
Jocelyn & Alexandra

by Lizbeth Dusseau

ISBN: 978-1-939916-25-9

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2013, All rights reserved


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.

