me writhing against my hand even before I could wipe the last of the cream and hair way.


  I felt weak afterwards, but was still aroused. I looked at my naked body in the mirror, seeing my soft full labia between my legs, and the inner lips of my cunt peeking red and rosy beneath. I’d never seen myself this way, never been this completely exposed. I thought of Reggie, and how I would give him everything tonight. Even things I’d balked at before would be available to him because I was making myself a gift to him.


  I struggled with the thought of wearing the clothes he laid out for me. Seeing them, I had to wonder where he’d take me, certainly someplace away from the safety of the house, and that gave me reason for concern. But this was Reggie’s show not mine, and I knew above anything else that he’d protect me.


  Athena helped me lace myself into the tightly cinched corset. It was made of chains, little chains that fit snuggly around my torso. They were anchored into a leather waistband, while attached to the bottom of the waistband were leather straps that ran snuggly between my legs, parting each side of my smooth pussy and opening it to the air that caressed the sensitive flesh. The chains were not tight enough to cut flesh, but they did rub against my skin, a constant reminder that I was Reggie’s property and this night belonged to him. I liked to think that even though he was the author of the drama, and I just an actor in his play, that this was my dream too. I was a bottomless pit of desire, and though there was a great deal of mystery and intrigue shrouding the master’s plans, I greeted the night like a welcome friend.


  Once Athena was gone, I finished dressing before the long mirror, slowly raising the sheer black stockings over my long legs and fastening them to the chain garters that hung from the bottom of the corset. The black stilettos were at least five inches high. Once on my feet, they lifted my body into a graceful profile. I gazed in the mirror, a bit in awe of what he’d made of me. I was not only taller but more statuesque, and the effect only added to the explicit sexuality.


  He’d chosen small diamond studs for my ears, which added just enough sparkle to complement the silver and black feathered mask that covered nearly half my face. There was something comforting about that mask, as if I’d put on a new persona, a magical guise that would allow me to open the door of Reggie’s underworld and transform myself into a mystical animal. He certainly had a flair for drama, one that matched my own.


  Did he see me as an exotic beast, an exquisite bird, or something altogether new that only he could bring to life? Perhaps the mask hid my true identity, but I liked to think that it only brought out the beastly beauty inside me. I was almost disappointed that I wouldn’t be traipsing through the house so exotically attired. However, for the sake of some degree of modesty there was a flowing silk cape that completely covered my outrageous costume and the exposed body parts. As daring as I might have been while alone in my room, I was actually relieved that Reggie didn’t expect me to walk into the world so scandalously attired. Instead, I descended the stairs as an elegant woman going to some elaborate costume ball.


  A black limousine was already parked outside the house, but to my surprise Reggie was not inside. I slid into the back seat at eight o’clock sharp, and rather than wait for Reggie to join us, the driver sped away. Even he was a mysterious element of the night – someone I knew or a stranger? I had no idea, with a black glass partition separating the front seat from the rear of the limo.


  I settled back into the leather comfort listening to the piped in music – a sexy rock beat that had me ready to dance, although that was not a feat I could accomplish in the close quarters of the limousine. Beside me on a small table was champagne and cherries, luscious tastes befitting of the evening. I downed one glass, poured a second and within minutes I could feel the alcohol working, my brain a little buzzed. I wondered about Reggie, about how he’d look, his manner, his attitude, and what he had planned for the night. I told myself that I was prepared for anything, but the fact was, I wasn’t prepared at all. I had no idea to what depth his fantasy would take me. Of course, that was the point, wasn’t it? Tap into my fears, arouse myself with the unknown. Titillating, yes, but terrifying at the same time.


  When the car came to an abrupt stop, I peered through the dark windows, shocked to see, not some luxurious mansion before me but a crumbling old building, a warehouse I guessed, one dark and forbidding and ancient, with history behind it and mysteries I couldn’t even fathom.


  This was definitely not the place my fertile mind imagined.


  As the limo door opened, I looked up to see a man in a suit wearing a black hood – all too reminiscent of an executioner. Reggie certainly hadn’t spared the theatrics. I offered him my trembling hand, and as his warm one helped lift me to my feet, a shudder of fear raced through my body – one so deep that I might have sank back in the limo and asked the driver to take me home. I’m quite sure Reggie’s unwavering command of me was all that kept me moving forward. I was instantly transported back to that moment in The Tropics when I chose to run rather than face my fear. Oddly, once this mystery man pulled the cape back off my shoulders, my urgent anxiety seemed to fade. I was entirely exposed now. The drama had finally begun. If some car were to pass by at that moment, or someone were to walk through this distressed neighborhood they would have seen a masked woman of regal bearing clothed only in chains, nylons and stilettos. Sadly, no one passed through the deserted place, and there was no one to see my amazing transformation.


  My unseen guide bound my wrists together behind me and pushed me forward through the warehouse door and into a building that had been trashed some time before. We worked our way through a maze of rooms, up and down stairs and deep into the interior of the nasty decaying structure. Rather than disgust me as it would in the light of day, my journey intrigued me. Each step, each staircase, each door I walked through brought me closer to the scene I had been waiting for.


  At last, we entered a room that was entirely bathed in shadows. My guide stopped me there, and as he backed away, a dozen figures in masks and leather and chains emerged from the darkness to surround me. Then with no greeting or introduction of any sort my arms were unceremoniously raised high and fixed to a beam above my head. My hands and legs were spread wide. The masked figures pawed me, each one a surreal animal. As their attention to me continued I began to relax and allowed my mind to drift from the anxiety to the sensations of that incredible moment. I was almost orgasmic just from the sensuous limo ride, the cool night air and suspenseful walk through the warehouse. And now this intimate attention could have taken me to the brink within seconds. I sensed that the surrounding phantoms knew that. They backed off and refused to take me where my body wanted to go.


  I hung there waiting, seeing several other women and men who were similarly displayed. Then the sound of leather striking their flesh, and groans and screams filled my ears as they rose above the pounding music that already played my body like a sexual instrument. I could hardly wait for them to attend to me with their whips. My body craved the sharp feel of leather on skin, the pain and their attention.


  I heard myself begging the moving figures around me, as I struggled to be noticed. I urged them with my writhing body, murmuring, “Oh, please,” a dozen times over, groaning all the while.


  “You gotta want it more, bitch,” one masked and leathered form suddenly snarled at me. He pinched my labia hard and walked away.


  “Please,” I pleaded.


  A hand abruptly slapped my face. I felt the force of the blow travel erotically down my body. Opening my eyes, I found myself staring into Reggie’s cold blank face. He was the only unmasked person in the room.


  For the first time in my long journey with him he was about to take me. No more games, no more waiting, no more giving me away to someone else.


  “I am going to torture and punish you, slut. I’ll pierce you so that you can never forget that I have mastered you.” With his gaze dark and his voice distant, he had only one more thing to say. “I fear you’ll regret ever having wanted me.”


  I met his threats not with fear but desire. Everything he said to me only raised my body heat higher. And there was no way I could imagine regretting this night or any of the others that I’d endured at his hand.


  With a fresh burst of passion, I baited him, seething, “You fucking bastard…” in a low growl. I was certain to increase the fire of his passion with my own.


  My scheme worked.


  He clamped my nipples while staring coldly into my eyes. I felt the challenge in them and came right back, my body now an inferno of lust all aimed in his direction. Without hesitation, methodically, meticulously and deliberately, he worked me over with every tool he owned. Through the gloomy darkness I could see them laid out on a table before me, taunting me. I lusted after each one. He walked around me with a leather thong and rapped it playfully against my skin. He slapped my bottom with his hand, a brisk sting rising instantly. He used his tawse and crop and cane, then laid a razor strap hard and fast where his tools had just reddened my flesh. I could feel the heat of this fine torture making my body scream to the point where the spasms in my crotch wouldn’t stop. They went on and on, each spasm fueling the next.


  The strap on my naked ass burned me so that even when he stopped, the heat from it continued on, the scorching sensations spreading everywhere.


  And then the cat o’nine tails.


  All my fantasies were laden with Technicolor pictures of the effect this instrument would have on my bound body.


  “You ready for this, my love?” He held the leather handle before my eyes so I could clearly see the nine thin cords dangling ominously before me. He snapped it at his side with an air of authority that chilled me to the bone. His naked tightly muscled torso was sweating with his own heat. His leather pants, fitting like a second skin, showed off the bulge in his crotch. I wanted what resided there, expecting his erection to be large and very hard.


  He gave me only a moment to relish the sight of him. After cracking his instrument of terror against the floor again, he moved behind me and began laying it against my wanting body. At first his strokes were light, almost delicate, enough to have me mesmerized. Then he ran the leather cords over my skin, teasing me as if he were using a feather on my aroused flesh. Just as I relaxed into the heavenly feeling of those nine tails, he abruptly cracked them furiously against me, sending searing punishment to every corner of my body and bringing tears to my eyes. His blows hailed down on me one after another in succession, five, six, seven. I lost count.


  Just as suddenly as it started, he stopped.


  I was left with an incredible nothingness for several seconds with my body still jerking from the spasms he’d raised. I wanted more. This was hardly enough.


  But he was finished for the moment. He grabbed my cunt, shook it hard, probed it with his fingers and pinched my clit until I could barely stand the pain. One last cruel shake of his grabbing fist and he backed off.


  “There will be more,” he said, and he walked away.


  I waited an interminable time, while minutes of delirium and dungeon music and dungeon noise climbed right down to my core and shook me as hard as Reggie’s hand. I craved more release, more punishment, more of the divine abuse. I wanted it deeper and more severe. And as if it was just another of my own creations, I was rewarded for my thoughts when the ‘cat’ struck again, this time with greater force, the snap, the bite, the sting, the pain, over and over were everything I desired to satisfy the raging unmet need my fantasies had been aiming at for so long.


  He finished off the punishment with several blows that made me scream at the top of my lungs in a joyous abandon, and I collapsed against myself, finally knowing it was over.


  Done, Reggie moved rapidly, tightening the clamps on my nipples; the shooting pain enlivening my cunt even more. I craved something beyond. I knew what it was, did he? When I caught his gaze he answered my silent pleas decisively.


  “You’re ass may be blushing madly, Alexandra. But I cannot ignore this,” he said, not coldly, but with fiery passion. He had his hand at my pussy, holding it so tightly; if I’d had just seconds more of his grasp, I might have exploded right there against his palm.


  As he spoke to me, there were others around me, removing me from the beam and lowering me to a table. My legs were spread, my pussy splayed and with a smaller ‘cat’ Reggie flailed my softest, most vulnerable flesh.


  I groaned and cried, letting my wails reach beyond the walls of this old edifice perhaps; and yet, I couldn’t deny the pleasure that began to build into a startling climax. And then, before I knew what was happening, Reggie was between my legs with his cock plowing into my pussy. He was large, filling me full, opening me wide. I gasped loudly. His thrusts were like some dark heaven of pleasure, deep at the core of my desire. Within seconds I was about climax again; and then we were lost, just another cock, and me another cumming cunt joined in this instant of release. I heard him grunt, then the groaning cry of pleasure I so longed to hear. We remained suspended in that moment for what felt like an eternity – although it was likely just a few brief seconds.


  As the sensations slowly began to pass away he withdrew from me.


  I didn’t see his eyes; he wasn’t looking at me.


  Reggie gave me little time to bask in the pleasure, or to be bothered by his lack of attention to me after our mutual orgasm. A cold splash of liquid that smelled medicinal suddenly hit my hot cunt. I spasmed again feeling the contrast of hot and cold, but was soon overcome by a tingling pain at the lips of my cunt. Reggie stood between my parted thighs, his hands gloved in latex, the glint of a needle in one. With eyes keenly focused on my crotch, he tugged the fold of flesh above my clit, then pinched it tightly between thumb and index fingers and ran the needle through the slip of skin. The stinging burn was instantaneous but over quickly. Left inside the thin folds of my sex was a tiny ring, his mark on me. The satisfaction and the justice of his act made me smile. I wanted more, more of him now that I belonged to him.


  Before I could breathe easily again, I was removed from the table and turned over so that I was bound on hands and knees at cock height again. From this submissive position, Reggie took me in my ass, pummeling me hard without thought of how hard and mean the taking might be. For as much as I’d been worked over, I was still not prepared for the violent force that claimed me, but rather than protest, I welcomed the wildness of his spirit, something quite unlike the well-controlled Reggie I knew. However, he gave me little time to savor the moment. Just when I thought I was full enough, a cock forced its way into my mouth, then another after that, and another, until I became nothing but a toy for them to use. Rather than protest as I might have weeks before, I surrendered. I eagerly welcomed all that entered me. I have no idea how many men took me that night. There was nothing that I wouldn’t gladly take because this was Reggie’s fantasy and for that reason, I was pleased to be so thoroughly used. The orgasms crescendoed and fell away, crescendoed and fell away – a dozen times perhaps. I wasn’t counting. Once the men had been satisfied, the anonymous others drifted elsewhere, exiting the dungeon. I would never know them, never be able to thank them for their attention to me. They left silently, taking with them the security of their numbers.


  When they all slipped away except for just one, I realized that it was Reggie and me together at last alone, exactly what I wanted most.


  My desire bloomed once again as my imagination demanded something more. Exhausted in the most satisfying way, I was ready to be caressed and kissed and tenderly soothed, ready for nurturing and softness to complete the cycle of sexuality, just as Will and the others had done for me on that night many days before.


  When he came to me, I was still on hands and knees, but by only the most tenuous balance. His first touch was a gentle stroking, making me aware that every inch of my body had been roughened by hands or whip or strap or whatever other instruments. Reggie’s hands were a welcome counterpoint.


  He lowered me to a mattress, a clean contrast to the grungy interior of the room. And then he kissed me gently on the face, my eyes, my cheeks and lips, beginning a slow meandering trail to my waist.


  It should have been beautiful and sweet. It should have aroused me again in a softer way, like the same soft ending that had brought me back from the far out places I’d been when Will had taken me to that lovely place beyond. It should have been the final fulfillment for Reggie and me.


  But it was not.


  I waited for that miraculous something to happen, for the heavens to descend on me with a fierce kind of love, the kind to match the fierce sex we’d just shared.


  However, something was missing.


  I was in love, or at least I thought I was. I assumed there was a possibility that he loved me in return.


  But there was no passion behind the gentleness, no tenderness that spoke to me of love. Only form, only movement as practiced as any skill could be. It was clear that he was uncomfortable, comforting me. And unsure. This was not what I expected, nothing like the fantasy my mind worked so hard to create. I longed for other hands. Ones whose passion for gentleness matched the passion for severity. The longer Reggie was there beside me, the more strange and unwelcome his attention became. I became uneasy and angry. He was ruining everything, and I despised him for his ineptness.


  “What are you doing?” I suddenly blurted out. This was all wrong! I shook him off and rose from the mattress, wanting to be anywhere but in his company.


  Months worth of high expectations crashed into the reality of this awful moment and I had no idea what to do.


  He looked up at me dispassionately. Not sorry, not apologetic, not seeming to care. For a moment, I saw in Reggie that same sadness I’d seen during that amazing night with Will; the same sadness that had torn me away from Will and the others, and the gentle affection they offered.


  “Damn you!” I whispered. I didn’t know what else to say.


  He shook his head, only then a little sadness appearing in his placid expression. “I didn’t want you to choose this, Alex,” he said.


  There was a fury simmering in me. “Why didn’t you tell me?” My own eyes bore down on him as his often had bored down into me.


  “I thought I did,” he replied, “maybe not in so many words, but I did warn you. Even if I’d given you a stronger warning, would you have listened?”


  Of course, I wouldn’t have.


  “Truth is, I really had no idea how this would end. It was a gamble on my part as much as yours. I was willing to gamble one night to see if perhaps you were right about us and I was wrong.”


  A gamble! A gamble? I wanted to scream. At him, and at myself for believing that this paper doll of a man could have anything of substance behind his well-enacted dramas; for having illusions that there could even be the perfect master of my fantasies, that there might be such a man who could engineer my awakening, and could love me, too. I knew now why he was so distant, so cold. There was nothing more to the man than his finely executed theater.


  He sat on the mattress as I paced the room, looking at the crumbling walls, at the brick and mortar lying strewn about the floor.


  “You could have said something.”


  “You wouldn’t have listened,” he repeated.


  He was right. I was far too caught up in my fantasies to see him for what he really was. I sighed deeply, letting all the emotion, all the disappointment fall away. He did what I wanted him to do for me, why should I expect anything more?


  “Why?” I asked.


  “Why?” he returned.


  “Why did you even agree to this knowing what I was hoping for?”


  He looked at me with surprising frailty, fleeting though it would be.


  “I suppose that there is part of me that keeps hoping I’ll break through my facades and find something deeper than the games.”


  I was tired and exhausted, and for lack of anything better to do, I sank back down on the mattress at his side.


  “But you never do?”


  “No, I don’t.” He shrugged. “You’re much braver than I am, Alex. I could never take a journey of the heart like you’ve taken with your sexuality.”


  “I don’t believe that. If I could create myself as I am, so could you create what you want,” I pleaded with him.


  “I gave up, Alex, I gave up trying to change long ago.”


  “And yet you haunt yourself with the possibility of tenderness and love?”


  “Only in moments like these. And I don’t let them happen very often. Just with the few like you.”


  For the first time, I was beginning to feel something real from him.


  “But, my dear, there’s always another Alexandra waiting. And while you’re off ‘happily ever after’, I’ll be doing what I do best and in some small way enjoying it.” There was that aristocratic triumph in his voice. That self-aware resignation, that acceptance of his fatal flaw. It almost resurrected the desires I’d once felt for him, but that would never really happen.


  His previous advice about wanting my sexual awakening as much as I wanted him came back to haunt me. I could be grateful now. He’d taken me everywhere I’d wanted to go and left me a woman of choice, not fear, a woman prepared to combine lust of the body with the lust of heart. I couldn’t be anything but grateful for that.


  Reggie helped me remove the garment of chains and slip into soft leggings and a billowy silk shirt. Before I dressed, I felt the ring that pierced me. I smiled at him as I felt it dangle against my clit.


  “The ring, it’s really for me, not you,” I acknowledged.


  “Yes it is,” he agreed.


  “But that was one fantasy I never told you about.”


  “You didn’t have to,” he snickered.


  “I didn’t have to tell you a lot of things,” I added.


  “What I lack in ability to love, I make up for in my ability to discern each woman’s private passion. And frankly, Alex, you were so easy because you desire so much. There was no way I could fail with you, at least in that regard.”


  There was something tender and genuine in him now, but it didn’t exist beyond his dramas, and I needed more. I gazed around the strange room. I didn’t want to forget anything about my weeks with Reggie. But I knew that my time with him was finally over.


  “I’m ready to leave,” I said.


  “I’m glad,” he replied. “If you stayed any longer, I just might have changed my mind.” He was laughing lightly.


  I was satisfied with his small admission. He wouldn’t forget me, that I knew.


  The cool breeze of the dying night greeted us as we left. It would be morning soon, and I’d once again begin a new adventure.




  Chapter Twenty-six


  Walking up the apartment steps, I placed my key in the door and opened it. I hated most of what I saw. I’d tear the curtains down, recover the sofa, throw away the doilies and the hearts on the wall. They’d be replaced with bold colors, rich wood, and some decent art. I wasn’t the same sweet and gentle woman that had left so many weeks before. Maybe moving would be easier.


  And yet, something in the room caught my eye. Out of place. A bowl. A blown glass bowl filled with fresh fruit – I’d seen it before. Beside it a bottle of Merlot. And the apartment that should have suffered from lack of care was clean. In the refrigerator was fresh food, vegetables, fruit and pasta sauce.


  Will.


  I’d wondered all day about us, about what had really happened in our relationship and where it would go now that my obsession with Reggie was over. The apartment said it all.


  I was flying out the door, down the stairs and rapping on his door. “Will!” I shouted. I couldn’t wait to see him.


  Then his face appeared and he greeted me with the most amazing grin.


  “So, you’re back, huh?”


  I threw my arms around him, hugged tight, and felt his body melt into mine. Oh yes, this was where I belonged! What a crazy means to discover that fact. What an amazing man to allow me the time and freedom to discover the woman inside of me. Not the fantasy woman but the real one.


  I knew we’d be in bed together that night – or maybe we’d just roll around on the floor from my place to his, between a feast of spaghetti and wine and fruit and love. The possibilities had me giggling. We could create a million dramas and feast on lust forever. It was a moment of perfect bliss – though one I suspected would change over time. Nothing ever stays perfect, does it? But I had in Will what I needed most in a man. Thank god I’d finally come to my senses. He’d give me the darkness and the fire, but he’d also give me love. And all of that, I would willingly return.




  Alexandra’s Dilemma




  


  Chapter One


  “You had the man spank you!” Will charged at me with eyes flashing. He’d never been angry like this – at least not that I could recall.


  “I’m so sorry, honestly. I couldn’t help myself.”


  “Couldn’t help yourself? Really?” He shook his head in disbelief. “So, how the hell did you find this man? Pluck him off the street, and say ‘please spank my bottom?’”


  I bit my lip, knowing that this would never sound right to him, but I had to explain.


  “I saw his name in an online ad.” My face was hot and flushed, and likely beet red. How did I let myself get caught in this disaster? Foolish. Naïve. And totally stupid of me to come home looking so distraught. I’ve never been a good liar. But then, it never entered my mind that he would be there. He wasn’t supposed to be home in the first place. But once he saw me, I knew I was in trouble. He can read me as if I were an open book.


  “A personal ad?” He was astounded. “Where the hell did spanking get mentioned in a personal ad? And why would you be looking at on-line personals in the first place?”


  “It was on a spanking site I some sometimes go to – you know my fantasies.”


  “Oh yes, I know your fantasies,” he said with a sarcastic smirk. “So, you just order up any little fantasy you desire?”


  “It’s not really like that,” I said meekly.


  “So how many times have you been with this guy?” he continued.


  I gulped, my face twisted into a grimace. “Three.”


  “Three!”


  “Yeah,” I came back weakly. There was something about the whole thing, I couldn’t stay away.”


  “Like what, what couldn’t you stay away from?”


  Will was hurt, very hurt, even though it came out in the form of anger. I bit my lip again, blushing like a naughty kid. How could I tell him, how could I even begin?


  “I guess the desire has never really gone away.” I thought that should explain it all.


  “So you wanted to be punished?”


  “I guess so.”


  “And you didn’t come to me?”


  It had been over three years since I’d been ‘trained’ to follow my submissive inclinations. Will had taken me to his good friend and lifestyle dominant Reggie for the full treatment. My strange sexual predilections had only frustrated us both. As much as we loved each other, as great as the sex was, there was a darker side of me that I needed to explore. One day I’d say I wanted to indulge in some odd sexual kink, only to get freaked out and change my mind about it soon as Will got involved. We both got so frustrated I thought it would tear our relationship apart. Reggie became the answer we needed. He was not emotionally attached to me the way Will was, and he didn’t allow me to change my mind on a whim. Once I agreed to be submit to him, I had to give up control. It was a tough struggle and it wasn’t an easy time for me. There were some fierce lessons to be learned, but it let me back to Will.


  I wonder now how I ended up in yet another sticky situation with the man I love.


  I know that when I left Reggie, I’d had enough of being controlled. I wasn’t ready to let Will punish me the way Reggie had. I wanted something softer and more intimate than Reggie’s cool domination – although I wasn’t exactly sure what it was. For months I wavered back and forth in a strange vacuum. But the one consistent thing, I ignored Will’s attempts to exert his control over me. I claimed I’d been ‘healed’ of my need for dominance/submission, and the two of us basked in the more easily acceptable aspects of our relationship. Will was fooled. He loved his newfound sexual siren who liked to dress in sexy clothes, who would tease him mercilessly, and would have sex with him almost any time he asked. My openness thrilled him even though submission was shoved conveniently under the rug.


  However, when I stumbled into a spanking website, I found myself drawn to stories and the testimonials, and eventually into the alluring advertisements. I wondered what it would be like to be submissively held in a man’s lap and be spanked. It would certainly be a different kind of submission than I experienced in Reggie’s hands.


  Choosing Keith’s ad, I had no idea what I was getting into, but I knew I had to go through with at least one spanking session. As much as I tried to push the thought from my mind, it soon became an obsession. Keith’s ad led me to believe that this dominant man was experienced, sensitive and interesting. What more could I ask? After all, it was just a spanking, nothing more. One measly little spanking – what could be wrong with that?


  I met Keith at a hotel restaurant on an evening three weeks ago. I was initially apprehensive, of course, thinking as I waited for him in the hotel bar, that I was being totally foolish for meeting a stranger like this. Yet our conversations over the phone had been delightful; the tingling rush hearing his stern voice reminded me how much I yearned for that kind of interaction with a man.


  On first glance, I found Keith reasonably attractive and yes, very stern. He was a professor at the University, telling me he taught medieval literature. I even verified his credentials at the University website, which he urged me to do. His interest in spanking was completely ‘recreational,’ a term I thought amusing, but perhaps apropos for the relationship we were contemplating. Purely platonic. I insisted on that.


  Keith bought me a drink which settled me down, and for nearly a half hour we talked about nothing in particular. My hands were sweating and my face was flushed the whole time, not to mention that my bottom tingled in anticipation.


  “So Alex, I think it’s time we got on with the correction,” Keith said looking at me in a very formal way.


  “Okay,” I replied.


  “Answer “yes sir,” to my instructions,” he corrected me gently, though his stern control was evident.


  “Yes sir,” I answered immediately.


  Keith led me upstairs to the room he’d reserved: a cold sterile hotel room that I remember only for its unremarkable appearance. To its credit however, it did have an armless straight back chair that became the focal point of the night, along with my bottom.


  Keith, being the no nonsense kind of man he is, pulled the chair out and sat down, motioning me to stand in front of him. I thought we were going rather fast, but then I hadn’t been spanked like this before.


  “You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?” he scolded me. Shades of childhood reprimands rang in my ears, and I quaked in fear, like I might have when I was a kid.“Yes sir,” I replied meekly.


  “And you deserve a thorough paddling.”


  “Yes sir.” I lowered my eyes, allowing myself to get into the mood of the night, feeling as I had when I’d been submissive to a man before.


  It struck me for an instant, that this should be Will not Keith sitting in that chair. I should have made my apologies right then and left; but I was too excited to go so far and suddenly stop. I couldn’t. For all the screaming in my head, I couldn’t stop.


  “I’m afraid this will have to be a bare bottomed paddling, as naughty as you’ve been.”


  “Yes sir,” I agreed to his request. I suppose I wouldn’t want it otherwise.


  “I want to be sure you learn your lesson,” he advised me.


  “Yes sir.”


  The fact that my misdeeds were not clear to me, that this was in a sense a very “bogus” event didn’t seem to bother either one of us. Keith and I had an understanding, and were following through with this scene in order to meet our complimentary needs: his to punish; mine to be punished. It didn’t need to be anything more than that.


  When he mentioned bare bottomed I did hope he’d pull me over his lap before my skirt went up; and I was very relieved when he did. Once resting on his strong thighs, his left arm went around my waist to secure me tightly. With his right hand, Keith reached down and drew my skirt up over my thighs, pushing the wool garment to my waist. I’d worn a garter belt and stockings to make Keith’s job easier. For him to have my bottom bare, all he had to do was pull down my black cotton briefs.


  I trembled all the way to my toes when he lifted the waist band and drew them back. This was ‘naughty’ all by itself, draping myself over a stranger’s legs and allowing him free reign to punish me like a child. Yet, once the first smack struck, I wasn’t thinking anymore, sexually, submissively or otherwise.


  Keith wasn’t kidding; he had a very commanding way of laying on his hand. He literally pelted me with one sharp smack after another and my bottom was instantly hot. I suppose I suspected something easier, since I was a first time ‘spankee,’ but Keith saw otherwise.


  One after another I took the smacks, finding myself naturally wiggling in an effort to get away from the burning sting. After several minutes, he stopped.


  It seemed a little abrupt until I realized that he wasn’t finished.


  “Now for the real thing,” he announced.


  I had a feeling this would happen when I saw the hairbrush on the table. As much as he spanked my bottom with his hand, I didn’t think that I’d escape a few rounds with the brush.


  At first Keith ran the smooth wood over my hot bottom, the thing feeling rather cool in comparison to my well heated ass cheeks. It actually felt welcome for an instant, until abruptly he let the thing fly, and it was coming down hard and fast on my posterior, just the way he’d used his hand.


  “Stop! Please stop!” I insisted. I’d had enough.


  But my disciplinarian was not at all dissuaded by my pleas. That nasty brush just continued the treatment, each smack seeming harder than the last.


  After one harrowing round of smacks, at least a half dozen, I think, Keith paused for me to catch my breath, and then he resumed; very likely because I was foolish enough to wiggle on his lap as if I wanted even more.


  “Please stop now!” I wailed loudly.


  I would have thought he would comply with my wishes, but Keith seemed to think I could take much more, because he refused to stop. One punishing smack after another and I was ready to quit this stupid game and never ever try it again.


  Yet when Keith finally slowed down, I found myself again feeling aroused, my body beginning to churn erotically, my whole mind consumed again by the passions that so often haunt me. Desire leaped up at me and roared. I think I might have let Keith take me sexually on the spot, except that we’d agreed to keep this strictly disciplinary.


  When he set me on my feet again, my skirt instantly dropped around my legs, covering my backside, though my panties were still on the floor at my feet. I found myself snuffing. I’d been crying and there were tears to wipe away.


  “Hand me your panties,” Keith ordered.


  “My panties?”


  “Yes, Alex, your panties.” He was quite firm about this.


  “Yes sir.” I reached down and retrieved my underwear and handed them to him.


  “Now, go look at yourself in the mirror, then you can stand in the corner.”


  “In the corner?” I asked in a very timid voice. I didn’t want to upset him, but this seemed kind of silly.


  “I suggest you quit questioning me,” he replied sharply.


  I was forgetting myself. The additional treatment was solely for the purpose of humiliating me, and I was certainly feeling a heap load of shame.


  Gathering my skirt around me, I moved to the mirror and looked at my reddened bottom, surprised by the erratic blush across my white ass. And then looking back to Keith, I hoped he’d give me some reprieve, but by the look on his face, he was as determined as he’d been earlier. Retreating to the corner of the room, I stood there with my bottom bared, while Keith waited for it to do whatever he had in mind. It was likely not more than ten minutes when and he ordered me to his side again.


  “Here are your panties,” he said.


  “Thank you.” I was thanking him for not just my underwear but the spanking too.


  “I hope you’ll behave yourself until our next appointment,” he said. There was NO next appointment in my book, but the suggestion was now on the table.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied.


  With that he dismissed me and I was quickly out the door.


  My body was roaring, mad with sexual heat. The pain had turned into a sensuous warmth that spread throughout my ass. I played with myself all the way home from the hotel.


  “I don’t know why I didn’t come to you, Will, but I just didn’t know how to tell you,” I stammered. “And it was not at all what I thought it might be…in fact, it was awful.”


  He wasn’t buying it “Awful, really? If it was so awful, why did you go back twice more? Your story is a little flimsy, Alex.”


  “Well, it didn’t really start out awful,” I admitted. “That only happened later.”


  “So suppose you tell me what did happen? And don’t you dare lie to me.” He was absolutely livid – again.


  “Well,” I began, “I met Keith at his hotel.”


  “He doesn’t live in town?”


  “No.”


  “Go on.”


  “We would talk over a drink, just one relaxing one, and then we’d go up to his room.” It was horrible recounting this to Will. Yet his face clouded by his anger, looked strangely more appealing to me than it had in some time. “Then he’d…you really want all the details?”


  “Every damn one of them.”


  I sighed heavily, wishing he’d just do something, like take me in hand and give me one hell of a spanking. I’d certainly feel a lot better if he did, and it would definitely ease the tension that was making this confession so difficult.


  “It was really very old fashioned, kind of ritualized. He’d take the desk chair, put it in the center of the room, and pull me down over his lap. Then he’d spank me.”


  “Did he raise your skirt?” Will asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Did you wear underwear?”


  “Yes.”


  “Did he pull them down?”


  “Yes.” This was sounding worse by the minute.


  “Then what else?” Will asked.


  “He spanked me, first with his hand each time, then with a hairbrush.”


  “And it hurt?”


  “Very much.”


  “Did you see the results?”


  “He made me stand in front of the mirror, and then in the corner until the red faded away.”


  “And it was red?” he asked. He was so cold on the surface, and so hot on the inside. I could see the fire of his anger settling on a low simmer.


  “Yes, very.”


  “So it aroused you?”


  I hate that question. How could I answer? “Some.”


  “Tell me about that.”


  “I don’t know how to explain it, but yes, it was arousing. Just as I was aroused by the things Reggie had me do.”


  “So what was so “awful” about it?”


  I think it was a mistake to have told him it was awful, because on one level it wasn’t awful at all. The guilt I was feeling at the moment was awful, the sneaking around, the lying, the whole way I’d compromised our relationship, that was awful; but I still did it, and on one level I enjoyed the hell out of it. “It’s awful not being honest with you,” I replied, trying to remain true to my feelings.


  “But the experience wasn’t awful. You liked being spanked by him?”


  “It’s hard to explain,” I said, trying a little whining, hoping he’d be understanding.


  He wasn’t. He looked at me with the same cold, stern, fiery-eyed face. “So explain, I can wait.”


  “I did like the spanking, I liked the feeling, and yes it aroused me. It wasn’t exactly what I wanted. He was a stranger and it wasn’t personal. And I guess this third time, it just didn’t seem quite right.”


  “Why’s that?”


  I hedged.


  “Did you have sex?” Will asked.


  The question was like a thunderbolt. I wanted to deny it but how could I? If I lied, it would be obvious to Will.


  “Yes.”


  “Every time?” he asked.


  “Oh no! Just this last time.”


  “Tell me about it.”


  “About the sex?”


  “I shouldn’t have to repeat myself,” he said. His annoyance with my hesitation was hardly disguised. We were piling hurt on top of hurt, I hated seeing that in Will’s eyes, but by now there was no way to avoid it.


  “Well, tonight he spanked me as he had before. And I was turned on as I’d been before. He was turned on too, and when the session was about over, he came to me and offered himself.”


  “Offered?”


  I gulped.


  “He felt my rear while I was standing in the corner, and I couldn’t help myself. I started to respond, and he responded, and before we knew it, we were screwing.” I was beginning to cry, telling my story to Will. That was a bad move.


  “If you think I’ll somehow be assuaged by tears, Alex, your very wrong. In fact, I’d suggest that you stop crying because it’s only pissing me off!”


  “I’m sorry, Will, the sex was all wrong. I never should have done it. I mean I never should have even answered Keith’s ad. This has got to be the stupidest thing I’ve ever done.”


  “Well that’s one thing we agree on,” he said, though there was no softening in his tone of voice.


  “Maybe you could punish me?” I ventured. “Since that’s what I really need, maybe this is something good that could come out of the this whole mess.”


  “Wouldn’t that be just perfect for you,” Will said sarcastically.


  “You might be surprised how perfect it would be for you, too..”


  “This undying love crap coming from you, Alex, is nothing but BS. You think a little retribution on your rear and the whole thing can be swept away.”


  “I didn’t say that, but we could begin there.” I was hoping with all my heart that he would agree to this. I realized talking to him how much I’d hurt him, and now how much I wanted him. Why hadn’t I asked him to meet my need for spanking instead of bringing in that ineffectual stranger? The sex with Keith had been about as empty as any I’d ever had. Even on a bad night, Will was a lover, someone whose body, sexual appetites and style I enjoyed. This other man might be an adequate spanker, but he was not a lover of any inspiration at all. For all the fancy ritual we engaged in before the sex, for all the spanking fantasy we’d enjoyed, Keith was pretty mediocre when it came to the rudiments of female sexual stimulation.


  “No, Alex, we can’t begin there. You want to write this off so easily, but I can’t. You go find your lover and enjoy yourself, because you now have all the freedom in the world to pursue your pleasures.”


  “No, Will!” I protested. “You’re leaving?” It certainly looked that way, since he was in the bedroom packing his suitcase. “You can’t mean that.”


  “Face it, we haven’t gotten on that well the last few months. I don’t know whether it was your kinkier sexual desires that were coming to the surface again, but whatever it was, you didn’t see fit to discuss it with me. I’ve gone to hell and back for you and our relationship, but you seem to think you can up and go exploring on your own, without so much as a thought for me, and then hope to patch it up as if nothing has happened. Well, it doesn’t work that way, little darling. If you’re feeling guilty and need to pay penance, go find someone else to redeem yourself with, because it ain’t gonna be me.”


  Will closed the bedroom door in my face and came out a half hour later with his bags packed.


  “Please, hon, don’t do this, this is four years, we can’t throw it away like this. I’ll do anything.” I was in tears, and pleading for my life, I thought, but it was still Will’s blank cold expression looking back at me.


  “Anything? Right,” he bit off sarcastically. “You’ll do what you damn well please as long as you’re in control, but you won’t do anything. That’s always the way it is with you.”


  His scathing words stung, probably because they were so true. “Will, I mean it, you tell me what it is, I’ll do it,” I pleaded.


  He considered for a moment and shook his head, exasperated with the effort.


  “What is it?” I asked trying to get him to say something. The longer he stayed poised at the door, the less likely I thought it would be that he’d really leave. “What can I do?”


  “There’s no use suggesting anything, because my own brand of revenge on this would be much too much for your delicate sensibilities, even though I’d find it very fitting.”


  “Find what fitting?”


  “Submit to Reggie again,” he said simply.


  My heart must have stopped beating. I know I went instantly cold.


  “No, you don’t mean that?” I said dumbfounded.


  “See? What did I say?” His smirk was absolutely as dreadful as his tone of voice. He left me standing in the middle of the living room. Closing the door ever so quietly, I suddenly had thoughts of Reggie Harold going through my mind again for the first time in what seemed like an eternity. Why did he have to say that? Why that? Why Reggie? I went to the bedroom and cried my eyes out.




  


  Chapter Two


  Reggie had a sweet looking young secretary, blonde, demure and very pretty. She kind of reminded me of myself a few years back. I found myself wondering if she played Reggie’s submissive sex games the way that I had. I certainly wouldn’t be surprised to find him surrounded by hot looking, submissive women there to satisfy his curious lusts.


  “An appointment with Mr. Harold,” I politely told the woman. “My name’s Alex.”


  “Yes, he’s expecting you,” she said smiling.


  I hadn’t called him personally three days before. I let the secretary arrange the meeting. It was easier than trying to explain my dilemma on the phone. I couldn’t believe how much I was trembling at the thought of seeing him after all this time, trembling more than I even did that first time, and far more than I had when I first met Keith. There was a quality about this meeting different from anything I’d ever experienced. It was sexual certainly, and submissive, and from my point of view extraordinarily humiliating.


  Never say never. I was certainly eating my words now.


  I’d vowed when I left Reggie never to return to him. I didn’t need him. At a very horrifying time in my life, going to Reggie was an awakening. He helped me understand the great cloud of fantasy and desire that so often occupied my mind. He made me feel accepted for the raunchy things I thought about. My submissive tendencies, all those kinky sexual thoughts were all right in Reggie’s world. And for a while, I was even smitten by the dashing dominant man.


  But that changed. The ‘love affair’ we had fallen on its face. Rudely. In fact, I actually left under a guise of triumph. I bested Reggie Harold in his games; when it came to his playing in my world of love and intimacy, he came up strangely shallow. He couldn’t return the real affection and love that I had for him. For reasons I’m still not sure about, Reggie was oddly lacking in any real depth of feeling.


  Returning to Will after that revelation became one wonderful reunion of body and soul. Too bad now, I never tried to integrate the ‘games’ I played with Reggie into my life with Will. I was certainly paying for it now.


  “Mr. Harold will see you now,” the blonde announced. She rose from her chair and escorted me to the massive walnut double doors leading to Reggie’s office. It was plush in the outer office and I expected something even more elegant beyond the doors, I wasn’t disappointed. Opening the door, the secretary motioned me inside and my jaw practically dropped to the floor as I looked at the enormous walnut desk set against a backdrop of floor to ceiling windows looking out on the city. Everything about the office was first class. I wouldn’t expect otherwise, knowing how lovely his country estate was.


  Reggie was not at his desk but at the far end of the room. I turned to see him coming from his private bath. He had the sleeves of his white starched shirt rolled up as if he had been working on something that required such informality. A lock of his usually well-groomed hair had fallen in his eye. His aristocratic jaw, aquiline nose and impeccable presence were as they had always been, enough to send my female juices flowing.


  “Alexandra, how are you?” he said approaching me as he rolled down his sleeves, and buttoned his cuffs.


  He grabbed me at the shoulders and drew me to him, giving me a kiss on the cheek, warmer than any affectionate gesture he’d ever bestowed on me.


  How could I hate him when he sent my desires through the roof!


  “You look terrific. Come in, sit down,” he said with an expansive gesture, motioning me to a chair in front of his desk.


  “I’m well,” I replied. I was hardly great, wonderful, ‘happy as a lark’ well. I couldn’t lie.


  I sat in front of him thinking it strange to see him in this venue when in the past we’d only been together at his estate. A few ventures out, but never here.


  “The suit is quite suited to you, Alex,” Reggie noted. He was a connoisseur of style, had always been particularly concerned with how I dressed. In our former association, he’d often demanded certain attire which I sometimes resisted and always found challenging. Wearing the black suit today, I was totally comfortable in the short skirt and deep cut jacket. The lavender lace teddy under the top was meant to provoke a man’s reaction, and dressing this way had really become second nature for me. The truth was, I knew I’d chosen this particular outfit for a little confidence booster; I knew I looked terrific in it. If I hadn’t had my whole life hanging in the balance, I would certainly have enjoyed Reggie’s positive response more.


  “So, to what do I owe this visit?” Reggie asked.


  He looked perfectly ignorant of any knowledge of my crimes, perhaps, Will hadn’t talked to him; a circumstance I greeted with displeasure. Will really didn’t expect me to do this, which made the likelihood of a reconciliation seem even more remote.


  “I need a favor,” I said. This was hardly the way to begin, but I wasn’t sure how else to start.


  A favor?” he raised his eyebrows.


  I took a deep breath, tried to start and stopped. I wanted to stop the tears that were forming in my eyes.


  “You’re very agitated, my love, is there something wrong?”


  “Will left me. We broke up,” I said. I could hardly say it without crying.


  “Oh, really, I find that rather difficult to believe, I think of you two as the perfect couple.” He might have mocked me with this statement, but he was perfectly sincere.


  “That is, unless I can prevent it.”


  “Maybe you should be more explicit,” Reggie proposed.


  I smiled, chagrined. “I am being kind of vague, aren’t I?”


  He smiled in return, waiting patiently for me to gather my wits about me.


  “I had an affair of sorts. Will found out, and he’s totally unwilling to remain with me. He feels as though I’ve completely destroyed his trust, and I’m completely desperate to make amends.”


  “An affair? That surprises me. You always impressed me as someone impeccably honest.”


  “And I usually am,” I agreed.


  “So, if you had reason for an affair, perhaps you really don’t want this relationship with Will?” That sounded reasonable, but it wasn’t true.


  “It’s not like that. This wasn’t an affair of the heart. I have no emotional attachment to the other man. I was searching for something.”


  “Searching?”


  I couldn’t believe what I was saying, but now that I’d started I couldn’t very well stop.


  “I contacted an on-line Dom.”


  Reggie looked at me shocked. “Whatever for?” It seemed as incredulous to me as it obviously seemed to him.


  “I contacted a man who spanks submissive women.”


  “Spanks? As in ‘over the knee bare-bottomed paddlings’?”


  “Yes. Exactly. There’s quite a little sub-culture of spanking aficionados, and there’s a lot of meetings arranged for the sole purpose of playing out the fantasy.” I didn’t think I should need to explain this, but given the blank nonplused expression on Reggie’s face, I thought I needed to clarify.


  “You don’t have to school me in this. I’m aware of the fetish. What surprises me is that you’d feel the need to seek that kind of adventure outside your relationship.”


  “It’s kind of strange, isn’t it?” I admitted, embarrassed to say it.


  “You mean to tell me that all the fun we at the estate uncovering your myriad of desires was for nothing? You and Will went happily along ignoring the obvious wealth of sexual variety that you love so much?”


  “It’s not that bad, but we don’t really get into dominance and submission. And I’m not sure why. But now, what is it? Three years down the road, whatever it’s been, we’re at this horrible impasse.”


  “Enough for you to seek an outside master.”


  “He was hardly a master, and this isn’t about mastery, exactly. I think it’s a little softer than what you and I got involved with.”


  “Perhaps,” he said. He was looking at me now, much as he had years before on that very fateful day when Will first brought me to him. His eyes had a way of inspecting me, as if he could read every thought I had, could see pictures of all my desires clearly written in the expression on my face. He always made me shiver when he did this, and I was shivering now.


  “So, what is this favor?” Reggie said, as he assumed a colder visage, and a haughtier tone of voice. I expected as much, but it was what I would have to endure.


  “Before he left, Will told me that the only penance I could pay was with you. He knows how I don’t want to have anything to do with you again. And I guess he sees my return to you as a gift I could give him that might, in time, prove myself again, and in some measure restore his trust.”


  “How intriguing. I didn’t realize that you abhor me so much.”


  “I don’t think it’s abhor you exactly, in fact, I don’t abhor you at all, I just had enough of our games.” I nervously fidgeted with my hands


  “And so he said you could pay for your offenses by coming to me?”


  “He didn’t exactly say that in so many words. It was the only thing he suggested that might have the remotest chance of changing his mind.”


  “Makes me judge, jury and…implementer?”


  “I guess it does.”


  “And you don’t even know whether it will bring the two of you back together?”


  “No, I don’t. But I’ll do anything to set things straight with him.”


  “Seems Alex, that this was the point when you first came to me. I would help you bring out your desires and accept them, then Will could profit from the treatment. You’re telling me that my methods didn’t really work?”


  “They worked, I just got scared again.”


  Reggie leaned back in his chair and eyed me carefully. “So I just spank your bottom, rather ruthlessly I assume, and send you back to Will, and all’s well?”


  “No, I doubt it’ll be that easy. I have to prove something to him. And I imagine in the process of all this, I need to find a way to bring him back into the picture, where he really belongs.”


  “Quite a favor you’re asking.”


  “I know that.”


  “So why would I want to do it? What’s in it for me?” His smirk was deliciously devious, as if he already knew the answer and just had to watch me squirm while I spelled it out for him.


  “It would be your revenge,” I said. “I left haughty and disdainful of your inadequacy, I return humbled. You can gloat over my inadequacies this time.”


  Reggie smiled, though not at all nastily. That would certainly come later. “You do need to be punished,” he said.


  “Yes.”


  “Like the spoiled little bitch princess that you are, is that right?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “If I do this, you know I won’t be easy on you?”


  “I understand that.”


  “You’ll have to curb that nasty tongue of yours and submit. You think you can do that? It would appear you’ve had three years practicing how to rip off a man’s balls.”


  “Reggie, you’re being cruel.”


  “I’m being honest.”


  “I’ll do whatever I need to do, Reggie, I’m desperate.”


  “I hope the end result will be worth your trouble, Alex. Will may not care what you do. And you know damned well I’ll demand things of you you’ll find hard to endure.”


  “I wouldn’t expect less. If this is going to work at all, if this is penance I’m paying, Will would demand something very thorough.”


  Reggie nodded. “So will you tell him?” Reggie asked.


  “I suppose you should. He doesn’t even want to talk to me.”


  “Chicken’s way out,” he mused.


  “So will you do this for me?” I asked directly.


  He pursed his lips, tapped his fingers together while I waited for an answer. “Perhaps,” was all he said.


  I hated the way he was making me sweat.


  “You can tell me no more than that?” I asked.


  “Maybe I need to test you, see how sincere you are.” He delighted in stringing me along. I’m sure there were some very nasty thoughts galloping through his brain. I had a feeling I’d feel the effects very shortly.


  Reggie stood up and walked around to the front of his desk, and leaned back against it, looking directly at me with a stare I remember well. Held transfixed by his stunning manner, I sat there wondering what he was thinking. With his arms crossed in front of him, I know he was considering the next move.


  “Alexandra, there’s a leather paddle in the cabinet against that far wall,” he nodded to the enormous credenza behind me. “Go get it.”


  I felt awkward getting up, the way he just stared at me. I managed to make it to the cabinet, finding inside the paddle he wanted hanging conveniently on a hook. It had been a long time since leather had connected with my posterior, and feeling the implement was a perfectly delicious experience. I imagined that this paddle would hurt like hell, though I’d never had anything quite like this applied to my backside. Reggie’s punishments in the past had always been of a different nature, applied with an inventive twist, no two alike. What I was asking for, and what I was apparently getting would be more common and ritualized, like the punishment I’d experienced over Keith’s lap. At least that’s what I thought.


  Handing the paddle to Reggie when I returned, I watched intently the way he held it, the way his hand grasped the heavy leather handle. He had remarkably handsome, powerful looking hands, with just a trace of blond hair on the surface. The picture I saw in front of me was severe; the image of his hand and that leather together would make an indelible imprint on my mind that would last long after this moment.


  “I’ve never spanked you, have I?” Reggie mused aloud.


  “No.”


  “Then it will be a treat for both of us.”


  I smiled meekly, not sure how much of a treat this would really be for me.


  The phone buzzed loudly, interrupting the tense moment. Laying the paddle on the end of his desk, Reggie turned around and answered it. A brief conversation ensued, filled with ‘yes’s’ and ‘no’s’ and a final “I’ll be right there.”


  “Sorry Alex, I’m going to have to take care of a matter that can’t wait.” Without another word, he left the office, with me sitting staring at the paddle as it lay in front of me.


  I had time then to breathe a sigh of relief, though I didn’t doubt he’d be back soon to fulfill the order of the moment.


  Being back in his presence was not as horrible as I imagined it would be. Perhaps I’d created a horror story in my head as the time passed between the present and those months we had together. He was still the charming, arrogant, dominant man I was so wildly attracted to, for the way he was able to draw from me desire that I found so difficult to express. And now he was working his magic again.


  Certainly I’d know this time not to fall in love with him. That kind of response was a silly school girl fantasy that I would not succumb to again. And yet, the idea of being under Reggie’s dominant command once more was exciting me as it had always been. It was even making me wonder where in all this mess Will would be. Wasn’t it for him I was doing it?


  Reggie returned to his office with a self absorbed expression on his face. His aspect was curt to the point of being brusque, even rude.


  “Stand up, Alexandra,” he ordered.


  I complied, and found him quickly taking the paddle from his desk and sitting down where I had sat. On the edge of his seat, he pulled me to his side and then over this lap. It all happened so quickly, I wouldn’t appreciate until afterwards the breathtaking intimacy of the position. Oh yes, I’d been over Keith’s lap, but this was something quite different. Reggie was disciplining me for something real, not some imagined thing. He was stern, gruff and seemed genuinely pissed off at me for being unfaithful to his friend Will. Maybe a little bit of morality was peeking out from this typically amoral man.


  “I don’t know whether you’ll thank me or curse me; but you will pay very dearly for your artful deceit. I can imagine the agony you’ve caused Will. We’ll take it out of your ass stroke by stroke by stroke.”


  He pulled up on the hem of my tight skirt, tugging at it until it was bunched around my waist. I was wearing a garter belt, stockings and nothing more. I figured that it would please him to have a well prepared bottom with no underwear to obstruct the application of a punishment; but if Reggie was at all pleased, he certainly didn’t indicate that.


  He was all business. The leather paddle came down on my bottom with a ruthless half dozen smacks. The crack against my flesh was loud, but at least the first smacks of the leather were not painful. In fact, I should say they were warming, sending a lovely wicked feeling through my bottom side. I was instantly grinding my hips against his lap, but that was soon to stop.


  Reggie paddled my bottom with the leather striking at all kinds of odd intervals. Unlike Keith who was so methodical and steady, Reggie laid the punishment on, first in short blasts with the leather literally peppering my ass with quick shots, then with a longer, slower, but infinitely harsher impact.


  At first the leather felt good against my rear; it was a much more satisfying feeling than the stinging hairbrush Keith had used. Yet once Reggie had covered my bottom several times, it didn’t seem to matter what he was using to punish me, the pain was so intense, there was no way to imagine that this was some sexual turn-on. I constantly murmured my protests; though I knew very well Reggie would ignore them. And yet, this seemed my only recourse. The ‘oh nos’ and ‘please stops’ pouring from my mouth were the only way I could endure the pain, which was quickly becoming unbearable.


  The longer he went on, the more I wiggled against him. I was surprised by the sheer strength of the man, never having tested it before. His lap was like granite, and the arm fixed around my waist made the position I was in immovable.


  “Oh Reggie, please!” I finally pleaded with him, thinking he never would end this. I wasn’t even considering that I might be heard outside his office—the embarrassment of that would come later.


  “Alexandra, my dear,” he said, stopping for just a moment. “You’re creating your own torment, the more you struggle with this, the longer I’ll go on.”


  “Oh, please, you don’t mean that?”


  I thought he would laugh at that statement, he was probably smiling to himself. And he certainly wasn’t finished. The welcome pause was followed by a renewed zeal, Reggie laying the leather paddle against my sore ass again and again. He seemed to be determined to take me to some limit; and only he knew what that was.


  Somewhere deep inside, I knew it was only right to yield. Perhaps he was even waiting for that. Once giving in to the pain, it didn’t seem as fierce anymore, even though he continued smacking my blistered bottom again and again. Maybe he lightened because he felt me surrender, or maybe I just didn’t find it as painful anymore. But finally succumbing to him, with any thoughts of full-fledged mutiny vanished, Reggie ended at last.


  When he pushed me from his lap, I was disheartened. I was hoping for some kind of tenderness; but I should have known, that was nearly impossible from Reggie. He’d never been one for sweet nothings and nurturing attention at such moments.


  “It seems you’re in need of a good deal of retraining, my dear Alexandra.”


  I looked down at his severe expression, feeling rather guilty for the way I’d handled myself, when it was me that had started this whole thing. He was quite right.


  “If you don’t surrender yourself any better than this, you’re in for one very long correction.”


  He was genuinely angry with me, and that made me doubly embarrassed. This was certainly not what I’d intended to do, but I wasn’t given the opportunity to discuss it further.


  Reggie quickly rose from the chair. “I have to go, and so will you. If I decide to help you take care of your predicament, I’ll call you. But don’t hold your breath, I may not call at all.”


  “You don’t mean that?” I queried, now very worried that I had blown this chance with him.


  “It all seems rather tedious, my dear, I’m not sure that taking you in hand will do anything for me. You’ll just have to hope I’ll find some reason to enjoy the punishment you suggest. Now get on, I have places to go.”


  I was unceremoniously dismissed. All the while I found myself pushed back in time to when we’d been together before, when he was haughty and arrogant, giving me mere flashes of himself, always making me feel extraordinarily submissive to his designs and his inexplicable needs.


  I left the office, walking through the reception area to see his young blonde secretary staring at me. I could sense she’d heard the sounds of my woe rising from Reggie’s office. I expected her to snicker, even just a little, but she didn’t. Instead the young secretary smiled.


  “Is there anything I can get for you?” she said smiling.


  “No, nothing,” I stammered.


  “If it helps at all, you know, you’re not alone,” she said kindly.


  Looking at her face I could see that. She’d been over Reggie’s lap, or at least over a desk at some time. I could see the fact written distinctly on her face.


  Reggie made me wait. He made me sweat out the next week, wondering all the while if he would call me back and begin the lengthy punishment necessary to please Will’s sense of justice. I couldn’t be certain, but I really believed that he was bluffing me, when he suggested that the task would be tedious. This was Reggie’s life, his fire. Being dominant to a submissive woman was what drove him. It was what fired any real lust that he had. I couldn’t imagine that he’d decide I was too ‘far gone’ to help anymore. He knew that he could find all kinds of triumph in the attempt, and could still throw me out on my ear if I became too difficult to deal with.


  I thought about the possibilities incessantly. I obsessed on what he might have in mind for me on subsequent sessions. I knew that he would be inventive, dramatic and very severe. That was what made being under Reggie’s domination such exquisite torment. For all the horrors of it, for all the possible pain, there was a delicious mental torture that was fascinating and erotic. I masturbated a dozen times to thoughts of him, my mind filled with possibilities.


  Nine days after our meeting Reggie finally called and ordered me to meet with him again. Chapter Three


  Two days after his call, I sat in Reggie’s office as I had nearly two weeks before. This time, he was out when I arrived at the appointed time. His secretary was rather vague about where he was, and when he’d return, so I remained anxiously waiting for him to arrive.


  When Reggie finally entered the room, I was so nervous I could hardly talk; although Reggie saved me from my travail, changing the mood entirely to one much more upbeat that I envisioned.


  “Have you had lunch?” he asked.


  “No,” I said a little bewildered. He took my breath away seeing him dressed in the formal black suit, neat as pin, nothing out of place on this impeccable man. Reggie never had a problem commanding a certain power, but in these clothes it was even more formidable. I felt rather slutty dressed in a short clinging dress. But since he asked me to dress this way, I guess he was pleased; though he didn’t say so.


  “Let’s go then,” he said. Taking me by the hand, he led me through the building, downstairs to his limousine. I was thankful for the quick change, as it gave me a little welcome breathing room. On our ride to the restaurant, I was put at ease by the casual conversation, not a single mention of Will, the punishment, his final decision, or anything else I’d been worrying about over the last couple of weeks.


  The limo stopped at a quaint ‘hole in the wall’ cafe where we dined on the balcony, in the front window looking out on the street below.


  Halfway through my spinach soufflé, Reggie’s deep blue eyes caught mine, and I was instantly transported back into my submissive pose by a haughty cold stare that hadn’t been there before.


  “Are you wearing underwear?” he asked.


  “No, I’m not.”


  “Raise your skirt and sit on your bare ass,” he ordered me.


  This was a command I should have expected, though in the midst of a genteel lunch, it startled me. I obeyed nonetheless, knowing it was just another test like many others I had endured under his training.


  Thankfully, my dress was not so tight that I’d be sitting with it bunched at my waist in order to have my bottom bared on the wooden seat. The short A-line had to be hiked a bit, modest enough to suit me and have the effect Reggie intended. I understood what he was after – a protocol established that would remind me that my bottom was clearly the focus of this meeting.


  “I’ve been thinking,” he began, after a long silence. He spoke in the same stern voice, his eyes not wavering from mine even for an instant. “As much as this comes at a busy time, I’ll take your chastisement as a project. That is, as long as I can expect your compliance to the letter. Any wavering or disobedience and it’s over. I don’t have time to waste on a tentative novice. You should be far beyond that, despite your apparent relapse. You understand?”


  “I do.”


  “So, when I want you, you make arrangements, no questions, no hesitation.”


  “I understand.”


  “I’ll likely do most of this on a whim, when I fancy it, not according to any specific plan.”


  I nodded, knowing that Reggie was creature of his whims, even if on the surface he appeared very calculating. The casual conversation over, Reggie’s reign over me began.


  “Have you talked to Will?” I ventured, when we were nearly finished. The question had been burning in my mind for days.


  “No,” he stated flatly. I knew he was telling the truth, and for that I was disappointed. “If you think I’m going to strike some deal for you with Will, that won’t happen. You’re on your own with him. Tell him what you’re doing, recount to him the details of your sessions, and then I suppose you’ll have to let him decide if this is just penance for your crimes. Frankly, Alex, I’d be surprised if he does take you back. I certainly wouldn’t.”


  “You’re not Will,” I said emphatically.


  “No, I’m not. I’ve tried to be like Will,” Reggie admitted. “But I suppose it’s my fatal flaw, I can’t be that nice to any woman.”


  I wouldn’t tell him so, but I agreed wholeheartedly with his assessment of himself.


  He looked at me rather intently, quizzically, as if he was really taking time to consider my relationship with my ex-lover. “You know my dear, I don’t think you appreciate what sacrifices Will made when he first brought you to me four years ago. Now, to have nothing to show for it, I think it would be frustrating, infuriating.” He shook his head in a gesture of empathy.


  “I’ll have to let Will decide that,” I said.


  “At least you know what you need. A lot of women would never subject themselves to the kind of agony you’ll go through.”


  “Many women don’t know what they need,” I offered.


  “And isn’t that the problem with you? You found out what you need, what your heart and libido and mind desire, and then you immediately turned your back on it.” His statement was accusatory, delivered with a degree of irritation I wasn’t used to from him.


  “Do you think you failed Will?” I asked.


  He chuckled. “I know where you’re leading, but it’s not even a feasible line of questioning. If I’m annoyed by you, it’s because you fail to appreciate your own desires. I’m hardly going to take any responsibility for your failures.”


  “Perhaps it was stupid to suggest that,” I admitted.


  “It was,” he said.


  Moments  later, we were back in the limo speeding away through the city, though obscure streets, through the financial district on our way toward the old manufacturing district. Though I was wondering where we were going, it became apparent that a destination was not the point of our drive.


  We sat in facing seats, so we could look easily at each other. I waited while Reggie stared at me from head to toe, a position that was not unfamiliar with him. It was hard to tell what he was thinking. I had automatically raised my skirt when I sat down in the seat, assuming that was what he would want. But it was soon evident that he had something altogether different in mind than what I imagined.


  “On the floor,” he announced. As surprised as I was by the command, I complied. On hands and knees in front of him, I waited for more.


  “You know, Alexandra, your up turned rear has always fascinated me.” He was raising my skirt as he spoke, baring my bottom right there in the limo. I could be thankful that the windows were darkened so that people on the street couldn’t see. This was not completely private however, since the window between us and the driver left Reggie’s chauffeur with a clear view through his rear view mirror. I’d have to forget about that for the next half hour, with much more important things to concentrate on.


  Leaning forward, Reggie’s right hand massaged my ass hard. “Such abuse a good posterior takes.” He ran his hand along the fleshy part of my cheeks, then to the cleft that was already moist. “I gave this quite the treatment I recall, and not a mark. Nothing permanent remains, just the memory. It’s so white and unblemished now.” I could just imagine what he was thinking, what new abuse he’d find to wreck on my poor bottom.


  Reggie backed off for an instant and I couldn’t see what he was doing, especially when he pushed my head to the floor. Seconds later however, I discovered the nature of his pause, when a cool liquid lubricated me deep into my anal cleft. The liquid was rapidly followed by his latex covered fingers probing my rear channel. The first thrust in that tight hole was a shocking jolt. First one finger, then a second gained entrance. Reggie slipped in and out gently, the humiliation of such base sexual taking not lost on me. He knew, despite any protest I might raise, this would stir me as I’d often been before.


  “As I recall, Will likes your ass,” he said.


  “Yes,” I gasped a reply, hardly able to speak. It was certainly true, at Will’s prompting, my anal eroticism had been a focus of my earlier training with Reggie.


  “And have you allowed him the opportunity to have you here?” Reggie asked me.


  “Not often,” I admitted.


  His fingers continued to probe me, going deeper and deeper, bringing me a soft seductive pleasure. I didn’t want him to stop.


  “When was the last time?” he asked me.


  I hesitated to confess the truth.


  “Don’t lie,” he instructed me sternly, knowing why I was reluctant to respond.


  “Likely a year,” I replied.


  His next penetration with his fingers was abrupt, the deepest yet; maybe not by any particular design, though I think it was quite deliberate, a response to my woeful lack of consideration for Will. It was doubly worse when the limo suddenly jerked to a halt.


  “Ouch!” I squirmed with the jarring discomfort.


  “I’ll have to break you in again,” Reggie observed. “I’m surprised Will didn’t leave you before now, you fractious little tart.”


  With a quick jerk, Reggie withdrew his fingers, an act I resented. Once he initially penetrated my rear, I was reminded that I did enjoy such attention. I was clamoring for sexual release, though it would have surprised me if Reggie allowed me any kind of sexual satisfaction.


  I heard the sharp sound of the latex ripped from his hand. With the glove tossed to the floor, he turned his focus to a more immediate requirement, as he began an earnest and vibrant spanking with his bare hand.


  I was astonished.


  Yet, I didn’t have time to think about this very intimate chastisement. Each smack was hard, an instantaneous heat rising on my bottom. He was ruthless, as ruthless as he’d been with the leather paddle. I heard each smack as it vibrated through me and the air around us. I wondered if the driver heard as well as saw my plight. The very idea traversing the streets of the city while my bottom was getting royally spanked was a stunning thought in itself. Reggie’s hand covered my backside everywhere, with my ass cheeks swaying lewdly at his feet. They were raised high above my head, which made Reggie’s job all the more easy.


  He laid several swats against my upper thighs, as ruthless as ones against my fleshier cheeks. I howled – it burned like hell. Others smacks landing on the side of my ass were equally painful. Everywhere my rear was not covered with a natural cushion hurt the most, and he knew it.


  “Ouch! Please!” I wailed. I wasn’t proud at all anymore. I know the driver must have heard me. I was livid, enraged, this hurt so bad.


  “Hush!” Reggie answered me harshly.


  Though I didn’t stop my protests. “Enough please!” I tried once more.


  But Reggie was adamant. My poor bottom must have been scarlet. It felt like a flame had been lit in me that would never go out.


  When he paused for a moment, I knew he wasn’t done. He was moving around behind me. I heard a quick discernible snap of something.


  “What are you doing?” I asked.


  “Hush,” Reggie replied. “Keep your head down, or I’ll start over.


  I felt something at my bottom and realized he now held a thin instrument in his hand. If I was to guess, it was some kind of baton, a small cane of sorts. Whatever, it was reed-like, thin, and likely designed to make a vicious kind of cut on my ass.


  “Oh, no please don’t, I’m not ready for this, not yet,” I pleaded. There were tears in my eyes as I imagined the kind of sensation that this horrid thing would create.


  “Since when does a submissive rule the master?” Reggie reminded me. “You’re behaving very badly, especially for a woman who asked for this.”


  The first cut whisked through the air and landed in the center of my already punished cheeks.


  “Yeeeeawwww!”


  “You’re too soft,” he said.


  Another cut landed on my bottom and I could swear it was right over the top of the first one.


  “Please no more!” I begged him. I wiggled my rear trying to get away. I even thought of just bolting from the submissive pose, but that would be violating my agreement with him. Verbal protests certainly shouldn’t count, though I imagine even then I was treading on thin ice. I’d protested enough.


  “You’ll take another six,” he announced. “That’s two more than I initially intended… . just because you’re behaving so badly.”


  Reggie emphasized his point applying two cuts, one right after another, above and below the first ones.


  “Ouch!” I howled, but there was neither time or words to frame my protest. At least I was half way through.


  The swish was terrible, the cut worse yet. My burning bottom could hardly take more.


  “I hate this!” I roared, as I waited for the final three.


  “Good,” Reggie replied. The sixth cut landed low. I sobbed, hoping for compassion, though I should have been smart enough to know it would never be forthcoming. The last two cuts I relinquished myself. My fate sealed, I had no choice. My own free will. I asked for this!


  The seventh and eighth cuts were over quickly. I’m not sure it was a signal of some empathy from Reggie that they were softer than the others; but I willingly took them without protest.


  Done, I collapsed completely.


  There was an incredible silence inside the limo. I could hear the sounds of the street, honking horns, the swish of traffic, while I felt the sensuous rumbling of the limousine as we continued this bizarre journey.


  Bringing me back to reality, I looked up to see Reggie moving in his seat, replacing the collapsible cane in his coat pocket. Absurdly, I wondered if he always carried it around just in case there was some naughty behind to discipline—“you never know”. It was almost laughable, except that I was still on the floor, still waiting for another command. Finally, I pulled myself to my knees and sat back on my heels humbly before him.


  He reached down and put his hand to my chin, and lifted it.


  “So now, how does it feel?”


  “Warm, very warm,” I managed to say through my yet descending tears.


  “And you’re aroused?”


  “Yes.” I couldn’t deny it. The afterglow always had that effect, making punishment such a crafty tool of a dominant man. Why it does this is still a minor mystery to me—minor only because I don’t bother much to question it anymore.


  “You remember then why you do this,” he said.


  The erotic desire was pounding through me. I wanted release. Not with Reggie, I wanted Will; I wanted his comforting arms around me, I’d even take him being dominant with me now. Strange that I felt this way, when I had expended so much energy trying to keep Will and this kind of submission separate.


  I knew Reggie would leave me longing. Oh, I could easily have given myself to him; but I knew that wouldn’t happen. Reggie always found it easy to separate sex and punishment, even though I never could.


  He still held my chin as if I were a child. My bared bottom was still resting on my legs, as I felt its warmth make me sexually ravenous.


  “So, Alexandra. I’ll find you when I want you next, readily available?”


  “Yes sir.”


  “And, I hope, a little more compliant.” He raised his eyebrows in judgment of the fit I’d thrown.


  “I’ll do my best.”


  “I hope so.”


  The limo stopped. Either it was miraculous timing, or Reggie had this prearranged, so that we would stop at this very instant. It was the sudden end of this session.


  “We’re at the corner across from my office. I trust you can make your way to your car from here?”


  “Yes, certainly,” I replied.


  “I had just enough time to pull down my skirt before the driver opened the door. I was still at Reggie’s feet, and blushed to have this stranger see me like this, though he’d likely seen even more through the revealing rear view mirror.


  “Hope you enjoyed your lunch,” Reggie said.


  I smiled softly as I was helped from the car.


  It was a shock standing on the city street with cars whizzing by. In one world, suddenly jerked into another, I was too flustered to move for some time. I watched as Reggie’s limo drove off. For an instant, I thought I must be standing there bare ass to the world; though reaching around, I found my dress exactly where it belonged, covering my well punished bottom.


  I was a little wobbly as I walked toward the parking garage. Automatically I pulled my dress up as I climbed into the seat of my car, so I could rest my warm red rear on the leather. Relishing the heavenly feeling, I caught myself wondering when I’d see him next.


  But I was just slightly worried that once again I’d placed too much emphasis on my ruthless dominant, and not enough on the purpose of my submission.




  


  Chapter Four


  “Are you ready?”


  I looked at Reggie standing in the doorway of my apartment, looking fresh as the new day, neat as a pin in his crisp blue shirt and blue jeans. For the occasion he also wore his charming genteel grin, the dangerous one that more than once tricked me into thinking the man had some degree of real affection for me.


  “Ready? For what?”


  “Our shopping trip,” he said.


  “What shopping trip?”


  “The one you obviously need.” He invited himself inside, with no further explanation. Brushing past me he even gave me an unexpected peck on the cheek.


  “My, you’re cheery,” I said. I was still dressed in my robe, a coffee mug in my hand. I was trembling too, seeing Reggie in ‘my space.’ He’d never been inside my humble surroundings, ones that I had just so recently shared with Will. To my dismay, Will had removed every trace of himself that he could find, quite a task considering that this had once been his apartment, and I’d moved in with him.


  “You dressed underneath that?” he asked, nodding at my robe. He was sitting back casually on my couch, acting as if he owned the place. I was sure he was going to make me open my robe which would reveal my naked body.


  “No,” I said.


  “Wear something short today, you need to be accessible.”


  “Yes, of course,” I agreed as if it were unnecessary for him to say so. The fact that he was sitting in my living room still seemed absurd to me. I could have protested, made up some imaginary event that would prevent my attendance at his command performance, but the truth was, I had the day totally free. There was nothing to command my time other than laundry, a little house cleaning, and a novel I’d been wanting to finish.


  “Retreating to the bedroom, I quickly found a red shift dress with long sleeves, a round neckline and a very short skirt. It fit tightly around my hips, and should certainly please him. Assuming this was another chapter in my ongoing punishment, I wore nothing else but a bra. He asked for accessible, this was scandalous. Quickly brushing my hair back into a voluminous ponytail, I touched up my face with some light make-up, then found my black pumps, sure Reggie would insist on high heels.


  Hoping for some indication of his approval, I was disappointed to find him coolly detached observing my attire, and totally non-committal. I assumed it was pleasing though because he didn’t ask me to change.


  In the car, this time his yellow Porsche, we sat side by side, Reggie practically able to view my pussy, the way the skirt rode up high on my thighs. I took a deep breath and tried to relax, though under the conditions, relaxing with Reggie was a near impossibility.


  “I think you’ll really appreciate this excursion,” he declared, as we roared erratically through the city streets. “You do like antiques, don’t you? I noticed several lovely ones in your apartment.”


  “I do, but why antiques today?” I asked.


  As I spoke, he pulled up at an antique store in the midst of a quaint city neighborhood, where the only other businesses were a corner grocery, a dry cleaners, and a small cafe.


  Reggie had not answered the question, but instead hopped from the car and graciously opened my door for me. I’m sure he got quite a look up my skirt as I struggled to rise; though he said nothing.


  Escorting me into the shop, I was as instantly transported to another time with musty smells and the pungent fragrance of old things greeting me. There was a bell on the door to announce our presence to an elderly proprietor, a jaunty man with a twinkle in his gray eyes. I imagine he was once a very dapper gentleman, still very well dressed. I would have expected someone more ‘frumpy’ than this shopkeeper.


  “Ah! Mr. Harold, I’m glad you could make it.”


  “Did you find the things I asked for?” Reggie asked.


  The old man’s eyes lit brightly again. “Ah yes. I try always to have a few tools of the trade in the shop. You’d be surprised how many people ask for such things these days.” The man turned and slowly made his way between two ancient wardrobes, past several other pieces of antique furniture, all laden with fine glassware and china. I could have stopped and inspected the fascinating wares a dozen times along the way, but it was obvious that we were here for a specific purpose, casual browsing not an option.


  It seemed the shop went on forever as we followed the old man on his winding path through the maze of treasures he had displayed there. At last, reaching a plain three drawer chest, he stopped. Turning, he looked first at Reggie, then at me, then at Reggie again. “For the lady’s discipline?” he asked, looking me in the eye.


  “Yes,” Reggie replied.


  I was still bewildered by the journey, though I wasn’t particularly surprised when the old man opened the top drawer and pulled out a smooth lean punishment paddle.


  “This was an old reform school implement,” he said, handing the dreadful thing to Reggie. Eighteen inches long and three inches wide, made of hard wood. Reggie ran his hand along the smooth surface, a dozen coats of shellac and regular use had made the surface like glass, almost soft looking. Though I imagined I’d find it hard and unforgiving. I thought of a one room school house, this hanging on the wall for wayward students to contemplate. A reform school? That had even more ominous connotations. Of course, if anyone is supposed to be ‘reformed,’ it was me. Perhaps that was the point.


  “Have you had one of these laid on your bottom?” Reggie turned to ask me.


  “No,” I whispered my reply.


  “Then, we’ll test it.”


  Test, I wondered silently.


  “What else do you have?” Reggie asked.


  “There are standard hairbrushes,” the man offered.


  “No,” Reggie said firmly. “This one isn’t so conventional that a hairbrush would do on her behind.”


  The old man nodded, while I stood back, noting the way these two men could talk so easily about my fate.


  “Then perhaps she should be punished with a razor strop. I always found it a most compelling implement.” Reaching down, he pulled out a drawer at the bottom of the chest. Reaching deep inside, his hand withdrew the leather strop, a wild looking thing some three feet long, the leather very supple.


  I shivered instantly. Something out of a fantasy, the real thing looked easily as ominous as anything my imagination could create. I love leather. I suppose this might be the ultimate discipline tool, steeped in historical lore, it held a fascination all its own.


  “Of course Mr. Harold, the finest correction requires a cane.” From yet another drawer his chest of treasures, he pulled out the thin vile looking instrument. He whisked the thing through the air with a sharp stroke, a well practiced one at that. I jerked back instantly, as if my repulsion would mean something important to these two men. I imagined the man was quite an accomplished disciplinarian, the snap of his wrist as flawless as if he were a youthful man of twenty-five. And Reggie’s enchanted gaze was frightful. He made certain that I didn’t miss it.


  I’d like to try these out,” Reggie announced.


  The old man’s eyes glimmered. “Certainly, you can both get a better appreciation of the effects with some firsthand experience. I think there’s room back here to work.”


  With Reggie holding the strap, paddle, and the cane, we followed the proprietor deeper into his shop, to a place that was conveniently open for the task at hand. We were surrounded by more of the old man’s wares, but there was plenty of space for Reggie to work. I knew without going any further that this was far more than a test.


  “Over the table?” the old man suggested. “Or maybe you’d have her across your lap?”


  “Not over the lap for these,” Reggie said. “They require more distance between me and her ass.”


  The man nodded, agreeing.


  “Bend over the table,” he turned to me, and motioned to a table set against the wall. I eyed the hefty oak piece with some consternation. It looked to hit me at mid thigh, so much lower than a dining table. My rear end would be raised high and prominent. Following his instructions, I bent over, with my arms tucked to my chest and resting on the table. My dress pulled up automatically, so with no effort at all the greater part of my rear end was exposed.


  “Mr. Winningham, perhaps you’d like to begin,” Reggie suggested. I could just imagine the look on the old man’s face with the sudden opportunity to punish my bottom.


  “So, she’s been misbehaving?” he asked.


  “Brazenly so,” Reggie said. “Haven’t you, Alexandra?”


  “Yes, sir,” I replied.


  “And you deserve all three implements today?” he inquired.


  “Yes, sir.” I couldn’t believe I was agreeing to this, though there was the allure of the moment, wondering how each implement would affect my rear. And of course, there was my seductive attraction to pain and the sexual desire that would surely follow.


  “You’re practically begging for this, aren’t you?” he continued. He stood next to me, his hand on my back, his words falling on me gently as if he was granting me some magnanimous favor. I assumed the question was rhetorical.


  “Alexandra is being punished for adultery,” Reggie informed the old man.


  “Reggie!” I tried to object. Adultery was for married people, not me.


  He pushed me down firmly, answering my protest in a steely voice. “My charge here has flagrantly broken the trust of the man that loves her. I think adultery is the only apt description of her crime.”


  “Then she should be dealt with severely,” Mr. Winningham agreed. “If you don’t mind, I’d prefer to lay on the paddle, and perhaps a few cuts of the cane.”


  I couldn’t see Reggie’s reply, but I’m sure he agreed. He further lifted the hem of my dress so that my ass was entirely exposed. His hand probed my backside for some moments, massaging my cheeks, his fingers then prodding deeply into my anal cleft. Then he resumed the massage and I began to sway against his offending hand relishing the desire it raised in me.


  “I want this ass on fire,” he said, and he squeezed my ass cheeks as if they were clay. “You remember how you used to punish your disobedient submissives?”


  “I remember well,” the man replied.


  “Then let her feel that kind of wrath. She’ll thank us both in the end.”


  Hearing him talk, I was so weak with fear that my legs were like jelly.


  Reggie moved away and stood back to eye my ass, as the old man stepped forward to begin.


  “Ten with the paddle,” he suggested.


  “Whatever suits you. Alexandra will be going nowhere until this is finished. She asked me to punish her soundly for her transgressions. She won’t flee. You have free reign.”


  With my eyes closed, I waited for the first blow to strike, wondering what the impact of the paddle would do to my rear end.


  My answer was not long in coming.


  The paddle landed with a stinging sharp smack. I jerked and moaned something unintelligible. And then a soft penetrating warmth began to rise on my bottom.


  A second blow followed the first, and then successive blows until I thought, by my internal count, that Mr. Winningham had at last reached ten. It was instantly apparent that this fierce disciplinarian was not stopping with the initial ten. He laid on what would be another ten, though I’m not sure if I was capable of counting accurately. The sensation that began as warmth, quickly turned into a stinging burn as the repeated strikes from the school paddle were generating that fire that Reggie wanted.


  “Oh, please stop,” I began my pleas. I didn’t want to say a word. I knew I shouldn’t protest, but it hurt so badly, I couldn’t stop myself.


  “Such a fine blush,” I heard the man exclaim. He laid another good solid smack against my bottom. He was ruthless, and had certainly not lost his touch.


  At one point, he backed off. “Shall I?” he asked Reggie, referring to something that eluded me, if only for a moment. Whatever Reggie’s response was, a crack of the paddle landed with the same ruthless zeal, this time across the top of my thighs.


  “Oh! Gawd!” I gasped. My bottom was one thing, my thighs something else. I wiggled madly, as if my wild dance could take away the excruciating pain.


  “Calm yourself,” Reggie snapped. “Mr. Winningham, another three on her thighs,” he gave the brusque order, obviously disappointed with me.


  I was petrified the instant he announced that horrible sentence, though I didn’t have much time to contemplate the inevitable, as the next crack landed right on top of the first.


  “Yeeeeeeaouch!” My wail must have shook the whole building.


  The next landed right after, and another, louder wail pierced the air. I jerked more, not paying any attention to Reggie’s edict, and then cried all the more when the last of the four fierce blows stung my upper legs.


  I collapsed against the table. Surely this was over, at least this part of my travail.


  To my relief, the two men backed off admiring Mr. Winningham’s handiwork, while I allowed my tears to flow. I couldn’t hold them back anymore. My hands were wet, and I tasted the salty tang on my lips.


  “You have a very unruly brat here,” Mr. Winningham observed. “She needs a few weeks worth of punishment, at the very least to curb her flagrant defiance. I envy you your task.”


  That gentle little man with the twinkle in his eye suddenly looked like a demon in my mind. If only I had the opportunity to tell him so. My heart was speaking angrily, but I was bound to remain silent.


  “She’s paying dearly for her indiscretions,” Reggie assured the man. “Believe me, we’re hardly finished.”


  I was thankful for the breather, but I knew before long, the remaining two implements would be tested on my posterior in the same way that the paddle had been.


  I don’t recall how long it was, perhaps just minutes, or maybe even a half hour, but when I suddenly felt a tugging at my hand, I was shaken from the uncertain peace. Reggie was pulling me to my feet. Surprised by the abrupt turn, I wondered if he might be ending the session.


  We were standing close. He still held my hand, and the force of his commanding presence made me weak. This was as complete a dominance of me as he’d ever had. We were so close as to feel each other’s breath. The tingling body to body sensation made me wish his hands would reach out and touch me tenderly, and bring the erotic stimulation brewing inside me to some finishing edge.


  “Your bottom burns,” he acknowledged.


  “Yes,” I answered, though now, it hardly burned at all. He was still holding my hand ever so lightly, as his eyes held me transfixed.


  “And you need to be punished more?” he asked, though there was little question in his statement.


  “Yes.” I found myself answering affirmatively, unable to deny the desire that reached from that unknown place somewhere in my depths, and bursting free made my skin feel prickly, waiting to be satisfied by more pain.


  “I’m going to strap your ass severely, and will follow it with the cane,” he told me in a cold dark voice. “You’ll bear this as the good submissive you once were. Remember, Alexandra, you came to me with your need. I’m simply giving you what you want. Don’t forget why this has to happen.” It was a gentle admonishment, but his words cut clear to my soul. His eyes lingered long, longer than the echo of his words falling on my ears.


  “Yes sir,” I replied with a whisper.


  “Don’t make this harder than it has to be,” he suggested.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied.


  What passed between us bonded us together, that compelling thing that drove me to him and him to me. I’ve never been able to reason our relationship; but something felt comfortable in my submission to him. Perhaps there were no expectations but the surrender. That was all I could ever have or want from him, and we both enjoyed what that meant.


  With a kind hand he guided me over the table again, my naked upturned rear awaiting his further punishment. I resolved to take this with more courage than I’d shown so far.


  Choosing the strap, he wasted no more time with words. The instrument flew through the air landing squarely on my behind. I jolted but didn’t wiggle away, nor did I cry out. Another stroke landed, and I felt my bottom begin to burn again. What had subsided to a soft warm glow became painfully heated.


  The strap continued to land with great efficiency. I gasped and moaned, but found the pain much more pleasurable than the paddle. Something about the leather I think; and about Reggie’s delivery. By design, he was not administering punishment as fiercely as he might. If I wriggled at all, it was from the erotic passion he unleashed in me. However, after some minutes of the welcome treatment, the tenor of the punishment began to change. The strokes commenced fast and ruthless until he reached a peak with an alarming flourish.


  I cried out unable to hold back any longer.


  “NO MORE PLEASE!” My voice rose into the air, impassioned and woe.


  Beyond erotic pleasure now, the burn was as fierce as it had earlier been with the paddle. How could he expect me not to raise a complaint?


  “I’d suggest you hush,” he told me in a civil tone. “I can go on a long time. I wonder if you can.”


  I quieted, smothering my protests as Reggie lay on the blows ever more efficiently. Each one seemed worse than the one before. Reggie finally stopped, just before I was about to collapse against the table, an act that would have made him furious.


  The sudden quiet was remarkable.


  “You’ll take eight cuts of the cane when we return, four from me, four from Mr. Winningham. You can think about your recklessness until we’re ready. I suggest Alexandra, that you remember what you are about. This dishonesty of yours does nothing but hurt you, and I’m not speaking in the physical sense. This is only a symbolic gesture, certainly your heart is suffering from your duplicity. Will certainly deserves to be treated with respect, not contempt.”


  He left with that thought lingering in my mind. The shame of my transgressions spelled out so boldly, would continue to come back to haunt me. I found it strange, Reggie teaching me lessons in morality. Rarely had I felt such judgment from him. He’d taught me of my submissive nature, and though he denied it when we first met this time, I still wondered if he felt some responsibility for my lack of discipline and honesty with Will.


  Left alone still bending over the old table, I had some time to ponder my situation. My ass end was likely quite a shade of crimson at the finish of the punishment; but that crimson was also likely fading with each second that passed. I breathed deeply trying to settle myself in anticipation of that dreadful cane. When Reggie and Mr. Winningham finally returned, I felt a welcome breeze further cool the fire on my once flaming cheeks. I had no desire to endure what was to follow, but at least the caning signaled the end to this chapter in my atonement.


  “Since Mr. Winningham has been so kind as to procure these instruments, he’ll take the first cuts,” Reggie announced.


  I’d never endured the fierceness of a cane, though my imagination could easily conjure all sorts of horrors it might inflict. Waiting seemed far worse than the punishment itself would be, though it wasn’t long before I discovered how wrong I was.


  I sensed the shop proprietor move close to my backside, while Reggie waited some distance away. The man gently tapped my rear with the instrument as if to prepare me for what was to follow. What a deceiving sign that gentle tapping turned out to be. Seconds later, I heard a soft swish, and then felt a sharp pain as he landed the first searing cut. It nearly knocked me from my feet, which made me thankful that I was leaning against the sturdy table. Mr. Winningham was efficient. The following three strokes landed one after another, each with the same sharp pain shooting rocketing through me. All the pain I felt before came angrily roaring back. My immediate thought was to bolt, but that was out of the question. I asked for this and I would get through it.


  Mr. Winningham’s final cut sent me into a fit of dancing and jiggling and vibrant cries. The old man was done, but there were still four left from Reggie.


  “Oh, please no! Haven’t I had enough?”


  Reggie moved to my side and put his hand on my ass to settle me.


  “You need me to double the count?”


  “No!”


  “Then settle down.” He was stern, like an admonishing father.


  “Sorry.”


  He returned to the proper position. “You’ll have to take a look at your ass when this is over, see what it’s willing to take.” My bottom must have been quite a sight. Likely there were little marks from the previous punishment as well as those from the cane.


  I was glad that Reggie would finish this. Though Mr. Winningham’s punishment had been quite effective, there was something personal, more intimate in a caning from Reggie. No one knows me the way he does, perhaps not even my frustrated Will.


  Stepping back, he delivered the first cut with the savage implement landing on my bottom with a zeal equal to Mr. Winningham’s. For the life of me, I don’t understand why, but it seemed that the quality of the cut was different from the others, as if some degree of caring was involved. Did I really feel some affection from Reggie, or did I just hope to?


  The second cut was as vicious as the others and I yowled loudly. The only good thing was that there were just two left. My body was bursting with desire. Even as terrible as this was, I could not escape a feeling of satisfaction sweeping through me. I cried loudly with the third cut, and then again with the fourth. The end proved to be cathartic and my tears flowed again.


  “Stand up,” he ordered, not allowing me to collapse against the table, even for a second.


  I struggled to my feet and turned around to meet him face to face. I tugging at my dress, wanting to cover my aching behind. Tears streamed down my cheeks, but they were ignored as I looked at Reggie’s stern expression. I wondered if he was really displeased with me or if this was just part of the game he played so well.


  He reached around laying his hand on my bottom while his eyes bore into me.


  “Don’t let yourself forget this too quickly.”


  I nodded.


  I wish I knew what he was thinking, but he said no more.


  “Mr. Winningham,” Reggie changed his tone for the spry shopkeeper, who was still standing off to one side as he viewed the scene.


  “Yes, Mr. Harold,” he answered.


  “These will do.” Picking up all three punishment implements, he handed them to the man. “Wrap them up and have them sent to the address on my card. And thank-you Damon for your assistance.” He flashed the man a genuine smile, and taking me by the hand, he led me from the shop. Just that quickly it was over, and all the fine pleasurable feelings I often feel at the end of punishment were working their miracles on my brain and body, making me think that it wasn’t all that bad.


  My poor bottom was hardly happy sitting naked on the seat of Reggie’s Porsche. The dress naturally rode up when I sat down, and I didn’t try to pull it back in place. At first, the leather was cool, then it became annoying, sticking to the raw red surface of my skin, adding more insult, especially when I tried to squirm.


  “Your discomfort is showing,” Reggie remarked.


  “What do you expect?” I replied. My retort was more caustic than it should have been.


  “You’re actually lucky that I didn’t go on longer. Perhaps I should have. It might have knocked the sass out of your voice.”


  I didn’t reply. Anything I said would be the wrong thing. The rest of the way back to my apartment we rode in silence. The depth of my punishment was so remarkable, it would take some time for me to appreciate what I was enduring to save my relationship with Will. All this, and no certainty that Will would even care. Maybe it wasn’t just for him that I was surrendering.


  When the Porsche pulled up in front of my building, the car stopped with a jerk.


  “I’ll be disciplining you within the next few days, perhaps tonight, don’t plan anything that might interfere.”


  He left me under the blanket of icy coldness I was accustomed to from Reggie, though I really needed something more than this brusque chill. Unfortunately, if it was comfort that I wanted, I’d have to get it from myself. Certainly Reggie wasn’t going to provide me with a shoulder to lean on or a handkerchief for my tears.




  Chapter Five


  I’ve spent many hours submissively waiting for Reggie. He always calls the shots, everything done on his capricious timetable. The anxiety fuels my desire and raises my emotions to a peak, so I can’t take my mind off the great impending ‘whatever.’ I can never imagine things the way they turn out. There are always surprises to wonder over, and fears to try and lay to rest.


  He told me not to plan my time in anticipation of his next appearance. With that thought in my mind, my weekend was ruined. There was little I could do but obsess on the possibilities. I’m sure Reggie knew this and was chuckling to himself.


  On Sunday afternoon, I settled into my comfy chair, watched some mindless TV, then picked up a volume of spanking stories I ordered on-line. I thought the choice appropriate for the moment.


  I thumbed through pages without really settling on anything to read; the stories didn’t quite match the intensity of my experience. Reggie wasn’t an authoritarian husband, not even a commanding lover; though he did feel quite free to take liberties with my body. His intimate knowledge of my sexual needs defied any normal man/woman relationship.


  Picking up the collection of spanking novellas, I paged through that, looking for scenes that would speak to me, maybe explain what was going on and why. Had any woman had the same experience that I had? Was there some ‘sister’ in this bizarre universe of fetish lovers that knew how I felt right then?


  I was about to give up my search, when I began one curious story, starting to read in the middle, not the beginning. It was called Awkward Friends. The title seemed perfectly apropos, certainly my friendship with Reggie was awkward. The thought made me smile, maybe I’d found a companion within this novella:


  “I’m surprised you showed up,” he said.


  “I can’t help myself,” the auburn-haired woman replied. She couldn’t hold her head too high and act too proud, not considering what she was asking. “You will do this for me?” she said with some insistence.


  She had waited a long time to be spanked, and she refused to wait any longer. This man would grant her wish, if she could in the least determine her fate.


  Fate was shining down on her. Destiny catching up with her need.


  “You realize that I’m stern with a paddle, most eager with a strap, and ruthless with the cane. My submissives have no choice but to comply.”


  “I expect nothing less,” she answered, tossing the long auburn hair back over her shoulder. One lock lingered against her black sweater. Her bright lips defined a wide mouth that could grin broadly, though this was not a time for smiles. “I need this,” she added. He sat there looking into her eyes, while he was making his decision.


  He pushed away from his desk and stood up. Opening a cabinet against the wall, he pulled out a heavy wooden paddle and laid it on the desk.


  “I favor the woodshed,” he said formally. His voice was clipped, the attitude reminding her of many years of punishment at the hand of a stern father.


  My cunt warmed just reading these words. That stern father routine was like nothing I’d experienced, but it was everything I’d fantasized about. Was this how I felt about Reggie?


  She nodded at his announcement.


  He took off his coat and hung it on the back of his chair. She watched him unbutton the cuffs of his starched white shirt and roll up the sleeves almost to his elbows, with a precision reminiscent of the man that had punished her as a child. She needed this re-enactment, she felt her pounding heart all through her body, especially between her legs, where this curious fascination always played out.


  Picking up the paddle with a steady grip, he motioned the submissive woman to the office door and followed her out. She waited for him in the foyer, not knowing where they would be going, which one of the many doors they would be using to exit the man’s massive home. When he took the lead, she followed him through a narrow hallway and out a swinging back door into the faded evening light. There was a single light burning over the door of an old brown shack at the back of the property. The rickety entrance lent an old-fashioned air to the proceedings, as if the two were turning back the clock to a time when this practice was not so unusual.


  The woman looked the part of some 1940’s youth. Her calf length wool skirt and matching cardigan reminded him of times when he’d taken undisciplined school girls to the shed to encourage more proper behavior. He could only imagine this woman’s crimes, thinking that they had to do with the lewd way he’d seen her sway her round rear end. The conservative clothes were likely just a costume hiding a flagrant brat that smoked and drank and let young men take liberties with her shapely body.


  Her choice of conservative attire was amusing in itself, for her generous bosom was all the more defined in the smooth sweater; and the skirt’s tight fitting style clung to the curves of her hips and gently moving bottom.


  “Remove the skirt,” he told her.


  “Remove it?” she asked, nervously.


  He didn’t honor her question with a response, expecting her to follow instructions, not question them.


  She saw this in his eyes, and unbuttoning the skirt, she lowered it to her feet and then placed it atop the dusty workbench. A satin slip remained making her jiggling bottom all the more observable to his gaze.


  My mind followed the tale easily as if I’d lived though this very act a thousand times. I expected the slip to be dispensed with, but I was wrong.


  “You’ll bend over and grasp the post,” the man informed her, referring to the rough hewn beam in the center of the shed. To hold on to the post required bending over a table that made her rear jut out prominently. She followed his instructions with a pounding heart and her doing crazy flip flops. She leaned in, grabbed the post, and made her buttocks readily available for punishment.


  She felt his hand reach down to pull up her slip, which he tucked into her sweater out of his way. Then he proceeded to lower the yellow panties, the last impediment to a fully exposed rear end.


  Once his eyes had savored the sight of her luscious globes of jiggling flesh, he picked up the paddle, and pushing up the shirt sleeve of his punishment arm, again, he brought his arm back, then leveled the paddle at the center of those quivering cheeks.


  She let out a loud gasp, as the paddle connected with its target.


  Waiting was worth the sensation that resulted. The place of impact burned instantly with a fire that rose like an angry storm. The resulting satisfaction was instantaneous. With the next stroke there was the same response. Each successive smack of the unforgiving wood was laid on in equal measured time, as if a metronome was ticking in the back of his mind. In time, the sensations of pleasure gave way to pain, a horrible pain. The auburn haired woman and her disciplinarian experienced the punishment of by gone days, as if they’d just escaped to that forgotten time. That too was significant, this was a complex passion.


  I stopped reading, needing no more help picturing the moment in my mind, my imagination could take over from this point. I didn’t need the words to capture the feelings in my aroused body and take them to a climax; but there was some satisfaction in reading this woman’s story that so clearly paralleled my own.


  My sexual needs burst, one great raging raw place between my legs demanding relief. I leaned back and fingered myself, jumping in my mind from the auburn haired woman to a creation of my own imagination, to Reggie with his perfectly groomed countenance gazing in judgment at me with those icy blue eyes and a trace of a smirk in the expression on his lips.


  I took a detour in the flight of submissive fantasy to imagine his next punishment turning into a moment of breathtaking climax. I felt his hand with some unplanned affection bringing me to orgasm in measured strokes, as controlled as the painful punishment that brought me to the edge.


  With thoughts and desires raging madly through me, I came quickly, but lingered long, until I drifted away mindlessly, letting my body please my mind and soul.




  


  Chapter Six


  To find Reggie at my door for the second time in as many days was astounding to me. I suspected he might schedule our next rendezvous before the weekend was over; though I was not altogether pleased that I’d be punished again so soon. The ass cheeks he’d prevailed upon so well the morning before were still tender. In a couple of places there were faint marks from the cane; though it had been a surprise to me that a day later there was so little evidence of the punishment.


  Funny, my first thought on seeing him at my door again …” Does he ever show dirt? The crazy question dashed through my fevered brain as his handsome appearance shocked me one more time.


  “Good,” I’m glad you’re expecting me,” he announced when he saw me on the other side of the door. No other introduction seemed necessary.


  “Was I expecting you?” I said.


  “You didn’t go anywhere, did you?”


  “Do I usually Sunday night?” I snapped sarcastically.


  “You want to snap at me, I’ll make this personal,” he warned. There was a familiar twitch in his jaw, showing displeasure with my flippancy.


  “I already thought it was personal,” I answered, maintaining my jaunty tone of voice. It gave me some measure of control not being too submissive at the start; though I could see by Reggie’s expression that I’d better not push too hard.


  “You’re going to have me here?” I asked, as he walked past me into my living room with a purposeful air in his stride.


  He didn’t answer, but set down an overnight bag on the carpet. I assumed he didn’t plan to spend the night, and I watched him curiously as he opened the zipper, and withdrew some sophisticated video recording equipment.


  “What are you doing?” I asked.


  “A little something for posterity.”


  “You’re not going to record this?”


  He looked up at me and smiled. “You should find the possibilities intriguing, given your appetite for good lusty theatre.”


  “What are you going to do with it?” I’d imagined him putting me through many trials, but never this!


  “That’s my concern, Alexandra, not yours.”


  He was careful with his task, setting up the tripod, fixing the camera to it, and then toying with the focus and lighting, so that it was exactly what he wanted.


  “Go put on a garter belt, stockings and some slutty bra,” he ordered me, as if he suddenly found my peering eyes annoying. He waved me off with his hand while he continued to adjust the complex looking camera.


  I knew how to dress for him, though I wondered what else I was dressing for, how many other eyes would see me receive whatever punishment he had in store for me. I hated the fact that this was arousing me.


  Being photographed in sexual positions was one turn-on that Will and I enjoyed. He’d made several movies of me, and had taken dozens of pictures. But never had he photographed me in any stage of punishment—likely because he never punished me, not in the way Reggie did.


  I found a rose colored bra, garter belt and stockings. Vain as I am, I wanted to look good for the video recording. A pair of beige spike heels, a little fresh make-up, and I looked like some man’s wet dream, even though I was horribly self conscious. Not that Reggie hadn’t seen me in all states of dress and undress, not that he hadn’t previously orchestrated all kinds of sexual exploits for me as his submissive; this was something altogether different with my reddened rear about to become the focal point for another kind of pornographic movie.


  When I returned to the living room, he looked up at me, and smiled vaguely.


  “I’m glad I don’t have to instruct you how to dress. At least that’s something you didn’t forget how to do.” He stared at my crotch. There were no panties to hide me, just the few wisps of pubic hair trimmed into a neat triangle.


  “You taught me well,” I answered politely.


  He chuckled. “Seems I taught you only what you wanted to learn,” he answered back. Though he didn’t sound sarcastic, the dig was obvious.


  “Maybe you should charge admission,” I suggested lightly, observing the way he tinkered with his equipment.


  “You’re having a problem with this, aren’t you?”


  “No more than usual, maybe I’m just more vocal about it. I was a much more cowering submissive four years ago.”


  “You’re more bratty now, yes, and hardly submissive at all.”


  It was strange to hear him use the adjective ‘bratty’ to describe me. It sounded parental and condescending, and all I could think of was the story I’d read. Reggie was the ‘hired’ disciplinarian; and I the auburn haired woman in the story, finding myself aroused by the whole damned scene.


  “I don’t ever remember you calling me bratty,” I said.


  “Fits, doesn’t it? Go stand by your couch. And move for me a little.”


  I obliged him, finding myself in front of the video camera, thinking actress, thinking what kind of performance I was going to give. It was potentially intriguing, even though I was still worrying over who this video was for.


  When he was finished with the set-up, I knew the camera was rolling, hearing a soft whirring sound in the background. He put himself into the picture, joining me at the couch, sitting down comfortably so that the camera was at a forty five degree angle to us. There was something very purposeful about the placement of the camera and the couch.


  He stared up at me as I waited for his next instruction.


  “You forgot the hairbrush,” he said, sounding annoyed.


  I shook my head puzzled, because that command hadn’t been given, but I took it as an order and went back to my bedroom to find what he wanted.


  The old-fashioned mode of punishment intrigued me – the thought of his taking me over his lap again, this time with a hairbrush in hand. It was quaint.


  However, it wouldn’t feel quaint at all once he got started. Taking the hairbrush from me, he pulled me down with an efficient motion, and had me with my bare behind high, wiggling and ready for him to begin. The first crack of the brush left me breathless, and the dozen stinging swats that followed were equally intense. In seconds, a significant burn was flaming its way all across my ass end. Then the hairbrush was flying everywhere, smack after smack creating the nastiest pain.


  “I thought you decided this was too mundane for me!” I exclaimed when he finally paused. I recalled his words to Mr. Winningham, when he took me to his shop and introduced me to the toys I thought would define my punishment.


  “I lied,” he said. He immediately began again, the fierce thing making its way across my rear cheeks with a terrifying zeal. With smack after smack, I wiggled and squirmed, and wailed nonsensical things into the air. To deliberately protest was clearly out of line. I was learning that lesson, or at least trying to.


  Reggie seemed to center the spanking on the fleshiest part of my rear, but he was not beyond letting the hairbrush slip, laying several sharp smacks on the base of my rear and my upper thighs. I howled miserably when he hit those tender places. And at one point, I tried to get off his lap, raising the silliest full scale protest. I was reminded that Reggie was a lot stronger man than he looks behind all those perfectly starched clothes. Feeling the muscles in the arm that held me fast, their steely strength assured me I was going nowhere. I must have looked like a silly child, flailing myself the way I did. And to my further anguish, the awareness of his physical strength only stimulated me sexually in the midst of the dreadful pain.


  When he suddenly stopped and pushed me off his lap, he looked at me with the same cruel coldness I’d often seen from him.


  “Your brattiness exceeds your charm, Alexandra. You say you want this but your protests make me wonder. We’ll see how much you want what’s ahead.”


  I wanted to cry, and it probably showed it.


  “Careful of the theatrics,” he warned. “They only inspire me to greater heights of creativity.” His smirk was devastating. As I listened, I remembered that this was all on film, my humiliation, my red burning bottom and the expression of helpless chagrin that was likely blazoned across my face. I hardly needed to ‘act’ the part of bratty punished submissive.


  He pushed my face to the floor. “Hands behind your back,” he ordered.


  “But…” I started to protest, even as I tasted my prickly carpet.


  “Hush,” he retorted. His hand at my waist felt like steel.


  I adjusted myself to the position with my head and shoulders pressed against the hard surface, and my reddened rear cheeks raised high and facing the whirring camera. The heart of my most private place was now being filmed in all its flaming glory for God knows who!


  The worst part of the position was my hands clasped behind me and held together by Reggie’s firm grasp. I was as bound as I would be if he’d used ropes to tie me.


  The leather spanker, I assume the one he used on me in his office, replaced the hairbrush as the instrument of my punishment. Sitting on the couch, Reggie leaned in and laid a bevy of ruthless smacks on my stretched tight rear. The center of my bottom, that had for a moment calmed to a soothing warmth, was now flaming again from the wicked burn. The fierce punishment became one long rude roar of stinging pain that swept through me like a forest fire.


  When he stopped for a moment, the pause was such a sweet relief, I wanted to bask in a sudden pleasant feeling that was replacing the pain. Unconsciously, I swayed my ass for Reg and the camera.


  “You’re so ripe for this kind of thing, Alexandra. You never cease to amaze me.” His hand replacing the paddle, firmly kneading my sore ass cheeks. I replied by wiggling my bottom, thrusting it high to signify my approval of the vigorous fondling. Instead of continuing with the massage, however, Reggie picked up the leather spanker again, and began to wail on me with yet another round of smacks. He spent some moments on my thighs, while I roared with a noisy string of four letter words.


  From mid-thigh to where my legs and ass joined became the target for a good dozen strikes. I wanted to collapse into the carpet to get away from them, but he pulled me up with his hand and barked some command, which I didn’t really hear, though I clearly understood his displeasure. Then he came down only harder against the sore stinging flesh.


  “Please NOOOOOOOO!” I wailed at last, the first really clear protest of the session.


  “Don’t like this?”


  “NOOOOOOO!” I repeated my angry cry.


  “Then remember who you’re doing this for, Alexandra,” he retorted nastily. The spanker walloped me again and again, though he’d changed his aim and was coming down again on the center of my bottom. I was exhausted and crying, tears dampening the carpet.


  All was quiet once he finally finished. I remained in my awkward posture, waiting for him to do something, but I wasn’t really thinking of anything at all but my blazing bottom. I came to, realizing that Reggie wasn’t on the sofa anymore. The whirring of the camera had stopped, and there was a chilling silence. Assuming that the punishment was over, that whatever he chose to record was complete, I waited for him to give me some kind of instruction.


  I expected him to leave swiftly; Reggie’s abrupt changes could be called his trademark. With a wealth of raw, prickly, agitating energy gnawing at me, I’d be left to feel the after effects of the punishment with nowhere to find relief but by my own hand. For the moment, I tried to ignore the sexual warmth that was descending through me in powerful waves, but that was impossible. I knew Reggie could sense my anguish, and that gave him power over me. Still I could do nothing to inhibit what my body so dearly desired.


  I expected him to grab up his camera and walk out the door. But then he shocked me, pulling me up by my locked hands. With a much more tenderness than I ever expected, he guided me to my knees and then to my feet. Holding my hands from behind, he walked me to the bedroom, his body so close that I could feel the rustle of his shirt and the soft silky feel of his pants.


  He pushed me onto the bed, my face down, my bottom raised high. His hand still gripped my hands, and in that awkward position, my arms begun to ache.


  “Please, Reggie,” I pleaded with him softly, tugging against his firm hold.


  “Only if you’ll keep them out of my way,” he said, as he released his hold. My arms fell gratefully to my side.


  I wondered what he was going to do, though not for long. He began smacking my ass with the palm of his hand as if he were starting all over again. It wasn’t long, however, before I realized that this was nothing like the earlier punishment, but something much lighter and deliberately sensuous. It was so unlike Reggie to suggest a sexual moment at this point of an intense session. If his intentions were sexual, I’d adore him forever – I was so ready to get off. Could he be as sexually aroused as I was?


  Soon enough, several fingers slipped inside my sloshy wet cunt. They thrust and probed inside, while I groaned a happy response. His other hand began to probe my anus, first with one finger and then a second. I struggled to open for him, to relax the tight sphincter that always resisted such intrusion. I moaned several times when a sudden sharp pain leapt up. Again, I forced my body to relax.


  “Better get used to it, I’m going to take you here,” he informed me – much to my surprise. His fingers probed me even deeper, wiggling nastily inside the unyielding space. This man of amazing gifts had stunned me once again and I was compelled to surrender, even if what he demanded of me was so difficult that I was sure to fail.


  “Your ass is so perfect for this,” he purred as the probing continued.


   There’d been only one other such intimate sexual moment in our sordid history. That time, we both failed rather miserably to make a real connection. But this was different, substantially different. I’d never felt such personal need overpower the often remote and mystifying Reggie.


  “Oooo, sheeeeeeeeeesh,” I grimaced, when his deeper probing produced a fresh burst of pain.


  “Relax!” he spoke with command. “You want this as much as I do.”


  The firm assurance in his voice was strangely soothing, and I found myself relinquishing regardless of my fears to the contrary. I think he would have played with me forever to make me ready – and I wouldn’t have cared. It felt so vulgar and lewd, the most obscene thing I’d done in a long long while. In spite of the pain, I loved it. I could feel the driving force behind his desire, as he thoroughly seized my entire backside in a rough lusty assault. His one hand mauled me, slapping my rear cheeks with biting smacks, while his other hand continued to probe deeper into the dark terrain of my tightest channel.


  My body was about to come. But suddenly the shock of cold liquid splashed along my cleft made me seize up taut as a bow, to which he immediately grabbed my hair in his fist, and whispered tersely, “Relax, slut, relax.” My body responded to his orders, and I knew then what he was about to do.


  When he let go of me, he lowered his pants so I could feel the firm hairy skin of his thighs against my ass. Then he played with my pussy for a few moments, which heightened the orgasmic lust rising steadily in my crotch. He pinched my clit and I cried out. He slapped my ass several times to the tune of my passionate groans. Then he washed me again with the cold slippery liquid before I felt the first thrust of his cock at my rear door.


  “Oh, yessssssssss…” was my only cry.


  “You’ve always had the most fuckable ass,” his voice was dark and sensuous – I wasn’t even sure he was speaking to me, he was so much in his own erotic world. In one long slow invasion he pushed himself inside me to the very hilt.


  I opened for him, although anal entry was never something I got used to. It was a defiling, ravishing, uneasy submission to a carnal barbarian of a cultivated man. It reminded me that for all of Reggie’s high moral posturing and exquisitely genteel manner, he was as savage as my own desires that cheered him on.


  “You lovely, lovely slut,” he whispered in a voice of lust I’ve rarely heard from him.


  For a long while, we rocked together in our beastly heat. He burrowed in, then pulled out, then burrowed in again, and repeated his scheme until there was no discomfort in the act. I’d at last succumbed. By then my ass was just a portal for his use, and I gladly, like wanton harlot of old, relinquished to him. I wondered if he would have taken me without my body’s willing surrender. If I’d still gritted my teeth and bore down and suffered to the end. Something in me desired that kind of surrender as well, something akin to being raped.


  But this was a different day. A different Alexandra. A different Reggie.


  The more forcefully he thrust inside me, the more I wanted his dominion. He rode me long and hard, and I could have pleasured him this way for as long as he desired. But then, without warning, I heard a deep guttural bellow as he plunged one last time and held his groin against my read. I felt his pulsing organ deposit its seed, stunned by the spasms. My body spasmed back, and for a long while we seemed fused together in that heated moment before either of us was able to move.


  Though he threatened to collapse against me exhausted, Reggie didn’t leave me hanging without a proper climax as I thought he might. Instead, he pushed me against the sheets, and with determined manipulation, he toyed with me until I felt the orgasm well inside and burst, all of a sudden. I wrenched, and bucked, and then finally slipped from his grasp.


  I wouldn’t expect tenderness from him afterwards. I’m not sure I even wanted it considering the nature of our relationship, the way it had always been. It might have embarrassed us both for either one of us to have tried to be affectionate.


  I rolled to one side and looked up at him. He sat on the bed in an uncharacteristic state of disarray. His hair was all askew, as were his clothes. The starched shirt was limp, wrinkled and unbuttoned; and his pants were somewhere on the floor.


  “You look different after sex,” I remarked.


  “Oh, how so?”


  “Decidedly softer.”


  “And so do you, Alex.”


  If he’d called me Alexandra I might have flinched; when he calls me Alex I can anticipate some degree of friendliness.


  “I suppose I should be softer the way you mauled me.”


  “You didn’t like it?”


  “You know I did. I’m just surprised.”


  “Good, I like to surprise you, keep you guessing.” He almost looked happy.


  I lounged against my comforter in my disorderly nakedness, with my rose colored hose in runs, and my garter belt all awry. At some point, the bra had been discarded altogether, though I don’t remember when. Reggie looked on me with an expression of lust, there was no other way to describe it, and that pleased me.


  “You want to try your cock in my pussy?” I suggested, then thought to add, “After you clean up.”


  He chuckled under his breath.


  “No, your ass does very well. Maybe you’d like me to take it again before the night’s over.”


  I cringed.


  “Can’t take it?” He laughed.


  “You’ve bruised me and abused me. Anymore tonight, and I’d think you really wanted me for something more than just a submissive to whale upon.”


  “Oh, don’t ever think that,” he warned, turning serious.


  I nodded. “This is good, we need to keep this relationship within the rules.” I was reminding myself there was no potential relationship here. I didn’t think I needed to remind him.


  “At least I can take the liberties I want with you,” Reggie pointed out. “When you were entrenched with Will, I always thought it was disloyal to have you.”


  “Really? But you had no problem arranging other exploits for me?”


  “My screwing you wasn’t a problem for Will, it was a problem for me.”


  “So, you have no moral dilemmas about that now?”


  “Will doesn’t want you, remember?” The typical haughty twist wasn’t there, but the meaning was all the same. The reminder made me wince inside.


  “You’re being awfully kind,” I said after staring at him some minutes.


  “See, I can be nice.” He actually smiled.


  He rose from the bed and circled it, until he was at my side, looking down on me. “You’re really one hell of a mess.”


  I snickered. He leaned in and put his hand to my face, and stroked it ever so gently.


  “And so are you,” I replied.


  He noticed his disarray and turned away. “It doesn’t suit me, does it?”


  I watched as he found his scattered clothes, and with careful precision replaced each piece, so that except for his slightly rumpled shirt, he looked as perfect as he usually did. He combed his hair back into place with one swipe of his comb. He was proficient at everything, and always very thorough. I had to remind myself that he was quite an angry animal when he was fucking me.


  I grabbed a robe from the closet and threw it over my shoulders, joining Reggie in the living room. He was dismantling the video camera with the same precision that he used to put it up.


  “Would you stay the night if I asked you to?”


  “No,” he replied.


  So much for affection, I thought to myself. Back to the same old Alex and Reg. It was rather comforting knowing that I didn’t have to think about him being anything more than my constant tormentor. If I was searching for someone to replace Will’s once generous affections, I was reminded again that it wouldn’t be Reggie.


  “Don’t forget the point of this, Alex.” He sat down on my sofa and put the equipment carefully back into the black overnight bag.


  “You mean Will who doesn’t want me?”


  “All’s never lost,” he reminded me. “You wouldn’t be doing this if it weren’t for him.”


  “Sometimes I wonder,” I said. “It seems a little hopeless.”


  “You want to stop?” he asked, as if ending this charade wouldn’t bother him one way or another.


  “No,” I answered immediately, though I wondered if it was the right response.


  “Alex, you have to do this for Will, because you can’t do it for you and me. I know you. As much as you love the punishment, the pain, the abuse, the humiliation, and what will become tremendous embarrassment…” He said that with a knowing and mysterious twinkle in his eye. “You still need what Will gives you. You still need to be loved. Don’t lose sight of that.”


  “I’ll try. Just sometimes, it seems like it would be easier if I could just forget about all the love crap and go merrily along pleasing myself with sex and not worry about pleasing anyone but me.”


  “That’s what I get to do,” Reggie informed me. “You get to be in love and lust at the same time, and have all the problems with it.”


  “Gee, thanks.”


  “Hey, you probably get a lot more out of life than I do,” he added wistfully.


  There was that sadness again. Little glimpses of some personal pain in Reggie made me want to reach out and hug him. Yuck! I thought as soon as the picture passed through my mind. Reg was not the kind of man to hug.


  “Maybe someday, when this is over, and you’re not punishing me anymore, we could be friends?”


  “I never thought it had to be any other way.” He’d finishing the careful packing. “Here,” he said. He handed me the video tape.


  “For me?” I asked, surprised to see the thing in my hands.


  “For Will,” he said. “That’s if you have the guts to give it to him.”


  “My god, you don’t mean that…”


  “That you show him proof of your sincerity? What better way?”


  “That’s if I have the guts to give it to him. Couldn’t you do it for me?”


  “Coward,” he accused me with an uncharacteristic grin.


  “But…”


  “But nothing. I told you, I would take your project, do my part, you’d have to do the rest. You’ll have to deal with Will and see where the cards land. I’m not doing a damn thing else.”


  “So are we done?” I asked.


  He looked like he might laugh. “Heavens no! What I have in mind for you is going to make you sweat and make you hurt and make both sets of cheeks blush. You’ll be so embarrassed, you’ll likely not want to show your face to me ever again.”


  “Reggie!”


  He laughed. “You’re such an easy target.”


  He stood up, the bag in his hand, the video tape in mine.


  “You won’t get very far if you don’t follow through,” he said, nodding at the tape.


  “Probably not.”


  I remained fixed in the same spot, as he walked to the door, gave me a nod and left me alone. Reggie was as much a mystery to me as he’d ever been. My body ached. My ass cheeks were sore, and my rear channel spasmed with pain and pleasure. I was, perhaps, as relinquished as I’d ever been, but I couldn’t think of that right now. The video tape was too clear a reminder of what was missing in my life.




  


  Chapter Seven


  “Alexandra!” His crisp, sharp voice coming over the phone gave me quite a jolt as I sat in my office pouring over a pile of work that I’d neglected much too long. It seemed that my life had been taken over by the ever present Reggie, while everything else suffered. And yet, hearing Reggie’s voice now came as an unexpected shock.


  “Yes, yes, what do you want?” I asked him, when I was finally cognizant again.


  “Your body,” he said flatly.


  I could detect his displeasure at my less than eager reply. I was reminded instantly that he did have permission to have me whenever he chose. Permission I’d readily given him. Though I was finding that another punishment just days after the last was not a welcome prospect. Still, I was obliged to obey.


  “When?” I replied to him, after a very long pause.


  “This afternoon, and you’ll be tied up all evening.”


  “Literally or figuratively?” I found myself joking.


  “Maybe literally if your attitude doesn’t improve,” he replied curtly. “Of course, you do have a choice to end your penance anytime you want.”


  “I know, and I don’t want to,” I rushed in, even though at that moment I wondered if the whole idea wasn’t a ridiculous mistake.


  To think that in the end Will would take me back? It was beginning to sound absurd to me, and I was really getting too old to deal in absurdities. The very need I had for this just retribution, the very bizarre enjoyment – and it was enjoyment that I was gleaning from this submission to Reggie – seemed to be what kept me going with my plan. It was wise to be a creature of the moment, and not ponder if there was anything to be gained by this with Will. He could go either way, and I wouldn’t bet on his taking me back. No, I had to accept that this self imposed punishment was a necessary reminder of my yielding nature. If it wasn’t for Will, then perhaps it was for a future lover.


  “I’ll see you at my office, four o’clock,” he said.


  When I arrived at Reggie’s downtown office, I waited outside for at least forty minutes, though I wasn’t certain because I had forgotten my phone, and strangely there was no clock in the reception area where I sat.


  When I was finally admitted into his office it was by Reggie himself coming to the door and motioning me inside. There was still a bustling business going on outside, but once stepping into his private sanctum, I was in another world with him, where there were few rules, and a multitude of odd possibilities available.


  Reggie motioned me to sit in a chair before his desk, though rather than sit himself, he leaned casually against it while he addressed me. I looked into his cold blue eyes, wondering, for what must have been for the thousandth time, why we couldn’t have had a relationship. We had so very much in common, even though there were a few significant things about which we diverged.


  “You do have the evening to give to me?” he asked.


  “Do I have a choice?”


  “Of course you have a choice,” he answered with some exasperation.


  “I’m sorry, I’m anxious.”


  “Maybe someday, you’ll just accept all this and you won’t have to be anxious,” he mused aloud.


  I gave him a little half smile and waited for him to continue.


  “Tonight you’ll be the centerpiece of a party a friend of mine is giving. A fantasy party.”


  I must have looked puzzled.


  “You’ll be posing in the role of a naughty school girl.”


  “Really?” The thought was bizarre but Reggie was totally serious.


  “Your pert ass will be the focus of the night. You’ll have it spanked and punished so thoroughly you’ll think you’ve died and gone to ‘submissive heaven.”


  I might have smiled at the very idea, but I was a little alarmed by this announcement.


  “You’ll find the entire experience one humiliating ride into your favorite brand of lust. I’d suggest that to get through the ordeal, you experience it as the lusty high drama that it’s intended to be. An adventure, and not an unpleasant one at that, if you take it in the right frame of mind. I know you’ll enjoy it at one level, but it would be nice if you would make a conscious decision to revel in it. Of course, that’s your choice. I can’t dictate what you’ll enjoy and what will revolt you.”


  If he had intended to scare me, he certainly had.


  “In order to make the most of this evening, there are a few preparations that need to be made. I thought it easiest to do them here. You can prepare yourself, and even dress right in my office. I want you to feel like a meek young kitten by the time you go the party, willing, humble, submissive, all those things you often protest so much.”


  “Preparation?” I asked, wondering what that meant, what could possibly put me in the right frame of mind? It didn’t take long for him to answer my question.


  He continued to gaze at me for a moment, I assume gauging my mood.


  “You haven’t yet had the thrill of a punishment enema, have you?” Reggie finally asked.


  “A what?” I could imagine my face was ashen.


  “A thorough cleansing?” he added.


  It took me some time to speak. “Is this really necessary?”


  “Nothing is necessary, but this suits me, and you’ll find it an unforgettable experience.”


  “I don’t know what to say,” I said, as the fear that had begun moments before was clawing at me with harsh penetrating fingers.


  “You don’t need to say anything. Just be the sweet gentle submissive you are. Follow my instructions carefully and I’ll take care of everything.” He let me think about that for a minute, and then briskly grabbing my hand, he pulled me to my feet. “Let’s get started. My private bath is through that door. Strip to your underclothes, and I’ll join you in a few minutes.” He shoved me toward the other side of the room, then went back to his desk.


  The few minutes wait stretched to at least a half hour. I heard his phone ring several times, and though I couldn’t hear his voice since the door was closed, I suspected that he was trying to conduct business while he was in the process of punishing me.


  While I waited in his bathroom, I had plenty of time to get a grip on the activity that he had planned. I knew what an enema meant. I even knew that if he was planning to take my ass tonight, or someone was, that it might be an appropriate prelude. But a punishment enema? The details of that act were fuzzy in my mind as I contemplated exactly what he might mean.


  I undressed as he instructed, down to my pink lace garter belt, stockings and bra. And then, because I was a little chilly waiting, I grabbed a terry cloth robe that was conveniently hanging on the wall. Still hearing Reggie on the phone outside the bathroom, I sat down in a lounge chair that was one of the many amenities of the bathroom. The room reminded me of an elegant spa, with a massage table, two marble sinks, a deep whirlpool tub, a shower, commode and bidet, all graciously arranged amidst potted plants, and a few pieces of well chosen furniture that looked as if it belonged in a wealthy woman’s boudoir. There was Italian tile on the floor and thick plush rugs that matched the blue towels hanging about the room.


  At the very least, I’d have this unusual punishment in the comfort of sumptuous surroundings, though I hardly thought that would make it any easier.


  When Reggie finally flew into the bath, he pulled me from my nervous reverie, taking charge of me in a second with a purposeful look.


  I stood up without being told to do so, and he immediately came to me, undoing the tie on the robe. While he stared at me with his cold blue eyes, he pulled the robe away and let it fall on to the floor. I was shivering, suddenly feeling very cold and very exposed.


  “Nice to see you dressed for the occasion,” he remarked, seeing my underwear, though he wasn’t wasting much time with erotic small talk. “I need to you lie face down on the massage table,” he instructed me. “Better yet, raise your ass, I think the insertion will be easier.”


  I followed his instruction, climbing to the top of the cloth covered table, and almost reverently bowed my head to the firm surface, while tucking my knees up under me. My rear was clearly be the focus of his attention, as it swayed ever so slightly in the cool air.


  He put his hand on my bottom and gently stroked the skin. The effects of my other punishments might well have shown on my flesh as little lingering marks, but if he took notice of them at all, he didn’t say so. His fingers began a gentle exploration of my bottom and the crack of my ass. Without saying a word, he worked the cleft so I was naturally opening my legs wider to accommodate his probing hand. His gentle invasion was feeling very good to me and I didn’t want him to stop.


  “I’ve punished you here so many ways,” he finally spoke. “I think perhaps the humiliation of this brand of submission might serve a useful purpose, don’t you?”


  I didn’t reply, not knowing if the question was rhetorical or not. It wasn’t. He pulled his hand free and slapped my ass. “I want a reply, Alexandra!”


  “Yes sir,” I agreed, for the sake of agreeing.


  “Perhaps we should have Will here personally to see what depths you’ll really go to?” he considered.


  “Yes,” I gave him a breathy response, as his hand returned to its probing. Without thinking, my ass was grinding against his fingers, hoping they would go deeper yet.


  “A long shot of water down here and your belly will feel like exploding. You’ll hold it in for a long time just to remember who’s in charge in this game. I almost thought we could make a public spectacle of it at the party, but I decided that just the memory of this while you’re serving the needs of the men tonight will likely do enough to ensure your obedience.”


  I could just imagine a dozen eyes viewing me like this right now, and I didn’t like the thought. It was enough that Reggie was doing it in the inner sanctum of his private office.


  “You’ve really been quite a little bitch,” he advised me. “You have this innate haughtiness that seems to get the better of you. It certainly worked against you with Will. Too bad I hadn’t seen the possibility before. The very idea of lying to him the way you did. I find it hard to believe that you, of all people, would be so deceitful. It wouldn’t seem to be in your nature, but then maybe you’re not the innocent sexual lamb that you pretended to be with me on this personal quest to find your sexual truth. I’m not sure you really wanted to see what was inside you after all.


  “It really amazes me every time I think about it. I read you well when I had you before. I just didn’t go far enough.” His fingers probed even deeper into my rear end, punctuated occasionally by sharp slaps of his other hand. If I hadn’t been the model submissive in the past, I certainly was at that moment. Reggie was getting me right where I was pleasured the most, his words, his physical play and the impending event, all tapping in me deep desires I’d so long avoided. It seemed that every time I was with him now, he was finding new barriers for me to breach.


  “Let’s make this a thorough cleansing, physically and morally,” he continued on, even as his hands continued to probe and slap and knead my flesh. “We’ll just flush out all the haughtiness, and deceit, and willful disregard to your nature. Remind you that your true desires lie in submission. Is that fair, you think?”


  “Yes, sir,” I answered.


  Reggie withdrew his hand and moved to the cabinets by the sink, where he found the equipment he needed. I turned my head away, not willing to look at his preparations, though I could hear the sound of water running and the clanging of metal.


  When I found him at my side again, he’d fixed a bag of water to a rod that pulled away from the massage table, and clicked it into place above me. I turned my head back to see the swelling rubber bag hanging behind and over my rear end. I closed my eyes when I saw the shiny metal vented probe that would deliver the gift he’d prepared.


  He massaged me again, his hand greasing my sphincter once with a cold liquid. However, it was not nearly as cold as the feel of that metal piece entering my anus with a firm and certain shove.


  “Just to wash away all your lies and deceit. To make you an honest woman, Alexandra,” he said. “Think how much you hurt the man that loves you more than you deserve. This is a lesson in humility.”


  I remained eyes closed, feeling the implant in my body. Seconds later, a bath of warm water flooded quickly into my rear. I imagined it quick, though Reggie’s words assured me otherwise.


  “This will take a few minutes, you’d do well in that silence of yours to appreciate what this means.” The water continued, I have no idea how much; but as the warmth surged into my belly, I found the entire humiliation so arousing, I could hardly stand not to play with my clitoris, which was itself swelling as if it was being filled, too.


  As Reggie let the bag drain into my rear, his hands began to massage me with the most tender touch I think I’d ever had from him. He had one hand at my abdomen and the other at my cleft attending the probe.


  “Hold in,” he instructed me, as he finally withdrew the metal piece. I was careful not to expel what was already pressing on my sphincter and begging for release. Thankfully, Reggie quickly replaced the nozzle with an anal plug that ensured that none of the fluid would escape. I felt incredibly full, and shamelessly, my rear was beginning to sway in response to the raw feelings that were moving swiftly through me.


  “See, I told you, you’d like this, my dear. Goes deep, doesn’t it? You have such a natural capacity for humiliation, so without restraint when you admit it.” My squirming like a brazen slut just proved his point.


  He began to spank me, hard stinging smacks, each one jostling the liquid in my belly and ramping up the pressure to release. The physical sensations were strange and painful, and I was soon gasping under the strain. I’d never felt anything like this before.


  “I can’t stand it!” I protested.


  “Oh yes, you can,” he countered with a firmness that suggested I’d better not protest further. I knew he was testing my ability to endure, seeing just how far I could go. I was quick to assume I couldn’t bear his wicked designs, but I always did, and he knew this. Despite my worries, I had the feeling that I’d bear this, too.


  His hand kept coming down on my bottom as he alternated the spanking, moving from cheek to cheek, giving me the nastiest sensations I’d ever felt.


  Dammit, he was right. I was loving it! What a shameless woman he’d made of me.


  As the spanking continued, I struggled to handle the twin pains, the pressure in my full abdomen, and the mounting pain on my bottom. There was so much sensation to absorb, so much to relinquish, the least of which was the fact that this had sent my sexual fires to raging heights. The more he spanked me, the harder the blows, the more the tension in me climbed. I could have come at any moment, but suddenly, Reggie ended the fierce assault.


   “That should hold you for a while. I’ll leave you, let you think about your predicament. Remember your humiliation is just beginning. This is just a private reminder of your blunders. Think about Will, what you once promised him and see exactly how you feel about yourself.”


  With that, he left me.


  “Reggie,” I called to him. I was scared to be left alone to handle the discomfort. “Are you coming to get me?”


  “In time, you’ll be fine,” was all he said.


  The door closed and I was left straddling the massage table, a retention plug in my rear and my abdomen swimming with an ever mounting pressure that seemed to have its final destination in my clitoris. I was afraid to touch my place of pleasure, afraid I’d lose everything if I gave in to my need to climax.


  It was a horror remaining in this submissive pose. Reggie was right; the humiliation was not just a powerful aphrodisiac, it also reminded me of why I was here.


  Will.


  Will’s face, his eyes, his smile, that dear smile of his that could claim my heart in an instant, was in the forefront of my mind. I’d tried not to think of him in the past several weeks, but I couldn’t stop now. Suddenly I wanted him to see me like this, see to what depths I was going to prove to him my sincerity. But as if the mischievous sprites of the mind were making everything worse for me, the only picture of response I could think of was Will standing next to me, not caring about my sincerity, or my anguish. All I could imagine was that the hurt had gone too deep and we were forever finished.


  I have no way to gauge the time, but I was certain it was far too long to be holding on to the pressure; and just when I thought I would jump from the table, Reggie returned.


  This time, there was no discussion, no pointed remarks, no reminders of Will, just Reggie with the leather spanker in hand, doing to my ass end what he had earlier begun. It was a brisk punishment, the leather coming down on my bottom with quick sharp snaps. Each one caused me to jolt, each one made me feel as if I might explode. I was just barely hanging on and I cried out woefully.


  Once the first fury of smacks was over and done, Reggie slowed the feverish pace of the spanking to a tempo that was more caressing. I felt his other hand on my stomach again, massaging the warm moving place. Such a mixed blessing, so much all at once, I struggled to appreciate it all.


  The more Reggie’s affectionate hand worked my belly, the closer I was to an orgasm. And then, it began as a soft rolling thunder, moving gracefully through me, I’d never had anything happen quite like this before; and I was awed by the wicked wondrous pleasure that was claiming me everywhere.


  “OH, oh oh oh gawd yessssssss!” the cries were vivid and continuous, as I felt a slow pulsing that went deeper than anything I ever remember.


  I wanted to collapse afterwards, but I was reminded immediately, with Reggie’s firm pressing on the retention plug, that I was still holding the liquid that had made this pleasure so unique.


  “Release yourself, Alexandra,” he said. Reggie’s soft tones came to me in the midst of my oblivion, and I woke long enough to realize that he was pulling out the plug and helping me from the table. “Careful now,” he added as a warning.


  He left me to myself as I ran to the toilet, completed the process, and cleansed myself. When I was finished, I wanted to sink deep into some soft comforter and sleep for the remainder of the day. I thought it cruel that this was just the beginning of my night with him. How could we do anything more?


  But, Reggie had promised, and he never reneged on promises.


  After a few brief moments resting in a chair, I finally returned to his office feeling meek as a kitten. I wore the same underwear I’d had on before, however I’d donned a robe, feeling strangely modest at that moment.


  Reggie looked up at me from his desk, as if he hardly recalled the punishment he’d just perpetrated on my body.


  “Sit down,” he instructed, and I obeyed.


  He eyed me silently for some minutes. I felt so completely relaxed he might have said we’d start all over again, and I wouldn’t have cared. I probably would have welcomed it.


  “I’d like you to dress for tonight’s role play. You’ll find the clothes you need in the closet in the bath. There’ll be a limo to take you to Andrew’s home, and I think everything will be self explanatory from that point. My advice: be as compliant as you were just now. I gave you the gift of your personal pleasure, which I didn’t have to do; but I didn’t want you so ravenous with sexual need that you’d have ruined the evening ahead. I assure you, you won’t have the same pleasure you just had in Andrew’s house, but there’ll be much to pleasure in, if you view it with a sense of adventure. I mean, what more could you want Alexandra, a little exhibition, a lot of spanking, maybe some sex, and lots of submission? They’re all your favorite things. Endure, and I think you’ll have nearly completed your time with me.”


  “Completed?” I queried.


  “I said nearly,” he reminded me. “I could change my mind and choose to go on a lot longer. What you need to remember is your submission, what you often forget. Remember how much this pleases you, how after the ordeal you just went through, you look more beautiful than ever.”


  I’d never heard Reggie more sincere, or more complimentary. I felt reassured by his lecture, yet at the same time, the elusive details of my next hours continued to have me on pins and needles, filled with anxiety.


  At least for an instant, I could look with some gratitude at Reggie, realizing the wisdom of the choice I’d made to return to him. As often difficult as it was to comply with his stern unrelenting treatment, I was rediscovering myself, and for the first time I could gladly admit it.




  


  Chapter Eight


  The limo arrived at an attractive brick home some distance from the city. The light glowing inside would have welcomed me, if it hadn’t been for my trepidation, wondering what Reggie and his friends had planned for me this evening.


  Reggie had me dressed in a blue and green plaid wool skirt and matching pullover sweater, making me into a school girl from the 1950’s. The skirt hit me mid-calf, while the sweater was tight enough to cling to my breasts so that my hard nipples showed through the soft fabric. My shoes were low heeled, my hair pulled back into a ponytail and fixed with a bow. It had been several years since I’d looked so prim and proper. While the outfit harkened to a bygone time, I remember wearing such silly clothes just five years before, before my initial stint with Reggie. Was it a coincidence that I was attired the way I used to dress? I’m sure it was designed to comply with the picture of innocent submissive that was appropriate for the spanking party, but I could also imagine Reggie’s dry wit finding this look a delicious revenge.


  To my surprise, I was strangely uneasy wearing these modest clothes. They shouldn’t have bothered me, particularly if I was treating this evening as the adventure Reggie suggested, but nonetheless I’d be glad to be done with them when this night was over.


  The oak front door was answered by a maid who politely invited me inside. Taking my coat, she led me into a living room where there were a dozen people milling about. Reggie was there. I noticed him immediately, especially because of the statuesque brunette that was clinging to his arm. She seemed a perfect complement to Reggie’s style with her sophisticated hair swept into a fashionable bun, and make-up that was applied to perfection. She wore a simple black cocktail dress, that conformed to the svelte curves of her body, only making her more attractive to the many men in the room. I had to admit, I was jealous seeing her on Reggie’s arm, wearing clothes I’d love to wear, while I, in my plaid skirt and sweater, looked like someone’s daughter just home from boarding school.


  While I remained demurely standing at the doorway of the room, waiting to be noticed, I eyed Reggie’s date. She cut quite a stunning figure, drawing a good deal of attention from the other well dressed guests in the room. But I could hardly imagine this woman bowing to Reggie’s fierce sexual demands, even though I’ve never quite understood his complex sexual appetites.


  “Miss Morgan!” a beaming man came rushing toward me.


  I didn’t know him, but he certainly knew me.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied, smiling at his kind face.


  “I’m your host, Andrew Locke. I’m so glad you could come. Reggie’s told me a lot about you.” He had a significant gleam in his eye, as if we shared the same secret.


  As if it was my choice,” I thought to myself.


  “Thank you for having me, Mr. Locke,” I said graciously, with just a coy pout on my face, trying to assume that role Reggie seemed to have suggested for me this night. The older man was rather dashing for his age, though and I could well imagine, like the antique dealer, there might be quite a brutal disciplinarian behind his genteel and jovial manner.


  “We’ll be having dinner shortly,” he informed me as he handed me a glass of wine.


  There were several pairs of eyes scrutinizing me closely. Had these people any idea why I was there? Were they considering my odd attire, while they were dressed for an elegant dinner party? Or did they know exactly what my function was, and were they now trying to raise my skirt in their minds and imagine my naked ‘ready to spank’ bottom underneath? This certainly is a curious adventure, I thought to myself, while trying to remain open and light-hearted about the prospects for my evening.


  As I stood alone in one corner of the room eyeing the other guests, Reggie and his girlfriend approached me.


  “Good evening, Alex. I see you found everything you needed.”


  “It looks that way,” I replied.


  “Alex, this is Desiree. Desiree, Alexandra Morgan,” Reggie introduced us.


  I nodded, seeing the woman’s curious expression as her eyes started at my hair, and traversed my body with one careful judgmental glance. Her arrogant attitude started to raise my hackles, though I knew better than to be jealous of any woman with Reggie. I didn’t want the man anyway. What was bothering me more was the way she looked at me with an amused stare. The wool clothes seemed to scratch me even more than they had earlier.


  Any conversation we might have begun was quickly forgotten as the entire company was ushered into the dining room for dinner. Sitting down at the table, I was given a place of honor at Andrew Locke’s immediate right. There were seven other men besides Andrew, and three women besides myself at this soiree. I could have been comfortable at this party, but my distinctive attire and the purpose for my being there loomed heavily over me. I couldn’t forget for even an instant that I’d likely be punished right in front of these people, becoming little more than another treat to feast upon, no different than the veal and potatoes that appeared on my plate.


  For a while, I managed to lose myself in the amiable conversation, when halfway through the entree, Mr. Locke turned to me during one significant lull and addressed me specifically. Everyone at the table heard his remark.


  “I understand, Miss Morgan, that you enjoy being spanked?”


  Immediately choking on a bit of my veal, I grabbed my glass to take a sip of water. By then, I could feel a blush rising on my cheeks. I don’t know why I was so caught off guard, but I certainly didn’t expect his question in the middle of a five course meal.


  “You understand correctly,” I found myself answering with a polite smile, though I was feeling just a little put out. “And I suppose you like to spank female bottoms?” I added with a saucy snap to my voice, as if I was ready to spar with the man.


  I could feel Reggie’s glare right away, though my host didn’t seem to be as bothered as the man who’d arranged my presence at this dinner. “I certainly do. And I’m glad you’ve agreed to be the subject of a little demonstration,” he went on.


  I put both of my hands meekly in my lap, and flashed a naughty stare in the man’s direction, though I was hardly being humble. I liked the mockery of it, thinking that if I had to look like this silly school girl, I’d play it a little campy and accentuate the mischievous nature of my role. For the briefest instant my eyes flashed nastily in Reggie’s direction. Reggie flashed me a warning reproach.


  “Oh, Mr. Locke, if it’s a school girl’s ass you need to whale upon, it’s a school girl’s ass you’ll have,” I said, starting to feel the full excitement of this game. “We’ll just be a naughty old man, and a naughty young school girl playing together, won’t we?”


  Mr. Locke looked at me surprised by my boldness, and there were a few amazed ‘ahhhhhhs’ around the table as my cheeky manner was noted by the other guests.


  I was just beginning to appreciate the possibilities of the moment, when I heard Reggie bark from the other end of the table, where his snapping eyes were fixed on me. “Andrew!”


  “Yes, Reg?” our host replied, looking down the table at the aristocratic blond man.


  “If everyone is willing, perhaps we should get on with the event at hand,” my dominant suggested. “I’d like to begin personally, if you don’t mind. Alexandra has appeared to forget herself tonight. She’s been warned about her arrogance. I’m afraid she’s even more deserving of a good punishment than even I thought she’d be.”


  “By all means,” Andrew Locke said, pulling away from the table. He looked pleased with Reggie’s suggestion, and he eyed me sternly, feeling his sense of power over me take charge. “Miss Morgan.” He nodded at me.


  All the formal pleasantries were dispensed with, and I was glad. I couldn’t stand to draw out the inevitable any longer. The god awful clothes were making me angry the way they forced me back to a time I’d just as soon forget. And there was that old prickly agitation of lust and fear combined that I so often had with Reggie in the past. With all this assaulting me again, I just as soon get on with the and get it over with!


  At that instant, I really felt like the recalcitrant brat these people believed me to be. I could think of nothing more befitting than having my bottom paddled, and I was about to break out in some nasty vindictive tirade against them all, that would certainly have proven how much I really needed the punishment that was to follow. This whole thing was suppose to be an adventurous lark, but obviously it was hitting chords in me I hadn’t played in a long time.


  I followed Reggie as he briskly retreated into the living room, and watched as he pulled a chair into the center and sat down. He and I were center stage, where everyone could easily witness what was about to happen.


  “I thought we’d things handled this afternoon, Alexandra, when you were so willing to submit. But it seems that you need another lesson before we get on with other more pleasant things tonight.”


  I could see he was furious with me, his eyes shooting daggers. Gone was the Reggie I was used to seeing, calm, efficient and in total control. I had no idea that my impudent comments at the table would infuriate him so much – not like it hadn’t happen before! For a second I thought he might just be putting on the anger for show, although it wasn’t like Reggie to do that. I was quite sure I’d pissed him off and the anger was real.


  I didn’t have long to ponder the possibilities, since he quickly pulled me down over his lap with a grand flourish. Reaching down to the hem of my skirt, he drew the garment up to my waist and tucked it into the waistband. Framed by the pink of my garter belt and hose, my gleaming ass cheeks were naked for all to see, poised and ready for what I suspected would be a nasty assault. Frankly, I would have been happy if he’d stripped me of the horrid clothes altogether; but this was going to be a textbook spanking, nothing too raunchy, but nothing sweet either.


  From out of nowhere a wooden spanking paddle appeared. I saw it from the corner of my eye as I stared up from my humbled position as the guests gathered a convenient distance around us.


  Without any more preliminaries, Reggie brought the paddle down on my bottom, and I instantly howled loudly in reply to the first mean smack. It was for good reason, this was a no nonsense paddling from the beginning, and the sting was fierce. I kicked my legs to show my protest, as much out of anger as out of any pain—at least at the start. Whatever this mysterious ingredient of rage was, it was certainly fueling my fires. I fought Reggie’s control like I’d never fought it before, as the sharp smack smack of the paddle continued to wreak havoc on my flaming skin.


  “You’d better watch yourself, Alexandra, if you keep up this nonsense,” he gave the stern warning. “I’ll go on forever, and then turn you over to someone else when I get tired.”


  But Reggie’s words had no effect. I answered with another wail, wriggling against him nastily. Though he managed to hold me tightly with his left hand pinned at my waist with a firm steady force, I could tell he was not expecting to have to battle me so forcefully.


  “Dammit stop!” The unexpected cry pierced the air, as the paddle descended with an ever more fierce intensity. My cries went on, my rage not diminishing for even one tiny bit. I’d be damned if I was going to submit to this without a fight.


  To my shocked surprise, Reggie suddenly stopped the spanking, pushed me from his lap and stood up, all the while managing to keep one of my hands firmly in his.


  “Andrew,” he turned to our surprised host. “Miss Morgan and I need to talk in the next room.”


  “Certainly,” Andrew replied. No one seemed to know exactly what was going on, and certainly I didn’t.


  “What the hell’s going on with you?” Reggie demanded to know as soon as we were alone in an adjoining sitting room.


  I was breathing heavily, my sobs and tears and rage were still right at the surface. I wanted to scream.


  “I don’t know,” I finally snapped at him, through my labored breathing.


  “You’d better.” He leveled me with a severe, fatherly grimace, then he lifted my bowed head and squarely in the eye. “Talk! Now!” he demanded.


  I couldn’t stop looking at him, though I continued to struggle with his grip on my chin. He kept bringing my face back so I finally gave up, and let his constant stare penetrate me.


  “I hate these clothes,” I finally stammered.


  “You what?” He looked befuddled.


  Hadn’t he heard me?


  “I hate these clothes!” I repeated, my voice rising with anger.


  “You want to explain more. I chose those clothes to suit Mr. Locke and his old-fashioned ideas of spanking naughty women. Certainly you understand that?”


  “Yes, I do,” I admitted.


  “Well?”


  “I think this has something to do with identifying too much with the ‘old’ Alex,” I suggested, knowing right away that I’d hit the nail on the head. I hated the woman I used to be, and I didn’t like any reminder that she was still a part of me.


  I could see a positive response to my explanation register on Reggie’s face, but he wasn’t about to sit and counsel with me. “Alex, it’s not my intention to beat your ass into oblivion to make you behave, and I don’t really care about your personal woes concerning how these clothes make you feel. What you need to do right now is turn yourself into a compliant demure little school girl, and go out and give these men one fine show. That’s all I ask, nothing more. You figure out what this means later. You understand me?” he said.


  Just this much break in the action and a little bit of self awareness allowed me to cool down so I was no longer filled with wild rage.


  “I understand,” I replied, feeling rather foolish for making such a scene in the first place.


  “Good.”


  All the while my skirt remained tucked at my waist, my well reddened ass end hanging out. It should have embarrassed me, but I’d been too consumed with myself to even think about it until we were ready to leave the room. At that moment, Reggie thought about it too.


  “Turn around,” he ordered.


  I complied.


  With the paddle still in hand it was easy for him to give my bottom several more sharp stinging smacks, and though I wiggled and squirmed just a little, my out of control protest was over.


  “I should take you out there and blister your bottom for another fifteen minutes,” he said, “but I’ll let your audience have a whack at you, and you’ll answer to me later. Just behave yourself, because I won’t hesitate to start again myself. And you don’t want that!”


  I took his warning seriously, and giving me one last whack, he sent me on my way.


  When we returned to the living room, I was presented to Mr. Locke with the paddle in hand. “She’s all yours,” Reggie said. “As you can see, she could use a whole night of spanking.” With that, Reggie returned to his girlfriend and I was now Mr. Locke’s to punish.


  The man smiled at me kindly, but I knew that was only a ruse. He was anxious and waiting to paddle my bottom, and I’m sure that my unfortunate bauble had just made him more enthused about the prospects of laying the implement on my burning cheeks. Sitting down in the same chair that Reggie had vacated, he pulled me over his lap and gazed at my pink cheeks for some time. I couldn’t see his expression, but I could sense he planned to enjoy every minute of this spanking from a connoisseur’s point of view.


  First, laying one hand on my bottom, he massaged my sore cheeks very lightly. Despite myself, I found a certain pleasure in this, even with a man I didn’t know and certainly didn’t care about. I guess I just couldn’t help the fact that spanking in its purest sense turned me on. Moments later, however, the eager man was whacking at my bottom with a sure and determined stroke of the paddle. I think I must have been a little numb from the previous spanking, because it certainly didn’t have the sting of the earlier one. I imagine too that Andrew Locke was a lot less fierce and purposeful than Reggie, whose anger-fueled assault had been to teach me a very pointed lesson.


  Andrew Locke was considerate enough to pause after every few smacks and allow my bottom to recuperate. That only made the spanking more erotically arousing. I was almost a little disappointed when he finally pushed me off his lap and sent me to the corner to display my bottom for the gathered crowd.


  “I think everyone should get a chance to see this fine crimson up close,” he said as he pushed me on my way. “But don’t think you’re done, young lady. We have a lot more spankers to be satisfied tonight.”


  I had the feeling that I’d get a chance to go over all their laps before the night was over, but at least for the moment I was grateful for a break, even if I did have to expose my rear in this humiliating way.


  Resigned to my fate, I knew that despite the clothes, and Reggie’s threats, I’d get through the night—and maybe it wasn’t so bad as I thought given the erotic charge that was all too obvious. On my way to the corner however, I happened to glance at the doorway of the living room, and I instantly froze on the spot. To my horror, surprise, delight and complete bewilderment, there was Will. His handsome eyes were gazing at me with the strangest far off look I’ve ever seen, his unexpected appearance leaving me dazed and unable to move.


  While I stared at my ex-lover’s impassive face, I could hear the sound of Reggie’s Desiree squealing in the background, something about how she wanted to be spanked too.


  “Alexandra!” Andrew Locke snapped me to attention. “To the corner,” he ordered. “And don’t go pleading for sympathy,” he added, as if he knew that my resolve to complete this phase of my grand punishment was suddenly threatened.


  Moving on obediently, I stood submissively facing the wall like a little kid, my heart pounding rapidly in my chest, my desire running rampant, my mind unable to make sense of this whole thing. Why had he come? Had Reggie prompted him? He must have, how else would he know? And just standing there, so completely emotionless, I wished there’d been some hint of his feelings, but there was none. What was this suppose to mean in the scheme of things? Did he still care about me, or was he just checking to really see if I was doing all the nasty things Reggie might have told him about?


  My mind was a confusing mess of thoughts as I half listened to Desiree’s coos and squeals. I heard some man’s hand come down on her bottom and wished I could see the scene myself, although I didn’t dare look. I could tell by her cries that this was a playful paddling, the smacks hardly more than love taps. I even detected the erotic passion in her voice, and wondered how Reggie would be feasting on her body tonight. When the happy Desiree was finally finished with her ‘ordeal’, I waited expectantly, thinking how much I wanted another glimpse of Will, at the very least. A moment to speak to him would be even better.


  “Miss Morgan,” I was at last called from the corner. “There are some gentlemen that would like the pleasure of your ass end,” Andrew informed me.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied, as I turned back around.


  And from there, the spanking commenced. I had trips over two more laps before I was allowed a break. I have to admit that I focused very little on these gentle spankings. I was thinking of Will the whole time. Breezing through both brief sessions, I couldn’t wait until they were over so that I could find him.


  After the second spanking, I was allowed to retreat to the bathroom for a rest, while I promised to return for yet another paddling by yet another anxious spanker.


  In the hallway, I chanced to run into the object of my hour’s obsession. Will was coming from the bathroom himself and stopped in front of me. We stood facing each other for some awkward moments, as the painful memory of our last exchange came readily to mind. Now he was so very calm. I wasn’t sure which scared me more. I saw him with fresh eyes, his hard body, his handsome face, and even more, I felt the remarkable presence about him that I loved so much.


  “I’m doing this for you,” I said, suddenly feeling very self conscious.


  “That’s what I hear.”


  “You came to watch?” My voice sounded strained.


  “Curiosity. Although from what I’ve seen so far, you’re still a long way off from the submissive woman you’re supposed to be. At least if I understand what you’re trying to do.”


  “You did see the whole thing?” I asked.


  “You mean did I see you acting like a spoiled, bad-tempered brat?” he asked. “Yes. I’ve certainly seen that before.”


  “It was unexpected, this whole thing tonight,” I told him. “Maybe we could talk?” I asked anxiously thinking that there were a lot of things I wanted to explain to him.


  “Maybe,” he replied. Though giving me a brisk smile, he moved away, while I heard my name mentioned in the other room. I scampered to the bathroom to hide for as long as I could.


  When I finally returned to the living room, Will was gone and my heart sank. I suppose in all these weeks, I could have sought him out. I still could. Perhaps it was a positive sign that he had come; it gave me cause to hope.


  I treated another two men to their spanking fantasies, enduring not just their hands and the wooden paddle, but a riding crop, a few cuts from a cane, and some determined probing of my rear channel. I thought I might get screwed before the night was over, but I was very glad that didn’t happen. The spanking was certainly was enough.


  Never in my life had I been punished so thoroughly, though I wasn’t certain at the end, if the worst punishment hadn’t been the heartache, not the abuse to my rear end. It certainly seemed that my emotions were far more bruised than my bottom.


  It was nearly one a. m. when I found myself alone in Reggie’s limo again, feeling the seat a reasonable cushion for my sore rear. I was exhausted and content to be whisked away, back to the security of my home.


  Unexpectedly however, the door of the limo suddenly opened again and Reggie’s face appeared.


  “Wait up for me, Alex,” he said. “I want your ass tonight.”


  “Tonight, now?”


  “Yes,” he said flatly.


  “What about Desiree?” I asked, trying not to sound as bitchy as I felt.


  “She doesn’t take it in the ass,” he said.


  “You could force your way, like you do me.”


  He ignored the haughty comment, and said with a bit of mockery, “I don’t force you to do anything.”


  He was right.


  After all the abuse I’d suffered that night, I wasn’t sure if I welcomed the prospect of getting taken in the rear, but I couldn’t argue with the fact that my clamoring sexual appetites needed something raw and nasty to satisfy the burning heat the punishment raised.


  “I’ll be there by two,” he told me, and he backed out of the car.


  ***


  Ten hours feeding my sexual flames made for brutal agitation between my legs. I wanted to bring myself off the moment I arrived home, but I didn’t. I tore my clothes off first, happy to dispense with them, and happy to wait for Reggie. For all the mixed feelings I was having, by the time I was settled in my apartment, I couldn’t wait for him to arrive, no matter what he had planned for me. The enema, the spanking, the confrontation with Reggie, more spankings, Will, the clothes…


  Would it matter what he did next? Especially if I had some physical satisfaction for myself.


  I stood by the window waiting, looking out on stars and city lights. I hugged myself close, feeling the soft silk of my red jacquard robe, its smooth surface caressing me gently in a way I needed to be caressed.


  I left the door unlocked, thinking Reggie would just let himself in and he did. When I sensed his soft approach behind me, I was able to smile to myself. There had been a time that I had wanted him more than anything. Now he was just a ‘make do’ lover, until I could have my real lover back. I fantasized that I’d turn and it would be Will ready to take me, but I wasn’t that lucky. It was definitely Reggie at my back when he pulled up close. I could tell by the distinctive aroma of his cologne.


  “You know it’s dangerous leaving your door unlocked in the middle of the night,” he told me.


  “It’s probably dangerous letting you inside.”


  One of his hands went immediately to my rear end, easily finding bare flesh, since my robe was short. His other hand came around the front and probed inside the silk, finding a soft breast to rest on. He caressed it very slowly as his hard body rested casually against mine.


   “You like going to your limits, Alexandra?” he whispered in my ear.


  “You’ve taken me there today,” I remarked, and my head fell back against his shoulder.


  He felt up my ass, roughly, determinedly – the hand that had slapped me, wielded the paddle, and probed me mercilessly was now bringing back all the feelings that one long evening of abuse had produced. When I felt a finger at my anal cleft, I breathed deep, relaxed and let the invasion begin. It was what I’d been waiting for, and I needed it now. I moved against him in the encompassing silence, just the sounds of our breathing, and the tiny kisses he laid on the crook of my neck. A day’s worth of tension fell away as I let him have me, all the while thinking there could be nothing more appropriate than this.


  He remained fixed against me, then led me to the couch and pushed me down against it. He held me close the whole while, as if to let me go, I’d be lost. His strong thighs against the back of my thighs were security. His one hand holding me at the waist was an assurance. The cold liquid in my rear cleft was startling, but welcome—with all the hot fires lit on my skin, and inside my body, the cool sensations soothed me.


  He worked my bottom with his hand, reminding me how much I liked the sore feeling. The further he probed my anus, the more I wanted to be entered there. Nothing else would do. Why couldn’t I have figured this out with Will?


  I was opening easily for him, much easier than the first time. The thick lubricant made his penetration swift and sure, and the burst of crude sensations set off a dozen fireworks everywhere. He pushed himself against my ass, slapping me with a few sharp smacks, though nothing I didn’t want.


  “God, yes, Reg…” I cried, and cried again, as he slowly worked his cock in and out of my back door. Then, just as I’d gotten used to the easy rhythm, he suddenly rammed himself inside me. He fucked me hard, as if being gentle no longer mattered – and by then it really didn’t. Despite the intensity of the act, I could have taken him in my ass all night long if he’d wanted to be there.


  However, it didn’t take but a few minutes to satisfy himself. Sensing his mounting pleasure, I replied, moving my hips against him. He answered back with his dick thrusting madly at my back door, and finally jerking with a few quick thrusts. A luscious sounding moan of pleasure greeted my ears as I felt him climax. My own finish was a hairsbreadth away. Sensing my rising orgasm, he gave me the gift of his hands playing with my crotch until I came. Then we both collapsed against the cool of the couch, falling on our sides, Reggie still fixed behind me so I couldn’t see his face.


  “You can’t leave tonight,” I told him. It sounded like a command, but he didn’t flinch at it.


  “Don’t worry. I’m too tired to move,” he moaned. I was glad to know I’d have him in my bed with me all night, just for comfort if nothing else. We were both exhausted, though he still had enough energy to squeeze my aching ass cheeks as I led him off to bed. Once between the sheets, however, I was soundly asleep in seconds, and I imagine he was, too.


  I couldn’t believe any man could know me so well and we’d never slept together, not even for a night. But we might as well have been platonic friends as lovers for all the attention we gave each other between those wee hours and the waiting morning.


  ***


  I was surprised at daybreak to find Reggie was still sleeping beside me, a stray arm reaching out to tickle my sides when he moved. Looking at his face the sternness was much less apparent. I’d never seen him look quite so vulnerable.


  Rising, I took my shower quickly; then went to the kitchen to make us breakfast, though it seemed awkwardly domestic. Reggie and I had never had common place interactions; our times together had always risen above such mundane things as eating, sleeping and the normal business of life.


  It was eight o’clock, admittedly early for a Saturday morning when we could have slept until noon. Yet, I had something important to do and I was not about to sleep any later.


  When Reggie walked through the bedroom door, just as I was putting muffins, juice and coffee on the table, I was glad he looked ready to leave. I wasn’t sure when he had awakened, but he was already fresh washed, spanking clean, and looking like a million dollars, even though he wore the same clothes he’d worn the evening before. It’s a real gift, looking perfect all the time, must be something that comes naturally, a quality Reggie had down pat.


  “How charming,” he said, seeing me with my apron on, and the breakfast on the table.


  “I’m a multifaceted woman,” I quipped.


  “These from scratch?” he asked, sitting down at the table, and taking a muffin from the basket.


  “Yes.”


  “Now, I’m really impressed.”


  I chuckled, and poured him some juice.


  “You care to be spanked this morning?” he asked. I didn’t know if he was serious or not, but I certainly knew my answer.


  “No, not really.”


  “Good, I think you’ve had enough, at least for now.”


  “So my punishment is not over?”


  “Not quite,” he said.


  I sighed heavily.


  “Is Will back in your bed?” he asked pointedly.


  “No,” I admitted.


  “Well then, you can submit again.”


  “You told him about this.” I remarked, remembering Will’s detached look from the night before, and the way it had so thoroughly jerked my emotions to and fro just seeing him.


  “Yes. Though you should have,” Reggie admonished me. “Unfortunately, I don’t think you did yourself any good with the little uproar you caused.”


  “That was regrettable. But I’m putting that behind me, and while I’d love to chat with you, Reg, I have an errand I need to run, so if you’ll just…”


  “Leave? Of course, I don’t want to overstay my welcome.”


  “It’s the video.”


  “Oh?”


  “I think it’s time he saw it,” I explained.


  He looked amused, though I could see he understood what was at stake for me. And why shouldn’t he understand? He’d agreed to help me out of the ‘kindness of heart.’ And I had to believe he really wanted Will and me back together.


  “By the way,” I said, as I got up from the table, “maybe you should train Desiree the way you’ve trained me. I think it’s a little silly for you to have a girlfriend who doesn’t like it in the ass.”


  He looked annoyed at my remark, but I ignored him.


  “Please lock up when you leave,” I said. I couldn’t wait to get on with the rest of my life.




  


  Chapter Nine


  I knocked on the door of Will’s apartment, feeling sure he’d be up. Always an early riser, he’d certainly be out of bed by ten, dressed and working in his studio.


  “Alex?” he said on seeing me. He was surprised.


  He cracked the door just a little, though I could see he was still in his robe, his hair disheveled and his eyes still bleary from sleep.


  “I’m sorry, did I get you up?”


  “No, I was just in the bathroom.”


  I expected him to ask me in, and when he didn’t, I felt awkward just standing there.


  “I was surprised to see you last night?” I went on, trying to ignore my discomfort.


  “It was interesting,” he replied, noncommittally.


  Damn! This is getting worse.


  “Well, the reason I came was to give you this,” I finally said, handing him the video. He looked at it quizzically. “A bit more indication of my sincerity,” I added. “Reggie made it. I should have given it to you a week ago, but I was chicken.”


  He nodded, but said nothing. I had a thousand things I wanted to say to him, but I was hoping for some encouragement before I began pouring out my heart.


  “Will,” a woman’s voice suddenly called to him from inside his apartment.


  It shocked me.


  “Just a minute, Jane,” he said, turning slightly back to address the unseen woman.


  “Janie Warren?” I asked.


  “Yes. She’s been spending some nights here.”


  Will had known Jane long before he met me.


  “Then…” I was about to ask why he even bothered to go to the party the night before, but never liking to look foolish, I could only think about a hasty retreat. “I suppose then I shouldn’t bother you,” I said, as my churning stomach did one horrendous leap. I turned away, fearing I might end up getting sick all over him.


  “Alex,” he called to me when I was still just a few steps away.


  I turned back around.


  “I’ll look at this,” he said. I had the feeling that he struggled to say it, just as he’d struggled to speak the night before. I wish I knew what was in his head, what was setting off his feelings, what conclusions he’d made about us. But at least for the moment I was destined to remain in the dark, nursing my aching bottom and my aching heart.




  


  Chapter Ten


  I saw the light gleaming in his office window. It was eight o’clock in the evening. Dinner with an old friend had brought me downtown at an hour when I’d have normally been home and cozy in my apartment.


  Reggie was working late, and on the off chance that he was alone I went inside to see him. When I opened the door to his office, I was delighted to see he was alone.


  “Hi,” I’d surprised him.


  “Alex,” he said, as he turned around. He had a sheaf of papers in his hand. His blond hair was a little mussed, his tie pulled loose in a typical relaxed executive style. I’d never really seen him that way. My body quickened at just the sight of him,  however, the expression on his face bothered me. It was emotionless, not a particularly good sign.


  “This is really a fluke, my being down here,” I said. “I saw your light on.”


  “Well this is what I do when I have no pert bottom to spank,” he replied flatly. There was no twinkle in the stunning blue eyes, just a predictable cold.


  He sat casually on the corner of his secretary’s desk in the reception area, waiting for me to speak.


  “You could have had mine,” I reminded him, letting him know I was feeling neglected. An entire week with no word from either Reggie or Will, and I was beginning to get desperate. I wasn’t used to being unwanted.


  “Missing it, huh?” he commented, as he stared directly at my bottom.


  “Maybe.”


  “So, you think you can come down here and woo me into blistering your ass. Or did you just want it screwed?” he asked.


  I shivered at his cold question.


  “I haven’t heard from you, I haven’t heard from Will. It’s been nearly a week?” I explained, as I was wilting under his icy stare. I was thinking this whole move might have been a terrible mistake.


  “You want to be in control again, don’t you?” he said. “Not getting enough attention?”


  I was ready to stammer something, but nothing came out.


  “So what will you do, find another personal ad to answer? Some poor longing dominant who’s dying for a submissive bottom?”


  I was speechless. After almost enjoying being in bed with him the week before, he was now as heartless to me as he’d ever been.


  “I told you I’d punish you on my time. I suggest you remember that. I haven’t wanted what you have to offer the last few days, so you’ll just have to pocket your spanking lust, unless you want to hire someone else to abuse your ass.”


  “I’m sorry I came,” I replied, practically in tears.


  “It’s control, Alex, it always has been. You’re so used to creating your sex life, that you can’t stand not being in charge, defining every little detail with that wildly creative mind of yours. It was a problem when you were first with me, and it’s a problem still. The truth? It’s the heart of your problem with Will. Of course by now, even you should realize that.”


  There was a knot in the pit of my stomach that felt like lead. Truth does that to me. To think that I was still dealing with one of the same issues that originally brought me to Reggie in the first place.


  “You go home and wrestle with that, and if I’m in the mood for you again, you’ll know.”


  “And if you’re not?” I asked.


  “Then I’m not.”


  “So, you’re saying you’re finished with my punishment?” I asked.


  “Really bothers you, doesn’t it?”


  His arrogance made me feel two inches tall, while at the same time raising my sexual arousal through the roof.


  “I guess I’d better go home and lick my wounds,” I said, trying to smile.


  He didn’t smile in return; instead his stare bore right through me, penetrating me with its chilling cold, so that I shivered from my teeth to my toes until I was well away from his office building.




  


  Chapter Eleven


  Shuffling through some papers in my office, I was aware of a deadline bearing down on me that I couldn’t ignore. My last weeks with Reggie had put me behind in a lot of things. I was beginning to think that I’d better put aside the whole horror of my broken relationship and my half-ass attempts to repair it through this absurd punishment, lest everything in my life turn to shambles.


  The picture of Will’s face was constantly in my mind, though I wasn’t sure sometimes whether it was a pleasant daydream, or a hellish nightmare. Having obsessed on him so much, when I looked up from my desk and saw Will standing in front of me, I first thought it was my imagination again and assumed it was just another daydream creation. And when I saw his classically warm smile staring down at me, I must have really looked like a dunce just staring back opened mouthed, in awe.


  “Hi,” I finally managed, fully expecting this apparition of my estranged lover to disappear.


  “I think it’s time to talk,” he said.


  “Really?”


  He nodded, that lovely air of charming insouciance kidnapped me instantly, my stomach fluttering as madly as it had the night we first met. He wore the same endearing expression when he rescued me on the stairs of our apartment building. That night he’d taken me in and nurtured my battered ego as much as he nurtured my scuffed knee. With no effort at all, I flashed back to the night I lost my virginity to him days after we met. That provocative move had sealed my fate for several years. Looking at him in the doorway of my office now, he looked at me so kindly, I hoped that Will was thinking about the same things.


  “I’d like to talk,” I told him. My heart was leaping to its feet, and I was quickly fast-forwarding to pictures of us back in bed that very night. Though still smarting from Reggie’s quick put-down days before, I was not about to assume anything. “Would you like to come to dinner?” I offered.


  “No, I don’t think we’re ready for anything that civil,” he said.


  I nodded as if I understood, though I had no idea what he really meant, and I was disappointed by the refusal.


  “I’ll stop by,” he offered instead. There was a smile on his face, but it was not as comfortable as it should have been, as if he was still smarting from the hurt he’d suffered from me. It was such a subdued expression, not at all like Will, who was normally much more animated whether he was in a good mood or bad. I wasn’t at all comfortable with this more restrained side of him.


  As he walked away, I realized that his presence shocked all my bodily desires into action again. His tight compact build moved with such grace. Seeing his tight ass move, it reminded me of how we’d danced together. He’d taught me how to move against him, body to body, so it almost looked as if we were screwing with our clothes on, right on a dance floor.


  His brown hair had grayed only enough so that he didn’t look too young, the jaunty smirk, the spark of light in his brown eyes, the glint of the earring in his ear…all that had wooed me the second that I first laid eyes on him was doing magical things to my body one more time.


  And yet, as I watched him disappear, I knew we had a long way to go to repair the damage done by my grand mistake. And as Reggie had so rudely pointed out to me, beyond that instantaneous damage, there was the larger issue of submission and control yet to be resolved. It seemed as if we still had one arduous journey before I’d get to enjoy Will’s magic again—if I ever would.


  ***


  I waited anxiously for two days, scared to death that Will’s surprise appearance at my office was nothing more than a spontaneous whim that he no longer cared to pursue. But on the third night after, I stopped at my front hallway with a heavy bag of groceries in hand, seeing a light on in my living room—that shouldn’t have been burning. One look at the coat rack in the foyer, at the familiar brown leather jacket, and I knew it was Will.


  “Gee, I almost thought you’d forgotten,” I exclaimed, as I barged happily into the living room with my bag in hand and a cheery grin. I went quickly into the kitchen to put down the grocery sack.


  Will was sitting in his chair staring at me with his dark eyes giving nothing away; he was certainly not as charming as he’d been in my office. I nervously began to put away my purchases, when I heard his voice shake me awake.


  “Alex, those can wait.”


  “Sure,” I replied, putting down cans of tuna, and making my way through the dining room to the couch that faced him.


  Sitting, I waited in the incredible mind-chilling silence that descended around us. He studied me for a time, then leaned forward in the chair, arms on his thighs, the most disarming look on his handsome face. I had no idea what was going on, at least his casual posture tried to put me at ease.


  “I made a mistake with you, Alex,” he finally spoke.


  “You did?”


  “Yeah.” By the tone of his voice, I could tell he was very clear about this, as if he’d thought this through very carefully.


  “I assumed that Reggie had fixed you when he walked you through your desires at his estate. When those months were over, I was so elated to have you back, I acted like some starry eyed kid at Christmas. And…I let you get away with sliding back into a lot of old habits. Oh! you looked different, and you had more confidence; but you were telling me tall tales when you vowed that you didn’t need discipline anymore, that all the rough stuff, the spanking and the punishment was something you got over.”


  What he was saying made me shudder, especially the cold delivery. It sounded so much like Reggie himself.


  “When I was at the spanking party the other night and Reggie told me that he could punish you forever, something dawned on me that I should have known. I guess not being as experienced as my dear friend, I just didn’t realize the nature of the sexual beast I was living with.”


  I fidgeted nervously, knowing exactly where he was going with this lecture long before the words were out of his mouth.


  “Your darker sexual desires don’t die. They may get pushed aside for a while. They may be supplanted by softer sex, or other fantasies, but those desires never really go away, do they?”


  I cleared my throat, sure I was going to choke on my answer. “No,” I agreed.


  He just nodded his head at my admission.


  “So I suppose Reggie’s going to continue…”


  “No. I am.” The words hit like a thunder clap, why so unexpectedly I don’t know, but I know I physically jerked when it registered.


  “I should have done it all along, and that was my fault.”


  The times Will had been so stern and authoritative with me had been rare. I hadn’t allowed them to happen. They scared me, because the sexual craving that went with this prickly kind of exchange was so strong, I could hardly tolerate the feeling. And at the moment I could hardly contain myself.


  “You’re going to punish me now?” I asked, hesitantly.


  “You have a problem with that, now that I intend to administer it?” he snapped sarcastically, the cool melting as the slow burn on his insides was beginning to flare. It was a Will I was more used to.


  “No, no, no,” I assured him.


  “My problem, Alex, I can’t help loving you, and I certainly can’t stop. This separation is eating away at me, so it’s ending, at least part of it. And from now on, Miss Princess, the relationship changes. I’m not going to be taken advantage of, and you’re not going to get anywhere trying to deny what we both know you want and need. We’ll both be a lot happier.”


  There were two sides to my feelings: the side that was so happy I thought it was New Year’s Eve all over again, and the side that was knee knocking, heart pounding, terrified. This was worse than anything I’d ever felt with Reggie. I didn’t really know what to feel. Reggie had always been a fantasy, but Will never had been. Reggie belonged to a world apart from the real one, but Will was reality everyday life, and that was much more difficult to face.


  “You’ve got a lot of penance to pay, Alex. I think we might as well get started.”


  “I’ve already paid a great deal with Reggie,” I reminded him, thinking of the weeks I’d bared my butt for Reggie’s ruthless punishments.


  Will chuckled darkly. “Well gee, Alex,” he said with an inspired grin. “As far as I’m concerned none of that counts.”


  “What? None?” I was quaking in every corner of my body.


  “I’m the wronged party here, I decide when you’ve had enough.”


  “But you told me if…”


  “Don’t argue,” he snapped. “It’s going to get you nowhere.” He stood up. “Let’s begin with you over the arm of the chair,” he said, pulling me reluctantly to my feet.


  Once standing I looked beside the chair and to my surprise, I found myself gazing at the three implements that Reggie had tested on me, and then purchased in the antique shop.


  “He gave them to you?” I asked.


  “Yeah, a few weeks back.”


  “Shipped them directly to you?” I queried further.


  “Yes,” he replied, but he didn’t like the third degree.


  Picking up the reform school paddle I remembered so well, he pointed to the chair again.


  “Couldn’t you just use the strap to start?” I asked, very carefully.


  “Reggie said you’d say that,” Will replied.


  “You talked to him?”


  He smirked. “That really does irk you, doesn’t it?”


  A dozen fleeting thoughts were all of a sudden converging on me at once, my head spinning, my thumping heart sounding like a drum in my ear; but I didn’t have even a second to get anything straight, because Will pushed me rudely over the arm of my overstuffed chair, and raised my skirt so my behind was ready for him. What seemed so incredibly appropriate with Reggie, almost easy anymore, was downright bizarre with Will. For some strange reason this was more humiliating than any punishment I ever had. I was trembling everywhere with a sensation that was ungodly sexual; at least until the first blow hit. And that practically knocked me off my feet, even if I had the security of the cushion beneath me.


  “Yeeouch!” I yowled.


  I was shocked. The smack of the paddle was so fast and fierce, I was dancing madly, hardly able to keep my kicking feet on the carpet.


  “Stop your wiggling!”


  “Damn it hurts!” I roared angrily.


  “Good. It’s suppose to,” he roared back, just as angrily. All that cool reserve was supplanted by his righteous wrath. I knew I was in for quite a punishment.


  He smacked me right through my pleas, ignoring any protest, as if he was stone deaf. I had no idea what an efficient spanker Will could be and the burn he raised on me was so intense it wasn’t long before I was in tears. What I could often hold back with Reggie, just plain hurt that much more with the man I loved.


  Once I tried standing up, just to take a break, but he pushed me down with a firm shove.


  “You try that again and you’ll regret it.” He finished off the statement with a sharp whack of the paddle that renewed my tears and wailing.


  A few dozen more hard smacks, and he was finished. The end sudden, but I was hardly going to argue. My poor bottom was stinging hot, and I’m sure a deep shade of red.


  I tried to rise.


  “Stay put,” he ordered sternly.


  I’d rarely heard him sound so parental, though behind his words was an incredible fury. As I suspected, the Reggie-like cold had only been a mask for the anger, indignation and hurt that the spanking revived in him. If ever I was getting my just desserts, I was getting them now.


  “You wonder sometimes, Alex, that all the answers stare you in the face, and you just can’t see them. I never realized how good it would feel taking this out on your bottom.” He was standing next to me with the paddle in hand and inspired again, he gave me another smack, just for good measure.


  My god, I thought, he was going to keep me there forever, as much as he seemed to be enjoying himself. I snuffed loudly, just to let him know I was still feeling the awesome effects of the last fifteen minutes.


  “I’m not through punishing you, but I’m not going to wear you out in one night. You take some time to think about this. Think about our whole relationship. See if it’s what you really want from me. I won’t put up with our lives the way they used to be,” he swore. “I hope this treatment works for you, because it certainly is satisfying for me.”


  I could tell he was about to leave, and I was absolutely frantic.


  “You’re not going are you?” I said, at last standing up and facing him.


  “Yes, I’m going,” he confirmed.


  “But…” I expected warmth, sex, a cuddling arm at the very least, all the tender things I knew with Will. He was offering none of that. What was worse, all my raging hormones were demanding some kind of relief.


  “You’re aroused, aren’t you?” he said. Obviously my distress was written in my nonplused expression.


  “Yes,” I admitted, hopefully.


  He smiled wickedly. “Good. That will make the evening all the more meaningful.”


  “You’re really leaving me?” I cried.


  “Oh, yes I am, with your bottom red, your pussy hot, and your desires in flames. Living through Reggie’s punishment is gonna look easy compared to this.”


  I stood there in a face smudged, hair mussed, flaming hot state of disarray, as Will gave me the most devastatingly triumphant smirk and walked out my door.




  


  Chapter Twelve


  “Is there any way you’ll consent to see me?” I asked Reggie over the phone, one week later.


  “Why?” he asked.


  “I have to talk to someone, and I don’t know if anyone else could even begin to understand.”


  “You should just talk to Will,” he countered. “It’s about him, isn’t it?”


  “Reggie, please.” It seemed utterly stupid to plead with this man, but I actually won him over.


  “How about a bowl of soup at the cafe across from the office, tomorrow noon?” he suggested, though he didn’t really sound all that pleased about it.


  “I’ll be there,” I replied. “And thank you.”


  ***


  In the cafe the next day, I sat down gingerly on the seat across from Reggie.


  “Do I detect a sore bottom?” he asked.


  “Very.”


  “So, how’s it going?” He was cool, but not unfriendly, his disposition could go either way; it was always hard to tell what the man had on his mind.


  “Horrible.”


  “Tell me,” he asked curiously.


  “You sent him the implements,” I complained.


  Reggie smiled pleased. “I thought you’d like that. Did Will?”


  I maintained a dour look on my face. “He started with the paddle first, in fact, that seems to be a real favorite.”


  “The hardest to take,” he observed.


  “Last night, he used all three, one right after another, as if I could stand it.”


  “And you did,” he pointed out. “You’re here, aren’t you? Isn’t Will everything you wanted?” Reggie asked.


  “I used to think so,” I replied.


  “And not now?”


  “Frankly, I’m getting a load more sympathy from you right now than I’ve gotten from Will the whole week, and you’re hardly being sympathetic. I’m beginning to wonder if I haven’t made a mistake.”


  “About what?” he asked.


  “About Will, what else! Three times, he’s punished me in six days, and it’s nothing but hard, fast and cruel. He’s so ruthless with the paddle, I almost beg him to use the strap. But then that can cut like a knife. The only thing he’s not so sure of is the cane. I think he’s actually afraid of that, but he certainly makes up for it with the others. And that doesn’t even mention, his hand and the hairbrush.”


  Reggie hardly looked sympathetic.


  “With you it was rough,” I went on. “But there was some kindness, or sex or something. I mean, at least recently.”


  He laughed. “You’re really one piece of work, Alex. Will Kozak goes to the wall for you, gives you to me for months at a time, waits to see if you even want him. Then, when you come back to him, you’re up to your old games without batting an eye. And now, after you deceive him, you balk because everything is not neat and tidy with him again, in what? Six days?”


  “You’re going to be as hard on me as he is,” I observed.


  “You’re damn right, Alexandra. If you value your relationship, if you believe that it’s worth paying a few prices to keep, then you’ll grit your teeth and take what’s coming to you. After all, you were the one that created this mess.”


  I didn’t like hearing his assessment of my life, but I’d invited his counsel. There was nothing I could do but listen.


  “It’s back to control, luv,” he said, shaking his head. “Just remember, you’re going through some adjustments. You don’t want the relationship back the way it used to be. That didn’t work for either of you, so don’t try to make it that way again. He’s the man you want, he’s the man you’ve always been attracted to. For god’s sake, allow him to be himself, be real yourself. You might be surprised.”


  “I am attracted to Will. Passionately. But then, I’ve been attracted to you too,” I reminded him.


  “No, not really. With me you’re just attracted to a perfect fantasy in your head. With Will you have everything else between you, the love, or are you forgetting that?”


  “That’s what I need right now, and I’m not getting.”


  “Be patient, you’re looking for instantaneous cures, while Will is making up for lost time.”


  I looked at his almost kind face, a trace of friendliness threatening to break out. “I still wonder sometimes if I shouldn’t have loved you all along. It seems that it’s always been much easier between us.”


  “I’m not so sure of that, the way you rebelled. Though believe me, when I think of the women I should have loved, you do come to mind. But it would never work. I know that. It would all fall apart the instant we really tried to be more than just dominant and submissive.”


  “You’re so sure,” I said.


  “You don’t run into brick walls as many times as I have, and not know certain things.”


  “You surprise me,” I conceded. “Sometimes you make me so furious I could spit, but now you’re almost, and I mean almost vulnerable.”


  He chuckled. “I’ll have to watch that. Truth is: I’m just like everyone else, some things I see clearly; but there are others that are as vague as my own face viewed in a muddy puddle.”


  I thought that an odd description. I’d never heard him speak about himself that way before.


  “I wouldn’t give up on love, Reg, you might just surprise yourself.”


  “And don’t you give up on Will. You need him.” He sounded There he was again, sounding like a stern but reassuring parent.


  ***


  That night, Will was at the apartment when I got home from work. He was sitting in the chair just as he had the other three times he’d invaded my dwelling. Seeing him there instantly made my bottom tingle, and I was ready to cry looking at the wicked expression on his face.


  “So you told on me,” he said, looking at me with dark cold eyes.


  I stopped in my tracks. “Reggie told you?” I whined.


  “In detail.”


  “That rat!”


  “Come here, Alex,” he motioned me to him, and I made the cautious journey to his side, standing next to him. He reached out and stroked my thigh. “It’s kind of funny, you’re going to Reggie to complain. So you think I’m too hard on you?”


  “I’m not complaining, but I suppose you’re going to punish me just for talking to him.”


  “No.”


  “Okay,” I replied. I was suspicious, considering our last three times together. His hand on my thigh was having a distinctly sexual effect.


  “No. But I will tell you this, if you’re frustrated with the way things are, that’s really too bad. I told you when I first came back that I was in charge.”


  He continued to massage my thigh. And I can’t say I minded the way this first little tenderness from him in months was making my mangled heart suddenly soar.


  “I’m going to do things my way, darling, and you’d better get used to it.”


  “I just wanted everything else we used to have, too,” I said. “The affection, the tenderness, the sex.” I emphasized the last.


  “That’s coming, I promise.”


  His hand rose to my upper thigh, moving to the inside of my leg. I knew my pussy was dampening, the desire climbing to an almost impossible degree. I pressed myself against his hand, wanting more. And yet I felt so precarious and exposed; I wasn’t used to this with him. It was another thing that was easy with Reggie. Though not with Will. “I’m scared,” I whispered, practically in tears. “But I still want it to work.”


  “Well then, we’ll keep working at it, and all you have to do is give up control.”


  By then my legs were like jelly, and I knew Will well enough to know that we were on our way to sex. I wanted it more than anything, but I was scared of that too.


  His hand made its way to my crotch, though suddenly he seemed to change his mind, and he meandered to my bottom, leaving my throbbing cunt to remain untouched. Squeezing my ass firmly, his tight grasp reminded me of the punishing spankings he’d given me that week. There were still places on my bottom that were tender, and I winced as sharp pains raced through me. I shouldn’t have been surprised that he began to probe between my ass cheeks.


  “He told you about that, too?”


  Will didn’t say a word, his expression said everything. Standing up, he surrounded me with a warm hug, though it didn’t last long. He was far too intent on taking me than being kind.


  “Been a long time, Alex,” he said, as his fingers probed deeper into my rear cleft, to my bottom hole. He pulled a jar of cream from the table where he’d placed it, and the cream became lubricant to grease my rear channel. I let the feelings begin there, remembering well how Reggie had screwed me, and I hadn’t flinched or protested because I couldn’t. I wondered what would have happened if I did with Will?


  For an instant I thought I’d test him, see if he would balk the way he used to. But it was so unfair, and I’d just be controlling as I’d been before. Making the decision not to refuse him made all the erotic sensations in my body that much stronger. Was this what submission felt like?


  When he turned me around and pushed me over the arm of the chair, I was ready for him, even eager for him to violate me the way he often wanted. The entry was easy and swift; and he rode me gently, even though from time to time he slapped my bottom just to remind me of my place. I was all his, demanding nothing for myself, and grateful that after all these weeks, we’d at last progressed to this point. As he exploded inside, I found my own orgasm mount and spill deliciously over the edge in sensuous waves to match his much stronger climax. By the time he finally withdrew, I felt weak as a kitten and well used.


  Will pulled me from the chair immediately, I was almost too limp to stand; though he was strong enough to keep me on my feet. His hand was in my hair, his lips on my forehead, while I remained tight to his chest. I clung tightly to him, afraid he’d leave.


  “You’ve forgiven me?” I whispered, with my face buried in his chest.


  “Yes, I’ve forgiven you.” And a little more of me collapsed contentedly against him.


  We stayed locked together for a while not moving. And though I should have felt a good deal of satisfaction, my mind was already wondering what would happen next.


  “So, you don’t need to punish me again?” I ventured.


  “Punish you anymore for deceiving me? No. Keep you in line? Yes.”


  “And you’ll be moving back in?” I asked. We were on a roll and I was starting to ride high.


  Will tightened up, almost imperceptibly, but I felt it. He pushed me away, gently. “No,” he said.


  I was devastated, in tears and wanting to tear myself away, but he held me firmly by the shoulders.


  “We’re starting over, remember?”


  “Completely?”


  “I’m not going to move fast, Alex. We’ll get this right this time, before we start making commitments we can’t keep.”


  “But?” I started my protest, a whole string of promises ready to spill out.


  “Shush,” he said, putting his hand against my mouth, knowing what I was about to do. “You have lots to think about, and I’m going to give you plenty of time to do that. Now I think I’d better go.”


  That was it. He left me with as much desire and loneliness as when he left after the punishments. I was filled brim full of guilt and regret that I’d ever let our relationship come to this. Though at least this time, there was some glimmer of hope.


  ***


  I remember the weeks that followed for their extremes: the wild highs of being with Will, romantically, sexually and as his willing submissive. He was testing me. There’s no other way to describe the treatment. I’ve never known the man to be so deliberate, cautious and so thorough.


  “I’m guarding against the hurt,” he told me one night.


  I’d just made a trip over his lap, one of the first since ‘hell week,’ my affectionate term for that first week of punishment.


  I’d been late meeting him for dinner, and was feeling piqued with him for being annoyed by my tardiness. I snapped at him one too many times, just like in the old days, which were not exactly ancient history. Once we were back in my apartment, I was over his lap, no warning at all, with the hairbrush coming down on my bottom while I kicked and screamed and cried bloody murder.


  Before he let me up, he’d managed to cover my entire bottom from the top of my cheeks down to the top of my thighs with a fast furious blast of smacks. If I’d thought the strap and cane and even the wooden paddle were bad; this old fashioned moment over his firm thighs had to be as nasty as any earlier punishment. It was completely humiliating being treated like a child, with the spanking intended to curb my bratty disposition.


  It was a rude awakening, especially after I thought things had settled down between us. No, it wasn’t going to be like the old days, when I’d ride roughshod over our relationship, demanding things in my very sweet way and expecting Will to kowtow to my manipulations. Then again, maybe I was testing him too, just to see if he would live up to his vows.




  


  Chapter Thirteen


  I remember Reggie chuckling once, telling me that ‘some things you plan, other things just kind of happen without your knowing it.’ What became the turning point, though not the final chapter—if there will ever be a final chapter in my relationship with Will—was one of those things that ‘just happened,’ without forethought, without any design or plans. A magical fluke perhaps…and yet it seems the outcome was almost pre-ordained, as if I had some prankster of a guardian angel to manipulate me like a puppet in order for me to learn the best lesson of my life.


  I was prickly for weeks with an unpredictable Will who’d leave me smarting, confused and a little wary. I never knew if he would love me, punish me, or ignore me; and my rattled nerves could hardly take much more of my quixotic lover. I was at a point where I wasn’t sure if the constant trauma to my peace of mind was worth what I thought might result, if I held on long enough. Even Reggie’s words of encouragement had worn thin. The bottom line was, I wanted Will home, living with me, loving me, and even punishing me regularly if that’s what I needed; but being jerked around on his whim was as difficult to bear as it had been when I was jerked around on Reggie’s strings years before.


  My own manipulating mind was beginning to run free with all kinds of ideas to end this horrible in-between, and bring him back where he belonged. But I knew that there was nothing that wouldn’t be seen as a cunning manipulation, and I’d never have him back if I was found out. What brought this impasse to a head was something completely unconscious.


  “Alex, I’m glad I caught you,” Will’s voice boomed over the phone. He was rushed and excited, so I surmised from his brusque manner. “Did you get my note? You’re meeting me at Reggie’s estate at seven,” he said. “I can’t pick you up, you’ll have to take a taxi, then I’ll take you home.”


  “What note?” I asked. I was lying, I saw the note, plain as day, and like everything else that had happened since Will announced that we were going to a party at Reggie’s, I was frightened and suspicious.


  “I left you a note, told you everything,” he said sounding annoyed.


  “Will, please can’t you pick me up?”


  “No, I can’t. I’ll send the taxi, just be there. And Alex, don’t start getting all spooked about this again. I told you, this is one time you don’t have to worry. It’s a totally innocent party at the estate, no sex, no spanking, nothing, just a night to get away and have some fun. We’re certainly not going to make you parade around naked.”


  I didn’t believe him. I hadn’t from the start. Reggie’s estate meant only one thing to me.


  “I don’t have a choice?” I said. “You know, I haven’t felt well at all today.”


  “No, you don’t have a choice, you’re just nervous. It’ll be the best thing in the world for you.”


  “Thanks,” I said sarcastically. “You’re really getting into wielding power over me.” I was snapping like a turtle.


  “You think so?” he asked, not expecting me to be so annoyed.


  “Yeah!” I said. How could I walk in there again? And now, alone, without Will on my arm. It was impossible.


  “Well, get over your fears, darling, because I want you there.”


  Those words almost muted the freezing chill that ran so fast through me, I could hardly move.


  “So how do I dress?” I asked.


  “We already talked about that,” he said exasperated. “How about that red dress I like so much?”


  “I guess,” I agreed reluctantly.


  “Then, I’ll see you there.”


  Every memory, every act, every wild recollection of that former time thundered through me. It thawed the chill, but like ice cracking on a spring day, I was afraid of the ensuing flood of emotions, and by the time the receiver hit the phone cradle, I was certain that there was no way I would walk back into that house again. I’d do anything to stay away.


  At 6:45 p.m. I called Reggie’s house as my stomach did its hundredth flip flop since the conversation with Will. I really was feeling sick. “Reggie please,” I asked the maid that answered.


  “Reggie, this is Alex,” I said when I heard his voice.


  “Yes.”


  “I’m sick. I mean it, really sick.”


  “Sick how?” he said, actually sounding worried.


  Did knots in my stomach count…did weak knees and an aching head give me cause enough?


  “You’re not sick because the party is here?” he asked before I could answer.


  “C’mon. I’ve already been through that with Will. I’m beyond that now. I was really looking forward to tonight. This must be the flu. I just barfed up everything in my stomach. You can call my friend Kathy, she was just down here nursing me.” I had called Kathy about my plight; my next door neighbor would do anything I asked her to, and keep mum about the truth.


  My head was hot from pounding so hard that it made my lying easier.


  “I’m sorry to hear that. I was looking forward to seeing you. You’d better get to bed,” he said, backing off so kindly, I was astounded.


  It’s just as well he did didn’t argue. There was no way I was going to his party, if that’s what it really was. I had visions of playing out my rocky relationship with Will right in front of Reggie’ eyes; and one dominant man at a time was all I could take. Still reeling over the little things that continued to slip out in conversation with Will, my mind worked overtime putting all the pieces together; it seemed to me that the whole three week punishment fiasco with Reggie was actually a plot between my two masters of manipulation. At that very moment, I wasn’t sure I wanted either one of them as friend or lover!


  After I hung up the phone, I went to bed, putting several bottles of medicine at my bedside, a barfing pan, everything to make my sickness as realistic as possible, just in case.


  About an hour after my conversation with Reggie, my worst fears were realized when I heard Will coming through my front door. I listened as he made his way through the apartment until he was standing by the bed.


  “Get up, you’re going to the party.”


  “I’m sick,” I told him. I turned over in bed and groaned.


  “No, you’re not. You’re just afraid, and I’m not going to let you get away with that.”


  “Will, I feel horrible, you have to believe me.”


  “Not as horrible as you’re going to feel if you don’t get your ass out of bed.”


  I really didn’t have much choice, because he was pulling my dead weight with a firm tug. Still I resisted.


  “Stop the act now or it’s only going to get worse,” he snapped, getting angrier the more I tried to pull back.


  “Call Kathy, ask her, she was here when I was throwing up.”


  “That’s bullshit. I know it. You know it. Kathy would tell me the sky was green and there were orange eagles flying overhead, if you told her to.” He tugged at me harder.


  “Will, stop!” I barked at him sharply, but that was the last straw.


  His eyes were flashing, his demeanor now that chilling hot/cold that could sometimes thrill the pants off of me, if I’d had any on. Unfortunately, my pants were already off, and lying on the chair by the bed. And to make it all worse, my wide leather belt was still inside the loops, where it was perfectly easy for Will to remove.


  In a split second he had the belt free, and with my bottom naked, I was over his knee, the doubled leather coming down on my rear with lightning quick speed.


  “Stop!” I barked. “I’m going to be sick.”


  “Well, that’s too bad,” he barked right back. I couldn’t understand why he didn’t believe me, it seemed the more I waged my battle, the less influenced he was.


  “Don’t you ever, ever, try to deceive me like that again!” he shouted as the snaps of two inch leather smacked my rear.


  “Yeeeoooch!” I wailed before it even hurt, and he didn’t like that either.


  “You’re one classic case, Alex Morgan, one surefire bitch!”


  The belt peppered my bottom. And the more I ranted, the harder he hit my buns, the more inspired he seemed to be to keep going. I knew it was useless to struggle with a determined man, but I did anyway. I had to save face, and I almost hoped I’d puke all over the floor just to prove my point, but I wasn’t lucky enough for that to happen.


  Will knew that, damn him!


  Still, I struggled like the dickens, and for good reason, the leather was putting one hellish burn on my bottom, and I could hardly stand another smack.


  “Please,” I pleaded. I was getting weary of the battle, but he kept it up, the leather hitting me right on the center of my ass cheeks where it hurt the most.


  “You planning to mark me?” I finally blurted out.


  Of course that only made him start again.


  After that, I gritted my teeth and put on my best spanking deportment. To my great relief, with a few more feverish smacks, he finally stopped. Pushing me to my feet, however, it seemed the fire of his anger had hardly left his furious eyes. “Now! You have exactly five minutes to get yourself gorgeous.”


  “What!”


  “Reggie’s party? Or did you forget?”


  “Now? My god, I look like shit! It’s nearly eight.”


  “Well then, we’ll be fashionably late.” His glaring eyes challenged me to object again.


  “You don’t mean it. You’re going to make me face Reggie?” I couldn’t think of anything more horrible.


  “Seems to me you owe him an apology.” He simply wouldn’t see it my way.


  “Really?” I whined.


  “You want to give me another excuse. I’ll go another round with this.” The belt was still in his hand. I stared at it for a moment. “You’re going to go with me, Alex. It’s just a matter of how sore and red you want your bottom to be.”


  I got the message, and seeing that I had, he finally wandered out to the living room while I got dressed.


  When I finally appeared in the bright red dress, his expression was humorless. “You know, I should punish you again for being, let’s see…” he was looking at his watch, “five minutes past my deadline. But, you’re looking so beautiful, I’ll forgive you that much.” His anger was replaced by an affectionate grin, and at least for the moment, I considered myself safe.


  ***


  The lights in Reggie’s house were glimmering so brightly, I almost thought it was lit up for Christmas, it looked so inviting. I’d never seen his home from this viewpoint, outside at night. I’d always been inside where the dramas of Reggie’s life were brewing, and where I’d been the centerpiece as his dutiful submissive.


  I tried putting on a delightful grin, sure to ward off any uncomfortable moment of my arrival. Everything was coming back to me; all the trials I’d endured in this place were instantly fresh in my mind. And yet, the light hearted nature of the party seemed to dispel the ominous feelings. Perhaps it was be a perfectly innocent evening, just as Will insisted. Reggie was charming. Will said nothing of my tardiness, or the necessity of my having to be shanghaied to the party, encouraged by the leather belt. It seemed that all had been forgotten and I had the evening won.


  There was one slight moment of anxiety when I found myself standing in the middle of Reggie’s library. A cold chill raced up my spine, though I didn’t want to acknowledge why.


  “You recall what happened here?” Reggie turned to me and asked. Apparently he was remembering that night, too. There were other people mingling around the room, paying no attention to us, so there was little way I could squirrel my way out of a response.


  “How could I forget,” I said. It was the sight of my first anal sex experience, and my initiation into the Reggie’s world of submission.


  “You think we ought to repeat that scene?”


  The suggestion startled me. As I looked at him and then at Will, I was scared to death that was exactly what these two had in mind. A full public display of my ass, likely spanked again until it was raw, and god knows what thereafter.


  “Please no,” I pleaded. I could feel my face blushing as brightly as my bottom earlier had.


  Reggie scrutinized me thoroughly, and standing close, it was nothing for him to reach around me and squeeze my tender bottom. I tried not to wince too much, though he wasn’t squeezing it lightly. But as if their little test was over, his expression finally softened, and he flashed me an engaging grin. “You can relax. As much as I’d like to see a repeat performance for old times’ sake, these people wouldn’t understand if I were to all of a sudden upend you over the stool and violate your ass.”


  I breathed a sigh of relief.


  “But just watch your back. You never know what’s going to happen.” He gave me a light hearted peck on the cheek and walked away.


  “Why did he say that?” I wondered aloud to Will.


  “C’mon. He’s always going to keep you on your toes, it’s the trademark of your relationship.”


  Will was right about that, and I decided to let the remark pass.


  I strolled out of the room on Will’s arm, glad to be anywhere else but in that room with all its amazing memories. We smiled kindly at people who we passed, and made pleasant conversation. I just needed time to settle in, and not feel impending doom. I was beginning to relax, and my drink made me lightheaded enough to calm my nerves. I watched Reggie for a while as he made his way through his crowded rooms, playing the dashing host. There was a ravishing creature on his arm most of the time. She was introduced to me as Maria.


  “Is she Reggie’s next submissive?” I asked Will.


  “I don’t think so. I’m not sure he’s doing much training these days. You probably scared him off of it,” he looked down at me with a nasty smirk.


  I ignored the remark as we continued to mingle.


  Wandering toward the back of the house, Will all of a sudden pulled me by the hand into Reggie’s private den, just off the larger library. He said he wanted a break from the incessant chatter and cigarette smoke.


  As he closed the doors behind us the music playing beyond the room was nearly silenced; but the silence that settled around me had a very foreboding quality. It was enhanced all the more when I realized that Reggie was in the room, his lovely date somewhere else. It was just the three of us with the doors closed, a world away from the festivities in the other parts of the house.


  I instinctively drew away from Will and stepped back, staring into two pairs of chilling eyes. The blood likely drained from my face at the very sight of that much cold focused on me.


  “What’s going on?” I said, my voice nearly cracking.


  “No excuses, Alexandra,” Reggie said, in the same clipped distinct tones that had demanded submission from me so many times.


  “No excuses?” I repeated, trying to decide what he meant.


  “No excuses, Alex,” Will repeated.


  I raised my eyebrows to question him.


  “You have no excuses not to be the woman of your desires,” my sometime lover continued. “You know who you are, you know your crimes, your cravings and your own manipulative heart. I think you’d be glad to have two men to keep you honest.”


  “What are you going to do?” I asked.


  “You think I was going to let you get away with lying to me tonight?” Reggie asked.


  “Lying?”


  “You lie again about your stunt, you’ll regret it.”


  “Will did spank me before we came,” I said.


  “That was because you wouldn’t get out of bed,” Will reminded me. “There’s a larger crime to pay for here. I told you this was a perfectly innocent party, and you didn’t trust me. Reg and I had no plans to put you on the spot, and yet you refused to believe me, as many times as I told you that.”


  I fidgeted with my hands nervously, and looked away from him. I was guilty as charged.


  “Alexandra!” Reggie snapped me to attention.


  “And then you blatantly, and not very convincingly, claim you’re ill, just to get out of going. It was really lame,” Will said.


  “I made a miscalculation,” was the only defense I could muster.


  “You could have been honest, Alex,” Will said, as if that was simple.


  “Tell me, how sick were you?” Reggie interjected, a rather light-hearted grin appearing on his face. That was the worst, what was behind it was pure disaster—and that was just seconds away.


  I stood for some moments trying to decide exactly how much to admit to, how much I could get away with.


   “You know it might help to tell the truth, the way you used to,” Reggie prompted.


  “I don’t know why you’re putting me through this. I guess you must just love to see me squirm. Of course I wasn’t sick. Unless you call being scared to death, sick?”


  “Well, at least we got the confession over with without a fight,” Reggie said. “Over the stool!” He pointed to a low leather stool, an exact duplicate of one in the outer library on which I’d had my very first punishment from the dominant Reggie. If they hadn’t planned it this way, the coincidence must have been fined-tuned by the gods.


  “Appropriate that you wore a scarlet dress,” he added. “We’ll see if we can make your bottom just as red.”


  It was useless to try and weasel out of this horror, though I’m not sure I even wanted to when I realized the surfacing arousal. These two men, these two wild-hearted, stern-faced, cold-eyed dominant men with their eyes so fixed on me; I couldn’t very well deny the passion, even if I knew it would hurt like hell before the next half hour was over.


  I went to the stool and pulled up my dress, no need to make them order me to do the inevitable. My bottom was as bare as a babe’s facing them, ready to be punished as I knelt on hands and knees. I heard them only briefly behind me, unsure at first who was intending to do the honors. I should have suspected that they’d both have a ‘crack’ at my ass before they were through, but I had my eyes tightly closed too afraid to look.


  As soon as the first blow landed I peeked, seeing Reggie standing behind me with a flat wood paddle in his hand. His jacket off, the shirt sleeves rolled up. He was as no nonsense with this punishment as I’d ever seen him. Feeling the second smack land on my bottom, I closed my eyes again and tried my best to endure the assault. I didn’t even see Will, though I imagined he was not far off, thoroughly enjoying the sight of his friend reddening my swaying bottom.


  “Yeeeeowch!” was all I dared howl. To protest was useless, I would endure this to the end. Though as resolved as I was to brave the very worst, I had no idea how bad that could be, as one incessant blow after another landed with fierce resolve on my upturned behind. At one point I collapsed against the leather stool that had warmed from my body heat. It was good enough to create a pause, but Reggie ordered me to my knees again, and was only more fierce with the paddle when he resumed.


  “Pleeeeeeeese,” I tried a tunefully earnest wail, and he just kept up the treatment. I’m sure by then my ass end was as scarlet as the dress I’d worn.


  By some silent agreement, the two men abruptly changed places, and Will picked up where Reg left off. My god! The paddling could go on forever this way, I thought, in the small sliver of time from when Reg stopped and Will began. And yet, it wasn’t long before Will stopped, too. I was surprised and intrigued; though something told me that he was not finished, even if I saw from the corner of my eye that he’d laid the paddle down.


  His hand was at my ass, stroking it gently, his fingers probing me in both holes. The entire treatment was beginning to bring out the sexual fires again, and I swayed lewdly against his invading hand, thinking it would only be moments until he’d screw me. But I wasn’t that lucky. Will only stopped so that his friend could retrieve a cane for him, and once Will had the terrible looking thing in his hand, he abruptly stopped pleasuring me.


  “I’ve only given you a few of these,” Will acknowledged.


  I trembled seeing the dreaded implement. The stripes from cane he’d previously left had been light, but I had the distinct impression that it would be different this time. I snuffed then wiped my tears from my face, hoping that he’d have some pity on me.


  “Shall I leave a few marks?” he asked, as he stroked my back so very gently.


  “Please no,” I sobbed.


  “Well, let’s see what a full dozen will do. If nothing else I hope you’ll get the point of the evening. It could have all been avoided.”


  He stepped away from me, behind my sore naked ass, and must have eyed me a full minute before he began. My palms were sweating, and I thought I might slip off the stool, if he didn’t proceed quickly.


  “Leave stripes, Will, she needs them,” I heard Reggie say, and then I heard the door open and shut. A trademark gesture, Reggie was still ordering my anguish then walking out the door while someone else did the dirty work. As intriguing as that thought was, I had no time to dwell on it.


  Will drew back his arm and the first fierce swish landed right in the center of my bottom. I shrieked from the vile jolt. From the outset, I could tell Will was getting over his own fear of the cane; he was positively cruel.


  The next six cuts crisscrossed my bottom, no doubt tracing some fine intersecting lines across the center. The next several cuts landed where my lower bottom meets the top of my thighs. Each one was accompanied by a biting pain. By the time Will had reached the tenth cut I was ready to collapse.


  “Two more, my darling,” he said, in the kindest, sweetest language, though it was all a ruse to catch me off guard, because the next cut was sheer torture. The last descended with as much ferocity, and this time I slithered from the stool, knowing that I didn’t need to maintain that awful pose.


  “Look at me, Alex,” Will demanded.


  I sat up and stared up into his eyes.


  “You think we’re done?”


  “Can’t we be?” I was pleading for mercy.


  “Get back on the stool.”


  “No, no, please.”


  “Alex!” he said sharply.


  “Please.”


  “On the stool.”


  I don’t know how I managed to return to the awful position, but I soon knew that Will had something far different in mind than more punishment. The fingers that had probed my rear channel before were now greased and ready. Appropriate justice I suppose. Where it began, it was ending. And I couldn’t miss the irony, how much this was like my first moment at Reggie’s command. I’d get the message loud and clear or I wouldn’t get it at all. The thrust of his penis across my tight sphincter wasn’t as harsh as that first time, but the implication of submission was unambiguous. But different from that first terrifying assault, I let these sensations take me away. I gave in instead of resisting. All the cries, and all the tears, and all the memories that followed were reminders to me of the woman I was, the submissive I liked to deny.


  Will rode me hard. His thrusts were so deep I thought he’d split me in two. And though his substantial cock was bearable, my own pleasure would have to wait, as I struggled just to hang on to that blasted stool. When he was finally done, he held my ass against his groin and let his cock recede inside me.


  “You know what—? What you really wanted tonight was exactly this. Don’t tell me that’s not true, because I know you. You wanted to come back to Reggie, you wanted to see if you could endure it again. And I bet your only regret is that you didn’t have an audience.” I listened to his words knowing he was right about it all.


  And now, when I hoped Will would be warm and affectionate at the end of this remarkable trial, when I hoped he’d take me in his arms and hold me, when I hoped we could share a moment of intimacy to restore our broken relationship—when I hoped for all that, I was dealt the cruelest blow of all. Instead of affection and comfort and intimacy, Will was cold again. And that swept over me so fast, I found myself crying. This was just too much.


  Without saying a word, Will let me collapse against the stool while he put himself together, and left the room. It was the rudest thing he’d ever done to me.


  “You think you can go home,” Reggie asked. “Or do you want a room upstairs?” I hadn’t realized that he’d come into the den minutes after Will left; I felt so incredibly alone.


  “No, I don’t want to stay,” I answered sharply.


  “Then my limo is ready,” Reggie said.


  He wasn’t much help, just a little encouragement, and his coldness a reminder of why I didn’t want to spend another minute in his house.


  “Where’s Will?” I asked, as I struggled to rise.


  “He’s left,” Reggie answered.


  “Left! How could he?” I protested, though the suddenness of his announcement gave me enough strength to sit upright.


  “I don’t know,” Reggie shrugged. “Something about setting things right, I think he said.”


  Weariness instantly turned to anger.


  “That ass!” I seethed. “I went through all of this for nothing, for absolutely nothing. You’re both crazy, completely loony, if you think I, or any other woman is going to stay around to be treated this way. I guess from you, I expect it. But I’m beginning to think you’ve turned Will into a carbon copy of your heartlessness, and that is really tragic.” I was too weary to be angry, but I was anyway.


  “Get on home,” he said, nudging me from the stool.


  “You can tell him for me, Reg. I don’t want him back. Not now, not anymore.”


  “Go home, Alexandra, and get some rest,” he said calmly.


  I gave him one long glance, trying to read something in his expression, but that was impossible. Making myself presentable again, I left his house, feeling the righteous anger in me bursting uncontrollably.


  ***


  When Reggie’s limousine dropped me in front of the apartment building, I wasn’t sure I wanted to go inside. Everything about this night had gone awry, beginning with my misguided feelings about it. There was something symbolic about the punishment I’d just endured at both their hands, but I still wasn’t sure of it. The idea that I wanted it was likely right, but I didn’t want to think of it, certainly not now.


  And certainly, I wasn’t sure of my still estranged lover anymore. Why had he left me? Why had he bothered to punish me if he only intended to leave me? All I had was questions, not an answer in my head.


  When I gazed up to the second floor of the building, I hoped I’d see a light burning in my living room, a sure sign that Will was there. But there was just the small night-light in my bedroom, glowing faintly, the one light that was always on.


  Walking up the stairs, my heart felt like lead, my feet as well, and my poor bruised and aching bottom felt so raw with energy, I wished someone, anyone would just throw me down and fuck me so I could get beyond the sexual aching that needed some relief.


  Reaching the second floor, I set my sights on the bed. If nothing else, I could take my pleasure in the same old way I’d so often used. However, almost at the second floor landing, I caught my high heel on a torn piece of the skid proof mat, and falling forward, I landed hard on the stairs, tears instantly streaming down my cheeks as I felt the sharp pain.


  I sunk down against the step. I almost laughed, thinking it was as good a place as any to sit and wait out the night. This stupid step had once been good luck for me, maybe I’d be lucky again. Was there another Will, another Reggie, another chance for me to get things straight, or was I just fated to repeat over and over again the same old lesson until my dying day?


  The thoughts passed through my mind, keeping me captive for at least ten minutes; and I was so lost in them, I hardly heard a door open or a man approach. But I did hear his voice, loud and clear, when it finally pulled me from my reverie.


  “Is one of the benefits of living in this building, that I find you crying your eyes out on the stairs?”


  I jerked and looked up.


  “Will?” I said, as if he was the very last person on earth that I expected. I smiled. After all, he was smiling at me.


  “Were we that hard on you tonight?” he asked.


  “Horrible,” I confirmed with a petulant pout.


  And yet all my hurt, and all my disappointment, and all the anger that might have been there was vanishing away. Something we’d created a long time before, a sixth sense between us, seemed to intercede. All logic was out the window and my anger with it. I knew this was going to end well.


  “I love you, Alex,” he said. The words appeared to me as gentle as an angel’s song, though his voice was sweetly deep.


  “But why did you leave me?”


  He looked at me and chuckled. “To make you mad,” he joked.


  “To make me mad?” I was about to be angry again.


  “Yeah, to make you mad, so you’d come home and stumble on these stairs, and I could rescue you again.” He didn’t stop smiling.


  I bit my lip, trying to fight back tears, but it didn’t work at all.


  “The battle’s never going to be over, my love, but we’re winning the war. And that’s the point. Tonight happened exactly the way it needed to. I didn’t plan it that way, I swear. But it did get me moving.”


  “Moving?” I asked.


  “Yeah, I left so quickly tonight because I was anxious to get moved back in.”


  “You’re kidding?”


  “No, I’m not kidding. But I also left because I thought you needed one last rude awakening.”


  “You certainly gave me that. But moving in?”


  “There’s a pile of boxes in the living room.”


  “I don’t understand any of this,” I said, shaking my head.


  “That’s okay, because I do, and we have all night to talk.”


  “How about in the morning?” I suggested. I was so weary.


  “Well…” he hedged. “I guess. But that’s the last thing I’ll let you control, believe me.” He smiled, very pleased with himself, then reached down and pulled me up.


  In the apartment, I ignored boxes of Will’s things that had suddenly made their way back, and I let him lead me to the bedroom and our warm cozy bed. My bottom was smarting, my poor rear hole ached. But my heart was mending; and I was as happy as I’d ever been, to think there was a playground, safe and loving, where all the wild crude things inside me might at last find some peace. As lost and confused as I had been for weeks, I was sure of this now.


  We toppled into bed together, which felt like home again.




  My Darling Jocelyn




  


  Chapter One


  On The Night Of The Full Moon …


  The Executive Retreat was at the Hawks Nest Lodge for the third year in a row. On Lake Tahoe’s north shore in January, drifts of bright white snow piled high around the rustic facade of the stately mountain dwelling.


  “I don’t normally like people taking my freedom from me like this,” Reggie said wearily to his next in command, Dwight Carroll.


  “But it’s a good management choice, Reg,” Dwight replied. “You need to let your guard down every once and a while.”


  Reggie chuckled, knowing Dwight was always thinking company first. It was why he relied on him so much. “It’s a curious mix this year,” Reggie said.


  “We’ve made a lot of changes in your executive staff,” Dwight acknowledged.


  “I don’t know half the people here,” Reggie remarked looking down from the second story balcony to the enormous living room, with the grand stone fireplace that covered an entire wall with mountain rock, built sometime in the 1930’s.


  It was lunch, the mood was light, and if the blizzard predicted for later in the day didn’t materialize, many of his employees were planning to ski. So far, the social aspects of the retreat were a success, while the working part had been less than Reggie had hoped for.


  “You need to get more involved with them,” Dwight suggested, nodding to the faithful masses below.


  “I haven’t before.”


  “But at least you knew their names.”


  “Ah yes, put on the charm and polish and go meet my people. Isn’t that what I have you for?”


  Reggie could be charming. Dwight and everyone else knew that. His classic blond hair combed neatly back with just the perfect wave in the front, the aristocratic high cheek bones, definitive nose, sharp jaw line, and the tight five foot eleven build, he intimidated most men, while he created the most profound sexual response in most women.


  He was cool, so cool that he could sweep a room with an arctic chill in seconds. And he was wickedly hot, the fiery heat of his flaring rhetoric went to the heart of matters he cared about, whether it was business or his personal passions. He ruled his company by intimidation, but of a very devious sort; few realized what manipulative power he had over them because they were so taken with the exterior package that altered with such practiced skill, he took speech away, and with it the power to challenge him.


  Under the surface, he was hardly as daunting, but few people got so far under his skin to realize that.


  “You’re sounding exceedingly cynical,” Dwight observed. He’d learned to listen to what his boss didn’t say as much as what he did.


  “Am I?” Reggie hadn’t thought about it that way.


  “Your love life sour?” Dwight asked.


  “I have no love life.”


  “And why’s that? Look at those women down there, any one of them would drop their pants for you in seconds.”


  “I don’t doubt,” Reggie said with a soft sad smirk. “But maybe that’s not what I need.”


  “Your games not going so well?” Dwight inquired. He knew of his bosses’ darker passions in a vague sort of way, though he’d never been a witness to them, and he never wanted to.


  Reggie stared out dispassionately to the group below. “Games,” he said. “That’s what it is,” he answered with added cynicism, leaving his second in command with yet another obscure comment. Dwight could only guess at the meaning behind it. Reggie suddenly turned to him. “Does Cassie have those reports ready?”


  “I doubt it. I don’t think Cassie was up for a working holiday. Last I saw of her, she was waving her fanny at Jason Sturbridge. You take her out of the office and that girl is real ditzy blonde.”


  “Cut the inference, Dwight. I’ve known dozens of brilliant blondes.”


  “Company included,” Dwight joked.


  “Of course.” He seemed to be lightening his mood, but it might only last a few seconds.


  “Well, I’m afraid your top notch secretary is going to need one of those firm reprimands you administer so well, if you want to get anything done that’s company productive. I haven’t seen a lick of work from her in two days. But frankly, I think things are going well without the work sessions. The company needed a breather like this.”


  “Perhaps, but it’s still not what I wanted, and I don’t like my subordinates changing my plans as if they were in charge.” His irritation was starting to show. “Send Cassie up here, I think it’s time the brat and I had a little chat.”


  Reggie sat down in a plush leather chair and looked out the expansive window toward the lake. The loft room was his favorite for the wide view, the tall pines framing the picture with a beauty only nature could create. He granted his father that much for having placed the Lodge perfectly on this site.


  “Reggie?”


  He heard Cassie’s sweet voice behind him, and without looking back at her, he motioned his secretary with a wave of his hand to a seat in front of him, directly in front of the big window. The attractive and usually efficient young woman sat down across from him, remaining on the edge of her chair, knowing the conversation would not be particularly easy. She could see the annoyance in the way his jaw twitched just ever so slightly. She’d seen it a number of times before.


  “I’m sorry, sir,” she immediately said, trying to circumvent a lot of questions. Might as well get straight to the point, she was thinking.


  “Do you always fall apart in such situations, Miss Ryan?” he asked pointedly.


  “I’ve been preoccupied, sir. But I really didn’t think you cared about those meetings. After all, everyone is really having a good time relaxing. And well,” she blushed, “Jason, Mr. Sturbridge, has been getting awfully cozy.” Her eyes glimmered as if she had a school girl crush.


  “Perhaps he’d like to attend your strapping,” Reggie suggested.


  “Sir?” she looked up at him meekly. “Is that really necessary? I mean this is supposed to be a fun weekend. I would think even you could relax enough to allow a few imperfections to go unnoticed. And if you really want those reports, I could have them in thirty minutes, tops.”


  “I’m not in the mood to argue with you, Cassie. The reports are late, the work sessions have been running late, if at all, and because of the storm that’s likely to hit, we’ll not finish the agenda. I consider that your responsibility, and yours to atone for. You know how wasting time annoys me.” He was as cold and calculating as she’d ever seen him, even though she was certain there was something more than just her screw-ups aggravating him.


  “I’m really sorry,” she apologized again.


  He looked at her with the same frigid expression she’d seen so many times. It always unnerved her, even though it turned her on. They’d had an agreement from the start of her employment, and though in recent months they’d appeared to go in more separate directions, there was still a tacit understanding that certain situations would be handled in a particular manner, for both their satisfactions – for Cassie to play out her submission under the austere eye of Reggie’s dominance.


  “There’s a room at the end of the hall. Strip for me. I’ll be there in five minutes.”


  “Strip?” she countered very carefully. He rarely demanded that much. In fact, not since the very early days of her employment as his executive secretary had he strapped her without a stitch of clothing. The thought made her positively raw with excitement – and fear. It was bad enough that this was such a compromising place for punishment, the idea that it would go on under this roof while her peers were downstairs engaged in light hearted social conversation was positively chilling.


  “You heard me,” Reggie said sharply.


  In the ‘room down the hall,’ there was a dresser, a chair, a free standing full length mirror and a bed, nothing else. Would they use the bed? she wondered. It had been a long time since they’d had sex after a punishment. In spite of her growing affections for Mr. Sturbridge, the thought of her boss screwing her like crazy when the strapping was over was not at all upsetting. It was certain to take the edge off the raw sexual heat she would feel before this session was over.


  As Cassie pulled her sweater over her head, she found herself looking directly in the mirror. She jerked a little, surprised by her own reflection. She was wearing a cotton sport bra that clung to her like skin. Her hard nipples poked through the fabric so even the dark aureoles showed beneath. The longer she stared at herself the harder her nipples became from the chill in the air, and likely the excitement.


  Each article of clothing that dropped away sent Cassie deeper into a submissive state of mind. She remembered how she’d deliberately sought Reggie out for his unique fascination with submissive women, having heard of him from a casual acquaintance. One brief discussion was enough to suggest Reginald Harold could meet needs in her no other man could even fathom. Of course she was reluctant to tell most men her private cravings, thinking they’d assume she was either hopelessly depraved or nuts, at best in a league outside their own. Reggie, on the other hand, had never questioned her desires, but complemented them with his dominant ones.


  In two years, there were times he sexually ignored her so coldly she thought he would never touch her again with hand or strap. Other times, he played with her mind and body as if he was Heifetz playing a Stradivarius. He had the cunning to peer inside to corners of her sexual soul she didn’t know were there. And her only response would be a satisfied “Ah yes.”


  Cassie was wearing ski pants. Removing them, and the long johns beneath, shed the last of her casual ‘corporate secretary on executive ski retreat’ image. Unclothed, she was nothing but submissive, knowing full well that at least on some subconscious level she’d created this faux pas for a purpose.


  Reggie walked in just as she finished, just before she sat down on the bed to wait. He eyed her coldly as he held a leather spanker in hand, and wordlessly motioned her over the foot of the bed. She smiled nervously, though he did not.


  The bed-rail was a perfect height for punishment. It must not have been the first time he’d punished a woman here for him to know this; though it was the first time for her at the lodge. With the rail hitting her at the top of her thighs, her torso could rest comfortably on the soft white bed. But it was all the comfort she’d have.


  Reggie found her bare backside a pleasant view; her sculptured body was as perfect as any woman’s he’d ever been involved with. She had a firm small waist and a lovely swell above and below, as her chest flared to accommodate her round breasts with their pink nipples. Below, her hips fanned out into a glorious behind. The taut tempting heart shape pose her bottom made when she bent over even showed the pouch of her pubis below.


  Cassie always cringed before a strapping began, and this time was no different. That anticipation thrilled the dominant, Reggie, knowing that the waiting submissive was really petrified of that first stroke. She was perfect, a woman he’d chosen for that perfection. In the back of his mind he harbored thoughts of her that put her into a different category than most. He’d once considered the possibility of love, though nothing materialized. He assumed it was his own inadequacy that kept another perfect woman distant. And yet, while it was never her body that was a problem for him, it was her essence he had trouble with.


  Standing back he took aim, and bringing the implement forward, the leather cracked against her ass fiercely. The smack awakened her every nerve. The punishment began slow and methodically. She deserved the harshest treatment, one that would go on for some time with an orderly precision. The manipulating little bitch had defied his instructions for the meeting, made a mockery of the retreat, and then expected that a hearty chastisement would make ample amends. It made him furious.


  Reggie’s anger soon made him forget ‘slow and methodical’, precise and orderly. He let the spanker sizzle.


  “Ah gawd!” the girl roared, even as tried to squelch her loudest cries, being mindful of the noise and where she was. Though as the spanker snapped harder yet, she was losing control of her replies. Her “ah nos…”, “Oh pleeeese…” and “gawd nooooos,” came in as rapid fire staccato as the smacks of the leather against her skin. She was smart enough not to try and run from the punishment. Then of course, she never would. After all, she’d practically asked for it. But as Reggie continued the grueling swats, the pain was becoming difficult to bear.


  It was then that she dug in, became more submissive still, going into that place where she liked it this fierce. In that place of surrender, she craved that hellish edge of hurt, that all consuming feeling knocking out every bit of sass and bite inside. While it was happening, it was sheer torture, especially at the point when Reggie wasn’t pausing even for a second. She didn’t think she could stand another blow. But in the end, getting punished this way was a fine and jubilant cleansing, something to relish when it was over.


  As Reggie finally slowed the frenzied pace, he saw the plump round targets of Cassie’s ass, as wild a red as he could make them. In places they were tinged with purple, at that point where more would come close to breaking the once smooth skin. It had been the perfect discipline, and with an unexpected abruptness, he stopped and dropped the paddle to the floor.


  Cassie waited in silence. It seemed deafening after the sound of leather and flesh making contact, and the accompanying roars of woe that had filled the tiny upper room. In that quiet interim, Reggie caught his breath while his secretary did the same.


  The moment that followed was not one Reggie relished. Normally at this juncture, he would offer some stern reproach to his well worked submissive, or simply descend on her and take pleasure from her heated body. But the feeling that flowered inside him this time was uncommon, nothing like every other time, and it was quite distinct. Not the kind of man to mull things over, Reggie made decisions swiftly and this one was no different.


  “Cassie, this is the last time this will happen,” he announced. “Another deliberate foul up like the one you’ve made this weekend, there’ll be no corporal punishment. I’ll do what most executives would do with incompetent secretaries. I’ll fire you.”


  Cassie was too shocked to speak, and by the time she was able to find any words at all, the door behind her had opened and closed, and she was left in the room by herself to absorb the surprising message.


  ***


  When Reggie descended the massive wood carved staircase to the great room, the cool reserve of the last half hour had been replaced by a charming grin. Few would sense the turmoil under the surface calm and congeniality. Even Reggie would not acknowledge it while there were people expecting his leadership, easy efficiency, and social good humor. He didn’t particularly like this public persona, though it was one he performed well, and Dwight was delighted to see it at last.


  “Storm’s building bad, Reg,” Dwight told him as he approached. Reggie looked out the two story window, seeing the snow beginning to fall so heavily he could hardly see past the trees, let alone the lake beyond.


  “Sort of knocks out all our plans,” Reg remarked, almost as if he was disappointed that the retreat would abruptly end.


  “So what would you suggest?” Dwight let him make the final decision.


  “Better pack up,” he replied. “We certainly don’t need everyone bedding down in here.”


  Dwight agreed. “Where’s Cassie?” he asked. “She’s supposed to have all the room reservations handled.”


  “She’ll be down momentarily,” Reggie said. “If she has any courage at all.”


  Dwight ignored the inference. “You leaving too?” he asked.


  “I’d planned to stay a few days, call it that vacation you wanted me to take.”


  “Cassie staying too?” Dwight asked.


  “No,” Reggie snapped abruptly. The only emotion he’d show was the trace of anger remaining in his voice.


  The retreat dismissed minutes later and everyone scrambled to leave, either for lodging in town or to get out of the mountains altogether. It might be a long drive out. After showering his employees with a few well timed remarks to cap the retreat’s business aims, he socialized for a few minutes, and then retreated upstairs to wait for the quiet he was accustomed to at the lodge to descend around him.




  Chapter Two


  An hour later, Reggie thought the last of his employees was gone when he heard Dwight shout a goodbye from below, and the huge front door clicked. Dwight’s rented Cherokee roared outside, and then slipped quietly into the snowy beyond.


  Reggie took a deep breath.


  The peace was freedom to him.


  The quiet regenerated his spirit, though it allowed the annoying moments with Cassie to return, along with a twinge of regret. Regret, not that he had ended their two year game of dominance/submission; but that it had to end. He didn’t want to count the times that he faced such dead ends with women.


  Thinking the silence would go on all night, he was startled to hear the sound of paper crackling, as if someone was fast thumbing through a magazine. Jumping from his chair, he walked toward the balcony, and looked down to see an auburn-haired woman sitting on a couch below, making her way through the pages of some journal.


  Taking the stairs quickly, Reggie was at the landing when he finally spoke.


  “Who are you?” he blared without an ounce of friendliness in his voice.


  The woman looked up at him, her face a rosy pink, and with eyes so green he could even tell the color from the distance between them.


  “Jocelyn Killian,” she answered plainly, with a delicate smile breaking out across her lustrous face.


  She was chewing gum and Reggie hated that.


  “And what the hell are you doing here?” he asked, as he continued down the stairs to the main floor.


  “My car’s not starting,” the woman answered. “I called the garage down the road. They should be here soon.” She glanced at her watch.


  “When did you call?” he asked.


  “Forty five minutes ago, maybe,” she replied, not at all ruffled that she’d seen nothing of a tow trunk, and the snow was getting heavier each minute that went by.


  “Where were you an hour ago when everyone was leaving?” he asked.


  “Building a snowman outside,” she said.  She offered up a glorious smile that lit her face so Reggie couldn’t help but be pleased by the fresh, natural beauty of her infectious style.


  Still, he hated the way her lips smacked as she chewed her wad of gum.


  “You were building a snowman?”


  “Oh! It’s been years since I’ve done anything so frivolous, I couldn’t help myself. And if you don’t mind my saying so, things were getting rather boring in here.”


  “Who are you?” Reggie asked again, realizing that he’d never laid eyes on the woman.


  “Jocelyn Killian,” she repeated.


  “I know that, but who are you?”


  “You mean, why am I here?” She had a sweet smirk on her face.


  He waited silently for an answer.


  She rose from her seat, “I’m a management consultant, Killian Management Resources.” She held out her hand to Reggie. “Dwight hired me for a six months productivity study.”


  “Ah!” Reggie remembered now. “So I hired a firm that builds snowmen?”


  “This was a pleasure event I was told,” she said. She was still chewing gum, and it still annoyed him. But he was not at all annoyed by her looks, especially the delicate changing green hue of her sparkling eyes. He recognized a warmth and tenderness from her that seemed odd considering the hard driving reputation of her firm.


  “Well,” he said, “we should have met before when we could talk, and we’ll certainly have to make arrangements when we’re in the office, Tuesday perhaps. But now, we’d better get you down the road before you get snowed in with me.”


  “Um, my car?” she reminded him, walking to the window. He joined her looking out at the fast falling snow.


  For just an instant standing close to her, Reggie felt her warm body graze against his own. He liked the feeling though the sound of gum smacking lips was too much. “Would you please put that gum in the trash!” he said when she turned around.


  The request shocked her, but taking the graying gum from her mouth she looked around for a place to deposit it, finding a wastebasket near.


  “Maybe, I should call the garage again,” she said. She could tell her welcome was running out.


  While she made her call, Reggie disappeared into the kitchen and returned moments later as Jocelyn Killian put the phone down.


  “I’m afraid the garage won’t be coming out with the tow truck,” she said, feeling a little lost for what to do next.


  “I see.”


  “They said they were flooded with calls, and getting all the way out here would be too difficult.”


  “Perhaps I should try to get your car started,” Reggie offered. He walked toward the door, grabbed his jacket and set off for the silver blue Mazda, the only car remaining other than his own. He knew that even if he could get Miss Killian’s car started, it might be extremely difficult to get it down the drive. But not wanting an uninvited house guest for the evening, no matter how pretty she was, he decided he had to try. Climbing into the vehicle, Jocelyn handed him the keys, and with a little patience he toyed with it until he had the engine running.


  “You’re a miracle worker!” she exclaimed. But as Reggie put the vehicle in gear, he looked around seeing that nearly a foot of snow had fallen and more was coming down. The green eyed woman was going nowhere that night. He turned off the ignition and sat back in the seat, an unequivocal expression of disgust on his face. Jocelyn instantly sensed his irritation.


  “Why don’t I try, what would it hurt?” she suggested.


  “You’re not leaving here,” Reggie snapped. “Not tonight.” He exited the car and closed the door, trying not to slam it.


  Returning to the Lodge, the two spent five minutes dusting themselves off in the doorway, neither comfortable with the situation or the gloomy silence.


  “Well, Jocelyn Killian, there’s a room, upstairs, second door on the left, down the hallway. The sheets are fresh and you can sleep there tonight,” he informed her, maintaining a formal and uneasy distance.


  “I’m sorry for the inconvenience,” she apologized. “I should have had someone else try when it didn’t work for me.”


  “Nothing we can do about it now,” Reggie conceded.


  Jocelyn stared at him with a curious expression on her face. “You know for a man that can be so enchanting, you are cold as ice.”


  He looked surprised, not by the assessment, but the fact that she would so easily voice it. “And that’s a problem for you?” he asked.


  She continued to stare at him. “No, I guess it shouldn’t be,” she said. She sighed heavily, picked up her over-night bag and went upstairs.


  An hour later, Jocelyn came downstairs to see Reggie sitting by the fire he’d just stoked.


  “I hope you didn’t expect me to stay in my room,” she said.


  “No, not at all.” His overt annoyance seemed to have disappeared. “In fact, I made some sandwiches and there’s some chili you can microwave in the kitchen. Help yourself.”


  Jocelyn was slightly warmed by the more amiable Reggie, and she quickly padded off to the kitchen. She was famished. Returning to the living room, she sat down with her dinner, and for the first time looked about the enormous room with a careful scrutiny. She found Reggie’s taste in furnishings unique, seeing some unusual decorations on the walls. She was tempted to ask about them, but sitting across from her in an easy chair, he was so engrossed with work papers, she kept mum.


  “That was very good, thank you,” she said, finishing the meal. “I’ll just take this to the kitchen.”


  Reggie looked up and nodded at her absently.


  Returning from the kitchen, Jocelyn wandered about, taking some time to inspect a curious exhibit on the far side of the great room. Attached to the wall was a display of ancient leather paraphernalia, whips, leather collars, chains, straps and a variety of implements like nothing Jocelyn had ever seen before. The intention of this collection eluded her.


  “What’s all this?” she asked, too intrigued to contain the comment.


  “They are tools for punishment,” Reggie said.


  “Really?” she replied.


  She ran her hand along a leather strap and shivered.


  “Punishing who?” she asked.


  “Bratty woman,” Reggie said arrogantly.


  She nodded, getting pictures in her head that were strangely compelling.


  “They’re quite old,” she remarked. “I suppose they were used a very long time ago.”


  “I use them now,” Reggie informed her.


  “Now?”


  “Miss Killian, I am a sexual dominant. There are times in my sexual practices that I use such instruments on needy females.”


  A warm feeling began to rise deep in her belly, something not unfamiliar. But it was odd to attach it to these strange curiosities. “You use this strap on a woman’s ass?” She was dumbfounded at the thought.


  “When it’s appropriate.”


  “And when is that?” she probed.


  “When they ask for it, when they misbehave, when they piss me off, and when they ask a lot of questions.”


  “Oh. I suppose I’m bothering you?”


  “It’s beyond that point,” he said. “When I’d planned to have a quiet weekend, I end up with a loquacious and mechanically inept management consultant.”


  “You must really practice being an ass.”


  He looked at her piqued, all the more that she would snap at him and he had no recourse to reply the way he was used to. “Did you sign a contract with Dwight?” Reggie asked.


  “Yes. $30,000, two months, iron clad. $10,000 every month thereafter.” She smirked at him as she turned away, and waltzed toward the back of the room. For good measure, she drew two sticks of juicy fruit from her pocket and put them in her mouth, making sure to smack her lips like a teenager just to annoy him. She’d never met anyone quite like Reggie Harold. He was certainly one of the most handsome men she’d ever laid eyes on, he was clearly the most arrogant, and without a doubt the most cold.


  Jocelyn continued her journey through the downstairs room. “Awfully big house for just one man. You ever share this with anyone?” she asked.


  “Many times,” he said flatly as he continued with his reading.


  The fire crackled, and Jocelyn smacked her lips. It was all the sound in the room for a time.


  “Are you going to be this annoying to work with on a regular basis,” Reggie blurted out.


  Jocelyn whipped around and focused her complete attention on the man. “I’m hardly louder than your fire,” she replied.


  “But that is soothing, and you are not.”


  “Well you don’t have to get surly. Then again, I suppose you’re used to being this way.”


  “I rescue you tonight, give you my food and a place to sleep. It seems you could accommodate my need for quiet,” he snarled.


  “You know, I don’t have to put up with men like you, and I can certainly tell when I’m not wanted.” Jocelyn marched up the stairs angrily, as Reggie watched her lovely rear end swish back and forth in the skin tight leggings. She mounted the staircase and then disappeared into her room.


  Going back to his work, Reggie was hardly aware of her reappearance until he heard the latch on the front door click. Jumping up from his chair, he went to the foyer to see Jocelyn walking out the door bag in hand.


  “Where the hell are you going?” he bellowed.


  “I told you, I don’t have to stay; I’ll get that car to town if I have to push it, or maybe I’ll just hike,” she said, her green eyes flashing.


  “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard!” Reggie exclaimed.


  He had her by the arm, but Jocelyn wrenched away from his grasp and bolted out into the cold snow. He barreled after her until he realized that he only had his slippers on, and he had to return to the Lodge to find his boots. By the time he reached the door again, Jocelyn was in her car, gunning the engine and spinning the tires in the thick snow.


  Making his way swiftly toward the vehicle, Reggie tried opening the driver side door. “You little bitch,” he seethed, when he found it locked.


  To that comment Jocelyn turned to him and glared with a saucy triumphant expression.


  He was appalled by her foolishness. He’d never met anyone quite like her. Standing back, he coolly raised his eyebrows, shook his head and finally turned away, as she watched him through the window. She was going nowhere in this godawful snow and they both knew it. However, twenty feet from the house, he heard the car door open and Miss Killian emerge. Expecting her to follow him, he was surprised to turn and see her making her way through the snow toward the road. He called to her, but she refused to acknowledge him, if she heard him at all. Taking off after her, he caught up with the determined redhead, and grabbed her by the arm.


  “Don’t be ridiculous!” he said.


  “Get your hands off of me!” she roared.


  “Then get back in the Lodge, you won’t make it to the road.”


  “No!” she barked.


  “I’ll carry you then.”


  “I’d like to see that!”


  To her shock, Reggie jerked her bag from her arm, picked her up and carried her to the house over his shoulder.


  “My stuff!” she protested loudly when they reached the front door.


  “Get inside and I’ll go back for it.”


  It had been a long time since Jocelyn had allowed a man to order her around like this, but her better judgment won out over anger, and she relented.


  Once he was back inside again, Reggie eyed the sassy redhead with an icy hot expression. They were standing in the back of the great room face to face, just a few feet apart.


  “I ought to blister your ass for that!” he said, thinking aloud.


  “Oh really? Well, why don’t you?” she snapped nastily.


  That was enough! He made his decision in an instant. The challenge was out, and taken. “You don’t have to ask twice, bend over,” he said, pointing to one of the leather chairs in the living room. He was already drawing his leather belt from his pants.


  “Oooo, just like daddy’s,” she mocked him.


  “You want it or not?” he asked.


  “If you dare!” Jocelyn was enjoying herself, having no idea what she was getting into; but the night had been so boring up to that point, how could a belt across her bottom be that bad? Might really spice things up. Sashaying her rear end like a two bit whore, she moved to the leather chair. “But, I thought spankings were suppose to be over the lap,” she said, as she looked back at him with a taunting pout.


  “You don’t deserve that much,” he snapped.


  Pushing her down against the chair, Jocelyn’s bottom became a delectable target, raised high and ready, clearly a perfectly spankable butt: two firm cheeks pressed against the tight lycra ski pants. Reggie could almost see the crack between.


  Letting his leather belt sing though the air, it landed squarely on the center of Jocelyn’s bottom. She hardly flinched, though then why should she with all the padding between her bare skin and the leather belt. A good dozen repeated smacks, and she was hardly affected by the blast at all.


  Deciding he’d never get his message across or vent his own anger, Reggie grabbed the waistband of her pants. Finding no snap or button, he simply jerked them down with a rough yank. The long johns and pants came down at the same time, to reveal her luscious naked buns. Not even the faintest blush had risen on her creamy white dimpled skin.


  Jocelyn was flustered not expecting to be so exposed.


  “You want it, you’ll get it the ‘right’ way,” Reggie informed her coldly.


  “Go ahead, you vile man,” she seethed, even as she grit her teeth, wondering exactly what it would feel like to have herself strapped naked.


  She didn’t have long to wait to find out, as Reggie was ready with the belt, laying six swift cuts on the center of her ‘virgin’ behind. The pain was fierce from the beginning, and she cried loudly as the thrilling snap of leather against her skin sent a shock wave though her system that awakened every bit of sexual energy in her body. The crude mix of pain and pleasure was an unexpected aphrodisiac. She’d heard of such things, but would never have believed it without this experience with reality.


  The back of the leather chair was a perfect complement to the pain, allowing her to grind her crotch into the soft animal hide as if she was screwing a lover. The impact of each smack just amplified the erotic sensation. It was like dynamite in her highly aroused body. And yet, even as Jocelyn’s sexual heat climbed to a peak, the burn on her bottom was becoming so dear, it was hard to tolerate the pain. And after a time, she began stamping her feet in a little dance, and then issued forth with a lusty howl. “Damn it stop!”


  “Oh no,” Reggie responded readily. “You wanted it.”


  “But, I don’t now!”


  “Then why aren’t you running off?” He punctuated each remark with another snap of leather on her flaming ass. The ruthless dominant could see distinct lines, where the belt hit, but mostly the blush was all just a vibrant red blur on the once white skin. They jiggled as she squirmed, jiggled even more when the belt snapped against them.


  After her protest, he modulated his strokes, some soft, some hard, and Jocelyn continued to respond. When he softened, she almost began to purr with delight, and when he laid one or two really fierce smacks on her sore ass, she howled all the more. And still, she didn’t threaten to run, not even once. He could keep this treatment up for a long time, keep the fiery redhead on the verge of ecstasy and pain, happy, crying, bewildered and eventually content when he finally finished. He knew content would come in the end, it always did to any well spanked submissive, and it would to Jocelyn Killian, too.


  Just before the end, he dropped his aim to the lovely swell of tender flesh just at the base of her bottom, and then he drifted lower still to the top of her fine firm thighs, just to allow a new fresh sting to impress on her that this was punishment not just some sexual interlude. She let out a spirited howl and demanded he stop.


  But he was finished anyway, and he walked off without saying a word. Reggie returned to his chair, while Jocelyn remained bent over, her red naked bottom exposed to the cool of the air, and the nothingness that remained in place of the hot minutes of spanking.


  She was slow to stand, her limbs feeling awkward – the position had been more uncomfortable than she thought.


  One quick glance at her flushed face and Reggie could see she’d been crying real tears. And her stare was almost alarming. A little fright, a little awe, and a good deal of lust stared him in the face. And then a sassy smirk.


  “I know why you like this,” she said, as she reached down to pull up her pants. It was a bit of a struggle getting the tight garment over her sore posterior.


  Reggie looked at her coolly. “Oh?”


  “You’re turned on, aren’t you?”


  “I punished you Miss Killian for acting like a seven year old brat, why would that turn me on?”


  “Because it did me,” she said, as she waltzed toward the man, her green eyes glimmering seductively. She dropped between his legs and moved toward his crotch. Without saying a word, or asking his consent, or even letting on exactly what she had in mind, she reached for the belt that was now at his waist again, and began unfastening it.


  “You want more?” Reggie asked, looking down in an uncharacteristic daze.


  “Oh, yes, I want more,” she purred, as she licked her lips. She undid the button, and then the zipper, and then reached inside his pants to find a swelling prick. Removing it ever so carefully, her lips were over the head, her whole mouth descending on Reggie’s generous manhood. It only stood to reason that a man like Reggie Harold would have a first class prick.


  It was a feat of some magnitude for this woman to get so far inside Reggie’s space, especially on a first night. Not since he was a horny twenty year old had any woman been this forward with him. He was well practiced in keeping females at a distance, only letting in ones that he could clearly control. But this was the dead of winter, in the middle of a blizzard, and this enchantress of a female witch had appeared out of nowhere…maybe somewhere beyond the clouds there was a full moon…


  The sensations were too good, unexpected and very strong, too compelling to pass up, too delicious to push away even to maintain his practiced control. Once his cock was rock hard, he lifted the auburn haired woman from his crotch, and pulled her up on his lap. They struggled like teenagers to remove her pants again; but when her bottom was naked, she sat on his cock, the two working together to move her up and down on the contented prick.


  She leaned down over his face, her long wavy locks tickling his cheeks as she kissed him with tender lips, and a tongue reaching out to play with his opening mouth.


  They groaned together, though not loudly, as if they were respectful of the stolen quality of this moment, both doing something they never would have done on any other occasion.


  There must have been a full moon…


  She climaxed in the midst of the screwing, sometime just before he did.


  And though he might well have been finished with the lovemaking, one throbbing moment in Jocelyn’s cunt wasn’t enough to celebrate the bizarre night in the woods; she was only beginning. With a winsome smile on her face, with her green eyes gleaming brightly into his cool ones, she unbuttoned the crisp starched shirt, finding his tanned and muscled chest. She stroked it ever so gentle as he lifted a well manicured hand to her face and caressed it with bittersweet awe.


  They landed on the deep leather couch locked naked, pressed tightly together for the long night. He had no idea how many times she came, he came three by three a.m.. And when they were sweating hot from sex and the heat of the burning fire in the grate, they remained clutched together naked, neither one wanting to move, communicating silently, because neither one wanted to speak and risk shattering the bliss.


  When the fire in the fireplace finally died away, and the Lodge cooled down, Reggie pulled a soft wool blanket over them to keep them warm.


  There they slept.


  ***


  There was a fresh morning sun coming through the east window, and a sparkling fresh winter cold outside when Reggie woke. There was no Jocelyn beside him, but there was the distinct smell of coffee in the air.


  Rising, with no wearable clothes, his strewn about the floor, he made his way to the downstairs bath and found a robe hanging in a closet. Making his way in the direction of the delicious smells of breakfast, he found Jocelyn in the kitchen, wearing just a white T-shirt and a pair of big shaggy slippers.


  “You like your eggs scrambled?” she asked.


  “Fine,” he answered, as he looked at her breasts pressing against the front of her T-shirt, and her bottom pressing against the back.


  He couldn’t help himself, leaning out to pat her ass cheeks.


  “Sore?” he asked.


  “A little,” she said.


  “So you liked being spanked?”


  “Now what do you think?” she said. She took the liberty of kissing him on the mouth, briskly, like a regular lover might.


  “You want to try another one?” he asked. The round bobbing mounds were so tempting.


  “It might ruin breakfast?” she said, though there was an invitation in her eyes as clear as the one she’d given him the night before.


  “We can always start that over,” he suggested.


  There was something driving them, something left over from the exuberant night. The connection they’d made was still intact, the memory of their moments together from the spanking to the lovemaking inspiring them to something more.


  Taking her hand, he led the willing Jocelyn into the great room, and making a detour by the wall of implements, he grabbed an old wooden paddle from the wall before he led her to the couch.


  “Over the knee, this time?” she asked.


  “I think you deserve it,” he said, a tease in his usually cool eyes.


  Jocelyn found herself shivering, her legs trembling they were so weak with excitement.


  “Is this going to hurt?” she asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Really hurt?”


  “Get over here, Jocelyn!” his voice sounded stern, but not at all angry as he’d been before. He pulled her to his side and then drew her over his lap. “I don’t do this often,” he told her. “Just with particularly naughty brats like you.”


  The wooden paddle landed with a good sharp smack on her right rear cheek. A second smack then landed on the left. And then what followed were steady efficient blows, alternating cheeks back and forth, so he could see her lovely spanked bottom in the bright light of day.


  “This really stings,” she exclaimed after the first nasty dozen.


  “And it will even more, and you’ll like it,” he vowed, as he kept up the fierce pace.


  “Oh, no, oh no,” she wailed loudly, she could hardly call this pleasant. Finding the sensations so strong, she even put her hands across her bottom to stop him, though that didn’t happen. Instead, he caught her fingers with the wood. “Yeow!” she blared.


  “Serves you right, keep your hands out of the way.”


  “But this is too much,” she yelled.


  “But it’s turning you on,” he came right back, though he lightened his delivery for a moment.


  It was hard to deny that the spanking was arousing her again. Some things you do once and love, but they never have the same impact that they do the first time, but this was different, so very very different. Maybe it was the man as much as it was the spanking.


  Once she got used to a new level of intensity, Reggie raised the pace again, and she was howling madly, her legs flailing, her arms trying desperately to stay clear of her sore bottom, even though she wanted to protect it. He repeated the process for at least ten minutes, surprised to find that this ‘non-spanking’ woman was certainly taking to the treatment in an extraordinary way. And in spite of her protest, she was still sexually aroused, no different from the night before.


  “Had enough?” he finally asked, once her rear cheeks were exactly the shade he wanted them.


  “Yes,” she readily replied.


  He gave her several more sharp smacks then laid the paddle down.


  For a time, he rested his warm hand on her hot ass, and massaged it gently, letting them both enjoy the burning feel of her well-spanked flesh. She moaned, her lovely voice making enjoyable sounds for his often jaded ears. And after a time, he pulled her up to his lap, and let her rest her aching bottom on his thighs.


  “You acted like you were really mad,” she said. “I thought we were just having fun.”


  “I was mad,” he said, though he hardly sounded like he was.


  “Why?” she asked.


  “I hate you chewing gum, and you did it deliberately.”


  Jocelyn wasn’t sure if he was really serious about her annoying and deliberate fault, or if he was kidding. He had the strangest way of being obscure behind all the cold and ice, the blue eyes and the starling good looks.


  “Well then,” she told him, “I’ll only chew gum when I really really want to annoy you,” she replied. And she kissed him on the nose.


  No one had ever kissed him on the nose before Jocelyn; and unable to abide that kind of nonsense he pushed her off his lap.


  “Where’s the scrambled eggs,” he said, as an uncomfortable feeling of warmth was beginning to penetrate the chill inside him.


  For her part, Jocelyn didn’t take notice of the awkward moment; instead, amused by his curious expression, she scrambled to the kitchen and finished making breakfast.


  They sat across from each other over a plate of eggs and bacon and buttered toast. “I never eat like this,” she said, “but I don’t often fuck like I did with you.”


  “Oh?” he said, maintaining his classic cool, which she found fascinating, but definitely intended to correct.


  “You mean you do that all the time?” she asked curiously.


  “Not really,” he conceded.


  “Maybe I should have you try out all those nasty implements, if the belt and the paddle worked so well?” She blushed, her warm, charming face was something he could get used to.


  “You’d like that?” he asked.


  “Never have been into kinky stuff, but what the heck, I can do anything at least once. In fact, that spanking you just gave me…I’m ready for everything else…” Her playful eyes teased him with the same kind of seduction that she employed the night before.


  “Is that so?” Reggie said, consenting to nothing. “Then again, maybe we should see about getting your car shoveled out.” With that comment, the erotic mood was abruptly broken.


  “Yeah, you’re probably right. Can’t have me messing up your peace and quiet for too long I suppose.”


  “Last night was last night, and very enjoyable, Miss Killian. But we do have a working relationship to maintain,” he reminded her.


  “Ah yes,” she answered, wondering just how they would get along when they were out of the woods and there was no full moon.


  Reggie was almost disappointed when the wrecker came later that morning, and towed the rental out of the snow. After his driveway was plowed, Jocelyn would be on the road in no time.


  “I almost wish they hadn’t gotten it out,” she reflected back his feelings, when they stood in the January sun, saying goodbye. “But now that they did, I have no excuse. I have a plane to catch, and an early meeting in the morning. As it is, I’ll be lucky to get home tonight with the weather what it is.”


  “Then I suppose you’d better go,” Reggie said, feeling something nameless tugging at him.


  They exchanged smiles, but no more tears, and no more spanks before she left. And when she did leave, he watched her blue sports car speed out the long drive and disappear, an unusual longing remaining in the place of Jocelyn Killian and her great green eyes.


  Reggie never, ever went to bed with a submissive on a first encounter. Then again, he wasn’t so sure Jocelyn was a submissive at all. In spite of the fact that she’d enjoyed the rough spanking he’d given her, she didn’t need him, and didn’t seem to want anything from him but a good time. So different from all the other women he spent time with the last ten years. It was a refreshing change.




  


  Chapter Three


  The auburn haired Jocelyn Killian was on her way to the accounting department when she was hailed by a commanding voice rising above the din of noise coming from the secretarial pool.


  “Miss Killian!”


  She whipped around, seeing Dwight, twenty feet down the corridor. His expression was grim.


  “Yes?”


  “Reg wants to see you.”


  “Now?”


  “Now.”


  “That’s not possible,” she replied as she was about to turn around and resume her journey past the executive offices to the other end of the building.


  “Miss Killian, please,” Dwight called again.


  “Mr. Harold can wait,” she retorted. Giving him a pleasant and very provocative smile, she turned and walked away.


  ***


  Two hours later Jocelyn stood in front of Reggie’s desk, arms loaded with files, and a self-satisfied beam on her face.


  “Miss Killian, when I ask for your presence in my office, I suggest that you not be late,” Reggie admonished her.


  “Excuse me, sir, but the authoritarian crap doesn’t exactly work on me.”


  “I can see,” he said, leaning back in his chair, and gazing at the remarkable woman.


  “Now, if we can get on to business, I’ll be presenting my findings to you.” She smiled at him pleasantly.


  “By all means,” Reggie said. “But I want my executive staff here for your report.”


  “If that’s what you want,” she replied. She’d learned to be as cool and unfeeling as the man behind the imposing desk.


  A half hour later, with the executive staff of twelve huddled around a conference table, Jocelyn began her presentation. In a pure voice, with sass and warmth and charm oozing from every melodious turn of a phrase, she laid out the initial findings of her report, everyone staring at her with rapt attention. She could have told them that the company was rapidly going bankrupt and they’d be delighted to listen. As it turned out, the summary of her work so far was almost that bad.


  “Gross disorganization in your accounting department, which could easily lead to sloppy records and financial mismanagement…an inflexible hierarchy…a stilted rapport of management with staff…” While her tones were strictly non-judgmental, her findings were condemning. Eleven executives looked at her astounded, only Reggie remained unconcerned.


  “Ms. Killian, is there anything positive to report?” he asked.


  “Much,” she said with a smile. “You have some very talented employees, with brilliant minds, however their ability to perform to their maximum capability is hampered by the general structure of the company hierarchy. They’re simply not flourishing in this autocratic environment.”


  “Autocratic?” Reggie repeated.


  “That’s what I said. I have dozens of recommendations and plans to implement. We can discuss them now, or wait for appropriate committee meetings.”


  “Can you suggest an overall explanation for your conclusions?”


  She smiled, trying not to be smug. “There’s a rampant dissatisfaction and general cynicism in this company. Such attitudes always start at the top, the very top.” She made her point without an ounce of guile, though she looked straight at the Chief Executive Officer, her eyes fixed with a stare it was difficult to imagine from those stunning green eyes. There was a breathless silence until it was so uncomfortable that several middle managers were squirming. Only Jocelyn and Reggie seemed perfectly complacent in the otherwise prickly moment.


  “Of course I’d like a copy of the report for my review,” Reggie finally said, still showing no emotion.


  “Of course.”


  “Then we’ll discuss and implement the changes. In the meantime, I’d like a meeting with you in my office, Miss Killian. I sense there are a few matters that you’ve not mentioned here.


  “There certainly are,” Jocelyn agreed.


  No one had a clue what they were talking about, though their exchange left everyone assuming Jocelyn had specific comments to make regarding individual employees.


  ***


  There was a soft breeze of fresh air bathing the high-rise office—a special air filtration system Reggie had installed in his office to make it easier to work in the airtight in building. Jocelyn could feel the air tickle her neck. If she closed her eyes, she could have imagined herself outside in spring, and at the moment, that would have been a delightful alternative to what she was doing.


  “I wonder how personal feelings might have influenced your findings, Miss Killian,” Reggie asked her, breaking into her pleasant reverie with the question.


  “Why would you think that?” she replied. She sat in front of Reggie, in the same icy stare down they’d been having for two weeks – since Tahoe. It was just an hour after she’d made her initial report to his executive staff.


  “A gut feeling,” he said.


  “My, how nouveau of you to suggest you run this company on gut feelings.”


  “Your sarcasm is uncalled for,” Reggie said.


  “Anything I say could be uncalled for,” she replied.


  Reggie pushed away from his desk, and rose, walking toward the enormous windows that made up one wall of his elegant office. Staring out at the city, he was far too high up in the office building to see anything but tiny cars, and tinier people down below. Most of his view was of other gray and glass buildings; though on a less foggy day, he could see the Lake between the skyscrapers, and ships and even sailors and the clear blue sky beyond.


  “I would hope that your study wasn’t clouded by a few moments  in Tahoe,” he said, not bothering to look at her.


  “I know my work, Mr. Harold. I’ve been in dozens of companies. You hired me because you knew something was amiss in yours. Whether I succeed with my work, and the company progresses from this point, is in direct proportion to the self-honesty of those in the highest levels of management. I’m sorry that you’re the highest in this company, but that is a fact that is painfully apparent. It starts with you.”


  “This company is not suffering, Miss Killian. We’ve had the best year we’ve ever had, this last year.”


  “But you’re not satisfied. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be paying me the big bucks.”


  “I’ll take a look at your findings, and let you know how I want to proceed from there,” he said brusquely, as he returned to his desk. “I don’t see any further need for your services until I’ve made my own conclusions.”


  Jocelyn stared at the devastatingly handsome face wondering how he could be so unfeeling.


  “You’ve paid me for my work, I would suggest that you let me do it, and not let your ego get in the way.”


  “You think it’s ego? I think it’s prudence. I’m not going to initiate sweeping changes with little thought, especially when profits have been good.”


  “You want more than good.”


  “I doubt you know what I want,” he said.


  Jocelyn stared at the man for some moments, trying to think of some way to crack the ice.


  “You know, Reggie, you are by far, the coldest mother fucking bastard I’ve ever had the opportunity to work with. I wonder that you could have a company here at all.”


  Reggie looked up at her, startled by the unexpected reproach.


  “That sounds personal,” he said.


  “Believe me, it is,” she said, her eyes suddenly sparking, two weeks’ worth of hurt rising. Where she’d squelched the feelings like the pro she was, this little bit was now getting through. And she really didn’t care.


  “Ah, to see those eyes flash again,” he said with a smile.


  “You are despicable!” she said.


  “And you’re out of line, Miss Killian.”


  “Someone damn well better be around here.”


  “This is personal, isn’t it?”


  “My report isn’t biased, but this conversation sure is.”


  “Then why don’t you get it out of your system, or we could have a difficult time ever working together.”


  Jocelyn was ashamed of herself, but once headed down this path, there was little way she could suddenly turn about for any kind of graceful retreat.


  “Tell me,” he prompted her.


  “This is strictly between you and me,” she said. She took a deep breath not knowing how she was going to get through the next sixty seconds. Another deep breath and she could begin again. “I’ve met men in my life that have abused me one night, and then been cool in the morning. I’ve had my one-nighters, and my share of cads. But I’ve never had a night like the one we had, I’ve never connected with someone so magically, I’ve never shared the intimacies of my body the way I did with you to find there was nothing, absolutely nothing days later. I can’t believe you’re that heartless.”


  “Then you’ve been talking to the wrong people.”


  “I’ve talked to no one.”


  “I think you’re missing the point, Jocelyn.” It was the first time since returning from Tahoe, that he called her Jocelyn. “Tahoe had its merits, but you need to understand, a relationship with me would never be that bed of roses.”


  “Really?”


  “I’m a sexual dominant. What I fantasize about for you is not so sweet as rolling all over a soft leather couch. If you thought the gentle spanking I gave you was a taste of my domination, you have a good deal to learn about me. I don’t think you have the temperament to face who I really am. And I certainly don’t think you’d find the man I am worthy of your love.”


  She was totally amazed by his confession, but not persuaded. “And how do you know that?” she replied, intending to press her point.


  “Lots of experience. I’ve known a lot of women in my time, a lot of submissive and dominant women. You’re not a sexual submissive.”


  “But you don’t really know that. You don’t know what I’d do in a relationship with you. You can make all the assumptions you like, but you can’t really say for sure.”


  “About this I can.”


  “You know what I think? I think I really got inside you. I think I shook you up so much, you’re running as fast as you can to stay away from me.” The merry expression in her eyes was difficult for him to watch.


  He stared at her for some moments, all cold on the outside, though there was an unexpected fire moving in him.


  “You’re one haughty bitch, Jocelyn Killian,” he said. “I’d dearly love to tame your pride. Whip you into shape.”


  “They why don’t you try?” she asked.


  It was the same brand of taunting she’d used at the lodge, when she dared him to spank her ass. It was so damned appealing he couldn’t turn it down.


  “You have no idea what I’ll demand. And when you go running away from me, I won’t shed a tear.”


  “Maybe you should let me decide what I can take and what I can’t.”


  He shook his head. “You don’t understand.”


  “And is that a reason not to try something?” she said. “Maybe you don’t understand what you have to lose.”


  Where his face had been so chilling in its cold resolve, it was thawing enough to allow a more amiable expression to appear. “You came in here despising me, why are you pursuing this so avidly?” About that he was bewildered.


  This time there was no snappy retort. She took his question seriously, but had no easy answer.


  “I don’t know why,” she said. “That’s as honest as I can be. The attraction is remarkable, the desire compelling, but I’ve had that before. So I really don’t know why I want a relationship with you. I just know I’d like to try.”


  There was a softer expression on his face, the woman was breaking through his barriers again, and just as she didn’t know why she was inciting this affair, he wasn’t certain why he was allowing it. He never would have in the past, but then he’d never met anyone like Jocelyn.


  “It’s eleven,” he said looking at his watch. It took him only a second to return to a cool, clipped demeanor. “We’ll go to lunch at one. Don’t be late.”


  Completely perplexed, Jocelyn took too long to leave.


  “You’re dismissed, Miss Killian,” he ordered her out. She was fast to exit the office, the strangest feeling of fear traipsing though her body everywhere.


  ***


  She was in his office at ten minutes after one.


  “You’re late. The first mistake of any good submissive,” he said.


  “You can forgive me,” she said. “I was doing your company’s business.”


  “I don’t really care,” he answered.


  “Well then, you can spank me now,” she said.


  “When you ask for it?” He looked as if she’d gone mad. “I’m hungry, let’s go.”


  The two climbed into Reggie’s Porsche, taking a path that wound through the city streets to a quieter neighborhood where Jocelyn expected some small cafe. They stopped in front of a shop instead, Jocelyn perplexed by what seemed a change in plans. Examining the shop’s facade, she guessed it was some kind of women’s apparel store, but it was difficult to tell.


  Inside, the two were greeted by a small woman, with eyes that lit up the moment she saw Reggie. While she must have been over fifty, she had a sensuous attitude that made her appear much younger. She wore her dark hair in a bun, and was dressed in designer suite that was perfect for her somewhat stocky build. There was a soft graceful smile on her red lips.


  Approaching them, she went immediately for Reggie, planting an affectionate kiss on his cheek.


  “Monsieur, how long it’s been!” she exclaimed. “No fine ladies to bring to me?”


  “It has been a while,” Reggie conceded.


  She looked at Jocelyn. “Ah, but this one?” She was definitely interested in the sultry auburn haired beauty on Reggie’s arm. “What would you like? Something lace? Or perhaps…” Her eyes were lighting jubilantly with her thoughts.


  “A corset, Marie,” Reggie interrupted her spirited musings.


  “Ah, mais oui. Something?” She eyed Reggie with a mischievous glimmer. “Very  snug, I should guess.”


  “Oui. Very snug.”


  “To remind her of her place.”


  Jocelyn stood submissively beside the man, in awe of him, Marie and whatever this device the two were concocting for her. The woman eyed her top to toe with beady eyes, making judgments all the way. “She’ll have to strip,” she said, as she moved to the opposite end of the shop and rummaged through several large drawers filled with old fashioned women’s under garments.


  “Take off your clothes, Jocelyn,” Reggie ordered.


  “Right here?”


  “Yes.” There was no discussion in his voice.


  Modesty was never important to Jocelyn Killian, but to undress in broad daylight, in the middle of a clothing store was going to extremes, even if it was a deserted shop, in a deserted neighborhood. But, it was a test. She read that clearly in the cool clear tones of Reggie’s voice. For an instant she wondered why she was doing this. But then she remembered, even as she doubted herself, that he turned her on so much she couldn’t think of giving him up, even if it meant sacrificing her modesty.


  “Jocelyn, Marie can’t fit you properly unless you remove your clothes.” He was being firm but exceedingly kind, interrupting the conversation in Jocelyn’s head.


  Casting him a squeamish smile, she began to unbutton the powder blue suit jacket she was wearing, revealing a lace teddy underneath. Marie had returned to her side, and she allowed her to take the jacket from her. Trying not to feel too intimidated, she reached around behind her and undid the clasp of her skirt and let the garment drop to the floor. There was just the teddy, thigh high hose and her heels remaining. Perhaps that was enough.


  “We’ll see about the stockings, they’re rather pretty,” Marie said, approaching her, and playing with the satin roses on the top of the stockings. “Take the teddy off,” she ordered, looking up at Jocelyn. There was a pleasant smile, but it was laced with daggers in her eyes, a stunning contrast.


  Lifting the shoulder straps, Jocelyn pulled each side of the teddy down, and though reluctantly, she finally pushed the stretchy fabric from her chest. She was naturally endowed with round firm breasts, with pink aureoles and small brown nipples. Naked in the cool air, the nipples tightened instantly.


  “You’d be surprised how much the lace hides, Mademoiselle,” Marie said, as if that explanation was necessary to motivate the last revealing move that bared Jocelyn’s tummy and pubic mound.


  The feeling of vulnerability was appalling. Stripped. Naked. Exposed. She felt as if these two could read her soul as easily as they could see her bare body.


  Marie became instantly busy measuring her breasts, her chest, her waist and hips. The touch of her fingers made the yielding Jocelyn shiver.


  “Perfection!” Marie exclaimed. She mumbled to herself in French. And at one point Reggie answered her back in French.


  Pretty bold of them, assuming she didn’t know the language, Jocelyn thought to herself. Too bad she’d studied Spanish.


  Scooting across to the other side of the room, Marie searched her cabinets again, and finally pulled out what she’d been looking for. Returning to Reggie and the bewildered woman, she smiled broadly.


  “It will suit a novice,” she said. She immediately went about the task of putting the simple tailored corset around Jocelyn’s middle, fingers flying. The redhead was quickly surrounded by the garment with stays and hooks, and top to bottom laces in the back. Marie tugged at the laces from behind, pulling them with firm hard jerks.


  “Ouch! I can’t breathe,” Jocelyn exclaimed.


  “You’ll get used to it,” Reggie said, admiring the perfect fit. It made the hourglass of her figure more pronounced, her slender waist more slender, and laced as tightly as it was, the flair to her hips and breasts below and above gave her a most elegant line.


  “Look in the mirror, mon cherie,” Marie purred.


  Almost afraid to look, the headstrong Jocelyn hesitated. Her shyness came from the most unexpected feeling of surrender descending through her. The corset became a mantle of submission – a word and a state of mind that she was still unaccustomed to.


  “Jocelyn, look at yourself,” Reggie prompted, a no nonsense sternness in his voice.


  Raising her head to view herself in the mirror, she saw another woman staring back at her, not the one she saw each morning, not the one that undressed in her room at night. This one made her shudder. The corset had obviously struck a chord in her, one she was unaccustomed to play, though it felt good now.


  The corset rose high enough on her chest to accentuate her breasts, though it didn’t cover them. Standing out so boldly, her tits and nipples took a much more prominent place on her already alluring body. The front of the corset was beautifully shaped, edged in lace so that it framed her pubic mound as if it was a jewel on display. And when she glanced in the three-way mirror at her rear end, her full round bottom stood out as if it was waiting to be screwed or spanked.


  “Ah, if I were young, I would have her myself,” Marie said, in complete admiration.


  “The corset will do, Marie. You have nylons to match?” Reggie asked.


  “Certainly.” The woman scurried to her cabinets again and pulled out a pair of fine silk stockings. Removing the ones Jocelyn was wearing, Marie helped her put the new ones on. Then the woman turned Jocelyn around so she was facing the mirror again. The entire effect of her new underclothes was startling, the most startling aspect was the crude rush of arousal that was moving through her body. She was afraid her desire might show – if Reggie and Marie were to look closely between her legs where her female juice was beginning flow.


  “Such a fine moment, Monsieur Harold,” Marie gasped in awe. “Would you like the paddle?”


  “I can see the possibilities,” Reggie agreed, scrutinizing his submissively attired female executive. He was relishing her transformation, a moment of triumph for him. But he had other plans in mind for Jocelyn and her new corset. “Not today, Marie. Though the corset is perfect. You’re inspired as usual.”


  “Merci, monsieur, and perhaps you’d like to fit her with some leather costumes. I have some very naughty designs I know you’ll appreciate.”


  “We’ll have to see them later,” Reggie told her. “For today the corset will do.” He turned to the still bewildered Jocelyn. “Get dressed and we’ll go to lunch.”


  Jocelyn breathed a sigh of relief knowing she wasn’t going to be spanked. But lunch? The idea of eating was the furthest thing from her mind, especially when the waist cinching corset had her bound so tightly, she couldn’t imagine putting a thing in her stomach. “You want me in the corset?”


  “That’s what it’s for. You’ll wear it the rest of the day,” Reggie answered her.


  There was just her skirt and suit coat to put on, and that done, she looked as presentable as she had when she arrived at the shop, although there was a decidedly different aura to Jocelyn Killian, one perplexed, aroused, and embarrassed all in the same rare instant.


  Jocelyn walked out of the shop on Reggie’s arm, a pleasantly happy Marie waving to them as they left.




  


  Chapter Four


  Just as Reggie instructed her, Jocelyn wore the corset three days in a row. Though for three days he ignored her. Except for business, few words passed between them.


  Jocelyn was wary the entire time, looking for a simple glance, a change in his voice, some softness in his otherwise cool demeanor.


  He’d said some lovely things to her at lunch after the trip to Marie’s. Sitting in a bustling city restaurant with the restrictive garment about her middle, she couldn’t forget that she was wearing it. In a very real way, it made her his, as if she actually belonged to him. The idea was absurd, but it aroused her anyway. Even though no one knew about the corset, she felt vulnerable and exposed.


  Reggie complimented her on her poise. He even smiled once when he looked at her. She’d caught him eyeing her while she was busy eating a messy chicken sandwich. She got the distinct impression as she stared at his passive face that he adored her. But she’d never tell him she had these thoughts about him. He’d certainly deny it.


  The lunch over, the spell, or whatever witchcraft had been woven around them disappeared. It reminded her of Tahoe just before she left. Reggie had a way of drawing inside himself so quickly, she couldn’t catch the act when it happened. It was just suddenly there, the cool, the detachment, while all the enchanting charm simply vanished.


  Three days with little encouragement in their bizarre relationship, Jocelyn was uneasy. On the fourth day, she was in his office, arranging a report on his desk, a half dozen files there to illustrate the point she would be arguing about for the next half hour. She sincerely hoped that it would not be the kind of confrontation she had with him nearly every day. He was the most exasperating man to work for, picking apart every little detail of her work with a master’s cunning eye. He was too intelligent for his own good, she thought. He processed details like a computer, but to grasp the subtleties, the feeling part, that was as mystifying to him as she was.


  “Did you wear the corset today?” Reggie asked her. He came up behind her without her knowing he was in the room.


  Jocelyn jerked around.


  “Good god! You scared me.”


  For an instant, his warm hands steadied her, placed tenderly on her shoulder, an instant’s worth of concern appeared in his expression before it vanished. He dropped his hand to his side.


  “Did you wear the corset?” he repeated his question.


  She cringed. Not one word about it for three days. Why today?


  “No,” she answered truthfully.


  “Oh?”


  “No. It’s horrible getting it on, I have to twist it around, and I can hardly tie it. I didn’t think you really cared, since you’ve be ignoring me.”


  “Go home and put it on,” he said.


  “What?”


  “You didn’t follow my instructions. Go home and put it on. I want it on you when I punish you.”


  “But…”


  “You’re on my time. Do as I say.”


  “I can’t believe…you’re out of your mind!”


  He glared at her. “Don’t argue with me.” His anger made her shiver in the strangest kind of way. There was lust behind the brusque exchange, but not simple lust. An affair with Reggie Harold was a lot more complicated than that. “This affair of ours is what you wanted. Or have you changed you mind as easily as you counter my wishes?”


  She remembered her vow  to him, how she swore that he couldn’t know her heart. But was it silly to follow his demands? she wondered. Likely, it was silly and ridiculous and childish. But without having to even search herself, Jocelyn was aware of the compulsion to please him and surrender to his demands. Her only disappointment was, she’d been on the raw edge of sexual heat for days now, and he was still offering no relief. Maybe it was time to take him again, to wile her way into his lap, unzip his pants and remind him of the other benefits of their relationship. After she’d returned home for the corset, of course.


  Jocelyn was angry with herself all the way home, all through the nasty struggle to put the corset on, and all the way back to the office. She fought with herself every second, thinking this obsession with Reginald Harold was insane. To make matters worse, when he ignored her after she returned to the office she was furious. The gall of the man to avoid her. After he’d drawn her away from important meetings for something as trivial as a corset!


  “Miss Killian, in my office.” She heard his voice interrupting her meeting. He stood in the doorway of the conference room as she was explaining spread sheets to several of his managers.


  She stared up at his impassive face.


  “Now,” he clarified. He left the room before she could reply.


  Jocelyn gazed at the empty space for a moment and then resumed her work, while the three middle managers standing around her desk stared at her, waiting for her to leave.


  “I’ll see Mr. Harold when we’re finished,” she stated. Her look was nearly as piercing as his. “This is certainly as important as anything he has to say to me right now.”


  An uneasy tension prevailed for ten minutes, until the reports were finished, and the three managers were on their way. Then, taking a deep breath, Jocelyn left her desk and walked down the hall to Reggie’s office.


  Inside Reggie’s inner sanctum, she found the man sitting at his desk pouring over paperwork, not bothering to look up. She waited at least five minutes before she spoke, although she was fuming the whole time. “I suppose this is some penance I’m paying for not following his highness’s orders?” she snapped, impatiently. The anger that had been brewing all day long was turning livid.


  Reggie looked up from his work. If he was moved by her sharp tongued remark, he didn’t show it. “I suppose you have more to say before I begin with you?”


  “Yes, in fact I do. If you intended to infuriate me, you certainly have. If you intended to be rude and unkind, you’ve been that, too. I’m not clear the game you play, but I promise, I will outlast you.”


  He smirked.


  “Don’t you dare smirk at me!”


  “Take off your clothes,” he said.


  “My clothes, here?” she said, the second time in two days responding to such a command.


  “Take off your clothes,” he repeated.


  “You’re going to punish me?” she asked, finally remembering what he’d said just before he’d sent her home.


  “Take off your clothes,” he repeated, the third time he spoke as calmly as he had before.


  And that third time shook her resolution to be angry. Whether it was fear, or lust, or shock motivating her, she let herself calm to his calm repose. Without really understanding what was happening to her, she was moving into his world.


  Undoing the buttons on her black suit, she pulled the coat apart. The corset remained, her breasts bouncing on top of the sturdy undergarment, then settled in against her chest. Slipping the skirt off of her hips, it was on the floor, Jocelyn not bothering to pick it up. Naked now, she stood before him, finding that she was actually a little scared. She felt vulnerable and very small, feelings she was unused to, though she found them curiously titillating.


  “Thank you,” Reggie said. “You can stop there.”


  Her only response was silence, the only one required.


  “Have you ever been caned?” he asked.


  She looked at him horrified.


  “Of course not,” Reggie said, remembering that she was no natural submissive. “I saw how much you admired my cane in the display at Tahoe. It seems only appropriate given your classic attire.” Viewing her carefully, noting the subtle emotions playing across her pretty face – confusion, arousal and a bit of fear. He liked where the scene was headed.


  Rising from his chair, he left Jocelyn standing before his desk while he retrieved a cane from a closet on the far wall. The long, glimmering implement took her breath away at first glance. It was worse yet when he whisked it through the air, and it sizzled ominously.


  “It will leave marks on your ass if I want it to,” he said.


  “You wouldn’t,” she blurted out. Dozens of held back protests came down to those two words.


  “You can grab your ankles, or you can rest your palms on the table,” he gave her the choice.


  He saw her trepidation, her faltering poise.


  “This is my world,” he reminded her. “I could think of a host of grievances I have with you, your haughty attitude, your disobedience with the corset, your snappy tongue, to name a few. But the fact remains, what I really want to see is you bend over with your naked ass facing me, this cane laid across your bare behind. It’ll be my great joy to see the nasty lines etched in your skin when I’m done. I want to see how you respond to pain.”


  Hearing this, she trembled even more. But nonetheless, she heeded his instructions and turned around toward the coffee table. Bending over, palms on the flat surface, she waited, feeling as if her legs might just collapse beneath her, they were so weakened from the strong emotion. The only heartening thing in the whole episode, somewhere in the middle of Reggie’s speech, Jocelyn saw what she was looking for. It was that adoration again, and a trace of affection. What a curious man he was, with such curious desires.


  The impact of the first cut practically knocked her from her feet.


  “Oh, my god, noooooo!”


  The second cut was worse, because the pain of the first hadn’t yet died away.


  “God noooo!” she wailed again.


  She stamped her feet, wiggled her ass, and begged him not to strike her again. Though in the middle of her passionate plea, the third cut landed, and a searing shot of heat brought tears to her eyes. In the middle of her tears, the fourth cut landed. Why she stood firm surprised them both.


  “Oh, please, Reggie!” She was beginning to sob.


  She heard the whizzing sound, recognizing it as the beginning of the pain. The fifth cut landed.


  “Oh, not another one!” she pleaded with him. Though the sixth cut followed fast.


  As soon as he was finished with the six, Reggie was on her backside. He steadied her with his hands and began to massage her, the warm caress combining with the hot heat of her aching bottom. She was sobbing and groaning again, though it was purely sexual this time.


  He unzipped his pants and withdrew his erection. Parting her legs, he felt for the soft mellow warmth of her pussy. With an unexpected tenderness, he entered that delicious female space and began his rhythmic movements. Becoming more vigorous with each thrust, he gathered her close to him in his arms so they moved as one body. His quick orgasm hit them both hard, the final sharp thrust exploding places in her where she never knew there was such rich sensation. His hands completed what his cock had begun, bringing her to a final orgasmic spasm as she rocked against him, writhing and groaning, not wanting the pleasure to end.


  His arms remained around her, even when his climax was over, and hers was just a memory, even when the stifling air began to cool. She fell back against his chest, against the starched shirt that was wet and wrinkled, where she could feel the buckle of his belt on her back, and the scratchy feel of his pants rubbing on her raw bottom.


  “Did you cut the skin?” she asked him.


  “Is that what you want?”


  “No!”


  “I could have done that with the cane, you know.”


  “And it would have hurt even more?” she wondered.


  “I don’t know. I’ve never been caned.”


  “But did you cut the skin?” she asked again.


  “No, I didn’t. I didn’t want to.”


  His hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts, and dropping lower to fondle her between her legs. She could have easily come again.


  “Will you have me once more?” she asked, a little more submissively than Jocelyn Killian would have before.


  It was a request no dominant should grant with a submissive so fresh and untested. Perhaps it had been a mistake holding her so long after the cumming was over. She assumed too much. Reggie was certain of that. But the thought of another few minutes wrapped arm in arm was too appealing to ignore, and the thought of taking her to a climax again ignited his need to control.


  This time he wanted to see her face when she came. In the same back to front position, he toyed with her cunt, bringing her to an edge again, though before she orgasmed, he laid her down on the sleek black coffee table, and forced her legs wide. Making her look him in the eye as he played with her cunt with one hand, he held her hands in his other hand – a strange kind of bondage.


  She climaxed with a distinct vacant expression as if she was running away in her own body to some distant place. The look in her eyes faded with her; and when the moment passed, she returned to look at Reggie with a warm smile, her face like that of an innocent seeing something extraordinary for the first time.


  Reggie left her lying on the table while he scooped up his clothes and retreated to his bathroom at the far end of the office. When he returned a scant five minutes later, he was dressed in impeccable form. Either he was a magician or he had a change of clothes in his bath, Jocelyn thought.


  She hadn’t budged, reclining still, legs wide.


  “You stay there, and the cleaning staff will have a treat tonight,” Reggie said, when he returned to the room.


  She hummed something nonsensical and flashed him a broad Jocelyn Killian smile.


  When he was behind the desk again, he took back the air of the cool executive. “Get dressed, darling,” he said, and he began to shuffle through his papers. “You are getting that report I wanted, aren’t you?”


  “You mean the one you prevented me from doing all day?” she asked, as she rose from the table.


  “I want it before you leave tonight,” he said.


  While she dressed, Reggie took a time out from his work to watch Jocelyn straighten the corset, and the hose, in which there was one long horrible run from the toe to the top of the stocking. When she was about to pull the skirt back on, he made her turn around, so he could view her bottom. He said nothing, but watched as she hid away the crisscrossed lines on her ass and zipped the skirt.


  “I probably look a sight,” she said with a sigh, turning back to him as she buttoned her jacket.


  “You can finish that off in the bath,” he said. “Just don’t take too long. I want to get out of here by eight.”


  ***


  It was ten minutes to eight when Jocelyn appeared in his Reggie’s office. She had the long overdue report in hand and presented it to him.


  “So, we’re going to dinner,” he said, taking the report from her hand. Not glancing at the file, he got up and grabbed his suit coat from a chair in the corner.


  You’re not even going to look at it?” Jocelyn said, annoyed.


  “My, how quick we change from peaceful to high-strung,” he said, observing the bite in her voice. “Maybe you need a few more cuts of the cane?”


  “Oh heavens no, but…”


  “Hush. I’m hungry and so are you.”


  He reached out for her as he was on his way toward the door, kissing her cheek with rare affection.


  ***


  The deli was crowded, the tables cramped, Jocelyn and Reggie finding a tiny table in the back corner, only slightly away from the bustle of activity.


  “Food here’s great,” he said.


  “I know,” she agreed. “I used to live in a flat down the block.”


  “Rotten neighborhood,” he remarked. A genuine look of concern in his eye, as if he was thinking of her walking the rough streets of this part of town.


  “I know that, too. Fought off drunks here more than I’d have liked. Thankfully they were drunk.”


  “So, what landed you in this avenue of despair?”


  “It was hardly despair at all. I was starting my own company. I needed a place in the city. This was all I could afford. And the apartment was nice, really nice, big rooms, fresh paint, totally luxury,” she joked.


  He chuckled, her beguiling face and especially the clear captivating drama in her green eyes made it easy for him to laugh.


  “You’ve never been poor have you?” she asked.


  “Once.”


  “Really? When?”


  “I flunked out of law school, and my father threatened to disown me. He did cut off all my money.”


  “So what did you do?”


  “Started making it. Ground floor success story. Someone will write a book about me someday.”


  “My you’re smug.”


  “I’m well practiced.” He looked at Jocelyn’s bright face. She glowed in the dingy light of the deli, like a pure radiant star amidst the odd gloom of the place. Her lustrous hair almost sparkled.


  “Oops, don’t say too much, you might really tell tales on yourself,” she said.


  “I should be careful of you. I’m beginning to think that you study people as much as I do.”


  She smiled, liking his lighthearted mood. “So, if daddy cut you off, how’d you get the place at Lake Tahoe?”


  “I inherited his money, in spite of his disapproval of me. He had no other progeny, and by the time he died, I’d made a good deal of money. His viewpoint of me was tolerable by then, I so suppose the inheritance was not too bitter a pill to swallow.”


  “You sound cynical.”


  “And you think that’s bad, optimist that you are?”


  “I am an optimist. I look for good in people and I have a huge heart.”


  He couldn’t deny that, she was the kind of woman who easily enchanted people with her wit and good humor. But she didn’t put on raucous displays, and he liked that too.


  “Eat your sandwich,” he ordered her, returning to his own.


  “Hard to talk about such personal things, isn’t it?”


  “I don’t do it often.”


  “That’s too bad.” There was not a trace of judgment, just outspoken observation.


  “So am I passing your tests?” she asked, after she finally polished off the food on her plate.


  “It shouldn’t be a test at all. It should be something you desire.”


  “I do.”


  He looked at her, disbelieving. “Since we’re into candid answers, you tell me, why do you need me, Jocelyn Killian? Why this pursuit? I’m way out of your routine, nowhere near your usual brand of lover.”


  “You think so?”


  He glared at her, expecting a real answer.


  “Frankly, Reg, I don’t need you. Why do I want you?” She paused, trying to find the best way to put into words feelings that were unclear, even to her. “I suppose, it’s because you’re so fucking handsome, and you turn me on. And even more, I look at you as a counterpoint to every other man I’ve ever known. You notice I’m not married, and I never have been, so I’ve obviously not been involved with the right man, yet. You intrigue me. Despite what you say about yourself, I think there’s this sumptuously warm, sexy, subtle man cloaked by all that cool. I believe there’s substance there inside that prickly heart.”


  “And you think walking around in my world you’ll find whatever it is you think is behind this façade?”


  “I already have, that first night. You were reckless, Reg, letting all that passion out. Believe me, if I thought you didn’t care about me, and I mean really care, I wouldn’t spend another minute with you.”


  He sat back to eye her with a sharp edged glint in the steely blue eyes. “I’ve been careful with you, Jocelyn” he said. “But the gloves are coming off. We’ll see if you really want me then.”


  His remark had no effect. “You’re so sure I’m going to turn away from you. You must really have a poor image of your worth.”


  “I know what I’m worth. We’ll see if you value what I offer.”


  “You haven’t thrown me yet.”


  “This is not a challenge match, fought in a ring. This is life, my life, me. Don’t toy with it.”


  “I wouldn’t think of it. I wouldn’t hurt you for anything. But I do think I’m dangerous for you. You might have to redefine who you are, take another look at the man behind the beautiful image. There haven’t been many women who’ve made you do that, have there?”


  “Just one, and she rejected what she saw.”


  “Then she didn’t look far enough.”


  “No kid gloves,” he said, without further comment.


  “No gloves,” Jocelyn repeated back, her heart more willing than ever to walk into the unreal dream of Reggie’s private domain, convinced he’d find as many surprises there as she would.




  


  Chapter Five


  “We take the train through Germany, the scenery is lovely especially this time of year.” Reggie was sitting at his desk, the unexpected proposal taking Jocelyn of guard. It was a week after their last major rendezvous of heart and body. She’d been content to have him in short doses – busy as she was with a company to run, and mountains of work, and Reggie becoming ever more demanding of her time in his own business.


  “Why do you want to take me, I’m not an employee?”


  “I want your observations.”


  “Ah, I’m surprised you value them.”


  “I do. You should know that.”


  “You fight them tooth and nail.”


  “Sharpens your vision to have it challenged. But what do you say, you going to take the trip or not?”


  “A week?”


  “Six days.”


  “Any other arrangements you have in mind?”


  He smirked. “You can count on it,” he said. His crisp voice had that remarkable edge, as if he was just about to tell her to strip for him. She wouldn’t have minded it in the slightest gazing at that quality in him, whatever it was, the one that drove her mad with sexual longing. She could practically taste the desire on her lips.


  “It will push half my life aside when I can hardly afford to,” she said.


  “It’s your choice, if you can’t you can’t.”


  He was not so charming with that remark, and took a phone call before Jocelyn could answer. She thought he’d never get off, and was tempted to leave in the middle of the drawn out conversation. However, if he wanted her to leave, he would have shooed her away with his hand. He’d done that before.


  “I’ll arrange it,” she said, when he was finished.


  “Good, we fly out Sunday night.”


  It was Thursday. Hardly four days to get ready. She moved quickly out his office door, knowing she had a lot of rearranging to do.


  As much for love and lust, as business. He hadn’t said it, but she was sure there was something wicked up his sleeves. It was like him to provoke situations with surprise attacks. If she relished an adventure, this would be it.


  ***


  The rumbling train jostled her body into an erotic attitude. She was hopelessly romantic in picturesque old world settings, and the landscape of Germany was moving her into a pleasantly altered state.


  Reggie sat beside her, both of them settling into the train ride through the mountains. Jet lag knocked out any desire for conversation or any attempt to pick away in tiny measures at the vast unexplored territory in their understanding of each other. It was a long day, and a long night traveling with a near stranger, whose presence at her side did nothing but arouse her. Constant arousal was painful without some kind of fulfillment.


  She knew that Reggie’s choice of travel was deliberately motivated by her presence on this trip. It set the mood for things to come, though only time would reveal the purpose.


  They slept nearly three hours, through two stops and a meal. They were more tired than hungry.


  Waking, Jocelyn stood up in their small compartment and stretched, letting the life return to her aching limbs. What she’d give for a long warm bath, a downy bed, and a decent night’s sleep. It was a hazard of foreign travel not getting the rest she needed.


  “You look good like that,” she heard Reggie comment. Turning around, she saw he’d awakened too and was staring at her.


  “Like what?” she asked.


  “With your hands over your head. Your torso stretched taut that way.”


  She was reaching overhead to find something in her bag. Her short sweater pulled away from her skirt showing a naked tummy below. He could probably see her breasts from where he sat.


  She smiled, found the book she was looking for, and sat back down across from him. Opening the paperback, she tried to read.


  “Stop that!” she said, noticing Reggie’s unwavering gaze.


  “What’s that?” he asked, innocently.


  “You’re staring at me.”


  “And why not? I’ve always found your body devastating to look at. That’s why you’re here now.”


  “I hoped it was because you valued my business acumen.”


  “But I do. I’m simply glad your opinions are packaged so beautifully.”


  “You haven’t really mastered the art of giving a lady compliments, have you? That was shameless?”


  “You’re wrong there. I’ve mastered it all. I’m just giving you what I want you to hear.”


  “That figures.”


  She tried reading again, even though her skin was prickly, crawling under the heat of his scrutiny.


  “Raise your skirt,” he suddenly said, jumping into the private space in her mind once more.


  She peered up at him, knowing the game was beginning. And the excitement of that possibility made her anxious, but not so much she’d be obvious. Still poised, still gazing at her book, she raised her long wide skirt inch by inch until it was at her knees. Then, she raised it an inch more.


  She read the same paragraph in her book a half dozen times, after each time realizing that she hadn’t comprehended anything her eyes had seen. She was waiting for the sound of his voice again and another command.


  “Part your legs and pull back your skirt,” he said at last.


  She stared at him again, and replied silently, with a half smile on her burgundy red lips. Raising her skirt to mid-thigh, she opened her legs so he could see between her thighs. How far he could see, she wasn’t sure. Continuing with her reading, she managed to get through another two paragraphs of nonsense, thinking it might be better just to give it up, but then, it was a fun game. And the next move was Reggie’s.


  Nearly a half hour later, Jocelyn was really reading the words in the paperback getting into the story. She almost forgot that her legs were wide open, though she didn’t miss Reggie’s occasional glance between her parted thighs.


  “Put down the book,” he finally said and she was all too ready to comply. Now, open your sweater.”


  This time she stared at him directly as she followed the order, seeing in his eyes the same expression she often saw from him when he was in this dominant state of mind. Was he aroused? she wondered.


  Three small pearl buttons completed the task. Letting the sweater fall away on either side, he glimpsed her white lace bra.


  “Remove it,” he continued.


  Wiggling out of the garment, she let it drop to her side.


  “And the bra,” he added.


  She unfastened that, too, and tossed it away.


  “Your skirt,” he said nodding to the silky garment remaining.


  So dispassionate, unemotional, not a flicker of anything passed over his impeccable cool face.


  The skirt she buttoned down the front for easy access – how convenient. Undoing it was as easy as undoing the sweater, and when she’d completed the process, she opened the skirt to reveal her white satin garter belt. No panties. (That hadn’t been a direct order, but his ever increasing effect on her was obvious. For hours at a time, she caught herself thinking like a submissive, doing little submissive things Reggie would appreciate.)


  “Come here, Jocelyn,” he said.


  The physical distance between them was small. Though in attitude, they were miles apart. She breached the two feet and was immediately forced to turn around, Reggie pushing her over, her head hitting the seat she’d just left. Jocelyn welcomed his hand on her bottom and thighs, and the gentle exploration brought out the gnawing desire that had been hidden inside for hours, unexpressed. She responded to him, moving against his hands, asking for more.


  “You want to tell me what happened to the corset?”


  “It’s in my suitcase.”


  “Did I tell you not to wear it?”


  “No, but I thought I’d be more comfortable traveling without it.”


  “A submissive female wouldn’t mind the discomfort as long as she’s pleasing her master.”


  “Yes, well, it’s that submissive part that I’m not so sure of.”


  He slapped her ass. “As if that weren’t already obvious.” He slapped the opposite cheek then continued with his fondling caress until he heard her begin to groan.


  “You love this don’t you?” he said.


  “Oh, my yes!”


  He slapped her ass again, and she liked that too.


  The gentle fondling became more vigorous, the slaps more regular, her bottom reddening with his efforts. One hand slipped underneath to find her cunt moist and warm.


  “How easily you’re aroused.”


  She groaned happily, thinking this one of the most lewd things she’d ever done, though it was just one in a long line of many lewd things Reggie had put her through in the few weeks of their curious relationship. Practically naked, practically standing on her head in the small train compartment, while the train wound its way through rural Germany, there was a surreal quality about it. Was it really even happening?


  Reggie brought her back to reality regularly with a firm smack to her ass cheeks. He continued fondling her, bringing her almost to orgasm several times, but sensing the climax building, he backed off each time, denying her the pleasurable climax. And then, when she least expected, a finger slipped inside her rear door, pressing beyond the sphincter.


  “You’ve been taken here?” he asked, as the finger moved gently in and out.


  She seized up for a moment and then relaxed. “No,” she answered. The unplanned pleasure of that place, like someone shooting darts inside her, made her scared and hot and wild.


  “Then you will be tonight.”


  He put his plans into words. Maybe it was easier that way; knowing what to expect made her less frightened.


  It had grown dark outside. The train would be stopping in a couple hours, where they’d disembark for the night, take a hotel room, and then resume their trip in the morning on another train. Between then and now, Reggie planned to fill the moments with his unusual erotic theatre. The object of his plans had been primed. He’d see just how far she was willing to go.


  Withdrawing both of his hands from her body, Reggie stood up, and began to rummage through a travel bag. Jocelyn tried to rise, though Reggie barked a command to remain where she was, and so she did.


  When she turned her head to see what he was doing, he had a length of rope in his hands. He intended to bind her. Briskly pulling her to her feet, he brought her hands in front of her in prayer fashion, and fastened them together securely. Tying them to a bar overhead, she was stretched as tautly as she’d been when reaching for her paperback.


  “Spread your legs,” he ordered.


  She spread them wide.


  “Wider,” he demanded. With each command he became more gruff.


  Legs wider still, her body immobilized by the physical and psychological bondage, she didn’t have to guess what would come next.


  A wide strap began to flail on her back side. The unforgiving leather brought the craziest sensations to her already aroused flesh. Not like any other punishment, this one didn’t hurt as much as torture her with feelings so rich she could hardly stand them. When she relaxed into the strokes, something in her would fly free for just a minute, though the pain would capture her back and she played seesaw with the fine agony.


  Reggie in his most dominant form applied the leather lash with an attentive zeal, seeing Jocelyn’s rear beginning to glow red, her thighs and ass a ravishing hue. He sensed her willingness, an unforeseen letting go that reminded him of the best of submissives when their hearts were where their fondest desires belonged. That she responded so well that it made him all the more eager to continue. And the two moved together in this erotic bliss for what seemed like an hour.


  He finished when her bottom was bright crimson.


  Untying her from above, though leaving her wrists still bound, he pushed her to the floor of the compartment and knelt behind her. His hands were on her ass again with gentleness and fierce slaps that moved her to an erotic edge one more time. She wanted to cum. All that fire he raised in her, she wanted to cum. But he was fingering her asshole again, one, then two, then three fingers thrusting into the tight space so she thought he’d rip her apart.


  “Oh, my god, no!” was the first real protest she uttered.


  He backed off, and had her thinking he would stop. But he returned moments later with his hand swathed in cream that made the entry easier. She swooned to feel the savage heat plummeting through her. His hand in her ass moved from gentle to vigorous to ruthless in force. Despite the fear that raced though her body, alongside the generous thrill, she didn’t balk.


  At last, he moved in close behind her, removed his hand thrust his cock inside her ass.


  “Ohmygod!” she cried out, not too loudly.


  He moved deeply inside her rear hole, penetrating her as never before; she didn’t want him to stop. She cried and purred and uttered all kinds of nonsense, which only inspired him more.


  The violation was exquisite, and painful, and the most overpowering thing she’d ever endured. At the very end, his arms were around her waist holding her as he fucked her. She was tempted to go limp when he finally let loose with a terrific orgasm, but he held her tightly against him until his pulsing cock softened and dropped away. After he’d caught his breath, he toyed with her pussy, bringing her to a powerful climax.


  They rested together in the pull out bed until it was time to dress and disembark the train an hour later. He wouldn’t untie hands her until the hour was over, ensuring the captive nature of her mind. Small kisses on her ear in the relentless silence were the antidote to a feeling of loneliness that welled within her. She was wondering where the next day would take them, and more importantly, where this relationship was leading them both.


  They slept side by side that night in the hotel bed, both exhausted. They didn’t make love, they didn’t need to.


  ***


  “How are you doing today?” Reggie asked her on the train in the morning. They’d had breakfast in their room, had showered and dressed with casual pleasantries of a couple who had been together a long time. This question referred directly to the status of her bottom.


   “I’m sore,” she answered.


  “It’s my preferred method of making love,” he said. His head had been in a newspaper, hers in her book, and because there were people around them in the train car, they had to speak quietly.


  “Oh,” she replied.


  “That bothers you?” he asked.


  She thought for a moment.


  “No. I don’t think so.”


  He read for a while before he spoke again.


  “Tonight will be something to dream about for days,” he said.


  “What’s tonight?”


  “I’m taking you to a German leather bar.”


  She was instantly nauseous. Not because the idea didn’t intrigue her, but she wasn’t sure her psyche could handle another outrageous night. One rude event piled up on another bordered on too much. She communicated her displeasure in her expression.


  “Something wrong?” he asked.


  “I wanted to do something quiet,” she replied.


  He instantly cringed, and drew into himself.


  “You don’t have to flash me that look,” she said.


  “You don’t have to balk at my plans.”


  “There’s no equal in this relationship, is there?”


  “No,” he stated flatly. “Is that where the problem lies?”


  “I never said there was a problem,” she snapped. “I just need to know all your rules.”


  “That’s simple. Do what I tell you to. There isn’t much room to get confused there.”


  This time she cringed.


  “Or maybe you’re not ready for it,” he suggested.


  “I’m more ready for it than you are for real intimacy,” she said.


  “Is that statement supposed to annoy me?”


  “Absolutely! Are you annoyed?”


  “I refused to be annoyed.”


  He might say that, she thought. But he was annoyed.


  She smirked, just so he could see, but he didn’t return the expression with one of his own. Instead, he returned to the morning paper, and she didn’t hear a word from him until they arrived at their destination.


  ***


  “Ah, who is this charming beauty?” Jocelyn was greeted by Reggie’s German counterpart with a most attentive grasp of the hand and look in the eye. She refused to act like the bimbo on his arm, and she started to speak up, only to have Reggie interrupt her.


  “She’s assisting me in my meetings,” he explained.


  “Your secretary?” he asked.


  “Not exactly,” Reggie replied.


  The two men spun off speaking German which Jocelyn didn’t understand. An occasional glance at her made her think that they were talking about her, though she couldn’t be certain. When Reggie left her by herself in a room of German speaking strangers, she was becoming more irked as the long minutes ticked on.


  The affair was some kind of reception, partially given in honor of Reggie’s arrival. There were gracious German toasts, Jocelyn could tell by the way everyone responded. All she could do was smile. For a while she had the feeling that everyone was speaking German just to keep her from knowing what they were saying. She knew it was an absurd thought, since they were in the middle of Germany, what did she expect?


  “How are you doing?” Reggie asked her at one point.


  “Bored stiff.”


  “Why?” He looked surprised.


  “It should be perfectly obvious to you. I don’t speak German. I can’t see what good I’m going to be, if your negotiations are in a language I can’t understand.”


  “Don’t worry, they’ll be in English. Just look pretty for a while longer and we’ll be moving on.”


  “Look pretty? Is that my function? You’ve got to be kidding.” Jocelyn picked up her purse from the couch and walked toward the door of the reception hall.


  “Where are you going?” he asked.


  “Shopping. I’ll see you at the conference room, let’s see—” She glanced at her watch. “How about an hour?” She stormed out, and with another businessman at his shoulder, Reggie let her escape go unchallenged.


  ***


  At lunch they were shooting darts toward each other. The promised conferences Jocelyn was suppose to attend didn’t happen. She was put off again, listening to more German, with a few English translations just for her benefit. She was beginning to think that she was nothing more than an attractive accessory for Reggie, which only made her furious.


  Slipping out of the luncheon with a gracious smile, she left him assuming she’d just gone to the ladies room. She returned to their room instead, and she was just drawing her bath water, hoping a long soak would soothe her nerves, when Reggie entered.


  “Jocelyn,” he snapped.


  She went about her business in the bath, ignoring him, though when he burst through the door she wasn’t surprised.


  “This is a childish snit,” he accused.


  “No, this is womanly revolt,” she retorted.


  “You’re expected in a meeting in a half hour, get dressed.”


  “So, I can listen to these pompous asses bark at each other in German?”


  “This is all English. You remember this is a working trip.”


  “It hadn’t seemed that way to me,” she said dryly. “So far my function has been strictly sexual and decorative. I could be home tending to my own million dollar company, being a hell of a lot more useful then I am here.”


  “Am I paying for this trip?”


  “Oh, does that mean I’ve been bought for the trip like a whore? Is that what you think of me? Maybe I was naive to believe you had enough in you to call you human.”


  The indictment stung, and his expression was deadly. She almost thought he’d slap her, but he didn’t. Maybe she deserved it, but she was pissed as hell for good reason.


  “I’m sorry,” she acquiesced, though there was little giving in her body language.


  “You know, for a nearly naked woman you’re treading on dangerous territory. What I’d like to do…”


  He didn’t say it, but she knew.


  “I bet you would,” she couldn’t help herself from snapping.


  “Get dressed, now.”


  It was another of those commands she should have challenged, but maybe it was wiser to say nothing.


  He turned away from her and slammed the bathroom door behind him.


  Letting out the bath water, Jocelyn found her clothes in the closet and dressed, while she heard Reggie pacing in the other room. It took just five minutes to be ready, which should have pleased him, though he wasn’t showing pleasure in anything. There would be silence all the way back to the conference room, any attempt to repair the damage would fail. This would take cooling down time, and a lot of diplomacy on her part. She wasn’t sure she wanted to bother.


  The meeting was conducted in English start to finish. Reggie consulted with her a half dozen times, Jocelyn appalled by the high level of negotiations that were being discussed, the amount of money involved, and the intricacy of the bargaining. She was thankful that her comments were useful to him. He did trust her insight in this matter, even when her clear thinking comments were contrary to his line of thinking. She did have a knowledge of his company that he respected, and he was right to bring her along.


  
“You were spectacular, Jocelyn,” he whispered as they left the conference room side by side. He had a smile on his face, their earlier sparring apparently forgotten. She was happy about that. Maybe they could forget that unfortunate moment in the bedroom, but she had a feeling that that wasn’t possible.


  “Thank you,” she said.


  There was another reception after the meeting, though this one was more enjoyable, with at least half of the participants speaking a language she knew. However, as soon as she and Reggie were in the more relaxed environment, Jocelyn detected a subtle disquiet in her blue-eyed associate. Though he said nothing, she had a gut feeling that the earlier row had not been forgotten after all.


  Dressing for dinner in their room an hour later, she chattered like some perky kid. It must have been the pent-up feelings that needed some expression. Even if she wasn’t saying anything particularly important, she needed just to talk. She also hoped her cheery comments might ease them into the rest of their evening.


  “Would you shut up,” Reggie finally barked, as he was adjusting his tie in the mirror, listening to her go on about something that was of no concern to him.


  “What’s got you pissed?” she asked. “I thought you were in a good mood?”


  “I was.”


  “But I’m annoying you. Isn’t that too bad,” she quipped.


  “You want to start again?”


  “That wasn’t my plan.”


  “But that’s where you’re headed.”


  “So, what the hell have you got to be pissed with me about, didn’t I salvaged your business this afternoon?”


  “I wouldn’t put it that way,” he said. “You may have been brilliant this afternoon, but it’s more personal matters that I’m going to blister your ass for.”


  “Blister my ass?” She looked astounded.


  The belt was already in his hand, not initially intended to be laid against her butt; but he took an instant liking to the idea. He had the perfect opportunity right in front of him, with Jocelyn half naked in garter belt and bra and nothing else, looking as ready as he’d ever find her.


  “You don’t mean it, not now! We’re going to be late for dinner.”


  “I don’t really care.”


  He was sitting on the bed, she was over his lap, and the belt was coming down on her bottom before she could breathe again. The snap of the leather created a quick sharp sting, reminding her that her ass was still sore from the night before.


  “Ouch, stop it now!” she cried.


  He’d hardly hit her, but for some reason this hurt her more than she could believe, than all the other punishments; this one stung like a thousand sharp arrows arriving on her ass, their biting impact more than she could take from the start.


  “Reggie stop!” she ordered him, as if he’d bother to listen to her. “Why are you doing this!”


  Oddly, he did stop, if only for an instant.


  “Some paddlings, my darling Jocelyn, I do for sex, others strictly for punishment. I’ll let you guess what this one is.”


  He snapped the leather belt against her burning ass a few more times before he spoke again.


  “You were way out of line this afternoon and you know it.”


  The leather was producing lines of red across the already flaming red bottom.


  “I apologized,” she tried defending herself, between her anguished protests. “Ouch that hurts!”


  “It’s a good thing you proved your worth in the conference room today, otherwise, I’d likely send you packing.”


  “You would not! Ouch, stop it!”


  “Oh, I would,” he told her. The leather met her ass until the jiggling, quivering flesh was hot as firecrackers on the 4th, until Jocelyn’s wails were one endless stream of unrelenting protests, and until Reggie was nearly worn out himself holding her flailing body in place.


  He pushed her to her feet when it was over, holding her hand tightly in his so she wouldn’t be tempted to run away.


  “Get this straight, Jocelyn Killian, you’re right about one thing. I do feel. Very deeply. What I feel for you goes beyond anything I’ve felt for any woman ever, but if you think brutalizing me with your harangues will get me to share myself with you, you’re sadly mistaken. You walk me into this affair of ours with your smile and your charm, but not your tirades. It’s beneath you to be a shrewish bitch.”


  She gazed at him stunned.


  “God, I feel like shit!”


  “Good, you deserve every minute of self torture.”


  She wondered how serious he was. At least he was calmer than he’d been. Certainly his words were fuel for thought, though it didn’t seem like the right time to talk about it.


  “I’m sorry. I was being irrational, and that’s not like me. I suppose I did it to get you to react.”


  She could tell he accepted her apology by the way his expression changed.


  “But then, it is hard to be rational when I’m in love,” she added. Being in love was the best description of what she was feeling, even if it felt strange telling him so.


  There was a tiny waver in his cool demeanor hearing her confession of love.


  “You’d better not say things like that without having all the facts in hand,” he said.


  “I think I do,” she replied.


  He knew better.




  


  Chapter Six


  Reggie pulled from his suitcase a dark green leather dress intended to match her eyes, and contrast with her rich auburn hair. It conformed to the shape of her alluring body, with the form-fitting garment clinging to her as tightly as the corset, pushing her breasts into a full cleavage, and covering just enough of her thighs so not to be indecent.


  “But when I walk the tops of the stockings…” she exclaimed as she paced their hotel room from end to end.


  “Where you’re going it’s fashionable.”


  “Didn’t know you appreciated raunchy sluts so much.”


  “Now you do,” he said.


  He was pleased, very pleased. She’d be appreciated in the company they’d keep that night. The German nightclub was a wild place where Reggie gathered with his old friends for their unique brand of entertainment. It had been too long, he thought, since he’d been to the underground habitat of leather freaks and fetish fiends and all around kinky sorts. It fit his mood, and he wondered if it would fit Jocelyn’s.


  “Another piece of your world, I assume,” she said, staring at herself in the mirror.


  “Another piece,” he nodded.


  “Different from dinner, I suppose?”


  “Very,” he replied.


  Dinner had been with business associates, her attire, sexy but nothing like this. She would have been happy to stay in their room for the remainder of the evening, but Reggie was ready for something else.


  He reached out and ran his fingers through her glimmering hair, seeing the red highlighted by the glow from a lamp. Impulsively he kissed her lips. He was rarely this affectionate, but she made him so.


  While this spontaneous affection was a little uncomfortable for him, putting on one of his many alter ego personas was not. It would be a pleasurable experience. For himself that night, he chose a black silk shirt and black pants, but no leather. He preferred buying it for the women in his decadent life, to wearing it himself.


  With Jocelyn on his arm, they found a taxi in the street outside the hotel, and made the trip to the nightclub in silence. Jocelyn was looking as nervous as he’d ever seen her. Such composure most of the time, he found her nervousness charming, just like every damn thing the woman did was charming.


  On the street again, Reggie held her arm as they descended a dirty brick staircase to the basement level club. He could hear the sounds of soft jazz beyond the door as he knocked – the doorman recognized him readily. Stepping inside, Reggie was delighted to see that the crowded place was exactly as he remembered it.


  “Guten Tag,” Marc greeted him with a hearty hug. “How enchanting,” he then turned to Jocelyn, speaking in perfect English and bowing as he took her hand. The gesture was out of place in these crude surroundings, but not out of place for Marc.


  “Your table, there on the far side,” he said, pointing toward one near the stage where the jazz band played something mellow.


  Reggie watched Jocelyn’s eyes peer about the room, seeing the several dozen oddly attired people with a degree of fascination. Her nervousness had fled, and there was even a fleeting smile on her face. The costumes were as raunchy as he remembered them from well over a year ago. Lots of leather, and a few bare female breasts, and skirts so short that plump asses hung out beckoning pinches and slaps.


  “Ah, Reggie,” the bleached blonde Candy moved on him the moment she saw him.


  “What are you up to, slut?” he asked. The two kissed and broke apart just as quickly. She had thick red lips, a frenzied mop of short cropped hair, and three sets of round hoop earrings dangling from her ears. Her breasts were practically naked in something gauzy and glittering, though her ass end was well covered in snug leather pants.


  “I’m looking for someone to have my ass,” she said.


  “There’s no one here?” Reggie responded in disbelief.


  “Oh, but no one like you, darling,” she purred.


  “I’m here just showing Jocelyn around,” he said, as a way of introducing the woman on his arm.


  “Oh, you’re taken,” the blonde said, sadly disappointed.


  Reggie smiled. “Be a love and get us drinks, two Schnapps.”


  “Sure,” she said, and she swaggered away, giving her affections as easily to the next man that passed by.


  “Reg, where’ve you been!” Another welcome greeting, this time from Hans, a man in full leather regalia, pants, vest and arm band. A studded collar at his throat. He was Reggie’s height, and of similar build, but dark where Reggie was blond and fair. “Look at her,” Hans said, turning to Jocelyn. His hand went to her face and stroked it gently as if she was a pet. “And she’s available?” he asked.


  Reggie looked at Jocelyn, her infinitely cool expression a little surprised by Hans’ meaning.


  “She’s not ready,” Reggie replied.


  “Ah, too bad. Does she take it up the ass?”


  “Very well,” Reggie replied smugly, as if he was the only one that was going to know that.


  Hans placed his hand on Jocelyn’s rear, and gave it a few teasing pats. “You’ll have to go behind the wall later, I’ve got something perfectly heinous planned.”


  “We wouldn’t miss it,” Reggie said, as he moved off, leading Jocelyn to the empty table without another interruption.


  “What did he mean, am I available?” Jocelyn asked when she could finally comment on their welcoming. “And I’m not ready?”


  “Shared submissives are common in this place,” he said, looking at her face to see what kind of expression appeared there.


  “You’d share me with another man? Give me away to be screwed by someone else?”


  “I’ve done it dozens of times,” he said.


  “But with me?”


  “Why would you be any different?” he asked, becoming colder than he’d been in some hours. She was different, he knew that, but he wasn’t planning to tell her.


  “But I’m not ready?” she wondered at that comment.


  “No. You can count yourself lucky for tonight.”


  The blonde was at their table serving their drinks, and with the jazz band playing they listened.


  “What makes me ready?” Jocelyn asked, still curious about the odd conversation with Hans.


  “You are when I decide you are, if you’ll ever be ready,” he added. “You reminded me a few days ago that you hadn’t balked, don’t count on that continuing.”


  She seemed to take the comment at face value, and he watched her body begin to move with the music. She seemed caught up in the sounds, and for several minutes he saw her mood change with the changing rhythms. Suddenly turning back to him, Jocelyn grabbed his hand.


  “Let’s dance,” she said. Already on her feet before he could launch a protest, she had him standing, and since they were practically in the middle of the dance floor anyway, they were moving body to body seconds later.


  She was like a cat, eyes of savage hue in the smoky gray light of the room. Her sensual gyrations provoked an instantaneous response in his crotch. Damn! The woman would have him creaming his pants like a schoolboy if he didn’t watch out.


  “You move really well,” she whispered, all her seductive allure was on the outside beckoning him to come inside her mystic aura.


  “Been a long time,” he admitted, kissing her offered lips.


  “I bet,” she said, pulling away.


  “You’re smashed, aren’t you?” Reggie said, seeing Jocelyn become more bold.


  “No. Just happy,” she retorted. “This place isn’t that bad at all.”


  “You haven’t seen everything yet.” He smiled. Happy was rarely a word he used for himself, in fact he didn’t think much about his state of being. He just went on the same way day after day. But there were things about Jocelyn that lightened his mood, when he let them. Seeing her provocative body in dark green leather, deliberately seducing him with every lusty move, was one.


  “Things are getting hot behind the wall, Reg.” Hans was whispering the message in his ear, just when he was in the middle of being mesmerized by the dancing woman in front of him.


  Reggie nodded and grabbed Jocelyn’s hand, pulling her to the back of the nightclub to the brick wall, and the small door that took them into the ‘bowels,’ as the place was affectionately called.


  There was already action going on in the dimly lit room, a tiny crying German wench was draped over a padded bar, with a dominant applying a strap to her naked ass. Jocelyn cringed the instant she saw the scene, the girl’s wildly red behind, and her thighs as crimson as her butt.


  A thick wooden dildo had been shoved in her pussy, and she was mercilessly fucked with it until she let out a different kind of wail, in tribute to her cunt grinding against the leather bar as she came. Lifted from the apparatus, the girl was happily limp, falling into another woman’s arms. The other woman stroked her kindly. “You learn a good lesson, Else,” she admonished her.


  As the two passed by Reggie, the older and dominant woman smiled at him. “You bring your wench to get strapped, Reg?”


  “To watch,” he said.


  “Train her, she could use it,” the woman remarked, as she gave Jocelyn a quick but thorough inspection. “Remember what I taught you.” She led her just punished submissive away, as Reggie and Jocelyn moved further into the room.


  There was a stage at one end with chairs in front in a semi-circle. Other punishment paraphernalia, like the bar the young woman had been bound to, was scattered haphazardly about. However, the scene about to play for them would be on stage, Hans’ Theatre of the Dark, as he called it.


  The room quickly filled with people from the outer nightclub, watchers of an absurd play. When the curtain rose on the small elevated platform, there were two players, two women, sitting in chairs. Each wore a leather skirt, and leather halters that left little to the imagination. Their large breasts seemed to be bursting from the tiny garments. Their arms were tied behind their chairs so that the prominent bobbing tits stuck out lewdly from the women’s torsos. One was blonde, the other brunette, other than that, they were quite similar with tousled curls atop their heads, mountains of flashy eye makeup, and brash red lipstick. There were black boots on their feet to match their skirts.


  As the light dropped on the audience, the spotlight blazed on the bound women. Hans wandered toward the stage from the audience with a riding crop dangling from one hand. He took his place on the platform before the two women, acting as if he was inspecting them. Swiftly, going behind the brunette’s chair, he tugged at the ropes, which appeared to release the woman enough for her to rise from her chair. Hans jerked her to her feet with her hands remaining bound. Led to a crude sawhorse on the other side of the stage, she was thrust over the top, and to everyone’s surprise the leather skirt was one-sided. Her bare ass hung out, her pussy showed, and it was obvious to all that there was a substantial dildo in her rear.


  Once Hans had secured the woman to the sawhorse, he moved on the blonde. In like fashion, she was untied, pulled to her feet and thrust over the wooden bar. Like the brunette there was no backside to her skirt, and a hefty dildo violated her ass end.


  Two taut rears, side by side. One more generous than the other, but there was plenty of flesh to redden on both.


  “Ladies, and gentlemen,” Hans said turning around. “My submissives, my brats, my lusty wenches for your consideration. They’re to be chastised tonight for foul crimes, both recently guilty of disobeying me, and having the audacity to challenge me to this affair tonight. You see how meek they are now; like little lambs, they’ll play for your sympathy. But know, they’re saucy wenches in need of discipline. I should like to lay this riding crop on their asses later. But only after they’ve been strapped or paddled. I’ll leave that up to you.” He smiled playfully, though there was something foul in his eyes. “Who’ll be the first? Pick your implement and give them each a good ten.”


  There was a flurry of conversation in the room, and then one fierce looking man stood up, and sauntered toward the stage. Brusquely picking up a wooden paddle, without a word, even a single comment, without an instant’s hesitation, he laid the paddle on the brunette first, with ten fast paced smacks. Moving on to the blonde, he repeated the process. Handing the paddle to Hans, he returned to his seat.


  The two women on the platform had shrieked at the severity of the quick sustained blows; though they calmed quickly when it was over. What was not so quick to calm was the red on their ass ends, for the most part appearing in one specific section of their bottoms. This dominant didn’t care about making the whole flesh burn as much as he wanted the punishment to be painful.


  Before the next dominant approached the platform, Reggie looked at Jocelyn’s mesmerized face. Taking her hand in his, he squeezed it so she would acknowledge him. Her look was inquisitive and cautious. She didn’t know what to think. He dropped her hand, so she could resume her observations, though she leaned over to Reggie and whispered, “You’d do that to me?”


  “I already have, haven’t I?” he said. He thought of the train when she was tied being similar enough. These two would be ass-fucked before the night was out.


  She didn’t reply, but turned her attention back to the stage.


  A second dominant was already aiming a broad strap at the two behinds. His plan was different than the other man’s. He alternated between the rosy rears, letting leather fly and land with sharp cracks against their jiggling flesh. The cries were woeful, though there was plenty of time for each woman to recoup before the next cut hit.


  The scene went on with the bratty wenches feeling the force of six dominants, two woman and four men wielding their fastest, best and most fierce blows across the offered asses. When the preliminaries were complete, their buttocks and thighs were blazing red, top to bottom, ghastly raw in some places. It was hard to believe that Hans would allow more, but there was. His riding crop was the last insult to play across the punished flesh. The women screamed, though by then, there was a quality to their agony that was not so dire as erotic. They moved within their bonds in such a way that had the audience squirming.


  Jocelyn was squirming in her chair, blushing as if it had been her. Her entire being was flushed and wanting, Reggie finding it difficult himself to stay to the end for wanting her.


  After a dozen swishes of the crop on each rear end, Hans and another lucky dom moved to the two women and planted cocks at their pleasure. When the dildos dropped it was clear where they’d thrust their pricks, though it was not easy to see from the angle of the audience. As the fucking commences, the crowd began to disperse – many were too hot to wait, and took their partners to private rooms within the club. Others remained in the theatre and let the crowd watch.


  Having had enough himself, and knowing that Jocelyn had had enough as well, Reggie grabbed her hand and led her from the steamy room out a back door and down a corridor that led to the back exit. They were in a brick alcove where the basement stairs led to an alley, not the street. Stopping there, Reggie bared her behind and felt for her crotch, finding her sopping wet. He would have preferred to have taken her ass, but he knew she was sore from the day before. Her pussy would do for his swelling prick. Leaning her back against the brick wall, he picked her up by the ass so she was at the appropriate height for fucking, and then withdrawing his erection, he thrust inside her, listening to her sweet gasp of pleasure as he nestled inside her steamy hole. Jocelyn wrapped her arms around him so he could feel her hot body against his. She fell into him completely, no protests, no woeful sounds issuing from her lips. So compliant and open and willing, he thought he was melting into nirvana.


  She breathed hard for a few minutes, an orgasm mounting; and with a sumptuous sigh she squeezed against his cock. Her body tightened and then released. Reggie climaxed in the midst of a pounding fuck, and kissed her as he came, their mouths meeting without design or plan. It seemed the way it should be, this unexpected intimacy not waiting for them to think about it to make it happen. It was a natural product of a bond that was rapidly taking control in the tentative relationship.


  ***


  Waking the next morning, Jocelyn found Reggie sleeping peacefully in the bed beside her. She remembered collapsing from exhaustion, not as much a need to sleep, as a need to repair her psyche with the thoughtlessness and emptiness of sleep. Emotions on overload, there was so little to say and so little energy to speak. She and Reggie had said almost nothing after they left the alley behind the nightclub.


  In the light of morning, throwing on a pair of sweats, she munched an apple while she wrote him a brief note. Grabbing a hastily packed bag, she left.


  It was odd being in a foreign country when she wanted comfort. There were no well remembered streets, no landscapes that she’d gazed on so often that she knew every inch of them by memory, their familiarity a solace. Each new thing that caught her eye threatened to take her mind from her mood and her quandary. But at least she was away from the boiling pot and the small place of madness that had grown inside her unannounced. Some decisions you make foolishly, she decided, without thinking them through. Hadn’t he warned her? Hadn’t that dear man warned her?


  To call him dear seemed a misnomer, but that was how she thought of Reggie. He was so peacefully sleeping. Her sleep had been fitful.


  She drank coffee and ate a pastry at mid-morning in a street side cafe. The sun was just beginning to warm the old city, the picture-book loveliness of the cobblestone streets and slightly sagging ancient buildings around her made her smile. An old man bicycled by and tipped his hat, his craggy face opening into a broad grin as he passed. Children in the tiny park across the street shouted while they played some game. It made it difficult to brood.


  She roamed the streets for several hours, and was enormously hungry by four that afternoon. She stopped long enough to buy a feast in the market; and taking that and a half dozen bags in her hand, she found a small hotel overlooking the river to her liking. She checked into a single room, planning to extend the tranquility a few more hours.


  ***


  The meeting had already begun by the time Jocelyn arrived the next morning. She could have kicked herself for being late. But would ten minutes matter? She straightened her blue skirt at the front of the door, pulled down on the white tunic blouse, and gave her hair one last flounce. She hated dressing in a hurry, but this day it was unavoidable. It was regretful that Reggie wasn’t in the room when she returned to the hotel.


  “Miss Killian, it’s nice of you to join us,” Reggie said, looking very much relieved when he saw her attempt to slip into the conference room unnoticed. Making a display of her tardiness however, the room of fifteen businessmen turned to stare.


  “I apologize, please don’t let me disturb you,” she said smiling.


  “We hadn’t really begun,” Reggie acknowledged. “Gentlemen, I’d like a moment to confer with my assistant before we begin.”


  Reggie quickly exited with Jocelyn on his arm.


  “Where the hell have you been?” He turned to her with a scowling face when they were at a safe distance from the conference room.


  “I left a note,” she reminded him.


  “Twenty-four hours!”


  “You’re angry, aren’t you?”


  “No, I’m not angry. Furious, enraged, violently mad…” he considered them all aloud. “They don’t begin to touch the feeling I have for you right now.”


  “I worried you?”


  “Twenty-four hours?” He was moving easily between hot-fired rage, and cold-fired fury.


  “When I need to think, I disappear,” she explained. “I guess I never told you.”


  “You don’t have to now. Your demonstration makes it perfectly clear. You realize that I’ve called hotel security and the police to find you.”


  “No, Reg,” she looked chagrined that he would take such measures so readily. “The police are looking for me?”


  “They wouldn’t be doing anything about your missing until this morning.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Sorry doesn’t cover it.”


  “The door of the conference room cracked an inch or two, and a young lieutenant belonging to some businessman peeked out the door.


  “Hadn’t we better get back to the meeting?” she asked.


  “I’ll be getting back to the meeting, you go to our room and stay there till I’m done.”


  “But you need me in there.”


  “I sure as hell don’t need you at my side when I’m so fucking furious with you I could whip your behind bloody! Now get to the room and don’t go anywhere, nowhere. I don’t know when I’ll be back.”


  ***


  It was the penance she was paying for being thoughtless, being banned from the business meeting, imprisoned in the hotel room by Reggie’s decree, and made to wait for hours to find out the fate of this latest scene in the bizarre drama of their relationship.


  When Reggie finally came through the door, it was nearly five o’clock, and Jocelyn was munching a cracker she’d ordered from room service. She popped up expectantly, trying to get a glimpse of his mood.


  All the hot fires had ceased to burn, or at least they were well away from the surface. He was as cool and calm as the typical Reggie. He was functional and businesslike walking into the room, depositing his briefcases on the table where they belonged. Going into the dressing room, he removed his tie. After that, he took off his suit coat and hung it in the closet. He hadn’t said a word.


  Returning to the room, he stood for a second looking the place over as if he’d never seen it before. Scrutinizing the bed, the sitting area, and even her. The purpose of his cursory glance was unknown. She assumed he was merely thinking.


  “I’m sorry,” she offered the apology.


  “Damn right you’ll be sorry.”


  “I had to have some time away, we’ve been so close.”


  “I thought you wanted close,” he replied.


  She took a deep breath.


  “I do.”


  He allowed himself to look perplexed so she’d explain.


  “Occasionally, when things get too hot for me to handle in a relationship, I disappear for a while. It’s just time off. I thought you might be able to use it, too.”


  “To worry?”


  “I did leave the note.” It seemed as if she was repeating a conversation they’d had just hours before. At least this time he wasn’t so irrationally furious.


  “That was good for about two hours. Vague as it was, I expected you back mid-morning. I’d have given you time away, Jocelyn. Hell, I need it too. But I don’t need it worrying like crazy every moment, wondering if you’re safe in a city you know nothing about. Dammit!” he blared. Cold was turning hot again. Though his eyes remained steely, she felt the flood of hot emotion rising in him.


  “Perhaps you need to punish me?” she offered in a halting admission, the guilt that was claiming her was beginning to demand some kind of retribution. Anything to alleviate the uproar.


  “You’re damn right. I’ve just spent the last couple of hours trying to decide just how.”


  “You’ve spent hours?” she wondered aloud. “The meetings were over two hours ago?”


  “Yes. I needed the break from you,” he said accusingly.


  “I suppose you did.”


  She sat in a chair by the window, he stood several feet away in the open room, his eyes glaring. She was screaming to herself, “do something, do something, do something!”


  “Let’s just make this simple,” he finally said.


  Not knowing what that meant, Jocelyn watched as Reggie undid cuff-links on his starched white shirt, and carefully rolled up the sleeves. It was serious business he was about to begin, and it terrified her wondering how he’d punish her this time. So clever, so devious, so harsh. The forms this chastisement could take might be the most alarming of anything she endured at his hand.


  “I suppose you were testing me,” Reggie said, as he approached her.


  “Testing?”


  “Wondering if I would be angry with you for disappearing.”


  “I don’t think so,” she answered, not having thought of that at all.


  “C’mon Jocelyn, you think I’m testing you, why wouldn’t you do the same with me?”


  “But…”


  “I read women well.”


  “Okay, maybe I was testing,” she conceded. “But I never thought about it consciously.”


  “Well you can think about it while I’m spanking you.”


  He sat down in the chair opposite her, and reached out for her arm and pulled her over his lap. Lifting the waistband of her sweat pants, he pulled them down to reveal her naked rear, not a stitch, her flesh all pink and waiting, any marks he’d made there before had already vanished. That was good, he thought. A nice clean slate. Pulling the pants off completely, he threw them off out of his way, and surrounding her waist with his arm, he aimed for her jiggling buttocks.


  Her cheeks clenched and relaxed and then clenched while she waited in breathless silence for him to begin. Thankfully, she didn’t have to wait long. He began with his hand, laying sharp stinging old fashioned smacks on the surface of her skin.


  She was surprised how much it hurt.


  Old fashioned it was for an inventive disciplinarian, simple and sweet, it had its own message. Over the knee, the palm of his hand, spanked like she was a little child who’d run away from home.


  “Oh Reg, my god, this hurts!” she cried, after a good dozen smacks were making her bottom very warm.


  His hand came down over and over so he could see the imprint of his fingers right over top of the rising red blush. He focused the treatment on the center of her bottom cheeks, going back to that fleshy spot again and again, until it was hot, and she was trying to squirm away from the next smack. Giving her a reprieve from that tender place, he peppered her all over, catching her ass on the sides and dropping to the tops of her thighs, where she squealed even more. And still, he returned to the center of her ass cheeks where it burned the worst.


  “Ouch, oh no, ouch please, ouch ouch!” She wiggled and cried and felt the sting as the most appalling thing she’d ever felt, though it was not the most painful. The leather could be painful. Wood seemed more painful still. This was something that demanded more from her than she expected.


   The warmth of his body, the fresh emotions, the way he held her, the attitude of anger, hurt, worry and care mixing into a concoction of rare quality. The intimacy was alarming her. She’d need another twenty four hours alone to figure this out. She certainly wouldn’t over his lap with him smacking her bottom.


  She started to cry, though the spanking didn’t cease. If anything Reggie was more determined with his task. Her bottom crimson, he’d take it beyond any previous punishment. If he had to keep it up an hour he would, until all the tension between them was exhausted, and the blank slate was really a blank slate again.


  “Pleeeese, Reg,” she wailed between her nonsensical cries, “C’mon, please!”


  “You’re a woeful penitent,” he remarked, even as his hand continued coming down.


  At least he was beginning to slow what had been an awesome pace.


  “Oh, I am, please.”


  Finally, giving her one last quick flurry of smacks, the spanking was over, and he pushed her off his lap, where she collapsed to the floor.


  “Get up!” he ordered immediately.


  He was obviously still angry, but the fire in his eyes had dimmed, and there was a calmer man appearing.


  “I really worried you, didn’t I?” Jocelyn said, as she rose, and looked at him with tear stained eyes.


  “Sit down.”


  “You wouldn’t want to…” her eyes glimmered as seductively as her body was moving. She was thinking sex, the sexual heat inside her was on a rampage.


  “No, I don’t want to make love now. I’m not done with you.”


  “You mean you’re going to punish me more?” she jumped on the idea.


  “That depends.”


  “On what?” She looked terribly forlorn.


  “On what you say to me in the next sixty seconds. And if you don’t sit down right now, I’ll take you over my knee and wallop you again.”


  She sat down across from him, feeling righteously humbled when her sore bottom reminded her how hard he’d laid in to her.


  “Now, suppose you tell me why you had to disappear. If you have doubts about our relationship. You’d better spell them out now.”


  She hesitated only for a second, he would never tolerate her stalling.


  “Doubts? It wasn’t like that,” she began. “But my head was so cluttered with stuff, I needed time to sort it out.”


  “Why didn’t you say something?”


  “I had nothing to tell you.”


  “You could have told me that your head was ‘cluttered with stuff,’ and you needed time to sort it out. I understand that kind of move.”


  She looked up through a lock of hair that fallen over her eyes. “I didn’t think our relationship was that open,” she said.


  “Well then, maybe it should be, if we have this kind of messy result to look forward to.”


  “And what would you have said, if I had talked to you?”


  “I’d have told you to take all the time you needed. Remember, I haven’t been the one encouraging this relationship.”


  “And that’s what worries me,” she replied.


  “Oh? What else worries you?”


  “That you’ll try to take me places I can’t go.”


  “The other night?” he speculated. “What disturbed you about that?”


  “That you’d put me on stage the way those women were.”


  “I’ve done that with my submissives,” he conceded.


  “I know. And you talked like I was a submissive in training.”


  “I’m not sure of that,” he said.


  “That’s what I mean, Reg. I worry that I’m not going to live up to your expectations, and at the same time, I’m not sure if I want to anyway. Your world fascinates me, but I don’t know if I have a place there. What I really want is you.”


  He listened carefully. He’d never had a conversation like this one, never been close enough to any woman to speak this way. “You know what worries me, Jocelyn? I wonder if suddenly you’ll take off on me, leaving me with all these emotions I’ve resurrected for you hanging out all over the place.”


  “Then this is difficult for both of us,” she acknowledged.


  He eyed her for some time before he spoke again.


  “So, what conclusions did your hours of contemplation bring you to?” he asked.


  She hedged, realizing that being open with Reggie wasn’t easy, and the longer she was with him, the more she opened herself to be hurt.


  “I do want a relationship with you,” she confirmed. “I don’t know what else to say right now. The other night alarmed me, but it didn’t scare me away.”


  “Then perhaps we should spend more time communicating our feelings, rather than guarding them.”


  “Strange to hear you say that,” she said.


  “I don’t think so. I’m a practical man, communicating seems the most practical solution. But you start this running away crap again, and I’ll be tanning your ass more than you can bear.”


  “I’m glad I shake you up,” she said.


  “You do that,” he agreed. “You may think I’m a cold and emotionally distant, but sometimes, Jocelyn Killian, you’re as enigmatic as a spring wind.”


  “Doesn’t that make me more endearing?”


  “Infuriating perhaps, endearing, I’m not sure. I do know that you are, without a doubt, the most brilliantly creative business women I know, and side by side with that is the most perplexing streak of mischievous brat I’ve run into in a long time. And yesterday, you managed to add reckless into your pot of screwball tricks.”


  “I think I’m self sufficient, and I forget there are people that care about me. It’s happened before.”


  “Well, it’s not going to happen with me again, you hear. I’ll go for the cane next time, and it will not be love taps. There will be welts on that butt of yours. I swear.”


  “Welts?”


  “Yes, welts. Speaking of which, come here and turn around I want to see your ass.”


  She obeyed readily, presenting her bottom to him, for him to stroke and caress. There was no trace of the spanking by that time, except the elevated warmth of her bottom cheeks and sensations that were continuing to flame her sexual heat. Moving from her ass cheeks to her anal cleft, his hand pressed tightly to the moist sexual places.


  He stood to have a better angle. And when he slipped his fingers into her juicing cunt, she fell back on him letting the waves of pleasure move through her. Her female nectar moistened her back door, so two fingers could easily slip beyond the sphincter.


  “Oh gawd!” she gasped.


  “I want you here, go climb on the bed.”


  Jocelyn wanted him anyway he’d take her. Though the thought of him inside her rear again made her shiver thinking how wild those sensations were. She climbed on the bed, positioning herself on hands and knees then waited for him to return.


  Reggie was as gentle with her as he’d been the time before. He greased her then worked his fingers inside. Only then did he back off and press the head of his cock inside her rear door. By then the entry was easy, and the fuck that followed a savage violation.


  “Oh, my god! Damn it fuck me!” she roared, hardly aware of what she was saying.


  He answered with his swift sure prodding prick going deep into the dark channel.


  Sharp bursts of energy ripped through her. She was cumming in seconds, and crying and whimpering, and moving back against him with an obscene eagerness. His prick was nearly as fast responding, and within a few seconds, the two were collapsed together on the bed in a sweaty heap, completely worn out.


  “Maybe I should run out on you more often, for this kind of result.”


  “You’re forgetting your ass?”


  “No, I’m not forgetting my ass. I rather liked that,” she said. “You held me on your lap and spanked me, that was awfully intimate for a cold, cruel dominant. And it was very sexy.”


  “Trust me, you give me cause to do it again for something that stupid, and it will not be sexy.”


  “We’ll see,” she replied saucily.


  “You’re going to behave, my darling,” he advised her.


  “Oh, you never know,” she mused aloud. “You said yourself, I’m a mischievous brat.”


  “And I’ve already warned you, recklessness in women is not a favorite trait.”


  She tried a smile for good measure, thinking his mood should be softening. “Recklessness is what happens when I’m in love,” she said. It was the second time she’d mentioned love to him, she wondered if his response would change.


  He turned over on his side, and made her do the same, so that they were face to face and he could look her in the eye.


  “Loving you is not going to be easy for me, Jocelyn,” he said. “I’m not ready to say those words.” He wasn’t cold at all, but he was serious and completely honest.


  “Then I won’t ask you to, not yet,” she said simply. That was okay for Jocelyn. It wouldn’t be okay forever, but his simple honesty was enough for now.




  


  Chapter Seven


  Reggie came to her door at seven.


  “My goodness this feels like a real date,” she exclaimed. She was wiping dusting powder off her black dress.


  “We can pretend it’s not,” he said.


  “Oh, heavens no!” She wrapped her arms around him and gave him a wet kiss. “You don’t suppose we could spend a few moments…maybe…the bed’s warm.” Her expectant face was almost too much for him to resist. Her smile and her green eyes were what had gotten him into the relationship in the first place.


  “My, you are horny,” he said.


  “So?”


  “Finish getting dressed,” he said, as he walked her into the living room.


  She sighed, retreating to her bedroom.


  Reggie sat down on her couch and began thumbing through a magazine.


  “So who are these people I’m meeting tonight?” she called to him from the bedroom.


  “Will and Alexandra.”


  “You’ve known them long?”


  “Will forever, Alexandra…” he stopped suddenly and didn’t finish his answer.


  Jocelyn came to the door and looked at him.


  “Alexandra what?” she wondered. She wanted to see his face when he replied, though he wasn’t likely to give anything away. “A lover maybe?”


  “No. A submissive. She’s always been Will’s.”


  “But you had some kind of relationship?” Her curiosity was piqued.


  “I trained her,” he said.


  “Trained?” Her eyes widened in wonder.


  “I’m a sexual dominant, Jocelyn. I think that was one of the first things I ever told you about myself.”


  She remembered.


  “So what did you do?” she asked. She was intensely curious about what he meant by sexual dominant, submissive, trained…the words were intriguing. She knew a lot about the sexual part, she knew what she’d seen in the German nightclub, but there were still pieces of the puzzle missing and until now she’d been too afraid to ask.


  “Why don’t you ask Alex?” he said.


  “I don’t even know her,” Jocelyn replied.


  “You will tonight. You ready to go?”


  “Just about,” she said. She went back into the bedroom to finish her hair and contemplate the mystery of her lover’s other life.


  ***


  Alexandra rushed in the door, seeing Will busy in the kitchen.


  “What the hell are doing, you’re late, you look like shit, and we have company coming in a half hour.”


  “Oh my god, Will, I forgot.”


  “You forgot Reggie? That’s bull shit. We talked about it this morning.”


  “Well, I forgot anyway,” she snapped.


  “What is going on with you?” he asked, moving away from a cutting board where he was chopping vegetables.


  “I’ve got a splitting headache, and I’m not really interested in this dinner party you’ve arranged.”


  “You know, you’ve been snapping at me for two days. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think that Reggie’s showing up has got you spooked.”


  “It does not.”


  “Stands to reason, doesn’t it?” he went on. “First time you’ve seen him since the wedding. In fact, we’ve hardly seen him since we got back together. You and me entertaining him in our new apartment. And a girlfriend no less. Could it be you’re jealous?”


  “If I were jealous of every woman that Reggie was with, I’d have turned green a long time ago. Besides, I don’t know how you can say that when I very deliberately chose you – and it wasn’t even a tough decision.”


  “Come on, Alex. You’ve always fancied that you had a place in his heart.”


  “What heart?” she replied sarcastically.


  “I think that bothers you.”


  “What?”


  “That Reggie just might have a heart after all. And you weren’t the one that found it.”


  “You’ve got to be kidding.”


  “I think I’m right.”


  “Well, you’re wrong, Will Kozak, you’re dead wrong. Reggie was a phase and that was all. It’s over. I can’t understand why you’d think that I still have something for him.”


  “You’re still not completely comfortable being a submissive, Alex, and Reggie always pushes that button.”


  “Oh, you think you so?”


  He smiled.


  “Don’t you smirk at me like that,” she snapped, her voice rising in volume, pitch and intensity.


  “Alex! Cool it! You’re sounding like a fuckin’ shrew.”


  “I’ll be a shrew if I want to!” she blared angrily. “And as far as I’m concerned, I may not come out of my room all night.”


  For all his patience, Will was pissed.


  “That’s enough. You march yourself into the bedroom, and be ready and out here in five minutes or…”


  “Or what?” she snarled. She turned on her heel and walked off.


  Will never liked her turning her back on him, especially during an argument. And this one he considered one of the most stupid they’d ever had. It was obvious what the problem was. She was sometimes too damned stubborn to admit it.


  “Get your ass back here!” he ordered.


  “NO!” the angry response came from the bedroom.


  “You’ve got ten seconds, brat.”


  This time she didn’t respond. But the door slammed, and that was all that Will was going to take. Damn it! The brat could be as mature and level headed as anyone he knew, but when it came to sexual matters it was like playing Russian roulette. This time he’d had enough.


  Grabbing a wooden spoon from the kitchen counter he stormed through the bedroom door, finding Alex fuming on the other side. He was sure that she was just waiting for him to arrive. Taking her arm, he rudely pushed her ‘bottoms up’ over the end of the overstuffed bedroom chair, and began spanking the living daylights out of her behind. After a dozen good hearty swats, he stopped.


  “Unbuckle your jeans,” he ordered.


  “Will, please, I’m sorry.”


  “Good. You’ll be even more sorry when I’m finished. Unbuckle your jeans.”


  Reluctantly rising from her spot, she looked back at him with a half angry, half sorry pout.


  “Do it!” He glared at her for good measure.


  She saw little choice, there was no way out of this mess, without enduring it. Undoing her belt, the button, and the zipper, she let her jeans drop to her feet.


  “The underwear,” he added.


  She drew her fingers under the waistband and pushed her underwear down her hips. It got stuck halfway down her legs at her knees, but that was enough.


  Will pushed her over the chair again and began to paddle her naked rear cheeks with a savage intent. They were already blushing pink when he began again, but that was hardly the color they would remain; they were well on their way to a wild shade of crimson. And if he wasn’t satisfied, and she wasn’t bawling like a baby, he might go all the way to purple.


  It didn’t take long to reach the crimson stage with the furious smacks of the wooden spoon peppering her bottom. The sting was fierce, the heat unbearable, and Alex was crying like a child in no time.


  “Oh, I’m really sorry, I really am,” she wailed when she had the chance.


  The spirited dance of the wooden spoon continued for several more sharp smacks, and finally Will stopped.


  “If we didn’t have company coming in a few minutes, I’d keep going.”


  “Oh please!” she pleaded softly, using the very sweetest voice she had.


  He gave her two hot whacks just for good measure and then pulled her to her feet.


  “Now my fine bitchy brat, you get dressed, put a smile on your face, and act a gracious hostess to both of them. And if there’s one miffed remark, one nasty retort, I’ll cane your ass when they leave, better yet, I might just do it while they’re still here. I’m sure Reggie won’t mind at all.” She looked her most penitent. He was just one wrong word away from starting all over, so his expression suggested. But she wouldn’t let that happen, and have him punishing her through their guests’ arrival.


  “I am sorry, hon, you’re probably right about Reg.”


  “I know I’m right, but we’ll talk about it later.”


  He turned to go back the kitchen. “And wear a skirt, something hot and sexy,” he yelled to her as he left.


  ***


  Reggie pushed the doorbell at Will’s door; seconds later his friend answered.


  “Hi, good to see you,” Reggie said, as he and Jocelyn were ushered into the apartment. This is Jocelyn Killian, Will Kozak,” he went on to introduce the two.


  Jocelyn smiled at the man. Such a contrast he was from Reggie. Relaxed and warm, with gentle eyes and a handsome face that seemed genuinely pleased with her on first impression. Will was altogether more down to earth that her own lover, a lot like men she’d been with and fought with in the past. This man could be an easy friend, though not a lover.


  “Where’s Alex?” Reggie wondered.


  “Recuperating.”


  “From what? She been sick?”


  “No, smarting.”


  “Ah, I see,” he replied.


  Will ushered them into the living room where they sat down on the soft leather sofa.


  “You have a lovely apartment,” Jocelyn said, as she looked around. “Reggie says it’s new?”


  “Just moved in two weeks ago. We have some more decorating to do; it’s a bit difficult putting two distinct and different styles together. Alex and I struggled with that for years, so this time we decided to start over with a completely new place and see if we could make it work without a lot of past shit getting in the way…that is ‘past shit’ both physically and metaphorically,” he added with a grin.


  Reggie seemed to appreciate the comment, though Jocelyn wasn’t sure what he meant.


  “I’ll go see if I can get my bride.” Will excused himself and disappeared into the bedroom.


  “What did he mean by that last comment,” Jocelyn asked Reggie.


  “Will and Alex broke up for a while a year ago, and they just got married a couple of months back. I suppose they’re trying for a fresh start.”


  “I see,” Jocelyn replied.


  Reggie didn’t comment more.


  When Will appeared again, Alex was at his side. Her smile was soft, though her blue eyes were not sharp and clear as Reggie was used to seeing. She looked like she’d been crying. Her blonde hair was held back in a clip, her makeup fresh, and the short blue dress she wore showed off her lovely long legs.


  “So you’re recuperating I hear,” Reggie said, rising from his seat for a quick embrace and kiss on the cheek.


  “You checking up on me?”


  The remark was just a little too sharp to suit Will and he glared at her.


  “Oops, I’m suppose to behave myself,”


  “Since you haven’t been?” Reggie asked.


  “Oh, I have been. I’m being the model wife, believe me. Will’s going to think I’m boring before long I’m so damn good.”


  “Sure,” Will said sarcastically.


  “Let me see your ass,” Reggie said.


  “Oh Reggie, no, please!” Alex quickly retorted, though she tried to keep the comment playful.


  “Show him, Alex,” Will interrupted.


  She blushed easily, her neck and face turning a little more pink.


  Reggie sat back down next to Jocelyn, while Alex turned around and pulled up her skirt. She was naked underneath, except for garter belt and hose. Without her panties, it wasn’t difficult to see where she’d been spanked. There was just a faint pink remaining, less vivid than her blushing face; but there were a few spots where the skin had been especially roughed up. The evidence might last a while.


  “Pretty as ever,” Reggie remarked.


  “I’m sure you’d think so,” Alex replied. She stood up quickly, and then plopped herself on the couch opposite her former dominant.


  “She’s on her best behavior tonight,” Will informed him. “On threat of getting caned if she doesn’t behave. Keep an eye on her while I’m in the kitchen, will you?”


  “Despite your current woes, Alex, you two do look happy,” Reggie remarked.


  “Thank you for saying so,” Alex said, as if she was genuinely surprised that Reggie would even mention their domestic bliss. Meanwhile she eyed the auburn hair woman at Reggie’s side, not his usual sophisticated date – that is when he actually dated. She was far more basic in her appearance. She was beautiful as Alex would expect, the gorgeous hair, the green eyes…Alex could be instantly envious, but she wasn’t, seeing the kind of pair the two made.


  “Have you and Reggie been together long?” she asked the lovely redhead.


  “It’s hard to describe when we got together,” Jocelyn began. As soon as the conversation switched to the topic of his own relationship, Reggie got up.


  “Excuse me. You two get to know each other, you might see a lot more of each other in the future.” He strolled into the kitchen.


  “I’m sorry about that…that bottom thing. But then, if you’ve been with Reggie any time at all, you know his inclinations.”


  “All too well,” Jocelyn said. “There’re times my bottom burns brightly too.”


  “Really? Though I’m hardly surprised.”


  “And you’re married now?” Jocelyn said.


  “Four months ago. Reggie didn’t mention that to you?”


  “No. But we really haven’t had time to talk of friends. It’s just one of those things that hasn’t come up.”


  Alex nodded.


  They liked each other, but weren’t ready to say so. There was a lot of mystery behind both women that the other didn’t know. If there was the possibility for friendship, it seemed remote until they’d covered questions they had of each other, and their relationship with Reggie.


  Moments later their conversation was interrupted by Will announcing that dinner was ready. Jocelyn’s puzzlement about the attractive blonde was a subject that would be left to percolate in her psyche, resurrected at another time, if there was to be another time.


  The conversation at dinner was light-hearted and jovial, the four managing to speak of things in common. Though toward the end of the meal, Reggie and Will were talking of the past, their shared past, sharing stories about their sexual adventures. It was a puzzle to both Jocelyn and Alex whether this was intentional or just an accident. But when they began talking about the clubs they’d frequented before either woman was in their life, and the antics they engaged in, there was a chilling silence from the two women.


  “You know, Will, this train of thought is hardly appropriate with Jocelyn and me here,” Alex finally said.


  Jocelyn could see the woman was frustrated. Just as frustrated as when she had dozens of Germans around her and she didn’t understand their language. At the moment though, Jocelyn was simply bewildered by the whole evening and not planning to say much of anything.


  Will cast his wife a piercing glance. All the warmth that Jocelyn had experienced from him was instantly vanished, and for that moment, he was a replica of Reggie, in a different body and clothes.


  “No, I’m serious, you two,” Alex argued. There was little malice in her voice, but she was still annoying Will.


  “If you two want to go have your own conversation between yourselves, please do, we’re not stopping you,” Will said.


  “I was trying to make a point,” Alex came back, more adamantly this time. She was rising from the table, taking her plate to the kitchen when Will reached for her arm and the plate clattered to the floor.


  “You forgot what I told you?” he asked her.


  “Forgot what?” she asked.


  “Maybe Reggie and Jocelyn would like to see the cane on your ass.”


  “I wasn’t trying to be rude or flip,” she answered exasperated, though her tone was conciliatory.


  “Go get the cane,” he said.


  “But…”


  “Doesn’t matter, I’ve decided anyway. You’ve annoyed me, brat. I’ve ignored far too long… but not today.”


  “But with company, please,” she whined.


  “Good god, Reggie’s probably taken care of your butt more than I have, and Jocelyn gets her ass end paddled. I don’t think there’s any reason to hold back on that account.”


  “Oh but…” She tried to wrench away from his firm grip.


  “Go get the cane, Alexandra,” Reggie’s voice shot out with its familiar air of authority.


  For an instant the rebelling blonde was in the middle of a nasty quandary…


  …One Jocelyn could relate to. The redhead shivered herself, knowing that Alex was not going to win any battle here. She dreaded the outcome she was sure to witness.


  “I don’t really want to see this,” Jocelyn whispered squeamishly to Reggie.


  “You can damn well stay here and see it, unless, of course, you want to be the center of attention?”


  Jocelyn was instantly silenced. She thought of the horrible punishment scene she’d witness in Germany. But that had been theatre, an offbeat S&M club. Here in someone’s house, it was like walking into their bedroom, or worse.


  When Alex returned with the cane, Jocelyn relived the moment of her own caning, as she watched the sassy blonde ordered to bend over. Right there at the dinner table, Will rose, approached his wife’s rear and began to lay nine sharp cuts across the Alex’s white behind. Why nine, that number was a secret between husband and wife that neither guest was privy to.


  Jocelyn was horrified by the way the red lines appeared on the surface of Alex’s fair skin. They stood out as brash statements of her surrender. It was an unwilling surrender, Jocelyn could see the defiance in her, desiring insurrection; but it wouldn’t happen this day. She thought the once sweet Will as ruthless her own Reggie. Maybe it was easier that Reggie didn’t cloak his dominance with all that warmth. It might be easier to know where she stood. Then again, Reggie could be as impulsive as this man was. Perhaps that was a trait of dominant men, they didn’t deny their whims, their darkest impulses turned into fact with a turn of a phrase, a glance of the eye, or a sudden command.


  Each line on Alex’s bottom drew a passionate wail from the woman. The tears she’d shed before they arrived were obviously flowing again.


  Such humiliation!


  Jocelyn wanted leave, but she didn’t dare. She was ready to leap to her feet, but Reggie would only have brought her back with a firm hand. She had the distinct impression that he’d live up to his word and cane her here, too, if she tried to bolt. They were a cozy group with similar bizarre inclinations, and if Reggie wanted to take her a step further in her initiation into his world, this would certainly be a perfect place. It even crossed her mind that she had been set up to see this performance, though she could hardly believe that Alex would consent to this treatment just for her benefit.


  The seventh cut made Jocelyn jerk away as if was happening to her. It was so fierce that it practically knocked Alex from her feet. The blonde started to bolt, but Reggie, not Will, lurched forward and grabbed her by the arm. There was an instant when their eyes met, Reggie capturing the not so submissive woman in a deadly stare. What Jocelyn witnessed was the hold her lover had over the woman – one that perhaps even Will didn’t have.


  “You’re fighting it again, Alexandra. Don’t,” he said in his steeliest voice, as his eyes made a cold journey into her mind.


  The comment was all she required for Alex let go her fight and resumed her position. The last cuts paled in comparison to the earlier ones. The confrontation was obviously over.


  ***


  Jocelyn and Reggie drove away from the Kozak’s apartment in silence.


  “You’re quiet,” Reggie finally broke the silence, noting his normally loquacious Jocelyn was in a sullen pensive mood.


  “Lots to think about,” she said.


  “My friends disturb you?”


  “I don’t know about the caning,” she said.


  “It didn’t arouse you?”


  “I suppose it did in a weird sort of way. I don’t think it should have.”


  “What is, is,” he said.


  “Did it arouse you?” she asked.


  “No,” he replied.


  “That surprises me,” she said.


  “Alexandra fights herself so much, she was staging a rebellion, but that gets a little dreary sometimes.”


  “It does?” Jocelyn pondered aloud, not expecting him to say that. “Was she the other woman that tried to get inside your heart?”


  The comment stopped Reggie cold. Only after a few chilly moments did he reply. “She was.”


  “And she didn’t go far enough, I wonder why?”


  “I wouldn’t let her.”


  “Why was that?”


  “Because I knew she’d be happier with Will. I think the two of us are too much alike.”


  “What do you mean by that?” Jocelyn was completely confused.


  “We’re perfectionists. We both need a milder kind of energy to counteract our intensity.”


  “That’s interesting.”


  “Why?”


  “It’s almost an admission of imperfection,” she said, laughing.


  “Haven’t I done that before?”


  “Never in business, and rarely when it’s personal,” she replied.


  “Well see? I’m changing. That should make you happy.”


  “That depends on what changes,” she said. “Most of you, I wouldn’t change for anything in the world.”


  “That’s good, because I think most of me is perfect to a fault.”


  Jocelyn laughed again, the melody of her mellow voice touched him in places that had been too long denied the opportunity to feel.




  Chapter Eight


  Jocelyn walked into Reggie’s office and directly past his desk. All protocol aside, she moved around his chair, and standing behind him, she leaned in and began rubbing his shoulders.


  He sat up straight. “To what do I owe this forwardness?”


  “My extreme affection for you,” she replied.


  “And business manners are out the window?”


  “Business manners?” she questioned him. “Humph. Let’s see, you strip me down to nothing in the office and screw me. That’s not a breach in office decorum?”


  “You were wearing a corset,” he reminded her, she’d put him in a good mood the minute he saw her.


  Jocelyn ran her hands down his chest. “Well Reg, this is a special occasion that warrants this 
attention. I don’t want you to forget me.”


  “Why would I forget you when I have your beautiful face and exasperating mind roaming about my office every day?”


  “That’s the point, darling,” she said. “All this togetherness is coming to an end.”


  “Oh, the contract’s up?”


  “The boss isn’t paying anymore,” she reminded him.


  “I was advised by my ‘business consultant’ that I didn’t need you anymore,” he said, with a pleasant smirk swiveling about in his chair.


  “Your consultant is a wise woman, a little daft when it comes to personal matters, but she’s a whiz in business,” she smirked back.


  “I thought you still had a couple weeks of work left?”


  “Rick and Warren can take care of it. But the big bucks powerhouse has to move on. I’m flying to London on Monday for three weeks.”


  His face was expressionless. Where it had bordered on jovial, there was now nothing there. Jocelyn drew her hand through his hair pushing it off his face. “You’re working too hard, why don’t you come with me?”


  “That’s as much a laugh as your going with me to Germany.”


  “But I did go.”


  “So you did.”


  “Besides, how will I know how to behave if I don’t have you around?” she asked.


  “I’m sure you’ll figure it out.” There was a chill in his voice she didn’t like. Ever since she announced her leaving, the all too familiar wall that hid Reggie’s softer nature was resurrecting itself piece by piece.


  “My, I expected something more than this,” she replied. “I can’t tell what you’re feeling.”


  “Maybe because I’m not feeling anything in particular.”


  “You’re not going to miss me?” She scrutinized his expression, looking for some small clue pointing to his thoughts. He hadn’t answered her. “Are you upset about something?”


  “Not in the slightest. The company is running smoother than ever, thanks to you.”


  “I was hoping we could get to something more personal.”


  “Yes, I’ll probably miss you, at least by the third day. But you’ll be back, won’t you?”


  “I’ll be coming home. But to you? That would depend on the welcome I get,” she said, feeling very much annoyed. “You know, it seems for once you could drop this cool reserve and be a little more emotional.”


  “That wouldn’t be like me, Jocelyn,” he said.


  “No, I suppose not.”


  She frowned and turned to walk out of the office.


  “You want to go out Saturday night?” he asked before she could get to the door.”


  She looked back.


  “No. I like to get lots of sleep before a trip like this, and I have to get up at the crack of dawn Monday morning.” Her chill was as obvious as his.


  It was two days later, Saturday in the early evening. The sky was in that odd stage between daylight and night, where there is no specific color, but a blend of many that made the interior of Jocelyn’s apartment glow almost iridescent. She’d been working on some paperwork for her trip, her dining room table amass with papers.


  The knock on the door was brisk and efficient.


  Who would be landing at her home now? she wondered. She had plans to burrow into her cave for the night and let the sumptuous cocoon comfort her.


  Answering the knock, her heart jumped, then raced, then began to turn angry when she saw Reggie at the door.


  “Was I too brusque with you the other day?”


  “When?”


  “In the office.”


  “You’re always brusque.”


  “If you don’t want to invite me in, I’ll leave.”


  “No, no, please come in. I’m just lazily getting ready for this trip.” She walked into her living room, Reggie following. Reaching the far wall she gazed outside to the approaching evening, feeling ever so lonely. “So is this suppose to be a apology?” she asked. She was having a horrible time being haughty with him, but he deserved it.


  “It could be, an acknowledgment at least.”


  “Oh?” she waited for more.


  “You’re leaving for three weeks is irritating. Not having control of you is just as irritating.”


  Jocelyn looked at him seeing all the multitude of things that she’d seen in the man for weeks carrying her away again. She was like a child with a school girl crush, resurrecting her emotions for him over and over again with just the smallest encouragement. This was big time encouragement, Reggie coming to her.


  He walked toward her, to run his hand along her face, and trace a line along her jaw with a single finger. A distinctive feeling ignited between her thighs that she felt all the way to her crotch.


  The first kiss was gentle. In fact, all of Reggie’s kisses were gentle, simple, coming out of the cool of his demeanor, not the heat that laid on flashing stokes to flame her sex with fire. He was a very patient lover when he chose to be. It was a moment to try her patience when she was ready to have him fling her to the bed or floor or anywhere and screw her.


  This time, it was all silent, wordless. Even the pleasured gasps of mounting arousal were muted. Everything was measured in simple touches.


  He left her standing while his hands explored her. She touched him lightly, but didn’t explore in return, being content to receive. When his hand lifted the bottom of her T-shirt to find her breasts, it was two tender fingers that found her nipple and gently pinched it. He was standing so close to her, she could feel his hard-on jerk inside his pants, as his fingers teased the tiny bud a little harder each time he squeezed. She was tempted to move against him, but she remained immobile.


  There was no wild raging river of sensation crashing through her as there had been so many times before. Infinitesimal things moved her, like his breath with the faint aroma of coffee lingering, and the distinct scent of his cologne, which she’d come to associate with sexual passion. The hand not on her breast, went to her bottom and brought her groin into his, so she could feel more intimately than ever the brewing heat inside his pants. Locked so closely together, there was still some distance between them. In the physical sense it was small, but emotionally there was still an immense wide canyon. The sheer cliffs of that canyon were too dangerous for them to explore. Though moments like this one shortened that distance and made the danger much less ominous.


  One hand slipped inside her pants to find nothing but skin against it. Smooth Jocelyn skin. As his hand grazed her bottom, Reggie remembered the wild array of hues he’d seen on that flesh, how he’d tasted her sweat and the perfume of her musky female spaces. He remembered how he’d watched her move in orgasmic delight.


  As he continued the slow erotic tease, Jocelyn realized that this was one place, for all their arguments and struggles for control, where she was content to let him have control, and take her to the realms where he reigned, where his cunning was as impeccable as his visage, and his insight into her body was more exact than even she could imagine.


  The kisses on her mouth became more insistent, his tongue began to explore her, his hands moved more vigorously, too. She couldn’t help herself. She began groping him at will, and soon the two were moving inch by inch toward the bedroom, ready to tumble into the messy sheets of her unmade bed. She always made it every morning but this one. Now, it looked like she’d just fucked someone there, but he didn’t seem to notice.


  He moved her about the bed, his arms leading her as if they were dancing. One article of clothing after another was cast away, landing on the floor until they were both naked. His pants, her T-shirt, his shirt, her pants, the slips of underwear, until there was nothing at all to separate them but their own reluctance.


  Jocelyn would have been happy to have been pressed crotch to crotch, breast to chest, with mouths kissing madly. But he upended her so her cunt was in his face, and his erection was at her mouth. The mutual oral manipulation wedded her to him in a baser way. The intimacy was more demanding in this carnal pose. She explored his body, as he explored hers in every heated place, with tongue and hands and probing fingers. In the wet heat of evening, they felt like one body.


  She wanted him inside her, his wide prick capturing her, demanding, determined, prodding hard, seeking a completion for them both.


  Explosions ripped through their bodies. And the silence they’d observed all through the act ended with animal cries, one deep, and one of a higher pitch. The finale was being arm in arm, silent once more, allowing themselves to return to a reality hardly as easy as the sphere of pleasure from which they’d just emerged.


  It might have been an hour later. They might have dozed during that time. Now Reggie was bending over the lounging Jocelyn, completely dressed.


  “I won’t interrupt your need for peace any more. I just wanted to say goodbye properly.” He left her the way they’d begun, with the tiniest of kisses, that could have led her away again into the world of their sexual fortune.


  She gazed up at his vanishing form in silence.


  “Dammit!” she moaned, throwing a pillow toward her bedroom door when he was gone. She could have run after him, asked him to spend the night, but he was too swift for her. Her consciousness was still scattered about the room, thinking of sex and bliss and sex and bliss. She let him walk out without answering for himself or committing to anything or discussing what was foremost on her mind – their future.


  ***


  All Jocelyn could think about on the way to London was the trip to Germany, and the trip home from Germany, and the dinner with Will and Alex, and the Saturday night before she left…and every other moment she’d spent with the man she loved.


  Did it matter that he hadn’t said I love you? Did it matter that this relationship was an emotional rollercoaster ride? Did it matter that she was often out of control and vulnerable to the whims of a man that remained a mystery to her? She liked adventure, and mystery, and high drama. But what would it be like with him if it was forever? Could they live with that kind of intensity? And why was she even considering forever, he’d made no suggestions that he thought of anything beyond the present moment.


  And of course, there was that dreadful word, submissive.


  Reggie was likely right from the start. She was no sexual submissive. She loved to submit sexually, but there was a big difference. An attitude mostly. She’d seen it in Alexandra Kozak. There was a quality in the woman that required relinquishing everything, which seemed so right for her, even if she still fought it. Submissive was a state of being Jocelyn wasn’t sure she understood. To her, submitting to Reggie meant wild sexual theatre and kinky fun, and the hottest sex she’d ever had. But he’d have a hell of a time if he thought he’d ever ‘train’ her.


  And if he was right, if he knew she wasn’t submissive, why the hell was he going into their relationship with such passion?


  The plane landed on foreign soil where she’d make her home for three weeks. She hoped before the trip was over that she’d have a few things figured out.




  


  Chapter Nine


  “Miss Crandall, is it?” Reggie said, eyeing a young blonde woman seated in front of him. She couldn’t have been more than twenty two, fresh out of college, looking to nab the secretarial assistant opening. How like Alexandra, and a dozen other young things that had paraded through his life. Delicate, creative, industrious, and no doubt submissive. There was that same old thrill charging through his body eyeing such a creature.


  “Yes, sir,” Shelby Crandall replied.


  She was sitting on the edge of her chair, trying to hide her nervousness, but her hands were already sweating. She’d already been approved by Dwight and this was her final interview. It would be the most difficult for her; but for Reggie it was just a formality.


  “I’m not an easy man to work for, Miss Crandall. I’m told I’m rude and cold. In fact, I’ve been recently warned by a high priced efficiency consultant to lighten my autocratic tendencies in running this company. I’m afraid, I only make cursory efforts in that regard, much to my consultant’s disapproval. You’ll have to be willing to put up with my temperament.”


  “Funny you should say that. I rather thrive in that kind of temperament,” Shelby Crandall replied, cocking her head sweetly.


  “Really?” He’d have to tell Jocelyn that there were people that responded favorably to ‘rude and autocratic bosses,’” he smiled to himself.


  “And sir, I would consider working for this company a major step forward in my business career. You’re company is so well respected.”


  “It’s a plum of a job,” he agreed. “And it’ll be difficult to get up to speed, but I’ll demand that. I don’t have ‘training’ periods. You’ll be expected to perform from day one.”


  “I’ll give it my very best, sir,” she replied.


  “Well, I think that’s all I need,” Reggie said. “You can go now.” He started to attend to some papers on his desk while the young woman rose from her chair and moved toward the door.


  “Mr. Harold,” she turned back, interrupting her dismissal. “I…uh…”


  “You have something to say?” He looked so annoyed with her, she wondered if she should speak. “If there’s something else, Miss Crandall, please speak.”


  “Yes sir, I…uh, well I’ve been…it’s been mentioned to me that your autocratic methods extend to certain disciplinary practices with some female employees?” She looked at him for confirmation. Her knees were trembling more than ever.


  “You heard that, where?” Reggie asked.


  “Her name was Margo…” she answered.


  “I remember her,” Reggie replied. Another blonde – though they weren’t all blondes. Margo was a tiny little thing who liked to be tied up and spanked. The tying up was very important. He remembered mostly the time he’d caned her. She was practically orgasmic before it was over. “Margo suggested what?” Reggie asked the trembling young woman.


  Shelby Crandall wasn’t sure it wouldn’t be better just to flee, but she’d already gone this far, how could she retreat?


  “I have certain submissive tendencies that require certain treatment,” she explained.


  “What kind of treatment is that?” he asked.


  “Sir. This is hard to say.” She was starting to falter.


  “Let’s have it all since you’ve chosen to begin this line of conversation.”


  “I have a need for good discipline, for my bottom to be spanked or paddled or…” She hesitated to go on.


  “I’ve given up those practices,” Reggie informed her. “These are more dangerous times to be taking liberties with females in a company like this.”


  “Even willing females?” she asked.


  “I’ll keep the thought in mind,” he said, briskly trying to return to his work.


  “I am quite serious, sir,” she made her final comment.


  “Unless you want me to flog you right now, I’d suggest that you better get that pretty ass out of this office.”


  “Yes sir,” she replied. She considered the conversation a positive sign, even if Mr. Harold was noncommittal.


  ***


  Three days later, the nervous Shelby Crandall was in his office again. This time she was standing in front of him with the remains of a report in her hand. Reggie had gone over it with a cursory eye, marking it with the bold stripes of a red pen. He handed the document back to her.


  “I’m sorry, sir,” she said, meekly. This her first task for him, and she’d failed miserably. She was too scared to ask questions of him, and that was her undoing. Her guessing was all wrong.


  “It’s poor first try,” he said. “Have the corrected file on my desk by five.”


  “Yes, sir, I will.” She left hastily.


  It was seven o’clock before the file finally appeared in front of Reggie. Though the report was perfect this time, he was annoyed by the delay.


  “Miss Crandall, I hope your future work will be accomplished a little more efficiently,” he said.


  “I’m sure it will be. I was just…”


  “Excuses aren’t necessary. Top quality work is. You may go.”


  Reggie could almost see the thrill of delight run though the young woman as he made his stern rebuke. He smiled to himself, thinking how easy it was with the right woman. Jocelyn, good god! She was a bother, but the damnedest bother he’d ever known. She’d never in a million years be like Shelby, or Alexandra or Margo, or any of the others. Finding even the thought of her refreshing, he took a few minutes to think about her, wondering what time it was in London.


  Shelby Crandall was in his office several days later, along with Dwight and her immediate supervisor. It was a grim conference. Two days late on important company deadlines was something Reggie did not abide.


  “There have been some good reports coming in on your new assistant,” Reggie observed, trying to soften the message that would follow. Jocelyn would be proud of his effort. “But,” he continued, “we seem to have a problem with Shelby’s accuracy. Let’s handle it.”


  It was just that simple, the meeting was over.


  “Miss Crandall,” Reggie called to the woman, as she was on her way out. She was the last to leave. “One more thing.”


  “Yes, sir?”


  “Close the door,” he directed.


  Shelby closed the door and moved back toward Reggie’s desk.


  “If you are deliberately trying to rouse my passions for discipline again, I think you should be careful. I have given it up. The last secretary I had didn’t believe me, and I fired her when her work started to suffer. She challenged me and lost the game. Do you understand?”


  “Yes sir,” she replied.


  There was a sad look on the girl’s face, almost despondent. At least it furnished Reggie with the answer he was looking for. The mistakes in her work were so contrived, it was obvious what she was looking for.


  “I hate being manipulated.”


  “Honestly sir…” she started to defend  herself.


  “That will be enough,” he interrupted whatever whining explanation she had and waved her off.


  Several days of perfect work from his new assistant pointed to the young woman’s ready reform. He actually enjoyed Shelby’s youthful body gracing the executive offices of the company. Since Jocelyn had left, there hadn’t been anyone quite as charming or arousing. She certainly couldn’t hold a candle to his lover, but she was a pleasant diversion, including her well rounded bottom, that no doubt would take a good deal of deserved punishment.


  After the first unfortunate forays, Shelby Crandall seemed to be working out well. However, an early morning executive staff meeting gone awry changed all that.


  Intended to start at eight o’clock sharp, the young assistant was nowhere to be found. The rest of the staff waited for a half hour, but when she didn’t arrive, they went on without her. Unfortunately, since half the meeting concerned Miss Crandall’s reports, there was little point to the gathering. Ten minutes of quick discussion and Reggie dismissed the rest of his staff.


  At nine o’clock, Shelby Crandall finally dashed from the elevator and moved rapidly toward her office. She was flustered and about ready to spit out her bevy of explanations when she saw Mr. Harold in a discussion with his secretary.


  Shelby waited impatiently, but instead of acknowledging her, Reggie picked up his brief case. “I don’t have time now,” he said, as he brushed past the young woman on his way to the elevator. “We’ll be talking about this when I return,” he said grimly. He disappeared from sight before she could speak again.


  When Reggie returned to the building, he immediately called the new assistant into his office.


  “Miss Crandall, you have an explanation for this morning? And please, I want the short version.”


  She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry sir, I overslept. I think my alarm clock broke but I’m not sure. I wasn’t aware of it until I turned on the radio.”


  “You overslept!” he looked at her in disbelief.


  “Yes sir.”


  “That is the lamest excuse I’ve ever heard.”


  “But it’s true.”


  “And no call to the office?”


  “I was in too much of a hurry, I knew how important this meeting was. But, I guess there’s really no adequate excuse.”


  “No, I think not. You’re not being at the meeting changed this entire day, you have no idea the impact.”


  “So, I suppose you’re firing me?” she asked. Certainly this had to be the last straw. The beginnings of her career were having a less than sterling impact on the company.


  “No, I’m not,” Reggie replied.


  “No?” She looked surprised.


  “Miss Crandall, it takes too damn much time to hire someone who’s supposed to be as intelligent and efficient as you. I’m a practical man, and a fair one. I simply can’t afford to fire you.”


  “Oh, sir, thank you. I promise, this will never happen again.”


  He eyed her with a fixed look that made her shiver instantly.


  “This blunder of yours however, will not be ignored. Since you made such a point of telling me of your inclinations for discipline, I’ll give you a treat. Though I doubt you’ll want a repeat performance. At least let’s hope not.”


  The young woman’s eyes were wide with wonder. Thrill and fear were dashing through her slight frame in the same instant. Her knees were suddenly weak, and for the most inexplicable reason, her bottom was already burning and her boss had not yet laid a hand on her. Shelby had spent many a night rehearsing just such a moment in her mind, allowing the idea of the handsome Mr. Harold spanking her bottom to excite her beyond belief. When he informed her that it would not happen, that only doubled her desire. She had visions of making the man so angry that he’d finally break down and do the act. Apparently she’d done just that.


  But now, as much as she’d fantasized about this happening, facing a real punishment was appalling. She’d never had a full-fledged punishment. Lots of playful spankings with one boyfriend. And while this was straight out of her fondest fantasies, the reality was far more suspenseful and scary than she ever imagined.


  She watched intently as Reggie moved to his desk and opened a bottom drawer. When he rose, she saw the leather spanker in his hand. A lightning bolt of alarm darted through her body.


  When he approached, his stance was firm, his eyes cold and his expression grim. With his jaw set tight, and his imposing stance, all that remarkable dominant male presence made her quake to her very core.


  “Are you wearing underwear?” he asked.


  “Yes sir.”


  “Remove it.”


  She blushed immediately, but knew to comply. Lifting her skirt, she managed to pull away the panties from her hips with a quick tug, removing them without revealing too much of her private parts. She wasn’t sure if modesty really mattered, considering the fact he’d be baring her behind in a few minutes anyway.


  With that task accomplished, her little white panties just a tiny spot on the floor, she looked up at him meekly.


  “Bend over the desk,” he instructed.


  It was the last she saw of his face and the spanker until the punishment was over. She closed her eyes tightly, too afraid to even look. Everything else that followed was straight from her daydreams.


  Shelby felt his hands lifting her skirt. She felt the air on her bare skin, wondering all the while what he was thinking. Did he admire the shape of her bottom? Did this arouse him the way it was arousing her, the way the men in the spanking stories she read were aroused by the sight of a naked bottom? Did he have other designs for her, the same designs she had for him? She had the most exhilarating feeling of delight rushing through her. She almost smiled, she was so happy…


  At least until the first smack hit. That first fierce blow jolted Shelby so much she was practically knocked from her feet.


  “Oh, my god!” she shrieked.


  The first smack was followed by an untold number of others, one right after the other. The burn, the sting, the heat, the pain…it was far more intense than her fantasies told.


  “Oh, I can’t stand this!” she wailed, hoping he’d hear her woe and end it. But that wasn’t the plan. Mr. Harold was clearly in charge.


  No matter how much she wiggled and wailed and jumped up and down, he kept up the spanking.


  “Settle yourself, Miss Crandall, or this might go on forever,” he warned.


  She gritted her teeth and tried to stop her dancing feet, but each new smack leveled on her bottom just made the whole horrible thing worse.


  “Please no, please stop!” she cried over and over again.


  After what seemed like a hour, though it was really only a couple minutes, Reggie slowed the pace, though he laid especially hard biting smacks on the center of her bottom, one right on top of another.


  “Oh, god, please stop!” she wailed, and she slumped down so he couldn’t level the next smack on her burning behind.


  “I’m sorry, I’m really sorry,” she cried. “But please.”


  Reggie stood back waiting.


  Shelby worried that he wanted to begin again, but when she looked up at his placid face, she sensed he was finished, too. Gingerly rising to her feet, she faced her boss with a bowed head, admonished, embarrassed and thoroughly overcome.


  “I suppose you’ll be more careful of your job performance. I hope the desire for spanking has finally been realized, and you won’t be manipulating another confrontation. You got just the basics today. Anything further would be much more harsh. I’ve used a cane liberally in the past. But then, I’d like to give up this kind of theatre, Miss Crandall. My charity will not extend to another foolhardy escapade like the one this morning. Is that clear?” he asked.


  “Absolutely, sir,” she replied.


  “You may go now,” he said.


  Shelby wasted no time getting to the door, but the minute she was there, she heard Reggie’s voice call her back.


  “Miss Crandall,” he said.


  “Sir,” she whipped around looking at his face. It hadn’t changed.


  “Your panties?’


  “Oh, yes sir,” she said, blushing. She quickly retrieved the fallen garment and made a hasty exit.


  Leaving his office, Shelby tried not to be noticed. And to her surprise, the atmosphere outside Mr. Harold’s office was perfectly normal. Not one sidelong glance, not one stare or snicker.


  “His office must be soundproof,” she thought to herself.


  As she scooted off toward the restroom to repair herself, she knew that this had been the very worst thing that had ever happened to her, and yet, there was the most awesome feeling of warmth and lust racing through her. She could have masturbated on the spot… if she’d had the time. She blushed to herself thinking how wicked it all was. Her fantasies would now be all the more inflamed by the stimulating moments with Mr. Harold and his leather spanker.




  


  Chapter Ten


  Reggie stood on the edge of the hot tub looking down at the bubbling hot water.


  “You coming in?” Will looked up at him and asked.


  “Yeah, for a while. I should be getting back.”


  “Back to what?”


  “I have some work at the office,” he explained, settling in across from his friend. He’d had a hellacious work out so he was aching all over, that good kind of ache after strenuous exercise. It had been good therapy for a day too filled with too many reminders to suit him.


  “You know, Reg, you look stressed. Something bothering you?” Will asked.


  “Not my usual relaxed and peaceful self?” he joked.


  “Hell no.” Will waited a moment before he said it. “It’s Jocelyn, isn’t it?”


  “She’s been gone two weeks.”


  “God, you’re probably horny too,” Will snickered.


  “That’s not my problem. I can have all the sex I want,” Reggie replied.


  “Can you now?” Will didn’t believe him.


  “You trying to say something?” Reggie looked at his friend suspiciously.


  “Yeah, you don’t have all the sex you want because you want it with Jocelyn,” Will went right straight to the point. 


  Reggie stared off for some minutes. The thoughts in his head were as agitated as the water around him, one bubbling cauldron. He didn’t really like the heat in either place.


  “Dammit, Will, I’m breaking every relationship rule I’ve ever had.”


  “And is that a problem?”


  “For me it is. I’m courting a woman who’s as strong and pig-headed and controlling as I am. And I’m cherishing every minute with her like I was an eighteen year old kid. I wasn’t even like this when I was eighteen. I’m used to my life one way and she’s tearing all my order apart.”


  “That sounds serious.”


  “I warned her, she couldn’t be the submissive I needed. And so she practically demands we begin a relationship. And now I’m in a relationship that I never wanted.”


  “So now you don’t know how to let her down gracefully?”


  “No, I don’t want to let her down gracefully, I don’t want to let her down at all.”


  Will shook his head. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this way.”


  “What way?”


  “You’re smitten.”


  “Smitten, good god.” The word made him shudder.


  “You’re more than smitten, you’re fucking in love with the brat.”


  “In love?”


  “Look at yourself. She’s gone, you’re miserable, how else would describe your state of mind? You’re right, you’re just like an eighteen year old school kid.” He tried to keep from laughing.


  “Will, she’s not the kind of woman that I’m accustomed to. I’ve been a sexual dominant for years and it’s satisfied me. And now, something else comes along that’s so absurd and I have my friends telling me I’m smitten.”


  “You should have heard Alex after you left the other night.”


  “What did she say?”


  “The same thing. Let me see…I quote, ‘Reggie is hopelessly in love, and the first opportunity I get I’m going to throw it in his pretty face’.”


  “I’ll paddle her ass for that one,” Reggie said dryly.


  “But, it’s true.”


  “It’s true.” He shrugged. “I tested myself today. A little spanking aficionado, little nymph of a naughty brat, just hired her. And I find out after she’s already on the payroll that she likes to be ‘disciplined.’ My God, I was going back in time, way back, farther back than Alex, farther back than…”


  “So you paddled her butt, then what happened?” Will asked.


  “I didn’t say I paddled her butt. I told her I was out of the business.”


  “But you paddled her anyway.”


  “She was a charming little thing,” Reggie admitted. “But I don’t want to do it anymore. It isn’t what I need. It’s a lot more complex than that, and a lot simpler too. I need something more substantial.”


  “And that’s Jocelyn,” Will said, as if he knew it all along.


  Reggie sighed deeply, the warm eyes of his nurturing friend had helped him pick up pieces of broken plans a number of times in his life. He’d helped Will, too, mostly with Alex. It was a good gift to give a friend as good as Will. If he was going to admit anything, it was a perfectly good time and the easiest place he’d find. “And that’s Jocelyn,” he repeated Will’s remark as if it was mantra to be repeated over and over, just to see how well he could handle the news. He’d thought around the idea for days, for weeks in fact. All his musings on the nature of himself and his bizarre relationship boiled down to this one fact.




  


  Chapter Eleven


  Jocelyn picked over the fruit in the tiny grocery store, looking for something choice. Nothing seemed to suit her, and she ended up putting a little bit of everything in the basket. Quandaries, puzzles and decisionless days were never her best. Two days back from London, however, and she’d still not reached an answer to her present haunting problem.


  “Jocelyn, is that you?” a female voice cut through her thoughts.


  She turned.


  “Alex!” The lovely blonde’s amiable face appeared just steps away from her. “What a surprise to see you here.”


  “I don’t come down to this market often, but I love the produce. The best in town don’t you think?”


  “Exactly,” Jocelyn replied. Such a change from weeks before when she first met the woman. There was none of the tension that was present in that first and very bizarre evening.


  “You know we really should get to know each other better,” Alex said. “Our dinner party, well you know how that ended up. I’m really sorry. I was a little screwed up about the whole thing. Reggie has always had a way of shaking me up so much, I manage to screw things up even more. Of course, that’s in the past.”


  “Reggie does have a distinct effect on people,” Jocelyn agreed.


  “Speaking of Reg, he dropped by the other night and said you were in London?”


  “I just got back.”


  “So you’ve called him?”


  “No, I haven’t,” she admitted. “I really needed some time to myself.”


  “I can understand that. Reggie’s pretty intense.”


  “Frankly, Alex, I’m not so sure that there’s going to be a relationship.”


  “Really?” There was a look of concern on her face.


  “Would like to go to coffee?” Jocelyn suddenly asked. It was a spur of the moment idea, but it seemed absolutely perfect for the situation.


  “Now? Sure. I have about an hour before I’ve got to get home.”


  The two women completed their purchases in the market, and walked down the street together to a small street-side cafe.


  “Let’s go inside,” Jocelyn suggested. “It’s quieter.”


  Alex followed the woman to the back of the restaurant where they found a table in one corner. They ordered lattes from a smiling faced teenage girl.


  “If you don’t mind my observation,” Alex said, as she admired Jocelyn and her beautiful mass of auburn curls, “You look unsettled. Not that I know you very well, but I picture you being very self-assured.”


  The waitress returned with their cappuccino, and the two women waited for her to leave before continuing.


  “I am unsettled,” Jocelyn taking a sip of her latte. “And I’m not used to this kind of thing paralyzing me. I hate it. I don’t do it in business and usually never in my personal life. But…”


  “But Reggie is a different sort of man,” Alex said, getting straight to the point.


  Jocelyn didn’t have to answer, the two women were on a common wave length. “You know him well, don’t you?”


  “I know of him. But know him? I don’t know if anyone could. Maybe you.”


  “You’re giving me too much credit.” Jocelyn smiled.


  They drank their coffee in the comfortable quiet, the kind of quiet where women get to know each other, sense their feelings for someone they hardly know and make conclusions on a potential friendship.


  “Do you mind my asking you some personal questions?” Jocelyn finally ventured.


  “About my relationship with Reggie?”


  “I realize it’s a little forward, but then Reggie told me to.”


  “What do you want to know?”


  “I know a lot about his dominant sexual inclinations. I know some of what he’s done in the past, but it’s all a little vague. Reggie says he trained you? I asked him what that meant, he told me to ask you.”


  “Now isn’t that a typical Reggie response.” Alex laughed.


  “Is this too personal?”


  “Not really, I don’t think you’ll go blabbing this everywhere.”


  “Oh, no, please, I just want to understand him.”


  “I can’t tell you what ‘training’ means for every submissive. In fact, I don’t really think he ‘trained’ me in the official sense, if there is an official sense. He did help Will and me through a very tough time. For many years, I was haunted by sexual fantasies, wild, crude, nasty fantasies. I didn’t know what to do with them. When Will came along, I thought I’d found my knight in shining armor, he was so perfect. For a while the fantasies died away and good sex with him was all I needed. But then, like some caged beast, the fantasies came roaring back and threatened to ruin our relationship. That was when Will suggested that I see Reg.”


  “You lived with him, I gather?”


  “For several months. Not too many people have friends like Reggie. I guess we can be glad that Will had one. I don’t know much about his relationships with other women, though Will told me that he took certain women and helped them live out their darkest desires. That’s what he would do for me.”


  Jocelyn watched Alex’s eyes, how they glazed over with an obscure appearance, as she slipped away from the restaurant and Jocelyn and back into memory.


  “I was young and naive and very scared. But my desire was unstoppable. Reggie spun a web of control around me that took me into this very odd sexual world. You notice his eyes and his chiseled face, the cold reserve, that incredible aloof persona. I thought I’d fallen into heaven. A wild carnal heaven. I’d do anything he said, just to have him talk to me, and command me, demand things of me that I’d never done, indecent and absurd things. It really didn’t matter. I did it all as his submissive.”


  Jocelyn followed her new friend into her peculiar place, trying to look with her eyes into what Alex had experienced.


  “He set up situations for me, and required that I submit to his sexual demands. He dressed me in exotic clothes, and gave me to other men who used me. They tied me up and spanked my bottom until it was raw, and then took me in the ass. As much as I often resisted the extremes he demanded, my months with him were deeply satisfying. There were softer scenes too. Group sex with women and men, when I discovered my bisexuality. I learned that the bounds of my real sexual appetites were very wide, and that at the very core of my sexuality, I’m basically submissive.”


  “This was what you’d fantasized about, these scenes Reggie created?”


  “Many times. But don’t get me wrong. Our relationship was hardly blissful. I was angry that he wasn’t going to be my lover. He demanded all these things and at best, he stood back and watched. Sometimes he completely ignored me once he set his plans in motion. It was a savage thorn in my side that he didn’t want to have me for himself, and it became my goal to become his lover.”


  “You were never lovers?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Only at the very end. The first time Reggie took me into his world was about four years ago. I wanted him so much that I forgot about Will altogether, and he knew that. Just before it was time for me to leave him, he gave me my great desire. He set up a scene that ended with just the two of us. That night, we tried to make a connection, and everything should have been perfect. I’m still not sure what happened. But after all he put me through, and considering his very intimate knowledge of me, the lovemaking was so impersonal. I was betrayed by his coldness, his inability to give back to me what I really wanted. There was so much inside me that I wanted to share with him, but he wasn’t able to go there. He seemed okay with that. But I certainly wasn’t.” 


  She paused letting the old sadness claim her again.


  “I realized then that he wasn’t the man I really needed. I finally got my head on straight and moved back in with Will where I belonged.”


  Jocelyn let the story settle, wondering for herself why Reggie would go to such lengths with a woman, when he asked for so little for himself.


  “But you’ve been with him more recently, haven’t you?”


  “It was just a short time, and it was very different from the first. Will and I separated because of a stupid mistake I made. Will suggested that if I wanted to make amends, I submit to Reggie again, which was the last thing I ever wanted to do. But…I wanted Will enough to humble myself before the master and take my lickings.”


  “So he punished you?”


  “It was pretty personal this time. He focused on my ass. It makes me burn even now to think of it. My poor bottom should be callused as much as he spanked me, and caned me, and strapped me. He did it all. This fair ass was blushing regularly. And even now, there’s something about the way Reggie disciplines me that’s unique. Will has his own technique. But he doesn’t have the same command as Reggie. I think it’s because Will loves me, which makes a big difference. Reggie loves to abuse rear ends, of course you likely know that.”


  “I do.”


  “This second time, he was still cold and distant. But for the first time, I saw a crack in his steel-plated armor. Like he wanted something more. Not necessarily from me, but from some woman. Frankly, I think his friendship with Will prevented him from going very far with me. He’s intensely loyal. Though we did make love, if you could call it that. It felt like two lonely, empty people coming together, finding some kind of bond in that. But it was never anything that could last. When the time was right, he turned over the reins to Will.”


  “And you’re no longer in love with him?”


  “I don’t think what I felt was ever love. You can’t love, really love, what you don’t know.”


  “But he can still make you obey him?” She recalled the night in Alex’s apartment.


  “He can still remind me of who I am, when I find myself faltering. But that’s not love, Jocelyn. That’s mortal fear. The situation you’re thinking of a few weeks ago, he was one step from joining Will in his battle with me. And I had no desire to have my ass end burning more than it already was.”


  In the long silence that followed their eyes met. Some curious union begun between them. Something in common and something opposite in their natures made a blossoming friendship.


  “You’ve been on a wild ride,” Jocelyn observed.


  “And you too I gather?” Alex asked.


  “It’s why I’m hiding away in my apartment not calling him, because I don’t know what to say.”


  “How about the truth?” Alex suggested.


  “I’m afraid of how he’ll take it. I can’t imagine letting him down, how he’ll take the hurt. If he’ll hurt at all. But I also know, I can’t have the relationship he wants.”


  “You need to talk to him Sitting in your apartment avoiding Reg and trying to figure it out will get you no answers.”


  She nodded, looking into Alex’s understanding face. “You’re a wise woman,” Jocelyn observed.


  “As wise as you are, I’m sure. Why don’t you join Will and me tomorrow. We’re going out on the lake, just a little gathering of friends, nothing fancy at all. He has access to this terrific yacht that belongs to his uncle, and he takes it out a couple of times a year.”


  “Sounds terrific. Reggie going to be there?”


  “Will tells me he was flying to Boston for a couple of days. I’m not expecting him.”


  “I’ll think about it, the water and fresh air might be enough to soothe my soul.”


  Alex smiled warmly, like a woman who knew herself well, even though Jocelyn had already seen enough of her to know otherwise. It was comforting, considering her own small struggle.


  ***


  The next morning, Alex grabbed the jangling telephone. Her happy conversation suggested that she’d scored some triumph. Hanging up, she made the announcement, “She’s coming!”


  Will stood in the kitchen with a carton of milk in his hand taking a long drink.


  “Who’s she?”


  “Jocelyn.”


  “You invited Jocelyn? I thought she was in London?”


  “She’s home.”


  “Reggie doesn’t know that.”


  “I know.”


  “He doesn’t know. Is she running out on him?”


  “Not if I can help it.”


  “What are you cooking up?” he asked his wife suspiciously.


  “You know we had that conversation about Reg the other night. I think they really want to be together, they just don’t know it.”


  “And you’re going to see that they do?”


  “I’m just giving them the opportunity to see each other, since there seems to be a little impasse there.”


  “It’s likely to backfire, babe, and you know what that means?”


  “Yeah, Reg will be blistering my ass for interfering. And you know, I don’t care. He’s a friend. I consider it the least I can do.”


  “You’re on your own with this.”


  “But you won’t warn him?” she asked.


  “Hey, I’m out of it. As far as I’m concerned, Jocelyn Killian will be crashing our party without invitation.”


  Alex put her arms around him, kissing him affectionately. “You really are a darling.”


  “You watch your ass, Alex,” he warned, gently patting her bottom. “I won’t protect you from Reg, you know that.”


  “Did I ask you to?” Her lips formed the most tantalizing smirk, which made Will lean in and kiss her again.




  


  Chapter Twelve


  The water was like glass. The sun beamed joyfully in a sky dotted with white puffy clouds that suggested it would be a perfect day to enjoy the lake.


  Alex was glad that Reggie was already on the boat when Jocelyn arrived. He was in the stateroom below going over nautical stuff with Will. She greeted the exuberant woman with a smile and a rush of excitement. It had been sometime since Alex had such a delicious time manipulating anything. She couldn’t wait to see Reggie’s face, and Jocelyn’s, too. She wasn’t sure how the woman would react; she might well be sacrificing a friend doing this. But Jocelyn needed a little shaking up. She certainly didn’t need to be hiding from Reggie.


  “I’m so glad you’re here,” she said, as her arm surrounded the woman’s inviting body. For an instant, she could imagine other things with Jocelyn, her desires for women not having totally vanished; they’d simply been squelched since her marriage to Will.


  “You couldn’t have picked a better day. I admit, I’m chicken. I don’t want to go out on choppy seas. I didn’t make my final decision until I saw the morning sky and listened to the weather report.”


  Alex ushered her to the other end of the vessel, to a small group of friends. After the introductions, when it seemed like Jocelyn would add perfectly to their conversation, she left to other hostess duties. She figured Reg and Jocelyn could meet by accident. She’d done all she could.


  ***


  They were a half hour out of port when Reggie, getting restless, moved topside for a breath of fresh air. It was a startling day on the water, with colors so brilliant that it took his vision extra time to take in what his eyes were seeing. At first, looking toward the bow of the boat, he thought it was some kind of mirage, the auburn hair floating on the current of air like a movie picture in a slow motion. The woman’s bottom was dancing, not to some tune, but simply swaying, as it moved to some inner rhythm and melody that only she was hearing.


  He walked cautiously toward the alluring female, wondering if she’d suddenly turn into another woman and disappoint him. And if she didn’t, if it was Jocelyn, why was she here, when she wasn’t due back from London until the following day?


  “Jocelyn,” he hailed her from five feet off, speaking loudly so she’d be certain to hear him.


  She jerked around, recognizing the voice.


  “Good God, I thought you were in Boston.”


  “Who told you that?” he asked.


  “Alex.”


  “Alex lied to you.”


  “I guess so,” Jocelyn replied.


  “Just as you lied to me,” Reggie said.


  “What do you mean?” she asked. For a moment, it totally slipped her mind that she’d returned early from Europe and had yet to tell the man in front of her.


  “You’re returning from London tomorrow. That was the plan, I believe.”


  “I came back three days ago,” she admitted.


  Used to drawing inside himself, he was so well practiced that Jocelyn wouldn’t know. But he knew. He could feel the tightness growing, feeling the past few months rapidly falling away from him as if they’d never happened.


  “I needed some time away,” she explained.


  “Three weeks wasn’t enough?” he asked.


  “Not after I talked to Alex yesterday. Listen Reggie,” she went on before he could question her further. “I didn’t expect to see you here. I really didn’t. And I’m sorry, I’d never have shown up like this if I knew you were coming. Your old girlfriend obviously got her jollies thinking that she could arrange our being together. But what I really need is a little more time.”


  “Longer yet?”


  “I got in so much trouble before, I’ll tell you right out. I’m not running away, I just need a few more days.”


  “A few more days for what?”


  “I need to think, feel, do what I do when I can’t decide on things.”


  “What do you need to think about?” he asked.


  “Hey, I thought you said you understood my occasional need for solace,” she challenged his question.


  “I do, but if it’s about our relationship, we’ll discuss it now.”


  “You’re not being fair.”


  “I’m being perfectly fair. It’s obvious that you and I don’t communicate well from long distances, our phone conversations were ghastly. I’m not particularly happy about waiting another few fucking days to see you. If you have something to tell me, do it now.”


  “You sound angry,” she said, seeing his grim expression. Though she couldn’t quite tell what was going on in his mystifying mind.


  “Maybe.”


  “You know, perhaps you deserve this. I’ve been trying to spare your feelings, but maybe you don’t really care.”


  “What the fuck are you talking about?” He was demanding and bewildered at the same time, a man used to being in control, not in control at the moment, and not happy about it.


  “Reggie, I can’t be the submissive woman you want. I can’t be trained the way you trained Alex. I don’t want to be given away for sexual thrills. I don’t want to be led and manipulated and ordered into living out fantasies. I don’t have this wealth of fantasies. I’m not like Alex. I’m not that complex. I am a very simple woman who wants your love and nothing more. And I’ll do just about anything with you sexually, because I love the sex we have. I love it crazy and bizarre. You can tie me up, whip my ass, and screw me anywhere you like. But I’m never going to be that surrendering woman. I don’t have this deep seeded need inside my soul to yield, for you to play me like a dancing puppet. I just can’t, and that breaks my heart.” There were tears in her eyes when she finished. “Goddammit, I didn’t want to get all whimpering like some ninny,” she added.


  “You don’t look that way to me,” he said. “You never have.”


  “Thank god,” she said. To her surprise, Reggie didn’t seem at all upset by her speech.


  “I think we have a major misunderstanding here, Jocelyn. And it’s likely as much my fault as it is yours.”


  “What have I misunderstood? I’ve lived the best I could in your other world these last few months. It all seems pretty clear to me what you want.”


  “Jocelyn, I don’t want you as a submissive, like Alex, or any of the others. I don’t want you to be anything but yourself.”


  She looked bewildered.


  “Granted, sometimes you’re annoying, and you’re certainly not what I’m used to. But what I don’t need in my life is another Alex. As delightfully charming as she is, she can be a whining brat, which gives me plenty of reason to spank her. But she never gave me what I really needed. I don’t want to train you, I don’t want to share you with anyone else. I realized that in Germany. I like the fact that you don’t need me the way all the women in my life need me. I hired a new secretary at work while you were gone. She’d heard rumors about me, and suddenly I’m paddling her ass because she wants to live out her fantasies. I don’t want that anymore. I want you.”


  “You’re serious?” Jocelyn said, thinking for a minute that she was in the middle of a dream.


  “As serious as I’ve ever been.”


  “Oh, my god, I am going to cry. What the hell am I suppose to do?” she said. “I had it all figured and now you change it all.”


  “You could give me a kiss hello,” he suggested.


  She moved to him, looking into his eyes, and gave him a simple peck on the lips. He took her chin in his hand, and the next kiss lasted a little longer.


  “This is a novel feeling for me. New territory. I think it’s time,” he added, just before he put an arm around her and led her back to the railing at the bow. They could see the yacht was making its way smoothly toward some far horizon that seemed as endless as the present instant. They remained there taking time to let the two previously horrifying minutes settle inside them.


  “I never imagined you’d respond this way,” she finally said.


  “Well, Neither did I,” he replied.


  The yacht picked up speed and the water leaped enough to splash their faces with cold foamy liquid. They jumped back, laughed at themselves and went inside to get dry.


  ***


  You two look like lovebirds,” Alex said, walking toward them with a tray of hors d’oeuvres in hand.


  “You know you deserve one hell of a beating, my manipulating brat,” Reggie said.


  “You sound so stern, but you’re laughing inside,” she chided. “Besides, I’d gladly take a good one just to see this look in your eyes.”


  “And what look is that?”


  “The ‘I’m in love with the woman on my arm look’,” she replied.


  “I’ll have to watch that,” Reggie said.


  “No, you won’t,” Jocelyn said, nudging him. “Not after what you just told me.”


  “I haven’t said I love you,” he reminded her.


  “You will,” she answered confidently.


  On the night of another full moon …


  Jocelyn dashed into her apartment. She was running late. Tearing off her clothes, she ran to the shower. If she was lucky Reggie would be late, but he was never late; and she knew she wouldn’t be that lucky this night. He’d only prompted her a half dozen times about their plans. They were very specific, some reception that he had to be at eight o’clock sharp.


  As soon as Jocelyn was out of the shower, she heard the doorbell.


  “Dammit!”


  She answered the door with just a towel around her.


  “I’m sorry I have no excuses, I’ll be ready in five minutes,” she said. Giving him a swift peck on the cheek, she was racing back to her room. She thought she saw Reggie laughing at her obvious distress.


  It was fifteen minutes before she returned to the living room to find Reggie not at all annoyed.


  “You’re looking surprisingly happy,” she said. “I thought you’d be stark raving mad, the way you were so adamant about time last night.”


  “Actually, I find your distress enjoyable.”


  “Thanks.”


  He was also admiring her. The blue dress with the cut out bodice allowed him to see her cleavage almost as plain as day, and the skirt was riding dangerously high on her legs.


  “You like it?” she said staring down at herself. “It was supposed to be a real surprise, but I think I’ve blown it with this crazy beginning. Really, Reg, I’m sorry, we’re going to be late, aren’t we?”


  “No,” he replied.


  “No? I thought this thing we’re going to starts at eight.”


  “Cocktails at eight, the program at nine, we have a few minutes.”


  She didn’t know whether to be relieved or mad. “You mean to tell me that I busted my butt to get ready, and we don’t even have to leave right now?”


  “No. In fact, I have just enough time to redden your ass.”


  “What! You’re going to spank me now!”


  “Yes.”


  Reggie pulled Jocelyn to the sofa with him, right over his lap, her wiggling bottom the center of his vision.


  “You’ve got to be kidding! I just got dressed and you’re going to mess me up.”


  His reply was all in the movement, raising her skirt, though he hardly had an inch to raise since it was already so short.


  “Panties!” he said, surprised to find them.


  “Please, Reg,” she tried again. “You’re doing this just because I was late, good god that’s ridiculous.”


  “I’m spanking you because I want to see your bottom red, and I want you sexually aroused all night.”


  His hand came down with a half dozen sharp smacks.


  “And because you didn’t call me when you got home from London, little bitch, and because there’s no excuse for being late.” He sounded as if he could go on forever listing her offenses. His hand came down with an emphatic smack.


  “Ooo, ouch, oooo, please.”


  It was an instantaneous burn, though as he continued, his hand was so ungodly warm, and his lap so firm, and the heat undeniably stimulating. She felt his growing erection under her, which was solace for the pain. She couldn’t wait to enjoy it when he was done.


  “Oh, ouch! Damn that hurts!” she cried.


  His hand continued peppering her bottom, the staccato smacks expertly applied. He knew how to make her ass burn hot with arousal and pain in the same instant.


  “Please Reggie stop!” She didn’t think she could stand it anymore. But just when it became too intense to bear, he began to massage her flesh between the smacks. She wanted him to start spanking her again.


  When he suddenly stopped and unceremoniously pushed her off his lap, she landed on the floor. Catching her breath, she moved toward him, her eyes like a voluptuous jungle cat. She pulled up to her knees in front of him and began to rub his thighs. She was ready to make love and assumed he was, too.


  “We could go on, Jocelyn darling,” he said, staring down at her. The glimmer in his eye was positively wicked. “But we do have to get to the reception.” He stood up abruptly leaving her on the floor.


  “What! No sex?” She was astounded.


  “No.”


  “You’re miserable…”


  “You’d better watch what you say,” he warned, very much in command.


  “But…”


  “Don’t say a word, just let yourself enjoy what you have now.” It was a deliciously classic Reggie smirk on his cool face.


  It was a horrible way to begin the night, but Reggie was right, she was hot all evening long. The craving need was an ever present gnawing in her. One glance from him, one feel of his hand, the tiniest kiss to her ear, he kept seducing her until she thought she would explode. And still, he offered no relief.


  Later that night, they were in the Porsche, high on a hill eyeing the full moon.


  “So I suppose that spanking is part of this relationship whether I like it or not?” Jocelyn mused aloud.


  “You know it is,” he replied.


  “I was just checking. I was wondering if you were going to drive me mad like this on a regular basis.”


  “I’m driving you mad?” he asked, as if he was as innocent as a lamb.


  “You know you are, you’ve been all night. Spanking me and leaving me the way you did. And then fondling me every chance you got…positively wicked!”


  “Get used to it. Torturing you is one of my favorite pastimes. You may not be submissive, Jocelyn, but you will submit to some things. I am dominant, and that’s not going to change.”


  “I don’t want you to,” Jocelyn said.


  The exuberant expression on her face was easy to watch.


  “That’s good.”


  “But how do I know if this thing between us is going to last?” she asked. “Good god, we don’t even know what to call it. What if you suddenly change your mind and leave me hanging?”


  “And what if you change your mind?” he countered.


  “I’m serious, Reg. We could be at this impasse forever, couldn’t we? And then all of sudden one of us gets a little too much and it’s over.” She was sounding hopelessly sad.


  “There is one solution,” Reggie said.


  “What’s that?” she asked.


  “You can marry me.”


  She pulled back from him in shock. “You’re asking me?” She couldn’t have been more astounded.


  “Yes, Jocelyn, I’m asking you. I’m not ordering you. I’m not commanding you. Just a simple question.”


  “You haven’t even told me you love me.” She looked at him earnestly, waiting. It was as much a command as he’d ever obey.


  “I tell you all the time by how you’ve made me change. But for the record, my darling Jocelyn, I do love you.” He was almost smiling, but not quite. He was sincere.


  “Good god. You’re smothering me with surprises.”


  “Too many?” he asked.


  “No, not too many. It’s what I want. But never in a million years…


  “Never in a million years did I think I’d be saying this to any woman. It must be the full moon,” he said, gazing toward the sky, and the bright yellow orb floating in the otherwise dark night. Clouds were tiptoeing in front of it, so it disappeared from sight, and then reappeared again as bright as ever, like the moon was playing a celestial game of cat and mouse with the night.


  “When’s this going to happen? Getting married?” she asked, still trying to decide if he really meant what he said.


  “That’s up to the bride,” Reggie replied. “I’d fly to Las Vegas right now if you wanted.” He wasn’t joking.


  “Bride. My god, listen to that word. That makes you a groom. You really want to marry me?”


  “You’re the first woman I can honestly say I loved. And I have no desire to have you walk out on me. I don’t even want to worry about it. You may not need me, Jocelyn Killian, but I do need you.”


  “Oh, my god. I do need you, Reg, exactly like you are right now.”


  He smiled, actually smiled. “I had the feeling you did,” he answered her with just a trace of haughtiness returning to his voice.


  She didn’t mind. In fact, it made her shiver, made her think of sex, of being tied, and bound, and screwed. It made her think of hot fucks and slow moving lovemaking, and letting the man take her into his world and out again for all the wild things, and even the peaceful bliss that comes when the wildness is over.


  “So where do you want to get married?” he asked.


  “Humm, let me think. How about in Tahoe?” she said. “The next full moon, perhaps. Maybe it’s a good luck charm.” The smile, the green eyes, the curious twinkle took him back to the night at the Lodge.


  He chuckled darkly and started the Porsche, zooming off high speed in the direction of that clear unclouded moon.




  Jocelyn & Alexandra




  


  Chapter One


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


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


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


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


  “Raise your arms,” it whispered to her.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You thought I was sleeping?” he asked.


  “You weren’t?”


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


  “Sometimes you do,” she reminded him.


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


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


  “For hours.”


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


  “You didn’t hear the phone?”


  “Phone?”


  “Yeah, six o’clock.”


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


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


  “What’s this about?” she asked.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “I hate slammed doors!”


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


  “Why are you being this way?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oh, yes you do.”


  “Oh, no I don’t.”


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


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


  “You bastard, stop!” she wailed.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Yes,” she blubbered through her tears.


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


  “I’m sorry,” she managed to say.


  “That didn’t sound very enthusiastic.”


  “I’m supposed to be enthusiastic too?”


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


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


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


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


  “Go anyway,” he suggested.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “There. That looks better.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oh?”


  “Pink Flamingo thoughts,” she said.


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


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


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


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


  She wiggled off his lap and he let her go.


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


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




  


  Chapter Two


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You’re looking harried,” she remarked.


  “While you look calm.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “So what’s wrong with a second?”


  “I’m rarely sentimental.”


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


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


  “It sounds like the perfect vacation, but…”


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


  “I never said that.”


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


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


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


  “You’re psychic too?”


  “Just a very wise woman.”


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


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


  “What’s that mean?”


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


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


  Jocelyn stood up.


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


  “About midnight.”


  “I thought you’d be done by three.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  He smacked her ass sharply and she jerked up.


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


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


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


  “It’ll dry,” she replied.


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


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


  “Maybe sooner,” he replied.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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




  Chapter Three


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


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


  “Would Will mind?”


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


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


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


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


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


  “You haven’t told him?”


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


  “How about cook him a terrific dinner?”


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


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You just hired her, Jocelyn.”


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


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


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


  “But damn flighty. I hate that.”


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


  “What exactly did you have in mind?”


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


  “Spank her?” He chuckled.


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


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


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


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


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




  


  Chapter Four


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


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


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


  “Not anymore?” Alex asked.


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


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


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


  “Most of the time,” Alex replied.


  “And you’ve never strayed?”


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


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


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


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


  “Maybe.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


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


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


  “But the ambiance,” Jocelyn went on.


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


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


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


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


  “Yeah, kinda, and you?”


  “I’m always horny.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “You’re bisexual?”


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


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


  “You’ve slept with women?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Never push what?” Jocelyn asked.


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


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


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


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


  “Sure.”


  ***


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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




  


  Chapter Five


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “But he’s too damned busy.”


  “And you aren’t?”


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


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


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


  “And you miss him.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You’re worried,” Jocelyn asked.


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


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


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


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


  “You think so?”


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


  “I can hear them now.


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


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


  “Guilt? Me, feel guilty about sex?”


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


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


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


  “Then we will.”


  “It’s Will,” Alex confessed.


  “You think he’d disapprove.”


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


  Jocelyn had heard all the stories in great detail.


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


  “You’re planning to tell Reggie?”


  “I hadn’t really thought about it.”


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


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


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


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


  “You’re pissed at him, aren’t you?”


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


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




  


  Chapter Six


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


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


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


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


  “It’s all you deserve.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “So you’re going to rub it in?”


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


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


  “You ass!” Jocelyn snarled.


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


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


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


  “Want me that bad, huh?”


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


  “What?”


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


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


  “That’s not the point.”


  “Sometimes you can be a little intimidating.”


  “Intimidating?”


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


  “I want you to fire her.”


  “Fire her?”


  “Yes.”


  “No. I’m not going to do that.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “NO!” Jocelyn answered, eyes flashing.


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


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


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


  “Helena,” she said, knocking.


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


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


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


  “What exactly did you do?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Burned his breakfast one morning.”


  Jocelyn nodded for her to go on.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “What else did he say?”


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


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


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


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


  “Yes, ma’am.”


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


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


  “No.”


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


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


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


  “Because I think you’re wrong.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oh, stop!”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oh, so you were looking for substitutes?”


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


  “Damn good thing they’re not.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “What’s that?”


  “No more vacations without me.”


  “Is that an edict?”


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


  “You really missed me, didn’t you?”


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


  “You mean that?”


  “I do.”


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


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


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


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


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


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


  “Why doesn’t she pay?”


  “Because he has more fun punishing me.”


  “I can see that.”


  “How long is this going to go on?”


  “Until Reggie decides I’ve paid enough.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You can do that?”


  “I had a client cancel.”


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


  “Your apartment?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Too far,” Alex said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “That’s rather philosophical.”


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


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




  


  Chapter Seven


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


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


  “Your ditzy maid is up to old tricks.”


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


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


  “What’s it this time?” she asked.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Does it have to be this job?”


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


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


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


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


  “What’s that?”


  “Spanking her?”


  “Spank her?”


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


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


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


  “Why would you think that?”


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


  “Oh?” He looked more interested.


  “Quite fondly, I might add.”


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


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


  “Why would you say that?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Women like to hear it daily, darling.”


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


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


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


  “Please,” she pleaded.


  He didn’t answer.


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


  ***


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


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


  “No, sir,” she replied.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Sir?”


  “Does this intrigue you?”


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


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


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


  “You know what intrigues me, Helena?”


  “What is that, Mr. Harold?”


  “Honesty.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “And what else?”


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


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


  “I pretend.”


  “Pretend? Go on.”


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


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


  She nodded.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “How? Tell me exactly.”


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


  “You like the way they feel?”


  “Yes, sir.”


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


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


  “And do you imagine the punishment is painful?”


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


  “And do you spank yourself hard?”


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


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


  “Yes, sir, very red indeed.”


  “So hard it’s painful?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Yes, sir.”


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


  “Yes, sir,” she answered.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Reggie?”


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


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


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


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


  He grabbed her instead.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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




  


  Chapter Eight


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


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


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


  Of course. But working so soon?


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


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


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


  “What a joke?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “I don’t understand.”


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


  “What did I do?”


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


  “You’re overreacting. You must be.”


  “Don’t bet on it.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “So he’s home?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “What’s going on?” Will asked.


  “I was talking to Jocelyn.”


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


  “Just when I’m angry.”


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


  “Why would you say that?”


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


  “Sorry, but I never noticed.”


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


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


  “So you’re forgiving me?”


  “No,” he said.


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


  “Sounds like you’re trying to.”


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


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


  “I’m not sure.”


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


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


  “But…”


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


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


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


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


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


  “My hands?”


  “Yes, your hands.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “Of course I’m worried.”


  “Then be glad it’s after midnight.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You didn’t get them all.”


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


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


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


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


  “It wasn’t pretend, Alexandra.”


  “But I haven’t damaged your career?”


  “No.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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




  


  Chapter Nine


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


  “I thought that was tomorrow,” he replied.


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


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


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


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


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


  “It feels so empty,” Alex said.


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


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


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


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


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


  “He let you do that?”


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


  “You didn’t tell him?”


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


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


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


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


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


  “You think that’s wise?”


  “Afraid there are spies lurking about?”


  Alex laughed. “You never know.”


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


  “And Helena?” Alex asked.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oooo, ouch!”


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


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


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


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


  “You don’t always wear it.”


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


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


  “Ouch!”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Got real with things,” Jocelyn answered.


  “What things?”


  “How much I want to dominate you.”


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


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


  “Another dominant lover.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “He really got me,” Alex conceded.


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


  “I’m not.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “No, ma’am.”


  “But you want to?”


  She nodded.


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


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


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


  “Yes, ma’am,” she replied.


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


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


  “You’ve spanked her?” Alex whispered.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  ***


  “My, what do have we here?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You are a wicked bastard.”


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


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


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


  “But…” she started to whine.


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


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


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


  “Why would I do that?” he asked.


  “I should see Alex to the door.”


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


  ***


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “We are riding?” she asked surprised.


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


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


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


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


  “You enjoy her company?” he finally asked.


  “I do.”


  “And how old is this affair?”


  “Just since the vacation.”


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


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


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


  “What’s that?”


  “Honesty.”


  “You mean about Alex?”


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


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


  “Are there?”


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


  “Then we’d deal with them.”


  “You’re sounding very civil.”


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


  “How could I forget?” she said.


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


  “Why I made love to Alex?”


  “Yes. You acting dense for a reason?”


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


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


  “I am telling you the truth.”


  “All of it?”


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


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


  “Dammit,” she seethed under her breath.


  He replied with a cold smirk.


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


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


  “The other half…” she mused aloud.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “So?” She wanted more.


  “So what?”


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


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


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


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


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


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




  


  Chapter Ten


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


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


  “Tell you something?”


  “Or maybe you’d rather lie?”


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


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


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


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


  “You’d really make me leave?”


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


  “No, not at all.”


  “Good. Then what?”


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


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


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


  “Yes.”


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


  “You’re not upset?” she asked.


  “I don’t know. Anything else?”


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


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


  “Usually a motel.”


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


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


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


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


  “Then why stop?”


  “You aren’t mad?”


  “Was Reg?”


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


  Will suppressed the chuckle.


  “And he whipped you both, I assume?”


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


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


  “Horseback?”


  “Very subtle.”


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


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


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


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


  “Not the way you know him.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “And would you if he had?”


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


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


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


  ***


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You always carry this?” she asked.


  “Will insists,” Alex answered.


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


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


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


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


  “Yes, love, more. Please…”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Time for something softer now.


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


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


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


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


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


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




  


  Chapter Eleven


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Behind?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “With Alex?” she queried.


  “Come here, Jocelyn.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “No.” His hand squeezed her ass hard, so she let out a tiny ouch! “But you won’t be slighting me,” he assured her.


  “I’d never do that.”


  “No, you won’t.” Kissing her tenderly on the cheek, he gave her a sharp smack on her butt as he was leaving, the sound intended for the ears of anyone listening down the hall. Walking to the front stairs, he left her in the hallway to recover alone.


  When Jocelyn found him again, Reggie was in bed reading.


  “How’d you know about us today?” she asked. The thought of spies, private investigators, and other such demeaning thoughts crossed her mind. No he wouldn’t do that, she kept telling herself immediately after such musings. She was ashamed of herself for thinking the worst.


  “Maybe it was just a good guess,” he answered, looking up from his books with a cocky smirk.


  “Who told you?” she pressed.


  Reggie set his book aside “Come to bed, Jocelyn, and not another word. If you behave yourself, I might just abuse you for a while until you climax.”


  Suppressing her desire to be angry, she moved toward the bed. What a shameless whore she’d become, slave to him and desire. It was the intrigue that was arousing her as much as anything, and there was only one way to satisfy the longing now.




  


  Chapter Twelve


  A table for four was set with crystal and Jocelyn’s china, not old world stuffy but trendy pattern she’d picked up on a business trip to Greece. There was an elegant Asian pate ready to be served in the adjacent salon. The mood was set, romantic perhaps, mysterious without question.


  All on Reggie’s instructions, Jocelyn arranged the meal for Will, Alexandra, Reggie and herself. It would be an intimate affair among friends, but the first time since Jocelyn and Alex’s secrets were discovered that they’d all been together.


  The redhead mistress of Reggie’s domain was wary.


  “Just a pleasant evening. You’re being paranoid if you think there’s something more,” her husband informed her. “You’re a suspicious woman.” He shook his head as he walked away.


  Of course she was suspicious, the smirk on his face was diabolical, and he whispered things to Helena and the cook, and interrupted conversations the minute she arrived in the room. If nothing fiendish was about, he was certainly making it appear so. For once, she wished that his intrigue was not so sexually arousing. It was terribly distracting.


  The four sat for dinner, with Reggie as dashing as his wife had ever seen him, power exuding from every pore. The smiled that appeared, that like all the other odd things that went on the days before this simple dinner, frightened her.


  Alex looked as cornered as Jocelyn felt though she was stunning, her long blonde hair scattered wildly about her shoulders, her blue eyes demure and guarded. Jocelyn’s guest for the evening was as intimidated by the gathering as she was. Will, on the other hand, like his counterpart, was as charming and amicable as usual. And for the first time in their association, an unexpected rush of lust in Jocelyn accompanied the friendly welcoming hug she gave her best friend’s husband.


  Why now, she wondered, when not before?


  Halfway through the orange glazed duck, Will looked up from his plate. “So how was the Hampton Court this afternoon?”


  “What?” Alex asked.


  “The seedy dive where you two checked in for the better part of the day?” he reminded them.


  “How would you know about that?” Alex said, trying not to look too surprised.


  “Does it matter?” Reggie asked.


  “Yes it matters,” Jocelyn interjected, barely able to maintain her cool. What pains they’d taken to keep their affair completely private—on purpose no less—only to be discovered again?


  “Maybe the truth is written all over your faces,” he answered her. “A simple answer to Will’s question is in order.”


  “And why’s that?” Jocelyn asked. She was on the offensive while Alex sat back trying not to tremble.


  “If we’re expected to be civil about your affair,” Will said, “the least you could do is supply us with details.”


  “Tell you what?” Jocelyn snapped. “You two ghouls want to sit on the sidelines and watch us make love?”


  “Doesn’t sound like a bad idea to me,” Will said.


  “You’re just jealous,” Jocelyn said, glaring at him hotly.


  “My you have a temper,” he replied.


  “I don’t call this temper,” Jocelyn retorted.


  “But you do like to be in control,” Will pointed out.


  The air between them screamed of confrontation, something no one expected—like a desert storm popping up out of an arid blue sky. The two had hardly ever talked, let alone quarreled.


  “If you have to know…”Alex interjected, drawing her husband’s glance away from their impatient hostess, “Today, Jocelyn tied me spread-eagle to the bed and spanked me with your leather spanker.” Will seemed fascinated by the thought.


  “She does that often?” he asked.


  “It wasn’t the first time,” she replied.


  “Ah,” he smirked. “Does it alleviate some of the guilt?”


  “Guilt. I’m not feeling guilty,” Alex answered.


  “And you don’t lie very well either,” he assured her.


  “But I don’t!” she insisted.


  “So why get spanked?” he asked.


  “A tension reliever,” Jocelyn chimed in. “You have no idea what it’s like living with the two of you.”


  “Does submitting to a dominant man stress you out?” Will asked.


  Jocelyn glared at him. “Comments about my marriage are not welcome,” she said with a prickly edge to her voice.


  “Jocelyn,” Reggie said, his even tones meant as a reprimand to halt her irritation.


  “I only meant that there are times when…one minute you’re flying off the handle, wreaking havoc on our poor rear flesh, and then, when we expect you to respond with some kind of ferocity, you act as sweet as pie.”


  “You assume we’re pissed about your having sex behind our backs,” Reg said.


  “I didn’t say that,” Jocelyn replied.


  “But you implied it, darling.” He reached to her face and stroked her cheek. “Calm down, you’re all in a snit over nothing.” He turned to Will. “I’m ready for a cigar. Want to join me?”


  “Sure,” Will replied.


  “And Jocelyn,” Reggie said to his wife, as he was rising from his chair. “Excuse Helena from her duties and send her to the library.”


  “He’s smoking cigars?” Alex said, as the two women watched Will and Reggie leave the room.


  “When he wants to piss me off,” Jocelyn said. “What I’d like to know is how they’re getting their information about our afternoons.”


  “I haven’t told a soul.”


  “I know. But who would know? Twice now, he’s given me the oddest look, trying to make me believe that he has a sixth sense about it. I don’t believe him.”


  “Maybe he’s having us followed.”


  Jocelyn shook her head. “I don’t think so. This is just a game to keep us rattled. Neither one is seriously upset about our affair, Reggie wouldn’t go to the trouble of having us tailed. No. There’s something here we’re not seeing. But that’s going to change soon.”


  ***


  “This is Helena, the young woman I told you about,” Reggie said, as a way of introducing his young maid to Will.


  With crossed arms and an indefinite smirk, Will inspected the woman thoroughly. “Is she as deceitful as she looks?” he asked.


  “A lot like Alex when I first met her,” Reggie replied.


  “She does look innocent enough.”


  “She’s yours if you want to take the plunge.”


  “Been a long time.”


  “Since what? You take Alex’s ass when you want to.”


  Helena stood with her head bowed, though her eyes weren’t subdued, they looked up wary of the men who were so keenly focused on her, who spoke of her as if she weren’t even in the room.


  “I’ve never taken the liberties with women that you have. Fortunately, I have a wife who loves being righteously abused, so my need gets satisfied.”


  “Then you’d rather watch while I punish her?”


  “Oh, I didn’t say I didn’t want the job. If you have a buggy whip, I’d be happy to leave a few marks.”


  “Take your pick,” Reggie motioned to his cabinet of treasures.


  “If you’re certain she deserves this?”


  “Deserves? I’ll let Helena tell you. She loves confessions, don’t you?” Reggie moved in front of the young woman, taking her chin in his hand and lifting it so he could view her piercing eyes with his.


  “I don’t know what you mean, sir?” she replied.


  “Don’t insult me, wench.”


  “But sir?”


  “You think you’re clever, but you’re sloppy. There’re traces of you all over the room. And we both know you want to be caught. So tell my friend, Will, exactly what he’s going to punish you for.”


  “I…I” she stammered, looking for another way to protest, but two men’s eyes were worse than just one, and she couldn’t find the words to defend herself.


  “Tell him,” Reggie ordered, letting go of her chin and backing away.


  She hesitated, unsure what to say, then stammered, “I masturbate in here.” Unlike her confession days before, her eyes remained open, though they looked vacant as if her mind was elsewhere. Perhaps in memories.


  “You do that how?” Will asked. He smiled and waited for an answer.


  She played her part well, remaining coy and hesitant, winsome and quite lovely as she stewed with embarrassment. “I um, I fondle the leather pieces. They…they make me very aroused.”


  “The buggy whip too?” Will asked.


  “Yes sir.”


  “Then go get it, the very one you used on yourself.”


  Helena balked again, but not long, seeing the expression of determination on Will’s face. Tiptoeing just as she might have when she’d stolen into Reggie’s office, she made her way to the cabinet, slipped her hand inside and withdrew the implement Will demanded. The buggy whip was three feet long with a thin leather covered shaft and a two inch end with a frayed edge made to bite the skin. Returning to Will, she handed it to him.


  “No. You keep it. Show us what you do with it.”


  “Oh, but I can’t!” She was visibly shaken at the very idea and nearly in tears.


  “Oh, but you will,” he answered calmly.


  She looked to Reggie as if he would give her some compassion. Such a futile effort!


  “Follow Mr. Kozak’s instructions, Helena,”


  The trio froze for an instant of deliberate contemplation, with the young maid holding the buggy whip in her hand, though the way her palms were sweating, she could barely keep it in her grasp.


  “You’re aroused now, aren’t you?” Will said, when she failed to move. He moved to her side, lifted her skirt with his hand and let it make a quick journey to find her cunt wet.


  The girl bit her lip and winced, as if that would prevent her arousal from showing.


  Will backed away. “I don’t take kindly to being put off,” he said, his voice deepening with authority. “Likely I’m more impatient than your employer here. Now show us how you play.”


  The truth be known, Helena was a bit smitten with the handsome Mr. Kozak, which made following his command an act she would not ultimately resist—though she did hesitate, as they expected she would.


  The two men were experienced enough with submissive females to know that her reticence was as phony as her bowed and cowering expression. Once deciding to obey, she moved to a leather footstool. Lying back against the cold surface, resting her head against the seat of the chair behind it, she raised her skirt to her hips, lowered her panties in a shameless display, and inserted the handle of the buggy whip between her legs and into the damp hole.


  She watched them for a moment and then gazed down, lost in her own reverie, as she hammered the thing inside herself. They saw her belly swell, her lips part into a pant, and for an instant knew she was well on her way to orgasm. Happily so. She was getting off on being watched as much as she was the activity in her cunt.


  It was at that moment, that Will stopped her.


  “Turn over,” he ordered, taking the whip from her hands.


  Compliant as a babe, Helena obeyed, showing them her backside, her round bottom, her white thighs and the puckering back entrance. The brazen slut was teasing them.


  “On your knees,” Will commanded next. He flicked her ass as she tried to oblige, making it difficult for the girl to rise. She managed anyway, though she appeared to have become so aroused that he expected her to cum on the spot. However, he wouldn’t let her off that easy.


  While she was still settling herself on the stool, he let loose on her rear with a biting slash. The girl cried out and nearly toppled to the floor.


  He gave just a moment to right herself, then unleashed with a dozen cuts in rapid succession that crisscrossed her ass end, leaving a rash of bold red stripes. One in particular landed along her anal crack, at which point she screamed and collapsed against the stool.


  ***


  In the adjacent room, the two women heard the sounds. The leather snapping, the cries going from muted and sexy, to fitful agony. It was enough to make their skin crawl and their pussies hot from a voyeur’s point of view—though they weren’t even given the chance to watch.


  For Jocelyn the jealousy made her burn, for Alexandra she was turned-on but not yearning to watch—it could easily be her, especially in this house of horrors.


  “Let’s take a walk,” Jocelyn said, grabbing Alex by the hand after one particularly provocative screech. The two briskly made their way out the patio door and took the garden path toward the stables, though for Alex, too many memories of the stable started appearing in her mind, so she steered Jocelyn away into the woods.


  ***


  The snapping buggy whip made Helena’s bottom raw, the tip biting into the flesh everywhere it struck, creating welts across her lovely cheeks.


  “If it’s what you want so much, little bitch, you should ask you master for it,” Will admonished her. “Think how much easier it would be?”


  The whip snapped another three times, and three more red stripes rose where the leather landed.


  She screeched after each one.


  She appeared to be in the throes of pain, and yet the look of her writhing ass was downright erotic. After another six Will lay the whip down, and used his hand to rough up her sore behind.


  “Cum!” he ordered.


  With Will continuing to abuse her bottom, it took some moments for Helena obey the order. He snapped at her several times to keep her focused, “C’mon, slut, you can do it!” Then at last she put a hand to her pussy and began to play with herself. Tears of relief and humiliation fell against the leather stool, yet nothing stopped her from the end result she was after. When she finally came, she rocked against her hand, whimpering erotically and lost in climax.


  Once the last wave of orgasm had passed, she collapsed against the leather and waited in silence, afraid to move. Thighs straddling the legs of the stool, heart pounding, the last sob vanishing away, she was a vision of submissive female bliss. As compliant as any Reggie had ever witnessed. “Nice work,” he remarked, seeing the distinct red lines as plain as day. “You always this brutal?”


  “When I’m inspired,” Will replied.


  “Who would have known, right under my roof I’d find a woman so submissive,” Reggie said. “You know it was my wife who encouraged this.”


  “Your wife would probably like to do this herself,” Will said.


  “You think so? I was thinking that myself.” He turned back to the well whipped woman. “You can go now,” he told her, while the two men lit their cigars and puffed away until the room was consumed in a gray smoky cloud.


  “You’re a sly man, Reggie,” Will remarked once the maid was on the other side of the library door. “Even better than I thought. But how could you know those things about her. You catch her?”


  “No,” Reggie answered. “I guess well.”


  “Guess?”


  “Bluff well, too, didn’t I?” He was looking especially triumphant.


  “You were bluffing about her stealing into the library? Her antics with your toys? You’re quite perceptive.”


  “Not really. It’s a matter of knowing a woman and her lusts. I once made a habit of knowing women’s sexual psyches. Even though I gave up the game, Helena’s problem was getting too personal, and resurrecting all my dormant talent. Besides,” he was looking smug now, “she left traces of her perfume in the air. I never miss the connection.”


  ***


  In a clearing in the woods, not far from the stable, Jocelyn and Alexandra came upon a rustic log cabin.


  “Oh, my god!” Alex stopped in her tracks. “How could I have forgotten?” She’d averted a return to the stable only to find herself in an even more memorable place from her past as Reggie’s submissive. It had been a cruel rape perpetrated here, but one of the most satisfying sexual journeys of her life. Five years before over the stump of a tree, over the wooden table inside, and in the dark earth at the edge of the lake…


  “Snap out of it!” Jocelyn ordered. She knew enough about Alex’s personal history to figure out what had made her turn white as a sheet. “C’mon.” She drug Alex into the cabin and collapsed onto the bed. “If you’re not horny then you can get me off,” she swore. Pulling Alex on top of her, their lips came together for a long, mouth probing kiss. Clenched body to body, their hands began to explore each other freely.


  “He’s going to see I’m a mess,” Alex purred one small protest to Jocelyn’s furious assault.


  I don’t care,” Jocelyn replied, she had other things to think about than two conniving husbands. “You know, I really wouldn’t mind seeing you whipped. I bet it was quite a sight to behold.” Lifting Alex’s satin dinner dress to her waist, she grabbed the wet mound and caressed her there until her friend was writhing madly, an orgasm ripping through her with a suddenness that surprised them both. With the memories flooding back to her it was no surprise. Without much reciprocating necessary, Jocelyn came moments later, and the two lay close together, recuperating from one emotionally exhausting night.


  “Guess I was horny,” Alex said with a sigh as she stared out the window at the rising moon.


  ***


  The house phone in the office rang halfway through the cigars. Reggie rose from his seat to answer, and spent just a minute listening on the other end.


  Putting the receiver down, he smiled. “My these games are getting interesting,” he said.


  “Your spy?”


  Reggie nodded.


  “You have plans brewing, I can see that.”


  Reggie shrugged. “I’m not sure,” he said as if he was actually uncertain.


  “Not getting too compassionate, are you, just because it’s Jocelyn?”


  Reggie laughed. “Is she making me soft?”


  “Making you lose your perspective,” Will replied.


  “Well then, the finale will have to be inspired. And perfectly timed.”


  ***


  “We probably should get back,” Alex said, rising from the creaking old bed.


  “You’re right. Be there to serve them dessert.”


  “I think they’ve already had it,” Alex said with a wry smile. She was stroking Jocelyn’s red hair, almost with a sense of wonder. For an instant their glance was perfectly attuned. What they were doing seemed too bizarre to comprehend, but it wasn’t a love affair to argue with.


  When Jocelyn’s head suddenly jerked toward the far window, Alex looked too.


  “You suppose there are spies out there?” Jocelyn wondered aloud.


  “Spies? Someone looking in?”


  “I thought I saw a face, though it was probably just the leaves,” She stared at the door and the window, waiting for another fleeting glimpse, or even someone barging in the door.


  “It’s just your nerves, darling, just your nerves,” Alex said.


  “Oh, I don’t know. Too many coincidences,” Jocelyn said, getting up. “He knows too much and I don’t know how he’s getting the information.”


  “Knows too much about us? Reggie?” Alex questioned.


  “It’s not all intuition. I don’t understand yet, but believe me, I will.”


  In Jocelyn’s frame of mind, great sexual interlude or not, she had new inspiration; and the thoughts swirling through her brain wouldn’t be put to rest until she had the suspicious plot clearly sorted out.




  


  Chapter Thirteen


  “Did you and Alex enjoy the cabin?” Reggie asked.


  Stripping away his dress shirt, Jocelyn viewed the muscles underneath, the even tan, all that powerful masculinity that did such devastating things to her body just to see him half-clothed.


  “Been working out a lot, haven’t you?” she replied from the bed. A lace chemise covered just enough to look deliberately provocative, though so far he hadn’t appeared to notice her seduction.


  “Avoiding my question?” he turned to her.


  “Not deliberately. Though it seems like another interesting coincidence, that you know my every move with Alex, and neither one of us is telling.”


  “This one’s very simple. Will and I saw you emerging from the woods. Frankly, I’m surprised you got Alex to go there with her past history in that shack.”


  “That was a long time ago, Reg. I’m curing her terror with a little tenderness.”


  “Doesn’t sound like you were very tender with her this afternoon.”


  “Sometimes that’s what we both need.”


  “You the dominant?”


  “Yes. Me the dominant.”


  He pulled off the rest of his clothes, hung his pants in the closet, threw the shirt in the laundry, and now stood in profile with nothing on but his silk boxers. What a hot ass! she was thinking. The way the silk conformed to his ass cheeks she could just make out the perfect curve she adored. She wanted sex more than conversation. But he was taking his time, giving her a sidelong glance while he removed the underwear.


  “I’ll watch you work sometime,” Reggie finally said, long after he’d given her the creeps the way he stared with that odd grin.


  Jocelyn wondered at his remark, if she could ‘perform’ her treasured role of dominant with Reggie as an audience. An odd prospect at best. “So, did you enjoy punishing Helena?” she changed the subject.


  “Will punished her, I didn’t.”


  “Will? That’s interesting. Though I don’t imagine he was as good as you.”


  “He might be even better. You should have been there to watch.” He was finally climbing into bed.


  “We weren’t invited,” she answered him. She gave him a reproving smile as she stroked his naked thigh.


  “I didn’t exclude you deliberately, if you chose to make love to Alex instead, I’m perfectly okay with that.”


  “You are?” Jocelyn pondered aloud.


  “You’re not going to pin your guilt on me.”


  For days now, just beneath the surface of their conversation, a gentle bickering had been going on about her affair with Alex. He may have said he wasn’t annoyed by their trysts, but she didn’t believe him. He had that edge about him. She’d waited for him to make a move, declare himself, give her some sort of clue about his thoughts—all the while she felt him stalking her like a panther on the hunt.


  “You say Helena was a joy to watch?” Jocelyn said, returning to the safer subject.


  “She’s been masturbating with the buggy whip. It was quite a demonstration.”


  “She showed you?”


  “She’s a first-class slut underneath that demure demeanor. After her little performance, Will showed her a different side to the whip.”


  “He left marks?”


  “Many.” Reggie drew Jocelyn into him. “That excites you doesn’t it?” His question hardly required an answer as his lips took charge of her mouth, his passion sweeping across her face, to her neck, and the breasts he uncovered pushing the lace chemise away.


  Suddenly, Jocelyn backed off.


  “It’s Helena, isn’t it?”


  “Helena?”


  “She’s been telling you about my meetings with Alex.”


  “How would she know?”


  “It’s very possible. She has my schedule, my private number, access to my secretary, and the other day I saw her downtown. I thought she was at her doctor’s appointment.”


  Reggie chuckled. “Your intuition serves you well.”


  “It is her, that conniving little bitch!” Her green eyes flashed at him angrily. “And you! You’ve used her to torment me. Talk about honesty!”


  Ignoring her rant, he zeroed in on her breasts again.


  “Stop that!” she barked.


  “No, you stop that!” His eyes were suddenly razor sharp. He smacked her ass hard with the palm of his hand. “So you found out, so punish her, but don’t stop making love to me.” He didn’t let her speak another word, covering her mouth with kisses. After she had calmed, he returned to her breasts and ravaged them with tongue and teeth and lips. He went on to her torso, moving downward to her cunt, until he had her cumming in sharp, sudden spasms, her surprising revelation all but forgotten.


  Languishing after sex and before sleep, Jocelyn’s mind began working hard again, remembering her intuitive flash, and Helena. She had the sudden desire to stand over the bitch in full leather regalia and wreak one nasty revenge.


  “You say I can punish her?” she asked him, as she put the pieces of her revenge in place.


  “Any way you want,” he answered from a sleepy fog. She smiled to herself as she was drifting off herself, though Reggie’s one last comment turned her scheme in a slightly different direction. “As long as I watch.”


  “Is that necessary?” she asked.


  “Yes.” He was groggy, but the ‘yes’ was loud and clear.




  


  Chapter Fourteen


  “You’re going to frighten me looking like that,” Alex said.


  Jocelyn was at the window in her bedroom adjusting the garter on the black corset, the lace stockings in place at last. A black lycra skirt fit snugly over her hips, defining her bottom and every curve. The cream colored blouse drooped low in front, showing the full cleavage the corset created. The black showed distinctly through the creamy fabric, testifying to the darker woman underneath the otherwise subdued attire.


  “This frightening you?” Jocelyn asked innocently.


  “Severe is a good word,” Alex retorted.


  “Severe is a good look for my purposes,” Jocelyn said. “I only wear this outfit when I want to take control.”


  “And the hair,” Alex went on, noting Jocelyn’s curls were swept up atop her head in a neat configuration that tamed them fashionably, in keeping with the persona she was donning. “Reggie ever seen you like this?”


  “Yes. And he likes to undo it all and screw me, usually in some compromising place like an elevator or deserted hallway.”


  Alex smiled, thinking of the picture that scenario created in her mind. “Makes him think he’s still in charge.”


  “Oh, but he is,” Jocelyn assured her. “I couldn’t stand him being some weak kneed little pup. Though there are lots of men in my company I’d like to take over my knee and spank.”


  “Maybe you should make that a practice,” Alex joked.


  “Would be fun, wouldn’t it?”


  “I can already see your mind working.”


  “Actually, I need to concentrate on just one bratty bitch, right now. I’ll think about submissive men later.”


  “Makes me nervous,” Alex said, feeling genuinely jittery looking at her lover’s amazing transformation.


  “I’ll get you later,” the redhead smirked. “Right now we need to get downstairs.”


  The conversation made Alex think of a conversation she had with Will. Too bad he wouldn’t be here this night to see the results. “Jocelyn’s no submissive,” Will had told her. “She’s a blatant sexual dominant. I wonder sometimes when Reggie’s going to buckle under her will?” Alex couldn’t imagine Reggie ever being subdued by any woman. And she knew better than to think that Jocelyn was solely a dom. Despite what terror she’d create tonight, submission was as dear to Jocelyn as taking charge, though Alex wasn’t certain if her dear friend yet realized the depths of either of her most potent passions.


  ***


  The library was awash with warm light from the glowing lamps. Though the atmosphere about the room was at that jittery stage before a storm begins, before tempests toss on oceans, and battlefields break out with the rumble of confrontation.


  “And to think I defended you,” Jocelyn said to Helena as she stood behind Reggie’s desk, her fingers resting on the edge in an imperious style. While Alex sat in a chair just to the woman’s right, Reggie sat at the back of the room, resting one elbow casually on the arm of his leather chair. A silent observer, nothing more, his gaze took in the stunning sight of his wife in a glory he rarely witnessed. She used this stance with him when she was working as his consultant, when she wanted to make her point heard through his objections; though for reasons of romance she’d regularly cracked under his more imposing posture. There was just enough difference in their similar overbearing styles to make their relationship work—Reggie remaining the dominant to the end. But now, with no challenge to her authority, there was no breach in her resolve, and he could admire the brilliance that so matched his own.


  “I’m sorry, ma’am. Could you explain?” Helena replied to her employer’s statement.


  The girl was just haughty enough to piss Jocelyn off—the little brat thinking she could divulge secrets, that she had the right to spy on her and Alex, giving tidbits of information to her husband. The more Jocelyn thought of it, the more furious she got.


  “You betrayed my trust,” Jocelyn said. “Going out of your way to glean information about my relationship with Alex, and then informing my husband behind my back. Did he ask you to perform this task?”


  “No.”


  “Then you did it solely on your own?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “And why?”


  The young woman’s beady eyes just stared, there was little innocence in their gaze. Despite the words she used, and the way she attempted to be coy, there was a seasoned manipulator behind them.


  “I wanted to be part of your lives,” Helena answered.


  “Oh?” Unusual answer, Jocelyn thought. Her glance strayed to Alex who nodded. “In what way?” she asked.


  “You indicated you’d spank me, ma’am.”


  “I did, didn’t I? And so you boldly try to put a wedge of mistrust between my husband and me? To make us act on your need for punishment?”


  “I suppose that’s so.”


  “What an artful deceiver you are? Which of us do you really want, Reggie or me?”


  The girl balked at the question, while all eyes focused on her. Jocelyn could see that she wanted to turn about and look at Reggie, but that freedom wasn’t available the way that Jocelyn fixed her with her stare.


  “Which one?” Jocelyn said with a winter’s gaze, and a cold wind in her voice.


  “I have no preference, ma’am, though I thought it would be easier to have you.”


  From the corner of her eye, Jocelyn saw Reggie shift in his seat, his hands in front of him, fingertips touching—a thoughtful pose, but nothing but a calm, observant, and non-committal expression.


  “Easier to have me?”


  “You seem less bound by pretension,” the girl added.


  Jocelyn would like to have smirked at the appraisal of her husband, but didn’t.


  “My problem, Helena, is that I can’t devise a punishment that befits your breach of good judgment, the lies and the treachery you’ve used.”


  “But wasn’t it treacherous to conceal your relationship with Mrs. Kozak from your husband?” Helena responded with the simple question.


  Jocelyn didn’t flinch at the sly retort. “Whether it was treacherous or not is not your business. And if you’d really wanted to get to me, you could have found a better way to do so. I must say the thought of enjoying the comforts of your body has been a pleasant thought in my mind. But you’ve ruined that possibility.”


  “Oh, please no, ma’am.”


  “You’re not even worthy of a good correction.”


  “Oh, please, you’re not going to fire me?”


  “That’s exactly what I should do.”


  “You can’t!”


  “Helena!” Jocelyn snapped sharply.


  The young woman was in tears, slumping to the floor in a sad heap.


  “Get up!”


  The girl didn’t move.


  “If you hope to have any chance of staying in my employ, you’ll stand up and look me in the eye.”


  The young woman was quick on her feet, her eyes once again staring intently at her mistress.


  Jocelyn waited before she spoke, the room taking on more anxious energy. Jocelyn could sense Alex quaking from the intensity leveled at the distraught maid, though Reggie remained as cool as if he was enacting the drama himself. “You know,” Jocelyn finally spoke. “You’re an intriguing liar. Almost so intriguing that I’m tempted not to let you go.”


  “Oh, please, ma’am. Please don’t fire me.” A tear trickled down her cheek as if she’d planned it that way.


  “But stop the phony act, your performance is as transparent as that glass,” she said pointing to the far window. “I suspect there are few bounds to your submissive inclinations. I suspect that you have a perfect submissive mentality when you try.”


  “Oh, yes, ma’am!”


  “That is when you’re not manipulating.”


  “I’m sorry.” She looked chagrined, every facial gesture designed to illicit Jocelyn’s compassion.


  “Manipulating is one thing I won’t tolerate. Spilled grape juice, burned meals, sloppy work, I won’t tolerate either, but manipulation to get sexual favors will get you fired if it happens again. Don’t doubt my sincerity. I’ve fired hundreds of people, and despite your sad sad story, I’d fire you too. Do I make myself clear?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  Backing away from the desk, Jocelyn opened the center drawer and pulled out a foot long wooden ruler—the old fashioned kind with the metal straight edge on one side. Moving around the desk, she stood close to the withering young maid, at her side just inches from her, so the girl could likely feel her breath teasing her heated face.


  “Take off your skirt,” she ordered.


  Helena balked in surprise.


  “Yes, take off your skirt,” she repeated.


  Reaching around to the back, the young woman lowered the zipper and then the skirt, the wisp of material dropping to the floor to be kicked away by her feet. She was naked underneath.


  “How immodest,” Jocelyn said looking down. “Who are you trying to seduce, no panties?” She snapped the ruler against the girl’s upper thigh.


  “Ouch!”


  “You want us to see your naked pussy, is that why you wear so little?” She snapped the ruler again and the maid jerked. “Answer me!”


  “Yes, ma’am.” She flinched as the ruler hit a third time.


  “You don’t like the wood, do you?” she mocked her. “If you expected the provocative feel of leather, you’ll be disappointed this time. This is much more punishing.” The ruler smacked her thigh again, and then right on the ass in a flurry of heated strikes, until the pert round orbs were rose red. Standing close together made the punishment an intimate one, eyes meeting eyes, Jocelyn’s other hand at one point holding Helena’s chin in her hand, so that the girl couldn’t alter the face to face encounter.


  Jocelyn wanted it that way, practically smacking the girl’s behind with her in her arms. It might not be as swift or fierce as a more formal distance, but it would be more effective, and far more personal. She would not be avoiding the personal nature of her crime.


  Each strike of the ruler provoked an uneasy jerk in the maid, though after the first hit, Helena held back her verbal protests, a small act of defiance in reply to the treatment. Not able to take her eyes off the dominant Jocelyn, however, more tears were soon forming as the pain became acute. When Jocelyn stopped, it was sudden. She backed away with a grim smile. “Take this to Mrs. Kozak and apologize to her for your behavior.”


  The half naked Helena turned to the blonde woman in the chair behind her—her contrite look more real this time. There was no pleasure in the ruler’s biting sting, she only had the humiliation to joy in, and even that was tainted by a rising sense of shame.


  An unusual position for the ultimate submissive, Alex, looking in Helena’s eyes, was looking into a mirror. To dominate this woman would hardly be a treat when Alex was trembling, remembering her own treachery punished in this very room. The memory was so delicious, she wanted to change places with the girl, though that was hardly possible.


  “I’m sorry, Mrs. Kozak,” Helena began her apology. “I didn’t mean to cause you and Mrs. Harold any harm. I’m rather fond of both of you.”


  “I can see that,” Alex said. There was a natural kindness in her voice that was not in Jocelyn’s. “But remember, Helena, there are times when going to extremes will only hurt you. Those who have power over you have the cards on their side when they don’t need you for anything. I learned that in this house. Understand, being here is a gift to yourself, a privilege, one you shouldn’t abuse by defying the very people you’re here to serve. You’re lucky you’re not on the street now. You understand that?”


  “I think so, ma’am.”


  “Good. Now move to your knees and put your head on the floor.” Her voice turned sharp giving the command, even though she could imagine herself bowing like this with her ass submissively raised. How many times she’d yielded in that manner! And now, how severe could she really be on a woman so like herself?


  It didn’t take but just seconds for Alex to have her answer. The ruler cracked sharply against the upturned ass, and like on so many occasions in her association with Reggie, Alex discovered unexplored territory in her psyche that was actually feeling quite good at the moment. Again and again the firm wood peppered the girl’s aching rear cheeks, Helena sobbing from the instant the punishment began. The kneeling woman pressed herself into the thick Oriental rug, letting it cushion the repeated blows, though it did little to ease her woe. The fiery feel of wood against flesh was nothing but pure agony.


  When Alex finished, Jocelyn was kneeling at Helena’s side with a dildo abruptly pressed to the woman’s ass.


  “Oh no!” the girl roared.


  But the thick prick entered her nonetheless, and with Jocelyn’s fury still unspent, the girl was fucked hard with powerfully thrusting dildo.


  “Now, satisfy her,” Jocelyn ordered in the middle of the assault.


  The girl was too in shock to immediately obey the command; though a few smacks from Jocelyn spurred her on. Pulling up her dress, Alex offered the submissive young thing her fragrant pussy; and while Helena was breached from behind by the thrusting dildo, her mouth descended to bring Jocelyn’s lover a welcome moment of release.


  “You’re very good for a novice,” Jocelyn purred in Helena’s ear. Alex was about to cum, the crying submissive was beginning an orgasmic ride of her own, and Jocelyn was in a premiere glory—her lust depending on the power she wielded over both women. However, as soon as Jocelyn heard the familiar sounds of Alex’s satisfaction, the whimpers and muted cries escape her lips, she pulled Helena away, forcing her to sit back on her legs with the dildo still shoved inside her ass. She could see by the girl’s distress that she’d not yet climaxed.


  “When Alex has finished with you, Helena,” Jocelyn said rising to her feet, “you can come upstairs and do the same for me while Mr. Harold takes your ass.” She gave the girl a final lethal smirk, then swaggered to the back of the room taking Reggie’s hand as she left the library.




  


  Chapter Fifteen


  “She was remarkable,” Reggie said. “I’m sorry you weren’t there.” The two were in the sauna at the athletic club, whispering back and forth, though they didn’t much care if anyone heard or not.


  “Alex told me very little,” Will said.


  “Not that she spanked her first bottom?” Reggie asked.


  “Something was mentioned.”


  “Rather good job too,” Reggie recalled the nasty session between submissives.


  “Let’s not get carried away,” Will said dryly. “I have enough to conquer with Alex being a recalcitrant brat. So, how’s Jocelyn fairing in her new role? You going to let her claim you too?”


  “You don’t think she’s a natural submissive, do you?”


  “I think Jocelyn is gorgeous. I think she nurtures the hell out of you, which you need; but I don’t for a minute think she’d go to the depths to satisfy her own need. What she does is because she loves you.”


  “You want to make wager on that?” Reggie asked.


  “I don’t know about that,” Will laughed. “To bet against you about a woman is probably pretty stupid. I just figured you’re blinded by love.”


  “You told me once I was smitten, and I am. But blind? No,” Reggie vowed. “After what I saw last night. After all her nastiness was out, I think Jocelyn would have been as happy as Helena cowering on the floor the way she was.”


  “I’d like to see that.”


  “What she needs is a good sordid seamy ride on the dark side. Ever since I took her to Germany and Hal’s club, it’s haunted her. What she sees with Alex haunts her, what she saw with Helena haunts her. She wants to be that far gone, even if it’s just once.” Reggie inspected Will’s expression as he spoke. “I want you to take her.”


  “Me?”


  “I want you to punish her, with a little help of course, but you’re the one.”


  “Me with Jocelyn? She hates me, Reg.” Will shook his head in disbelief.


  “I’m not sure hate’s the word. But isn’t that the point?” he replied. “I’m too damned much in love with her to be objective and severe with her.”


  Will snickered, thinking how he’d felt the same way about Alex years before, when that inner need in his wife, his girlfriend at the time, had required a tougher kind of dominant than he could be.


  “Sounds intriguing, if I believed I could pull it off,” he said.


  “You can, trust me. She’ll give in. Meanwhile, I’ll take my own satisfaction from Alex and she’ll hate every minute of it, like she usually does.” He laughed.




  


  Chapter Sixteen


  One month later…


  It was a Tuesday afternoon, just after lunch, when Will walked into Killian Management Consulting. He turned several heads passing by the secretaries on his way to Jocelyn’s office. Few could resist following him with their eyes as the handsome man with the artistic flair moved by them with a casual air of authority and a sexy grin. He was impressed with Jocelyn’s efficient looking operation, though he didn’t particularly like the artwork on the walls.


  He waited several minutes for her secretary to announce him.


  “You really should let me hang a few paintings in your reception area,” Will said, as he was ushered into Jocelyn’s office, the woman looking up at him in surprise.


  “Will? An unexpected visit.”


  He wandered around her office, gazing at paintings, admiring her taste in Oriental furnishings. The view ten floors up made the city look much more serene than it was.


  “You’ve got a better view than Reg.”


  “I guess I do, though he can see the lake, I can’t,” she answered. She watched him continue his perusal of her private space, knowing that his artistic eye was judging everything, though he was silent about his conclusions. “To what do I owe this pleasant interruption?” she finally asked.


  Will whipped around to face her, his hands in his pockets, an easy expression on his face, his dancing eyes catching the glint of light from the windows, making them seem much brighter than they really were. “It’s hardly going to be pleasant,” he said, at last sitting in one of the black lacquer chairs in front of her desk. He leaned back casually, legs crossed man-style.


  “You want to tell me what this is about or are you going to keep me guessing?” she asked. For some strange reason she felt ready to blush, though she had no idea why.


  “No guessing games, Jocelyn. It’s really very simple. “You’re going to cancel your afternoon plans, lock the door, strip naked, and offer me your body to abuse.”


  ***


  There was a flurry of activity in Alex Kozak’s office. Ever since her last promotion, there was always too much to do at work, and so much pressure it was hard to think. What she wanted was some relief from the aching between her legs, but just as she did every day, she squelched the feelings, squelched the thoughts and the pent-up chaotic energy until she could find a time to let it free. What she wouldn’t have given for an hour with Jocelyn that noon, but they had to cancel their plans when an unexpected meeting came up.


  There was a mountain of papers on her desk, a file pulled apart that she was in the midst of reorganizing, and three underlings bringing her more files every ten minutes. Just when she was deep into the maddening mess and confusion, Reggie Harold suddenly appeared in her doorway as surreal and bizarre as a hot air balloon might be floating by her desk.


  “You look overworked,” he said.


  “It would appear so,” she replied. “Is that really you or am I seeing things?”


  “You think you’re talking to ghosts?” he replied amused. He moved around her desk, leaned over and pecked her on the cheek.


  “How sweet,” she said.


  “It’s as sweet as it gets, Alexandra.”


  “Oops, you’re using that name again.”


  “You think there’s something behind it?” he asked, quite smug indeed.


  “Well isn’t there?” she replied.


  “Call your boss,” he said.


  “Call my boss? Why?”


  “Tell him you have personal matter, an emergency you have to attend to, and beg an hour of time.”


  “But why?”


  “Do it.”


  “He’ll want answers.”


  “Make something up.”


  “I don’t lie well,” she reminded him.


  “Do it, Alexandra, and don’t argue,” he said his voice turning brisk.


  Another few files were whisked onto her desk, the young man delivering them giving her an odd glance as he eyed Reggie’s stern face.


  “Chris,” Alex called to him.


  “I have a problem, we’re going to have to put this off for an hour or so. Tell Sandy we’ll get going on it again after two.”


  “I thought it had to be today,” he said annoyed.


  “It does, but I’ll stay late if I have to.”


  The young man walked out with Reggie locking the door behind him while Alex reached for the phone.


  “John,” she said, trying hard to sound worried.


  “I just got a call from mother. It’s really an uproar. I need a few minutes to make some calls…Yeah, that’s right, maybe more than a few minutes…yeah. I will, thanks.” She hung up the phone. “So, Reg, I suppose this is your revenge for California.”


  “Revenge? Over California? You know, you two are really paranoid.”


  “We are?”


  “Will and I thought your love affair was long overdue. Your guilt, now that’s interesting, but that’s something you’ll have to handle.”


  Alex looked at him bewildered. If Reggie’s sudden appearance at her office wasn’t about her affair with Jocelyn, then she had no clue.


  “No, Alex. This isn’t revenge, this is just a delicious game.” His visage turned from amiable to cool in mere seconds.”


  “So how do you plan to punish me here?” Alex wondered aloud.


  After removing a stack of files from the leatherette chair in front of her desk, Reggie sat down. “I’m not going to punish you,” he replied. “This is much more diabolical than that.”


  A malevolent chill began to wind its way around them, and in this busy building, surrounded by Alex’s cluttered business, they were for that instant, completely alone and uninhibited. She could feel the stunning edge of desire suddenly leap up and grab her.


  ***


  “Strip naked and offer my body for you abuse?” Jocelyn laughed as she spoke. “You’re kidding.”


  Will shook his head. It was all she needed to see to believe him, his expression was completely sincere. “Cancel your next hour. This office is soundproof, isn’t it?” he said looking about.


  “Yes it is. But what are you trying to pull?” she asked indignantly.


  “Pull? Nothing. I’m going to prove a point.”


  “You think you can dominate me the way Reggie does? You’ve got to be kidding.”


  “How interesting. You’re responding just the way he said you would,” Will said amused.


  “Reggie knows about this?”


  “I wouldn’t be doing it otherwise.”


  “Who’s idea is it?”


  “Humph? I’m not sure,” he answered. “Though I believe Reggie suggested it first. Suggested you need another dom.”


  “And why would he think that?”


  “He says he’s too soft on you. You know he’s really quite sweet when he talks about his affections for you. Reggie was never that way in the past.”


  “Too soft on me!”


  Will smiled.


  Jocelyn was pissed. Though the raw heat converging in her sex betrayed her, if not to Will, certainly to herself. Damn them both! “And he thinks I’m going to submit to you?”


  “He does, though I don’t.”


  “Well you’re right about that,” she asserted. “And why would you be part of this anyway?”


  “To prove a point,” he repeated his earlier statement.


  “Exactly what is your point?”


  “That you’re naturally dominant, that submission is just a game you play for Reg.”


  Jocelyn sat back in her chair bewildered. “Not submissive?” Did Reggie really feel that?


  “I think it’s all sham, Miss Killian, you’re as artful and cunning as that little wench that works for you, Helena. Though she is a true submissive.”


  “And you are a bastard,” Jocelyn snapped.


  “I’m just pointing out the truth, even if it’s hard for you to take. The term ball-busting ever come to mind?”


  “You ass! Reggie doesn’t think of me that way.”


  “He’d never say so, he loves you. But you pretty much do whatever you damn well please, and he ends up conforming to you.”


  “That’s not true.”


  “Depends on your point of view.” She looked as if she’d spit fire. “Is that loathing coming from your eyes?” He smirked as he said it.


  She took a deep breath trying to control her rage. “I’ve never liked you much, and my opinion is getting worse.”


  “Then why don’t you throw me out?”


  It was a good question, but she had no answer for him, or herself.


  “Turning you on, isn’t it?” he suggested.


  She still said nothing, though her green eyes were not so angry as they’d been, contemplative perhaps. Whatever she was thinking, her contemplations confused her. For a woman of order and control, she was completely confounded.


  “Why is Reg suggesting this?” she finally asked.


  “He wants you to go to that dark place that you took Helena, that place where Alex plays all the time. He believes you want that too.”


  “He said he didn’t want to give me to other men,” she remarked. “Why would he now?”


  “Because that’s what you want,” he replied. “For once you don’t want the love to get in the way. If I master you, we won’t have to worry about that.” He spoke deliberately, letting his words sink in. “As far as making you a gift to me? That’s hardly the scenario we’re playing here. If you do as I say, it’ll be because you want to, not because Reggie offered you to me as a present. But let’s not lie, Jocelyn. We may hate each other, but I can see the lust and the intrigue. Your imagination and your crotch are running wild.”


  She considered his declarations. While hate and loathing were foremost in her thoughts, there was a savage lust trying to gain control. He was right. For all her attempts to stop her mind from spinning to places she’d rather not go, nothing worked. She knew that the thought of being dominated by Will was turning her on. For a moment as she looked at him, she had the weird feeling that she was looking at herself. The animal magnetism in his eyes matched her own in those rare moments some candid snapshot disclosed a darkness within her she tried to subdue. She understood her problem with Will Kozak. “We’re too much alike,” she said.


  He smiled at her recognition. “I’d say, fire and fire, wouldn’t you? With Reg, it’s fire and ice. That’s why we can both be friends with him so easily.”


  “And why we find it so difficult, the two of us,” she added. She spoke even as some of that fire in her was being relinquished to her ignited lust.


  “You want it, don’t you?” he said. Sitting back, Will viewed the breathtaking sight, the full lips, wild hair, stormy eyes and mystified expression. Women like Jocelyn dazzled him, but they were as dangerous as wildfire to his peace of mind. She didn’t have to answer his question, he knew.


  The phone rang and Jocelyn stared at it for a second. It rang again, and before Jocelyn could answer it, Will reached out, his hand covering hers on the receiver. “Cancel your plans,” he whispered. His eyes were mesmerizing so she couldn’t stop their power to woo her. As his hand withdrew, the phone rang again and she answered the call.


  “I have something important I need to do, Meg,” Jocelyn told her secretary. “No interruptions for the next hour,” then thought to add, “until I call you.”


  Hanging up, she sat back in her chair looking oddly innocent, like someone had wiped the slate of all her personal agendas clean, and she was nothing but a fresh uncluttered woman ready to be molded.


  “Good,” Will smiled, though his expression was ever so much more sinister than before. “Now take off your blouse.”


  ***


  Alex shivered under Reggie’s spell. As he began to speak she stared at his lips—how many times she’d watched them move, how many times they’d commanded her, how many times they’d aroused her with the desire to feel his tender kisses and his warm breath on her neck and behind her ears. How she wished those lips were whispering in her ear now.


  “You know where Will is now?” Reggie asked her


  “In his studio,” she replied.


  “Right now Will is in Jocelyn’s office watching her as she strips for him.”


  Alex’s eyes widened.


  “He’s going to bind her, redden her ass, and shove his prick into her back door.”


  “He’s what?”


  “Shush!”


  “He’s not going to be gentle, Alex. But she’s going to love it.” Before she could begin to speak this time, he added, “He’s going to take her on that dark ride she’s never had.”


  “You’re serious,” she gasped far too loudly to suit him.


  Reggie leaned forward in his chair, eyes pinning her fast. “Don’t talk, don’t move, don’t bat an eye, bitch. You listen, nothing more. That clear?”


  She nodded.


  ***


  The cream silk blouse fell away. Jocelyn’s breasts pushed high in a well cut bra jiggled softly against her chest.


  “The bra,” Will added.


  Leaning forward, she reached around and undid the clasp. Her two mounds fell free with her nipples puckering sweetly from the chill of the air and Will’s fixed stare.


  “Come here,” he said.


  With the same mesmerized wonder that had begun this episode, the redhead rose from her seat and obeyed.


  “The skirt,” he said sharply, when she was at his side.


  She unzipped it at the back, pushed it down and then tossed it to a chair behind her. The disrobing left her in garterbelt, stockings and tall high heels, her body shivering in front of a gaze more cold and vile than Reggie’s had ever been. Scary, because unlike the unpredictable but well known essence of her husband, Will was like a revolution underneath his cool, one that played with hot burning flames she had no idea how to overpower. The only reason she was consenting to this was because it felt right in the middle of her bones. It made no logical sense, it didn’t conform  to her nature, it was an act that seemed so foreign to her sense of self as to be almost laughable. Though she was hardly laughing.


  Will was a dangerous man for her, this play of his a risky endeavor. She felt safe only because Will was her best friend’s husband, and Reggie’s best friend, even though she wasn’t sure that was security enough. There was no denying the fear. Perhaps she was scared because it wasn’t so much a physical torture awaiting her, but a painful lesson of the soul she was about to endure: an exercise in defenseless surrender, such surrender always frightened her to the core, and now, Reggie, her security in this bizarre world, couldn’t even be there.


  From his bag on the floor, Will pulled out a dildo.


  “In your ass,” he said, handing it to her. “Grease it first if you like.”


  Jocelyn took the thick stalk and slathered it with cream from a jar Will held. About to lean over her desk and impale herself, Will interrupted.


  “On the floor.”


  The horror of the next hour was beginning to catch up with her. Though a knock on the door startled her back to reality just as she was moving to her knees.


  “Oh, my god!” she snapped to, trying to stand up.


  Will reached out and stopped her. “Don’t worry, that’s for me, Jocelyn,” he said. “Get on your hands and knees and shove the prick inside your ass.”


  While Jocelyn obeyed, her heart was pounding hard. She hoped it was Reg on the other side of the door.


  Answering the knock, Will rose from his chair and ushered two men inside, their eyes instantly taken by the sight of the bowing submissive with the fake prick in her ass.


  “Reggie’s bitch,” one man said.


  It was Kevin, the young gardener from the estate, the one she’d hired, flirted with, and nearly fired for being too damned cocky. The young voyeur had taken too much pleasure watching her sunbathe naked. She’d had words with him just days before. When she heard the other man speak, she recognized his voice too, Gus.


  “You got the mistress of the house to bow for you, how fitting,” he said with a darkness in his delivery she’d never forget.


  “You can take her as you like,” Will informed them. “There’s a whip, a paddle, the cane and a strap.”


  ***


  “I imagine when Kevin and Gus arrive, they’ll play havoc on her ass,” Reggie said.


  Kevin and Gus! Good God! Bound to silence, all Alex could do was think of the scene of her dearest friend bound by Will’s rope, and paddled by the ruthless Gus. Her own torture at the man’s hands made her instantly wince.


  “We discussed the possibilities and decided after she humbles herself a while at their feet, they’ll tie her ass high to take her. You remember that—over the tree stump at the cabin?”


  The memory was vivid, and Alex wanted to cry just thinking of Jocelyn so bared and degraded.


  “How could you do this!” she finally blurted out.


  “I thought I told you to keep your mouth shut?” His chilling delivery forced her to settle. Reggie waited a moment, then finally spoke. “She needs it just the way you did. Whether you realized it or not, it’s everything she’s wanted.”


  Alex shook her head no; though to disagree more might provoke his wrath, and now was not the time for that.


  “Gus and Kevin will take her cunt, and at some point she’ll have two cocks fucking her. Will will have her ass.”


  Alex squirmed in her chair at the thought. Imagining Jocelyn and the three men. Imagining herself in the staggering same circumstances.


  ***


  Tying the fake prick into Jocelyn’s ass with ropes that wound around her thighs and waist, Will then hoisted her to the top of the coffee table in front of the leather sofa. Binding her wrists further diminished her in their eyes. She’d agreed to this for reasons she couldn’t explain and was now powerless to protest or complain. What could she possibly gain from objecting to the treatment, especially when her body was feeling so…so amazing? She felt the rude torture of Will’s hands as they combed her flesh, prodded her cunt with fingers going deep, and pressed hard on the invading dildo. Each act was so demeaning, and yet so fraught with arousal.


  Will raised her body heat before any instrument left a single stroke or smack. He squeezed her breasts, pinched her nipples until she cried out, and then pulled her head back by her hair so that she had to look him in the eye.


  “Tell me you love it,” he said evenly.


  “You bastard!” she seethed under her breath. She may have looked angry, but it wasn’t anger she was feeling and they both knew it.


  Will smirked and dropped her head to the table.


  “Don’t hold back,” he told the men.


  ***


  “You remember what it’s like to have your ass abused, I mean really abused, not some creative punishment with the finesse of a master, but what’s hard and fast and demanding? You remember Gus, don’t you? He’ll use the strap, flail on her naked bottom till it’s raw, and then perhaps, take up a wood paddle so there’s nothing but pain, and a shrieking woman. He’ll strike her thighs and ass until she’d exhausted. Then Kevin, the much more artful Kevin will take over.”


  Alex was raw inside, feeling a savage indignation, that such horrors would be perpetrated on her dear friend by the two men she thought she loved.


  “Don’t look too distraught, my dear. It’s no different than what you endured from me. And you loved it.”


  She was nearly in tears, and not sure why. “But it’s Jocelyn,” she snapped. “How can you do this to her!”


  He didn’t snap back, but spoke simply. “Because I love her.”


  ***


  The heavy belt landed with a vigorous stroke. Gus didn’t use Will’s implements, preferring the ruthlessness of the belt he wore daily about his waist. The imprints on her backside were nearly instantaneous, bringing out the red fire until her whole ass was inflamed. Ah! She might be groaning, might be full of spirit and complaint,” he thought, but she was relinquishing with each stroke. He laid on dozens against the center of her ass, one after the other, until he stopped without a warning. In Gus’s mind, he’d whipped her enough to suit his needs. He nodded at Kevin to proceed.


  The younger man stood back and eyed the splayed behind, noting the bright red color. He could almost feel the heat rising from her skin from three feet away, and he could surely hear the lovely sound of her whimpering distress. The beating had made his cock hard, and his desires raging. She was ready for the cane, which would turn her ass into a work of art. While Gus had done a good job covering every inch that was fair game for a good strapping, he wasn’t a tactical man. It took finesse to apply the cuts to mark her.


  Subdued and crying softly now, Jocelyn hadn’t a hard edge in her soul, just the flicker of fire that would never leave those green eyes.


  Kevin snapped his wrist and the cane descended, too fast for the eye to see.


  She gave out a soft cry, but not a desperate shriek, and a thin red line began to rise above the blush of red.


  Six snaps, six soft cries, six red lines.


  ***


  “There’s no justice in this, Reggie,” Alex vowed, hearing him tell his sordid tale.


  “It isn’t about justice, Alexandra, it’s about love.”


  “How can you call that love?” she wondered aloud, even though she knew the answer, she knew it like the back of her hand.


  “It’s about love. And about power and submission, and going deep. And yes, in part, because the two of you can’t let go of your guilt over your clandestine relationship; it’s about half-truths and glaring omissions, about setting things straight that have been off kilter for weeks.”


  “But Jocelyn?” Alex said.


  “Is it so hard to understand when you’ve had it all yourself? You know how she’s going to feel, don’t you? She wants it, as much as you’re craving it now. And think,” he said, almost trying to be light, “she’s having the joys of two dicks by now, and don’t you wish you could?” The expression on his face was utterly perverse.


  ***


  After Gus had taken her cunt, and Will had aroused himself at Jocelyn’s mouth, they moved her to the couch where she could lie on Kevin to be screwed. Only then did Will remove the fake prick from her ass.


  When it was gone, there was an empty feeling where she’d been so full before; but the emptiness was fleeting. Her dark sexual home was quickly penetrated by a real prick. Invading her in the most humiliating and brilliant way, Will joined Kevin in the crude assault, taking from her the innocence of her well-shielded status as Reggie Harold’s wife. Both pricks rode her freely. She became as vulnerable and selfless as any indecent slut, as vulnerable as Alex or Helena might be.


  The fire that ripped through her was ungodly, the abuse, the vile use, the lasciviousness of her desire overwhelming all control; she had no idea exactly when or how she orgasmed, or for how long. But she realized infinite pleasure in total abandon. Never, never had she imagined…


  ***


  Alex’s pussy was crawling as if there were hands all over it, though there were none. Fucked by a voice, by ideas and imaginary fingers and cocks, she wanted to put her own hands to her cunt, but he’d never allow it. There was no torture more wretched than this. No punishment more apt for a flagrant exhibitionist submissive.


  “Think about it, Alex. Weep a little if you like.”


  The worst humiliation was Reggie, his seeing so clearly how she squirmed inside, how he could manipulate her sexual desire, tease her body and torture her without ever laying a finger on her body.


  “Your jealousy will be a good reminder to you of your own wavering submission,” he suggested.


  Reggie knew her better than she even knew herself, and he always spoke the truth about her sexual needs. Every time he confronted that sometimes murky identity, it seemed she got much closer to the truth about herself.


  ***


  When Jocelyn awoke from whatever stupor had claimed her—it wasn’t sleep or unconsciousness, though she was certainly in a world apart from the real tangible one—she couldn’t quite fix on where she was. Finally coming to, she realized that the other men had left, and it was just she and Will alone again.


  Her hands were still tied with the rope. She could feel it cut into her flesh and expected there would be indentations when she was finally set free. It was odd to think that the rest of the day, she would stare at her wrists and smile. She looked up to see Will sitting passively in a chair across from her, eyeing her naked body, the shredded stockings and the look of total satisfaction on her face.


  “I don’t gloat over things as beautiful as you,” he said. “Just don’t forget the purpose, Jocelyn. And for the sake of Reg and Alex, try not to hate me.”


  His kindness made her want to weep. The affection in his voice was genuine.


  “You’ve made an honest woman of me, Will,” she whispered. “How can I hate you?”


  He smiled. “And just think, you proved your husband right.”


  “He really thought I’d do this?”


  “Yes, he did. I know you did it for love to start. But it was all your pleasure in the end.”


  “I know,” she said. She tried to figure out how she’d get her body to move again, it seemed so fastened to the comforting cushions underneath her. But she couldn’t stay there forever.


  Sensing her moment of distress, Will moved to her side and knelt down to undo the ropes. And with a soft hand stroking her cheek, he leaned in and kissed her passive lips.


  This was where their friendship would begin.


  ***


  Reggie left Alex’s office the way he entered; leaning over her desk, he gave her an affection kiss on the cheek. He was as dear to her as any man she knew…as dear as Will.


  ***


  At five-thirty that afternoon, Jocelyn answered the knock on her office door with a meek, ‘yes.’ After hours of feeling completely subdued, it was all she could manage.


  When the door cracked opened, and Reggie peered inside. “Ready to go?” he asked.


  “Go. Go where?”


  “A little side trip.”


  “Don’t we have to talk?” she asked.


  “About what?” he replied. He’d entered the office and stood in front of her desk looking cool and typically distant, though if she was right there was an added hint of affection in his blue eyes.


  “I should explain things, shouldn’t I?” she asked.


  “You think I don’t know everything that happened this afternoon?” He sat down in the chair in front of her.


  “I suppose Will told you?”


  “Will told me nothing. I arranged the scene for you, I should know what happened.”


  “I feel so odd. That I’d even do this.” It was hard to explain the feelings she had, though she sensed that with Reggie explanations weren’t necessary.


  “Did it hurt you?”


  “No.”


  “Did you enjoy it?”


  “Oh, my yes.”


  “Then that’s all I wanted for you, darling, that’s all.”


  “You knew I really wanted this?”


  “That you wanted to go deep, to go the distance that Alex has gone and come back to yourself whole, yes. I saw the need in your eyes when you were with Helena. As much as you enjoyed dominating her, you wanted to take her place.” He let the thought sink in for several seconds then moved around her desk, pulling her to her feet. “It’s like taking a trip down a long and frightening tunnel I imagine.”


  She could easily agree to that. “So it had nothing to do with Alex and me.”


  “No,” he said.


  “And it wasn’t revenge?” she queried.


  “Not revenge,” he confirmed. “At least not mostly. If you want to think it was to appease any misplaced guilt you have about her, go ahead.” He raised her chin with his hand and stared into her moist green eyes. “I wanted to give you the pleasure of your darkest submissive side, just as you’ve learned to pleasure as a dominant. I’ve heard that going deep on one side, you can go just as deep on the other, though that’s not my own experience.”


  Jocelyn smiled to herself. Never in all her days as a confident, well managed person, had Jocelyn felt so weary, so content and so baffled. She’d been on one hell of a rollercoaster ride, and it had just taken a swift jerking turn.


  “We’ll talk more later,” he said. “You’re going with me now.” He drew her from the room with Jocelyn not having the will to protest.


  “Not another escapade like the last, I hope. I don’t think I could take that.”


  He kissed her lips. “Oh, I think you could use another, and many more.” He mocked her with a light-hearted grin.


  For just an instant there was that spark of fire in her otherwise passive eyes responding to his gentle gibe. She’d never lose the flame that created her fire, and he was glad of that.




  


  Chapter Seventeen


  The Porsche stopped just a few blocks away in front of the Hampton Court, the middle of downtown in midst of the rush hour roar.


  “Room 210, better hurry,” he said, practically pushing Jocelyn out the door. Her dumbfound face looked back to him, thinking the brusque send off odd. “Alex is waiting,” he added with a pleasant grin. “I’ll be back for you later.” With that, the Porsche sped off, leaving Jocelyn on the street.


  Once he’d disappeared from sight, the befuddled redhead looked up towards the second floor windows, seeing the curtain fluttering in the breeze, and what appeared to be the profile of a statuesque blonde standing there looking down on her.


  ***


  Alex took the jar of cream by the bedside table and spread it across Jocelyn’s ass. “Who made the marks?” she asked.


  “Kevin.”


  “Just as I figured. He’s the type.”


  “You say that with such confidence.”


  “Gus loves a good old-fashioned strapping. Nothing held back.”


  “I had that too,” Jocelyn said.


  “Yeah, I can tell.” She had such a pretty bottom even with the slightly roughed up skin from where the belt had singed her, and especially where six tiny welts remained.


  “Got the right side better than the left,” Alex added.


  “Ah, that feels so good,” the redhead purred. It was especially soothing when Alex’s hand dipped deeply into the crack of her ass with her well-greased fingers massaging the back door entry, and all the way down to her cunt.


  “Ouch!”


  “Oops, no fingers there,” Alex said, when she hit a sensitive spot at her sphincter.


  “That was Will,” Jocelyn informed her.


  “Heavenly, isn’t he?” Alex mused.


  “Now don’t you go getting horny on me again,” Jocelyn warned. “You know, I’ve planted my mouth at your puss twice now, just because you were so damned needy. I’m ready for something myself and you’re going to give it to me.” Her spirited dominance was returning to her once languid and submitting soul. She rolled over, her green eyes flashing with all the stormy brew of an orgasm building in her depths.


  Alex smiled. “Ooo, you want me to suck you off?” she said, ready for more herself.


  “No,” she replied. “I want your hands everywhere. And don’t miss a spot. Your mouth, your teeth, your breasts against mine…They’re mine, all mine, little bitch.”


  The two woman smiled happily then fell against each other and rolled about the bed, making love across the shabby sheets until nearly midnight when they were too worn out for anything but sleep. In a tryst sanctioned by the men they loved, it was a moment to repair two well wounded bodies with the tenderness of each other’s hands. In sleep, it was a time to repair their souls as they slept side by side, with the affection that had become so dear to them reaching out to the other in their dreams.


  It was an exhausted but welcome slumber for them both; and their husbands, the manipulators of their most recent hours, would wait to have them back again. Reggie and Will would let them sleep, waiting until morning to bring them home.




  Jocelyn’s Rebellion




  


  Chapter One


Ms. Killian,” Emma Reed’s voice came over the speaker, “Mr. Trueblood calling. You know the Englishman.”


  “I’m not here,” Jocelyn answered.


  “He’s called three times since yesterday afternoon. I don’t think he believes me,” Emma replied.


  “I don’t care what he believes, perhaps you should be more convincing.” Jocelyn slammed down the phone only to have it ring again.


  Sighing deeply there was a worried, weary look in her green eyes. A hand combed through her unruly red hair—she’d left her clip on her dressing table at home letting her hair dry in the spring breeze. Now it sexily framed her pert Irish features indicating the savagery of a spirit frayed at the edges.


  “Yes, Emma,” she answered the ringing line.


  “Your attorneys are here,” the secretary informed her.


  “I don’t want them here,” was her exasperated reply.


  “But …”


  “I’ll see them,” Jocelyn relented, though she wasn’t successful in changing her irritated tone of voice.


  ***


  “It’s a bad season, Jocelyn,” Harry Wise acknowledged the obvious.


  “Sued twice in one month. I’ve never been so popular,” she replied.


  “We should settle out of court.”


  “I don’t have the money. The suits are spurious. And I’ll come off looking like a weak-kneed buffoon who’s way out of my league.”


  “Maybe you are,” Ed Davis suggested.


  “Thank you for such faith,” she replied. Sarcasm had become dear to her in the past six weeks. Rumors, false accusations, her faith in humanity a dozen times destroyed by finger pointing, pompous bastards that had taken her business and stomped it beneath their feet as if it was so much dust. All this because of Ibercon Corporation’s latest disaster. After spending six months consulting time, to have them turn tail on her proposals and tube their company with several moves she’d advised them vigorously not to pursue, she was paying as dearly as the rest. She’d been swept into a black hole where anyone associated with their defunct Boston Project was being castigated by the press, the board of directors and everyone in the business world that watched Ibercon’s demise. Her reputation had taken such a fall she was certain recovery was impossible—though she was still trying.


  The discussion with her attorneys didn’t end well. Their exit only brought her face to face with the nuisance, Arnold Trueblood, the private investigator she’d been dodging for days.


  “Ms. Killian, or is it Mrs. Harold?” He was in her face with his fat jowls and beady eyes peering out of thick black rimmed glasses.


  “It’s Ms. Killian in business.”


  “Let me introduce myself …” he started.


  “I know who you are, Mr. Trueblood. Please be brief. Certainly you must know by now that I’m not answering any questions without consulting my lawyers and they just left.” The stubby man grated on her nerves.


  “It’s a matter of some urgency.”


  “Isn’t everything?”


  Standing in the outer office where Emma’s trained ears would hear any conversation no matter how muted, the man looked about, then took Jocelyn’s arm by the elbow. She immediately shook him off. “I think in private would be more suitable for this,” he said.


  “If it will make you leave,” she said, consenting to being led into her private office by the oily man who made her skin crawl just looking at him.


  “You remember Ian Suffolk?” Trueblood asked.


  At least he was to the point. “I’m sorry I don’t know the name,” she answered.


  “Ian Bradbury. Ian Pennywhistle. Ian Devors? Perhaps?”


  “Perhaps I knew Ian Pennywhistle fifteen years ago. The others…”


  “All the same.”


  “Then he’s probably the same scoundrel he was when I made his acquaintance.”


  “You know he’s returned to the States?”


  “I wouldn’t know where he is, Mr. Trueblood.”


  “He’s not looked you up?”


  “Why would he? He’s been out of my life for years.”


  “Years?” Trueblood did not believe that. “Didn’t he post a letter to you about six months ago.”


  “None that I received.”


  “And you’ve not received letters from him every few months in the last several years.”


  “One or two at the most,” Jocelyn offered, knowing that it was unwise to have even admitted to that. Who could say what trouble Ian was in. “How did you know I was ever associated with him in the first place?”


  “There are people interested in finding him, I’ve been investigating Suffolk for nearly three years. In that time I’ve learned just about everything there is to know about the man. Including your affair.”


  “I was young. I’m married now, happily so. I wouldn’t have any reason to entertain a renewed relationship with Ian whatever you want to call him. And if I had replied to any letter he’s written, I’m sure I would have told him as much. Now you have to leave.”


  “Does Mr. Harold know about Ian?”


  “Mr. Trueblood you’re treading into personal territory where you have no right to be.”


  “You say you have a sacred marriage.”


  “I said it was happy one,” she replied, though as she vowed that, she wondered just how true that was. It had been two weeks since she’d seen Reggie, and their last few days together were filled with barbs that stuck—all because of the sticky business of lawsuits and a fractured reputation. Her perpetually arrogant husband, under the guise of love, suggested it was time to give up Killian Management. “Banging your head against bricks is a tough and useless waste,” was the first foul thought from his lips. “It’s over, Jocelyn,” was the second.


  All that she’d built for nine years and he was so quick to cast it off as if it meant nothing to her. To suggest it was over made her heart ache, and her stomach burn with fear, even though he was likely right. (In such assessments Reggie was rarely wrong.)


  There was still fight in her however, and she gave up going to Japan with him to stay home and work her way out of the predicament. But the way things had developed, she’d have been better to have spent the last few weeks in Japan wearing silk and serving tea with the Japanese matrons, watching them fawn all over her blonde Adonis, with his sculptured body and aristocratic face and uncommonly aloof resonance of darkness that was an accompaniment to his sapphire eyes.


  The war between them was not unusual. They’d warred a hundred times in their five year marriage, but never to this impasse, and never without some degree of certainty that the darkness of their sexual attraction would eventually rule and begin to heal what had been broken.


  “You have a fascinating way of being happily married,” Trueblood stated.


  “What makes you say that?” she asked.


  Though he was a slimy creature, unctuous and sly, his speech disarmed her. Speaking with that snooty officious English accent, she thought she’d have to answer him when none was called for.


  “Ian Suffolk, er … a Pennywhistle, was noted for sexually deviant activities. I made it my business to check on those of his acquaintances.”


  “You what?” This was going too far.


  “Just something cursory, of course. I’m hardly in your bedroom. But then, your husband’s proclivity toward bondage, discipline and the art of training women to be submissives is no real secret.”


  Jocelyn was fuming, but dozens of chilling rejoinders were left unsaid.


  “I have no more time for you, you’ll have to find Ian without me.” She imbued her words with as much venom as possible and pushed the man to the door and out. Having handed her his card as he was leaving, another ingratiating smile on his lips, she was moved to tear the card into pieces and drop them in the wastebasket.


  “Emma, I’m leaving for the afternoon,” she announced moments later as she threw her coat over her shoulders and swept past her on the way out.


  “You’ll be back at two?” her secretary asked.


  “No, cancel my appointments.”


  “But Mr. Donnally from the Ibercon board?”


  “I’m not here,” she snapped at the freckled innocent face, and she was gone.


  Like spring, the sun shone hot, but when the breeze blew the air was crisp. One gust raced right up Jocelyn’s skirt reminding her that in addition to being a bruised and battered business consultant she was a sexual being. The delicious tickle made her stomach grab, and reminded her of her unspent sexual energy. She walked three blocks away from the office in heels that should have made her legs and feet ache after the first block. However, Jocelyn was used to dressing in high-fashion statements of power that not only looked authoritative but also added sensuous to her list of personality traits. Jocelyn Killian Harold’s allure couldn’t be anything less than sexual; especially since Reggie had refined the seductive charm that had always been natural to her.


  The aroma of fresh baked bread, Italian spices and cheese poured from a café she passed on her way to nowhere. Slowing her furious retreat from her office, she lingered in that fragrant space of sidewalk letting her nostrils feast on the smells. The jolt the breeze had fostered between her legs was only augmented. She remembered then the silk she was wearing on her breasts. Now sliding against her nipples it caused those sensuous rounds to draw into buds that any man would tongue with glee. A desire swept through her mind, one that would have taken her into an alley, where with a hand at her crotch she’d need little time to get off. Even in this marginal part of town she considered slipping into a private corner where she could take a moment to climax. But then she spotted the intriguing shop across the street.


  Darting into the empty avenue, Jocelyn spent several minutes standing in front of the plate glass window looking inside a leather store. It must have cropped up overnight. Dozens of times down this street she’d never noticed the place. Since Reg, her mind was instantly tuned to spy such sights. Being so close to her office, she should have found this place before. Still, the storefront business looked ancient and well used. There was even dust on a few leather tooled bustiers displayed in the window, and the smell of incense was so strong it poured out onto the street even with the shop door closed.


  Naked underneath her lime colored suit skirt, Jocelyn’s labia were easily tickled by the fabric brushing against them as she moved. Even standing still, she couldn’t stop the gentle sway of her hips that eroticized them even more. A banister, a railing, the arm of a chair would have sufficed to generate an orgasm. But having none of those, she took her arousal as an invitation to enter the sleazy establishment, nearly choking as she did from the plumes of patchouli and sage-scented smoke.


  Behind a counter, a woman with a nose ring, purple spiked hair and silver rings on every finger perked up with the entrance of the redheaded business woman in the lime green suit. There was a sparkle back in Jocelyn’s green eyes, the mood of decadence overpowering her gloom. She could almost feel Reggie’s warm palm on her ass, massaging a rear cheek. She would push back against his fingers encouraging more. He’d slip his hand under the hem of the short skirt and probe her anally.


  Peering inside a case displaying a good two dozen dildos, her eyes rested on an enormous anal plug that would be much too big for her to handle—despite her cravings that desired otherwise. Reggie had spent some energy and time making her ass as usable as her vagina for sex, and she could open that anterior orifice wide to accept a generous erection. Still, this plug was one of the largest she’d ever seen, which only reminded her of how long it had been since she’d indulged in an anal assault. There’d be pain the next time Reggie entered her ass, though she’d probably want that too.


  “You want something?” the clerk asked. She looked like a girl on second glance, too young to be the proprietor of such a place. Young as she was, however, she looked like she knew what she was doing—at least as much as Jocelyn knew what she was doing in her late teens when Ian Pennywhistle absconded with her the summer she bummed around Europe. There was the thought of him again. When she hadn’t brought the man to mind in two years, here he was appearing twice in one hour. The girl with the spiked hair was a sister in rebellion, obviously planted by the gods to remind her of her other life. A life much less reputable, but much more fun than the one she was escaping now. Reggie was fun sometimes, but he wasn’t around.


  “I don’t know what I want,” Jocelyn said sighing. The girl squirmed on the stool behind the counter—Jocelyn only then noting that this nymph was sitting squarely on her pussy, her skirt pulled up so her thighs and ass cheeks showed. With Jocelyn staring at the obvious exposure, the girl did nothing to change her pose when she realized she was being watched.


  “I’m horny,” she explained.


  “So am I,” Jocelyn replied, her voice dipping into a huskier tone much more mellow than her speech just a half hour before.


  “You look like you could use a good screw.”


  Jocelyn acknowledged the comment with a smile.


  “Got a favorite fetish?” the girl asked.


  “Hummm,” was the redhead’s answer as her eyes perused the array of bondage and discipline equipment in the cases before her. Reggie had as much at home, though that was so familiar to her that it hardly gave rise to much sexual titillation anymore. Together they were much less prone to using toys than early in their relationship. Reg kept the bondage simple, the domination as much mental as physical. Being able to mesmerize her with magical words evoked the stimulation that made such moments soar. “Frankly, I have this intense desire to be spanked right now,” Jocelyn admitted, finding it as easy to talk with the girl as it would have been to confess her thoughts to Alexandra, her best friend and sexually deviant female lover.


  “I’d spank you if you like,” the girl replied, looking quite serious even though the suggestion almost made Jocelyn laugh.


  “I need a man for that.”


  “You want to buy a paddle or strap, I can arrange that, too.”


  Not expecting to be so easily accommodated, Jocelyn backed off. This was just an innocent exploration of a sex shop, wasn’t it?


  “Which one do you like?” The girl pulled her pussy off her seat so the short leather skirt managed to cover her sufficiently. A case on the opposite wall displayed leather paddles and short straps that Jocelyn knew from experience made a sensuous smack against bare flesh. Reggie’s store of implements had been collected before she met him. Jocelyn always wondered where he found these especially designed wares that had such a devilish purpose.


  Noting that each tooled piece of leather made her body’s lust acute, she recognized the signs of sexual obsession urging her to some alarming choice. She pointed to a slapper inside the glass case, ten inches long, she estimated, and three inch wide with marble sized holes in the stiff rectangular hide. She imagined stern sensations in just a smack or two of the awesome thing.


  “I want that one,” she said, at first thinking she’d take it home and use it on herself. Hungry for the stimulation, passionately in need of something dark to set her off, the obsession was moving swiftly along to a rightfully sane conclusion. But that ended when a man walked out from the room behind the shop. An ass kicker. Like Gus, Reggie’s foreman at their country estate, or like one of the burly Germans that she’d seen top submissives in German clubs. He loomed over her like god’s wrath incarnate, and she was sure that Reggie would smile to see her first alarmed response. Bald head, goatee, he should have been wearing leather, but was dominant enough in black jeans and a black shirt that draped his muscled chest.  


  “You say you want to be spanked?” he asked her.


  “I said I wanted to buy that slapper,” she answered.


  “Not if I don’t get to use it.” He eyed her gravely.


  As if to suggest that he was being too presumptuous, Jocelyn drew up in a pinched expression that came from annoyance and puzzlement. All that was ignoring the gnawing need between her legs. Her bottom burned before even a strike was landed. There would be no question whether to submit if Reggie had been right there; but with her husband due home from Japan any day, the risk to her monogamous agreement with him posed a dilemma.


  The burly man placed his hands on either end of the counter that separated them and stared down at the leather implement. “You don’t look at all content, lady, if you don’t mind my observation. Let’s just say I warm your ass the way you want.”


  Dominant men make assumptive proposals, and Jocelyn’s obsessive need was basking in that kind of mind control.


  “And you’ll take pictures?” Jocelyn asked, noting a camera behind the counter. It was an impetuous request, but it suited her mood.


  “We can do that too. Libra here gets off on photographing sessions,” he nodded to the girl.


  In the room behind the shop, there were boxes and a few chairs. On one chair Jocelyn placed her folded skirt after she’d let it drop to the cement floor. On another the Dom sat waiting for her ass. A soft fluff of red, cream white skin and a sticky wet pubis were revealed when she stood facing the man. He might have been seduced by the perfection of a lady in expensive clothes, but he was Dom enough not to care about her pedigree or her wealth. She was just a submissive, and she was going to pay for whatever crimes remained in her mind unresolved. It wasn’t his to question the woman, only his good luck to know she needed his attention. Some man had done his work well to have this peach of a lady giving him so little flack.


  “It won’t take long,” he advised her. She stood for one second before him, and the next was guided by his powerful hands to a humbled position over his lap, her ass end high.  Two steps away, the young woman snapped pictures of all the important moments: the exposure, the positioning, and then of course the results when there was a crimson pair of ass cheeks getting more roughed up with each strike of the leather.


  That Jocelyn cried her eyes out, and kicked with abandon, didn’t seem to matter to anyone in the room. The girl caught that image, too, of Jocelyn’s tortured face screwed up in agony.


  She hadn’t said the ‘safe’ word, ‘Reggie’, so the man kept up the spanking. Though seeing the red on her ass looking liked fire-scorched flesh, he paused one time thinking she might have had enough. When she made no attempt to rise, he continued, letting the woes of the woman affect his most dominant desires. Obviously her need was great, and that produced great need in him. Like submissive and dominant should be, they were as harmonious in the task as any determined dominant and wailing submissive.


  Jocelyn was sopping between her thighs when the spanking was over. She never did say her ‘safe’ word; rather there seemed a natural rise and fall of emotion that spelled the beginning and the end. In the man’s last glance at the well-worked behind, he saw it marred with streaks that wouldn’t fade, and noted places where there’d be small bruises by morning.


  When he dropped the pretty woman to her knees in front of him and withdrew his erection, she was obliged to pay for the favor. While the camera continued to chronicle the episode, Jocelyn took his mean organ in her mouth and sucked until every trace of lipstick had disappeared and he spewed cum on her mascara smudged face. With her hot, naked ass resting on the cold cement, Jocelyn was satisfied, even if her loins still burned hot.


  “You got some man to take care of your cunt?” the man asked her.


  “Maybe,” she whispered.


  “Let me see your tits.”


  Still submissively inclined, she opened the suit jacket and raised the silk teddy so he could see the rest of her.


  “You need a Dom, I’ll do the chore,” he told her.


  “Thank you, you’ve been enough for one day. But the pictures?” She pulled down the teddy and started to rise from the floor. “How about I buy the memory card?”


  “I’ve got other images on that I’ll need to download first. Truth is the computer is down, and til Roscoe fixes it, I can’t do nothing with that memory card.”


  “Then I’ll stop by and pick it up.”


  She was on her feet, putting her skirt on over her wounded bottom, letting the lovely feeling of warmth settle inside where it would remain until she was in her car and could masturbate herself to a climax.


  “Couple of days. I can call you,” he replied.


  “No, I’ll stop by,” she said.


  He nodded, as he watched her button the jacket, then slip into her high heels. Handing her the slapper, she pulled from her purse a few bills, having no idea how much the thing cost.


  “Will this be enough?” she asked.


  He took three and returned one.


  “That’s enough,” he said.


  Then with the bell on the door tinkling behind her, Jocelyn was on her way home, a fallen woman in her own eyes, having broken one of Reggie’s strict commandments for fidelity. That would be remedied, she was sure, without too much damage to her marriage.




  


  Chapter Two


  The house was so quiet, Reggie felt as though he was creeping into a tomb. With a few lights on his home brightened, but now it was dreadfully dark. There was only the faint smell of Jocelyn in the air when he was used to a full bodied whiff of her delicious essence. Moving from the foyer, through the living room toward his private office, that room was normally bereft of any aroma of his wife. Yet stepping inside, Reggie found her fragrance was most noticeable inside these four walls. Perhaps an hour before she’d spent some time there, certainly she was somewhere in the house.


  Maneuvering through the room without a light, when he turned on his desk lamp, his eyes abruptly focused on items resting on the blotter. Pictures and a leather spanker were deliberately arrayed for his eyes to notice. A quick examination of the photographs and he picked up the intercom phone and rang for the maid.


  “Trina, where’s Mrs. Harold?”


  “You’re home, sir?”


  “Of course I’m home,” he snapped impatiently. A lock of his blonde hair was uncharacteristically hanging over his face, casting a shadow on his austere visage. A man of precision, order, calm and practiced finesse, nothing about the unexpected sight of his wife in full color alarmed him, but he was aware that she was making a premeditated statement. “Where is she?” he asked again.


  “I’m not sure, sir,” the maid quipped. There was a little giggle behind her comment and a second giggle that was not hers.


  “Unless you want me to throw your boyfriend out of your bed and haul your ass over my desk to be strapped, you’ll answer better than that.”


  The command given, the girl shrieked, “Ooo, sir, I really don’t know where Mrs. Harold went. The last time I saw her she was on the path to the lake. It was raining cats and dogs and I saw that she had no umbrella. Then the light went on in the boathouse. That was about an hour ago. Maybe she’s still there?”


  “Thank-you Trina.” Reggie slammed down the phone.


  With the paddle in hand, Reggie exited the house through the French doors in his study, taking a path around the side of the building that led to the boathouse and the lake. Though it was still pitch black, the rain had stopped and it looked as if the clouds overhead were breaking up. Seeing no light from the frame building at the shoreline, he walked around the deck to the front and tried the door. Locked, he retreated to the back door and found it ajar.


  There was no way to cross stealthily from one end of the creaky old structure to the other. With floor boards squeaking beneath his feet, his presence was unmistakable to the woman with her back to him, sitting on a stool looking like a statue in gray—except for the red of her hair, of course. Even in the dark, Jocelyn’s auburn locks gleamed, having an uncanny way of picking up any stray light that might be lurking about a dim lit room.


  Knowing her husband was stalking her, she let him approach until she could feel the energy of his body reaching out to her. That warm and sultry bath of sensuality she associated with his every move soothed the chill in her shoulders and then made her tingle at the nape of her neck. From that electrified place the sensation crept down her back to her bottom, appearing there at same moment that Reggie reached out and placed his hand on her derriere. She turned around to face him, finding the cool force of his stare enough to make her gasp.


  “I should explain,” she acknowledged.


  “Eventually,” he agreed.


  But she didn’t want to wait. “My business trials are only getting worse, Reg. Every day I feel like another ax is going to fall.” There were tears in her eyes about to spill. “And then in the middle of that I get a call from Morgenstern, he has a six month assignment and I don’t have the hotshots to do the work. Kevin walked. Andrea’s about to. And Emma…”


  “Shush!” He cupped a gentle hand over her mouth. “So getting your ass paddled by another man is the solution?”


  “I don’t know what came over me. It was there, the shop, the paddle, the need for it took over like an obsession.”


  “How many days ago?” he asked.


  “Two.”


  “Any marks remaining?”


  “A couple of bruises.”


  “Let me see.”


  Hopping off the stool, she leaned over facing him, her ass pointed toward a streak of moonlight that suddenly appeared through the boathouse window. Reggie moved to inspect her, while Jocelyn trembled feeling her husband’s hot hand run along her soft skin. He stopped where there were bruises, seeing the signs of the roughed skin he’d noticed in the photographs. A finger along the anal cleft he’d mastered after years of attentive discipline, he drove it deep until he could feel her puckering anus. Trained to give him access to the portal of his choice, Jocelyn parted her legs enough so there was no obstacle in the way of his exploration. But he withdrew his hand and backed off.


  “Get up,” he ordered.


  The sizzling nature of the command frightened her in all the places she was accustomed to fright. With a shower of prickly energy descending from her shoulders, her belly quaked and her sex spasmed in a place so deep she couldn’t remember when it was last engaged. He was rarely angry and he wasn’t at this moment; but instead, stern, severe and cold to the point of unfeeling. How that seemingly cruel state could arouse her had always been a mystery, but aroused she was. Standing before him a trickle of female juice escaped her vagina. Labia pulsing, the center of her sex aching, breasts anxious for the feel of his hands on her, that tear that had welled in her eye finally spilled down her cheek.


  “You’re way out of character, love,” he said. “Taking your decisions from Alexandra’s playbook, perhaps?” he said referring to her abidingly sexual and perpetually guilt-ridden friend, who he’d once trained in submission.


  “No, Reg, not this time. I’m desperate.”


  “And desperation breeds lunacy?”


  “It was rash, I admit.”


  “Though the pictures were a nice touch. They didn’t leave anything out, I hope?”


  “Oh, no!”


  “Pretty premeditated to even think of them ahead of time—if it was as you say an obsession.”


  “I had them taken for you.”


  “And if I punish you now is that going to cure you of your woes?”


  “I need you, Reggie, as dark as you want to be.”


  “As vile as you deserve?”


  “As much as that.”


  “And that’s the cure?”


  “Don’t make me sweat like this, please.”


  He snickered as he often did when a woman tried to suggest what he should do. “I like watching you squirm, you should remember that, devious and cunning as I am.”


  “My skin’s so hot, I’m wet between my legs and I feel the hunger in my mouth.”


  He seemed amused, then bridged what distance there was between them and began running a finger about her lips. She parted them and that finger was inside where she sucked it like a tiny prick. She put her own hand on his crotch, which he pushed away.


  “You purchased this for me to use on you?” He held up the slapper for her to see, leather holes and all. Running the cool surface along her cheek and against her mouth, the remembrance of its previous visit on her behind caused her to spasm again. Her face moved against the smooth leather as though it was a lover’s tender hand.


  When Reggie pulled back one step, he bent his wife under his arm and held her tightly about the waist. Her short skirt raised once again, he brought the newly purchased slapper down on her behind with defiant and vigorous abandon … no building up the severity, no holding back because of her mournful state, no lessening the blows hearing the wild nature of her spirited cries. He worked her ass, seeing that even in the moonlight it was prone to blush crimson—the color of a righteous discipline. Jocelyn had picked an unmerciful implement. The inherent nature of the slapper was severe, but then she must have known that when she bought it. If he’d slouched in disciplining her the last few months, this was an indication that she required it grim to get over what personal anguish she was living day to day.


  Seeing the crimson blush against the white of her back and thighs, he saw justice meted out, her spirit calmed and his own indignation appeased for her unthinking choice. He was sure that nothing but a harsh reprisal would do. Reggie suspected that the brute in the shop had only scratched the surface of his wife’s travail and the needed chastisement she required. It was rare to see his competent wife so battered by life. He’d made every effort to change her stubborn mind about her current troubles, so far nothing had worked. Perhaps this would.


  “Ah, Reg, please no more,” the redhead cried, feeling the burn on her backside peak. Though she might have withstood more, there was another part of this session she wanted now. Certainly he’d oblige.


  Another few tuneful smacks of the slapper and he slowed to a more erotic pace. Between smacks, he ran the leather over her distressed flesh. An unexpected slap and she bucked hard against his confining arm, then began a sensuous tango with her heated behind. This rhythmic dance made them hunger for the culmination.


  “It’s been much too long since I’ve had your ass,” he whispered.


  Laying her out over the stool, he moved in behind her for the assault. He found her tense but opening to him. Driving his swollen erection past the tight hole, he sensed her relinquish the last bit of fight she was prone to wage. And yielding to the stroke of his cock he massaged her deep within. That state of obedience to his absolute control over her was—in the instant—complete. Though she didn’t deserve her own orgasm, he nonetheless reached around to take her clitoris in his fingers. The manipulation required was brief. Only because he loved her as deeply as he knew how to love could he justify this breach of a master’s code and let her enjoy a proper climax.


  “Ahhhh, yes,” she groaned happily. Such a pleasant wail it was.


  Letting his cock respond to her squeezing inner muscles, he grunted as he deposited his cum within her dark channel.


  “Easy love,” Reggie murmured as he rescued her from collapsing to the floor.


  An old chair by the window—a place where she loved to sit and read when it was storming on the lake—cushioned their exhausted fall. They landed in one big heap on the over-stuffed pillows, with Jocelyn holding tightly to her husband.


  “I’m so sorry.” She wept, her face pressed to his warm chest so she could feel his cold heart beat hot.


  “I have to remind myself sometimes that you’re as foolish as every other woman I’ve ever known,” he replied.


  “I shouldn’t let you say that,” she told him through a sad sob.


  “But you do because it’s the truth,” he retorted. Running his fingers through her hair, his touch was magic. So delicate, as soft as rose petals falling to the mossy ground. She gave him tiny kisses on his neck in reply, smelled the scent of him, the mix of cologne and a little brandy he must have had at dinner. And cigars he’d been smoking with his associates on the private jet. And something minty, the after dinner kind of mints they served before the plane landed. That closeness to his virile, masculine neck gave away all his secrets.


  “I love you,” she said.


  “I know that, darling. And you need to be loved.”


  “Isn’t that what you’ve been doing?”


  “Not enough apparently. But I’ll remedy that.”


  “Oh, please,” she exclaimed finally lifting herself away from his chest.


  “Only if you get your head straight about your business, Jocelyn.” The remark was intended to carry a sting.


  “Please let’s not fight.”


  “No? Not now? Well then, we’ll do it in the morning.”


  ***


  For fifteen minutes Jocelyn watched the figure of her husband, mostly his backside, saunter about the bedroom naked, noting as he did how much she adored his firm sculptured ass, and the way his trim waist flared into powerful shoulders. Jockey shorts on, there was hardly anything hidden, the smooth cotton just accentuated the provocative form and the muscles as he moved from the bath, to the dresser, to the mirror, to the closet—where disappeared returning half dressed with pants on, and a white dress shirt ready to be buttoned. Each movement was part of a carefully orchestrated ritual that turned out the impeccable Reggie Harold every day of this working life. It was hard to live with such perfection, but at the very least Jocelyn could admire the erotic quality of her husband’s careful grooming.


  “Well, I suppose I’d better get going,” she exclaimed as she finally charged naked from bed.


  A comment he’d ordinarily ignore, Reggie turned to her, his blue eyes biting.


  “It’s time for a hiatus,” he said.


  “Oh?”


  “Time to close down Killian Management for a season, let the furor of Ibercon die down, let yourself heal.” They were wise words.


  Jocelyn brushed past him on the way to the bath, though he grabbed a wrist and pulled her back.


  “I can’t,” she swore, looking as undaunted and in command as he’d expect of his over-achiever wife.


  “You will,” he countered.


  “Don’t you pull that dominant trump card on me,” she retorted.


  “You had no problem giving in to it last night,” he reminded her.


  “Last night was sexual, I missed you.”


  “That’s bullshit, Jocelyn, and you know it.”


  “Okay, I stupidly let some stranger have my ass,” she conceded.


  “It’s all about pride and ego.”


  “And those aren’t your watch words?” she said scornfully.


  “You know I should blister your ass.” He sounded ruffled, though he muted any anger.


  Jocelyn jerked from his grasp and turned about sticking her ass out taunting him. “Go right ahead. It’s not going to change my mind!”


  Reggie turned away from her. “It’s not that easy,” he said. “I’m not your dog to perform tricks when you call.”


  “Then lay off ordering me around.” She was on her way to the bath again.


  “Wait a minute, I’m not finished.”


  “But I am.” There were real fireworks going off, prickly ones intended to hurt, and so the hurt began.


  “Not until I’ve had my say,” he informed her, having taken her arm in his to hold her near. “You made some bad business moves, got desperate a year ago and flung yourself like a whore at the sleazy jerks at Ibercon, neglecting everything else. It’s ruined your reputation everywhere in town. I couldn’t have you consult for me now even if I thought your advice was the most sound.  The scheme’s failed, so let it go. Close Killian down. Travel with me, play the woman of leisure, volunteer at an old folks home, do anything. But let the brouhaha die away. It’s time.”


  Staring eye to eye flinging arrows, they all hurt. For a moment, Reggie thought she might give in. It was just that close, Jocelyn on the edge of some supreme decision that would take her into brand new territory. But the instant died, as her green eyes snapped and her nostrils with their Irish temper flared like a dragon’s.


  “It’s not time, Reg. Killian Management is not dead. I refused to bury it.” Jerking from his tight hold, he didn’t go after her again.


  “Suit yourself,” was his only reply. Coldly turning back to his morning ritual, he buttoned the crisp white shirt and tied his tie in a neat knot at the neck. If Jocelyn wanted him to pursue their argument, she didn’t give him enough clues; and Reggie refused to be baited by any woman, including his obstreperous wife.




  


  Chapter Three


  The day that Alexandra Kozak walked into Killian Management was one of the worst Jocelyn had had in weeks, not that any day had been good. There’d been a dozen frustrating ones in a row. Twenty hours a day, the grind was enormous. And everywhere she turned doors were closing before her eyes.


  “Maybe it’s fate,” Alex suggested, seeing the warring woman and her weary face, looking nothing like the fresh and vibrant lover she’d at one time enjoyed for erotic rendezvous in downtown hotels. It had been months since they’d made love, and it wasn’t for sex that Alex had breached the tight security Jocelyn now demanded. Even so, Alex came to her friend’s office looking utterly alluring on purpose. Her blonde hair, freshly cut, fell in soft curls around her face, her gentle blue eyes, always intended for a seduction, did their best to lure the redhead into her mood. Sitting with her slender legs crossed at the knee, the powder blue skirt rose high on her thigh, the lacy white tops of her stockings peeking out. And yet, Jocelyn’s eye was drawn to the delectable cleft between Alex’s breasts where she’d often kissed her on lazy summer afternoons.


  “What do you mean fate?” Jocelyn said snapping back to reality, practically snarling the despised word, ‘fate’. Alex was about to explain, but the redhead jumped in, “Don’t you dare spout some philosophical drivel. Then I’ll know your sleeping in Reggie’s bed.” That statement wasn’t meant to be literal, but in line with Jocelyn’s belief that both her husband and her female lover were nearly twins—except that one was exceedingly dominant while the other was the epitome of submissive.


  “I’m not trying to talk you out of your business, but maybe you’re not seeing the whole picture,” Alex said kindly. “Maybe it’s not fate at all, but Jocelyn Killian wanting another life. Being the high pressured business woman has taken its toll on you, especially since you married Reggie.”


  “Maybe it’s Reggie I should get rid of,” Jocelyn snapped.


  Alex was startled. “You’re really thinking that?”


  “I’m thinking that he’s not supportive of me at all. We argue constantly about ‘my dilemma’ and the only thing that seems to be keeping us together is the best damned sex I’ve ever had. But that’s not enough.”


  “Perhaps that’s telling you something.”


  “Like what?”


  “You should have more sex,” Alex said.


  “You’re much more given to sexual solutions that I am,” Jocelyn said. “I need this business.”


  “Maybe you just need ‘a’ business. Maybe another one.”


  She shook her head. “No, there are just too many possibilities just inches from my grasp. If I dropped out now it would be the most foolish thing I’ve ever done.”


  The vibrant blonde sighed, having gotten nowhere. “Well, then let’s have lunch,” she suggested.


  “I’d love to, darling, but I’m knee deep in this until at least eight tonight. I’ll call you next week.”


  Alex, on her feet now, accepted a gentle kiss to the lips, wishing for more, but knowing that Jocelyn was in no mood for a woman. She was in a hard dick world and that’s where she was likely to remain for a while.


  ***


  Seven o’clock, the halls of Killian Management were dark, except for the night lights. She’d sent the staff home, what remained of it. After declaring her convictions about her business to Alex Kozak earlier that day, everything that could have possibly happened to squash those convictions happened. Those ‘possibilities just inches from her grasp’ were disappearing with such remarkable speed, she had to confess to herself the likelihood that Reg and Alex and all her other advisors were right.


  Truth hurt, like the nightmares of her death dreamed almost nightly for several weeks. Hurt, like losing a lover to some mercurial destiny she couldn’t control. Hurt, like having friends once close to her turn their backs and snicker over her misfortune.


  What there was to do in the dark of her beloved but tainted office was not much except to grieve. Hearing the sound of a door opening and soft footfalls on the linoleum corridor, she perked. With the security guard on duty she had little to fear, except, of course, another dour message of her demise delivered by some night owl with a predilection for dramatic announcements in the quiet after-hours when she should have some reprieve.


  It was a stranger at the doorway of her office. One with an effervescent smile that shone through her gloom. With her second look at him, she recognized the man though struggled to remember why.


  “My god, Ian Pennywhistle!” she exclaimed, charging from her desk to greet him.


  “Shush!” he drew his finger over his mouth like a naughty kid.         


  “Why so quiet?” she whispered feeling the first genuine smile in weeks break out on her excited face.


  “I bet the authorities have been here, no?”


  Remembering Trueblood, the detective who visited her two weeks before with all too much information, she replied, “How did you know?”


  “The man’s everywhere, must be related to the Pinkertons.”


  Jocelyn laughed, something she remembered doing often when she was in Ian’s company.


  “How did you find me?”


  “I’m afraid you’re becoming as notorious as I am.”


  “Oh, no,” she sighed. She shouldn’t be surprised remembering how her fortunes had been linked with Ibercon’s numerous times in the financial pages.


  “You do you remember that I read the papers thoroughly, especially when it involves money. Who has it, who doesn’t. Great clues to who has it to lose.”


  “So you’re still involved in larceny?”


  “Not really,” his eyes knit painfully and he shook his head sadly. “I’m trying to straighten out my life.”


  “So you revisit a woman down on her luck?”


  “But such a beautiful woman,” he observed, resting his eyes on Jocelyn’s untamed locks and pink blushed cheeks.


  Drawing her close to him so their chests touched, he looked down while she looked up. With Ian nearly six feet four there were few women he didn’t dwarf. A bit gangly but very masculine. Anyone noting his appearance could see that he was much more powerfully built than a first impression would indicate. It was his height that was deceiving. A long face, narrowed features, bushy graying eyebrows over eyes seeming black as coal, he maintained an old quality about him. His gray/brown hair was still an unruly bush. Several locks above his brow would threaten to fall over his eyes and he’d push them back with a flick of his hand. He was not handsome in the classical sense. Though simple, raw power exuded from him that lured women like Jocelyn into a delicious bath of sexual charm.


  He kissed her lightly, erotically, that painfully held back brushing of lips that precedes deeper kisses.


  “Ah, you still have such appeal,” he said.


  A hand was at her breast, fully covering the orb beneath her jacket. The gentle massage stimulated her to the far corners of her body. Her hair felt as though it was standing on end, so warmly titillated by the fresh delight of Ian’s unexpected return. He’d found her nipple through the fabric, that tiny bud crushed lightly between two fingers.


  “And you respond the same as always,” he added.


  “But I can’t,” she answered backing away from what could have produced an orgasm in a few minutes time. No one but Reggie had such instincts with her body. “I’m married.”


  “And what’s the problem with that?”


  She returned with a sweet ‘I’m sorry’ on her face.


  “You mean you’re monogamous?” he asked surprised.


  “Not exactly, but it wouldn’t be a good idea tonight.”


  “Ah, I see. Paying penance for past infidelities.”


  That was as good as any excuse, so she let it serve to explain her reluctance.


  “Then I’ll take you to dinner,” he said.


  “I’d rather not be seen?”


  “This is a big city and I have the perfect spot to dine in secret. Won’t you come?”


  Such an actor, a tramp in the world, a swindler, gigolo and occasionally he was the paramour to wealthy women who’d happily fund his vices.


  “How can I refuse since I feel like a criminal about to eat my last meal.”


  “Should you make arrangements with your husband?” Ian asked.


  “How strange of you to even think of that,” Jocelyn observed.


  “I just recently had to flee a delightful woman whose husband was threatening me with an ax. I guess I’ve grown more careful in my old age.”


  “You’re hardly old, Ian, just very ripe,” Jocelyn returned. “And no, we don’t have to fear my ax wielding husband, he’s away on business.”


  A small French restaurant in a quiet neighborhood became the backdrop for the seduction. Six tables total in the tiny hole-in-the-wall, theirs was set in an alcove with drapes to close around them. Having the look of a Renaissance tavern, with the lushness of gilded gold frames, withering flowers, threadbare velvet, wooden floors and simple tables, it recalled a time steeped in sensuous pleasure. Every sense was heightened. The smell of butter, cream and garlic roasting. The old world sights, the rich tastes and the fragrant aromas tingled more than the palate—they engaged the sexual organs.


  Somewhere between the entree and the salad the flippant conversation between the amused Jocelyn and the actor Ian changed.


  “You’re not going to deny me tonight, are you, pet?” he cajoled. With his hand running along her bare thigh above her nylons, he coaxed her into unfaithfulness.


  “You’ve made me a dishonest woman so many times, I’m not sure you’re good for anything else,” Jocelyn answered, keeping her reply purposely vague.


  “Jean-Paul has this upstairs room. If I could just press my face to your pussy lips and lick that nectar for dessert.” His eyes glassed over with that precious image in the front of his mind.


  “You’re too full of yourself,” Jocelyn protested light-heartedly pushing his hand away.


  “But you want to be seduced,” he said. “You’re already giving yourself away.”


  “If I remember right, we had some disagreements about sex,” she reminded him.


  “It’s not those other things I want from you, just your passion, darling. Your juicy hole down under. A place to spew my cock. And those breasts to caress, and the graceful arch of your back to kiss, and the lilt of your laughter afterwards. That’s all I want.” Such a twinkle in his eye—she hadn’t seen the likes of it in some time.


  “You are the best,” she purred, leaning in to feel his lips touch her lightly.


  “Better than the bastard that’s married to you?”


  “Don’t bring him into this,” she instantly turned sullen.


  “Ah! I won’t say another word, as long as you’ll accompany me upstairs. They can serve us dessert there.”


  “But we haven’t even finished dinner.”


  “You’re not hungry anymore, are you?”


  The distressing fact of her hunger was that it was for something other than food. She’d been sexually bereft since Reggie’s last departure three days before. The added stimulation of a love tryst with a scoundrel lover from the past, she was reckless enough to have the man lift her from her seat, skirt the main dining room at his side and allow him to push her up the stairs to the tiny apartment above—which seemed to be Ian’s home while he was in town.


  “It’s not quite the Carlton,” she observed.


  “And that’s the good news,” he took the optimistic point of view. “Our privacy is guaranteed.” That was another way of saying that some policeman or hotel security guard wouldn’t be banging down the door in the middle of the night to roust them out.


  “You will let me tie you to the bed, won’t you?” Ian prodded, as his deft fingers began undoing buttons to find her lace covered breasts underneath her suit. 


  “You said you just wanted my juicy hole,” she reminded him, though she wasn’t objecting to the idea of bondage the way she would have ten years before.


  “Just your hands above you head, so these will stretch out nicely.” He ran his fingers along her shoulders, taking down the straps of her teddy. He glided over the unveiled mounds, and the pink aureoles and the buds at the end. “Just some rope about your wrists,” he assured her having miraculously produced a silken drapery cord. He looped it about her wrists so it fit snug, though it didn’t cut into the flesh.  


  “Lie down, darling,” he said, guiding her to the bed. She lay back to find her arms secured above her to the headboard of the bed. His hands along her stretched torso whisked off her remaining clothes so she was utterly naked. Her white skin glowed in the soft overhead light. Leaning over her groin, Ian tenderly stroked her flesh, then allowed his hands to slip behind her where he could grab her bottom and lift it to his face. He pinched the swollen center bud and heard her gasp, the audible cry a soprano melody, building in volume as the pressure on that intimate spot turned painful. “Ian…” she softly murmured. “Ian, please no…”


  “Then let me suck perhaps,” he offered. His mouth took its turn adding to the mounting rawness of sensation there.


  “Ah, ah, yes. Oooo yes, so sweet,” the gibberish went on.


  While his one hand kneaded her ass from behind and his lips and tongue made a feast of her juices, she was ready to climax.


  “Ah, not so fast,” he said abruptly withdrawing. “Not before I have my own.”


  “Oh, no Ian!” she moaned unhappily. “You’re horrible.”


  “That I am, my pet.”


  It was like him to be condescending, making love to her as if she’d never been made love to before. He assumed there was no other lover that could match his ability. That was almost true.


  He turned her on her stomach, only to have her sex making love to the sheets beneath her. From just squirming against them she might have cum, except that he pounced on her behind. “What have we here,” he said. “You’ve been holding out on me?”


  “Holding out?” She wondered what he meant. Then she remembered that he was seeing the marks of her last session with Reggie. He’d come to her the night before he left on business and made several nasty cuts with a cane on her behind. It had been another of many testy evenings since that first one after the leather shop. The same impasse and the same argument ensued between them. The same solution followed—all some form of her relinquishing her bottom to her husband’s dominant sexual whims. Considering how much she enjoyed the violations, Jocelyn had the feeling it was simply the best way, perhaps the only way, they could keep their affection for each other alive until the cause of their battle was finally resolved.


  “You have marks,” Ian seemed pleased. “Someone’s been bruising your behind. By the looks of it, this was done with a cane. Expertly too.” Ian was rarely impressed, though he seemed so now. His thorough inspection covered every inch of her rear, including the clenched cleft which he forced apart so he could see just how nasty this dominant had been.


  “Your husband?” he wondered.


  “Who else?” she asked.


  “No other lovers?” he wondered.


  She wasn’t about to explain her lifestyle to him, about Alexandra or the times that Reggie gave her away. Those times had been rare, but they were moments she could hardly forget. Regardless, they would not be a subject of conversation with the very man who’d use each detail about her life against her.


  “I would have never guessed that you, my feminist femme fatale, would submit. But how convenient,” he said completely delighted with this information.


  “Convenient, nothing,” her protest came out vehement. “You said you wanted my juicy hole, Ian. Please take that, it’s yours.”


  She could see the grin on his face without having to see it with her eyes.


  “Ah, too sore for more punishment,” he concluded with one last longing glance at her marred behind. “But how tempting.”


  “Ian please.” With him backing away, she managed to propel herself onto her back again, only to find the man eager to spread her legs apart and tie her by the ankles to the bottom of the bed. Not risking another protest—which might be much too loud in this room above the lazy restaurant below—Ian stripped himself of his clothes and shoved his erection into the soothing warmth of Jocelyn’s inner master. And how her cunt became alive with him there. Despite the way Ian had pinned her to the bed, she bucked against him, her inner muscles squeezed tightly, and her pussy seemed to press itself into his groin as if somehow she could grab her orgasm away from him.


  Ian held himself above her as his cock toyed with her for a long while. He watched the long build-up affect the expression on her face. How it made her cheeks flush, her lips purr, her eyes darken with the green turning verdant like a sun-starved forest in the middle of a storm. Yet when she climaxed, her eyes were closed, her hips six inches off the bed, and her back was arched as though she was offering up her belly and breasts to the gods. With his cock still erect inside the gushing fountain between her legs, he was content to wait until her spasms were nearly over before forcing her body back against the bed and pummeling her to his own end.


  “Ah, you are a feast, my darling,” he vowed, as he withdrew from her.


  He always vowed eternal love, even when the sentiment was suspect coming from a man who knew nothing but physical passion and how to brutalize a woman’s emotions.


  “Untie me, Ian,” she ordered him. The reality of the last hour suddenly gripped her painfully.


  “I really shouldn’t,” he answered, looking at her sweaty nakedness glowing prettily in the mellow light. “I should probably report this to your husband, have him find you here. Watch how he punishes you for your disobedience.”


  “He’s not that easily led,” Jocelyn assured him.


  “I bet not,” he agreed. “In fact, I bet he’s the cool type. Incredibly handsome, chilling in his domination and occasionally warm when it suits his fancy to be congenial.”


  Jocelyn had no intention of letting Ian know how close he was to the truth. She remained expressionless while she waited for him to untie her. “Please, Ian, the ropes,” she prompted him.


  “Oh, I don’t know,” he said. He looked down on her despondently. It was just too painful a thought setting her free.


  “I won’t let you fuck me again,” she warned him.


  “Yes, I’m sure. You’re very good at denying me.” His thoughts were on the past when she left him years before. And though that was a dreadful memory, he went ahead undoing the knots at her feet. “Then you’ll see me again before I have to leave?” he asked.


  She sat up, a little dizzy, still intoxicated by the sex. “I don’t know, Ian, I’m not so sure this was a good idea.”


  “Why’s that?  What better fun could there be? If I had my way I’d spirit you off to Europe with me.”


  “You’re going back? I had the impression that it wasn’t safe for you.”


  “Ah, that’s minor.” He finished letting go her hands and ambled toward a basket of fresh fruit sitting on the table in the room. Plucking a handful of red wine grapes, he popped several in his mouth and threw several her way, Jocelyn incapable of catching any of them. “Here,” he said, moving toward her. Finding her mouth with one grape, his fingers pressed it to her lips, allowing the juice to run down her chin. “You don’t think you’d like to ride my motorbike through the English countryside, or take a barge down the Seine, or hole up in that little villa we stayed at in Tuscany? I still have the key.”


  “We were trespassing,” she reminded him.


  “But no one knew.”


  “We were in our twenties.”


  “But you’re hardly out of them.”


  “Enough to know that I can’t escape my life running off with a near-do-well urchin in gentleman’s clothes.”


  “Of course you can. If you have any life left after letting the world beat it out of you. Try this.” He crouched before her, slowly peeling a thick banana in front of her. Her eyes darted from the erotic fruit to his licentious expression.


  “I could shove this up your ass and eat it out,” he posed.


  “Ian, no, that’s disgusting.”


  “Oh, but it’s sexy. It’s been a long time since I’ve tormented a woman who was so prime. How did I know you’d be in such a mess? Perhaps my intuitive power divined your travail and came to rescue you. Did you ever think of that?”


  She laughed and shook her head, after taking a swipe at the banana with her teeth and biting off the end as though she’d like to do that to the head of his penis.


  “I won’t change, you know.”


  “I wouldn’t expect you to,” she said. “And I wouldn’t want that. But in a saner frame of mind, love, it would be dangerous being found with you now. Totally scandalous. And that has nothing to do with how Reggie would react.”


  “Reggie, your cold prick husband?” he asked disdainfully.


  “His prick is always warm,” Jocelyn objected. “And now, I have to be going.”


  “Ooo, getting edgy are we?” They rose to their feet, Ian smacking her ass. “I will have it again,” he assured her. “Now that I know that you were just fooling with me, making me think you didn’t like getting whipped. I could expand your horizons limitlessly.”


  “You’re too damned cocky for your own good, Ian. You always were, and I know whatever scrap you’re trying to weasel out of now has everything to do with that incorrigible irreverence.”


  With his blackest eyes he perused the mass of unruly red hair while she restored her clothes stuffing herself back into the mold she’d created for herself. He watched, with a little darkness brewing in his expression as each button slipped through a button hole.


  “You’re not so sure of yourself anymore, little scamp,” he observed quite seriously. “You can’t hide that from me. You’re hurting inside and the only way you’re going to change that is to do something drastic.”


  “Today wasn’t enough?” she replied nervously.


  “No, you need the cure, a long irresponsible summer of madness.”


  “Well, thank you, Dr. Doom, I think I’ll try my own methods first.”


  “I’m sure you will,” he snickered. But you always know you have me as your back-up plan.




  


  Chapter Four


  The skyline of the city was as drab to Jocelyn’s eyes, as the bleak picture of her next few days. In the midst of the depression, her attorneys having just walked out of the office, her stomach fluttered nervously as though she wanted sex. Unfortunately, there was no one available to help assuage her current grief.


  Picking up her phone she dialed the number for Reggie’s hotel room in New York. There’d been a little magic between them when he called the evening before. He’d suggested that she call back when she got to the office the next morning, thinking some old fashioned submissive assignments might cheer her. She’d awakened with a smile remembering his offer.


  The phone rang seven times before she returned to the operator. “Mr. Harold is not answering, would you like to leave a message?”


  “Message?” she repeated to herself. Too late, the attorneys chewed up half the morning, and she was left with her sex about to climb out the window onto the ledge, and Reggie likely ensconced in meetings for the remainder of the day. “No, I guess not.”


  Pulling a slip of paper from her purse, she dialed a second number and heard a familiar voice answer.


  “Ah!  You did call,” Ian exclaimed.


  “It might be best to come around six,” she suggested.


  “Sneaking around, huh?” he asked.


  “I want it private.”


  “I’m easy to accommodate,” he returned. “And I’ll have a surprise for you.”


  ***


  With the lights out, Ian Pennywhistle’s second assault on her in a week could be accomplished nearly anonymously. She waited for him in near darkness, an attitude of mind as much as the reality in her darkened office where she anticipated his arrival.


  Skilled at the extemporaneous moment, Ian was quick to answer Jocelyn’s mood and was for a second time amused and elated by the prospect of having this amazing female under his control. She’d always been a testy one in the past. But the years having matured her and the likelihood that her husband had educated her beyond ordinary sexual talents, she’d become an even more fascinating conquest.


  Her office open, he crept silently inside and closed the door, seeing the redhead sitting primly at her desk. Somewhere in the distance a vacuum cleaner purred erratically. In the outer office the fax machine hummed. And a low agitated whine from the pop machine in the hallway made Jocelyn a meditative picture of serenity appearing out of the din of muted office noise.


  “I knew you’d want me again,” Ian said softly, as he leaned in, one hip resting on her desk.


  “I wanted my husband tonight,” she informed him.


  “So, I’m just second fiddle to the master?”


  “Actually, I think you play a different instrument altogether.”


  “That doesn’t matter to me.” He stared for some moments, trying to figure a mood he’d never really associated with the carefree woman he’d known years before. Reading from her expression a malevolent demon lurking in Jocelyn’s frame of mind, he could see endless possibilities. At the same time, he feared it was desperation not desire motivating this tryst. He’d be careful. “If I were to guess, I’d say you don’t want it easy tonight.”


  “Probably not,” she agreed.


  “Then I’ll take your ass,” he decided. He turned to the sitting area in her office, spotting a chair that looked appropriate for his purposes. “Over the back of that should do.”


  Rising, Jocelyn walked like a woman on the way to the gallows, a woman prepared to be punished for the crime of rampant desire. The act itself would be a second crime against her marriage vows in one week, driving her more deeply into an irreconcilable  position with Reggie. However, knowing this did nothing to dissuade her. If Reg had been at the hotel that morning, if she hadn’t been in meetings that afternoon when he called, if he’d simply stayed in his room to take her call just an hour before, all this might have been averted.


  Looking at the waiting Ian with his diabolical eyes shining down on her, the powerful need in her flared—maybe even more powerful than she might have felt with Reggie standing there. Being a naughty wife had its own peculiar kind of charm. While Ian stared at her, she reached around and undid the clasp and zipper on her skirt. Letting it drop to the floor, she likewise unfastened the garter belt and inched each stocking down a leg until the two flesh-colored bits of nylon and the lace belt were a puddle on the floor.


  Though Ian didn’t ask for this formal unveiling, he appreciated the spirit in which it was performed. His only disagreement came when she turned to bend over the chair.


  “Put your heels back on,” he ordered. The look of her ass in heels was not something he planned to miss.


  With her feet tucked back inside her high heels, Jocelyn resumed the ceremony, offering Ian Pennywhistle her bared behind to abuse as he saw fit. Had he realized how willing and how well-schooled she was in sexual submission, he might have thoroughly abused her bottom and left a scarlet masterpiece of welts. As it was, he remained reluctant to wreak the darkness that was part of his nature. He was assured of a rowdy ass fuck, but it was dangerous to push a woman in Jocelyn’s fragile frame of mind into a bitter battle. Above all, Ian was an opportunist with the sole intention of enjoying himself. Leave the rancor and soul searching for the husband. His plan quickly set, he wouldn’t waver.


  Noting what a juicy cunt greeted his roving fingers, Ian used the liquid to lubricate the puckering hole above. One, two then three fingers were easily inserted beyond the tight barrier, and she began to relax. Given the way she seemed at ease, Ian could tell that Jocelyn Killian Harold was well versed in the requirements of anal stimulation and surrender. He smiled at his good fortune.


  Taking his enlarged organ from his pants, the thick piece was pressed against the doorway for just an instant before it slid inside. “Ahhhhh, ahhhhh yes,” the delighted Jocelyn murmured under her breath, while her bottom moved in tiny jerks and starts as she got used to the penetration. “Deeper, Ian,” her melodious consent urged him forward. But knowing his own mind in the matter, Ian choose to keep his erection just beyond the opening where he could slowly move inside and then withdraw, and then move just a little deeper the next time he thrust. Having the yielding woman moaning for that one deliciously enthusiastic plunge inside the nether portal, he amused himself until he was sure he’d driven her to the edge of endurance. Then with an alarming lunge against her ass, he nestled deep within where he remained motionless for some seconds.


  He felt her muscles pulsing around his organ. The spasms were severe. Jocelyn had difficulty getting used to the intense and sudden violation even though she’d asked for it. But letting her rest with the prick inside to the hilt, she finally came around to accept him fully and began swaying her hips again as a whore’s come-on.


  “My, what I’ve missed,” Ian sighed. An exalted shiver of happiness tore through his loins and limbs. Drawing his erection back, a gentle massage of the woman’s whole channel began. Each time the ramming organ drove deep and then slowly pulled away, Jocelyn’s body quaked and an audible, half woe, half pleasure escaped her lips.


  In her mind she was escaping reality. With every thrust of Ian’s bold cock another piece of her wounded life was falling aside, lost in the void where for a time she wouldn’t be reminded of the pressing hurt. Such a pleasant amnesia! Only if she could, she would swim in that place forever, never resurfacing, never becoming conscious again. Picking up speed, Ian began fucking her harder. His dick probed her like hell on wheels. She screamed softly, demanding she relinquish more, that she give up any desire of her own, abandoning her own needs for his. She became her ass alone, nothing more than an ass for a horny man to screw.


  Ian lasted a long time inside her, drawing back and waiting several times when he was about to climax. Building again with intensity renewed, the willing recipient of his relentless pursuit for the perfect orgasm allowed herself to be used with little worry that he’d cause her pain. The harder his prick thrust the more she seemed to like it. And then by some common agreement communicated in the silent language of two fucking bodies, Ian picked up the pliant flesh of Jocelyn’s form, and held her tight against his chest as he climaxed.


  Ian brought her back to life by fingering her clitoris. She jerked hard, her body spasming deeply and without restraint now that Ian had been satisfied. And yet with so much going on inside her body, she struggled to find the orgasmic handle. Ian had an expert way of toying with her cunt, and soon her body crested to a place of physical ecstasy where she stayed for a long while as the orgasm rolled through her.


  She jerked several times in his arms when he kissed the back of her neck and his hand fondled her freely. Then, when the last sensations died away, he turned her about and held her until she was ready to back away.


  “It was never as good as this, was it?” she said.


  “Not in my memory,” Ian replied. “But then if memory serves me well, there’s no orgasm quite like the present one.”


  “Oh, not for me, I could rate them on a scale from one to ten,” she said. Sighing, she picked her clothes up off the floor and collapsed into a chair too weak to do more.


  “Humph. I never believed you that objective,” Ian retorted.


  “Ah, this is not an objective thing at all.”


  “So, how about dinner?” Ian suggested. “You hungry?


  “Ravenous.”


  “You have a bath through here?” He pointed to the doors at the end of the room.


  “Uh, huh.” She answered. “Take your time, I’m in no hurry.”


  As Jocelyn watched Ian disappear into the bathroom, she gazed toward her desk, immediately spotting the picture of her and Reggie taken at Tahoe after their wedding. His arms surrounded her and their faces were flushed with excitement from a day water skiing. In an unguarded moment the photographer had caught them in a casual moment. What exuded from that rendering was Jocelyn’s favorite memory of her husband, spontaneous and smiling with his signature charm reeking from every atom of his carefully cultured soul. What one glance at that photograph did was bring her back to an awful reality she hoped she could forget for a few more hours. Unfortunately, the sweet emptiness of the sex was gone, and she had to wonder to herself why she was compounding the problems that already loomed over her life.




  Chapter Five


  Life almost seemed normal with Reggie home. They had sex the night he arrived, almost as memorable as sex with Ian. Ian was special because he was different, but not because he made her feel any better. Sex with Reggie was comforting, though it was never mundane. But after her interludes with the scoundrel, re-establishing the relationship with her husband was the foremost thought in her mind. She was relieved to know that Ian would be leaving town the day after their dinner together. Vulnerable as she was, too much temptation proved dangerous.


  It was time to get make things right with Reg, and time to get beyond the muddle of her working life. She was mulling changes, almost ready to admit that Reggie was right about her business’s demise. The morning after his homecoming they sat together in the kitchen sharing a civil breakfast that promised to proceed without an argument.


  “You were pretty hot last night,” she said, running her toes along his leg. Perfectly starched and ready for work, his face was buried in the paper, but he looked up responding to her fondling.


  “I have a fondness for your ass, what can I say? Is it still sore?”


  “Just a little. I thought you’d never stop spanking me.”


  “You liked it, didn’t you?” was his cool reply, and he returned to his newspaper while Jocelyn returned to the kitchen for the coffee pot.


  Strange how things turn out, she was thinking. Rarely was she punished enough to feel the effects the day after. But the night before, once Reggie had tackled her to the bed, he’d been unrelenting with a new leather spanker he’d purchased in a New York leather shop. It started and ended playfully, with a rash of hard burning smacks to the center of her ass cheeks; but he might as well have been punishing her for some crime considering the intensity of the spanking. Maybe without even knowing, he was punishing her for her dalliance with Ian. How poetic, she was thinking in the aftermath. Would that be enough to absolve her of her guilt? Perhaps not. But she’d give it a try.


  “More coffee?” she asked as she was about to pour some into his mug.


  “What’s this?” Reggie asked. What had been a decently pleasant look on his face abruptly faded into a scowl. He pointed to Germaine Charles’s gossip column, something he rarely read.


  “What’s that?” she asked, gazing down at the paper.


  “Let me read it to you,” Reggie said, pulling the paper away from her.


  
“One wonders what’s amiss in the romance between the Reginald Harolds, the irrepressible Jocelyn Killian Harold just seen at Dorsis with a new man-about-town, who this reporter has yet to identify. Sources suggest that Mrs. Harold’s new darling is a European born magnate of some renown. It’s nice seeing a smile on the face of the lovely head of Killian Management, who’s been so reviled by the press for her alleged part in the now infamous Ibercon catastrophe. Seeing her so cozy with this elegant man on the dance floor Friday night, one can only speculate that the idyllic marriage between the Harolds is ripping apart under the strain of this never ending and very public corporate battle. Perhaps the cool Reggie Harold is no long handling his wife’s faux pax with his accustomed grace. Quite fascinating drama, don’t you think?


  By the time Reggie spit out the last of Germaine’s biting chronicle, Jocelyn was weak-kneed and slumping into a chair opposite her grave looking husband, trying to keep him from noticing the sudden fear that swept her soul.


  “New darling’?” He looked at her with eyes sharp and biting.


  “Reg, it was nothing. You know how Germaine exaggerates little things, that’s what her column thrives on.”


  “You weren’t at Dorsis Friday night?”


  “Well, yes I was.”


  “And mystery man?”


  “An old friend,” she stated with a believable aplomb. That said Jocelyn rose from her chair and puttered about the kitchen as if there was nothing at all to worry about.


  “What old friend?” Reggie asked.


  “Ian. Ian Pennywhistle,” she replied, deciding to be as honest as she dared be, less of a hassle should he have other ways to discern the truth.


  “And?”


  “It was so long ago. He looked me up when he got to town, and should be off elsewhere by now.”


  “I see.”


  “From Europe?” he asked.


  There was a lot of dangerous territory to cover here, since she’d never mentioned to Reggie the bawdy summer of indecency she’d spent with a dapper young Englishman.


  “England,” she said.


  “Would you like to tell me more?” he asked.


  “There’s nothing more to tell,” she replied. “Really Reg, it was totally innocent. Germaine can make bedfellows of anybody she likes, but she’s making things up reading romance into my dinner with Ian. He’s typically Continental, droll and fawning.”


  “I thought he’s English.”


  “He is, but he’s spent lots of time on the continent.”


  “So why haven’t I heard about him before?”


  “I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I just didn’t say anything, and then it seemed unnecessary. And we were very busy last night. Good god, if I’d known that shrew would set her claws like that, I’d have fessed up the minute you got home. But it was honestly innocent.”


  “And was Ian a former lover?”


  Jocelyn stopped short at that question. Her hesitation didn’t suit Reg, but he calmly waited for a reply.


  “He was. But it was so long ago.”


  “I thought I’d heard about all your men. But not this one.”


  “I suppose that just indicates his importance in my life—which was very little.”


  He nodded, then gazed at the column again. “Perhaps you should be more careful displaying your private life in public,” he suggested.


  “I swear, Reg, it was nothing.”


  “I hope not,” he replied, suggesting that he wanted to believe her, but wasn’t sure if he could.


  ***


  After an early meeting with her staff, Jocelyn was putting the finishing touches on her plans. Bail out. Hadn’t Reggie used that term? Surely someone had in the midst of the tempest in a teapot that had brewed over the last five months of disaster. But bail out was the most direct way to put it. Once decided there would be no going back. Shut down Killian Management, take her chips and go home to some great whatever after. Perhaps Alex had said it best. “Maybe it’s just Jocelyn Killian wanting another lifestyle.”


  Wise advise. She was thirty-five, had all her wits about her, a husband who adored her in a strange sort of way and the possibilities were endless for life after Killian Management. That decided, there’d be more meetings with attorneys as she hammered out the details, and some personal friends to assuage as she sent them to another management consultant in town, one without the shoddy reputation.


  Looking out from her high-rise office to the city she loved, Jocelyn breathed deeply, thinking she was on the way to something new even if she had no idea what that might be. In her bones she was tired, the months having taken their toll. Perhaps she could convince Reg to take a long vacation.


  A knock at the door startled her.


  “Come in,” she said, seconds later seeing Ian Pennywhistle’s smiling face appear.


  “Lunch, love?” he asked, slipping inside.


  “I thought you were supposed to be gone?” she asked.


  “Couple days yet, my dear. But that just means we have more time.”


  “My husband’s home, and the game’s off,” she replied.


  “Ah, I see,” he replied thoughtfully as he ambled toward her. “That just means we’ll have to be more careful.”


  “No, it doesn’t mean that at all,” she answered him, remaining firm.


  But Ian was sidling up to her where she sat behind her desk. Soon on one knee before her, his uncanny charm oozed about her like a thick, warm liquid. A hand worked its way up her leg and found her wet where her thighs meet and she was most womanly. One finger dipping into the lusty reservoir toyed daintily with the cottony folds inside.


  “Just one more for the road.”


  “No, Ian, no,” she replied trying to remove his hold on her—a difficult task when the attention was almost too delightful to pass up.


  “Don’t say no. I’m not good at being denied and you know that.” How right he was. It had taken her weeks to tear herself away from the man when they were entangled years before. “In fact, I won’t take no as your answer.”


  “It’s not a simple lunch you want, is it?” Jocelyn asked.


  “What does lunch mean but a sensuous feast? And what would we be doing that we haven’t already done? I hardly think you should feel ashamed, but if you do, why turn me down? It will only add to that perverse and antiquated thrill of guilt.”


  “You have extraordinary logic,” Jocelyn replied.


  “I’m not trying to be logical, I avoid that at all cost. But you’re the woman I plan to dine on and I won’t be rejected.”


  “Do I have to screw you to get rid of you?” she asked.


  “No, just enjoy me.” His hand, having control of her hungry pussy, continued experimenting with the spasming hole, producing exactly the results he desired.


  “You are leaving tomorrow?” she asked.


  “Or the day after.”


  “But today is it,” she said firmly.             


  “I promise, I’ll leave you to your marriage.”


  “You’re mocking me.”


  “Why would I do that when all I want is to make love to you?”


  Desire so rampant, face flushed, heart beating, her skin burning hot – she would have climaxed just from the feel of his roving fingers, though Ian would not allow that.


  “Where?” she asked.


  “My little home away from home?” he suggested.


  “Okay then, let’s be quick.”


  The escapade reminded her of stealing candy from a drugstore, pilfering baguettes of bread from French markets and other acts of petty larceny she and Ian perpetrated across France and Italy when they swept through those charming countrysides. She was just twenty at the time. Now, in the same spirit, they walked the street beyond Jocelyn’s office, grabbed a cab one block down and arrived at the French restaurant just in time to hustle up the stairs to Ian’s apartment.


  “Jacques will bring us lunch, we’ll eat up here.”


  A day with potent air, succulent with the aromas of spring and just warm enough for open windows, they made love in the bed in the breeze, with curtains fluttering and something so delectable about the atmosphere Jocelyn could feel the taste of it on her tongue, yet there was no flavor to recognize except the flavor of springtime.


  Dissolving into his body, hers was atop his. The feel of his hand’s caress from her breasts down her slim waist, to the cushy rounds of her ass brought musical sounds of pleasure to her lips. For a while, as he marveled at her satin skin, his lips joined with hers, and she forgot who she was with. Just sex, just passion, one body or another didn’t matter with such pleasure. Feeling Ian’s prick surge within her dropping its seed deep, she rocked with him, allowing what had begun in her office to burst free.


  When the last of the subtle seizure disappeared, Jocelyn sat back on his groin with his dwindling cock still inside her. Looking out the window to old apartments and the street a story below, she breathed deep the freedom. A last hurrah, perhaps the encore to the last hurrah. She’d enjoy the rogue for a half hour more then go home to the stability of her darling Reg. Perhaps she just needed Ian to get her through the ending of this personal era.


  Before Jocelyn left the cagey Ian, he begged for just one last glance at her perfect derriere, and took the chance to lay three strokes of a bamboo cane on her flesh before she could stop him.


  “What are you doing, you ass!” she screamed, bolting away from the bed where she exposed rear.


  “A reminder, darling.”


  “No, I can’t, no more!”


  “Ah, guilt, what a motivator,” Ian chimed in happily.


  Furious, Jocelyn ordered him out of the apartment, even though it was not her own, and dressed by herself. Though she was not at all pleased with him, she gave him a kiss at the doorway of the restaurant, and half her stunning smile.


  The next two days she heard nothing from Ian Pennywhistle and assumed that he was gone from her life again, a memory that would slowly fade into nothing.




  


  Chapter Six


  Reggie sat in the midst of his study at home pouring over the disaster before him, dispassionate, as was typical on the outside, though the fury was building within.


  When he heard the knock on the door he looked up. “Yes.”


  “Reg? You’re here?”


  “I am,” he said no more, though his response was enough invitation for Jocelyn to move inside the room. Even for Reggie, who was sometimes given to ruminating in the dark, the mood seemed particularly grim.


  “Wouldn’t you like a little more light?” she asked, as she was about to turn on the floor lamp beside his desk.


  “No,” he replied, emphatically enough for her to quake a little nervously. Her concern increased when she looked toward his desk and spied what was there. Though it took some time for the truth to register, once she made out Ian’s face and hers in several black and white photographs, the raw emotion overwhelmed her. She sank into the chair in front of him.


  “You had me followed?” she asked, awestruck. She trembled everywhere, her head feeling a sharp throbbing.


  Reggie looked at the array of pictures before him, a perfectly manicured hand moving aimlessly from one to the next. Jocelyn watched, mesmerized.


  “I guess I don’t trust you anymore,” he finally replied, the statement half speculation. He looked up at her, his face a blank.


  “And I guess I’ve given you reason not to,” Jocelyn replied, looking down at the pictures again. How could he possibly be so civil? She could feel from him an intense emotion gurgling internally, but it remained well below his surface calm. Then, too, why wouldn’t he be civil? After all, this was Reggie.


  “You’re not angry?” she wondered aloud.


  “Oh, there’s no doubt I’m angry,” he replied. “But this treads so deep, anger’s not going to solve anything. You’ve lied about your past and about our present. You’ve been one woman in bed with me and another woman with another man. Whatever’s going on with you, Jocelyn, whether it’s business or something else, we obviously haven’t been able to handle it between us.” Reggie might have winced in pain, but if he did the expression was subtle. Pushing the pictures back in the envelope, he paused for a moment staring at the one on the top. It was a close-up from outside Ian’s hotel room window two days before, Jocelyn with her head back, and a winsome smile on her face, her naked breasts looking as though they were bouncing with the curtains that danced in the wind.


  Jocelyn cringed seeing this intimacy she hadn’t shared with the man she loved.


  “Just when I thought there might be a breakthrough with your business problems,” he said, “this happens and I’m stunned.” He handed her the envelope and rose from his seat. “What happens from now on is up to you.”


  Impeccably honest, as forthright as the day is long, blunt but sincere. What more could she ask of a wounded husband? And yet, his cool reserve climbed inside her like winter reborn in spring.


  “I think I must need some time away,” she said, when she heard him reach the far door and felt a draft of air on her ankles as he opened it.


  “It’s yours to decide,” he said. He nodded and left her alone in the dark.




  


  Chapter Seven


  Jocelyn pulled herself from the azure water, rivulets of the warm liquid dripping down her bared breasts, down her belly and back and her long legs, those tiny rivers finding their way into the crevices between her thighs, another small river of water making a journey down the crack of her ass. One small cloud having danced across the sapphire sky, across the sun and melting into nothingness, left the skyward ball of fire to raise the heat against her fair-skinned shoulders.


  “You’ll have to douse me with cream again, Ian, or I’ll burn to a crisp,” she said, falling to the cotton towels on the sand. He turned over, reluctant to be awakened from a dreamy sleep. But seeing his limp cock, Jocelyn’s mouth watered as if she were eyeing candy.


  “It takes such measures to maintain you as lover,” he sighed, taking up the bottle of sunscreen and squirting the lotion on her breasts.


  “I thought you wanted me,” she answered his exasperation, drawing closer, so his hands could massage the cream into her skin. Ian stopped for an instant to tweak a nipple and Jocelyn gasped then collapsed on her back to allow him better access to her soft flesh. Another squirt of lotion, Ian rose above her on one elbow and stared into her eyes, as his fingers moved down her belly, which undulated under his hand. At her pubic mound, he held her with his palm gripped tightly, driving a finger into the cleft between her labia. With kisses along her lips and down her neck, he lingered at her nipples, sucking each until they tightened hard. A brisk wind raised a chill and goosebumps that disappeared with a shiver in her hips.


  “Perhaps we should go back to the room,” she uttered quietly, knowing how much she wanted Ian to slip his erection inside her. One glance down at his rising organ, her lips again wanted it inside her mouth.


  “Whatever we do we’ll do right here,” he purred to her. Pushing himself to his knees, he straddled her head so her mouth could work his prick.


  It wasn’t a deserted beach, but it was not a busy one. No one paid attention to public sex, except to stop and admire for a few seconds before strolling by, or if inspired and bold enough, find a way to join in. Jocelyn labored fondly over Ian’s erection, her mouth taking the thickening organ deep. Drawing back the skin she teased about the head. Her own crotch hungry, she parted her thighs luring a dark-haired Frenchman between them. Dropping to the sand, the young man’s fingers crept up her legs, and her body quickened with the realization that she’d be taken by two men on the beach that afternoon. Fingers exploring deeper found her pussy wet and her belly spasming when he shoved two inside. Her hips rose to his face as his tongue descended to the purple skin inside the sexy pouch.


  While willing to share his wealth, Ian claimed her mouth for his, driving his penis beyond the point where she would gag on the depths it demanded of her. With a second penis in her crotch, she was helpless to control a thing. Being used for two men’s pleasure, letting go of her own was her only alternative. That was easily accomplished since her body was as happy with the prospect as the men she pleased.


  Relishing Ian’s organ as though she had a feast of delicious food to sample, she was urgent, ravenous for the stalk that raped her mouth. She wanted to swallow him whole. Her tongue delved into the sinewy flesh, her mouth and lips sucked hard, and she grabbed the length of him in her hand and pumped it vigorously, awaiting the eruption while little spurts of pre-cum shot on her face and down her throat. While she pleasured Ian, her own depths were plumbed by the anonymous prick. Like two women, one that gave and one that received, her desire was climbing to that point where in seconds she’d be over the edge. Ian assured himself first climax, demanding her attention until he was shooting himself across her face, letting his liquid get into her hair and across her chin and, of course, beyond her open lips. When he backed away, the dark-haired man resumed their copulation in earnest. Only then did she get a look at this intruder’s earthy, handsome features and feel the full essence of a man bold enough to prod at the door of an available female cunt.


  This itinerant lover moved on her like he’d had her before. After having held himself above her, free of Ian, he dropped to her chest and mauled her breasts, taking a nipple in his fingers and drawing it out, pinching it hard so she’d buck harder on his erection. Withdrawing from her, he turned her over, haunches up, holding them in his hands, while her shoulders were pressed into the blanket beneath her. Then fucking her from behind, with flesh slapping against flesh, he rode her until he peaked.  Plunging himself to the very end of her vagina, he climaxed. The rigid sand was no comfort for aching shoulders driven into its unyielding surface. She would have preferred to take her pleasure to the luxury of a real bed. But her two lovers were determined to see her climax right on the beach. They wanted to see her body jerk and her expression turn to that state of bliss where cumming is as much anguish as it is sweetness.


  Lying under her, Ian’s mouth ate at that portal, lapping freely, while her anonymous lover worked her ass, his tongue rimming her backdoor. Two men’s fingers slipped inside. The spasms began small and then increased when so much stimulation overpowered her body. She was prickly everywhere, her toes and fingers, her shivering shoulders, all the way to the top of her head. Her back arched, and she drew up on her arms with breasts jiggled beneath her when she began to cry. Panting, breath short, sun baking down, sand between her toes, her nerve endings burst exhilarated. Tension everywhere, she quivered at that exalted peak.


  “Ah, ah, ah, yessssss, now.” The trickle of words she uttered swooning over the top were drowned by the sound of the pounding surf behind her. But there were little cries that rose above the dull roar like the soft sound of birds fluttering beyond. For a time, she cawed sweetly, eyes closed in a private reverie while Ian and the other man continued tonguing her ass cleft and labia. A little jolt like an electric surge and her heated flesh jiggled again with another sensation of ending. At last, with the men moving away from her, she lay on her side, finding her fingers in the sand beside her, unconsciously fondling grains of sand that were soft to touch. 


  The beach was totally deserted when she opened her eyes. Had she scared away the bathers or was it simply late in the day and time to leave? 


  “I did this here, didn’t I?” she said dazedly.


  The dark-haired man pressed a hand to her belly and rubbed her there. “I could bring you more,” he said.


  “I’m sure she’d like that,” Ian said plainly, “but I have much to do tonight and we’ve got to go.” He was ready to return to the hotel room, even though there were a few hours yet to enjoy on the beach before sunset.


  “I could stay here,” Jocelyn offered. “This charmer bring me home.” She looked up at Ian who was folding a blanket.


  He looked back sternly. “No. Get up.” All passion vanished, he pulled her to her feet, and slapped her ass once as if he was taking charge of her like a pet. Resigned to that fate, Jocelyn threw a shift over her naked body and followed him as they walked toward their hotel. She looked back once and blew a kiss to her other lover as he sat in the sand staring at her departure and the lovely bottom that wiggled underneath her dress.


  ***


  “You’re going out again without me?” Jocelyn asked Ian, after seeing him wash and dress without mentioning a word to her about his plans.


  “Business, darling,” he explained.


  “You’re coming back for a late dinner?”


  “No, you’d better order in.”


  “Or go out,” she suggested.


  “Please don’t.”


  “Ian, you’re suffocating me.”


  “And keeping you from scoundrels,” he added.


  “Like my lover this afternoon.”


  “Exactly.”


  When Ian was charming, he was devastatingly so, oozing with designs for her pleasure and his. But when he was engaged in the business that took him from her—business he refused to divulge—his mood was glacial and efficient. She might as well have not been around. She would have been perfectly happy to entertain herself in this small, bustling French resort, but Ian insisted that she remain in the hotel room. That hadn’t posed much problem in the two weeks they’d been at the resort, but his excursions without her becoming more frequent, the time alone seemed unnecessarily empty.


  It had been nearly six weeks since she fled her husband’s home. In that time she refused to think of that horrifying night her marriage ended. Escaping was the simplest thing to do, far easier than facing the reality of Reggie’s detective work, her adultery, his lack of trust, her hurt, his anger, her frustration…the list of damages seemed without end and was far too many to look at. Running away with the scoundrel that had blown the fidelity from her marriage was as reckless as all the other blunders in her comedy of errors. Though it certainly kept her from the pain of trying to heal what was so deeply wounded.


  Jocelyn forgot about Reggie while keeping up with Ian—a project that was simple for several weeks while they pretended they were new lovers or newlyweds. They had sex morning, noon and night, in whatever plush hotel room or seedy hostel they happened to land. In quaint shops he would fondle her. In out-of-the-way corners, he’d expose her breasts so he could suck her nipples. In the arched doorways he’d take photos of her half-naked, playing with her pussy, or her bent over with her skirt flung up over her naked behind. In cafes at tables with long cloths, they’d sit side by side and bare their genitals under napkins, raising so much heat they’d hardly finish a meal before finding some alleyway behind the restaurant to finish the sex they started. Amsterdam, Belgium, Germany and Switzerland played host to their frenetic journey as they moved daily to a new venue for their blatant play. Only in Northern Italy did they slow the fury and remain a few days. Then in France, Ian announced he had to get back to work, which simply meant that Jocelyn had a few late afternoons and evenings to kill by herself. That should hardly have been a difficult task.


  “You wouldn’t mind if I took a walk on the promenade?” she asked him a few minutes later as she dried her sun burnt flesh on a thick beach towel.


  “I would,” Ian said. He was almost out the door, and Jocelyn regretted having asked him at all.


  “Then I’ll see you when you get back,” she said.


  “Don’t wait up, I will be late.”


  “That late?”


  He pecked her on the cheek like a traveling husband. “Don’t worry, I’ll grab your ass when I get in bed and fuck it soundly.” Flashing her a smile, he walked out.


  Time’s the enemy of a lonely woman. Fidgeting her way through a few magazines she’d already read, and glancing through a dreary chapter in a suspense thriller, Jocelyn ached for more. Most importantly, she needed some relief from thoughts creeping through the carefully constructed barricade she’d erected to obscure the recent past.


  “It’s not going to work, Ian,” she finally announced aloud even though he wasn’t there to hear.


  Going to the closet, she rifled through her wardrobe, pulled out a dozen things she discarded, and finally settled on a slim green cotton dress that belted at the waist and would look terrific with the wrap sandals she’d purchased in Italy. Just so Ian couldn’t accuse her of flaunting herself, she tied the volumes of dark red curls into a scarf and applied scant make-up—though she didn’t need much enhancement to look inviting to any man. There was sex in her eyes. Like the dew of perspiration on her skin and moistness between her legs, it was subtle. That sexual allure was something that would remain inherently with her as long as she was swimming in this sexual ocean that seemed to have no pattern to its endless waves.


  Early in the evening there were tourists in the village still meandering through the tiny streets in search of bargains. Jocelyn ducked into several shops picking up stray items that struck her fancy. She was living on mad money, that fund she’d created long before Reggie, that was intended to cushion her against some dangerous financial fall. Using it for its intended purpose she had no need to dip into her husband’s money or even try to extract cash from her defunct business. Her attorneys would probably eat away anything that was left after she tubed it all—and just as well. Better to have everything stay safely in the past where she didn’t have to think of it.


  “Ah, I’d hoped to find you,” a man’s voice took hold of her thoughts in the middle of buying a hand-painted silk scarf.


  “You!” she exclaimed, seeing her beach lover standing next to her.


  He was clothed in white cottons that draped his dark complexion with a hint of purity—even though purity was hardly in his eyes. He smelled of man’s cologne and there was some minty toothpaste on his breath. His compact body wedged between her and a woman on his other side seemed instantly fused with hers, though he was still a few millimeters from touching her. That he corrected placing his hand tenderly at the top of her ass finding that she was wearing no panties.


  “Would you like a drink?”


  “If you’d tell me your name,” she said, all the while letting his roving eyes caress her as the images of sex transmitted over psychic wires directly to her brain.


  “Andre,” he told her. A small, interesting accent accompanied his speech so she believed him not a Frenchman at all, and as much a foreigner on French soil as she was.


  “Jocelyn,” she returned the pertinent information.


  “What a lovely name,” he said. “It sounds as sensuous as your body looks.”


  He took her hand and led her through a throng of people in that crowded shop, and held her close as they walked past the busiest part of the market to a near empty café. They sat in a corner by themselves and looked out at the other shoppers as they waited to be served.


  “Something sweet?” he asked, when a man with a white apron across his middle approached the table. Without her answering, Andre turned to the waiter and ordered something in French she was not familiar with. Leaving a hand to fondle her thigh, his warmth penetrated through her dress and surged toward her crotch. She felt as one with him as she’d been on beach, making her believe that there was much more to gain from being close to this stranger. Even before the drinks arrived, he was toying with the hairs of her pussy, not trying to do more, but making his presence something she could not ignore.


  “I’m sorry we had to leave so quickly this afternoon,” she said. “There was really no reason for me to go back to my hotel except that my lover is paranoid, I suppose.”


  “Ah, I see. Then we won’t let him know what we’re doing tonight,” Andre said with a furtive grin.


  They chatted about the resort while they finished their drinks. Then in a hurry he hustled her from the café without explanation.


  “Where are you taking me?” she asked.


  He smiled happily, while there remained a touch of mystery in his eyes. “A place to dance, but you have to get there early to find a seat. You do like dancing?”


  He was whisking her down the street so fast that Jocelyn didn’t have a chance to answer, but the assumptions he made about her were accurate. Dancing would just be another delirium to dwell in for a while.


  When they entered the disco, the music was already playing and the dance floor was full of moving bodies. Hips jerked in time to the rock beat, breasts grazed against chests, and hands were making pilgrimages to the altars of gratification between thighs. Though it wasn’t yet dark outside, the only light inside came from strings of tiny Christmas lights that flashed erratically, and one large strobe light that blinded the eyes every few seconds. Pushed against Andre’s body, Jocelyn found herself squashed from behind by one woman and two men alternately. With the woman, she was ass to ass, their hips moving to the same languid beat. The feel of the woman’s warm body was too enjoyable to beg off in embarrassment. And embarrassment would have been inappropriate considering the erotic tango of the room. Inhibitions seemed unnecessary.  She had not one partner, but many, the mood so ripe with sexuality she half expected the disco to strip down to an orgy. Whatever drink Andre had hustled down her throat at the café came on strong in that charged environment. She was glad for wearing low-heeled sandals when she almost toppled into a woman beside her.


  When Andre’s arms pulled her back to him they danced much closer. Jocelyn felt the heat of him, his pulsing groin perhaps most of all. Remembering the sizable organ inside his pants and how sweetly it had dealt with her sex hungry body that afternoon, she felt for it with her hands as much as her thighs. For what might have been an hour they moved together in the frenzy of the room. A few more drinks did nothing to dull her senses; rather with them heightened by the liquor, propriety fell away. She allowed Andre’s hands to meander freely about her body, and then at last, when they danced to a slower beat, his hand moved up inside her dress deeply enough to finger her clitoris. Pushed into a dark corner beyond the flashing lights, Jocelyn climaxed on his hand and collapsed to his chest ready to pass out.


  Andre led her from the disco back to her hotel room, where the dark foreigner used her cunt and ass to massage his cock. She remembered him mostly when he breached her back door, arriving there with a smooth transition from her cunt. Well juiced, he was swift to plumb her depths. And while on hands and knees he probed hard, he held her by the hair with one hand, while he reached about so she could suck his fingers with her mouth. As he was about to come, he let go her hair and her shoulders dropped to the mattress. A fingernail etched a tiny line down her back to make her shiver. When he got to her wide open anus, he inserted that finger along with his cock. A second finger, and she thought she’d rip apart. But oh, what flames burned in her ass!  As if lightning had struck the earth, she was the earth taking man inside to breed in her dark fertile soil.  A split second of happiness exploded all her thoughts away as she felt Andre’s orgasm spew inside. Then a ripe spasm of pain followed as she realized how seriously he’d rent her backside.


  Not immediately withdrawing, the cock and fingers remained inside massaging her. Then the easy in and out motion was joined by his punishing attentions to her swollen clit.


  “Ohmygod!” she screamed. Her body jerked hard but didn’t jerk him out. He rode with her all the way to the final convulsion with her ass pressed against his invading hand.


  “You’re a good fuck,” Andre whispered in her ear while he held her shivering body afterwards.


  With the sex over, she trembled hard, tears streaming down her cheeks, her mind struggling to remember his face, not Andre’s face or Ian’s, but Reggie’s face, that aristocratic visage of haughtiness that meant love to her. She regretted that it was not her husband that had just defiled her ass. Then she would have kissed him. But with this stranger, she could only smile when she stopped crying and utter a silent thank-you.


  “You whore!”


  Jocelyn woke hearing Ian’s voice prick her consciousness with his violent temper.


  “Get your ass out of my bed!” he roared more, catching the waking attention of Andre, who was quick to dress and exit the den of terror.


  Conveniently naked, Jocelyn went over Ian’s lap. For the second time in hours her ass felt the biting pain of a man determined to make a point with her rear flesh. Ian just struck the skin however, his wrath delivering a righteous spanking. He began with his hand until her rear cheeks were piping hot and she was screaming for him to stop. But deciding that basic measure was not enough to assuage his fury, he pulled her with him, she kicking madly, to the closet where he found a leather belt to deliver the rest of his message.


  “You fucking whore!” he charged again, once he had her flung over the back of a chair so he could abuse her ass properly.


  “I’m not a whore!” she roared back at him.


  “You belong to me!” he bellowed, letting the double leather belt rip through the air defiantly. The end result, the punishment stung like wasps attacking her behind with venom. Strike after strike, a dozen, two dozen landed with such an angry abandon, she was too stunned to protest. Still feeling the inebriation of the evening cloud her mind, she took the punishment feeling all the guilt that Ian wanted her to associate with the act. But in her mind, it was not Ian she’d cheated on having anal sex with the foreigner, it was Reggie. In Reggie’s stead she was punished. Maybe in some time zone, in some altered dimension he’d know.


  “I want you to stay put when I say so,” Ian continued his belligerent tirade. “That man might have murdered you!”


  He was being irrational. That Jocelyn decided as she heard the repeated accusations and false concerns that spewed from his lips.


  “You’re just jealous,” she cried when she got her wits about her.


  “You’re damned right I am!” he confirmed, the belt adding a proper exclamation point hitting her squarely in the middle of her flaming ass. He didn’t stop there but peppered that raw spot with several more biting blows. “You want in my bed, you want my protection, you want this little romp of yours across the continent, you will not defy me again!”


  He continued with the furious spanking making certain that his anger was finally spent—and because he liked admiring his handiwork. Standing back for some moments, he tortured her more by making her maintain the pose while he decided when he’d let her up. When he saw that the blush on her blistered bottom was finally beginning to fade, he began playing with her behind.


  “He took your ass?” he asked.


  “He did.”


  “Then I’ll take it too!”


  “No, Ian, it’s so sore.”


  “Gee, that’s really too bad,” he said. His fingers were already at the opening, stretching the sphincter to make her ready—which she wouldn’t be.  Not this morning.


  It wasn’t even dawn, though Jocelyn could hear the birds singing outside, their battle for food already begun for the day as they flit from vine to bush to vine about the verdant greenery on the patio. Such was the backdrop for the pain of this second forceful ass rape of this strange night. He didn’t demand as much as Andre—only because he had no idea what that man had taken from her. But with no drug or liquor in her system to soothe the entry, the sensation was as sharp and more piercing. It took every ounce of courage, every conscious thought focused on letting go to make the penetration something other than brutal. She had no desire to feel pleasure from Ian at that moment, she simply wanted to avoid more pain. And yet, the man managed to ease her body into the joy of it and let it take her on another orgasmic ride.


  However, Jocelyn didn’t get the chance to have her climax. When Ian was done with her, just seconds after he withdrew from her ass, he pulled her from bed, shoved her into the shower, then scrubbed her down as if she was infected with some disease after her night of loose living.


  “I didn’t bring you along to have you cuckold me with any man admiring your physical attributes.” With his wrath diminished, his voice was much softer as he spoke, even though the message was no less pointed.


  “Wouldn’t you have sex with any woman that suits your fancy?”


  “Play around on you, no,” he replied. He stroked her back with the washcloth as the water poured over their naked bodies.


  “Then you think this is a true relationship?” she said looking up at him through the water.


  “It could be,” he said. “If you’d allow it.”


  “But we don’t love each other,” she reminded him.


  “That doesn’t matter right now,” he answered her. “Because eventually our love will blossom. I trust that as surely as I trust that you need me now. That need will grow to something more.”


  “So you really think I’m a whore?” she asked, remembering that accusation.


  “I certainly think despicable things of you when you misbehave,” he said. He made her turn so he could look at her face as the water beat down on her back.  “The truth is,” he softened much as he spoke, “I find you so gloriously perfect, I can’t stand the sight of anyone having you without my directing that moment. You are so precious to me, Jocelyn. I regret that I ever allowed you to leave. And I will do everything to keep you with me this time. If it should take a lock and key, poetry, begging, loving you to death. I will do it.”


  He was stroking her hair, running his fingers through the wet locks that stuck to her drenched skin. Kissing her, he seemed intent on swallowing her up. She didn’t tell him that she orgasmed as he massaged her ass and pussy. He was being strictly sensuous and tender, but with such fervor and sincerity, she took from him something sexual that she needed.




  


  Chapter Eight


  The opening for Will Kozak’s photographic expose was held in Dunning Sharrow’s loft which had become a first class art gallery. Dun had moved in all his favorite works of art. They now covered the make-shift walls inside the open spaces of the old industrial building. One entire floor of the gallery was highlighted by ceilings reaching into the heavens, fitted with pipes that went to nowhere any more, and dangling with old light fixtures that added classy elegance to the mix of contemporary styles sitting side by side in that venue. A warm glow of light from the old fixtures eased the stark quality of the black and white photography. It was Will’s most stunning showing to date. The images on paper were scenes of poverty, restless children attempting to laugh, bums on the street with sagacious smiles as though they knew something the rest of the world did not, and the heartbreak of institutionalized stupor on other faces—of men and women in a rundown old-folks home where meaningless lives ticked off the last ticks of their terrestrial clock.


  The hard-edged quality of Will’s stills should have led to a somber mood in the gallery. But this opening was one of those affairs where few people took in the content of the work, except for the critics that had been invited to a more subdued showing that afternoon. By eight in the evening however, the showing turned into a party, and Alexandra Kozak could begin to relax and greet her husband’s guests.


  She looked like a flower in the middle of the expanse of black and white. Her dress, a small summer shift showered with colorful flowers, was enough to accentuate the blonde hair she left long and falling to her shoulders. Will had asked her to keep her attire simple and casual, despite the black tux look of many that poured through the doors for champagne and hors d’oeurves. Will himself was dressed in black silk, draping pants and a collarless shirt, his graying hair shorter than usual, recently cut. He had a strong nose, soft yet deep-set eyes and a broad masculine smile. Alex noted how his face had aged over the seven years she’d known him. He aged with style as an artist would, and was for this night his most animated speaking with people who cared about the work he cared about. There was no clue about the man who could brood endlessly, sometimes leaving her feeling distant from him and edgy for that fact.


  By the time the gallery was full of patrons, Alex was weary, something she wanted to avoid. And yet on nights like this it was almost impossible not to feel the strain of three weeks preparation catching up with her. It had not been three good weeks for their marriage, but at least the event was almost at its end.


  Will was at the far end of the loft, discussing a book of his photography with a publisher that had unexpectedly made a proposal. She wouldn’t be seeing her husband for at least an hour. Just as she was deciding where to take her amiable smile someone tapped her on the shoulder from behind.


  “Reg!”


  Alex gave the man a generous hug. The instant their bodies touched, a surge of submissive passion rendered her almost weak—as if she was expecting him to order her to the floor to take some man’s prick in her mouth. As long as she’d known him, the feeling had never changed. From the time she first stepped foot in his house as a nervous innocent on her way to being trained as a sexual submissive, to later in their acquaintance when she could call him a true confidant, that aspect of their relationship endured. Her previous submission to him, however, was often forgotten, since Reggie was also the husband of her favorite female lover; and he’d always been her husband’s best friend.


  Parting from his embrace Alex noticed the woman at his side.


  “This is Linda Holly,” he introduced a brunette with short, wispy hair, flawless white skin and full lips painted Chinese red. Alex despised her instantly and gave the woman a perfunctory nod. A little knife stabbed in her heart knowing that it should be Jocelyn beside him.


  “And do you work with Reg?” Alex asked.


  “I met at him the Steiglitz Museum opening a few weeks ago,” she said.


  “I see,” Alex answered. The woman was not Reggie’s type being much too arty and dour. Those white white cheeks without a hint of blush, she looked ghostly—in an earthy sort of way. She was dressed in black, not the typical vision of beauty that would attract Reggie Harold’s eye.


  “You know he’s married,” Alex stated flatly, the fact blurted out without thinking at all.


  “Yes, I do,” she answered looking bewildered by the uncomfortable turn of the conversation. Alex was as glacial as an Arctic breeze.


  “So, you’ll look around,” she said, speaking to them both as she pasted a surgery smile on her lips.


  “Of course, and we’ll talk later,” Reggie informed her.


  “We will?” Alex asked.


  “Yes, we will, Alexandra,” he replied. He didn’t explain himself, though the use of her full name was some indication of his frame of mind. He never called her Alexandra unless he was thinking of her as a sexual submissive.


  A few hours later, Alex took a breather from the chattering crowd and made her way downstairs to the relative quiet of Dunning’s private apartment. The night was almost at a close, just a few hangers-on remaining, and she saw no use in staying until the last guest was out the door.


  Unfortunately her moment of privacy was interrupted.


  “So what’s the bee in your bonnet?” Reggie addressed her in cool tones. Following her down the gallery stairs, he’d cornered her in a private hallway far removed from the guests. He fixed her with a sharp-eyed glare that matched the ones she’d sent his way all evening long. “You’re a little drunk, aren’t you?” he added.


  “Oh, you’re not going to blame my mood on alcohol,” Alex said, turning to speak to him face to face.


  “Then perhaps you could apologize to Linda. Your resentment of her is misplaced. I don’t think that Will would appreciate your putting off an art critic of her caliber.”


  “Critic?” She was slightly worried by the information.


  “Yes, she was someone Will wanted to be sure was here.”


  “Oh, I see.”


  “You have a problem seeing me with another woman?”


  “Of course I have a problem. You’re married to Jocelyn.”


  “She’ll be my ex-wife very soon,” he said. “As soon as my attorney can catch up with her.”


  “No!  That’s not going to happen!” Her voice rose so shrill in the hallway that Reggie pushed her into an open room and closed the door behind them.


  “If I have to bare your ass and put a little civility into your behavior, I will,” he warned.


  “You’re stupid and insensitive to let her go,” Alex blurted out her feelings.


  “Maybe Jocelyn should have thought of being more sensitive when she decided to screw a man behind my back. That’s classic adultery in any man’s book. As far as letting her go, she left me.”


  “Not because she wanted to.”


  “And how would you know that?”


  “I know because sometimes you behave like a boor, Reggie Harold,” she hissed. “You drove her away if anything.”


  “Alex,” he looked her uncharacteristically bewildered. “How could you possibly blame my wife’s crazy state of mind on me?”


  “Oh,” Alex backed off calmly, a twisted smile suddenly appearing on her face. “Did I strike a chord. You’re angry.”


  “Of course I’m angry.”


  “Because you love her and want her back. Go get her.” It seemed so simple a solution to her.


  “You are an exasperating woman,” he said shaking his head and turning away. He stood for a moment with his back to her then turned around. “I have the divorce papers started, Alex. Don’t belabor this with me. This is what she wants.”


  “She doesn’t know what she wants. She’s had her whole life ripped apart.”


  “And she has the power to put it back together if she chooses.” He sighed. “Besides, I’ve given you much more information than you deserve. I’ve said enough about her, but you on the other hand…”


  “Me what?”


  “I hadn’t thought I’d have a chance to take care of this tonight, but since we’re here.”


  “Take care of what?” she asked.


  “A matter of your fidelity.”


  “What matter is that?” So like Reggie to make her defensive in an instant.


  “How quickly you forget.”


  She searched her mind for lapses in memory coming up blank, which was a dangerous situation to be in with Reggie Harold.


  “A month ago, the painter, Kyle Stewart.”


  “How…” she stopped. “How would you know?”


  “He did work for me a week later. Very talkative fellow.”


  “That was just after…” She was thinking back to the wild fight she’d had with Will that day. Once her raging husband had stormed the house and walked out leaving waves of ice in his wake, she’d been peeled off the walls by a young man who couldn’t have been much older than eighteen. He’d been painting the back bedroom and she’d almost forgotten he was there. He approached her as gingerly as a shy cat, asking her if she wanted all the walls changed to peach or just one.


  He’d heard the entire brawl, every desperate thing she’d spit in Will’s face, and every pointed accusation he’d made in return. She didn’t remember what the fight was about three days later when Will returned, let alone now; but she did recall what happened with the painter.


  “Just the one,” she’d said, replying to the young man’s question.


  He should have returned to his work at that point, but he walked closer still, seeing tears forming in her eyes while she tried holding them back.


  “You want to have sex?” he’d asked with such unabashed sincerity that the idea didn’t even startle her.


  She remembered staring at him for the longest time. Kyle was willing to wait forever for an answer, so it seemed, considering how long they stood in the middle of her living room staring into each other’s eyes.


  “Yes,” she’d whispered, her fingers flying to the buttons on her shirt, his hand pushing down his painting trousers to show his dark hairy legs and a penis bouncing half mast. She dropped to her knees knowing how much she wanted her mouth around the swelling organ. Fucking it hard with lips and hand, his groans of response warmed what had gone cold inside her. The two dropped to the couch once the erection was stiff and he rendered her helpless with his prick inside her cunt. The unseasoned, fresh pup of a man pounded her with vigor if not finesse. He had muscles to run her hands along, shoulders with sinews of a dimestore novel variety and a mouth that drove against hers, his tongue trying to go as deep as his cock. Her lips would be as sore as her cunt afterwards. When he raised her legs up over her head, the force of his erection made her gasp with pain. She liked that pain since it made her forget she was using this man to dispel the nasty attack of bitch that had come over her in the fight with Will. The fuck seemed so pure, a baptism by wildfire lust. So pure, Alex forgot about that spontaneous combustion after it was over, having been washed clean of woe. Every trace of anger had been cleansed from her soul.


  “Kyle told you he fucked me?” Alex asked Reggie, in shock, wondering how something so virtuous could return to haunt her.


  “He did,” Reggie replied.


  Yes, it made sense. He was a dumb, innocent boy who liked to share his sexual conquests with other men. He worked for Will, of course he’d hire on with his best friend. How stupid!  How utterly stupid to have such a lapse in judgment!


  “You’re going to tell Will?” she asked.


  “No, that won’t be necessary. You will,” Reggie replied.


  “Yes, of course I will, I always do,” she murmured to herself more than to the man that faced her. “So why bring it up now?”


  “Honesty precludes disaster and damages too great to overcome.”


  “You’re sounding like a textbook.”


  “I’m only warning you,” he said.


  “Are you suggesting that my relationship with Will is in trouble?”


  “I think when you screw another man in a pointless lark, it hints at something more going on in you. You’d be wise to take care of it.”


  The door leading to the hall was not closed all the way. Hearing it squeaking on its hinges, the two turned to see Will standing just outside in the corridor.


  “What’s going on?” he asked. “Alex should be upstairs.”


  “I needed breather,” she said. “Certainly, the showing’s over by now.”


  Will noted the serious tone between the two, not something he hadn’t seen before. “I don’t like what I’m seeing here. You want to tell me what gives?” He looked directly at Alex.


  “We can wait till tomorrow,” Alex suggested. It was late, she was tired, so was Will. She started to exit the room.


  “And let this wrack my brain all night?” he returned stepping forward to stop her.


  “It’s not the time,” she tried insisting. All the while, a sinking, fateful feeling gnawed at her belly.


  “The party’s over, Alex. I’ve got all night.”


  Just what she needed at that hour, she thought to herself. How many times would she end up in this situation, the two men that had delightfully and not so delightfully dominated her for the past seven years, staring at her waiting for her to fess up. Reggie so cool, the bastard, having started this in the first place. And Will about to get hurt again at the end of what should have been a glorious triumph. There was no way to make the best of this situation.


  “Damn you, Reg,” she said, with as much defiance as she could muster.


  Reggie didn’t respond, and Will stood stoically staring at her, immovable in his fixed stance. He wouldn’t move until she’d spoken, this being the kind of confrontation she’d had before. She knew the script well.


  “Perhaps I should go,” Reggie said. “Your wife might be more forthcoming.”


  “No, you’ll stay,” Will countered. “You might prove to be an important buffer.”


  “You two need a buffer?” Reggie commented, intrigued.


  “We’ve been fighting a lot,” Will said. He turned back to Alex awaiting her explanation.


  “Okay, why don’t you just pin me to the wall with a knife at my neck,” she declared.


  “Cut the drama, Alex,” Will snapped.


  She sighed. “Okay, so I screwed the painter!”


  “What?” Will looked at her confounded. “Kyle? You screwed Kyle?”


  “The day you walked out after we fought.”


  “You…”


  “Yes, I opened my legs and let him have me. Got out all the stress. It couldn’t have been better.” She should have bit her tongue before saying that, but she was sliding fast into the inevitable and she couldn’t stop that forward motion.


  Will stared at her, his face going blank, his eyes hardly focused on anything.


  Spine tingling tension shot through her while she waited for his reply.


  “That easy, huh,” he finally said. “What is it, you’re in cahoots with Jocelyn? You want to run off with her?”


  “This has nothing to do with Jocelyn. And no I don’t want to run off with her. We just need things better between us.”


  “That’s all there was to it? Screw him and let him go?”


  “That’s it.”


  “How many other guys you ‘open your legs’ for?”


  “Just you.”


  “And Kyle.”


  “He was once,” she replied desperately. “Dammit, if Reggie hadn’t found out you’d never know.”


  “But you would,” Will said right off.


  “I’m not sure I’m even sorry it happened,” she said. “I know that doesn’t sound like me, but it came and went so fast that…” Nothing sounded right so she stopped talking.


  “Oh, but I think you’ll be sorry when I’m finished with you,” Will remarked. Like he was getting a second wind on the night, almost inspired by the thought of how he’d make her suffer, his eyes lit like two bright beacons coming out of the darkness. “I haven’t blistered your ass in so long, the thought of it is feeling really good.”


  Alex was certain that he was far too excited by the prospect that lay before him like candy in front of a three year old. He looked about the room deciding on his plan, then turned to Reggie.


  “You can witness, and stop me if I’m going too far?” he asked him.


  “Too far?” Alex whispered.


  A man with a mission to perform, Will unbuckled his belt and withdrew it from his pants.


  “This is about more than just one screw, isn’t it?” Alex observed, seeing how her husband’s face had clouded as if rays from a black moon shone down on it with that eerie light.


  “Making too much of it? Why darling I have a hundred grievances I could punish you for. Do you want me to start naming them?”


  “No, if we could just get it over with.”


  “Better not look at it that way, Alex, because this one won’t be so easy.”


  For a moment, she looked at Reggie who stood coolly to one side, arms crossed in front of him, smugness wreaking from his expression.


  “You think I’ll rescue you from this one?” he asked.


  “Oh, no. That would be pretty stupid of me.”


  His smile was not completely unkind.


  “What the two of you need is a little less punishment and a little more basic submission from the submissive,” Reggie observed.


  “This always seems to happen when our lives gets too full,” Will ruminated. “Things get out of hand. But Alex can bare her ass and we’ll start with a clean slate once it’s over. Why don’t you do the honors?”


  Though Alex wasn’t sure what Will meant by that suggestion to Reggie, Reggie did. For all the times she’d been punished by both men, however, this one would prove to be unique unto itself. Feeling Reggie’s firm hand on her arm, he led her to a padded armchair and motioned for her to kneel on its seat. He reached to the hem of her dress and pulled up the skirt. She was wearing peach colored satin panties that matched her garter belt and stockings. Those panties instantly jerked from her bottom, Alex had to scramble to disentangle them from her ankles. Once done, Reggie positioned her, draping her torso over the back of the chair again. The line of her ass with her knees drawn together created a perfect heart-shaped target, the pouch of her sex plump and pink between her cheeks. Alex wasn’t surprised, however, when Reggie pushed her knees apart so that they nestled into the tufted fabric where the chair arms met the seat. With that tender pouch more prominent and exposed in this position, it would feel the bite of Will’s belt if he made a point of striking her there. Finished getting her ready, Reg sat down in a chair at her head. Leaning forward he held her wrists in one hand, the back of her head in the other.


  “Don’t struggle, or I’ll tie your legs down,” he warned.


  Reggie’s words were met with a vigorous spasm that flooded her groin with a sexual charge. Would that they’d both screw her ass, she’d have been pleased. Just one touch to that sensitive pouch of sexy flesh and she might have come right there on the spot. But then terror always excited her. When the cruel designs of a dominant man had her enthralled she was fresh clay in the hands of a master. There was no finer ecstasy than that moment when her mind rushed in a bath of humiliation. Her heart pounded in anticipation of the first painful strike of leather and she knew she was being taken into that exquisite vacuum where she could flee the real world into fantasy. With two masters? The physical punch multiplied in geometric proportions.


  Alex began to cry just from the way Reggie held her immobile, the way his acute manner of dominion swept her psyche. From Will, she felt his strength behind her, raw power, anger, indignation and justification pouring over her in a malevolent shower. One dominant fixed, the other fluid, she’d be suspended between their diverse uncompromising styles until the end came.


  The first smack seduced her. Packing a serious punch, the sensation shot through to the tips of her fingers that Reggie held in his hand and the hair follicles he’d commandeered with the other. That sensation sent her one degree closer to the exploding point. Another strike, and the smell of leather suddenly grabbed her as fiercely as Reggie’s hands. She wiggled her ass seeking another. The third strike clipped her cunt with a blunt edge.


  “Ah, nooooo,” she whimpered softly.


  Will did not ease off, and she didn’t expect that. He struck her hard and repeatedly. In a measured rhythm as though a drum beat the cadence of the strikes, each biting hit of the leather against her flesh caused a jerk and a shriek of pain. With more pain following so close on the tail of the strike before, there was soon no way to recuperate or enjoy the agony.


  “Will, no,” she sobbed, feeling desperate.


  To that cry, Reggie tightened his grip even more.


  There was almost as much punishment inside Reggie’s confining grasp as there was in the blows from behind. Even though it was her husband perpetrating the most physical pain, it was Reggie’s cold judgment coming down on her that stung more fiercely, for it reminded her of how she’d disappointed him. Something in her soul was wholly embarrassed to be like this again for him—for good reason. She’d failed him as much as she’d failed her husband. In the back of her mind, she believed that she should be the perfect submissive. After all, Reggie had meticulously trained her to submit. And yet, she still thwarted her husband’s demands, ignored her true nature and sent her marriage on a rocky tail-spin. To see Reggie’s response to that, though he was far too collected and arrogant to say so, she sensed his dismay. Feeling such failure in the eyes of both men, the punishment had its point. As a submissive, this was the way she could ease her conscience and finally lighten a spirit that had become troubled in recent weeks.


  As Will looked at his wife’s behind, he witnessed the wild streaks of red with increasing mirth. It was not something gleeful as much as it was satisfying. With every strike of the belt, with every cry from her mouth, with every place her roughed up skin became more raw, he felt his anger diminish with each strike. The longer the punishment went on the more cleansed he felt. For all their love, the two had been in a perpetual war with Alex’s pride and fear. As much as they played with her darker virtues, they avoided them. This constant hadn’t changed in seven years. Times like this, when he made her ass burn bright and she’d howl pitifully from the pain, he cleansed her, too, and restored order in their relationship.


  “Oh, gawd please,” she sounded so woefully weary. “Please stop,” she roared even louder.


  But he didn’t stop. He did slow for a while and let the heat climb deeper inside. Then he began again to take her to the point where her skin was so roughed and raw there were tiny spots where the blood surfaced to make an angry rash. At that point, Will laid on just a few more to places that made her howl loudly, like her thighs and sides. At the very last, he deliberately nicked her right down her rear cleft. She almost leapt off the chair when that cut hit, and Reggie had to subdue her. His powerful arms took charge of her flailing form until she was settled again. Calm at last, Will laid on just one last strike. It wasn’t even a ferocious one, just one that ended the scene with a tangible period.


  Toppling into the chair ass first, she instantly jerked feeling the seat touch her sore skin.


  “I suppose that hurts,” Will remarked.


  “Like an open wound.”


  “But it’s time to close the wounds, Alex, and get on with things.”


  “You don’t sound all that angry?” she conjectured.


  “This works very well on anger,” he said, staring down at the belt in his hand. He began putting it back around his waist. “You’re going to have to take a cab home because I have some things to finish up here. But don’t fall asleep, I got plans for you.”


  “That’s all?” she asked wearily. Like a plucked flower she wanted to fade from the glory, lie limp and lose herself in an earthy bed of forgetfulness.


  “No, it’s not all. I originally came down here to tell you that I’m flying to New York to work on the book deal.”


  Her eyes sharpened.


  “You did get it!” The smile was soft and grateful.


  “I guess we’ll have to celebrate another time.” He stared at her for a few more seconds. “I think while I’m gone, I’ll have you move into Reggie’s. Behave yourself or he’ll add to the woe on your ass.”


  “Move in? But why?”


  “Because I don’t trust you,” he said simply and he turned away from her.


  “But Will…”


  He turned back, eyes instantly daggers. “Don’t start, or I’ll start over.”


  She bit her lip to hold back her thoughts and watched her husband leave the room. Alex looked to the blond man with the intense blue eyes and felt an uncomfortable lump growing in her throat. Such an arrangement, going back into Reggie’s house could mean a thousand things, not the least of which was a return to the submissive/dominant relationship that always demanded she touch the darkest places in her soul. Certainly Will couldn’t be asking that.


  ***


  Once Alex and Will were in bed together, they fucked like two elements of nature fusing into one. Her crotch melted into his like butter into bread. Theirs was a liquid bath of erotic pleasure, shifting with the changeable moods of making love. When his was forthright and severe, cock in her cunt, she acquiesced. When he lay passive she nurtured his body with a teasing touch running her hands tenderly along his chest, outlining muscles with her fingers, kissing them with her lips, always moving downward to the center, only to return to Will’s handsome face. Alex adored that face with a shower of smiles and an active tongue to play with his hungry lips.


  “I am sorry, that we haven’t been doing this more,” she whispered. Her lazy tongue bathed his mouth. Her fingers combed through his dark hair. Leaning over him, her blonde hair glided over his shoulders like feathers.


  “You’ll get your chance when I get back,” he whispered back. His hand was on her sore ass fondling.


  “Hummm, you don’t know how that feels,” she purred soft.


  “Tight?”


  “Very.”


  That soreness was one of her favorite pleasures. She’d be looking in the mirror at her skin letting the submissive sensations spark her body and thoughts.


  With a finger going between her cheeks, Will found her anus and began to probe.


  “And did I clip you here,” he asked.


  “Ruthlessly,” she advised him, her voice erotically mellow. She started, stopped, jerked and shivered each time his probing went a little deeper.


  “I want you here,” he informed her.


  “I guessed as much,” she replied. Without having to be asked, she turned over in his arms, so they lay on their sides and she pushed her ass into Will’s groin. Opening her thighs enough so he could have an easy target of the rear entry, he slipped into the tenuous place as she felt her body go rigid for an instant and then begin to relax. “Ah, ah yes,” she hissed softly into the pillow. She held her hands together as though they were bound with ropes. And while her husband moved slowly in and out of her ass, she felt pieces of herself falling away. Thoughts disappeared and her mind went blank. The physical jolt of the penetration engaged her body in places often lost to sensation.


  It was Will’s climax to have, she was his to take. And with every second of the gentle anal assault she gave him more until the climax, when she was wholly consumed by him the way his body wrapped around hers, smothering her softly in the covers.


  Snuggled into her natural state of surrender again, Alex slept peacefully that night, except for the nagging memory in the back of her mind that she’d be entering Reggie’s house the next day. The idea might have chilled her bones, except that Will was lying so close to her side that she was still swimming in their peaceful union.




  


  Chapter Nine


  Jocelyn sat in the tiny room of the German hotel on orders from Ian not to go anywhere.


  “Don’t you budge an inch, darling. As soon as I’m back from my appointment there’s this beer hall we really should experience.”


  As lazy a day as it was, heat climbing in through the windows along with the smells of the city, Jocelyn hardly wanted to move. The bed cozied in around her limbs, providing the comfort of a nurturing cocoon. At least for the moment she’d follow his orders, forgetting about Ian’s overbearing attitude, that might have made her rest uneasy if she’d considered his paranoia over her safety. At least he said it was a safety matter – ‘a woman alone didn’t belong traipsing the streets of a foreign city,’ he’d said. In her gut she knew it was more than that motivating his demand.


  Ian had been gone an hour and she was dozing when she heard a gentle rapping on the door. Hastily grabbing for her robe, she answered the knock seeing a petite German woman before her wearing nothing but a short silk robe, draping dangerously low in front. Jocelyn’s eyes were immediately drawn to her chest where she could see the soft sides of the woman’s breasts looking like translucent gelatin jiggling daintily against the rustling silk. A whiff of the woman’s ripe perfume greeted her, the sensation moving rapidly downward in her body.


  “May I come in?”


  The visit was a surprise but the woman not unwelcome. Jocelyn recognized her as the hotel manager. She’s  already guessed that this was not a normal hotel. Ian refused to let her call it a brothel even with the numbers of scantily clad ladies that could be found at all hours in the hotel corridors.


  “It’s a perfectly respectable inn,” Ian insisted. “I’ve know the dear woman that owns the place for years.”


  The young woman before her was that owner’s daughter.


  “Ian said you’d be alone and might want some company,” she said.


  “How thoughtful,” Jocelyn replied opening the door wide.


  “Dagne,” she introduced herself, “I know you’re Jocelyn.” Briefly as she said her name, she reached out to touch Jocelyn’s red hair, admiringly. Her own was black as coal, cut short and sticking up around her head in a disorderedly array that was quite charming in an artsy way. There was thick black mascara on her eyes. Her lips were painted peach. And though her facial features were small if you bothered to really look at them, she seemed all eyes and mouth, all wide-eyed wonder and smiles.


  When she stepped into the room, Jocelyn noted a wine bottle and two glasses in one hand.


  “Isn’t it a little early?” Jocelyn asked, thinking that her stomach was a little sour yet from all the wine the night before.


  “It’s nearly noon,” she said. “Besides it cures everything from broken hearts and loneliness to a hangover.”


  There was no telling the woman ‘no’, so Jocelyn accepted the glass she poured and then wondered how she could properly entertain her guest. With the room so small, there was no place to sit but her bed. Both ended up on the messy covers, Jocelyn with her legs crossed like an Indian, Dagne leaning in against Jocelyn’s pillows. Feeling the rays of sun beat in through the open window the heat was torrid.


  “You know it’s going to be stifling in here if you don’t close this,” Dagne said, handing her wine glass to Jocelyn and turning around to draw the drapes.


  “I was enjoying the morning.”


  “But with less intensity, perhaps,” Dagne concluded. “Have you been to Germany before?”


  “Many times,” she said.


  “And with Ian?”


  “Twice now. This visit, then a long time ago.”


  “You speak the language?”


  “Hardly a word,” she replied. She sensed the woman’s frame of mind, that she was figuring this a relevant way to spend idle hours. Curled up and cozy on Jocelyn’s bed, she showed her thin thighs, their supple flesh and without modesty how her pussy was clothed in a bush of black curls.


  Dagne’s breath was sweet and her hands warm. When she reached out to open Jocelyn’s robe the act seemed so natural that Jocelyn didn’t stop her. Fast forwarding in her mind to the possibilities before her, she could imagine making love to this impish fraulein without much effort. With Ian becoming increasingly more rough with her, the thought of pillow soft skin and silken hair and the scent of a pussy at her face made her burn quietly inside herself.


  “Have you ever had a man leave marks on your breasts?” Dagne asked her as she ran her fingers over Jocelyn’s white skin. With a little perspiration having gathered under the full round of flesh, she drew her finger back and tasted the salty residue.


  “My husband has,” Jocelyn replied to her.


  “You have a husband and a lover? How naughty.” She giggled. “And your husband dominates you?”


  “Sometimes.”


  “And he’s ruthless with a cane?”


  “Sometimes that, too.” Dagne’s questions made her remember what she was missing from Reggie, both in darkness and in tenderness.


  “I’d give anything to have one man solely focused on my sexual satisfaction,” she sighed softly looking a little weary. “But to have two…”


  “Though perhaps I don’t have a husband anymore,” Jocelyn pondered the possibility aloud.


  “That must be why you’re so sad,” Dagne observed. She leaned into Jocelyn’s chest and raising one breast with her hand, kissed it lightly, repeatedly, until Jocelyn’s pink nipple stiffened into a tiny ball.


  “I look sad to you?” Jocelyn asked.


  “Perhaps melancholy.”


  Sitting again, Dagne opened her robe letting Jocelyn take in the sight of the her breasts. Though hers were not as robust as Jocelyn’s they were full and round with large dark aureoles and small brown nipples. What was most stunning were the plainly visible stripes cut into the skin by some thin implement laid on with force. A half dozen criss-crossed the side of one breast, at least four appeared near the top of the other.


  “You can touch them,” she said.


  Jocelyn’s hand quivered doing what her desire beckoned. She ran her nails along the chastened flesh, thinking of how Dagne must have trembled waiting for her lover to strike with that biting implement.


  “Who did this to you?” she asked.


  “A man with a heavy hand for sexual domination,” she replied.


  “Your lover?”


  “No. The man I love never leaves marks. But sometimes I need them.”


  “I’d like to strike blows like that myself.”


  “Or have yours marked, perhaps?” Dagne guessed.


  “Yes.”


  “And your ass?”


  “My husband’s fond of brutalizing my behind,” Jocelyn confessed.


  “And that’s why you left him?”


  “No.” She was feeling sad, thinking of the way Reggie often loved her with such a malevolent fervor she’d have her own marks to bear for days.


  “Ian would do this for you,” Dagne said.


  “I know,” Jocelyn replied, knowing that they’d just not gotten around to everything. So far on this trip they were too busy hopping from place to place to take the time for the sexual depravities of canes on flesh. Though this new hostel might change all that.


  Jocelyn pulled Dagne’s robe away and tugged it off her shoulders so her torso was naked, awaiting the touch of her hands. The two lay back on the bed, breast to breast. Their mouths met, opening wide with tongues tasting traces of femininity along their lips and down their chins. Taking turns skimming the fine surfaces of pampered skin they became acquainted with the breathy pleasured exclamations each time their lust spasmed deep. When they tossed their robes aside, their limbs wound together into a puzzle, and the tufts of hair between their legs, one red, one black, got entangled in the other. Rubbing crotches in their locked embrace made their pussies hot. Throbbing on the inside, Jocelyn felt for Dagne’s wet center and pressed two fingers inside. The dark-haired woman winced. “Bring me off,” she cried softly out of her delighted stupor. Jocelyn felt the squeezing of her active muscles pumping her as a cock might. Dagne’s cunt opened wide to have more fingers driving into her. With it so wet, Jocelyn slipped more of her hand inside the pungent body cavity, surprised to find that the slight young woman could take all of her hand, the entire fist inside that space. 


  “Ooo Yes, fuck me,” she screamed an adamant throaty command.


  Jocelyn drove her hand until she reached the very end of the woman’s hot cunt.  Arching her back, Dagne grabbed her clit with her fingers and rocked on the invading hand until she achieved her peak. There was an instant of pause when neither woman moved, a tangible shudder when Dagne convulsed, and then the woman’s aftermath. A tiny scream and a gentle rocking with Jocelyn still inside her. At last she set her hips back down on the bed and whimpered to the end as the redhead withdrew from her.


  Dagne came out of her erotic daze refreshed, so much so, she surprised Jocelyn making the redhead turn over so she could maul her ass.


  “A fresh fuck always inspires me,” she mewed softly in Jocelyn’s ear. She raised the redhead’s hips from the bed, and parted her cleft to have a peek at the puckering back door. “I hear you like it here,” she said, with one finger slipped inside the tight space. Leaning in to the moist warmth of Jocelyn’s cleft, she toyed with the cunt and the ass hole so expertly that Jocelyn opened her thighs wider to accommodate the eager woman. While several fingers probed her pussy, Dagne’s tongue began to rim the nether hole, then press its way inside.                                                                                                                                                                             


  The shock was instantaneous to her system. Her desire immediately soared and she threw off any inhibitions, knowing that she wanted to have the sexy Dagne servicing her asshole like the slut she was. Her thoughts were crude and nasty, her body all about getting off. “Fuck me there,” she demanded, and the obliging Dagne moved on her with both fingers and tongue. Soon, what had been gentle became more brisk and daring, two fingers led to four with the woman beating her asshole with her hand. But the black-haired siren wasn’t content to see Jocelyn enjoy a hasty finish. With a decent degree of sadist in her, she withdrew her fucking digits and spanked Jocelyn’s ass hole and the buttery mounds beside it.


  The redhead moaned, agonized by the savageness of the assault, and weeping for more. Dagne gave her more with her fingers jabbing inside her, bringing fresh tears to Jocelyn’s eyes and a climax to her quivering crotch. For a long moment afterwards the sated Jocelyn rested oblivious to the change going on around her.


  “So, did you have her like I asked you to?”


  Ian.


  He was in the room chattering away while Jocelyn was still trying to recall where she was, and who’d just given her such amazing pleasure. Both she had Dagne were still languishing in the sensuous ending, and found the man a unwanted invasion of their privacy. Jocelyn smiled up at him.


  “Did she see the marks I left on you, Dagne?” he asked.


  “She likes them,” Dagne responded.


  “That’s good.” He smiled.


  “So, is that what this is about?” Jocelyn chimed in. “You didn’t have the balls to ask me about these things yourself. Frankly, I thought you knew.”


  “These are delicate matters. But then it gave me a good reason to give my German mistress a few punishing shots.”


  “You marked her so I’d notice?”


  “And you enjoyed them,” he said triumphantly.


  “You’re a bloody demon!” she charged.


  “And you’re a scandalous brat,” he came right back. “Get on with you, will you, Dagne. My lover here and I have things to discuss.”


  “So you just use me!” Dagne spat, irritated. She pulled away from Jocelyn. “If I find her here again alone I’ll use my whole hand in her ass. You know she had hers in my pussy?”


  “Did you now?” Ian looked at his green-eyed lover with a noticeable degree of admiration. “Are you as dominant as you are submissive?”


  “My female lover at home says so.”


  “Huh?”  He was confounded.


  “You’ve got a full plate with this one, Ian,” Dagne interjected as she moved toward the door to leave. “Wouldn’t want to lose her.” As Dagne sauntered away, Jocelyn could see more clearly the marks that Ian had laid on her back and bottom. A moment later, she’d disappeared from view.


  Turning her attention back to Ian, Jocelyn took in the odd manic spirit that appeared in his eyes, feeling simultaneously thrilled and frightened by the jolt it gave her.


  “I bet your ass hurts,” he said pulling her over in his lap and inspecting the mild damages to her anal cleft.


  “It does,” she confirmed. Falling from his knees, she grabbed for her robe, not ready for more sex.


  “That’s good. Make it even better when I use you tonight.”


  “You think you’ll use me?” She was turning icy on the inside, not icy as in frigid, but icy as in aloof and distant. Cold as in disdainful. She wondered why, knowing immediately that she hated being manipulated, except of course when it was Reggie. She’d always accepted his underhanded exploits with her as breathless wonders. Despite the fact that she’d enjoyed sex with Dagne, this incident was nothing like those amazing times.


  “I’m beginning to think that’s what you want, to be used,” Ian offered. His grin was perverse and his eyes oddly remote as if he was in another world. Then he piped up happy as you please, grabbed Jocelyn to kiss her thoroughly about the mouth, and suggest they find some place to eat and spend the day by a lake.


  ***


  Jocelyn told Ian that she was too exhausted to meander through beer halls and clubs that night. The lake had been draining on her mind and body, seeming to suck her dry of life, all that wind and glaring sun. Ian let her fall sleep at eight o’clock when she simply couldn’t stay awake any longer, but he woke her just before midnight. She’d been on her back in a peaceful repose, and it took some time for her mind to adjust to the fact that he was looming over her, holding her hands above her head with the grasp of a high wire artist keeping them in place.  There was not enough light in the room to see his whole face. But peering at her eerily from the shadows, the molten gleam in his eyes produced a dangerous feeling below.


  “Tell me, Jocelyn, what drives you?” he whispered. “You like it rough, don’t you?”


  “You know I do,” she answered.


  “Your breasts marked, your ass beaten?”


  “Sometimes.”


  With one hand he held her chin in a vise-like grip. It was impossible not to stare into his menacing eyes.


  “Sometimes?” he repeated with an edge of anger. “You like it dark, criminal, pricking the edge of sanity.”


  “Ian, no!” She was pushing back but could hardly move.


  “You’ve held out on me, little whore. You have a husband who’s notorious for walking at the dark edges of sexuality. A husband with the bucks and the will to conquer women, and you don’t tell me.”


  “How would you know that?”


  “It doesn’t matter how I know. But I do.”


  She didn’t like his tone or the feel of his grip or the unsettling feeling in her belly. “What’s this all about?”


  “You’re holding out on me, Jocelyn. I hate that. You give me everything or you give me nothing.”


  His dick was pulsing. She could feel the rising instrument on her inner thigh throbbing. The pulse was climbing into her clit and she moved on him involuntarily despite the terror traipsing through her.


  Feeling her physical response, he smiled wickedly. “You want it rough.” Her body replied without her having to say a word. “I will whip you, I vow that.”


  She was certain of that fact seeing what foul passion spoke for him. She couldn’t stop the physical reaction which added to his argument. Even if she denied his assertions, he’d know otherwise. Her sex had become wetter, her heart beat fast and the look in her green eyes spoke to him in a seductive language more telling that anything she could say in words.


  “Why this now, Ian?”


  “Because I don’t want a false lover. If he had all of you, you’ll give all of yourself to me.”


  “I’ve given you everything that I can,” she swore.


  “You lie!” His lip curled, and he slapped her face. He laughed feeling her sexual energy spike again. “You even loved getting slapped.”


  “You want to rape me now?” she asked.


  “No. It wouldn’t be rape. But you should be careful of blind alleys and seamy clubs and going out after dark.”


  “I only go out with you,” she reminded him.


  “That’s exactly what I mean.”


  Somewhere in the midst of her terror, his penis slipped inside her cunt, and while holding himself above her he thrust to the sensitive end of her channel. Riding her like a horse in the tempo of a canter, he split her interiors with a cock that grew fuller with each painful prod.


  The position was so intense that she was weeping before he was finished. Though she flung her legs wide apart to make the assault easier, he only took that as a sign to be more cruel. For a while he let go of her hands and fell into her chest, his mouth biting her breasts and leaving purple hickeys in the midst of her pale white flesh. She thrashed beneath him feeling a strong need to ride back hard in order to find any pleasure for herself. But before she could grasp that perfect feel of clit and spasming vagina that might bring on her orgasm, Ian lift himself from her body again, took her hands in his, and pummeled her mercilessly, while staring cruelly at her hungry body writhing beneath him.


  “Rub yourself, I want to see you cum,” he bit off tersely when he finally backed away.


  “I’m not sure I can,” she replied.


  “Just fuckin’ do it, Jocelyn!” he barked, his eyes now almost venomous.


  Obeying his order, she played with herself. For a while she closed her eyes and tried to think of men other than Ian. Yet despite her attempts, she was hooked on his mastery over her. Her mind conjured scenes of whipping and humiliation. And as she opened her eyes and gazed into his, she found herself staring into the vast and empty landscape of his quixotic face. He was like a madman, but by then she was too far gone to be afraid.


  ***


  It was days later before she could talk to Ian about that night.


  “You scared me,” she told him when she finally had the courage.


  “What’s the problem with that,” he quipped.


  “I’m not sure I feel safe with you.”


  He smiled broadly, his impish charm on the surface of this conversation—that the one part of him she seemed to trust the most. After all, it had lured her with him on this reckless excursion.


  “You don’t trust me?” he acted hurt.


  “You hurt me that night.”


  “And didn’t you have your pleasure?”


  “Yes, but…?”


  “Shush!” he ordered. “I am in love with you, my darling. Remember that. Lovers don’t hurt each other, they love. And you were loving me delightfully.”


  “Then what you said that night was just…”


  “Fantasy, perhaps?”


  “Was it?”


  “Perhaps it was,” he said. “I hardly recall it now.” There was a pained luster in his eyes for one brief instant, as if another person was trying to make an appearance in Ian’s body. Jocelyn wondered if he was possessed.




  


  Chapter Ten


  Alex,” Reggie peered into the living room at two a.m. surprised to see the blonde lounging on the sofa reading a book. “Isn’t it a little late to be up?”


  “I couldn’t sleep.”


  “Bed lumpy?”


  “No. But I think my psyche is.”


  Altering his plans to retire upstairs, Reggie moseyed into the room and sat down on a footstool beside her. His hand reached toward her hair, pushing a lock aside so he could see her half-hidden face. He always had a condescending manner toward her which she disdained when they were being just friends, but which turned her on when she was feeling submissive. Having stayed with him a week while Will was in New York, her penance/imprisonment in his house had gone by with the two so busy they didn’t see much of each other. Their relationship seemed delightfully platonic, although there was that edge that under the surface agitation between them that would likely mark their association forever.


  The night he brought ‘the woman’ home had been the only major annoyance of her stay. The two had slipped inside the house, the tittering female giggling like a pre-adolescent school girl. Alex disappeared into the kitchen having no intention of meeting the woman replacing Jocelyn in Reggie’s bed. And when he was getting a bottle of wine to take to upstairs, Alex gave him the cold shoulder. She received an equally haughty return from him, along with a warning scowl suggesting she better not start anything.


  Now, days later, remembering how that night ended, she was edgy having Reggie so close inside her space.


  “Conscience bothering you?” he asked as he remained seated beside her in the living room. He seemed content to stay there spoiling the quiet of her night.


  “Why would it?” she replied.


  “Because you were out all day.”


  “And so you readily assume that I’m off screwing someone?” She found herself blurting out.


  “Were you?” he asked.


  “No, I wasn’t out get screwed!”


  “My, you are testy,” he retorted, a little surprised by the vehemence in her tone. “You’re not still upset about Gwen?”


  “Of course I am, since you asked. And I’m upset about a thousand other things but I wouldn’t dare tell you about them.”


  “You think I’ll have your ass again?” he asked as though he was really interested in abusing it one more time.


  “I wouldn’t doubt that you’ve been spying on me the way you did Jocelyn just so you could lay out my infidelities before my eyes.”


  His eyes glazed over like glass before a burning fire. “I told you, Alex, don’t even tiptoe into the subject of Jocelyn with me. I’ve explained myself enough. So are there infidelities I don’t know about?


  “I didn’t say there were.”


  “But it’s what you implied,” he snickered. “Your problem, darling, is your unbridled honesty. If you’ve erred again, you will confess eventually. I never have to worry with you, it eats you alive. You are as predictable as the day is long, as the sun rises and sets.”


  “You really think I’ve done something to confess?” she said.


  “Yes, I do,” he replied. He tousled her hair with the palm of his hand like she was a small lovable brat. She wanted to throw her book at him, but she held off and watched him rise from the footstool to stare down at her with cool eyes. Did he know anything, or was he just guessing. She hated not knowing.


  The night he brought the blonde bitch home, she listened only for a half hour to the muted but distinct sounds of the two in the bedroom. Earplugs might have worked, sleeping in the living room certainly. Even taking another room down the hall would have kept her from the sounds of lovemaking in the room across the hall. But even taking those measures, she would have heard it still, if not with her ears, then with her heart. For two reasons she was annoyed. First was her own undisputed attraction for Reggie himself, and the fact that she’d been denied sexual activity for a week with her husband gone. She was just plain horny. Second was the obvious fact that Reg was getting over Jocelyn’s leaving, pouring himself into another woman as though his wife didn’t matter to him anymore.


  After a half hour of mental torture that night, she’d finally left the house, stealing silently out the kitchen door and getting into her car. The soft purr of the engine would not likely be heard on the other side of the house. Surely his windows would be closed with the air conditioning on. With headlights off she moved away from the house, then hitting the highway, she took off toward an all night bar. She drank two potent gin and tonics then decided she’d better stop before she was unable to drive home.


  There was a kid there, reminded her of Kyle the painter, except he was a less forward young man with a slighter build and a more polished look. He had curly brown hair that fell in his face, delicate features, droopy bedroom eyes and a shy grin. He did play a mean game of pool. They must have racked the balls a half-dozen times before she got bored. When they sat down for another drink about three a.m.. She was exhausted thinking she could finally sneak back into the house and not have to worry about Reggie and the usurping Jezebel being awake to hear her. There hadn’t been a thought in her mind that she’d do anything with the kid, but when he began to rub her thigh, her sex awakened with a shock.


  “I’ve got a van in the parking lot,” he suggested.


  “A van? You mean the kind with a mattress in the back?”


  He smiled. “Not that I want to push, but we’ve had a pretty decent night, and I think you’re horny.”


  “What makes you say that?”


  “Vibes you give off. You’re pissed too.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah. I may be young but I know this kind of stuff.”


  “Just comes to you naturally?” Alex asked, as amused as she was perplexed that he could read her so easily.


  “You could say that.”


  “What’s your name?” she asked him.


  “Steve, Steve Champion.”


  “I’m Alex.” They shook hands as if they’d just met, both embarrassed spending two hours together in nameless anonymity.


  “Well, Steve Champion, since you’re so perceptive about my horniness and my anger, you think my fucking you would soothe what pains me?”


  “I think it’s a good place to start.”


  “All right. You say the back of your van?”


  “Can you think of any place better?”


  Of course she could think of a better place, like right across the hall from Reg. For one delicious instant she wondered what would happen if she exchanged grunts, groans and giggles with the couple across the hall. A regular symphony of infidelity. She even imagined Reggie’s outraged expression and the feel of a crop that would land on her behind before the night was over. But then, it was just a pipe-dream reverie. Why not in the back of the van? Having gone from stone, cold sober to slightly off kilter—her drink beginning to take effect—she forgot about why she was on this vacation away from home in the first place. And she walked out the door on the arm of Steve, the pool shark, Champion.


  It was surprisingly clean in the back of the van. Alex sat on the bare stripped mattress and accepted a couple of hits from his hand rolled joint. Pulling her sweater over her head, her bare breasts bounced against her chest while the young man eyed them like he’d just opened the latest Penthouse centerfold. She pinched her nipples for him, so when she was finished they stood out like two mountain peaks from the center of her white skin—all pinkish purple. Raising one breast in her hand she bent her head to taste with her tongue the remains of body cream, perfume and sweat. It might have been a slow seduction but Steve was anxious. Pushing her back, he buried his head between the gentle hillocks of her bosom, letting nose and teeth and tongue devour the feminine essence. Like a teenager just beyond the first stages of puberty, he eagerly pushed down her pants in one of those first bursts of awkward lust. If he was trying to prove his sexual prowess, he didn’t have to go further than the cock he pulled from his jeans. It was a really fine prick with a gentle curve to its erect form. Alex parted her legs and offered up her wet home without hesitation. He screwed her hard, pounding her as if it were the first and the last fuck he’d ever have. Groveling at her body, he ran nails and mouth and hands ungracefully over her flesh. Where he was callow and bungling, he made up for in innocent passion. Alex stroked his head and kissed his neck, and blew softly in his ear to gentle his fury, and the boy of twenty answered, letting his innocence and excitement give way to fluid sexual heat and languid sighs. He came at the same time, and they both sighed heavily afterwards. Then as he waking up, she led his hand to her clit, directing him to toy with it carefully until her climax crashed through her hungry body.


  Alex loved herself afterwards for having been bold enough to have the kid in the van, but she hated the guilt that swept in as she drove her car up Reggie’s back drive. With her heart pounding in her throat, she made the back steps and into her room without a light going on. Slipping into bed she thought she’d made the entire trip without having been discovered.


  However, with Reggie probing now, even if it was a gentle probing, she was afraid that she had not been as discreet as she hoped.


  ***


  There was a swift knock on her bedroom door the next morning. A quick glance at the clock, she saw that it was not yet eight o’clock. Saturday morning, after not having slept well the night before, it seemed normal enough to sleep in. But Reggie obviously had other ideas. “Get up, Alex, we’re going riding,” he announced opening her door without having any answer from her.


  “Well, just barge right in,” she said, annoyed and groggy.


  “I have,” he said. “Get your clothes on.”


  “Is there some reason you’re commandeering me like this?” she asked.


  “Yes, I want company on my ride. It’s a beautiful day. And you’re not going to stay in here and be lazy. You do have your riding clothes?”


  “I like being lazy. And yes, my riding clothes are in the closet.”


  “Then get them. I’ll wait.” He stared down at her, fully expecting her to jump from the bed and dress for him. Seeing that he would not be discouraged, she sighed heavily and tried opening her eyes wide. There was no use being modest with the man. Despite the fact that she was naked, he wasn’t budging, so she pulled herself from the bed and dug around in the closet for the jodhpurs and baggy gray sweatshirt she wore when she rode. Finding the items she started to dress.


  “Quit looking at me like that,” she finally spit out, annoyed.


  “Like what?”


  “Like you want to cane my ass before we start.”


  “I can’t help that, love. It’s so natural with you,” he retorted.


  “My ass is mine for the day if you don’t mind.”


  “We’ll see about that,” he grinned coolly.


  “Stop doing that!” she snapped.


  “Doing what?”


  “Acting like I’m guilty of something.”


  “Then why are you reacting?”


  “Oh, I do hate you!” she snarled, as she stormed toward the bathroom and slammed the door to have some peace while she finished getting ready.


  The ride through the woods and meadows of Reggie’s property was exceptional. The sun tenderly caressed her shoulders and the early morning air was still crisp enough to course her system giving it an invigorating shock. However, the spirit of the day had a mind-numbing effect, and Alex got careless with her jumping. Taking an unusually high fence, the mare balked, and Alex took a tumble and fell to the ground. Reggie was off his horse in an instant, squatting at her side looking rightfully concerned. She was embarrassed.


  “You okay?”


  She shook out her arms and wiggled her hips. “Yes. I’ll survive,” she replied still shocked by the sudden fall.


  “You’re sure?” he asked, as he helped her to her feet and watched her test her hesitant body.


  “Yes, I’m just a little shaky.”


  “No more jumping,” he warned her.


  “She was doing so beautifully.”


  “I’ve never known you to take such chances. Jocelyn yes. But you’re usually more conservative.”


  “It’s the day,” she advised him as he helped her to the saddle.


  “That and far more spunk that you need,” he said. “But, no more. Will would have my hide if you end up with a broken leg.”


  “That I’d like to see.”


  Reggie’s eyes narrowed sternly. “Just take it easy,” he advised.


  That wasn’t hard to do, since she was still trembling, her stomach doing flip-flops. They rode just a few miles more, and then turned for the stables, taking the last mile at a quick but easy clip along a well-traveled lane.


  Once off her mount, Alex led the mare to her stall and began to remove the bridle and saddle. She was such a sweet animal. She still couldn’t believe that she’d misjudged the fence and fallen. Nuzzling the mare, her gentle coo and careful stroking seemed only appropriate since she considered it her fault for taking the horse to a jump she was unaccustomed to. She remained lost in the affectionate moment until she heard footsteps behind her. Jerking around, she saw Reggie standing there, and cringed noting the riding crop in his hand.


  “You planning to use that?” she asked him directly.


  “Only if it’s necessary.”


  “I thought we covered that territory,” she said, not sure if Reggie was serious or just teasing.


  “And I haven’t yet had a flat denial from you, Alexandra,” he reminded her.


  “What do you think I have to confess?” she replied.


  “Why don’t you tell me,” he stated flatly.


  “If there’s nothing?”


  “Is there nothing?”


  Reggie’s pursuit of the matter made her suspicious. Did he know about her night out? The possibility was looming formidably and she was getting more nervous fending off the inescapable reply.


  Reggie tapped the crop against his leg and she stared at it. Did he read her thoughts? Could he feel the agitation in her belly? Could he sense the arousal in her sex and know that she was feeling slightly dizzy?


  “You know, I think that fall is catching up with me,” she said.


  “Convenient time,” he suggested.


  “What if you let me take a breather?” she appealed to him like a withering flower of a woman.


  “Alexandra,” he barked at her harshly. “Answer me honestly and you can go.”


  She thought about the possibilities and the consequences, knowing that the way he leaned on her he must have a clue about that night. If he did know and she denied it, any punishment he chose would be more severe. Her palms were sweating. Her dizziness turning to nausea. She was about to blush, a dead giveaway.


  “Your hesitation speaks loudly,” he finally prompted her.


  “Does it? Or is there something else motivating this third degree?”


  “Why don’t you just tell me and we can get it over with.”


  “You mean about the night I sneaked out of the house?” she finally confessed that much.


  He raised his eyebrows. “Tell me.”


  “I needed a breather, Reg, with you and that trollop of yours going at it like minks. I don’t think I’ve known you to be so obvious with the women you’re fucking.”


  “And that gave you permission to leave this house? Against my wishes? Against Will’s orders?”


  “You think you have me imprisoned here?”


  “I think you’re a wayward wife that needs to be bridled for her own best interests. So tell me, what did you do?”


  Alex fumed a bit, afraid mostly. Afraid because Reggie’s genius with her extended to her ability to lie—which she’d always found impossible to do with the man. After a few minutes of painful wavering she finally gave in. “Oh, hell,” she retorted. “It didn’t start out that way. But he was this cute, young stud, and we were playing pool at that tavern on the highway. I didn’t even think we’d end up in bed. In fact we didn’t really go to bed at all. The back of his van was perfect for what he wanted.”


  Hearing the complete confession Reggie eyes turned from mildly severe to piercing hot. “You mean to tell me that you not only walked out of the house, you fucked some stranger in the back of a van?” The harsh judgment was more than she expected. She trembled afraid.


  “Why should you be so surprised? That’s what you expected, wasn’t it?”


  “I hoped I was wrong,” he spit venom. “You’ve become quite the whore. Talk about trollops and tramps.”


  “You think I’m a tramp?”


  “Was it even a week ago?”


  “A week…?” She stared at him blankly.


  “That Will punished you?”


  “I guess it wasn’t much more than that,” she admitted.


  “You came here just to avoid another misstep. And you couldn’t stay out of another man’s pants for a week.”


  As he upbraided her, his expression became more chilling, something she always thought was impossible; but the hot and cold of his emotions mingled freely and poured out onto her in a tortuous bath.


  “You’re so careless with your marriage, it’s a wonder that Will still loves you,” he retorted.


  “You still love Jocelyn,” she reminded him.


  For a moment Alex thought that he was going to slap her face. The glare in his eye was the dangerous one she should have been avoiding. “You know I thought this was going to be a very easy respite for you staying here, keeping your nose away from temptation, your body behaving, your mind in control. I guess I should have locked you up and tossed the key in the lake.”


  “Reggie please, you make it sound so disastrous.”


  “I warned you once to watch your marriage. But obviously it didn’t have much effect. Either that, or you seriously need to be punished and this is your way to get it.”


  “I promise you it’s not that.”


  “Nonetheless, we’ll take care of that matter right now.”


  “Maybe you should wait for Will. He is coming home soon.”


  “I’m sure he’ll take care of things himself when he returns, but his wishes were quite clear when he left. “Make her toe the line or make her ass pay.”


  Alex remembered the words when they were first spoken, even though they were in the form of a joke. Apparently Reggie had a different recollection of that quick conversation. Alex stared again at the crop.


  “Bare your ass, spread your legs and bend over that bar,” he said pointing to a thigh high sawhorse that was covered with an old horse blanket.


  “Here, right here?”


  Reggie viewed her with a haughty resolve and didn’t budge an inch in his physical stance or his purpose.


  “You know this crop’s going to sting, but if that’s not enough for you, there’s a horse whip in the office I can use. I warn you, it’ll be a whole lot more damaging.”


  “No. That’s all right,” she replied, immediately raising her sweatshirt so that she could undo the clasp at her pants. Peeling the jodhpurs from her hips, she turned around and exposed her hind end to Reggie’s gaze. Though she was terrified, the thrill of submitting to a punishment from him shot little darts of desire through her mid-section. To know that her body adored the act was always embarrassing. To know that she was even juicier between her thighs because he was staring at her with his threatening eyes was further torment.


  There was little likelihood that Reggie would be anything but harsh. The blows severe. The sting outrageous. He would lay it on as ruthlessly as he ever had because he was so furious with her. And because she was stupid enough to get herself into this mess again, she’d live through it—only to endure it all over again once her husband was informed of her latest trespass.


  The unfortunate fact, Reggie was right. She’d turned into a loose, conscienceless woman. But why? Why had it become so easy to break her vows to Will?


  “Perhaps if you rested your hands on that bale of straw,” he suggested, nodding toward the other side of the sawhorse.


  Like every other time in her life, Alexandra faced the punishment with two attitudes: the one that would have dashed from the stable and raced far and long to get away from the crop’s mean cut; and the other attitude of mind that defined her as a bonafide submissive with a desperate yearning to feel that righteous wrath get under her skin.


  Knowing that there was no chance of getting out of the punishment, she followed orders. Spreading her legs she bent over the bar feeling a cool gust of air turn her skin to goosebumps. With a flood of emotion converging on her, she began to cry before the first strike of the crop hit her flesh.


  The crop was such an efficient implement, one Reggie wielded with expertise. The split end of the piece was tied in a knot so that it bit like an angry dog. His precise delivery laid mark after mark on her tender skin. He hardly cared whether the strike would hit her side or her thigh or the sensitive crack where her two globes parted. When he applied the broader, thicker shaft of the crop against her flesh, it left stripes like a cane. It didn’t take long for her bottom to be blotched and crimson—as if she’d been caught naked in a brier of thorns.


  In reply to the agonizing pain, Alexandra wailed penitent cries, and then: “Reg, please no more!  I am sorry!  No, no, no more, I can’t stand this!”


  Her cries had little effect. And when she twisted and turned in an attempt to get away from the worst of the sting, the pain got worse. The riding crop hit everywhere but her padded flesh. It was unforgiving discipline. Pain that knew no relief.


  And then there was one particularly vehement crack. She tried to bolt. Had every intention of flying from the stall and the stables and Reggie’s estate. But halting her flight was a strong hand gripping her arm. With those unexpected fingers taking charge, she jerked back to see Will staring down at her.


  “Good, god nooo!” she moaned, as if she’d seen a ghost.


  “Misbehaving again?” he asked.


  “Oh, please.” Another round of tears streamed from her eyes.


  “Thought I’d come home and surprise you,” he said. “Seems you surprised me.”


  She tried to stand but Will pushed her down.


  “By all means, let Reggie finish,” he said. “Later he can tell me why you deserve it.”


  “But Will …” she cried to him, appealing for mercy.


  His hand still held her so tightly there’d be bruises by morning.


  “Is this justified?” he asked.


  I took a long time to respond, and when she did, all the reply she could offer him was a whimpering, “Yes.”


  His glare spelled catastrophe. “Then perhaps, Alex darling, you should stay a few more days,” he remarked, and at last relinquished his grasp. “Punish her the way she obviously wants to be punished,” he said turning toward Reggie. “I’ll see you back at the house.”


  Like a storm cloud dropping lightning to the earth and then passing swiftly by, Will was there and gone. With him gone Alex and Reggie were alone again.


  Without pause, the strike of the riding crop resumed on her mottled behind. Reggie’s purpose seemed inspired by his friend’s appearance. The strikes came down harder, her screams became more agonized. But just shy of breaking the skin he stopped, and the fury of their battle was finally over. Hanging the riding crop on a nail nearby, Reggie turned away from her toward the corridor between the stalls, while Alex remained poised over the bar catching her breath.


  “Gus!” Reggie shouted for his foreman.


  Finally getting her bearings, Alex stood up straight and shivered with fright realizing that as mean a punishment as this had been, neither dominant—her husband or Reggie—was finished with her. And to have Gus called in, she had even more reason to dread the next few hours.


  When the hulking brute at last appeared in the doorway he looked directly at the half-naked Alexandra with a lust-filled expression as frightful as any she’d seen in a long time. Perhaps the last time she’d known such severity from a man was the last time she’d been with Gus. And yet, could his boorish attitude be any worse than what she’d already experienced from Reggie and Will?


  “Collar and tether her,” Reggie instructed him. There was a bite in his voice as cold as the bite of the riding crop had been hot on her skin. “Mrs. Kozak will be staying with us a few more days.”


  “Just like it used to be,” Gus remarked, one eye fixing her with an insidious spark of elation.


  Reggie paused. “Yes. Very much like it used to be,” he replied. “Bring her to the house once you have her harnessed. She’ll stay downstairs in the maid’s room. But you can escort her to my office first.”


  “Yes, sir,” Gus replied, as he watched the master of the estate exit the stable. “You wait here,” he addressed her. “And don’t move.” Gus disappeared returning a few minutes later with leather he’d use to bind her.


  Alex’s jodhpurs and sweatshirt were left in the stable. She exchanged the mundane garments for more exotic ones—ones Gus affixed on her himself. The style was simple, humbling, just a crude, brown, leather collar around her neck, three inches wide, and one inch straps that crossed her breasts and were fixed to a leather waist belt. Two others straps looped between her thighs on either side of her plump labia and were then drawn up tight inside the crack of her ass.


  She would have expected Gus to sneer and deride her, his sentiments coming from his naturally unrefined personality. He was hardly kind, but rather than reproach her more than she’d already been, he simply completed his assignment with efficient speed. Long before Alex was ready to face the two men in the house, she was being brusquely led from the stables up the lawn to Reggie’s private study. She shivered cold even though the summer heat was baking down on her. At one time a naked woman tiptoeing across the grass of Reggie’s estate was not an unusual sight. But now she felt as exposed as she would have been running naked down a busy thoroughfare. The humiliation of her current state was having the desired effect.


  ***


  “So you like the young ones?” Will asked her. His hand held her chin so firmly she thought he might squeeze the bones until they broke. The three were in Reggie’s study, Alexandra in the center of the room. She stood before one dominant, Reggie, who impassively appraised the scene from behind his desk; and was stalked by the other, her husband, as he poured out his anger.


  “I wasn’t thinking,” she said.


  “Except with this.” Will’s hand grabbed the two straps on her belly and tugged them hard against her exposed pussy.


  “Ouch!” she softly muttered.


  “Don’t protest, Alex. It’s pointless.”


  Will let go of the straps and waltzed around her again, ready to pass judgment.


  “What’s it going to take to win your fidelity?” he spouted with an acrimonious twist.


  “You home. Us together,” she told him.


  “Oh, Alex,” Reggie interjected immediately, exasperation reeking from his voice. The imperious dominant pulled himself from his desk and moved to her other side. “You’re telling me that is as far as your faithfulness extends? You have to have Will in bed every night to keep you constant? You need his ever watchful gaze or you won’t be able to help yourself when some young buck decides you’re ripe to screw? You say you love this man?”


  “I do. Really I do.” Tears were streaming from her eyes.


  “And you open legs for every prick that catches your fancy?”


  “I made a mistake.”


  “And do you really regret it?” Reggie mocked her. “Or did you take such pleasure from the sex that you’ll do it again any chance you get?”


  “No, I won’t,” she said, turning her face to Will’s.


  Reggie jerked her back with his hand giving her the same mean squashing treatment that Will’s had moments earlier. “Look at me, bitch.” He scrutinized her face, her eyes, her mind and her soul with just one look. “You’d better get a handle on your lust or you’ll lose the man that loves you most. If I were him, I wouldn’t trust you for a minute. Don’t tell him you need him home.” His eyes didn’t waver. “Humph!  Perhaps you want to turn the tables on him, shackle him to the bed. Is that what this is? A power play?”


  “No,” she whimpered.


  “No, sir. You’ll call me sir as long as you’re here, slut. You haven’t earned my respect or that of your husband. You’re starting at the beginning with me.”


  “Why are you doing this…” she cried softly.


  “Because I asked him to,” Will chimed in. This time when she turned her head, Reggie didn’t pull her back, but in fact loosened his grip on her face. To replace the pain, Will’s hand grabbed her buttocks and crushed the soft punished mound in his hand.


  He seethed, but said nothing.


  “What are you going to do?” she asked.


  “That’s not yours to know,” Will replied. “Right now, you’ll do as Reggie orders you. We’re not going to let up on you for a second. When I want you back, if I want you back, I’ll let him know. We’ll see if you’re ready. Enjoy yourself.” He finished with a smirk, and she watched him walk out the door. She was tempted to break into a sob, but held that emotion back knowing that Reggie wouldn’t be moved, and if anything would be angered by such a display.


  Alone in the room with the man who’d awakened her sexual self, who’d punished her indiscretions, who’d played with her psyche and toyed with her body to glorious ends, she was chagrined to find him heaping true contempt on her. This was not some put-on, disdain manufactured for a sexual scene, but disappointment far beyond what she’d ever felt from him. Swept into this miserable state again was akin to the time several years before when she and Will broke up over a similar lapse in common sense and she was forced to submit to Reggie’s brand of retribution. But with the intervening years having turned her association with the Dom more respectful, this was a humiliating predicament.


  She had nothing reasonable to say in her defense. There were no words to turn this debacle around. All she could do was endure—and hope the outcome of the trial before her would bring her back to Will with the same love they’d shared when times were better.


  “Consider the harness a permanent fixture,” Reggie began. He sat back down behind his desk, as if turning the moment into an official interview. “You will not take it off. You’ll wear it to bed. It can go with you into the shower. And you’ll wear it under your clothes to work.”


  “I’m going to work?”


  “You do have a job, don’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then you won’t be irresponsible with that any more than you’ll be irresponsible with the rest of your life. When you’re in this house, it will be the only thing you’ll wear. You might be advised to stay out of drafts.”


  Ah, so cold. So like him. But that coldness was a strange comfort. Being in his hands, she trusted him to make things right in her life. He’d done it before. Perhaps that mysterious way of his would work again.


  “Now go,” he said, motioning her off.


  “Where?”


  “Where what?”


  “Where, sir?” she remembered his orders.


  “The maid’s room on the first floor.”


  “And your maid?”


  “She’s been using the apartment over the garage.”


  Alex started toward the door.


  “I will add, Alexandra, you should expect Gus to whip you every morning while you’re here, and put you to bed at night.”


  “Even tonight, sir?”


  “By the looks of your ass, it’s ready for more,” he replied. “Then too he’ll be tying you to the bed. That way you won’t be escaping in the middle of the night.”


  She said no more and scooted quickly out of the door to find her way to the maid’s room off the kitchen. Obviously the current household domestic had cleaned it out to furnish the garage apartment. Alex was left with the bed, the bureau, a stool and wash basin, and, in the adjoining bath, a commode to pee in.


  There were hours to kill before nightfall. Time to think and to try not thinking.


  With nothing to do, her mind combed through the past few days, her infidelity, the careless fuck, the tattered remains of a marriage that had bore so many stresses she wasn’t sure it would survive. To be alone with nothing to do but think was as much a torment as all the physical punishments she’d lived through. In an effort to forget it all, she lay down hoping she could sleep.


  However just as her mind slipped away, Gus walked in and startled her back to the real world.


  Instantly noting the school paddle he held in his hand, she almost cried knowing how her bottom still hurt.


  “Master says ten of these,” he said. “Then I’ll tie you to the bed for the night.”


  “Oh no, you can’t. Please.”


  Gus wasn’t a man to argue. He ignored her commend and went about his business quickly. Making her lean over the cold metal foot rail, he applied ten hard whacks of the wooden paddle to her tender ass. The first smack brought tears to her eyes. The last a burn she was sure could light the oil lamp sitting on the bureau.


  Gus followed the spanking with cuffs on her wrists that attached with chains to the head board. Her feet were likewise restrained at the ankles and affixed to the bottom rail. There was just enough slack in her bonds so that if she was careful and strained hard enough, she could pull herself off the bed and pee in a spittoon he left for her to use.


  “I’ll be in early,” was all he said as he left.




  


  Chapter Eleven


  Gwen was a woman of substance. Though high born, she wasn’t aloof and stuffy the way her breeding might have suggested. In fact, she might have been thought of as a bubble head, considering the rash of short curls on her head and the affectionate laughter and playful features of her sensuous face. She didn’t care about being “sharp as a tack,” She was a woman’s clothing buyer doing her job on gut instinct, while someone else did the book work. She wouldn’t likely be much more than that and that suited her just fine. She was a little rash and certainly cheerful, clearly a refreshing breeze in Reggie’s dismal circumstances. She wasn’t the kind of woman anyone would suspect he’d favor. But that pleased him. The fact that Alexandra had called her a trollop was wholly pleasing. He was certain his missing wife would think he’d gone daft.


  Gwen was also sexually submissive. That fact wasn’t addressed by either one until after they were already sleeping together. But Reggie knew eventually her true colors would emerge. In a move he’d never made before with a woman, he let this submissive choose her own coming out party. The waiting provided a self-indulgent diversion, an intrigue that made the affair all the more alluring to a sometimes, and most recently, jaded dominant.


  “You ready for dinner, Reg?” Gwen said, popping into his office unannounced.


  “Did my secretary let you in?” he asked her, his delivery a bit curt.


  “Of course, she didn’t. I sneaked in when she wasn’t looking.”


  “Little forward, isn’t it?”


  “I don’t think so, not after last night,” she said, smiling demurely.


  She was recalling the previous evening, hoping that he’d remember, too.


  They dined at a quiet café that served homemade style sandwiches and soup, then they strolled along the waterfront watching the slight waves on the lake and the occasional boat. In a park just off their path Reggie had coerced Gwen into the bushes and pressed her against a tree. He’d unbuttoned her blouse very slowly. Exposing her breasts to the night air, he watched as her nipples grew tight to themselves, while she eyed the impassive expression. Once those two little buds were like small rocks between his fingers, he squeezed them as if he could change the shape of granite to suit his desire.


  Other people walking by were too far away to see what the couple was doing in the middle of the park by that tree. It looked intimate, so a few would bow their heads and move on. In the back of Gwen’s mind, she hoped that someone would see. She liked a little exhibition. She liked getting caught. And when she raised her skirt to play with her clit, she was asking for both.


  Reggie looked on as she orgasmed while leaning against that tree. Moments after, she knelt at his feet in darker shadows to suck his cock. Her mouth swallowed him whole, while his hand grabbed her blonde locks of hair and pulled her face tight to his groin. All her spunk seemed to melt in that one commanding gesture, as if to say she wanted much more. When she was finished bringing him off, she licked away every bit of cum from his cock.


  Reggie actually smiled seeing the effervescent face appear a day later in his office. Unfortunately, he thought first of Jocelyn when he saw her smile. His exiled wife had been the one to use her smile and spunk to woo him away from a life that had become dour and oppressive.


  “So, you have something in mind?” he asked, wondering what was going on inside her pretty head.


  “Hum, I don’t know.”


  “But you are scheming,” he said, certain that there was.


  “Perhaps,” she smiled coyly.


  “Out with it, Gwen, I don’t like suspense.”


  He knew she shivered happily hearing him use the tone of command. The look in her pale hazel eyes was mischievous and naughty.


  “You tie women up and spank them, don’t you?” she opened with the unexpected question, and Reggie sat back in his chair admiring her unexpected candor. “I’ll bet you bind their breasts and fuck them in the ass, too?” Her eyes glittered with nervous excitement, and he could feel his cock respond. “You know, I bet you have a vintage collection of sex toys you use to torture submissives?”


  To her series of questions, his eyebrows merely lifted with interest, but he’d said nothing at that point.


  Then finally she got to the main point. “You are a sexual dominant, aren’t you?” He thought she was about to cum just saying the word dominant.


  After several weeks of dabbling in hot but very vanilla sex, he was a little surprised that she was so decidedly bold this day. But he hardly minded. This was exactly what he’d been waiting for, and he hadn’t had to coax her at all.


  “Are you guessing?” he said.


  “Kind of,” she licked her lip, cocked her head and she winked.


  “Yes…”


  “When you speak so aloof and formal, Reg, it runs cold chills up my spine.”


  “And that’s how you figured I’m dominant?”


  “When you held my hair last night I could sense that someday you’d hold it even tighter. I even wanted you to do that.”


  “And that was your clue?” He was pleasantly amused by the way she led the conversation.


  “You reek of darkness, Reggie. My heart starts to beat fast, I’m creaming my panties, my stomach acts as though there’s a circus clown jumping inside. I think I’ll cum without even touching myself. I don’t know how I know you’re dominant. I just do.”


  “And why now?” he wondered aloud.


  “Oh, Reg, because I can’t wait any longer. I want you to have me. It hurts not to tell you. So I did.” She looked a little lost. He wasn’t giving her much encouragement—the man was so damned even-tempered when he wanted to be. “Maybe, I spoke too soon,” she added feeling just a little embarrassed being so frank. “Perhaps I should have waited?”


  “You know, if you want me to dominate you, Gwen, you give up something,” Reggie finally replied.


  He could visibly see her gulp, look a little as if she wished she could take back the last ten minutes. Like every other submissive he’d known, she was tap dancing with her desire. And so sweetly. It reminded him of Alexandra on a good day, and Jocelyn when she finally allowed herself a little meekness. “Give up?” Gwen wondered what he meant.


  “Control, sweetheart.”


  “Oh, I can do that,” she said, jumping in enthusiastically. Her head nodded, her curls bobbed.


  She was way too eager, Reggie thought to himself. But not something that couldn’t be molded.


  “Then you’ll have your chance to try,” he said. “I’ll do your ass tonight, see just how submissive you are.”


  Gwen recoiled one instant, and then, as if she was trying to take back her fears, she sighed and offered him a tentative smile. She never smiled tentatively, but this was a good occasion.


  “I’ve never had it in my ass,” she said.


  This time Reggie smiled. “All the better,” he said, very happy with the idea of breaking her in. They didn’t say another word until they were in his house.


  Reggie and Gwen were in his study after dinner drinking brandy. The warm liquid slid down the young woman’s throat, almost burning as harshly as the sexual anxiety was burning in her groin. With two so horny all through dinner, their conversation seemed almost absurd. All Gwen could think of during the meal was having her ass reamed by Reggie’s more than ample erection. This was a dream she often visualized during sex. Being not just ass-fucked, but anally raped. Not damaged goods afterwards, but left feeling complete because her ass had been breached and her cunt was clawing to come. For a long time she’d dreamed of such things, and now to have the possibility turning into a reality—it was almost more than she could bear.


  “Get up and turn around,” he finally ordered. “I want to see your ass.” His voice drew on its darker aspect, making Gwen’s belly flutter and those butterflies there were wild.


  Shaking nervously like a naughty school girl, she stood up while Reggie remained in his winged-backed chair looking like the prince of darkness in perfect form. If he were to sprout eye-teeth and draw the blood from her neck she wouldn’t have been surprised. But no, he was still very human and very much in control.


  As she stood with her back to him, he reached out and drew down her panties, inserting a finger inside her cleft. He went straight for her virgin bumhole.


  “Eeeaw!” she let out a small squeal and lurched forward. She looked back at him a bit distraught.


  The grave expression he cast her way made her quickly resume her position with her skirt raised, panties down and legs slightly parted.


  This time his finger collected juice from further down below where she seemed to be spewing buckets of female juice. With enough on his finger to lubricate his way, the offending finger drove beyond the opening giving Gwen her second anal shock.


  Reggie thought she might faint the way she swayed. She was certainly a quick study in submissive arousal. Rising from his chair, he held her close to him while he continued the probing with his finger, and she groaned not so much from pain but from the newness of such play.


  Leading her to a broad footstool, he gently placed her on hands and knees. An affectionate hand tapped her inner thighs until she parted them wide. Turning away from her he picked up a leather paddle. Turning back, he began to spank her ass.


  “Oh, my good god, no!”


  The spanking shocked her, and she was soon a wiggling fright.


  “Better steady yourself…you want to be dominated, this is what it means.”


  He let loose with a brisk assault, then paused every few smacks to rub the plump rounds of Gwen’s ass and work her anus more. Her moans of pleasure grew crazed and almost frantic. By the time he’d spanked her three rounds worth, he could easily insert four fingers inside the tight chasm. Novice that she was, she was ready for his cock with no more foreplay. It had been a while since he’d enjoyed the pleasure of a woman’s ass. He entered her swiftly, and rode her naughty ass as if he’d been riding it for years.


  Gwen’s body responded immediately to the ferocity of Reggie’s anal assault. Fear always kept her from allowing a man to enter her ass even though several had tried. With Reggie, however, as much as she feared she’d balk, she was determined to submit, her first really submissive act with a man, and she would do nothing to dissuade him.


  He was tight inside her. So tight, half of her wanted to scream, the rest of her was too confused to know what she wanted. Sparks flew in her brain, her emotions were on overload. She felt used, diminished and humiliated, but was so aroused that she could feel her swollen clit pulsing and a deep longing inside her cunt. Just when she thought she couldn’t stand any more of the furious fucking, she felt him erupt. He pressed his groin tight against her ass and ejaculated. Every pore of her body tingled raw and alive, then without her really understanding what was happening, she was cumming, crying softly, her body spasming in ways she’d never experienced before.


  Moments after the commotion ended, Reggie turned her over on her back, and his dripping cock was at her lips where she licked away the last of his present to her. Not even the fact that he’d just been lodged in her behind took away from her desire to taste the substance of him as it was mingling with hers.




  


  Chapter Twelve


  Jocelyn was half-dead waking from a sound sleep to stare up at Ian’s face. His eyes looked like the devil’s sparking with evil plans. That disturbed her. His darkness made her psyche coil up inside itself in a childish fetal position. Such darkness had never disturbed her as it was disturbing her now. It had been several days since the night he woke her at midnight and interrogated her with questions about submission. Waking her again in the dead of night, she was afraid.


  “Get up,” he insisted. Then not waiting for her to respond, he reached down for her arm and dragged her from the heated sheets into the damp chill of the room.


  “What you are doing?”


  “Getting you dressed, we’re going out.”


  “Where are you taking me?” She was still too stunned to understand what was going on, and stood in the center of the room aghast, watching him rifle through her closet, tossing out clothes. When she failed to dress herself, he did it for her, drawing a lacy lycra dress over her head and down her torso. Usually she wore a black body stocking underneath so that her skin didn’t show.


  “You’ve got it all wrong,” she finally leapt out in protest.


  “In the daytime perhaps, but it’s night now.”


  “And you’re going to take me out like this!” She looked down at her jutting nipples and the pale red pubic hair poking through the fabric.


  “Don’t worry, you won’t have the dress on long,” he said.


  There was hardly enough life in her limbs to carry herself, and there certainly wasn’t enough will to keep Ian from what he was bound to do. He pushed her toes into a pair of stilettos and fluffed her hair as if it would magically fall into place.


  “No make-up?”


  “Not where you’re going.”


  “Where are we going?” Jocelyn finally asked, when they were in the taxi speeding away from the center of town.


  “You’ll see,” was all the answer he gave. They rode together in silence until the taxi pulled into the drive of a house that Jocelyn could only barely see. There were no lights gleaming outside and only dims ones burning within.


  “You have to promise me you’ll behave yourself or this will be no fun,” Ian warned.


  “And what’s behave yourself suppose to mean?” The more she came back to life, the more frightened she became. Ian still looked half-crazed, and the evil in his expression had become more pronounced the longer they sat in the taxi.


  “It means you have to submit,” he stated flatly. It was all that simple and he wasn’t planning to explain anything else.


  By the time they reached the foyer of the massive house, she knew how she’d spend the remainder of the night. She was immediately stripped of the dress, and then ushered into another room where a collar was snapped around her throat by a stocky man in leather pants. Without Ian, she was even more afraid—though he was hardly reassuring when she was at his side. The man added cuffs to Jocelyn’s wrists and insisted that she step into pinching high heel boots. These were heavily padded, and had “O” rings in three places. She wondered if she’d be hung upside down in bondage before dawn broke the next day. The man’s leather gloved hand slipped inside her pussy and drew out the wetness which he smeared over her pubis—the quantity enough to mat her hair. He didn’t speak a word and she surmised from his grim expression that it would be unfortunate if she spoke. The whip dangling from his belt only added to her present terror.


  Ian had suggested she behave. She wisely decided that behave was her only option if she hoped to enjoy anything at all about the night.


  She was told to sit in a chair at the far end of the room, then was left by herself to wonder what fate she’d brought into this night. Her anticipation mounted with every tick of the clock, and yet her world seemed to move in slow motion with her brain still a little fuzzy. She was startled when the door suddenly burst open and another leather clad man appeared. This one wore a vest, leather straps around his arms, chaps and boots with spurs. On many men the attire might look silly, but on this man the clothes were perfect. He was tall, toned and tanned, like some odd combination of Reggie and Gus. Just the sight of him made her sex stir so that twittering commotion in her belly communicated arousal to her frightened brain. She had to hold back the intense desire to fall to her knees and bring his bared and swaying prick to her mouth.


  “What’s going to happen to me?” she asked him as he grabbed her hand.


  “You’re going to be whipped,” he replied succinctly.


  And this would be ‘fun’?” she wondered silently.


  It was no mere whipping facing her. The redhead American beauty became the third act in an evening long theatre of absurd sex, played out on a stage before a live audience of several dozen gentlemen and ladies. Some of the patrons were attired in leather bustiers and skirts, more chaps and defining muscle straps on men. Yet most of the crowd was wearing silvery evening gowns and tuxes that made it look as though they had just come from a fancy dinner party and this was the entertainment that would end their extravagant night of excess.


  The theatre in the round was arranged with a small stage in the center that was ready for the appearance of a docile female victim.


  The flame-haired beauty walked down the aisle like an elegant princess on the way to the gallows. Though still a bit numb, her mood seemed to match the solemn atmosphere around her—if nothing else she was utterly petrified to be the focus of so much attention. As she was led to a dais in the center of the stage, her attention focused upwards where the rigging overhead was a complex apparatus of ropes, chains and hooks that dangled ominously before her wide-eyed gaze. While someone attached restraints to the sturdy boots, her wrists were attached to the contraption above. Initially the ropes were slack, giving her plenty of room to move, then with a sudden jerk, the ropes and chains went taut, and Jocelyn Killian’s lovely body was stretched to its very limit. 


  A man in a tux stepped into center stage a few feet from the shackled woman and tapped his microphone to get the attention of the audience. The whispered voices stopped their trivial conversation to listen to the introduction. A spotlight suddenly blazed on the center of the theatre, on the MC and on the bound redhead.


  “Tonight, my friends, you’ll feast on an unusual sight most often seen only in private salons, bedrooms and dungeons.” He spoke with authority and the energy of excitement. “Here we have for you a woman of remarkable sexual prowess with a decent masochistic need that you will see fulfilled before your eyes. I’ve been told that she is not some tramp from the street. Indeed she’s a woman of some stature in the States—a business woman with reputation, money and prestige in her community. Here in our obscene theatre, however, she becomes nothing but flesh to be used for our pleasure.


  “Her consent in this matter is minimal, so you may see some reluctance on her part to find the joy in her torture. Certainly before it’s over she will scream with pain and wrench against these bonds. But because she is here to serve our collective need, she will know no mercy. Be assured however, that she is a bonafide sexual submissive having on many occasions served a dominant master. I would be surprised, however, if she’s ever been whipped in such circumstances as these.” The man almost chuckled at the thought. Turning about, the master of ceremonies faced the other direction, not to let the audience behind him feel cheated.


  “That, of course, is the game, isn’t it?” he went on in his jovial mood. “I repeat what I’ve said earlier tonight. We have no rules in this wayward club. Our aim is to present you with the most licentious dramas, that you might yourselves be informed about such delightful sexual excesses and be inspired by them for your personal gratification—wherever that might lead. I’m sure you’ll find this spectacle to appear frightening, dangerous and certainly shocking. Be assured, our subject will heal—in time.”


  The man then smiled broadly as he gazed at her. “Why, she’s even hot between her legs with female dew.” Striding to Jocelyn’s side, he pushed his gloved fingers into her cunt and withdrew the wet juice which glistened in the spotlight. Walking toward the audience he circled the perimeter showing the results of his prodding to the first row, only to have a few muted gasps and sighs from the stunned company of men and women.


  While Jocelyn listened to her fate recited as if she was a carnival sideshow, the gnawing in her body amplified. When she squirmed, however, she squirmed before so many eyes, it humiliated her to divulge such desire. At the same time she was taking a perverse pleasure from her predicament, there was anger, too. That Ian would force her to this just added to her theory of his madness. Each glib word from the smooth-talking peddler of obscenity only increased her inner fury. And yet she dangled before the eyes fixed on her without showing any protest. This might have been Alexandra’s venue. Her friend and lover might have thrived on this slave’s feast. But Jocelyn had been for years at serious odds with the submissive in her. Certainly there was a piece of her that might embrace the surrender and even the pain. But she’d never perform like a docile slut, and she hoped that these ghouls before her would see that in her defiant eyes.


  “So, gentlemen and ladies,” the MC roared with delight, “I give you now our main attraction of the night. Enjoy the spectacle. Be sure you witness our victim’s eyes and listen to her useless cries. Be sure you see how she dances in her bondage, and how her body will bear tonight’s torture for some days. Take it all in and enjoy. This will make a memory you’ll not forget.” He paused a moment for dramatic effect then added at the last, “when the torture is finished, the lights will dim and our show for the evening will be over. Please exit through the back doors. And ladies, be careful, perhaps the show will continue when you return to your beds.” The MC slunk to the side of the room so the spotlight was on Jocelyn alone.


  Ian stood in the shadows beyond a curtain peering at her, waiting for her flogging to begin, listening to the crafty comments of the MC. His narrow gaze was full of the devil’s designs. Though he might have enjoyed being the one laying on the whip, he was content this time to have delivered the submissive harlot to this venue. It pleased him to know that the haughty, irrepressible Jocelyn would entertain the customers paying for the pleasure of seeing a woman in agony. This was the culmination of his imaginings. Seeing this vision of beauty strung up like meat before the hungry eyes of a crowd of voyeurs seemed to quell for a moment that perverse piece of his nature that rose angrily inside him like an insane beast. She was better off being whipped by the man that held the two whips. He’d be more gentle with her, if gentleness was a word that could be used in such circumstances. He would be merciful perhaps, where Ian could not envision himself being merciful. The beast in him was strong, driving him to a calamity he couldn’t stop. Hating such obsessions, he hoped this night would end the terror in the back of his mind—at least for a while. He wanted to enjoy Jocelyn in all her fragrant ways. He wanted to relish the extremes of her that were sometimes rude and cold, but that were as often as sensuous as her mane of red hair and delicious as her lips. Sometimes her Irish eyes were wild with fire, sometimes like embers, glowing sensually. Her touch inflamed him, and soothed him. Too bad that it drew out such vileness. Maybe it was because she was associated with that time before he went totally mad. He hadn’t told her about that, about the asylum and his return from insanity to competence. Then again, he wasn’t so sure that his madness wasn’t lingering just beyond the next moment. Each day he lived just a hairsbreadth from another collapse to insanity.


  “I love you,” he mouthed the words just as the MC was finishing his seductive invitation to the exhibition. He couldn’t tell if the hanging redhead could see his face or if she could lip-read the sentiment. She’d been looking in his direction when her eyes weren’t closed, but she looked away as soon has her body felt the first strike of the three tailed whip leveled on her backside.


  Feeling fire climbing in her with the first cut, Jocelyn screamed. It wasn’t yet from the pain. That would come later. The shock to her system of that first jolt brought to the surface the pent-up agitation that had arisen during the MC’s stirring speech. She was relieved not in agony. The dominant taking charge of her aimed carefully and placed each cut of the thongs exactly where he desired. She would have thought the three would be everywhere like a cat of many tails. It surprised her how this master could wield the whip with such precision. She thought of Reggie with it in his hand, and knew he’d have the same finesse. She thought of her husband, though the memory was quickly interrupted by another strike of the biting whip.


  The tension mounted within her and within the room. For a while she saw the audience mesmerized by the careful man behind her. They were waiting for the real pain. For real screams. For pleas for mercy. For tears to flow and her brow to knit with anguish, and her ass to dance as though she was dancing on hot coals. They waited with a voyeur’s impatience, as each stroke of leather kissed her skin and they silently longed for the worst of it.


  Jocelyn did her best to keep them guessing when she’d lose control and sputter all the vulgarity that was in her heart, and wrench her body in ways that would only produce more pain. She held on, however, groaning when the leather hit. Her ass stung, and her shoulders took strikes that felt as though she was a slave being beaten into the ground, just for the crime of being less human than her masters.


  All that punishment she could take, and in some twisted way inside her submissive woman’s soul, gather some satisfaction. She was sure that her sexual juices had not stopped flowing and that she ached for a man’s prick or a woman’s fist in her cunt. But the audience was not happy with a woman exercising such control. On cue from a script the Dom had obviously memorized, he began moving around her body to the front.


  Once facing her with his whip, the master took a moment’s pause to admire Jocelyn’s untouched breasts, her white belly and the cum-sticky thighs he’d use as his next canvas. For a second the two were eye to eye, communicating nothing except their joint intent to see this act finished. Then rearing back, he began with the whip again, while Jocelyn watched the first strike hit.


  “Oh, gawd!” she moaned louder in spite of herself.


  He hit her next, fast. Followed by another immediate strike.


  “Nooooo!” Her face screwed up mournfully guessing that there was yet another series of three on its way. And so it was.


  “Yeeeeawwwwwww!” her cry lifted into the air, to the satisfaction of the attentive audience.


  After the first cut, she closed her eyes more than kept them open. Still, she couldn’t help herself when the whip’s lash nicked a nipple and she screeched loudly. Her eyes flew open to see what damage had been done. Across her breasts the lines were at first distinct and then turned into one hot looking rash of red. On her thighs it was the same. Across her belly where her skin had only rarely known the feel of a whip striking her tender abdomen and pubis, the welts stood out most painfully of all. They boldly marked the places on her body where the most sexual heat was stored.


  She became a dancing, delirious ragdoll, bouncing to each blow, only to jerk more erratically with the next strike to sear her flesh. Wounded, pricked, nipped, to fight was useless. To relinquish her only smart choice. Sacrificing any control she might have envisioned before the whipping began, she gave up all pride to have this entertainment end. Mustering some courage she never realized existed within, she allowed her psyche to pretend it was that jerking, mindless marionette, and that her forlorn state of mind would draw some mercy from the master.


  In her gut she knew it was not her state of distress that would move the master but the audience. She knew that each agonized cry and quivering response incited them. They heaped their satisfaction on her, viewing her reddened flesh in awe, with malicious amusement. No doubt this was the best game they’d seen in months. For some it was an initiation into a sadist’s pleasure they would enjoy again. And like the MC suggested, they didn’t fail to capture the picture of Jocelyn’s pained expression and find exhilaration beyond their imagination.


  When her physical perfection was marred to the danger point, Jocelyn glanced up to see her master looking into her eyes, as if he were searching for something. There was only one last cut of the whip after that moment. Maybe he did indeed consider her plight and respond with mercy.


  She stopped jerking with the whipping over, except for an involuntary twitch now and then. The room was utterly quiet, while she and the whip-wielding master remained in the center as though they were frozen on the stage. On cue, the lights began to dim around them until they were surrounded in darkness. And then the doors opened, and outside the theater tiny lights went on to mark the spectators’ path to the exit. Deprived of viewing the aftermath of the whipping with snickers and jibes, the crowd hustled their exhausted bodies from the room. And such quiet, as though they were all guiltily fleeing to their homes, realizing the torture they’d observed and their fascination for the sport.


  With the audience turned away from her Jocelyn breathed a last sigh of relief. The pain was over. And when the last of the theatre doors closed, the master finally moved from his frozen stance. The rigging was lowered, her limbs set free and her feet removed from the too-tight boots that pinched her toes. It had been a torment she’d almost forgotten until the blood rushed into her lower limbs again and she realized what an ache was there.


  Still, there were no words spoken but one small command from the dominant.


  “Go home and masturbate,” he whispered to her. “Then sleep.” She was sure of the later, but not so sure she could feel anything akin to an orgasm rising within her. Somewhere in the middle of the whipping, the sex part seemed to slide away to become the last thought in her mind.


  Ian brought her back to the hotel and put her to bed. After he’d doused her wounds with cream, he was astute enough to leave her by herself. If he’d as so much as tried to take her sexually she would have revolted.


  But in spite of her exhaustion, Jocelyn lay awake for nearly an hour, too sore to sleep. Every inch of her body smarted. Sharp pains and dull twinges reminded her constantly that another cut of the whip could land any minute, until she reminded herself that the whipping was over. There was no more leather. No more audience. The patrons of that cruel work of art were all home in their beds likely sound asleep. Hopefully having nightmares.


  Trying to relax enough to drift off, she thought a lot about fate. She wondered if in being whipped she’d touched on the seeds of guilt she’d sown months before. For her crimes she needed punishment, for her guilt she needed resolution. Was this a wise god giving her exactly what would bring her peace?


  If Reggie had been there, what would he have done? Would he have viewed the scene with vengeance in his eyes or would he have been entertained? Or would he, like some conquering knight, have rescued her from the horror of it, and taking her on his steed, ridden with her clutched to his chest far away from the fiends and Ian and her own shame?


  It was a tough pill to swallow, the truth of how she’d brought this on herself. As long as she pondered the thought—until the new day dawned when she finally fell asleep—she couldn’t figure how a woman of her mirth and bright-heartedness could fall into such desperate straits. The thought did not escape her that she was in as dire a predicament as she’d been when Ian first absconded with her. Not that the act of being whipped and humiliated in front of such an audience was so bad; but unlike the rough stuff she’d experienced with Reggie, there was not a shred of affection or hint of regard to soothe the pain and bring her raw body some ease.


  By the time the night was at its end, she finally followed the master’s suggestion and masturbated to an orgasm. She was surprised how quickly it came, having assumed that it would be hard to let loose the stored passion. Once done, she slept. In contrast to her unsettled hours, Ian had been sleeping peacefully since he brought her back to her bed, and had himself laid down in the room next door.




  


  Chapter Thirteen


  It didn’t take a day for Alex to understand the method in Reggie’s madness, or his reasoning for having her perpetually bound in the garment of leather straps. Aside from being uncomfortable, having the thongs always running up her ass reminded her of who she was. Submissive, punished and Will Kozak’s wife. She got Reggie’s message loud and clear the first day she wore the thing to work underneath her clothes. However, as if he wasn’t entirely sure she understood, he added a chain that attached to the ring piercing the hood of her clitoris—the one he’d put there seven years before. That chain attached to her waist belt and was drawn up tight so with every movement there was a gentle tug on that sensitive bud. Gus, by his own inspiration, tightened the chain a little each night. To add to the mental torture, Reggie attached three locks to the leather garment to prevent her from trying to remove it by herself. While tiny, these hasps could be noticed under form-fitting clothes, so she was dressed to disguise what she was wearing closest to her skin.


  To endure the internal humiliation and discomfort for five days seemed extreme. But it was five days after Reggie’s orders came down before she even had a chance to suggest as much to the man who imprisoned her.


  Reggie had taken up with his trollop. For three nights, while Alex languished in her room by herself, she heard the sounds of sex. To her despair, the bubbly blonde and the man of the house were engaged in more than just frivolous sex play. One night there was the distinct sound of a paddle laid against the woman’s bottom. At least Alex assumed as much, considering the smacking noise of wood meeting flesh and the spirited four-letter exclamations that followed. Another time she heard the more startling sound of a lash striking skin. She could only guess the target. And then, because they were in the study, just a short distance from her maid’s room, she realized that Reggie was tying the woman with ropes. The grunts, the groans and the exclamations gave away their sex play, which only made Alex envious since she was having no fun at all. She figured that Reggie must be gloating over this new form of torture—didn’t even have to lay a hand on her to have her suffering.


  Gus, of course, loomed large over her at the dawn and sunset of every day. There with his paddle, belt or crop, he made sure the fire in her bottom was constant. Morning and night he appeared in her doorway, always the same expression on his face. It wasn’t completely blank, just passionless in a restless sort of way, as if there was always some darkness brewing inside him. For as long as she’d known the man, however, he was always the same. Whatever was about to explode within him remained duly contained. Alexandra was sure that it had something to do with his high regard for his boss. She didn’t want to think about what utter calamity might be unleashed if the man was not bridled in some way. She decided that moments like this, when Reggie had some other submissive to ‘instruct’, were an outlet for the man’s dark needs.


  Five days after this current imprisonment began, Alex walked through the main door of the estate house after work. It was about six o’clock. Her plans were as they’d been the day before. Remove her clothes and remain in her room. Rest if that was possible. Read, yes, she now had some magazines and books. And think, which was by far the worst. It was a dismal prospect, but one she was still willing to endure if it meant eventually getting her back to Will.


  “Alexandra,” she heard Reggie’s sharp voice coming from the living room. He halted her progress to the back hallway and motioned her to him. “I want you to meet Gwen,” he said, introducing her to the woman sitting on the couch.


  Alex nodded, keeping her real feelings for the woman guarded. A pair of effervescent eyes gazed up at her looking a little startled.


  “So, you’re staying here?” Gwen asked.


  “A favor to her husband,” Reggie answered for her


  “I suppose you’re submissive to Reggie, too?” Gwen wondered aloud, noting the subdued look on her face.


  “In this case most definitely,” Alex confirmed.


  “Alex sometimes needs reminders. Don’t you, my dear?”


  “Yes, yes, sir,” she thought to include the formality.


  “Alexandra, I’d like you to take off your clothes and show Gwen your harness,” Reggie went on.


  “Here? Oh, but Reg…” the objection began, but thinking better of it she stopped for a moment and just stared at the two. There were a dozen thoughts popping in her head, things she wanted to say to the man, but it was not the time and place in front of this woman. Not hesitating too long, she finally gave in to the command and began unbuttoning her suit jacket. There was a blouse, slip and skirt to follow. She finished off removing the garter belt and hose that got in the way of Gwen seeing the complete picture.


  Her hand went to her gaping expression. “Oh my, that is extreme, isn’t it?”


  “Oh, on Reggie’s scale of devious delights it ranks about in the middle,” Alex quipped.


  Reggie looked at her scowling. “You may keep your comments to yourself, Alexandra. Turn around.”


  Alex’s back side was more than just a show of leather and skin. What skin was showing, that particularly on her bottom, was marred by the appearance of bruises in various stages of healing. There were marks of roughed skin scattered here and there. And a few red spots still showing where Gus had used the crop that morning and the bite of the implement had cut deep. These latest marks not only graced her buttocks, a few appeared on her back and shoulders. This had been the most severe daily punishment since the first one at the stables.


  “You punish her every day?” Gwen asked.


  “I leave that for my stable foreman,” Reggie replied.


  “Ooo, that is interesting,” the girlish woman almost giggled as she spoke.


  What a ditz, Alex was thinking. And yet she was very pretty, and obviously submissive. In a way Gwen reminded her of herself a few years before, innocent and unsuspecting. She was a woman toying with darkness having no idea what ship she would sail on and what seas she’d have to cross to find her passion’s satisfaction.


  “Come here, Alex,” Reg ordered.


  Turning around, the harnessed submissive took the three steps to the man finding herself standing painfully close to his cold, masterful mood, shivering with one chill upon the next.


  “This week’s been rough for you,” he said. He spoke to her without including Gwen in the conversation, even though the woman could hear him.


  “Yes, sir,” she answered.


  “And the lesson will remain with you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He tugged the chain attached to her clitoris and she winced.


  “I don’t want you to forget, ever.”


  With his voice like steel, the timbre of its vibration climbed right down her spine and tickled her ass. She resisted the urge to shake off the mounting arousal.


  “I don’t think I could, sir,” she replied.


  “We’ll see,” he said. “I might never trust you, but the man that loves you wants you home. He’s a champion of forgiveness, don’t forget that. Now, get back in your clothes and spend your night with Will.”


  “I’m not coming back?” she exclaimed excitedly.


  He tugged the chain so she remembered herself.


  “God forbid if you did,” he warned. He let loose the chain and she stooped to snatch her clothes from the floor. She was about to fly from the living room, but then Reggie’s voice rang out. “You’re forgetting something,” he said.


  “What’s that?” She turned around.


  Fishing through his pocket he withdrew his hand and tossed her a shiny wad of something she didn’t recognize. Not able to catch the flying projectile in the air it landed on the floor and she bent down to pick it up. Keys. Two small silver keys to her harness.


  “I’m not sure Will wants to use them, but they are his, just as you are. Now behave yourself.”


  Alex was so elated she was about to tell him thank you but that seemed totally absurd. A quick smile was all that was necessary and she was off. Reggie was satisfied, as much as he could be, and Gwen remained a little speechless for the normally loquacious woman.


  Reggie stared for some time at the empty hallway until Gwen finally broke the silence.


  “Were you in love with her?” she asked.


  “I think I was once,” he ruminated, almost to himself, though he finally shook himself awake and looked down at the charming woman on the sofa.


  “What happened to that?” she asked.


  “I think we were too much alike,” he said.


  “How could that be?”


  “Too obsessive,” he answered. “And then I met Jocelyn…” his voice trailed off. In that unguarded moment he appeared a little lost until he grabbed hold of the feeling lurking in the back of his mind and turned his full attention back to Gwen. “Let’s go out for dinner tonight,” he said. “You’ll wear something excessively slutty.”


  Gwen couldn’t wait.




  


  Chapter Fourteen


  Jocelyn and Ian left Germany the day after she was whipped. He woke her in a stew about four o’clock that afternoon. In the midst of throwing clothes in a suitcase, he looked at her dumbfound face with an expression of easy mirth. He seemed less dangerous than he’d appeared in days. She was happy for that. But she wasn’t ready for another swift exit.


  “Couldn’t it wait?”


  “No, darling,” he said without getting upset. He was simply determined and would not be changing his mind. “I’d think you’ve had enough of Germany.”


  “You mean after last night?”


  He almost looked as if he didn’t know what she meant. But then he smiled with the devastating one that perpetually seduced her. “No, I just think it’s getting too, oh, you know, tedious here.”


  Jocelyn could say a lot about her stay in Germany, the word tedious did not apply. But apparently for Ian it did. And she was still Ian’s chattel even though the thought of leaving him was becoming more appealing.


  They took the train into France stopping at a small hotel one night, then another the second day. The third day in a row she woke to have him shake her out of bed so they could keep on moving. For the most part her companion was his jolly self. They took time away from the travel to poke around shops in the villages they visited and eat some delightfully tasty gourmet treats in quaint cafés.


  Sex was sweet and easy.


  The fourth morning after they left Germany, Ian surprised her with a bouquet of flowers, a French newspaper she could barely read, and a tray of muffins and fresh fruit that slid right down her throat like honey.


  When she finished the meal, he laid her back on the bed and melted a chocolate with his tongue on her belly. She giggled all the way.


  “I can’t stand this!” she squirmed playfully.


  “Oh, you can stand lashes to your cunt and ass and you can’t stand this? I think not!” He was rightfully indignant and kept up tickling her with tongue and chocolates, until she turned over on her side, smeared the melted candy on the bedcovers and had Ian happily engaged in pursing her ass. He pressed his tongue along her cleft from anus to labia. Then he was under her, fondling her, pinching nipples until she shrieked and cried for him to put himself inside her cunt.


  “So you want it here?” he asked, with two fingers inside her vagina. “Oh, I can see you’re wet.” He licked the cum juice off. “And sweet too. Almost as good as my candy.”


  “Do that more,” she urged.


  “Maybe. But I’m in charge.”


  “Please don’t torture me, I’ve had enough of that.”


  “Oh, no, you haven’t. I’m the man of a thousand tortures. I’ve only just begun to attend to you.”


  “But it aches,” she protested. On her back now, she bucked her hips toward his face, hoping he’d move his mouth there. Finding her clitoris with his thumb and index fingers, she was pained to discover that he planned to hold the bud between them while she maintained the awkward thrust out position. “Ooo, ouch, please!  No!”


  He chuckled. “I love when you protest. It just inspires me.”


  That quieted her, but her change didn’t stop Ian. He did start stroking her cleft with his other hand, running three fingers deep inside her vagina before pulling out and moving on.


  “Please, Ian,” she wailed again. The spasms in her belly were getting stronger. Some sharp, some long and deep. Then there was that long invigorating moment when he pinched her clit tighter still, applying more pressure a bit at a time. Her body heat shot high. She was sweating as though she was sunbathing on hot sand. She grabbed the covers at her sides and pushed her groin higher to him, hoping that just for one tiny tiny minute he’d take the bud in his mouth and suck.


  Suddenly he pulled his fingers off creating a spike of sensation that shot like a bullet through her body. Her poor clit was left throbbing and unsatisfied when that spike ceased.


  “Now, come in me now!” she groaned for him. Having seduced him with such a wildness of energy, Ian finally knelt between her wide open thighs and inserted the erection into the warm purple opening.


  “Yes, yes, yes,” she screamed. The orgasm ripped a wide path of convulsive spasms through her groin. Ian fucking her brusque and deep followed her finale. The man could scream like a whore, or grunt like an animal, and this sound was one in-between the two.


  They panted afterwards as though they’d run five miles. Sweat mingling with sweat made them stick to the sticky sheets. Happily exhausted Jocelyn lapped the salty tang from his shoulders and then went down to his limp dick to kiss it thank you.


  The wind out of their sails they expected to rock on their inner waters for a time before they got dressed for the day. But then the concierge was knocking.


  “Monsieur Pennywhistle. Monsieur Pennywhistle, please open!”


  “Later man,” Ian called out.


  “But you must!” he answered, urgently. “Or I’ll have to use the key.”


  “Sir, have you no couth,” Ian sputtered angrily, though he picked himself up from the bed, hopped into a pair of shorts and opened the door.


  Jocelyn remembered only a wild scuffle following that moment. Being pulled naked off the bed and forced to put on pants and a shirt. She was that quickly under arrest.


  “Ian, what is this about!” she shouted to her lover, but he was already in chains, strong armed by the gendarme that was leading him down the stairs, still barefoot. Another official, spouting French that went too fast for her to comprehend, carried his shoes. And Jocelyn was left with a third policeman standing over her, waiting as she hurriedly finished dressing.


  “What is this about!” she tried for some answer.


  “Be quick, Madame,” he barked sharply. “Be quick.”




  


  Chapter Fifteen


  Alex returned home from work exhausted. Not expecting Will until after nine that night she poured a glass of wine and collapsed in a chair in the living room, turning on the TV to flip though the channels. It had been four days since she returned home from Reggie’s and so far life with Will was reasonably calm—though it was hardly back to normal. She had only to move an inch inside the harness she continued to wear to be reminded of her last episode in infidelity and the consequences she brought down on herself. Will had been kind enough to grant her one evening without the confining straps around her. The night she arrived home, he was ready for her body, and not interested at all in chastising her. She thought she’d fallen into heaven pulling out of the leathers and into his arms. By that time, her battered psyche was as tender as a new flower, her body as impressionable as clay in an artist’s hands. Will was an artist after all.


  He demanded a lot from her that night, but it was not without its pleasure for her. It seemed fitting that after moving on her whole body eagerly, with lips that bit and kissed, and hands that mauled her freely, he’d center on her ass. There, his lips rimmed and his tongue entered the aching orifice to prepare her for what would follow. She expected the first sharp jab of his erection to be accomplished fast, though bending as a sapling tree bends with the wind, she moved with ease and swayed with gentle grace. His cock, which could be so rough entering, glided effortlessly into its second home. Her moment of resignation began as she dissolved into Will’s arms which reached around her from behind. While sensing bursts like pin pricks underneath her skin, she went wild with him. He likewise devoured her because she needed to be devoured, taught another lesson in being submissive. Most of all, she needed to keep her thoughts focused on him.


  Since the night that Will gave her a reprieve from the harness, she’d been shackled in its tight confinement. He’d even made certain that the ring at her cunt was drawn up by the chain that attached to her waist. Only when he wanted to enter her did he remove the thing, and just long enough to gain access to the orifice of his choice. In her mind it was a small price to pay to be moving into his good graces again. And there was that wicked charm of her attire that served to keep her mindful of sex and desire every minute of her day.


  “Alex.” A breathy whisper blew by her ear. “Alex, come with me,” the gentle voice pulled her from her reverie.


  With her slender hand in his, Will tugged benevolently on her one limb until he pulled her from the chair liked a wildflower tugged from the earth. He put his nose and teeth to her neck nestling them into her peach-smelling flesh. That aroma her current favorite made him think of drizzling her body with fresh juice and licking the sticky liquid from her skin.


  But he was feeling more malevolent than that, not having yet abused her himself for her latest crimes. When the wilting flower was inside the bedroom, he ignored the bed and pushed her into the unlit bathroom, against a tile wall. Tearing away her clothes until she was down to the harness, he forced her warm skin to absorb the chill of cold tile while he massaged her bottom with an oil that stung on her bare skin.


  There’d been an eyehook high in the ceiling of the bath for some time, since some other moment of sexual domination when he’d tied her there. Using ropes, not leather straps to bind her wrists, he fixed them to that eyehook high above her. Then he gagged her mouth with a washcloth that he tied in place with a handkerchief. Undoing the leather harness, he replaced each binding strap with rope bonds, tying her breasts tight enough so the flesh was absurdly squeezed into bizarre shapes. Done, he pressed her again to the tile and continued with her ass. Removing the leather, including the waist band, he left the clit chain dangling between her legs. Tying her crotch with ropes he pulled them tight until she gasped aloud.


  Yielding to his mastery over her she felt the cold, the rope, the burn of the ointment and the heavy chain weighing down her clitoris, feeling fear at the source of it all. An ice cube jarred her asshole. She started to shriek, but stopped when Will slapped her ass hard a half dozen times to enlist her silence. Three more shards of ice were pressed inside her. The pain brought tears, though not as many tears as the ones she shed when he began striking her with a cane on her soft bottom.


  “You let the water drip out, I’ll lay on an extra twelve,” he whispered.


  And so she clench the cheeks tight.


  Her body tensed with each blow, with pain that darted like some vehicle out of control inside her ass. The cruel cane accosted her spirit, offering more than just cuts that might bleed before Will was finished. It forced her to face her shame, feel the guilt and Will’s rage and her need to be humbled in his presence.


  Once he finished with the planned number of cuts, he stopped and fingered her anus.


  “There’s water here,” he said.


  She had no way to reply with the gag in her mouth.


  “If I play here, you’ll eventually lose it,” he murmured, his whole intent clear.


  The more his fingers probed inside the channel to where the melted ice cubes remained, the more her body answered, trying to open. Then, there was a trickle of water down her leg. She’d lost the battle there was no way she could have won.


  Will stood back and eyed the dark shape of his wife’s just caned derriere and laid the last promised twelve on top of the others.


  As Alex thrashed inside the rope bondage, she felt each caustic cut heap on more pain, until she feared she’d pass out. Counting helped her hold on to some bit of sanity.


  At twelve he stopped, just as he said he would, and having finished, there was a puddle of water at her feet, chilling her toes.


  When he released her arms from above he roped them awkwardly against her cunt so that she couldn’t move them, though she couldn’t play with herself. On her knees on the wet tiles, the gag was removed and she took his cock until it bathed her in the sour liquid that shot across her face.


  A phone was ringing somewhere in the distance, the sound rising out of a muddy, thoughtless fog. At first she thought it was a sound from another apartment, then she realized that it was the land line in her bedroom. Ten, eleven, twelve rings, it didn’t stop. Alex heard the noise as though the telephone was right next to her, dragging her with each shrill ring further from subspace, eventually instilling an agitating fear somewhere in her gut. The caller must be frantic.


  Will finally left her to answer it, then returned a few moments later. Pulled to her feet, the ropes undone, the caller had to wait sometime for her to pick up.


  “Hello,” she said, standing by the bed, ropes dangling around her.


  “Alex?” She heard the familiar voice.


  “Jocelyn?” she exclaimed in surprise.


  Alex sat on the bed, ignoring the painful ache in her behind. Hanging up the receiver she sat for some time without moving and then stared up at Will’s face.


  “She’s in jail, in Paris.”


  “Jocelyn? Really? On what charge?” He almost looked amused at first, though his expression abruptly changed when he heard her recite the allegations.


  “And what does she want from you?” he asked.


  “To arrange for a money wire. She needs to hire an attorney.”


  “She wouldn’t call Reggie?” Will asked.


  “No. She said not to tell him.”


  “That’s a reasonable decision. I suppose if you need to, you can take care of it in the morning.” He walked away from her seemingly indifferent. Going into the bathroom Alex flicked on the light so she could see the pale pink tiles and the wet puddle on the floor, and recall for just an instant how she’d spent the last hour dangling there. Only then did the ache in her behind crawl into her conscious thoughts. Between that ache and Jocelyn’s frightened voice, she figured she wouldn’t sleep much that night. Even so, Will held her close to him for a long time as he drifted off, the warmth of his body a soothing comfort.


  ***


  In the morning, Alex found Reggie at his office at eight o’clock.


  “He is in, isn’t he?” she asked the secretary.


  The woman looked at her doubtfully. “Mrs. Kozak, he’s preparing for a meeting that should be starting in about 60 seconds.”


  “This is a matter of some urgency,” Alex said.


  The eternally professional woman wasn’t easily swayed, even by someone as close to Reggie Harold as Alexandra Kozak.


  “It’s about his wife,” Alex added seeing the woman hesitate.


  “Jocelyn?”


  “Yes.”


  “Humph.” There was clearly judgment in her reply. “I’ll see what I can do.”


  When Reggie looked up at the lovely blonde, he was typically cool but not annoyed.


  “So early?” he asked. “How kind of you to grace me with your beautiful presence. I hope the cure’s still working.”


  “The matter’s important,” she replied.


  “Things going all right with Will?”


  “Yes, very,” she answered. Her own state of grace or disgrace wasn’t of concern to her. Her night had ended thinking solely of Jocelyn and what had become a worse debacle than the one that caused her best friend’s departure months before. “But that’s not why I’m here,” she said. “You do still love Jocelyn?”


  “Jocelyn?” He was startled hearing her name. “Love? I don’t know. Why do you ask?”


  “I got a call from her last night, Reg.”


  “Really? Nice of her to surface. If you can give me an address my attorneys can take care of the legalities.” His manner had turned painfully cold.


  “Yes, I’m sure that would be a help,” Alex returned. “Don’t worry, she won’t be hard to find and she won’t be going anywhere soon. She’s been arrested. She’s in a Paris jail. The man she’s been with has been accused of theft, extortion, smuggling and drug dealing. Jocelyn’s being held as an accessory.”


  For an instant there was no response. Then there was an ashen look about his refined features, a twist in his expression that suggested a wince. Reggie being Reggie didn’t give off much more in body language.


  “I wired her some money for an attorney early this morning.  Though she told me not to tell you, I thought you should know.”




  


  Chapter Sixteen


  Even in nondescript clothes without a trace of make-up Jocelyn Killian was a stunning woman. The firebrand spirit of rebellion and seductiveness bewitched him still. While she stared into the vacant spaces of the bare interrogation room, her back to him, he could for a moment wonder how their marriage had unwittingly disintegrated, even when they were conscious of the fact and trying hard to prevent that. He still loved her. He knew that because of the pain that burned on the surface of his beating heart and then deep within.


  Trying to substitute the pain with another woman only caused that other woman hurt. Gwen, a little sparkling jewel of submission, had done her best to win his heart, but Alex’s appearance at his office the day before only reminded him how impossible it would be to replace the woman that owned his heart.


  Such tears Gwen had shed. How she tried to hold them inside.


  “I had a feeling she’d walk back into your life, Reg,” she’d said. “And when she did I’d be out on a limb with it getting sawed off right behind me.”


  “I’m not good at this, Gwen,” he’d told her. “And I’m sorry about that. Usually I don’t bother dealing with things of the heart, but with you…”


  “I know. I know if all the stars had been right in the sky, and moon was in the south in its second phase, and the winds were blowing from the west, and hell was about to freeze, there’d be a chance that this would work. But I’ve been living in the shadow of her…and the other one.”


  “The other one?”


  She tried to smile. “Someone told me at that party a few weeks back that I looked just like Alex Kozak? When I met her a few days ago, I thought I’d suddenly gained a sister I never knew I had.”


  “Oh, but there are a lot of stunning differences,” Reggie reminded her.


  “But that really doesn’t matter. You’re not in love with Alex, and you’re not in love with me.”


  “I guess I don’t have that big a heart,” he conceded.


  “But you tried.”


  “I did.”


  “If Jocelyn had only stayed away longer,” Gwen mused.


  “If only.”


  He didn’t know he had the power to break a heart having figured he’d always been far too aloof from his own. But he could see Gwen’s falling apart despite her efforts to keep it tacked together. He was genuinely sad.


  That conversation was only hours ago. Reggie remembered it in the split seconds before Jocelyn realized that he was in the room. Approaching her quietly, so she didn’t hear him until he was right on her, he wasn’t surprised that she cried tears when she first turned to see his face.


  “Oh Reg…” She was as white as a pale ghost in the ugly florescent lights.


  Her body rose from the wooden chair as though it could barely move inside the rough jail clothes. She fell into him sobbing. She was shivering at first, but warmed inside his embrace. They were locked heart to heart and groin to groin as minutes ticked by. When he finally let her go and sat her back on the chair, her body temperature was noticeably heated.


  “I have my international attorney working on your release,” he told her. “Whatever bond necessary will be posted. I’m not sure of the international ramifications. But I read your statement and have involved the State Dept. We’ll see if they’ll intervene. I’m not sure how well all that will fly, since you spent so much time with the man. But we’re going to give that a try.” From warm to expedient and judicious, Reggie’s cool returned.


  As Jocelyn gazed into his steely eyes, the shivers resumed, a new flood of fear to join the powerhouse of concern she’d nursed since the arrest. She imagined herself languishing for years in a foreign prison for crimes she had no knowledge of.


  “I think testifying against him will be your best course, but we’ll consult with the attorneys when they show up this afternoon.”


  “I can’t testify,” Jocelyn protested meekly.


  Reggie’s eyes flashed anger.


  “Don’t turn virtuous all of a sudden, Jocelyn,” he snapped. “You’ve got your ass in a ringer and it’s about to get squeezed.”


  “But I don’t know anything,” she replied honestly. “For a smart woman, I haven’t been very smart these last few months. I never once connected Ian’s weird habits with anything illegal.”


  “Maybe so. But you’ll figure out enough to make the gendarmes happy.” That was nothing less than an order.


  Neither spoke for several minutes, each scrutinizing the other, both realizing how strange it felt to be reunited under these conditions.


  “Reg?” she was the first to speak.


  “Yes.”


  “We are still married, aren’t we?” she asked.


  “Only because I couldn’t find you to serve the papers.”


  Her heart sank.


  “The fact is I’ve been unofficially engaged to another women for the past couple of weeks.”


  “You what!” she exclaimed, breathless.


  “Gwen and I are compatible in a lot of ways, especially sexually. I was hoping to find you so I could end our relationship properly.”


  “You can’t be serious!”


  “You seriously left me,” he reminded her.


  “But that’s not you,” Jocelyn objected, more tears beginning.


  “What’s not?”


  “You, you Reggie Harold falling in love so quickly.”


  “I surprised a lot of people. And I suppose myself.”


  “But when you first came in…” she was thinking back to the hug. “That means you’re only here to…”


  Reggie let her linger in that bittersweet moment, suspended between the present and the future while Jocelyn’s heart determined that her unexpected reason for joy just the moment before was now a reason to grieve.


  “No. My plans have changed,” he admitted at last.


  “In what way?”


  “We’re going to work this out, Jocelyn,” he said, sounding like a stern father and a concerned husband.


  “We are?”


  “Do you still love me?” he asked.


  “Oh, my yes I do!”


  “Then we’ll work it out,” he repeated. He paced the room with hands in pockets, pensive, then sat down opposite her, the table between them. “I never knew what it was like to hurt someone until yesterday when I broke off the engagement with Gwen. Of course, I never knew what it was like to be hurt until you left. I’d always stayed out of that game, remaining happily aloof. I fought off dozens of women. Good god, I fought off Alexandra. But you? You I couldn’t resist. You made me join that game of love and war. You made me love, you made me hurt and you made me love again. And as long as I’ve made a commitment to you, we’re going to see it out. You’re going to see it out,” he emphasized. “We still have a marriage by the skin of our teeth. It’s still a binding contract, and we will not throw it away easily. You may have shown your willingness to toss our marriage out with all your other problems, and I may have been too proud to set you straight. But there is still love, and you will be repenting, and if I can take a lesson from an old friend…” He recalled Will’s determination to forgive Alex. “…there is nothing so serious that cannot, with a little forgiveness and ingenuity, be resolved in a relationship built on love. We just need to begin being honest.”


  The fact that Reggie Harold could make such a passionate speech about love and forgiveness brought a fresh burst of tears to Jocelyn’s eyes.




  


  Chapter Seventeen


  Reggie paid for two rooms in a small though very elegant Paris hotel, hardly like anything Jocelyn had stayed in with Ian. The two rooms were a deliberate choice. Reggie wasn’t ready to fuck her, let alone make love. At least until he knew everything.


  Once she was released to him on bond, they spent their days with lawyers trying to undo the vast legal entanglement knotted around her. When they weren’t with lawyers and Reggie wasn’t trying to conduct his business via phone, fax and the Internet, they took silent walks around Paris streets and parks to breathe fresh air. When there was nothing else to occupy their time, Reggie listened to her tell him of her months away with Ian Pennywhistle.


  It was common for him to sit at a small table in her room, nursing a cup of coffee, maintaining a remote attitude, the best way for him to take in all the painstaking details. Occasionally he asked questions and demanded answers, especially when Jocelyn was afraid to go on; but mostly he listened because Jocelyn needed to talk.


  “…We were on the beach in France, Ian planning to fuck me when Andre joined us… Andre took me to a club later and I was with him all night. But when Ian found us about dawn, he was furious. He spanked me hard with a belt, then took my ass, even when I told him I was sore because Andre had used me there. When he was finished screwing me, he scrubbed me down like I had the plague…


  Reggie heard the details with a dispassionate cool, and said nothing despite the difficulty of her confession. It was painful pulling herself from the past to the present, but with feet dragging, heart heavy and labored breathing, she continued.


  “We stayed in a German bordello. Ian told me it was just a hotel but here were too many single women there for me to believe that. The owner’s daughter Dagne came to me one morning and seduced me, or maybe I seduced her. She was as good as ice cream melting in my mouth. Once I smelled her, I had to taste her. We groped each other in my bed before I finally fucked her …with my fist…and she practically put hers in my ass.”


  “Did Ian watch?” Reggie asked.


  “No. At least not until the very end. But he’d set up the scenario. He’d deliberately marked Dagne’s breasts and caned her ass to see if that would arouse me.”


  “And did it?”


  “You know it would.”


  “I know only what you tell me,” Reggie replied curtly.


  “Yes, it did arouse me. I was thinking of you.”


  “How sweet.” His dry wit was accompanied by the trace of a smirk.


  “Ian realized that it turned me on.”


  “He’d never dominated you before, when you were younger?”


  “Not the way you have.”


  “How did he dominate you then?”


  “Then it was all mental. I was young and just moved with him thoughtlessly like an unbridled kid, until he finally got a little too crazy and I tried to pull away from him. When he resisted, I had to just split in the middle of the night.”


  “Kind of like it was this time, only you didn’t have the chance to split?”


  She bit her lip and replied, pained to admit it, “Yes.”


  “Go on.”


  “Ian wasn’t right…the way he jumped around from one mood to next without warning. It was like the past, but I didn’t remember that until we’d been together for two months. I never guessed it was drugs. He never offered me any.”


  “You never took anything from him that was suspicious?”


  “No.”


  “You didn’t know a thing about this business dealings?”


  “No, I didn’t know.” She’d already explained this a dozen times to lawyers and the police, but she’d repeat it again a hundred times, if that’s what Reggie wanted.


  “If you’d known there were drugs would you have taken them?”


  “I might have,” she replied.


  “You might?”


  “I would have,” she corrected herself. “I didn’t have much restraint.”


  One afternoon, Reggie asked her to remove her clothes while he was in the middle of the interview. The light in the room was yellow from the sun coming in through gold tapestry drapes. Jocelyn’s body glowed for him as he watched her disrobe, each article of clothing pulled back showing off a little more skin. It was the first time he’d seen her naked since he watched her being strip-searched one day. She’d returned to court and the act was required for a woman still charged with serious crimes. In the gray light of that gray building her body lacked the luster that her pampered skin revealed within the refined beauty of the private hotel room. In that sensuous glow her hair billowed like sails around her shoulders, ringlets of bright auburn curls floating on the slight currents in the room.


  “Turn around,” Reggie ordered. “What kind of activity left these bruises?” he asked, pressing the tips of his fingers to several places where just the faintest signs of her whipping in the German club remained. Though it had been two weeks, the pesky wounds had not completely healed. Experienced with the results of a flogging applied to delicate female flesh, Reggie could tell almost to the day how long ago these had been inflicted. He could guess the intensity and the nature of the implement used. Perhaps because he could visualize the session clearly in his mind, he knew exactly how his wife had been humiliated and rendered into a mass of shaking, quivering anguish by the most severe means. What he noticed on her behind, he did not fail to see on her breasts, her thighs and her belly. All Jocelyn had to do was fill in the mere details.


  “Ian woke me one night two weeks ago when we were still at the German hotel. He gave me over to a dominant man to be whipped before an audience of men and women who’d paid, as entertainment, to see me worked over. I was strung from the ceiling and flogged like a criminal.”


  “Or perhaps like an adulterous wife,” Reggie suggested.


  “Or like an adulterous wife,” she repeated the horrible words.


  “And you felt some recompense was made in that?”


  “Perhaps. But then, it didn’t keep me from staying with him.”


  “That’s too bad.”


  “Why’s that?”


  “Perhaps I’ll have to finish the punishment myself.”


  “Will you finish it?” she wondered. She hadn’t asked many questions of him because she feared he wouldn’t answer them, but this one he did.


  “Without a doubt.”


  It was hot in her hotel room, but she was turning cold.


  “Is that all?” he asked.


  “All that I did with Ian?” She asked herself the question, spending some moments to think. Yes,” she finally told him, and then waited an even longer time for him to speak.


  “In time we’ll heal this Jocelyn,” Reggie said at last. “But don’t be surprised if every detail of this honest and complete confession comes back to haunt you at one time or another.”


  “Oh, I wish you’d do something now!” She was desperate to feel something more than just his cool, calculating scrutiny. She longed for just one warm hug like the one he’d given her in the interrogation room, or even a bare-bottomed spanking.


  Jocelyn’s lovely nakedness was immensely alluring. Her red hair glowed in the sunlight filtering through the drapes. She looked like Botticelli’s Venus just after sex. She could taste his lips with her moist ones, feel his fingers toying with her damp sex and smell the essence of his manly breath, though he remained firmly fixed on the chair before her as dispassionate as he had been for the several days they’d played through this ritual.


  “You do still love me?” she finally asked. Her voice was soft and humble and her green eyes looked intensely sad as she expected him to deny his love, having heard how badly she’d mauled the basic substance of their marriage.


  “Yes I do, Jocelyn,” he confirmed. “But as sad as you look, as humble as you present yourself, as contrite as you appear, tell me honestly, do you regret your summer?”


  She could have answered right away, but she paused enough for it to look like it took some thought. “No,” she answered simply. “I won’t live regretting anything. But even as much as Ian held me captive, and I chose to remain with him, it was you I wanted with me. I just got so lost, I didn’t know how to have you. And, Reg, if it takes reliving all those submissive moments with you in Ian’s place, I’ll submit to that. I don’t want to hide anything from you.”


  “It would be impossible to relive anything,” he said. “And it’s not necessary. But you will begin making amends…” His blue eyes narrowed sternly though there was a spark of something more. “…After we’ve made love tonight.”


  For the first time in a week of gazing into his cruel, icy eyes and appealing to him with her heart, hoping to arouse his gentle side, she felt a flood of warmth and saw a softening in his expression. Reaching out, he pulled her by her pubic hair just close enough so he could easily play with her bare groin and its special delights. Jocelyn giggled as she fell down to his lap, suddenly revealing a wicked sparkle of fire in her green eyes.


  Reggie’s eyes flashed back fire to match it. Fire and love.


  He pressed one hand to her crotch, with the other he held her ass tight in his grip. With his lips he laid a delicate kiss on her lips. His cold and her fear melted with the heat of their two bodies fusing into one. She was regaining herself, seeing her life looking like some bright, beckoning star shining before her eyes. Her nightmare had finally found its end.


  Epilogue


  One month later…


  Reggie pulled Jocelyn from the shower into the steamy hot bathroom. The move reminded her of the day Ian had scrubbed her…though she had to remember that that time in her life was over now. Ian was locked away in a mental hospital to find his sanity again. And she was home, free of her summer of obsession and folly and legal entanglements.


  Though she was reminded of that odd moment with Ian, it was also very different. Even the season had changed. A late September hint of musk wafted through the open window into the bath; and it was her husband not a ‘loose cannon’ taking charge of her.


  Standing in the middle of the bathroom, Reggie in his crisp white dress shirt and pleated slacks dried her dripping body with a warm soft towel. He took special care to dab the water from her face only to have to repeat the process when another stream of water drizzled down her forehead.


  “How’s your ass?” he asked.


  She’d just been whipped.


  “Very sore,” she said, feeling the tightness in her punished cheeks.


  “But you’re ready for more?” he inquired earnestly.


  “More tonight?”


  “More when I’m ready to have you.”


  “Then I’m ready when you are,” she answered, remaining dutifully submissive—even though she could feel a flash of rebellious fire beginning to burn within her again.


  He felt her ass and touched her chin and smiled seeing another drop of water run off her eyebrow to her lips. She licked it away.


  Pulling her to him, Reggie ignored ‘impeccable form’ and let her wet body soak through to his skin.


  “So, you’re going to whip my ass again tonight?” she asked curious.


  Reggie took a moment to think of how they’d have sex that night. No, it wouldn’t be with whips and smacks and whimpers of anguish. There was a time for such things and a time for love. In the scheme of his relationship with Jocelyn, they required both. Of course, he’d wouldn’t tell her that yet. “I don’t know, I guess you’ll have to wait and see,” he said to tease her.


  “But you will love me,” she told him, her voice regaining a degree of sauciness she’d not had in some time. Since she’d been home she’d been picking up pieces of herself she thought she’d lost, and this one was especially comforting. It gave their marriage that certain edge that made it sizzle.


  “Of course I’ll love you,” he replied, with eyes gleaming dangerously. “As long as you keep your rebellious soul tame tonight.”


  She hummed thoughtfully. “I don’t know,” she said with a playful smirk. “It’s all coming back to me.”


  “Well then, I’ll guess I’ll have to love that, too,” he conceded. For good measure his hand was on her ass, and the gentle war between them was on the loose again.


  “Then why don’t you love me now?” she said. It was late. They were aroused. In Jocelyn’s mind it was time to strip her husband of his wet clothes and head for bed.
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