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Odalisque

'Darling Gerry,' said Auralie, 'I want to make love to a
woman.'

Gerry drew in a sharp breath. Auralie knew the
calculated shamelessness of her statement would
excite him. She slid a hand under cover of the
tablecloth, surreptitiously undid a couple of buttons on
his trousers, and wormed a finger into the opening so
she could stroke him. They were in a public place and
she knew it would arouse him. Through half-closed
eyes she took a long look at Gerry, then whispered into
his ear.

'You know I've never done it. We could have her
together.'

'No,' said Gerry, resisting her. He gazed at his chic,
petite French wife. You lying bitch, he thought.
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1

'How wicked I am,' thought Jeanine, as she removed the severe
black band that held her thick blonde hair securely in place.

'So very wicked,' she thought as she picked up the brush
and applied rhythmic strokes. Jeanine knew she would have
to confess her sins. What would she say? How much should
she tell? Thank God her eyes would be lowered and her blushes
hidden.

She unzipped her soft, deep, cream cashmere skirt and let
it drop to the floor. Slowly she undid the front buttons of her
pale, patterned silk blouse, enjoying the feel of its languid
sensuousness. That, too, she let fall on the thick pile corn-coloured
carpet. She sat down on the high, brocade-covered
chair opposite the cheval mirror and leisurely removed her
dark brown, fine kid shoes. At last she was free. This was the
first evening of her new life. She was her own mistress.

Jeanine felt pleased with the way she had managed to
organise the conversion of her home into a hotel. On Monday
she would be open for business, but for now she had the
weekend to herself. On Monday she would be putting the last-minute
touches to the rooms, buying fresh flowers and
interviewing chambermaids. She must also choose a cook and
a handyman-cum-porter. Perhaps, she thought, it would be
nice if they were a husband and wife team. A nicely rounded
roly-poly woman as the cook, and a sensible man who would
understand how the electrics worked as well as being strong
enough to carry guests' luggage up the Georgian staircase.

It was cause for regret that there was no space for an elevator.
Jeanine stretched lazily. On Monday she would be busy sorting,
choosing, organising people and distributing leaflets. Tonight
and the next couple of days were hers alone, to do with as she
wanted.

But what should she say to her Confessor? She stood up and
unhooked her pale-pink Chantilly lace bra, unhurriedly stroking
her breasts. Lingering over the nipples, she allowed her fingertips
to coax them into a pleasant stiffness. She smiled to herself as
she picked out a lipstick from her dressing-table and painted
her lips a deep, fiery red.

Those people in her old office had no idea who she was, or
what she really thought. She had deliberately played down
any vestiges of her sexuality. It was there for all to see if they
had only looked beneath the prim exterior and beyond her
no-eye-make-up face. She'd worn only a soft pink lipstick and
had coiled her hair into in a bun that never betrayed her flaxen
glory, now so evident.

Her clothes, sensual to touch and easy to shed, were an
invitation, but her manner was wholly contained. Throughout
her meteoric four-year career her attitude had remained as
cool and aloof as her brain had been fast and incisive. She
knew she had been nicknamed The Ice Maiden, and that the
more unkind and outspoken had called her, bluntly, The Frigid
Bitch. But now all that was behind her.

Jeanine sighed with relief. Never again would she have to
push through rush-hour traffic, climb the marble and glass
stairs into her office or sit at her desk with its computer and
stupid rubber plant, avoiding the gossip of the women and the
men. She had earned enough both in salary and in respect to
go her own way. Now, with her late husband Laurence's money
finally through and her employment contract terminated as
planned, everything had come together very nicely. Jeanine
took a long, deep and contented breath; the decorators had
finished in the house and all was fresh and sweet smelling.

Jeanine removed her slip and stood in front of the mirror,
naked except for her Directoire knickers. What would her
Confessor say if he could see her now? She had avoided him
for the past few weeks on the false grounds of pressure of
work. But soon, very soon, she would have to face him, report
to him, tell him. Her Confessor, who had taken her under his
wing when his nephew, Jeanine's husband, had died so tragically
three days after their marriage. Her Confessor who had
given her the extra money she needed for her hotel. Her
Confessor who, when she initially refused to take his money,
told her it was no more, no less, than a business arrangement;
a good investment for him. He had many friends and acquaintances
constantly coming and going, all needing somewhere
where they could stay, away from the public gaze, in perfect
peace, safety and security. Her hotel would suit them very well.
She conjured up a vision of her Confessor. She shivered slightly.
Petrov always had an uncomfortable effect upon her.

Somehow she knew he spelled danger to her inner being.
She could never quite put her finger on what it was. He was
charming. He was polite, with old-fashioned good manners.
He was caring and considerate of her feelings. What Jeanine
failed to recognise was the potency of Petrov as a supremely
sexual man.

She thought of him as she saw him on her last visit, made
before the reawakening of her sexuality: a great bull of a man
in a black cassock, with grey-blue eyes that bored into her
and a magnetic presence that overwhelmed her. His iron-grey
hair was, as always, perfectly cut but curled slightly at the
temples. This gave him a somewhat raffish air, an air almost
unbecoming in an abbot. Jeanine trembled slightly at the
memory.

Alerted by the porter at the main gate, Petrov had stood at
the massive open door of his large, rambling Tudor mansion,
which he had had modernised at great expense. It was his
pride and joy, and also the headquarters of his religious order.
It was a mixed order, one which both men and women could
enter. Jeanine rarely met anyone on the inside of the building,
but whenever she visited she noticed a plethora of male and
female novices in their dark-green robes tending the
gardens.

Petrov, his arms outstretched in welcome, had greeted her
with a platonic peck on her cheek before leading her across
the great hall to the confessional box hidden slightly behind
a raised dais. Petrov had entered on one side and sat down.
Jeanine entered on the other side, closed the door and knelt in
the darkness in front of the grille. There had been very little
to confess; small jealousies, little lies, but never anything that
had warranted much penance. Not then. But now, now she had
rediscovered physical desire. That was why she had spent the
last month avoiding him. She was frightened of confessing
this to him. Something inside her told her that this discovery
and telling him about it would change their relationship: for all
Petrov had ever asked of her was that she remained pure and
faithful to her husband's memory.

He had promised that within the year she could have her
wish, join his order and withdraw from the world. But for the
moment she must be of this world, subject to its temptations
and resist them. She must continue with her life of purity. He
had also told her he would know if she ever deviated, if she
failed to tell him the truth or infringed any of the rules he had
laid down for her. And she believed him.

Sitting down at her dressing-table she painted her nails with
bright-red lacquer. The colour reminded her of the tropics.
South America. Brazil. Brazil was the one place in the world
she had wanted to visit. She had been overjoyed when Laurence
suggested they go there for their honeymoon.

Hazily, she pictured him: his lithe muscular body, his deep brown
eyes and sun-bleached hair. His face permanently
suntanned from the hours spent in the open air searching for,
collecting and naming plants.

They had arrived in S.o Paulo quite exhausted after their
long flight from Paris via Lisbon. They had been met by
Laurence's Aunt Rosario and her new husband, Edson, who had
driven the long miles to his large estate whilst Rosario and
Laurence chatted happily of old times in Paris and of mutual
friends. Jeanine had been happy not to talk; content to hold
Laurence's hand and watch the changing landscape. After a
five-hour drive they eventually arrived at an enormous house.
There, in the soft hours of a Brazilian morning, Laurence had
taken her virginity. He had introduced her to the delights of
lovemaking.

She remembered the soft touch of his hands as he stroked
her body. He made sure she was not afraid. His fingers gently
loosening the ties of her negligée and lifting her night-dress,
revealing her secret place suddenly wet with desire. She relived
his lips touching hers before kissing her neck, her eyes, her
hair, her breasts. Then he showed her how to hold him, how
to stroke his penis so that it became stiff as a rod, fully extended
and ready to plunge into her. Parting her legs he moved
between her thighs and then slowly, with great patience, his
erect penis gliding on her moistness, he entered her. Sensations
she had never known before flooded through her, took her by
surprise, engulfed her. For hours they lay moving and moaning,
shaking and taking until, sapped of all desire, they had curled
up in each other's arms and fallen asleep.

During that night she had been attacked by mosquitoes.
They had gorged themselves on her fresh English blood and
debilitated her. If they hadn't she would have died with him.
Laurence was a keen polo player. Rosario and Edson had
placed a private jet at the honeymooners' disposal, suggesting
they both fly the five-hundred-mile journey to where a game
was to be played. But Jeanine had been too ill to go. The
mosquito bites had caused an allergy that set a fever raging
through her body, so Laurence went alone. Then came the
news. Her husband had not arrived at the match. It took them
two days to find the tangled wreckage of his aircraft in the
depths of the Brazilian rainforest, but his body was never
found.

That was four years ago. Four years in which to recover from
the shock and learn to stand on her own two feet. Jeanine had
found that difficult, suddenly deprived of status, support and
love. She had always been protected by family, especially her
mother, Penelope Vladelsky, who only a few months later was
herself plunged into mourning for Jeanine's step-father, Stefan.
Penelope's grief had left her incapable of sustained thought
and action for herself, let alone anyone else, even her only
child, Jeanine. Because Laurence's body had never been found,
the trustees were loath to pay out on the will. The insurance
company was loath to pay out, too. With some money of her
own, but not enough to keep her going for a protracted period,
Jeanine decided that work, for which she had no real or sensible
training, was the answer, not only financially but also to ease
the pain of Laurence's death.

Petrov had helped her find employment with a young public
relations company. Jeanine had not enjoyed it. She had not
looked forward to the daily grind, the drudgery of being with
people she did not like, of being at their command, but she
had done it and done it well. Recently, Laurence had been
declared officially dead and all monies due to her had come
through. She was able to stop working like a drone and have
her own business. Jeanine was utterly determined it was going
to be a great success.

She looked at the beautiful drapes, carpets and upholstery
so wonderfully designed by her clever cousin, Auralie. Dear
Auralie, so very different from her. Dark, where Jeanine was
blonde; petite, where Jeanine was voluptuous. Creative, where
Jeanine was practical; sexy, where she was . . .

Jeanine stopped herself in mid-thought. She was pleased
her cousin was now happily married, but knew that her own
marriage to Laurence had been a blow to Auralie. The two had
been very close, although Laurence had gone to great lengths
to tell Jeanine he and Auralie had never been lovers. They
couldn't be, he had explained: they were first cousins. Jeanine
had said she didn't think that mattered, but Laurence had
insisted it did. Jeanine had expected Auralie to be jealous but
she had been sweetness itself. She had even helped Jeanine
choose her wedding dress. She could not understand why her
mother detested Auralie so much.

Auralie had proved her worth and friendship again, providing
Jeanine with the refurbishment of her hotel at cost price. When
her mother returned from her cruise, Jeanine would tell her
how kind Auralie had been. Jeanine could not bear dissension
or undercurrents, nor rows or violence in any form. She wanted
everybody to be happy. She would bring the two of them
together. It would be like it was when they were young, before
her step-father Stefan had died.

Jeanine's thoughts switched from Stefan to his youngest
brother, Petrov, the cadences of his hypnotic booming voice
piercing her thoughts. Soon she must see him. She must, but
not yet. What would she say? How explicit should she be when
her thoughts were less and less of Laurence and now more
sexual, deeply sexual? Should she tell him she lay on the bed
with her legs and arms apart, bound by leather straps holding
her down while a strong muscular body came up between her
legs, a mouth licking her thighs, and fingers slowly opening
her secret entrance? As she thought about this, Jeanine's hand
moved slowly over her body and under the waistband of her
knicker elastic. Her forefinger, as if of its own volition, began
exciting her most tender parts. Jeanine began to feel the sensations
of want and need. She could feel the blood rushing
through her body, suffusing her face, filling up, opening up,
and expanding her hidden places. She could feel her cheeks
tingle. Her tongue peeped through her half-opened mouth and
she licked her own lips. She could feel her inner self ripening,
unfurling. She could feel herself blossoming.

Jeanine removed her knickers and sat down on the cane
chair in front of her dressing-table. The mirror on the opposite
wall was so positioned that with the aid of the cheval mirror
she had a perfect view of herself from every angle. She gazed
at her breasts and touched her nipples, making sure they stood
firm and erect. She bent slowly with the unconscious grace of
a natural dancer and stroked her inner thighs. Then she stood
to admire the plump, rounded softness of her pale-skinned
bottom, now slightly reddened and criss-crossed from the cane
chair. This sight unexpectedly aroused her and she trailed her
red-nailed fingers along the fresh marks. Jeanine walked over
to her beautiful walnut inlay tallboy and opened a drawer.
Excited by a sense of guilt, she took out her secret purchases:
a black lace and leather basque, a pair of black satin, split crotch
panties and black silk-seamed stockings.

Standing in front of the mirror Jeanine laced herself into
the basque and stepped into the crotchless knickers. She liked
the feel of the cool satin against her buttocks and how the
elastic held her in at the top of her legs so that her hidden
softness was gently edged forward and constantly rubbed
together in a spiral of enticement. It opened her, encouraging
the moistness to flow. She opened further, becoming more than
moist, becoming wet. She opened still further, her juices oozing
out and dampening her thighs.

Jeanine turned her stockings inside out then pulled them
on and up her shapely legs. She checked that the back
suspenders were hitched at the point where the seam began
and that they were perfectly straight. From her ornate walnut
wardrobe she took a pair of high-heeled, laced-to-the-ankle
boots and thrust her feet into them. She smiled at her reflection.
Her transformation was complete.

Would her Confessor understand when she told him her
need to feel that man's penis in her mouth? To close her lips
over his masculinity and suck him? Would he understand her
need to turn over, raise her buttocks and feel that masculinity
within her? Or would her Confessor punish her for her wickedness?
And how would he punish her?

Jeanine, facing herself in the mirror, noticed her secret self
was no longer secret. Now her fingers were not enough. She
wanted something more. She opened another drawer of her
tallboy and removed a pink leather dildo. She caressed it. She
put its tip into her mouth, sucked on it and remembered how
she had come to buy it.

Until recently she had lain night after night alone in her
bed and sobbing. But one restless night desire had begun to
form within her. It started when she was suddenly cold. She
put her hands between her legs to keep warm. Enjoying the
unaccustomed feeling of being held and the twin satisfaction
of warmth flooding through her cold fingers and the sense of
security provided by her hands, she moved slightly in the bed.
Her fingers shifted and accidentally touched her closed opening
which immediately responded to the pressure. It tingled and
waited expectantly for those fingers to move again. There was
a tightening in her throat and a flutter in her belly. Jeanine
touched again. Tingle. She touched again and again. She
uncurled from her foetal position, spread her legs apart and,
in the darkness beneath her bedcovers, searched out her hidden
self. Without a conscious thought, just the excitement of flesh
touching flesh, she luxuriated in the thrill of discovery. Her
sensitive fingertips caressed her equally sensitive secret parts
– her sex. After a while nebulous fantasies began to take shape.
Jeanine started to look forward to her nights instead of
dreading them. She also felt the need for something thicker,
bigger, longer, throbbing inside her. She decided to buy a dildo,
but that would mean going into a sex shop. She had felt an
acute sense of shame and had blushed at the thought. However,
the overriding desire, the wantonness of her desire, overcame
her shame. She had put on an old Burberry raincoat, thick
pebble-lens spectacles, covered her head with a Hermes scarf
and had walked unabashed into the shop.

Amongst the blow-up dolls and whips and canes and jellies
and creams and garments she thought existed only in her
imagination, Jeanine saw an array of plastic and leather
penises in a variety of sizes. Almost immediately her eyes had
fallen on one in shell-pink leather. It was beautifully shaped
and formed, its leather balls supple and malleable and yielding
to her touch. She felt her legs begin to tremble and her knickers
cling with a sudden dampness. In a daze, Jeanine began
fondling its hard erectness. A hardness that in her mind had
taken on a dangerous quality. She had bought it, together with
a small vibrator.

The memory now made her want to see herself brazen and
swollen. She took off her panties, then opened a drawer in her
dressing-table and removed a bottle of sweet-smelling oils.
Carefully, so none dropped on the carpet, she coated the dildo
with solicitous strokes. Standing in front of the mirror, keeping
her legs apart, her pelvis thrust forward, she rolled the dildo
up and down her thighs. She held it behind her back and let
its hardness peep through the space at the top of her legs.
Quivering with anticipation and aching to welcome something
thick and stiff she let the dildo caress her soft, dark-pink inner
lips, normally completely hidden from view but now showing,
open, tactile and wanton.

Jeanine imagined the hard, taut body that would possess a
member like the one now teasing her oiled thighs. She imagined
the hands that would pull down the lace and leather that
covered her breasts. She envisaged those hands holding her
breasts, massaging her nipples. And she thought of the mouth
that would kiss and suck them. She imagined those hands
moving down from her breasts, over her belly, to stroke and
play with the fair down covering the mound at the top of her
legs. As she fantasised, so the muscles inside her begged to be
enclosing, manipulating, the beloved object. Jeanine envisaged
the face and trembled. A very real man. A forbidden man. She
knew she would have to tell her Confessor about him; have to
relate to him her wickedness, her sin. Confess your thoughts,
he always told her, for they are father to the deed. But Jeanine
knew she would never ever let those thoughts become reality.
The idea was preposterous. Nevertheless, her mind continued
to visualise him – Auralie's husband, Gerry. Gerry bending over
her whilst she was tied and powerless. Powerless to stop him
twisting her hair in his hands, jerking her head backwards so
that her mouth opened involuntarily as he inserted his penis,
commanding her to suck him whether she wanted to or not.

Jeanine held the dildo at its base. She sat on the cane chair,
spreading her legs apart over its arms. With her vulva exposed
and one hand resting on her enlarged and engorged clitoris,
she let the dildo glide into her shameless opening. She shoved
hard. Harder. Imagining and feeling. Tingling and trembling.
Taking and tightening, working herself up to the pitch of
ecstasy. Every pore of her body was alive. She gripped the dildo,
pushing it in and out, in and out, her mind conjuring fantasy
upon fantasy. Men were sucking her. Men were taking her.
Taking her from the front, taking her from the back. Men were
holding her down, making her suck them one after the other.
She was panting and squirming, bringing herself to the point
of no return.

Then, on a whim, with her back arched, the pattern of the
cane chair digging into her buttocks, she stopped thrusting.
She decided not to come. She would tease herself. How stupid
to use up hours of pleasure in a few short moments. She would
do something she would be unlikely ever to do again. She
would roam through the house playing with herself. She would
play with herself in front of every mirror in every room. Then
in future, when that room was occupied, she would have the
memory of what she had done. How she had stamped her
sexuality on the fabric of the house. Her sexuality. Her fantasy.
She would pretend she was a hooker visiting clients.

She was no longer Jeanine, ex-director of a PR company, now
the owner of a small private hotel. She was Jeanine, the high class
hooker visiting clients and having to dodge the owner.
She set the dildo to one side and began to paint her face, first
the foundation, then the silky powder. She put blue on her
eyelids, then black mascara on her eyelashes. She brushed
mascara on her eyebrows, enhancing their curve, then put
rouge on her cheeks and more bright red on her lips. She
brushed her hair again. She checked that her stocking seams
were straight and touched herself at the top of her legs. She
was still wet. Glistening wet.

What to wear over her basque? She moved across to the
wardrobe. She saw herself in the mirror. She caught a glimpse
of her reddened, marked bare bottom, her black silk-stockinged
legs, her ankle-high leather boots, her breasts with their erect
nipples jutting forth, and she smiled. What a shock her old
colleagues would have if they could see her now. The Ice
Maiden, The Frigid Bitch, enjoying her fantasies. Rifling
through her wardrobe Jeanine chose a floor-length, black
leather cape. She draped it over her satin-smooth shoulders,
bowing its thongs around her neck. She decided she would go
into the kitchen and take a bottle of champagne from the
refrigerator. She would christen each room in every possible
way. And no one would know. This added to her sense of wickedness
and gave her a sharp stab of pleasure. Next week she
would tell her Confessor. She would have to because she could
not continue to avoid him; he might become suspicious. Next
week she would allow herself to be covered in shame and
mortification, but tonight, and for the weekend, she would
wallow in her fantasies. She picked up the dildo and left the
quiet, golden charm of her bedroom.

Jeanine had no way of knowing that soon her secret would
be discovered. That it would be the man she most desired who
would find her dressed in her secret, exotic and erotic clothes,
and he would find her sexually hungry and wantonly
aroused.
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