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My feet wide apart on the deep pile carpet, tightly bound with leather straps, my naked body bent like a rag doll over the sofa back, my wrists handcuffed, I rested my head on a cushion, praying that my degrading and humiliating ordeal would soon be over. As my abuser parted my tensed buttocks and forced a candle deep into my defenceless bottom, the lewd sensations permeated my quivering pelvis and I waited in fear and anticipation.

"Beg me to fuck your arse!" he laughed wickedly, thrusting the candle violently in and out of my aching bottom. Uncouth, vulgar - debased. "Come on, Helen; plead with me to spunk up your tight arsehole!"

I murmured the unfamiliar words of cold, crude sex. "Please, fuck my arse."

"Ask me to spunk up your arse."

"Please, I want you to spunk up my arse."

"Louder! Please shove your cock up my arse and fill me with your spunk!"

"Please, shove your cock up my arse and... and fill me with your spunk!" I sobbed uncontrollably as he withdrew the candle.

He entered me, my private hole, used and abused me there, gasping his filthy expletives, giving a running commentary on his obscene act. Who's using whom? I pondered in my sexual plundering. The naked truth was, we were using each other - I needed him, and he needed me - each of us appeasing our unique desires, fulfilling our desperate needs. I hated him, my vile partner in my vile adultery. To him, I was nothing more than a common whore to be taken, a sex object to gratify his sordid male desires. But we needed each other, desperately.

Before releasing me, he whipped me, thrashed my naked buttocks with a long, thin bamboo cane until I begged for mercy. He fixed a dog collar around my neck and led me around the room on a chain, slapping my stinging buttocks. He used cucumbers, carrots, wine bottles, vibrators - committed every perceivable act of degradation imaginable.

Finally reaching home after my horrendous ordeal, I sank into a hot bath and cleansed my abused body, washed the sperm from my perspiration-matted hair, from my flushed breasts, my oozing vaginal crack. I thought of my husband as the hot, soapy water lapped around my inflamed sex slit. Poor Tony! Six thousand miles away on a business trip, working hard for promotion, and I'd not only committed a wanton act of adultery, but behaved like a common slut.

The extreme guilt and shame overwhelmed me. For hours on end I cried, swearing never again to give myself to another man, to be faithful to Tony. But I knew that my tears were futile. Unable to help myself, I knew I'd go back for more - more filth, more humiliation. Though I desperately wanted to believe them, my oaths and affirmations were meaningless. I knew that I'd visit my sordid, perverted neighbour again, allow him to have anal sex with me, to chain me to the wall and whip me, to photograph the most intimate parts of my naked body. Now ordinary married life with Tony in suburbia was a lifetime away.

Looking back, it's incredible that just three months earlier we'd been blissfully happy together, enjoying the fifth year of our conventional marriage, the beautiful detached house we'd recently bought on the outskirts of Surrey. Our lives were idyllic, Tony earning a good salary, with promotion looming on the horizon, me establishing myself as an artist, my paintings selling well at a top London gallery. Never had I dreamed that I'd look at another man, let alone...

It was Tony's first business trip abroad that had sparked off the incredible chain of events that, even now, I find difficult to comprehend. He was to go to Paris for a fortnight, flying out of Gatwick early Monday morning, leaving me to concentrate on my art. I'd been looking forward to spending time alone in the house, getting on with my work, even though I loved Tony dearly and knew I'd miss him terribly. It was only two weeks, after all - hardly a lifetime!

He'd climbed into the taxi dressed in his new suit, clutching his briefcase in one hand, a copy of The Times in the other. His black hair well-groomed, his crisp white shirt and tie immaculate, he looked the part, I thought, watching the taxi pull away and move slowly down the drive. I was still waving as the car turned into the lane and disappeared from view - until the sound of the diesel engine had faded, and only the singing birds disturbed the early morning air.

Wandering back into the house, the appealing prospect of spending two whole weeks painting suddenly veered into a daunting loneliness. There was a void, an emptiness without Tony. But he'd soon be home, I consoled myself. I sat in the garden sipping decaffeinated coffee, listened to music - Tchaikovsky's first piano concerto. Wandering into my studio, I gazed at the oils, the brushes standing in jam jars, like dried flowers. Nothing inspired me to paint. But it was only day one - I had two whole weeks ahead! The inspiration would come, I told myself.

A week passed. Not only did the inspiration elude me but I felt panicky, nervy, uneasy - although I didn't know why. I'd missed Tony more than I'd imagined I would. But we'd talked on the phone every evening, whispered our sweet nothings, and the day he'd be home was nearing. I felt at ease with the house, comfortable and secure in my surroundings. So what was the problem? I pondered. My stomach churning, my chest tight, my breathing uneasy, I wondered whether I was falling for something.

By the tenth day I was in a terrible state, climbing the walls as if craving alcohol or nicotine, though I'd only ever enjoyed the odd glass of wine, and never smoked. Taking deep breaths, walking around the garden trying to convince myself that nothing was wrong, I eventually rang my doctor.

"I'm sure there's nothing physically wrong," our revered young doctor, John, pronounced, perching on the edge of the sofa, his blond hair cascading over his tanned forehead as he packed his stethoscope into his leather bag. "I'd put the tightness in your chest and the breathing difficulties down to anxiety."

"But I'm not anxious!" I laughed. "I've never suffered from anxiety!"

"You're probably missing Tony more than you realize. This is the first time you've been apart, isn't it?"

"Yes, it is. So are you telling me my symptoms are psychosomatic?" I asked disbelievingly.

"No, not exactly," John smiled unconvincingly, making for the door. "See how you feel when Tony comes home. If nothing changes, give me a ring."

My respect for John plummeted with my condition. By the twelfth day I looked tired and drawn, my hands trembling uncontrollably, my palms wet, my heart palpitating. I was becoming a nervous wreck! Pacing the lounge floor, I found myself biting my nails, something I'd never done in my life.

Although I felt awful on the day of Tony's return, I took a shower and dressed in my blue satin miniskirt and sexy white blouse. I didn't want him worrying about me, fussing over me - he would have enough on his mind without me causing him problems.

My makeup veiling the dark, puffy bags beneath my blue eyes, my long, blonde, crimped hair cascading over my shoulders, I scrutinized my slender body in the full-length mirror. My reflection smiled back reassuringly. Tony wouldn't know how I was feeling, the inexplicable anxiety, the heart palpitations, the uneasy breathing. He'd never guess how I really felt deep inside. That beneath my sunny facade, I was like a raincloud ready to burst.

"Hi!" he grinned, dropping his briefcase on the step and flinging his arms around me as I opened the front door. "Miss me?"

"God, yes!" I cried, burying my face in the musky haven between his broad shoulder and his neck.

You're probably missing Tony more than you realize. John's words reverberated around my mind as I held Tony close to me. Strange though it was that being parted from him for a few days could turn me into a physical and mental wreck, as I savoured his urgent hardness against me, I instinctively knew that the doctor had been right.

We dashed upstairs to the bedroom, almost tearing each other's clothes off as we dived into the king-size bed like a couple of excited kids at Christmas. Tony was strong with rippling muscles - firm but gentle. His dark eyes locked to mine, I felt comfortably weak and intensely secure with him by my side, naked.

Moving on top of me as I opened my legs to him, he pressed his male hardness against my own yearning sex. My eyes closing as he locked his lips to mine, he gently penetrated me, his penis gliding into my aching vagina, filling me with his love. As he began thrusting, pumping his maleness into my quivering body, I fervently nibbled and bit his neck, lost in my sexual delirium, in love.

"I've missed you!" he gasped as he quickened his rhythm, his penis driving into the very core of my being. "God, how I've missed you!" My mouth open, my eyes rolling, I clung to him, digging my fingernails into his taut back as my body trembled and my climax stirred, already welling within my contracting womb. We usually spent at least half an hour building up to fever-pitch lovemaking, Tony's tongue delving between my vaginal lips, me sucking his beautiful purple globe into my hungry mouth. But now, after two weeks away from each other, there was no holding back.

"Coming!" he gasped, his face nuzzling my neck, his breath warming my tingling skin. His familiar aftershave filled my nostrils as my climax gripped me, my vaginal muscles tightening around his solid penis as the sensations erupted within my pulsating clitoris. His sperm gushing, bathing my inner sanctum, filling me, our naked bodies perspiring, locked in a burning passion, we rode the crest of our lovemaking, surfed the foam of our carnal ecstasy.

Panting, our bodies entwined in lust and love, we lay trembling in the aftermath of our desperate passion. My sopping sheath lovingly gripping Tony's deflating penis, trying to keep hold of its prize as he raised his hips and withdrew, I had a strange sense of still wanting - of incomplete satisfaction.

Tony rolled onto his back and spread his limbs. Facing me, he smiled, brushing my golden hair away from my sex-flushed face. "Are you OK?" he asked, lifting his head, his smile turning into a concerned frown.

"Yes, of course," I gasped, although my heart was palpitating wildly and my chest felt tight, my breathing fast and shallow.

"How did you get on while I was away?"

"Not bad," I lied, praying that he wouldn't ask to see my work.

"How's the Blue Lady?"

"She's coming on."

The Blue Lady! The half-finished painting sitting uncomfortably on the easel in my studio had beckoned me. Stephen Giles, Tony's managing director, had commissioned me to paint her, the subject being his wife, Becky. He'd decided on the title, but he wouldn't say why. I'd imagined that it had something to do with her drifting into their dimly lit chamber in a misty blue negligee, hauntingly ripe for love. I imagine many things when I'm working.

Stephen had supplied me with dozens of photographs of Becky as she'd been too busy to come for the sittings. I hated working from photographs, but I had no choice. The light was wrong, the feel wrong and, more often than not, I was appalled by the finished product. But I was never satisfied with my work. I was an artist who couldn't paint.

This particular commission was important, however. Unless I finished the painting, I'd not only be letting myself down, but Tony. I was already past the deadline and the Blue Lady appeared as no more than a misty apparition on the canvas. But now, with Tony home, I'd be able to forge ahead with her, I thought optimistically.

Deciding to distract Tony as he again asked me about the painting, turn his thoughts away from my failing, I pushed the quilt back and rested my head on his firm stomach. His pussy-wet penis swelled in my hand, answering my call, responding to my intimate attention. Pulling his foreskin back, I took his purple plum into my mouth and gently sucked. Tony let out a long, low moan, his body becoming rigid, his warm stomach rising and falling with his panting. "Nice?" I murmured, slipping his swelling glans out of my hot mouth.

"Mmm," he moaned, his shaft twitching expectantly. "Very!"

Taking his glistening globe to the back of my throat, I savoured the heady, aphrodisiacal blend of my vaginal milk and his sperm. Kneading his heavy balls, I moved my head up and down, repeatedly enveloping his glans between my lips and then taking him deep into my wet mouth. God, how I'd missed him!

His shaft twitching, his balls rolling, I knew he was close to his climax as I swept my tongue over his throbbing glans. Breathing deeply, he gripped my head, thrusting his hips and driving his penis deep into my mouth as he gasped in his pleasure. His body tensed, he came, pumping his sperm over my tongue, filling my cheeks with his male cream. Savouring his heady offering, I swallowed hard, not wasting a drop of his love juice until I'd drained him, sucked the very life out of him.

"God, that was good!" he gasped, his entire body twitching uncontrollably as I ran my tongue round his sensitive glans.

Provocatively licking the sperm from my lips, I smiled. "You taste nice; I could drink from your cock for hours on end."

"It's good to be home, Helen," he murmured, running his fingertips over my naked shoulders, sending delightful tingles down my spine.

As I lay with my head on his fast pulsing stomach, fondling his flaccid penis, retracting his foreskin, an all-embracing calm swept over me - a strange, enveloping calm that completely engulfed me, brought me a sense of relief that I'd never before known. John had definitely been right, I thought happily. My symptoms had been psychosomatic - I'd missed Tony far more than I'd realized! Somehow, my subconscious must have reacted, causing tightening in my chest, wild flutterings in my heart.

But what would happen the next time Tony went away? I wondered to the drumming of his easing pulse. My pride wouldn't let me tell him what had happened to me. The last thing I wanted to become was the lonely little wife who ruined her husband's career because she couldn't stand to be parted from him! Perhaps, understanding what was happening to me, I could somehow combat the anxiety, the panic.

Until Tony's next trip, I was fine. Even though he worked long hours, I suppose it was knowing that he'd be home each night that kept the frightening symptoms at bay. After a day or two I began to forget the way I'd felt, not only putting it all behind me but convincing myself that it hadn't happened.

When Tony came home on the Friday night and announced that he was flying to Paris again first thing Monday morning, my stomach sank - churned. But I tried to take a grip on myself, to think about my art - The Blue Lady. Another couple of days, maybe three, and she'd be finished. Yes, I'd concentrate solely on my work.

After a weekend of glorious sex, Tony left in his taxi and I wandered back into the house, this time with a different outlook - bright, summery bright. In my studio, I looked at The Blue Lady. There was an uncanny serenity about her, her expression, and I was pleased - no, proud - that I'd managed to portray that important feature from the photographs.

Switching the stereo on, keen to get into my work, I made my way to the kitchen and filled the kettle for coffee. It was going to be a good day, a good week, I could sense it. I vowed that The Blue Lady would be finished by the time Tony returned. It was important to me, not only as an artist, but because I felt that I needed to pay my way. I'd always dreaded the notion of the little housewife who cooked, cleaned and was financially dependant on her husband. Ego? Yes, I suppose you could say there was an element of egotism.

The first two days following Tony's departure went well, with The Blue Lady nearing completion and no sign of my weird symptoms surfacing from the deep. Calm waters - mill pond waters. The calm before the storm? It was Wednesday morning as I climbed out of bed and took a shower that I sensed that something was wrong. I couldn't put my finger on it, it was just a feeling, a knowing, that panic was near, lurking - watching me. Rain clouds gathering.

I decided to deny my feelings and carry on with my work. I wouldn't let them get the better of me - destroy what I'd hoped to be completion day for The Blue Lady. She looked out at me from the canvas as if she knew how I really felt. I imagined that she did - better than me. Returning her gaze, I noticed a strange glint in her eye, a mysterious glint that began to annoy me. She was almost alive.

I worked all day, not even stopping for lunch or a cup of coffee. By mid-afternoon my hands were trembling and my heart palpitating wildly. But I forged on regardless, determined to complete the painting if it was the last thing I did.

By the evening, I was a complete wreck - trembling, breathing unsteadily, pacing the studio floor. I felt anger, aggression - not towards the painting, but towards myself. Why was I allowing these alien feelings my space? Why couldn't I just shake them off and take a grip on myself? I rang John, babbling that I was climbing the walls, that my mind was blowing away.

"Come and see me tomorrow," he said cheerfully. "I'll give you a thorough check up, blood test, the works."

"And if you find nothing physically wrong?"

"Well, I... let's wait and see."

"What if you find nothing physically wrong?" I persisted, fear gripping me - fear of going crazy.

"We'll take it from there. Look at the symptoms from a different perspective."

"A psychiatric perspective, you mean?"

He hesitated before forcing a laugh. "No, not necessarily! Remember that you're an artist, Helen. Artists, writers, musicians - they're all pretty strange creatures at times."

"Strange?"

"Well, different. They live in a world of their own; they have no concept of time. You told me that you're under pressure to finish a painting. Perhaps it's your artistic temperament coming out, causing you to..."

In my anger, I banged the phone down. Strange? Artistic temperament? My palms were dripping with perspiration, my heart thumping ten to the dozen. All right, I missed Tony, but not that much! Not enough to almost send me over the edge! And it certainly had nothing to do with the pressure of work.

At the surgery the following morning I did my best not to appear neurotic. After giving me a thorough examination, John reiterated that everything appeared to be in perfect working order. But to make sure, he took a blood test. By then, I was convinced that he put my condition down to mental instability. But I didn't argue, keeping my cool when he suggested that a holiday could work wonders for me.

Back home, I sat in the garden beneath the lilac tree, trying to calm myself, to relax, to deny the overwhelming waves of panic crashing over me. I couldn't work - restless, fidgety, nervy, it was all I could do to cling to sanity. When the phone rang, I dashed into the house, hoping to hear Tony's comforting voice.

"The blood test results are through already," John announced proudly.

"I should think so, they cost me enough!" I snapped. I knew he didn't deserve my nastiness.

"Er, yes. Anyway, there appears to be nothing wrong with you..." He broke off, obviously deciding not to add the word physically.

"Oh, then we'll put it down to the pressure of work and my weird mental state, which is perfectly acceptable because I'm a strange artist!" I returned with more than a hint of sarcasm.

"Helen, listen to me," John sighed. "I knew what your reaction would be so I've contacted a good friend of mine, Doctor Harvey. He's the progressive type, somewhat unorthodox in his approach, and I believe it might be worth your while chatting with him."

"He'd better not be a shrink!"

"No, of course he's not. I'll arrange for you to see him."

My heart began palpitating again. "When?" I asked, rather too urgently - neurotically.

"Tomorrow. I'll ring and confirm your appointment after I've spoken to him."

"If he's a shrink, John, I'll..."

"I'll ring you later, Helen."

Deciding to take a look at The Blue Lady, I wandered into my studio. Lifting the cloth, unveiling her face, I froze. What on earth had I done to her? Gone was that menacing, mysterious glint in her eyes. In its place was a new look - a demented one - in smudges of various hues. What kind of state could I have been in the previous evening to destroy my precious work?

Collapsing onto my old Chesterfield, I shielded my eyes from the painting, the tears running down my quivering fingers as I sobbed uncontrollably. I'd eliminated The Blue Lady's disconcerting gaze - and destroyed her in the process! I did need help - psychiatric help!

As the phone rang, I took my hands away from my tear-streaked face and looked at the receiver. Checking my watch, I knew it would be Tony - but I couldn't speak to him. He'd realize instantly that something was wrong. I didn't want to have to explain, to tell him that I'd lost it, blown my mind.

The trill of the phone continued, becoming torturous as the minutes passed. Tony would be wondering where I was, what I was doing, but I couldn't lift the receiver. Finally driving me wild, I leaped up and swung my arm, knocking the phone to the floor with my clenched fist like a woman possessed. I wondered whether I was possessed as I fled my studio and ran out into the garden.

John had been right - Doctor Harvey certainly was unorthodox! Wearing John Lennon glasses, long, brown hair reminiscent of a pot-smoking sixties hippy, and a beard, I'd have expected to see him with an electric guitar hanging from his neck rather than a stethoscope. He questioned me for an age, asking about my work, my tastes in music and literature - my sex life. The intimate details about my sex life were rather too intimate for my liking! It crossed my mind that he was enjoying himself as he leaned forward, focusing on my billowing blouse as he listened eagerly. Male thoughts of sex.

I suppose there was no point in him examining me as John had done that, but I didn't like his Freudian approach. I imagined that he was thinking me mad, insane. He assured me that he wasn't a psychiatrist and, for some inexplicable reason, I believed him.

"Sex!" Mrs Hunter, he finally announced as if in way of a conclusion. "You're addicted to sex."

I didn't know whether to laugh or cry! I'd spent the best part of two hours with him, and he says I'm addicted to sex! What could I say? There was no answer to that ridiculous statement, apart from suggesting he lay off the cannabis! I was about to leave him to what I imagined to be his drug-induced dreams when he began opening the desk drawers.

"I had it here somewhere," he mumbled, rummaging through crumpled sheets of paper.

"What?" I asked, raising my eyebrows and counting to ten, wondering where he was coming from.

"The paper I wrote for... oh well, never mind." He slammed the drawers shut and looked up at me. "Try it."

"Try what?"

"My theory, put it to the test. When your husband's home and you've had sex, see how you feel. Trying denying yourself sex when he's home and see what happens."

"See what happens?" I echoed, ready to bonk him on his head with my clenched fist.

That evening I felt terrible, worse than ever. I was short of breath, anxious beyond belief, my head ached, my eyes hurt from hours of frowning... I was a mental disaster! Again, I didn't answer the phone. Tony would have been going out of his mind with worry, but I couldn't bring myself to speak to him. I'd call him later, I decided, when I felt better. Although I knew in my heart of hearts that I wouldn't feel better.

I finally went to bed, convinced that I needed psychiatric help - and wondering how to tell Tony that I'd completely gone off the rails, lost it, fallen out of my tree. As I lay on my pillow with the curtains blowing in the breeze, the moon bathing me in its silvery light, I pondered on Doctor Harvey's words. Addicted to sex. It did fit in with my weird attacks, I reflected - the way I'd felt when Tony was away, the amazing calm after the sex we'd enjoyed.

Addicted to sex. The words wouldn't leave my mind. Words fluttering on the wind, floating, drifting. But the notion was ludicrous! Tony and I had a good sex life, frequent and varied, but I wasn't addicted to sex! What was sex? I began to wonder. What was it about sex that I could possible have become addicted to? Orgasm, I decided. There was nothing else about the sexual act that could be described as addictive. So, I pondered, it would be pretty easy to discover whether orgasm was the answer to my problems.

I'd masturbated regularly in my teens, massaging illicit orgasms from my clitoris while lying in bed at night. That was my secret. We all have secrets locked in little boxes. I'll never forget the church candle I was given for my sixteenth birthday by my grandmother, a devout Catholic. I kept it in a box beneath my bed - when I wasn't using it as a phallus, a dildo.

Sadly, I'd weaned myself off masturbation in my late teens, believing it to be harmful. Perhaps I should never have stopped? The candle lay neglected in its box, along with my secret, never to be used again, never to be revealed. But now I was about to discover masturbation again, rediscover the sensations of massaging my clitoris, the heaven-sent feelings of self-loving. I still had the candle, somewhere. I'd find it; keep it in its box beneath the bed. My secret.

For some reason, I felt that I was betraying Tony as I slipped my hand between my legs and fondled my outer vaginal lips, rolling the warm fleshy pads between my finger and thumb. His fingers should have been there, caressing, fondling - not mine. But he'd understand, I knew. Not that I had the slightest intention of telling him! Secrets aren't secrets when shared.

My panic rising, I parted my pussy lips and massaged my clitoris with my fingertip. The sensations were heavenly, and I wondered why I'd not before thought of masturbating while Tony was away. Sensing my juices trickling between my inner lips, I ran my finger down my crack to my vaginal entrance. Dragging the slippery fluid up my sex valley, I lubricated my clitoris and resumed my rhythmical caressing.

Raising my left leg, I reached beneath my thigh with my free hand and slipped two fingers into my hot and very wet vagina. Guilt used to overwhelm me when I used the candle and thought of my grandmother, and now I felt guilt as I thought of Tony. But I desperately needed the relief that orgasm brings. If I were to live a normal life, carry on with my art, I needed orgasms daily.

My clitoris pulsating beneath my vibrating fingertip, my vagina tightening around my thrusting fingers, I began to gasp, imagining Tony on top of me, his penis penetrating me. Quivering uncontrollably, massaging my clitoris faster, I came. Waves of pure sexual ecstasy crashing over my naked body, I whimpered my pleasure, fingering myself faster, harder. On and on the incredible sensation rolled, touching every nerve ending, tightening every muscle.

I wanted Tony's penis in my thirsty mouth, sperming - I wanted the candle deep inside my yearning pussy, thrusting. My clitoris throbbing in orgasm, my pussy drenched with my juices, I continued my self-loving, revelling in the waves of ecstasy, gasping in my sexual delirium.

Masturbating alone in my bed, memories flooded back - nights of forbidden pleasure. I needed my candle, my dildo. Never had I thought I'd rediscover that pleasure, never had I thought that masturbation would become a necessity!

The ripples of sex waning, I slowly massaged my receding clitoris, gently fingered my aching pussy as I lay breathing deeply, trembling in my satisfaction. What Tony would say if he knew, I had no idea! But he wouldn't know, this was my secret - the key to fulfilment, to well-being.

Slipping my wet fingers out of my hot pussy, I closed my eyes, wondering whether I'd quelled the panic, the anxiety. Trembling, gasping, it wasn't easy to tell - I'd have to wait. Glancing at the clock, I climbed out of bed. Ten-thirty. Would Tony try ringing again? I'd speak to him the next time; tell him that I was OK.

My juices of orgasm trickled down my inner thighs as I wandered into the kitchen, sticky, warm. Filling the kettle, I gazed down at my naked body, my firm, well-rounded breasts, my long, sensitive nipples. The Blue Lady should have been naked. I should never have veiled her beautiful breasts in blue velvet, concealed her pussy. I'd do a painting of myself for Tony. Yes, a birthday present - me, naked on the canvas. He'd like that.

Taking the milk from the fridge, I began to breathe uneasily. My heart palpitating, my hands trembling, I sat at the table. Orgasm hadn't been the answer. I must have been mad to think that masturbation was the key to my problems. "That bloody hippy doctor!" I sobbed, hanging my head. If anything, I felt worse!

What was wrong with me? I wondered as I climbed the stairs with tears running down my face, foregoing my coffee. What the hell was wrong with me? See what happens? I'd murder Doctor bloody Harvey!
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Chapter Two
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Doctor Harvey would give it some thought; he'd said when I rang him the following morning in a state of sheer panic. I hadn't told him that I'd masturbated, I'd just said that I'd had sex and, if anything, it had made me feel worse. Give it some thought? I needed action, not thought!

Tony was due back that afternoon, which was a comforting thought. How I'd explain the Blue Lady, and why I'd not answered the phone, I had no idea. The phone had been out of order, and the painting... I'd cross that bridge when I came to it. I hate crossing bridges, bridges built on lies.

But it would be nice to have Tony home again. My stomach somersaulted at the thought of his naked body, his arms around me, loving me - his penis deep inside my gripping vagina. Sex - I pondered on the word. Was there something beside orgasm that I might be addicted to? No, of course there wasn't, the idea was crazy!

I spent the morning pacing the studio floor and wandering around the garden, trying to calm myself, trying to relax. But I found no inspiration, no peace, no solace. The longer Tony was away, the worse I felt, and I thanked God that his trips were only for a week at a time.

I was pleased when Doctor Harvey rang me after lunch. Pleased that he was taking an interest, at least - until he told me of another wild theory that his cannabis-blown mind had come up with.

"Sperm, Mrs Hunter," he said in his forthright manner.

"Sperm?" I echoed, wondering what the madman was talking about.

"Going through my notes, I noticed that a very prominent part of your sex life is fellatio. Do you swallow your husband's sperm?"

"I... yes, yes I do," I replied hesitantly. Salty, nice.

"It's possible that you're addicted to sperm, Mrs Hunter."

"Addicted to... I really can't believe that!" I returned. Good God, if anyone needed a psychiatrist, he did!

"Did you have oral sex last night?" he asked unashamedly.

Did you? I wondered. "Er... no, no I didn't," I replied sheepishly. Where was my candle?

"Try it. Sperm contains various substances, vitamins, nutrients... it contains enzymes, proteins acting as catalysts in biochemical reactions. Brain chemistry, Mrs Hunter."

"Yes, but..."

"Testosterone is a steroid androgen formed in the testicles. The sudden deficiency of enzymes or testosterone that you've become so used to might well be having an effect upon your brain chemistry, causing anxiety and panic attacks. I did hear of a similar case some years ago, although I don't know what the outcome was."

"Thank you, I'll try it," I said, just to get rid of the idiot.

Standing before the Blue Lady, I shook my head. "Sperm," I muttered, my hands trembling, my chest tight. "Can you believe it?" Veiling her face with the cloth, I decided not to show Tony the mess I'd made of her eyes. I had to pull myself together, I thought, gazing at my trembling fingers. I'd done nothing while Tony had been away, I had to pull myself together and complete the painting!

Sperm? Enzymes, testosterone... I'd been swallowing Tony's sperm for years, when had I become addicted? Thinking back, not a week had passed without me taking him into my mouth and sucking him to orgasm. The thought of his glans sperming in my thirsty mouth sent a pulse of pleasure through my clitoris. My arousal was soaring.

Climbing the narrow stairs to the attic, I switched the light on, breathing in the scent of time - age, musk. Little boxes, where was my once-treasured little box? Dildo, a strange word, I mused, searching through a tea chest. Dildo. There it was, the long red box. Lifting the lid, I gazed at the white candle, ran my fingertips over its smooth surface, recalling my teens - I'd imagined it to be a penis, as real as any penis. I used to imagine many things when I masturbated.

Standing with my feet parted, I bent my knees and pulled my damp panties to one side, unveiling my vaginal lips, my open sex hole. Taking the candle, I placed the rounded end between my swelling labia, parting my inner sex folds. As I twisted and pushed the shaft, it entered me, stretching my inner flesh, filling me - memories flooding me, drowning me

I needed to come, but my heart was beating wildly, my hands trembling - I needed sex. Pushing the candle fully home, the end pressing gently against my cervix, I pulled my panties over the protruding shaft, holding it there, deep inside my aching vagina.

Descending the stairs, the beautiful sensations emanating from my bloated pussy sending tingles up my spine, my clitoris throbbed expectantly. But I couldn't masturbate. My breathing fast, shallow, I was in no fit state to concentrate on masturbation, to enjoy orgasm. Later, I decided, when I felt better - if I felt better.

Tony arrived at three that afternoon. My secret was in its secret box beneath my bed, wet, vagina-wet - sex-wet. Fortunately, Tony didn't question me when I told him about the phone; he was more interested in my state of health, my unhealthy state. I'd done my best with my makeup and hair, but I looked haggard, tired. A rag doll, ragged.

I tried to explain my condition away by telling him that I'd not been sleeping properly, which didn't sound particularly convincing, especially as I was obviously having difficulty breathing. He frowned, noticing my trembling hands.

"I think you should go and see John," he said concernedly, his dark eyes catching mine. "You don't look right to me."

"I'm fine!" I lied with a little chuckle. I'd never lied to him before. "I'm just tired, that's all."

"How's the Blue Lady?"

"Er... almost done." Another lie. "I'll show you when it's finished."

Gazing at his bulging trousers as he stood before me in the kitchen, I pondered on Doctor Harvey's ludicrous theory. Sperm? Mad though the notion was, it was worth trying. I was in a terrible state, and it was becoming pretty obvious to Tony that there was something wrong with me other than tiredness. My heart beating wildly, my vision blurring, I was prepared to try anything!

Kneeling before him, I tugged his zip down and hauled his magnificent penis out, his pizzle, his candle. "You're keen!" he chuckled as I pulled his foreskin back and engulfed his purple plum in my hot mouth, fervently sucking and licking. Juices of arousal oozed from my vagina, wetting my panties, as I took his swollen glans to the back of my throat.

"Mmm," I moaned through my nose, savouring his salty glans as I hurriedly unbuckled his belt and tugged his trousers down. His balls hung heavy, full - sperm-laden.

"You're very keen!"

Sucking, mouthing, cupping Tony's fraught balls in my hand, I again pondered on the doctor's theory. If it was true, and I was addicted to something in sperm, what would I do the next time Tony went away? I could always keep a little bottle in the freezer. No, the concept was ridiculous! The proof of the pudding's in the eating, I mused - in the drinking.

Gasping, clutching my head as his body became rigid, at last, Tony pumped his seed into my mouth. My eyes closed, my lips taut around his broad shaft, I drank from his pulsating fountainhead, quelling my thirst - and my panic, I prayed! His balls finally drained, I meticulously licked the globules of opaque liquid from his purple globe, his slit, not wasting one drop of male milk.

"You enjoyed that, didn't you?" Tony grinned, tugging his trousers up as I rose to my feet.

"Yes, I did!" I giggled, wondering whether my heart would soon stop palpitating as I seductively licked my sperm-wet lips.

"And now it's your turn!" he grinned, taking my hand and leading me through the hall to the lounge. "Your turn to come in my mouth."

As I reclined on the sofa with Tony at my feet, I sensed calm wash over me - warm waves of peace and tranquillity. The sensation was distinct, as if I'd just drawn hard and long on a cigarette and inhaled deeply. Comfortably serene, I'd not felt so completely relaxed for a long time. It appeared that the hippy doctor was right, I reflected as Tony lifted my skirt and tugged on my wet panties. Raising my buttocks clear of the sofa as he pulled my panties down, I wasn't paying much attention. The salty taste lingering in my mouth, my thoughts were on sperm - the remedy, cure, medicine.

Was I really addicted to sperm? I was definitely feeling peaceful, my heart calm, my hands still, my breathing slow and deep. How often would I need to take it? I wondered, and what would I do the next time Tony went away on a business trip? Again, I thought of keeping a bottle of sperm in the freezer, a bottle in a box - secret.

Gently parting my legs, Tony began licking my vaginal crack, his tongue warm and wet, sending delightful quivers up my spine. Closing my eyes as he peeled my swollen labia apart and sucked my erect clitoris into his hot mouth, I gasped, recalling masturbating in bed the previous evening. His fingers entering my yearning vagina, massaging my inner flesh, I desired my candle.

"God, that's good!" I gasped, clutching tufts of his black hair as his tongue swept over my pulsating clitoris. "I'm going to come already!"

"You taste good," he breathed, lapping the pink flesh around my open hole as he fingered me. "Mmm, very good!"

"My clitoris! Please, my clitoris!"

Sucking my pleasure bud into his mouth again, his tongue sweeping over its sensitive tip, I pulled his head closer, grinding the open centre of my femininity into his mouth as my orgasm stirred within my contracting womb. His fingers thrusting into my tightening vagina, my orgasm came, gripping me, the beautiful shockwaves shaking me violently.

On and on the waves of pure sexual ecstasy rolled through my sated body, lifting me ever-higher to my sexual heaven. My juices pouring in torrents from my pussy as Tony slipped his fingers out of my spasming vagina, my clitoris throbbing, I lifted my hips and opened my legs as wide as I could, allowing him to drink from me, to suck out my pleasure.

My body quivering as the ripples of sex began to recede, I finally lay still, fulfilled in my coming - serene. Tony sat by my side, his hand between my parted thighs, his fingers massaging my clitoris, bringing out my milk. I didn't want him to go away again; I didn't want to be without him, without his sperm. Addicted to sperm.

After a shower, I wandered into the studio and unveiled the Blue Lady. Tony was relaxing in the garden and I was feeling great, better than ever. The time had come to finish the painting, to put brush to canvas and give the Blue Lady life.

After three hours, I stood back and adjudicated my work. As always, I wasn't satisfied, but I knew that Stephen Giles would be pleased. What would Tony say? I wondered as he walked into the studio and stood by my side.

"That's great!" he beamed, gazing at the canvas. "Old man Giles will be delighted! He just rang, by the way."

"I didn't hear the phone." Tony looked worried. A bearer of bad news.

"He called me on my mobile. Helen, I'm afraid I'm off to Paris again."

"But you've only just come back!" I returned.

"Yes, I know. I... I'm leaving first thing in the morning."

"I suppose a week isn't long," I sighed. A week without sperm.

"I'm going for a month."

My stomach sank. A month without Tony - a month without sperm! I'd never survive! I knew that I should tell him, but how could I bring myself to admit that I was addicted to the stuff? I couldn't tell him. I'd masturbate him before he left the following morning, suck him to orgasm and have a glass handy to store the drug. Drug? That was the cold reality of my predicament - to me, sperm was a drug. Drug addiction. Sperm-abuse.

I did masturbate Tony before he left the next morning. I sucked him to orgasm and discreetly dribbled his sperm into a glass as he lay panting after his climax. Hiding the glass of precious white liquid beneath the bed, I sighed. One shot, one fix - but what would I do when it had gone? A week had been bad enough; I'd never last for a month without sperm!

Tony left in the taxi, an all too familiar event that I was coming to despise. But he was doing well, in line for promotion which would almost double his salary. I couldn't destroy his chances, his career! I'd just have to muddle through as best I could. Maybe the sperm would last? If I only needed a drop to calm me, maybe it would last. It had to!

After a few days, the familiar sensations of panic gripped me, like a monster, welling up from the deep, grabbing me and pulling me under. Taking the glass from the fridge, I dipped my finger into the cold liquid and placed a drop on the tip of my tongue. To my dismay, I had to swallow the lot to calm myself. That was that, my supply gone in one gulp!

The calming effect only lasted for two days. My palms wet, my chest tight, my craving was becoming worse and I didn't know what to do. There was no point in ringing Doctor Harvey; he couldn't supply me with sperm. But I had to do something! Deciding to take a walk, I left the house and wandered down the lane.

The hot summer sun on my back, the birds singing, I sat on the common watching people walking their dogs and pushing prams. People doing nothing, going nowhere. Where was anyone going? Where was I going? Down hill, fast! My work suffering, my head spinning, my craving worse than ever, I clasped my hands together to stop them trembling, wondering again at my incredible addiction. Why not nicotine or alcohol? Why sperm, the only thing I couldn't get?

Sitting on the soft grass, my vision beginning to blur, I was desperate for a fix. A druggy, a junkie. The thought horrified me. Watching a lad of around eighteen walking towards me, I came to a crazy, panic-inspired decision. I'd seduce him, suck his penis into my thirsty mouth and swallow his sperm. What the hell was I thinking of? I suddenly wondered, eyeing his bulging trousers as he approached. Adultery? God, no!

But no one would ever know, I told myself as my state of panic rose to frightening heights. Tony would never discover the awful truth, it would be my secret - kept in a little box somewhere deep in the dark depths of my subconscious. Secrets weigh heavy on the mind.

"Hi!" I called, wishing I hadn't as the young man walked past me.

"Oh, hi," he smiled, stopping and turning to face me. He was probably trying to place me, wondering where he knew me from.

"Why don't you join me?" I asked, moving behind some bushes and settling on the grass. Subtle in my subtleness!

"Er... yes, OK."

Sitting beside me, he looked puzzled. I doubted that many women were as blatant as I'd been! No chat up lines, no discreet come on... My mind swirled with images of Tony, his name reverberating through my spinning head. Trying to focus on the young man, my vision became blurred in the extreme. I had no choice, I desperately needed sperm! I had to commit adultery.

"What's your name?" I asked, pushing him back on the grass and fumbling to pull his zip down.

"Er... Geoff," he replied, resting on his elbows and gazing in disbelief at my hand tugging at his trousers.

"It's your lucky day, Geoff. Would you like me to make you come?" I asked stupidly, my face flushing with embarrassment as I slipped my hand into his trousers and clutched his warm flaccid penis.

Reclining on the grass, he didn't answer. He must have thought me a nymphomaniac, a tart, but I'd reached such a state of panic I'd have done anything in return for a fix. His penis grew in my hand as I pulled it out of his trousers. Stiff, hard in youth, it wasn't as big as Tony's - but it was a penis with a supply of sperm.

Shame and guilt suddenly engulfing me, I had a change of mind and released his penis. I couldn't do it, I couldn't commit adultery, destroy my marriage. He looked up at me, puzzlement reflected in his dark eyes as I licked my dry lips. I was so near and yet so far. Quivering, my breathing shallow, I knew that I had to push myself over the threshold, through the barrier of my guilt and embarrassment.

My hand trembling as I reached out and grabbed his penis again, my heart palpitating, I could barely breathe. Just this once, I pledged, massaging his shaft, moving his foreskin back and forth over his bulbous plum. Just this once and then... and then what? What would I do the next time I craved sperm? In a couple of days when the effect had worn off and I was climbing the walls in my desperate craving, what would I do? Live for the moment, I decided. Bridges to be crossed would be crossed when I reached them.

Pulling his foreskin back and leaning over, I sucked his glans into my thirsty mouth. Gasping, he clutched my head, thrusting his penis in and out of my mouth as if it was the first time he'd ever experienced oral sex. Perhaps it was? I mused as he began to groan.

I could arrange to see him again, I thought, desperate for him to come. See him every day and... Tony, poor Tony. What was I doing? I wondered as the young man gasped and came, his beautiful sperm bathing my tongue, filling my cheeks. Drinking from his jetting glans, swallowing hard, I imagined that the calming effect was immediate. Already, I felt better, although it couldn't have worked that quickly. Psychological, I mused, swallowing the last of his sperm as it pumped over my tongue.

Slipping his penis out of my mouth and licking the droplets of opaque liquid from his swollen plum, I sat upright, my face burning with embarrassment. Tugging his zip up, he frowned at me, probably wondering what sort of woman I was as he leaped to his feet.

"I must be going," he said, barely looking at me as he wandered off. He seemed frightened.

"Come again!" I called, suddenly realizing the ridiculous pun.

It had been quick, clean, effective. Already, I was beginning to experience calm, peace, as I reclined on the grass and licked my salty lips. I thanked God for my fix as my heart slowed and my hands stilled - I also asked for forgiveness!

The stark reality of what I'd done suddenly hit me. I'd broken my marriage vows, been unfaithful, behaved as a common whore. Once was bad enough, but to suck sperm from the young man's penis every two days... He'd be back, I knew. But would I? Would I be strong enough to fight the craving and keep away? Temptation, addiction - adultery. Sweet was my fix but sour the sacrifice.

But it wasn't adultery, I reflected stupidly. Adultery. I'd not given my vagina, opened my vagina to another man's penis. I'd not allowed another man to fuck me. Fuck, a strange word. I pondered on the word, wondering where it came from. Fuck. I'd not allowed another man to fuck me. I'd given my mouth, yes, but not... I was kidding myself, it was the same! He'd fucked my mouth, come in my mouth. There was no difference! He'd mouth-fucked me. Had Satan goaded me?

I walked briskly home, convincing myself that I'd not do it again, that I wouldn't allow the panic to drive me to behave like that again - like a whore, a slut, a prostitute. Prostitute. The word haunted me, battered my mind with its ragged edges. Prostitute. I'd received payment for what I'd done, I'd received sperm. Money, goods, sperm... whatever was taken in exchange for sex didn't matter - I was a prostitute.

At home, I wandered into my studio, trying to push the degrading act I'd committed to the back of my mind - to the dark, shadowy corners of my mind where I kept little boxes full of secrets, dreadful secrets. There was a blank canvas on my easel, waiting for oils - dreaming of rolling hills. I wished my mind was blank, clean. What to paint? I wondered, taking the pallet and squeezing paint from tubes. White paint - sperm. Taking a brush, I allowed my racked mind to wander, to drift in an ocean of thought.

I worked for several hours, not really knowing what I was doing, what I was painting. I seemed to be in a dream, unconsciously moving brushes and the pallet knife across the canvas, mixing colours...

Answering the phone, I was delighted to hear Tony's deep voice. But guilt suddenly gripped me in its cold steel hand - hurting my mind. "How are things?" he asked.

"I'm working." They were the only words I could find.

"What on?"

I turned to look at the canvass, conscious for the first time what I'd actually been painting. I was naked, leaning over a young man sprawled out on the grass, his erect penis in my mouth. Sperm dribbled from my lips as I fervently sucked on his orgasming glans. His expression was one of complete and utter satisfaction. His fingers were embedded deep within my vagina, pussy-wet fingers, clearly visible between my crudely opened thighs.

"What on?" Tony asked again.

"Er... I'll show you when it's finished," I replied, focusing on my pussy lips, taut around the young man's thrusting fingers. Had Satan guided my hand?

"Are you OK?" Tony asked concernedly, suspiciously. "You sound different."

I was different; I'd broken my marriage vows. Prostitute. "Yes, I'm OK." Another lie. "And you?"

"I'm missing you, Helen. I wish we were in bed together."

"Yes, so do I." I sounded far from convincing! "There's the doorbell, I'd better go." There was no one at the door, and I think he knew it. Lies seemed to bubble from my lips with ease now.

"OK, I'll ring you tomorrow. I love you."

"I... I love you, too."

Love? How could I tell him that I loved him when I'd just sucked another man off, swallowed another man's sperm? Mouth-fucked. What was love? I knew not the meaning of the word. Love, lust, sex...

Grabbing a Stanley knife, I was about to slash the canvas, destroy the blatant portrayal of my wanton adultery. The knife poised above my head, I couldn't do it. The painting was good, one of the best I'd ever done - I couldn't destroy it. Besides, destroying the painting wouldn't destroy the truth. I'd prostituted myself, allowed a stranger to fuck my mouth.

My thinking was becoming crude, my vocabulary uncouth. "Fuck," I murmured as I flopped onto the Chesterfield. I felt dirty. "He fucked my mouth." Could I ever kiss Tony again? The aura of another man's sperm glowing around my lips, could I ever lock my mouth to his and kiss him in love? Mouth-fucked.

Leaping up as the doorbell rang, I dashed through the hall. "Laura!" I beamed, discovering my best friend standing on the step. "Come in!"

"Hi, Helen," she smiled, tossing her long black hair over her shoulder as she stepped into the hall. "I thought I'd drop in for coffee and a chat."

"I'm pleased you did."

"I haven't disturbed you, have I?"

"No, no I was just..."

"What are you working on at the moment?"

Sperm.

What was I working on? Me, sucking sperm from a man's orgasming penis, drinking his come. Laura knew where my studio was and hurriedly made her way there. I suggested that we go into the kitchen but she wanted to see my latest creation. Standing before the painting, her dark eyes widened.

"God!" she gasped, holding her hand to her mouth. "That's you!"

"No, it's not. If it looks like me, it's not meant to," I replied softly. The painting was good.

"You can tell a mile off! It's you, Helen!"

"It's a commission."

"Who on earth..."

"Someone you don't know."

"But... God!" she gasped again. "What are you going to call it?"

"Adultery," I blurted out, unintentionally.

She turned and looked at me as if she knew that I'd just committed the sexual act with the young man. I wanted to tell her that I had, but I couldn't. Secrets shared are no longer secrets. Had she drunk from a man's penis? I wondered, picturing her full red lips taut around a huge cock. Did she allow her husband to come in her mouth? Mouth-fuck.

"Come through to the kitchen and I'll make the coffee," I said, turning and leaving the studio. She followed me, no doubt thinking her thoughts, thoughts of adultery. Filling the kettle as she sat at the table, I wondered whether to tell her of my addiction. "Tony's away for a month," I said instead.

"A month? God, you must be lonely?"

"I have my work."

"Your adultery."

My heart leaped. "Oh, the painting. It was commissioned by a young woman. She gave me rough sketches of what she wanted."

"It's an unusual request!" she giggled.

"She's an unusual woman."

Did she drink the sperm gushing from her husband's penis? I again wondered, eyeing her succulent red lips. I wanted to watch Laura sucking a man's knob and swallowing his sperm, although I didn't know why. She wore a short red skirt, her shapely thighs exposed, and I thought about her clitoris, wondering whether she masturbated. I wanted to watch her masturbate. No, I didn't.

"I sat on the common," I said nonchalantly, pouring the coffee.

"Did you?" She frowned, probably wondering why I'd mentioned it. "You seem different, Helen."

"Different?"

"Yes. Is everything all right?"

"I'm addicted to sperm."

She looked at me as if I were mad. Perhaps I was. But I had to tell her, share my secret. It wasn't a secret now. She asked me what I meant, and I explained everything - almost everything. I kept the young man secret.

"It's incredible!" she finally breathed.

"It's awful."

"Tony's away for a month, what will you do?"

"I don't know. What can I do?"

I reiterated and went into further detail, telling her more about the hippy doctor, enzymes, testosterone, the panics, the palpitations. I explained that, in order to work, I had to have sperm every other day - in order to survive! The story was fascinating - I didn't realize how fascinating until I'd told it.
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