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    INTRODUCTION: BUTTERCREAM FROSTING EROTICA
  


  
    This collection of the best erotica written by women, for women, is meant to be read nice and slow, like a slippery hot afternoon fuck on sweaty sheets, when you don’t want to eat… food. The stories are to be carried with you for days after you read them, like sense memories. While compiling this heady collection of hot erotica, I purchased a container of buttercream frosting body butter and wore some behind my ears throughout. Like the delicious sweetness of a warm, fluffy cupcake, a whiff of a particularly memorable story would catch up with me while waiting at a crosswalk for a light to change, or in a quiet moment between kisses. While reading the submissions, I often wished I was in each of these stories; usually I would have to fold up my ebook and flee 
     whatever café I had been working in, too aroused to sit still.
  


  
    Too much information? I thought it was a sign that I had many good stories to choose among, and San Francisco isn’t a bad place for meandering from wi-fi to wi-fi with a laptop, among Victorians and community gardens, with visceral, delicious erotica freshly coursing through my veins.
  


  
    Not that all of the hundreds of stories I received in my call for submissions were sublime; I did reach a point of frustration when I read the twentieth story that started out hot and sweet, then had a breakup, or a death, or a depressed main character. I kept thinking, What the fuck? It’s a head-scratcher. Do some people think that “women’s erotica” needs to be dark or drama-filled in order to be taken seriously?
  


  
    I don’t think that “literary” erotica, especially women’s erotica, needs to be qualified by sadness, anguish, pain or suffering (unless you mean a tidy spanking). I think that’s a holdover from those who believe that because the writing is about sex, it needs to be something more, or less, to be taken seriously as literature.
  


  
    Together we deliver a message to the publishers, editors, TV writers and filmmakers who imbue the hot fuck with a moral: you’re not relevant anymore. Our erotica is alive. For girls like me, emotional pain and gender stereotyping hinders our hot fucks. We do crazy things and get off like screaming tattooed banshees doing them. We get hard-ons. We suck, we lick, we conquer, we cut and bleed, we cuddle. Our erotica is edgy, yes, but it is joyful. You can wank to it. You want it to happen to you. Its edge comes from authenticity of experience. I get the feeling that a lot of erotica editors try too hard to capture that hunger, that drive that comes from being a real woman on the street, feet on the ground, looking for sex with lips like sugar 
     and a view of the world that’s slightly askew, like a familiar puzzle all rearranged to make a new picture. It’s a feeling that you experience and can’t fake, like a sweet scent you can almost taste, that reminder of your very first warm cupcake.
  


  
    Take for instance Cate Robertson’s “Just Watch Me, Rodin,” in which a young woman makes her rent by posing nude for an older male artist who pushes her sexual boundaries, until one day she proves his pushing is no match for her appetite. Slip into the lyricism of Sydney Beier’s “Reading to Horst,” which a female American tourist picks up a handsome stranger in a German caféand discovers that erotica really is the language of lust. In “The Upper Hand,” by Saskia Walker, watch how one clever woman gets the best of the cute young male neighbors who’ve been spying on her. Rachel Kramer Bussel’s “Spike” gives us a comeuppance of a different kind, when a young goth girl shows a pushy “man’s man” who wears not just the pants, but the spike-heeled shoes.
  


  
    When a woman has had enough of the sexual constraints put on her by her lovers and her own ego, she might become her most taboo fantasies (while maintaining a daytime persona that hints at nothing), like the woman in Geneva King’s “Utterly Nondescript.” Or she might literally push her heightened senses into her headiest sexual fantasies, as does the protagonist in Kellie Gillespie’s “Another Assignation with Charles Bonnet.” But if she seeks out relief in the manner of Donna George Storey’s “Therapy,” all bets are off on the outcome of any sexual revelations she might have in store for her hapless therapist.
  


  
    We go to great lengths to get satisfaction, but if you’re like the girl in “Fulfilling Megan,” by Bonnie Dee, you’ll do whatever’s necessary to get off, even if it means making your 
     boyfriend have sex with a stranger for your own gratification. Some couples wind up making strange bedfellows with…fellows, such as the sexually rapacious lesbian couple in Jean Roberta’s “The Arrangement.” Mired in conflict with a mean (but sexy) boss, any girl is bound to do as the heroine in Elizabeth Coldwell’s “Heat,” and turn the boiling point of conflict into pure fire. And should the heat become too much, try eating ice cream like the title character in “Consuela” by Alicia Wag, who seduces a young female student and gets her involved in one sticky sexual encounter after another—including one with the male lover she’s kept secret.
  


  
    If you’re the kind of woman who pokes around where she shouldn’t, especially when it comes to sex, you’ll find yourself feeling sympathy spanks for the naughty girl in Eva Hore’s “A Spanking Good Time.” Or maybe you’ll enjoy the predicament in “Busted,” by Jordana Winters, where uniform fetishes and public sex collide in one intense, sweaty encounter. Magenta Brown’s “Textual Intercourse” goes beyond an adult text operator’s sexual clichés and into reality, putting a neat twist on all those “pizza delivery” fantasies. And Teresa Lamai’s “In Snow” beautifully blends searing sex and the intricacies of intimacy, culminating in a ballerina’s most memorable performance.
  


  
    Get a taste of several virtual sexual thrills as seen through the eyes of a politically powerful man tired of living through the trysts of others in Lee Skinner’s clever “Vicarious.” Also tired of wondering if the grass is greener is the woman in “Paid for the Pleasure,” by Adrie Santos, who takes a plunge into the world of anonymous ads and allows a man to pay her for his—and her—pleasure. A step further into someone else’s sexual world is where L. E. Yates’ “Cruising” goes, as a woman who 
     gets off haunting gay male cruising spots gets more than she bargains for when she meets one of her own kind. Turning the tables once more, a dancer takes—and gets—exactly what she wants from the men at a bachelor party in an incendiary group sex scene in “Deal,” by Emerald. At the end of it all is Alison Tyler’s “Four on the Floor,” a triple-X tale of the snarky lovers who hunt for and conquer other couples.
  


  
    I hope you enjoy the results of my having run totally sexually fucking amok putting together the stories in Just Watch Me. I filled it with erotica that totally turns my head around and makes me want to fuck, or at least thrust a few fingers in my panties for a little squeeze. Erotica like a stolen fingerful of frosting. Erotica for girls like me.
  


  
    
       

    
Violet Blue
  


  
  
  


  
    JUST WATCH ME, RODIN
  


  
    Cate Robertson
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    As he has instructed, I knock and enter.
  


  
    Glancing up from his cluttered, battered old desk, he impatiently motions me in.
  


  
    “I wish you could be on time for once, Camille,” he says wearily. He doesn’t want to know why I’m late because he has no interest in me as a person with any kind of life beyond the walls of this sky-lit loft.
  


  
    I know better now than to protest his calling me Camille. I undress in a corner while he watches me from his desk. Unlike some other men I’ve worked for, he offers no screen or private space for this part of my job, and undressing in front of him always feels provocative, like stripping. He mentioned once that watching me peel off sparks his muse.
  


  
    I try not to shiver. It’s not that he can’t 
     afford to heat the place. No, I’m sure he keeps it cold deliberately, to make my nipples stick out hard.
  


  
    He points to the bench, sleek brushed steel and buttoned-down black leather, the single piece of decent furniture in this bright but spartan space. “Do you remember the position? On your back,” he says quietly.
  


  
    How could I forget? Last week, after several sessions of sketching me in an exhausting variety of positions—on, over, around, and even under the bench—he’d finally settled on a conventional fetal pose because, as he said, “It makes your cunt look like a split peach.” Besides, any pose must be comfortable enough to hold for forty minutes or more without a break.
  


  
    I’m just not very comfortable with it right now, hunched here with my forearms clasped lightly around my shins and him stalking around the bench, staring. He goes to the easel, tilts his head; narrows his eyes at me, then at the canvas; then returns to adjust a wrist or thumb here, spread a knee there, untuck the fullness of my left breast from my upper arm.
  


  
    His fingers on my skin convey energy, like a current or a hum.
  


  
    He pushes a lock of hair off my forehead and smiles down at me. “Very good, Camille.”
  


  
    By the time he settles at the easel, my cunt is aching.
  


  
     

  


  
    The canvas is larger than life, four feet high by six feet wide. He paints actively, jabbing and diving and whirling, dancing with it, teasing it, flirting with the paint and the surface. He’s all art. Me, I’m just raw material, ore. The diamond-hard point of his gaze drills into me and extracts my essence, claims it for himself, pours it out in an image.
  


  
    Of me. The way my arse tilts up. He’s painting me wide 
     open. I wonder what possessed me to take this job. This is what I get for dallying in a bar with a cute older guy who turns out to be a big-shot artist. “I need a model,” he said. “Want a job, Camille?” Fuck. In for a penny, in for a pound.
  


  
    The odd thing is that when I close my eyes, I feel the touch of his paint-laden brush on my flesh like a caress. He sees and traces it all, the incurve of my cheek, the contours of my petals, the puckered vortex of my anus. I’m squeezing inside just thinking about it.
  


  
    Finally, he swirls his brushes into the water: “Time for a break.”
  


  
    In a kitchenette at the back, he makes coffee while I walk around, bend, stretch, jog on the spot, try to dislodge the yawning ache in my cunt. Four times I’ve been here, naked all afternoon, and he’s never offered me a blanket or robe. He brings the mugs and sits beside me on the bench, leaning back, long legs stretched out straight.
  


  
    I glance at his length, feel his energy close. Clench gently, dewily. Pray that I’m not wetting the leather, or maybe that I am.
  


  
    He nods at the easel. “Go on. Have a look. It’s almost done.”
  


  
    No photo-realist, he’s made the splayed, upturned cleft between the creamy thighs fill the canvas with brash, wild color. At first glance, you’d hardly be able to tell that it wasn’t the gash of a pitted peach, dripping with juice. Look again, and it’s wet, throbbing, joyful, and oh so in your face. My cunt.
  


  
    For once, I’m speechless. He chuckles. “You like the first in my new series?”
  


  
    “Series? There’s more?”
  


  
    “Oh, yes. I thought I told you. This is just the beginning. 
     Each painting in sequence will go deeper into eroticism. Here, you simply display yourself. In the next one—” He pauses. I hardly dare to breathe. “In the next one, you’ll touch yourself. And so on.”
  


  
    I try to swallow but my mouth is dry because I’m picturing myself masturbating in front of him. “How many paintings will there be?”
  


  
    “That depends on you, Camille. How far you can go.” His voice is quiet, and he’s looking at me now without a trace of a smile.
  


  
    Yeah, well, you just watch me, Rodin.
  


  
     

  


  
    After I strip, he says, “No painting today, Camille. Just drawing. Get on the bed. Sit cross-legged. Face the camera.”
  


  
    The bench has been pushed aside for a king-size platform bed made up with a fitted sheet and a pile of pillows in a soft rose pink. I want to question him about the video camera on the tripod, but I keep my mouth shut. He doesn’t pay me for small talk.
  


  
    Bracing his sketchbook on his thigh, he sits on a high stool at the foot of the bed and puts me through several poses, his eyes glued to me, his hand moving as if by remote control, charcoal pencil scratching rough paper.
  


  
    First, I must throw my head back, cup my breasts and draw out both nipples between thumbs and forefingers. He wants them very erect and red.
  


  
    “Pinch. Pull harder. Harder,” he murmurs. When I wince, he seems pleased.
  


  
    For the second pose, I lie back on a pile of pillows with my knees bent and spread. On command, I draw my lips apart. I rub and knead. I insert two fingers and then three. I circle and 
     expose my clit rhythmically. He draws nonstop, in patient detail.
  


  
    I gradually become engorged and very wet. When he stands, I notice the ridge in his jeans and the wet spot just below his belt.
  


  
    He says, “This last pose may be difficult. If you don’t want to do it, I can get someone else.”
  


  
    No damn way, Rodin. “I can do it.”
  


  
    On all fours, I have to present my arse to the camera and press my chest against the bed so that my back is uncomfortably up-arched. Quite the view.
  


  
    “Spread your thighs,” he says quietly. “I’m going to touch you.”
  


  
    With one knee on the bed, he dips his fingers into my cunt and strokes the juices slowly up my crack behind. I swallow to keep myself quiet, hoping against hope that he’s going to fuck me now.
  


  
    But—“Give me your hand.” He slips my middle finger into his mouth and sucks it. The one I had up my cunt. Can he taste me? Can he smell me? Then he pulls my arm back at an awkward angle and places the tip of my wetted finger on my anus.
  


  
    “Press,” he says, showing me how. “I want your finger inside up to the last knuckle. Your other fingers should splay against your cheeks like a starfish.”
  


  
    My anal ring tenses, then relaxes at my finger’s intrusion. I slide in all the way. I’m breathing so hard that he says, “Move it if you need to, but only slightly.” I rock imperceptibly and work my clit with my other hand until my ooze dribbles cool down my inner thighs.
  


  
    How can he hold back when he sees how much I want it?
  



  
    But he does. He draws endlessly, while I squirm in misery. Then I hear him get up. Does he move away? I can’t tell. With my face in the pillows, I’m not sure where he is, but I sense his presence, and if he’s not drawing, what the hell is he doing?
  


  
    I hold the pose because this is what he pays me for. My thighs are trembling.
  


  
    In a few minutes, his voice slices through my tension. He sounds breathless, almost winded. “That’s enough. Enough for today.”
  


  
    When I know he’s gone to make the coffee, I bring myself off hard right there, convulsing with a hand in front and my finger plunging behind. I don’t care if he hears my moans.
  


  
    He brings the mugs. His erection is gone. He clicks the camera off and smiles pleasantly at me.
  


  
    “You were good today, Camille.”
  


  
    I hope he wanks himself blind when he watches that video.
  


  
     

  


  
    I almost didn’t come back. When I got home and thought about how he made me masturbate in front of him and then jacked off secretly, I was hopping mad. But he sent flowers, no less. With a note on his letterhead. Inside, five twenties. Five times what he pays me per hour. He wrote: Camille, if I pushed you too far, I apologize for any embarrassment I caused you. Please accept the enclosed as extra payment for the video. I was remiss in not paying you for that up front.—R.
  


  
    How could I not come back after that?
  


  
    I’ve arrived on time this week. When I hold up my hair behind so he can buckle the velvet choker around my throat, I feel his breath. I swear he caresses the nape of my neck, but maybe I just want it to be a caress. His nails strike sparks off my skin.
  



  
    He’s produced two paintings from the video session, for which I am to pose briefly for final detailing. So I’m here on his bed, reclining into pillows with my clit caught between my right fore- and middle fingers, and my left thumb and forefinger “offering”—that’s how he describes it—my right nipple.
  


  
    “I’m the viewer,” he says. “Look at my face. Think, ‘I am beautiful. I am me….’ No, not like that, Camille. Don’t look seductive. This isn’t porn. Give me a level gaze. Open to me… That’s it! Good girl. Now hold it.”
  


  
    I watch him, at his easel at the foot of the bed, watching me. This isn’t porn. This is the body spread open and translated. The luminous essence of flesh, my flesh, in thick, slippery paint. I try to picture him watching me on the video. His face contorted in le petit mort. His spunk spewing from the tip of his cock.
  


  
    During the break, he switches canvasses, cleans and recharges his palette.
  


  
    Casually: “Do you have a boyfriend?”
  


  
    “Not right now.”
  


  
    “Fuck-buddy?”
  


  
    “No. I wish.” I roll my eyes: a joke. He doesn’t smile.
  


  
    “Too bad. It would be easier. For the next group of paintings—” he trails off, selecting his brushes. The silence vibrates: I hardly dare breathe. Then his eyes lift and take mine, bore into me. “Would you be averse to posing with a naked man?”
  


  
    What? Oh, god. I don’t know. I stammer. “I don’t—think so—who?”
  


  
    “A friend of mine, another artist.”
  


  
    I gulp. “You want me to fuck him.”
  


  
    He shrugs. “Not necessarily. It’s just that it could happen in the poses I want. I’ll pay you well.”
  



  
    “I can do that.” He shows me the second canvas, tall and narrow, almost finished: me kneeling, from behind. All soft sweep of thighs and intricate cunt-spread curving and shifting into shadow. Lines and planes rise and converge at the still point, just above center. Where my fingers fan open like a sunburst around the middle one, which is buried deep.
  


  
    Something, some ground inside me, caves in and liquefies. How does he find in an image so outwardly gross a delicacy and fineness so sharp it slices your heart to shreds?
  


  
    I take up the position on the bed.
  


  
     

  


  
    He invites me to meet him and Peter for lunch. Café Malu, no less. He introduces me as Camille. Peter is cute and talkative, and wears a wedding ring. For some reason, that reassures me.
  


  
    When we are back in the studio, it’s pen and watercolors, and Peter’s good humor is taking a beating. The minute I undressed, he horned up, and he’s been stiff ever since. Well, he would be, with the positions Rodin’s put us through. But so far the contact has been all external.
  


  
    Now he wants us doggy-style. For real. He wants a close-up of the entry: how the cock pries the lips open, how the lips wrap around it. The way he talks about it makes me seep. We’ve all agreed that Peter won’t actually fuck me but simply hold his cock at the required depth.
  


  
    “Need lube?”
  


  
    “No. Thanks.”
  


  
    Peter kneels close behind, opens my cunt with his fingers, and guides himself gingerly in. Halfway, and Rodin says, “Stop. There. Hold it.”
  


  
    I fight the urge to push myself back, to take him all inside. 
    


  
    Long minutes pass. The pen races, the brush swipes. Page after page. Peter’s sweat drops onto my back. His cock is throbbing and I can’t help clenching and I know that must drive him mad but I can’t stop. We’re both trembling, straining to hold back the jungle rhythm in the pulse.
  


  
    He starts to pant. “Jesus. I’m gonna come.”
  


  
    “Pull out,” says Rodin. He passes me a cloth to dry my streaming thighs. “Don’t dry your cunt,” he says.
  


  
    Peter fetches three beers from the fridge. “Fuck. I almost blew then, man. I’m gonna get you back for this.” He’s done this before, I can tell.
  


  
    After the break, Rodin wants one last position: on a wooden chair, me splayed on Peter’s lap with my back to him and his cock securely rooted. He holds my arms, steadies me sweetly, his chest hair soft on my shoulder blades. Rodin kneels right in front of me with his sketchbook. He barks out commands and the pencil flies. No time to think. Just respond.
  


  
    “Pete, pull her nipples. Perfect…. Pinch her clit…. Grab her hips…. Dig your fingers into her thighs. Higher… Camille, where he enters, touch his shaft. No, a circle with your thumb and forefinger. Good…. Cup his balls… Now play with your clit. That’s it. Good girl.”
  


  
    My nipples ache and all I can see is the bulge in his jeans. By the time we finish, my juices drip drip drip off Pete’s balls. A little puddle on the seat.
  


  
    Leaving, I stop at the door and turn. “Can I ask you a question?”
  


  
    He’s cleaning up. He raises an eyebrow. “Sure. Shoot.”
  


  
    “It’s probably a stupid question. I just wonder—why do you make me pose live like that? You have a camera. Why can’t you just take photos?”
  



  
    He nods. “It’s not a stupid question, Camille. It should be asked more often, in fact. The answer is simple. The camera sees only with one eye. It has no depth perception and it distorts the image very subtly. With two eyes, I have depth perception. I can see what’s beneath and behind the surface. I see the whole image, as the camera cannot see it. I bring out the invisible.”
  


  
    As he explains this, something predatory and angular rises inside me, a sharp and bladelike craving. I want to push myself into him.
  


  
    “And what is invisible?” I ask.
  


  
    He hesitates. Warily? He wonders where I’m going with this. “Heat. I paint heat.”
  


  
    “Heat? Whose heat?” I press on recklessly, feeling lucky. I want to make him say it. Say, your heat. I paint your heat. Say it, you fucker.
  


  
    Even across the room, his eyes pin me down. “Mine,” he says. “I paint my heat.”
  


  
     

  


  
    For the next several weeks, he paints nonstop, always a couple of canvases going at the same time with several more roughed in. Some days he calls me in to pose, but often he just wants me to be there while he works. Calls me his muse. Right. I feel more like an ornamental house-pet, lounging around on the bed, reading, listening to music, even napping, and always naked. It feels normal. He talks rarely while he paints, but when I make coffee, he takes a break and chats.
  


  
    One day, he shows me some of the finished work: props the canvases up along the wall.
  


  
    It’s always a shock to see myself painted like this—in feverish color, with frenetic brushstrokes, everything vibrating and 
     glowing together. The throb in my cunt radiates from the paint. His work is electric. It looks like fucking feels.
  


  
    Looking at the paintings, he says, “What do you see?”
  


  
    I stammer. “Me, but not me. Me, in your eyes.” I’m breaking a sweat with the effort.
  


  
    He says, “Exactly. You in my eyes. How I see you.” Now he’s looking at me. I can smell him, his sweat, his coffee breath. Did my nostrils flare? No doubt he can smell more than coffee off me.
  


  
    “Camille, look at me.” His face is lined, his eyes magnetic. He’s probably my father’s age. “I never thought anyone would do what you’ve done for me. You took on my challenge. And you’ve performed just as I’d hoped.” He pauses. “But—”
  


  
    Always a but, yeah. “I want to push you further.”
  


  
    “How much further?”
  


  
    “Until you beg me to stop. Until you hit the wall.”
  


  
    I shrug. “What do you have in mind?”
  


  
    The way his eyes drill into me, I feel my nipples prickle up. “A game. Play a game with me. A game of bondage and domination. Could you do that?” He gives a casual smile, but an undercurrent of tension hums in the air between us.
  


  
    He wants this. Desperately.
  


  
    Damn. Damn him. “Sure. I can do that.”
  


  
     

  


  
    When I arrive for the next session, he’s laid out some nasty-looking equipment on the bench. I can barely look at it for fear of caving in: handcuffs, a collar, a red ball gag? A blindfold.
  


  
    A purple butt plug. Something that looks like a small riding crop.
  


  
    Nipple clamps? Jesus. What have I got myself into?
  


  
    The video camera is pointing at the bed.
  



  
    He smiles. “Are you afraid?”
  


  
    “Yes.”
  


  
    “Good. You should be. It’s going to hurt. It has to. But I promise I won’t cut you or make any permanent marks on your body. And we’ll do this only once. I’ll cam it all. And of course I’ll make it worth your while.”
  


  
    “Okay.” So he’s going to pay to tie me up and whip me in front of a camera. Have I now definitively crossed the line from model to whore? Or is this all still for art? I’m not sure anymore. He beeps the camera on.
  


  
    He buckles the collar around my neck and the cuffs around my wrists. I lift each foot to the bed for him to buckle cuffs around my ankles.
  


  
    “Kneel on the bed. Facing me, so your hands hang by your ankles.”
  


  
    When he clips the wrist cuffs to the ankle cuffs and I try to move but can’t without spreading my knees, I have a revelation: restrained, in this position, my body is automatically designated a sexual object. My raison d’être is crystal clear.
  


  
    With just a few buckles and clips, he’s made me into a fuck toy.
  


  
    “Now listen. This is important. You won’t be able to talk with the gag. We need a safe signal. If you want me to stop, for any reason, stretch out your fingers. Like this. Okay? Good. Now open your mouth.”
  


  
    The ball, though soft, feels huge on my tongue. By the time he buckles it securely in place, my jaw joint is already sore with the strain.
  


  
    The blindfold is next. Everything goes black and I’m operating by touch and sound. He is quiet for a few seconds. I strain to hear his breathing. Then—“Now I want you to turn over 
     with your face and shoulders on the bed.” I obey. Upended. His favorite position for me, but he doesn’t say that.
  


  
    “Are you ready to be spanked?”
  


  
    I nod, my cheek flattened against the sheet.
  


  
    Without another word of warning, he hits me with his bare hand, and just after the force of his blow sends fire streaking through my arse and the gag stifles my scream, I wonder if he wonders: how fast will I hit my wall?
  


  
    I chomp down on the gag. Just watch me, Rodin.
  


  
    It begins with his hands: slow swipes. Forehand, backhand. With each fiery stroke, I drive my fingernails into my palms and clench the gag in my teeth. Between each pass, he strokes my hips gently, almost lovingly, feathering my skin with his fingertips until I relax with relief, when the next blow knocks me sideways.
  


  
    I lose count.
  


  
    “Are you okay, Camille? You’re glowing now.”
  


  
    I nod. My face feels flushed and my arse is blazing. His fingers coax sensation back, cool on my cheeks and down over my thighs. Then they creep between my legs and begin to rummage insistently among my petals. He grunts approvingly. I’m oozy and engorged. All that extra blood flow. Everything he’s done to me, over so many weeks, all coming to fruition now. I try, but fail, not to rock in response.
  


  
    He steps away, returns. Something hisses and swoops in the air behind me, makes me startle. The crop. He chuckles. “I want some nice red stripes on this rosiness.”
  


  
    And just like that, he strikes me. Swoop. Swoop. Each stroke forces a mangled moan from my lungs. My fists clench and unclench at my ankles as I consider signalling for safety. Again I lose count. But just before I hit the wall, he stops.
  



  
    I’m struggling to breathe because my nose is so stuffed up. The blindfold feels wet on my cheeks. What is that sound, that muffled sobbing?
  


  
    Me.
  


  
    He rolls me onto my back and caresses me, his voice low and soothing, until my breathing steadies and strengthens. “Darling, don’t cry. My god, you’re beautiful like this. You’ll see. I’ll show you how lovely you are.”
  


  
    He presses his mouth to my forehead, my cheeks, my breasts. His chest hair brushes me, his cock slides hard and satiny against my thigh. I realize: he’s naked. Since when? Since the blindfold? My nipples prick up between his fingers.
  


  
    “Have you ever had them clamped?”
  


  
    Before I can shake my head, something bites into the tender, tumescent flesh. One. Two. The pressure is savage and I scream but the sound is strangled. The twin throb of my pinched nipples ignites a relentless pulse down through my clit that makes me buck and grind helplessly. I’m desperate. My body is pleading for release. Begging him.
  


  
    “Good girl.” His voice is tense.
  


  
    A swipe of thumb between my pussy lips spreads my syrup down and behind. Is that his finger, opening my back hole? Oh sweet fuck. Yes. One. Two. Probing, stretching. I melt down onto him, whimpering. Oh dear god, dear Jesus.
  


  
    “The butt plug,” he murmurs just before he nudges it in. It’s solid and it feels huge. My sphincter hugs it so tight I almost explode. But not yet, not until he rolls onto me and and shunts into me rough and deep. When his cock stuffs me full and everything goes numb, I realize I’m dying because I just can’t breathe anymore. I hit the wall.
  


  
    At that instant: the gag is yanked out, the blindfold off. He 
     releases the clamps and fire surges through my nipples and my clit. I’m flung screaming and singing and soaring headfirst through cascades of fireworks into the endless night sky.
  


  
     

  


  
    I don’t know how long I lay there in his arms: until my sobbing and trembling finally petered out and I lay still, shell-shocked. Until evening purpled the studio and hunger won out over exhaustion.
  


  
    At Malu, my ass throbbed on the chair. I could feel each welt where he’d beaten me.
  


  
    Where he’d beaten me. Not a sign of the sadist now, in this attractive, middle-aged man of the world sitting across the candle flame from me, stirring his coffee and considering me carefully. Just hours before, this man had cleaved me to my core, ripped apart everything that I thought was me, and put me back together.
  


  
    “What made it so intense?” I finally asked him. “Was it the blindfold? The gag?”
  


  
    He lifted an eyebrow and shrugged. “Possibly. Sensory deprivation. When you can’t see, your other senses go on high alert. Everything intensifies. When you can’t vocalize, everything is bottled up inside. The release was powerful, no?”
  


  
    Powerful? It was nuclear. I never came so hard.
  


  
     

  


  
    “Stay the night,” he says.
  


  
    He plays the video and when it is over, he says, “Did you see the beauty in that? How you exploded under me. I want to capture that in paint.”
  


  
    I answer the tense note in his voice with my thigh over his. He fucks me warmly and companionably this time, but sleep is fitful until the gray half-light when he drags me from my 
     dreams to prop me on all fours and slam into me from behind, our bodies clapclapclapping an accelerated applause.
  


  
    Then a sound sleep, then startling awake at ten-thirty-five with a mid-morning sun baking the bed. Untangling from him and the sheets, fumbling for clothes: “I’ve got a class at eleven!”
  


  
    “Easy, darling. I’ll give you a lift.” Over a cup of his strong coffee, he passes me a thick envelope. Hundreds. A thousand.
  


  
    “What’s this?”
  


  
    He smiled. “Payment for your services.”
  


  
    “Services? I didn’t do anything. All we did yesterday was fuck.”
  


  
    He keeps smiling until it dawns on me.
  


  
    “If I take this from you, I’m a whore.” I put it on the table.
  


  
    “No. If you take this from me, you’re my whore. A whore in the service of art.”
  


  
    He raises a finger to silence my protest. “Camille, listen. Nothing has changed. I pay you to do what I want. What I want changes from day to day. You know that. I’ve had you masturbate for me. Fake-fuck Peter. In different positions. You’ve fucked me. Tomorrow I may want you to fuck two men while I watch. But this I can promise you: I will always push you to your limits and I will always want to paint you there.”
  


  
    He offers the envelope again. “You can stop anytime you want. It’s all up to you. How far can you go?”
  


  
    How far? I see the walls stacked three deep with canvases of me, me as sexual energy made flesh, all dark raw wild beauty. Who knew such an erotic creature existed inside me? He 
     draws it out and breathes life into a part of me I never knew existed. Where can he take me? What can he unearth inside me? He’s given me a taste.
  


  
    A taste for more.
  


  
    I take the envelope with a grin. “Just watch me, Rodin.”
  


  
  


  
    READING TO HORST
  


  
    Sydney Beier
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    It was finally cooler that day. The last week held record temperatures for all of Europe and the German city I lived in hadn’t been spared. I woke at dawn every morning, already panting, my skin glistening with sticky sweat. The sun rose in the back of my apartment, blazing through the red window curtains and turning the entire bedroom pink.
  


  
    I walked into town for the first time since I could remember, happy to do some shopping I’d neglected. The stuffy, crowded shops had been so intolerable, I chose to do without my necessities.
  


  
    My first stop was at a perfume store. I automatically reached for my favorite, Cristalle, which my husband had been buying me for years. A pretty woman in the aisle bumped 
     into me reaching for classic, sophisticated Chanel No. 5. When she had moved on, I grabbed the next one on the shelf. I opened it on my way out of the store and applied some to my wrists, behind my knees, and not caring if anyone was looking, between my cleavage.
  


  
    I walked up Lothringerstrasse, the bag swinging at my side.
  


  
    In the middle of the city, just beyond the marketplace crowded with tourists admiring the Dom and Rathaus, was a small park shaded by deciduous trees and a block of apartment buildings. I took a seat on a concrete platform and leaned against a tall, stone monument to Kaiser Karl. Leaves above filtered the sunlight into shadows that danced on my skin and the ground below. The air had thinned in this shaded area and I breathed easier than I had in a long time. I watched a Turkish and an African woman entertaining their children in a nearby sandbox.
  


  
    I also had a view of the Altenheim on the edge of the park. Nurses in white behind a desk busily checked in visitors and family members. The windows of the home were open and I could hear an old woman inside hollering dementedly, what sounded to me like: “Fräulein! Fräulein!”
  


  
    Her voice dropped from a floor high in the building and mingled with the squeals of the children playing in the park. The little black boy and Turkish girl feverishly arranged sand with a bucket and shovel. They didn’t look over at me, but for some reason, I wanted them to. I wanted to see their big eyes and tiny teeth flash at me and to hold the little boy with my hand on his belly like his mother.
  


  
    The old woman upstairs continued to hoot over and over like an exotic, tropical bird, “Fräulein!”
  


  
    An elderly man emerged from the old folk’s home with 
     two blue parakeets in a white cage. Then another man, about forty-five, strolled across my view of the gentleman with the birds. A little white and brown dog trotted along next to him. They looked pleased on this cool afternoon, taking their time on their walk. The man looked up into the trees with his hands in the pockets of his khaki shorts as the dog familiarized himself with scents along the ground.
  


  
    Only in the last few years had my attention been directed to older men. Call it a daddy complex, maturity, or aggravation with the inattentiveness and lack of appreciation of the men in my own generation. Older men seem to respect the value of youth, especially that of women. I studied him closely.
  


  
    I liked his gray hair, slightly grown out and mussed, his slow casual pace, his shape that was big, but solid. I watched his progress through the park and to the street where an automobile from Holland pulled up to the sidewalk and inquired for directions. He threw his hands up in apologetic ignorance.
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