
   [image: Cover: Flesh - erotic short story by Lea Lind]


   
      
         
            Lea Lind
   

            Flesh - erotic short story
   

         

          
   

         
            Lust
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Flesh - erotic short story

translated by
Sif Rose Thaysen 

original title
Kød
Copyright © 2018, 2019 Lea Lind and LUST

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726194234

             
   

            1. e-book edition, 2019

Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

         

         I don’t remember how it all started to shift with Mr. Suitor. Or when exactly we started to develop a more distinct taste. I mostly remember it in drops. A small remark here, followed by a bigger remark there. Piece by piece, a desire in our flesh was exposed, which neither of us had been even close to realizing for ourselves, but somehow it still sieved through from the very bones in both of us. For me, it was the craving to rule. For him, it was the need for submission.

         Looking back, I guess it’s actually obvious that the ruling-gene was always in me. That it wasn’t until Mr. Suitor, that dominance became a normal part of my sex life. It is perhaps because I – like so many others – have been socialized to be way too normal to acknowledge it. Because there is no doubt that my earliest memories of the world involve the need to be in charge – on a level that was way beyond normal.

         When I was a little, I controlled the teddies. My friends. The pets. Even the adults. It wasn’t in a cute and “Oh, look at that funny, little, headstrong girl ¬– she will go places” way. It was more on the unacceptable end of the scale, which we humans prefer to pretend doesn’t exist. When the ego shines through to such an extent that we don’t know what to say because we have been raised to ignore it. So, it turns into something like “Sorry she didn’t mean it” or “I don’t know what came over her”. But yeah, I actually did mean it. And what came over me was: I am a human, and my needs come before yours. Because that is how it really is. The ugly truth. When we peel away morality.

         It’s not that I am just a cold bitch. I know that if I want to be part of everyday-society I have to play by the nice rules. But when I fuck, I don’t have the patience for morals. Then I just want to satisfy my lust. That’s why it works with Mr. Suitor – now that we have allowed ourselves to be honest with one another.

         The first long stage of our relationship played out in a pretty standard way. He brought flowers and I thanked him politely. He kissed me softly and asked if I wanted to, then he got on top of me. But God, how bored I was. I loved him and I couldn’t be without him. But it just wasn’t enough. So, I started poking at him. Being ungrateful and commanding. He bowed down every time. Apologized even when there was nothing to apologize for. It spurred me on. And put a spark in his eyes. It was as if the more I rubbed his nose in the dirt, the more he begged me to continue.

         I scolded him and my clitoris swelled until it was huge, my panties got soaked with lust, and our sex lives became more and more fulfilling. Especially after I decided to punish him.
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