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The Introduction



​

-She Who looks outside, dreams. She who looks inside, awakes. -Carl Jung

Exploring your own psyche is the scariest journey you can undertake. It can take you places you didn’t think you’d enjoy, and when you get up to leave, your body won’t let you. Your feelings, your desires and yes, your heart, want you to stay, even though your mind, your reasoning and your pride, all want you to leave.

When you shed what you thought you were, and accept what you actually are, real growth can start.

Liz, Bill and Mandy are all about to embark on a such a trip, and they will all learn something about their own desires, their own character and their own place in the hierarchy that makes up their world. When you now join them you will get to learn their most intimate secrets, their best guarded feelings and what happens when their prejudices fall. Keep in mind that in love, no sacrifice is too great, no feeling too unsavoury and no pleasure out of reach!

Now clench your thighs, clear your mind and turn the page.






That’s a good girl!







Chapter 1 — The Routine



​

Liz poured herself a glass of red wine and slumped down in the couch. 2pm was not too early for a glass, was it? Bill had sent her a text saying that he would be a little late home from work, but that he would come with good news. She was curious about that. It had to be something out of the ordinary, he never said stuff like that. He just came home.

She glanced at the list of things she wanted to get done that day. It was just a post-it note she’d written as she ate breakfast, it was not exactly a detailed plan. She wasn’t great at penmanship or anything. The boring chores were covered, she always did those first. Sense of duty and all. Laundry, groceries and sorting the guest room. They had yet again let it become a storage closet.

-Why do we never have guests around, she asked herself.

Sorting it out hadn’t really taken that long, she was quite efficient with her time, and didn’t shy away from work, that was important. Work first, wine later. Sitting in the couch now, her mind wandered. Maybe the guest room could do double duty as an office for her? That would be nice, a place for just her. A place where she could truly shine. Getting her own stuff out of the way when they for once had guests wouldn’t be a problem. Surely that was better than just wasting it as a temporary storage space.

Anyway, she also wanted to fix up up her nails a little bit. That was also on the list. Slightly aspirational to think she’d have time for that, but they were so boring compared to the other women she met in the middle of the day that she at least wanted to try. When she ran her errands she always met these perfect 20 something year old’s in their booty scrunch yoga pants, carrying a protein shake, taking a selfie with their perfect hair and makeup. And perfect nails. Always perfect.

-Why am I never perfect, she thought.

She could do her nails now. There should be time. At least a couple of hours before she had to start dinner. Inspiration was however required. She flicked open her phone, found Instagram and searched for #prettynails. So many beautiful women with absolutely perfect nailbands, unblemished skin and insanely elegant fingers. Impractical yes. And tedious to maintain for sure, but oh so alluring. Deep reds, edgy points and proudly, elegantly, long and sleek! But was it really her? Could she pull it off?

-What will Bill think if I suddenly have nails like that, her inner monologue continued.

Her own rounded and matt blank nails were none of those things, but they were so practical and didn’t hurt Bill when she clung to him. Up in the bathroom with her wineglass, at the back of the lower cabinet she found the red nail polish she knew she had. Was it still good? It should be. She got to work. A gulp of wine for some courage. She would do just one nail to see what it looked like. She could always take it off if it didn’t work out. She got to work painting, putting as much effort into it as she ever had.

It didn’t work out.

The red was just as perfect as she had hoped. The coat was impeccable. There was nothing wrong with the polish, it was absolutely still good. She even commended her younger self for her good taste! The rest however, was disappointing. The fingers just seemed like they belonged to a granny who refused to accept her standing. A desperate attempt at clawing back her younger self.

-I can’t wear this.

She opened the cupboard next to the mirror, grabbed the nail polish remover at the front and got to work. Off with the red, a quick touch up with the file and on with the matt pearl. Dignified, classy and safe. Suitable for her age and position in life. The empty wine glass asked for a refill and she went downstairs to the kitchen to comply with the request. The todo list was done, Bill would be home in just over an hour and it was time to start making dinner.

…

Life wasn’t bad for Liz. She was married to William Mark Sade. She had not taken his name. In fact, they had agreed she should keep her full maiden name after marriage, Elisabeth Suber Slayton. Bill and her were a modern couple after all. Equals, both a team and independent individuals at the same time. She was a bit unhappy with having to explain why they had different last names though. It wasn’t exactly romantic and she always felt somewhat belittled by those she had to explain it to. Like they believed she hadn’t been good enough to be given his name.

After an unfortunate collapse of the company she developed her career in they had also agreed that she deserved to stay at home for a while. Bill made good money, she had her savings and inheritance and they hadn’t been blessed with kids yet. Not for lack of trying though. Consequently, she was in command of her own days. She took care of the house, their bills and their social life. She took some online courses to ensure that her intellect didn’t rot and she could afford the appropriate lingerie to keep the sex life ever so slightly unpredictable. It was actually a good life. Somewhat of a routine life for sure, but comfortable, secure and unobtrusive.

-But what can Bill’s news be? Her mind wandered as she cooked.

Promotion? Company getaway? A stock that had skyrocketed? It couldn’t be the last one. She knew enough about their finances to know that. She hadn’t heard anything about him being up for promotion and nothing else happened in their life so it had to be a company getaway? Maybe a cruise? Liz knew that was something the C level execs had done earlier. Before Bill was promoted. It had to be something like that. A small ship, the Caribbean and full length dresses every night. Dressing up in her finest lingerie, in the most exclusive dressing room. Putting on perfect makeup. Doing her hair. Pulling out her red soled heels. Putting on the most luxurious dress, asking Bill to zip it up. His fingers gracing her back as he did it. Kissing her neck. Feeling sexy all day, every day. Her on Bill’s arm at the center of a fancy cocktail party, them sharing a sun bed tanning by the pool, her taking her top off and…

…

The oven chime took her back to the kitchen. Her glass needed a refill and the dinner was just about done. Time to set the table.

As if they were telepathically connected Bill arrived just as the dinner was on the table. She heard him slam the door and dump his laptop bag by the door. Why couldn’t he just put it at its place straight away?

-Hey babe, what’s for dinner?

A fire lit up inside her. No “how are you” or “you made dinner, so nice”. How she hated to be taken for granted. When he came into the kitchen the sight of him was more fuel to the fire. He was too damn handsome! And his hands…

-Hey babe, I made your favourite, she replied.

They kissed, they always did, he washed his hands and they sat down to eat.

-So what’s the good news? She couldn’t wait to hear it. To start planning.

The fire had turned into excitement.

-I got an assistant, he said.

The excitement disappeared and the fire changed colour. She bit off a piece of steak and chewed vigorously.
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