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Dedication

To the man who inspired this sexy, lust-filled ride, 

whose words are woven throughout this narrative, 

whose fantasies became my fantasies, 

who brought the spark back into my life.

My heartfelt thanks for giving me a chance 

to feel the magic once again.

Spontaneous Combustion

Part One


Spontaneous Combustion

Eleven o’clock, I’m ready for bed. It’s been raining all day and there’s another storm passing through…thunder, lightning, driving rain. Suddenly the tornado siren in town is going off, and the ‘take cover’ announcement interrupts my TV show. I grab a flashlight, just in case, and fly down to the basement to wait… 

Wait

Wait 

Wait until the siren dies and I tiptoe back upstairs. 

Nothing is damaged, nothing undone. 

    As I slip off to bed in an attempt to sleep I hear another storm coming through, though this one won’t be as severe as the last my local weatherman assures me. And yet…left in the wake of that last furious frenzy, my muse strikes like a thunderbolt. Here’s what poured out…

I want you to tie me to a tree, 

thrust me against an old tree stump, 

order me over a table, over the end of the bed. 

After yanking down my pants, you draw your leather belt from your jeans …

Doubling it in your fist you begin to flail it against my ass…

Hard

Fast

Until white turns crimson, until my ass is scorched and

I’m groaning deeply, crying out for mercy 


Ah! But mercy will wait until later…

Until you’ve dropped your belt, unzipped your jeans 

Until you’ve rammed your way home inside my cunt

Hard

Fast

I explode and you explode 

almost belligerent but strangely beautiful

like the storm that just passed through on its way to elsewhere

Before you’re done with me you have me in your bed again 

Hard

Fast

Inside my ass this time, driving through like a man possessed

I explode and you explode again


       And then…

When the fury dies you hold me, you kiss my lips and run your hands

over my sweaty skin.

Hurts are healed, a day’s worth of trouble forgotten

Worry quits its anxious grip

and wounds bound up with tenderness are carried away by love


In the long twilight thereafter, we stretch out in each other’s arms 

Later in the evening, I sit at your feet and rest my head against your knee.

Prologue

The fury of inspiration left her sweating in bed, words spinning inside her head, tie me to a tree, thrust me against an old tree stump…the wellspring from which all the rest flowed free, arriving with the first bolt of lightning, disappearing with the last rumble of thunder as the storm moved out. She tried to remember the gist of it, grabbing words out of the ethers like a child grabbing for lightning bugs on a summer evening  and shoving them into a mayonnaise jar for safe keeping. The light went on in her bedroom as she reached for her metaphorical mayonnaise jar – her journal – and began to jot down the substance of her scattered thoughts in a rushed, chaotic scrawl. There was little but a disordered array of word pictures when she finally turned out the light. But she needed sleep. Even if it was just a few hours, her psyche needed rest and, more importantly, some distance from the tumultuous meeting of storm and muse.

Six am in the morning, she awoke again, driven to the computer before the sun rose, before thoughts lost their urgency and passion died. 

Oh, but passion was going nowhere that morning but into keystrokes and the frenzied minutes when the words spilled from muse to computer in one singular burst of inspiration, the first of many such spontaneous combustions she would experience in the weeks ahead.  

She dashed to her blog and posted the piece before she lost her nerve. And with the same rash of thrill and fear, she sent a link to knighthawk925:

PLEASE READ THIS FIRST she wrote in the subject line. In the body of the email…

“…I woke early, driven to my computer. Doesn’t happen very often (in fact, I can’t even remember the last time it did) but I’m not entirely surprised. Oh hell, I’m not surprised at all. May sound a bit personal, because it is. But it’s good enough to post on my blog. Don’t worry, no names mentioned.”

She included the link, hit send, then waited staring at the monitor as if she actually expected him to open the email and reply within a minute’s time. 

She waited two fucking days, from noon to noon to noon, 48 hours of anxious wondering, left suspended and stunned by what the storm ushered in and this man had done to her peace of mind. What were you thinking, girl! She’d manufactured a chorus of second thoughts, one after another drifting into her mind, only to be shoved aside so another could compound her anxiety.  Why the hell did she attribute this crazy explosion of writing to a man she barely knew? She could be dead wrong about him and he was nothing but a lecherous pervert who just wanted inside her pants. Still she knew. Some uncanny intuition spoke to her about honest motives and inherent kindness. In her gut where it counted, she knew he wasn’t the kind of pervert to take advantage of a vulnerable woman fresh out of a long term relationship. No, he was the clean, wholesome kind of pervert, with common decency and a sincere desire to know her as more than the sexual slut she was. Spontaneous Combustion was all about what their brief weeks courting on-line had done to her. Sending him her explosive writing was the right thing to do. She was certain.

If he bolted because she was too much slut for him; if he was turned off by this small taste of her flaming passion, then she’d be better off having driven him away. Might as well send him off to a woman who’d be happy with mild manners, kind conversation, and a little bit of kink on the side, but nothing more than that.

Clearly, her kink was front and center in her world, and it was too late in the game of life to deal with men who couldn’t handle her sexual inclinations. 

She would readily insist that she wasn’t too much to handle. She was an easy woman to read, with simple needs and much to give. No mysteries, nothing crazy about her; just an uncomplicated woman at heart who wanted someone with whom she could share her lust, and provide for her a safe place to bare her soul. Her requirements were few – a self possessed man she could respect, sexual chemistry, heartfelt compassion and a strong sense of authority. That was it in a nutshell. The man she would submit to could be no less. 

Her mind might have been filled with chaos and wild imaginings that could resemble a whirling dervish, but that was just smoke and mirrors to one who looked a little closer. She was perfectly sane, perfectly normal, a perfectly regular woman of her times. A slut, yes, but a perfectly normal kind of slut, and a woman on the brink of change. 

Forty-eight fucking hours later word came back, the email simple:

“Did I cause all that? 

I have the trees, I have the rope, I only need you.”

She almost laughed out loud. Did I cause all that… She shook her head and smiled. Her heart warmed and she giggled at a typical clueless male with his almost bashful response. 

But the message had been delivered, and desire swept through her again with such sudden urgency that she dashed off her reply and hit send before she could give it a second thought…

“Yes, yes yes! You caused all that.

Along with that darn thunderstorm…and that slave scene you told me about, the one at your lake house that’s been going through my head like a broken record.

I’ll be waiting.”


Chapter One

Life was chaos all around her on the eve of France, her head spinning with random thoughts. The trip was an imminent reality and there was much to be done before she left, a thousand details that required her attention. Though it had taken a year’s worth of planning and a lot of hard-earned cash, Jeni had little time to think about embarking for this foreign land miles from home. Though hugely important to her – she’d seen it as a pivotal piece in the journey to the next phase of life – when asked if she was excited about France, a question that came at her from all directions, she couldn’t exactly say she was. She hadn’t the time to get excited, and almost to the day she left, the fact that she was actually going to France still seemed like a fantastical dream. 

Plans for a few days off from work before the trip failed to materialize. Even the day before she left, there was a project at work to complete and progress was painfully slow. None of this was a surprise. Life routinely gets in the way of best laid plans. And yet, for all the activity, all the details to attend to and the lists of items not to forget, what was responsible for her current turmoil really wasn’t her job or the packing or the butterflies in her belly on the eve of her first Transatlantic flight. 

On this occasion, instead of revolving around the logical suspects, chaos revolved around a man. 

Absurd, huh? After twenty years with one faithful man and giving up men for one long year of loss, the idea that a man would rock her world on the 10th of May, when the first knighthawk925 email landed in her Outlook, was absurd. What the hell was she supposed to do with the eager attentions of an on-line suitor? Especially now, when starting a relationship should have been the last thought in her mind. And yet, once the conversation began, the emails between Jeni and Jack Hawking continued at a brisk pace and soon every minute, every thought in her mind seemed to be taken up by this phantom behind the email address. Was it the easy conversation? Or the face staring back from his obscure photo? Or the fact they shared a common interest in kink? 

Absurd, yes. The whole idea of him was absurd, but the most fantastically amazing distraction she’d had after a long list of distractions that had kept her slightly unfocused over the previous year. Hard to believe that someone she’d never laid eyes on could take hold of her attention in such a commanding and thorough way. When chaos suddenly became a beautiful place to be in those hectic days, she could do nothing but smile when the thought of him took control. She’d retreat to her bedroom, finding herself wet with arousal from the moment she touched the sensitive place between her thighs to minutes down the road when an explosive orgasm caused her back to arch and her body to convulse with spasms. Juices flooded over her hand, as Jeni imagined Jack’s hands on her, his lips on her, his cock inside her cunt, her mouth wide open – he could penetrate that, too. 

Their early conversations were innocent enough. With a few short emails they got through the basics: work, family, their goals and aspirations, where their lives stood now. Then the correspondence changed, delving into the kinky subjects of her blog, where the dynamic between them began to shift. 

As the questions from Jack became more blunt, more personal and probing she couldn’t help but feel her lusty libido come back to life. Once that familiar spark of desire arose, it wasn’t long before a brush fire seemed to burn within. What had begun as an innocent back and forth became something much bigger than informative small talk. 

Jeni had forgotten what it felt like to be so passionately aroused. But just the thought of Jack was all over her now, feeding her psyche with thoughts and feelings she’d shunned so long that it was an unexpected thrill to be feeling them again. Her libido broke wide open. Random trips to the bedroom became more frequent, so was rubbing her crotch against the seat of her desk chair, the kitchen chair, her bathroom counter. Sexy, nasty, kinky thoughts rose up unbidden as she tapped a fresh spring of erotic thought inside her slutty psyche – just when she thought the spring had run dry. Jack was there in the middle of it all. Still a phantom, still a dream, still a fantasy – but she could almost feel his flesh, taste his pheromones, smell his scent. A fantasy – really? Not this time. There was flesh and blood on the other side of the emails, a man, not a phantom at the end of her lusty dreams. 

For a woman often defined by her sexual obsessions, she was shaken, taken off guard and completely flustered by this budding relationship – did she dare call it a relationship? This wasn’t supposed to happen, not yet. It was too soon to be entertaining thoughts of a new man in her life – wasn’t it?

For two decades and a year her heart had belonged to another man; he was all she knew about men. Suddenly thrust back into the world of men and sex, and dating – god forbid dating! – she felt like a fish floundering out of water in the unfamiliar territory of men. The thought of being ‘courted’ was entirely new. She’d blindly fallen into her last relationship and never emerged – not until that relationship had been taken away. 

Now this new man was under her skin before she knew what was happening, causing her heart to beat and her crotch to warm with very little effort. He was a Dom, she a sub. In the BDSM world they were a matched set. Responding to a dynamic natural to her personality, her sub-self began to arise as his dominant one emerged. It was so effortless, a bit of a game, she supposed. Nothing particularly serious, she thought, but certainly fun to play. 

“You said, you wanted to read my naughty stories? I have so many, making me wonder what you’d like most.”

His reply went straight to the point. 

“I like good head, a good tight anal, heaven. I wrote some stories with a previous gf, very immature, but a lot of fun. So you write about your fantasies?” 

She had to smile. Wasn’t it just like a guy to keep it to the basics – cocks and ass. “Yes, they’re my fantasies. I wouldn’t know what else to write about. Of course, fantasy is not reality…I learned that early on. My subs are naughty, do stupid things, love/hate getting punished and create lots of drama, which makes good fiction. Let’s not forget the wide variety of sexual options. But that’s just fantasy. In real life, you’ll find I’m a mature and well balanced woman who hates drama and who just happens to like kinky fun in the bedroom.” 

When he wrote back a day later, he’d moved on to other questions. “I’ve been wondering, you have any tattoos or piercings? Just curious. Been thinking about my cottage on the lake – very private. I need to be walking in the woods, by the water, smelling the fresh air.”

“Hi! No tattoos but currently one piercing – which I plan to keep.” Answering that question created a little flutter in her tummy. And just as he’d done in his email, Jeni quickly moved on to other matters. “I love walking in woods, too, and I could sit by the water all day. You asked what other things I do. Read, garden. I love movies and theatre, traveling. I’ve not traveled much in recent years, although I am taking off for a two week vacation in a couple weeks.” 

“I read Story of O a long time ago,” he began his next email. “About O’s piercing through her lower lip. So, where’s yours? Come on, fess up.”

Now that’s getting personal, she thought, although a flutter of excitement lit up her libido just thinking of his question. “I didn’t remember that O’s was on the lip…I was thinking it was through the hood of her clit, which is where mine is. So, tell me about your cottage.” 

“I’m sure you’re right about ‘O’,” he answered. “It was a long time ago that I read that book, so I’m stretching my memory here. Your piercing sounds delicious. What’s it look like? Bar? Ring? I like the idea of a single piercing, any more than that is too much for me. 

My cottage is a work in progress. It began with just the small log shed you see in the picture, no plumbing, no electric. Pretty primitive. About twelve years ago, I started adding on, and the new section is almost complete. I have running water, electric, basement, a hardwood floor last year. Beautiful. A few years back, I built a separate laboratory and dorm for students when they’re working on the property. Keeps them out of my hair.

So you mentioned that you’ve been into public play, tell me about it.” 

His cottage was taking shape in her mind, all in a beautiful way. Cabins in the woods brought back fond memories from her childhood. Times when she was free, far from the hot sidewalks of Southern California suburbia. Cloaked in their woodsy surroundings, they represented little havens away from the isolation she felt at home. She rested well amidst the trees, and often dreamed of staring up at a sky full of stars. A man with a cottage on a lake – in her mind it said a lot about his character and what he valued. That he was a botanist said a lot, too. 

With the mention of public play, Jeni’s mind danced around the possible confessions, wondering which of the many events Jack might like most. There was a lot to confess about her kinky past. Thank goodness they weren’t face to face so he could see her blush as the memories came flooding into her mind. Amidst all the many scenes, however, one particular one stood out from all the rest. A day to remember unlike any other sexual experience she’d had – or would have for that matter. The scene had taken her deeply into submission, to places she’d never been before in her kink life. After it was over, in a therapeutic explosion of feeling and experience, she’d written about it, creating a factual account of the scene as she tried to sort out all that had taken place on that exhilarating day. The lust, emotion and profound state of surrender had been a special kind of magic. But did she dare send him that story? Reveal that she’d been auctioned before a kink crowd of twenty-five, during which she was hooded, stripped, intimately inspected and finally sold to one of the attending masters. Was it too soon for that kind of revelation?

Funny how it was easy to spit out the truth in an email, reveal with a few keystrokes private matters she would never have confessed if she were face to face. Jeni wondered if she should be more careful with her confessions – after all, they had not met and she had no idea who he really was. Revealing such deeply private matters could be a dangerous venture for a single woman in the lifestyle. But she hadn’t felt even the smallest reservation about this man, never compromised nor disrespected; his genuineness pulled her forward, while her arousal and surrendering spirit happily followed along. Of course, there was always the possibility that she was blinded by lust, and was foolish to assume that he was telling the truth.

Replying to his question on public play, she kept it simple without supplying much in personal detail. “Kink parties…I’ve been involved with the usual stuff. Been bound to a cross and tied to a spanking bench. There have been whips, spanking, clothespins, floggers, nothing terribly exotic, but it’s been a lot of fun. I’ve had some spectacular times, though some have been less than stellar.” With the thought of that ‘one particular’ scene still flashing through her mind, she went on to add, “If you want, I can send you a short story of a real time scene I had years ago at a Bondage B&B – certainly the most outrageous public experience I’ve had. The B&B went out of business a few years later, but at the time, the place was perfect for playing out my fantasy. The master of the house pulled off quite a show and I was in the midst of it all…talk about subspace. The high lasted for days.” 

With his Yes, I’d love to see the story about the B&B coming in his next email, she dashed off her Auction tale – with a bit of trepidation. The scene was edgy, for some a little out-of-bounds, but she figured that any creditable lifestyle Dom would find it hot.

Two days later, his response to the story arrived. 

“Just read ‘The Auction’. Whew! The first time I read it, I thought great story.  The second reading I realized you had this experience. Saw it in a whole different light when I realized that, damn, that was you! Your imagination put me right there. I read it just before going to bed, and dreamt all night of you standing there for sale to the highest bidder. Yes, I had a good night. I wish I could have been there. Sometime I’d like to talk to you about what you were feeling, but later.

Attached is a picture of the cottage.”

Dreamt all night of you standing there for sale to the highest bidder…he’d dreamt all night of her. Had anyone ever dreamt of her before? After a long time languishing in the comfort of an easy relationship, it was exciting to realize that she had that kind of power with men. Yes I had a good night. She could imagine his hand at his crotch, taking care of a man’s business. Wish I could have been there. And she would have liked that too – although the auction was just a memory now, a good one, but a piece of her past, from another lifetime.

About his comments on the auction, she didn’t know what to say. It was much easier to talk about his cottage…

“I am so impressed! The fact that you’re building it yourself…I love handmade things. It’s just beautiful.” 

His reply to her praise of his handiwork only titillated her more.


“The interior of the new section has exposed beams. Great for bondage. I screwed rings to the floor when needed for play. The nearest neighbor is about a mile away. It’s a great place to walk a naked sub on a leash (smile). Ah, yes, but back to reality.” 

She could see the gears in his mind working as hard at their mutual fantasy as hers were. 

“Oh my, now you’ve done it! The mention of those bondage beams and naked walks in the woods!” She could feel her body respond just thinking of the possibilities. “You’d be impressed by the number of erotic scenes I’ve written about being tied to a tree, taken over a tree stump…etc etc. whew…” a shiver of lust raced right down her spine, “Boy, did the dynamic just change here!” Her body was on fire, overwhelmed with physical desire. But she was going too far, too fast, assuming too much from an on-line dalliance? Maybe so, but she wasn’t about to quit. This was just too much fun.

“The beams turn you on, huh? When I was building the add-on a local farmer gave me a three foot piece of tree branch he used to harness a horse to a plow. It looks like a suspension bar. I made a hanging lamp out of it. My friends jokingly call it my bondage lamp, if they only knew.

So where are you going on vacation?”

“France. I’m going to France,” she wrote, wondering why admitting this seemed more personal to her than the intimate details of her kink life she was so quick to share. “However, I hardly believe it’s actually happening.” The trip was nearly upon her, but France was still far from her thoughts. In fact, this on-line conversation played a far bigger role in her daily life than imagining herself in Paris. 

“Suspension bars and bondage lamps…now you do have me going…wink.” She couldn’t remember when she’d teased a man like this. “Makes me think of floggings and whippings and all the things that could be done suspended from those bondage beams. I can already feel the whip…oh my, did I just say that?”

“France. Really? That’s a great place for sex, kinky romance, whatever you’re looking for. Bet you’ll have a lot of fun. So, you want to be whipped? (smiling)” 

It had been a long while since she’d felt a whip dance across her shoulders and down her back – the bite, the sting, the anxious moments waiting for the next nasty cut. She was ready now. 

“Well…” she started evasively. Thank goodness he wasn’t there to see the red blush on her cheeks. “You might appreciate this…I wrote it a few weeks ago.” She gave him the blog link where this recent posting appeared. 

BLOG POST: The remembrance begins late in the evening when the toys come out to play. In his hand they are magic, taking me to places unknown. He orders me to raise my hands and grab the door jamb; he wants my back, a canvas for his playthings, in particular the whip. This nasty number was expertly crafted by a friend in the scene, hand-braided leather with two long strands of cowhide anchored at the end. I recall its maker demonstrating the implement of torture on his sub, and how one biting cut of the thing left two long streaks on her pretty white shoulder. The marks were side by side, so close they blended into a single wicked welt. Although she barely made a sound, I heard the pain screaming from her body and my entire insides reacted with arousal. What if it left a welt like that on me?

That night he started lightly, warming up. He never followed any routine – not in the bedroom, and certainly not late at night when the dark gremlins from the day emerge from hiding and demand to be appeased. 

Light was fun. Light was easy and sensuous, but hardly what either of us craved, and not what either of us needed. He picked up speed when he felt my energy start to climb, and I could only wonder how hard he’d hit tonight. Into what demon realms would he take us?  I was smiling inside all the way down that rocky road to pleasure. 

My crotch was wet. My breath shallow. The pheromones in the room signaled our mutual lust. Subspace didn’t take long, the point when pain turned into something quite different from pain. When the altered states began, the spasms burst through my body and the cumming began. Later, because I simply couldn’t remain on my feet, I sat on my ass before him on the bed, and rocked my naked crotch against the sheets as he delivered me into my happy world of surrender.

The whip came down hard against my back, on my right shoulder and then the left. I came in one long continuous flight of body nirvana. I quit my brain, forgot to think and rode the feeling for as long as he dared to love me with such intimate fierceness. Any moment, I knew that he would throw the whip aside, gather me into his arms and take me, stuffing his prick in my cumming pussy. Any minute. Any minute…

Until then, I’d be there waiting, as the whip struck and the pain moved through me, cumming happily in my prison of love. END

The auction story, now this – What was she thinking? She hardly knew the man, and her intimate revelations just kept working their way into her emails. Never had Jeni allowed herself to share personal experiences with fans of her blog – not in such a candid manner or in such depth. That had been forbidden territory, and for good reason – she didn’t want trouble and she already had a man – until she didn’t anymore.

But her world was different now. She didn’t have another man to think about. She had no rules, no restraints in her reborn life. To the insistent probing from Jack, she opened herself like a book, allowing him to read from the pages of her darkest self. Did she really want this unknown man to know her this intimately?

Some days, she looked at herself from a distance wondering…was she so needy now that she would throw herself at a man so easily? However, by the time she took that question seriously, she was already too far inside the restless tide, being carried away into something that had a ring of inevitability about it. Other Doms had approached her and she’d found them easy to dismiss. Jack was different. There was a substance to him, and a self-assurance, that had caught her in its snare. She couldn’t let go.

With her dormant sexuality awakened, grief had taken a back seat. She fell in love with the physical arousal, with the thrill of her body and a fresh new fantasy – which wasn’t a fantasy at all, was it?

Why not ride it out? See where it took her. A harmless diversion, right? For the first time in years she was single and free to do whatever she chose. In all likelihood, the trip to France would end the whole affair before they ever met. She would have had the first flirtation of her new life and be ready for the next. Not a bad idea. But a brief on-line affair wasn’t what she hoped for. When she thought about this man something in her stirred much deeper than casual, much more important than flirtation. 

It was just days before the trip when this email arrived in response to her ‘whipping scene’. 

“I remember the first time I whipped a woman, I was in my mid 20s and not very bright. We went to a party, she got drunk and made an ass of herself with my friends. When we got back to the apt, I smacked her on the butt a couple times and she just chuckled. Pissed me off that she didn’t take me seriously, so I pulled down her jeans and panties and forced her over my knees. I started spanking her with my bare hand, and when that began to hurt, I pulled my leather belt from my jeans, doubled it in my fist and started smacking her hard. Felt damn good as mad as I was. When her ass turned red I began to smile. I liked the way it felt. The leather belt became a regular part of our sex life. I don’t know how she felt about it, but she never made a sound when I used the thing, and she never objected. I hung it in her closet and made her fetch the thing when I wanted the feel of it in my hand, and the sight of her red ass.”

Leather belt! His first kink experience was punishing his girlfriend, reddening her naughty ass with his leather belt! Jeni’s eyes did a double-take as she read the email again, and then again. What the fuck…? 

 Did he actually write leather belt? She checked his words again a dozen times while her heart skipped beats and her libido kicked into high gear once again – like ‘zero to sixty in three seconds’ high gear. Could he have said anything more stimulating to her erotic mind? Could he have picked a more electrifying image? Had he read her thoughts, peered into her past, had some intuitive flash of inspiration? 

How in the hell could he have known?

A happy accident? A quirk of fate? Some angelic being whispering in his ear?

Of course, he couldn’t have known. How would he? 

All this easy conversation about a lake cottage and sexual fantasies, exposed beams and suspension bars, naked walks through the trees and where’s the piercing? Fess up? All of it fueled a growing fire. But nothing hit her like this email did. 

Out of the wild blue heaven of sexual desires, he hit on the one image that had more power to provoke her lust than any other in an enormous file cabinet of deviant fantasy she’d compiled over many years. From out of her first erotic thoughts, this singular image always appeared front and center, and she was taken back to that time…the fantasy simple, of a dominant, masterful man, holding a leather belt in his fist. She even heard the voice behind it whispering orders in her ear, demanding her obedience. His was a straight-forward, no-nonsense kind of discipline enforced by the threat of that long length of leather. The sharp sting of that fantasy belt had been a powerful aphrodisiac all her life, turning meandering erotic thoughts into explosive masturbations once that image appeared.

That image alone. That terrifying length of leather doubled in a man’s firm grip. She’d be flying to ecstasy at the thought of her ass beaten red in atonement for her bad behavior. In her inner life, she was always naughty and in need of punishment, lusting for the pain it produced and the authoritarian force behind it. The story of his first kink encounter hit her leather belt obsession head on. Almost sounded like a plot device for an erotic novel. But no, this was real time; his past colliding with her most powerful fantasy. Suddenly, that leather belt fantasy didn’t feel like a fantasy anymore.

That image staring out at her from an otherwise innocuous email sent an erotic shockwave through her that verged on orgasmic. How was this even possible? Without a lick of warning the game had changed; this phantom on the other side of her emails had unknowingly marched into her sacred territory and staked his claim.

Their on-line conversations continued for the next several days, kicking up so much sexual heat that she thought she’d explode from the power of her lust. By the time the storm hit and her muse kicked in and she sent her “Yes, yes, yes,” in answer to Jack’s, Did I cause all that? she was ready to take the next step. Had this masterful man been plotting this seduction all along, leading her every step of the way? That was too absurd to believe possible.

But she’d once lived in a world of impossible dreams come true, could this be another one? Was he the dominant man with the leather belt? The dominant master who haunted her dreams?

***


A week before she was to leave on her trip, the phone calls began. The prospect of talking on the phone to Jack ushered in a whole new level of excitement. Unfortunately, the phone was not Jack’s best means of communication, and sometimes the conversation lagged for lack of subject matter they could comfortably discuss. The explicit sex they spoke of in their emails was not easy to discuss on the phone. She could forgive him for that. This wasn’t easy for her either. 

Regardless, she liked hearing the sound of his voice, and what he did say confirmed the sort of man he was. He was mature, kind and easygoing, revealing in their short conversations the dominant character of his personality in a direct and forthright style that made her smile, even if it didn’t set off the fireworks she hoped for. His steamy emails were enough to keep her aroused, but she was left with numerous questions…was their on-line affair just a sexy turn-on in his busy life or was he actually serious about taking their relationship into real life? With so much about him still a mystery, she had reason to wonder if they could make a suitable D/s match. 

Jack’s last call before Jeni left for her trip took her completely by surprise, coming at eleven o’clock in the morning. He’d never called at that hour – but then, he would have read her “Yes, yes yes,” that morning, so perhaps it wasn’t any surprise that there was something different in his voice, something deeper, a stronger vibrato, an authority that tickled her at the back of the neck and raced right down her spine, where the pleasant feeling settled in her crotch. He sounded more like the man in his steamy emails, but it was so much more than that. 

“What’s your bra size?” he asked.

Bra size, really? She bit her lip like a bashful kid with a secret, and answered, “34C.”

“Panty size?” came next, to which she ran into the bedroom and rifled through her closest, rattling off sizes as the questions continued. 

“And how do you feel about sucking cock?”

Oh my! At this point, she fell to the bed feeling the frenzied passion behind the conversation rattle her so much she felt too weak to stand. Meanwhile, there was a hot pink blush broadening on her cheeks – though Jack wouldn’t know that nor that her body seemed to beam with a lust as big as her giggling grin. “Of course, I’d suck your cock, Sir.” The sir was new, but not contrived, coming out as naturally as if she’d been saying it for years. Her head space had shifted into a submissive place, matching the masterful gravity in the tone of his voice.

“How about swallowing cum?”

“Sure, why not.”

“And licking ass?”

She hesitated a moment, then answered, “I suppose I’d do that too.”

“And sitting naked and collared at my feet, your master’s feet?” He called himself her Master – how bold was that?

So blunt. So uninhibited. So very different from their previous conversations. She’d been wary at the start, though her body was on fire from the instant the hot exchange began. Direct, demanding, interrogating, he was totally in command. He’d become the master, responding to her wilting surrender. She was his then, His. No longer was theirs a theoretical discussion of what might happen if they got together, but what would happen when they did.

“I want you to find some short lengths of string or yarn and tie little bows around each nipple. You’ll wear them tucked inside your bra all day.” 

He rattled off his wishes as an order to which she felt obliged to obediently answer, “Yes, Sir.” 

He’d assumed the role of Master and she the role of slave – to which she was still, at least mildly, repulsed. Wherever did he ever get this idea? These little nipple ties. So odd and strange and terribly sweet, all at the same time. Again she giggled inwardly, again she felt the sweep of desire as another intensely, physical wave. Clutching the phone in her left hand, she lay on her bed, tummy down, crotch grinding against the sheets, body melting into a puddle of submissive yearning. She felt his heat on the back of her neck, on her hot blushing cheeks and her tingling ass – as if he’d already given her a first smack on her bare skin. She could have fucked him through the phone if that were possible. 

Throw away the fantasy. This was real!

A flesh and blood man. A huge demanding, unshakable force, climbed into her world that morning and took control, as if he had a right. As if he owned her. As if she’d already said yes to what should have been lengthy and deliberate D/s negotiations. He assumed, he didn’t ask. He assumed she wouldn’t balk. He counted on her obedience, and she didn’t deny him. He’d won her outright, and to his authoritative tone she surrendered without a moment’s hesitation.

Her mind spun like a dervish – thinking, listening, absorbing the message, realizing, even then, how he had taken charge of her and she made no effort to stop him. She didn’t want him to stop. She wanted that voice in her head to go on forever. She wanted his human voice, the deep bravado, the authority and quality of strength it conveyed. For the first time in forever, the old haunting masculine voice that had been with her all her life had been silenced, replaced by something real. The man with the leather belt was no phantom, no crazy piece of magic but a real man. 

When the call finally ended, she lay on her bed for a long while, trying to figure out who he was that he could invade her space from miles away and have her captured. Who was this man? Good lord, she hadn’t even met him and she was ready to give herself to him, body and soul! 

Stunned. Giddy. Exhilarated by this sudden, bold advance, she shook her head in wonder. Who the hell was he?


Chapter Two

Rouen, France

“I awoke this morning with my manhood standing stiff at attention. I thought of you taking it in your hands. As your face gets closer, I can feel your warm breath against it. You give the head a loving kiss and then slowly suck the shaft into your mouth. As my cock disappears I feel nirvana begin to well up inside of me. It begins to throb as you work the shaft, as your hot lips take it deep into your mouth until there is nothing visible remaining. You suck long and hard, drawing it out and then swallowing it whole again. As I look down, I’m mesmerized by the action and I finally explode, filling your mouth with warm cum.

Do you like your mouth filled with cock and cum? Do you like the taste of cum? Do you swallow? If you don’t you will learn. 

By the way, I just reread Spontaneous Combustion. Damn, that’s hot! I do like how it ends with you naked, collared and sitting at my feet. I imagine you sucking my balls. In fact, I’ve been thinking about that scene all day. It’s been a long time for me.

Have a good trip.

P.S. Picture of my toys attached”

“You sure do know how to wake up a woman! Funny you should ask…oral has never been my passion. Although over the last few years, I grew to enjoy it very much, giving and receiving. And yes, I DO swallow, what’s the point of not? I found that taste often changes during the day…something about cum after midnight…it always tasted sweeter. Weird, huh?  I love to play with a man’s balls, too – you should be happy about that – my taking them into my mouth and sucking ever so gently. Hummm…thinking of that now. I do have a strong gag reflex, but otherwise, I think I can be pretty good at oral, though you would be the judge of that.  It’s an intimate act for me that I enjoy only with someone I care about. But then, I suppose that’s true of sex in general.

I plan on having a great trip – Just arrived in France…can you imagine that? I’m really here.”

***

Jeni stepped onto the streets of Rouen, a city just NW of Paris, and suddenly time warped around her, throwing her centuries into the past when Old Rouen was a jumbled mix of half-timbered houses with high peaked roofs, all smashed together, all looking a little odd and disjointed, but perfectly mesmerizing with their dark wooden beams and the white plaster in between. Gothic. Worn. Spruced up to look pretty for the 21st century. But too ruggedly Medieval to be considered sweet or quaint. The world of Rouen was a step away from reality, seeming oddly out of kilter, teetering precariously between two worlds, between its past and the current incarnation – not unlike Jeni’s first day in France… 

Her morning began with her arrival, a whirlwind of conflicting sensations and images. Little snapshots of this new reality bombarded her brain, hopefully recorded somewhere in the back of her mind to be remembered later. The chaos of Charles de Gaulle airport quickly morphed into a brisk bus ride into Paris, where her first taste of France was the elaborate graffiti spray painted on concrete walls along the highway, jumbled together amid an unruly cityscape as disordered and tattered at the edges as any big city she knew at home. Certainly not the pretty pictures of travelogues and the tour brochures. But this was the landscape of France, too. And Paris – By the time they finally reached the famed city, Jeni was too dazed from jetlag for much conscious thought at all. As the airport shuttle wound its way through Paris streets toward the boutique hotel where the tour gathered, there was only one thing she cared to see, one thing that might focus her scattered thoughts. 

Suddenly, there it was. In the distance. The Eiffel Tower, just the top of the spire arising from amid the trees and the 19th century buildings. The sight of it thrilled her and settled her at the same time.

After a quick lunch in the hotel, they were off again, traveling into the sunny countryside for a far different experience of France. Following the hectic morning, Jeni welcomed the peaceful green and the clear blue sky – so reminiscent of home that she could imagine herself just miles from her house – at least until they came upon a village, where houses built of stucco, brick and stone, with pitched roofs and blue shutters faded from the sun reminded her that she was far from home. As her eyes settled into the peaceful scenes she began to feel the ancient world beneath the modern one calling to her. Her body vibrated in reply. 

But then, the world suddenly changed again the moment she landed in Rouen, as if she’d stepped onto another planet. As if she’d been swept into a picture postcard, everything stood out in high relief. The streets were narrow. The pavement rough, grey cobblestone. The half-timbered buildings housed tiny shops selling Old World curios. Next to them, modern buildings displayed the finest of French fashion for hefty prices. Patisseries along the street sold baguettes and croissants; small markets and bistros offered cheeses, cured meats, crepes and twenty-five flavors of gelato. In the open-air market farmers sold their fresh produce and colorful bouquets of flowers. Merchants from the local area displayed antiques, clothes, pottery and fine fabrics. 

People traveled on foot, on bikes and small scooters. Tourists. Locals. Merchants. Some moved with purpose, others merely strolled. An occasional car wound its way through the street forcing pedestrians to move aside. By late afternoon, Jeni’s overworked senses had a tough time keeping up with what she saw; so that much of what she experienced disappeared into a mélange of sights she’d have trouble remembering the next day. 

In the midst of it all, a massive Gothic cathedral, sprawled out for blocks at the center of the old city, seeming to loom above the streets of Rouen in solemn silence, peering down in judgment at the mishmash of cultures that walk beneath it. She stood beneath the imposing edifice gazing upward to the tops of the tall spires, and grew dizzy from the effort. If only she had the time to sit in the lovely garden at the base of the cathedral and allow herself to fully appreciate this alarming monument to God. Monet painted that edifice 54 times, all from the same perspective, all with the idea of capturing the shadows as they moved with the angle of the sun and the change of seasons. The world isn’t patient like that anymore. Everyone is too busy going elsewhere to sit unwearied by the effort in order to notice the subtle shifts and changes in the cathedral’s façade as the day advances. 

If only there were time for that… 

But there wasn’t time on this busy tour to savor such a simple thing as a shift in light on that ancient church. 

She would be content to savor what lingered with her. The hushed sexy blur of the language roused her. So did the mood of the crowd, the way young men gawked from store fronts with hooded eyes and sly smirks, and young women wearing sheer white blouses with sexy black bras beneath displayed their uncomplicated sensuality, but not to flaunt it. Their sensuous stylishness was as much a part of them as their easy laughter and alluring smiles. 

The romance of France had certainly captured her attention, and she briefly allowed herself a moment to consider the possibilities. 

It took little time for her to dispense with French men. This was as it should be, she thought. She had men enough in her life for now – two in fact: the one that haunted her from the past, and the one who continued to leave sexually graphic emails in her inbox, like the one she received that morning. He’d sent pictures of his sex toys – the whip, the flogger, the nipple clamps. Her response had been swift, fierce and intensely physical, adding to the overwhelming sexual ache she already felt. She could have stopped the emails and put Jack aside for the trip. But that was impossible to do. He’d been in her life a meager twenty days and there was no way to unilaterally remove him – certainly not when his messages fed her imagination with the kink she craved. 

She felt suspended between two worlds, between France and Jack. Both great unknowns. Although he might have reminded her of home, much of him remained as foreign to her as cobblestone streets and a centuries’ old cathedral. His influence doggedly pursued her, an unrelenting and determined presence she could not ignore – not that she would have wanted to if she could.

No need to think about other men. She had enough stimulation in that part of her life. On the other hand, French women? They were an entirely different matter. 

For dinner the first night in Rouen, the tour took them to a small bistro along one of the long blocks of half-timbered buildings. Tables were cramped together. Conversation in French and English was brisk. And the aromas in the small restaurant were sinfully delicious. Jeni sipped her wine, feeling a pleasant buzz, and let her mind drift. She must have looked like a dazed child gazing around in such awe with very little to say. 

Then something caught her eye. Across the table, beyond the couple from Arizona who were chattering away with the woman next to Jeni, she spotted a young woman with white blonde hair and a pretty face, speaking in an easy going cadence to an equally lovely brunette sitting opposite. A massive timber supporting the old building prevented her from getting a good look at the brunette. But the blonde was so striking that Jeni was unable to look elsewhere, and for nearly a minute, she stared at the girl’s full, sensuous lips, wondering what it would be like to kiss them. A flutter of arousal rose up from deep within as the fantasy took hold, and she wriggled her crotch discreetly against the wooden chair beneath her. She smiled privately, daydreaming about short skirts, no panties, and grinding her naked pussy against that firm, smooth seat. 

The blonde’s eyes sparked with sensuality, sultry and dark one moment, bright and compassionate the next. Flawless complexion, short sexy hair, voluptuous breasts. Jeni couldn’t recall when she’d seen a more perfect creature, or one more desirable. Love at first sight? If not love, certainly undisguised lust.

And how crazy was that? She was in the midst of a crazy affair with a Dominant male, and now this! Oddly enough, it made perfect sense in Jeni’s world, where men and women could be fantasy lovers, that all she could think about as she sipped her wine and ate the tiny cheese tart in front of her was her hands combing the girl’s soft flesh. She wanted to be in bed with her, under the sheets and between her legs, the taste of pussy in her mouth as she sucked on the girl’s swollen clit. The thought was enough to make her pussy spasm. While her dinner companions remarked about the food, her mind was between the blonde’s breasts, pressing her lips against her creamy skin, tasting the perspiration and drinking in her scent. Jeni’s warm liquid pussy continued to move erotically, discreetly, against the seat of her chair. Within her tiny space in that French bistro, she was in an erotic world all her own.

In the morning, Jeni sat in the hotel dining room eating her Camembert, croissant and jam, as she gazed into a shop window across the street. She smirked to herself, seeing the transparent black bra and panty set clothing an elegantly posed mannequin. Her body heat picked up where it had left off the night before. She checked her watch. Nine thirty. The tour didn’t meet again until eleven, which left her time to snap a picture of the sexy shop window to send to Jack. 

She left the hotel minutes later with her phone in hand. However, by the time Jeni was on the street headed for the boutique, with the urgency of sexual desire propelling her forward, she forgot about taking pictures. She stepped into the shop instead and gazed around. A full scale assault on her senses immediately transported her into a distinctly feminine world. The scents were spicy and sweet. The color palate like peaches and cream. The air glittered softly around her, while the haunting sound of a female singer and an erotic melody played in the background, drawing the mesmerized Jeni deeper inside. 

She was in the domain of women, a place uniquely familiar, although this French version of a woman’s boutique had its own peculiar appeal. She passed a cabinet of shimmering jewelry, hair clips and tubes of lipstick, then spent some time gazing at bottles of gleaming nail lacquer inside a round display case. There were clothes, racks of them, artfully arranged throughout the shop. None were squashed together, and there were no brightly colored sale tags. Designer clothes. Delicate lingerie. Silk. Satin. Linen. Lace. Fabrics in gold, silver, white, black, vibrant hues and soft pastels. 

Women came here to look sexy, to become desirable, to plan seductions, private late night rendezvous with handsome lovers and bisexual females. They came to transform themselves – although for a French woman transformation was no more than an extension of what is natural to her heritage. Jeni thought of it as a peculiar gene for glamour and beguiling bestowed on them at birth and nurtured by a society unashamed of sexuality. This magical property must have had its origin centuries ago, and has now so infused the culture that it permeates the air, the water, the landscape, the food and the physical essence of the people that fall under its spell. It was an atmosphere laden with sexual mystery that Jeni felt the moment she stepped in the door. Not unlike the mystery she found around every corner, in every shop and bistro and along the streets of Rouen.

Thoughts of Jack and kink and the erotic romance of France already had her hot with lust.  And now this place… 

She moved quietly through the boutique, stopping to finger the delicate lace edging on a cream colored chemise. She marveled at the feel of a butter soft cotton t-shirt; and visibly shivered as she touched silk panties like the ones in the window. If only she had the means to purchase all these pretty things. But at 35 euro – for just a pair of panties, she decided to love them all, but enjoy without having to possess them. 

Never had she lived through her senses as she did now, where the experience of the thing, the touch, the taste, the sound, the feel was more important than the desire to buy. She loved this altered state, though she struggled to know how she could possibly become more aroused, feel more erotic than she felt now, and still take in more.

She circled a display of blouses, then stopped abruptly, noting a small tickle of excitement at the back of her neck. She turned around and stood stock still. Something unexpected awaited – and that flash of intuition almost made her weak. She soon knew its source. Emerging through silky drapery at the rear of the boutique was the girl with the white blonde hair from the night before. Jeni stepped back, an involuntary response, as if from ten feet away the girl had the power to knock her down. She caught herself, and had the presence of mind to close her gaping mouth. The sudden shudder of desire hit hard against her fear of being found guilty of undisguised adoration. Of course, she wasn’t stalking this lovely creature – but she had to reign in her desire before it became conspicuous.

Of all the places and designer boutiques in Rouen, all the sexy blondes in this city of beautiful blondes, that Jeni would stumble on this particular woman in the shop across from her hotel seemed strangely eerie. Small coincidences were not uncommon in her world. It wouldn’t be the first time her fantasies materialized in real life. Was it happening again? Had she drawn this woman to her? The idea was completely absurd. This was where the girl worked, she just happened to enter that boutique. A quirk of fate, nothing more.

When the blonde approached her smiling, Jeni’s heart leapt, and her body shivered deeply. Her nerves were already in tatters from anxiety and she wanted to flee out the door and into the street. And yet, there was something in the girl’s aura that gently closed in around her and held her there. 

“Puis-je vous aider?”

“Oui.” She struggled to recall the French translation, and when that failed her, she smiled self-consciously. “Excusez-moi, Je ne comprend pas. Anglais?

“Oui, Madame.”

“Ah, merci. I was looking at the mannequin in the window…?” she pointed toward the front of the shop. 

“Ah oui, the bra and panties,” the blonde said. She spoke in beautifully fluent English, and like the night before, falling naked into the girl’s embrace became a thought Jeni found difficult to ignore.

“The price, sil vous plait?” 

“Ah, I think it would be 75 euro, for them both. Would you like to try them on?”

She shook her head and smiled. “No, merci, I was just admiring…” 

“May I help with anything else?”

“No, mademoiselle, merci. I’ll just look around.”

“I am Justine if I can help,” the blonde girl said, smiling warmly, then she moved away. Infatuation, Jeni, that’s all this is. Don’t let it own you.

Jeni moved on browsing leisurely until she suddenly spotted Celia, a woman from the tour, on the opposite side of a rack of sheer black nightgowns. As their eyes met, the redheaded Celia smiled and brushed the hair from her face. The two shared the distinction of being the youngest members on the tour – women having just tiptoed into middle age, traveling alone. Celia was one of those immediately likeable women who seem unencumbered by fantasy and daydreams, unfazed by the new and unique. An easy manner. Uncomplicated style. All of which Jeni loved. But there was more, and that more was something distinctly sexual, which made Celia’s appearance in the boutique an interesting coincidence. She was older and more mature than Justine, exuding a depth of character, a life of love and loss – perhaps much like her own. And, remarkably, she fit the atmosphere of the boutique dressed in a filmy back sundress and turquoise jewelry. 

