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Author’s Note

 


My heroine lives with ASD.

There are millions of people who are on the spectrum
and there are so many different ways it shows itself. Because each
person is different, for this story I can only model her on myself.
Her fears, her emotions, her misunderstanding, and reactions, are
all mine.

I don’t deal with change or new things well. I tend
to be a “loner” because it’s easier than trying to cope with
outside stimuli. I’m rather awkward around people, not sure how to
act, hence using a “mask.” I’m safe at home and Google Maps is my
friend.

If there is too much noise, too many people, too
many different lights, smells—it all bombards the senses at once
and overwhelms. Those on the spectrum react in many ways—from
melting down to rocking, shutting down or exploding, or a myriad of
ways in between.

Neurodivergent people view the world in a different
way—and it can be such an amazing and wonderful way. Please take
the time to know us.


Chapter One

 


Driving back from lunching in the city with
his friends, Emily and Jake Nichols, Kaden Turner turned into his
local mall car park intending to pick up the latest thriller from
his favorite author. He browsed the bookshop for a while, made his
purchase, then, whistling merrily, headed back to his car. Just
ahead, a pretty woman loaded groceries into the trunk of her car, a
few up from his. As she lifted one bag, it split, spilling oranges
and lemons every which way. Kaden leaped into action, fielding the
fruit as it rolled away. Between him and the woman, they managed to
wrangle the escaping pieces back into another bag.

‟Thank you so much!”

‟You’re welcome—grocery shopping is the
worst chore, hate it.”

‟I hate grocery shopping too. Normally do it
all online, but this is for my parents. Mention online to them and
they look horrified.”

Kaden snickered as he said, ‟I’m a big fan
of online shopping. And you don’t have to chase your fruit around
the car park.”

The lovely woman giggled and Kaden checked
out her hands. No rings. She looked around mid to late forties so
he decided to keep talking to her—if she’d let him.

‟You’re not wrong. I don’t know why they
make these paper bags so thin, once you put a few items in they
always burst.”

‟True, but they are great for making paper
masks and scaring people.”

She grinned at Kaden. “I’ll try to remember
that at Halloween. You know, I always seem to forget to bring my
own bags.”

“Join the club, and I have at least ten
dozen in the back of my car. Probably because when I forget them, I
buy another. It then gets added to the growing pile. One day I’m
sure they’ll take over my car and when that happens I’ll have to
walk everywhere.”

She laughed and Kaden held out his hand.
‟I’m Kaden, Kaden Turner.”

‟Leanne Taylor,” she replied as they shook
hands.

“Hello, Leanne.”

“Thank you so much, Kaden. Don’t know what I
would have done if you hadn’t come along.”

Kaden indicated the far end of the car park
with his head. ‟Have to say, some of those oranges were definitely
heading as fast as they could for the border.”

Leanne giggled softly as Kaden lifted the
last of her shopping to the car.

‟Thanks again, Kaden.

‟Can I buy you a coffee? After all that
exercise chasing fruit, you deserve one.” She smiled but looked
unsure so Kaden added, “I don’t suppose I can convince you I’m not
crazy and that you’ll have a drink?”

“Maybe if you try hard.”

Grinning, he said, “In that case, I’m sure I
can find a doctor somewhere around here who’ll declare me mentally
competent, for a small bribe, that is.” He raised a hand to shield
his eyes and peered around the car park. ‟It may take a while but I
think there’d be at least one out there.”

She chuckled once more, a sweet tinkling
sound, and Kaden kept smiling to himself.

“In that case, I guess I can take the
risk.”

“Perfect!”

Not far from where the two cars were parked
was a lovely little café. Kaden pushed her trolley into the return
bay and they walked over to the café, where he ordered them both a
coffee. They sat outside in the sun to drink them.

“So, tell me the Leanne story. Married,
single?”

“Gee, not much to tell. I’m a widow.”

“Oh. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. He died twelve years ago.
Anyway, I’m staying at my parents’ house at the moment because the
condo above mine had their pipes burst.”

“Heavens! Did it do much damage?”

“It ruined some of my ceiling and the walls
in my family room as well as the floor coverings, plus the wall
between my unit and the one alongside. Both of us have been kicked
out for a couple of weeks while they do the repairs. Cheaper to
stay with mom and dad rather than moving into a hotel while it’s
done.”

“Hell. Did anything else get wrecked?”

“Some of the ceiling fell onto a couch, and
my TV got trashed, but it’s all being replaced. I was told the
damaged walls and ceiling have been repaired and repainted. The
building owners have been really good about the whole thing. Me and
the people in the condo next to me have owned our places for years.
The one with the broken pipes was rented, but the owner’s insurance
covered everything.”

“You’re lucky—some places just don’t
care.”

She nodded. “I know.”

‟So now you’re rounding up escaping fruit
for your parents.”

‟Well, only for a couple more days.”

They chatted for about half an hour until
Leanne said she needed to get the groceries back to her parents. So
they walked back to Leanne’s car, which was near Kaden’s.

“I’ve enjoyed chatting with you.”

She gave Kaden a lovely smile as she said,
“I liked it too.”

“Can I see you again? I’d love to wrap you
in ropes.”

She tittered. “What a funny thing to
say.”

“Just truthful. How about coming out for a
meal at that great pizza restaurant on Williams Street on Tuesday
night? My friends have booked the place for a couple of hours on
the fourth—I’m meeting with them and we just sit and talk, have a
few laughs, enjoy the food. That way you’ll have other people
around to prove I’m not some insane axe murderer, just in case I
haven’t been able to bribe a doctor by then.”

“Gee, that would be nice, but I’m going back
home on Saturday—I live in the next state.”

‟Damn, that’s a shame. I was hoping to get
to know you.”

‟I’m sorry too. But thanks for the coffee
and for participating in the great fruit roundup.”

Kaden pretended to tip an imaginary hat and
with a silly western drawl said, “It was my pleasure, Ma’am.”

He walked her back to her car, and opened
her door with a grin. “Maybe next time you’re in the neighborhood
we could round up fruit again.”

“I’ll keep my eye open when I’m here
again.”

They said goodbye and Kaden watched as she
drove away. Damn, that was a lovely woman. What a shame. Maybe
next time. Humming to himself, he went back to his car and
drove home.


Chapter Two

 


Kaden returned from the club kitchen with a tray of
hot drinks. Finn took two, passed a mug of coffee to Mack, then sat
alongside him, taking a mouthful of his own drink and listening to
the conversations flowing around. Emily and Sophie accepted their
drinks from the tray and Kaden dropped onto a couch alongside Jake
and Emily. Kaden gazed around, feeling completely at ease in the
comfortable surroundings of the club and with some of his
friends.

Mack was telling Jake and Finn something
about a movie he’d seen as Kaden leaned back on the couch and
yawned. He’d finished a long rope session about an hour ago and was
totally chill and at ease.

Sophie turned to Kaden. “Maria said she
really loved tonight’s rope play.”

“I’m glad,” Kaden replied. “I’ve bound her a
few times but tonight was the longest one. We sat together for
about three-quarters of an hour after as she relaxed. I made sure
she didn’t feel down, and she said she enjoyed it.”

“You look pretty relaxed yourself.”

He grinned and stretched out his long legs.
“I am—it was a good session.”

Ash came over, sitting beside his wife. He
kissed her cheek, then draped an arm across her shoulders.

Kaden smiled to himself as Sophie looked
lovingly at Ash and asked, “Everything okay?”

Those two were so in love, Kaden thought.
I wouldn’t mind doing that myself.

Ash picked up Sophie’s hand, kissed it, then
replied, “Yep, baby. Finished my DM duties and handed over to
Iain.”

“So he’s back from his jaunt to England for
the conference?” Emily asked.

“Got back Wednesday, I think.”

Kaden finished his coffee. Placing his mug back on
the tray, he glanced across the room toward the bar. A jolt hit
somewhere around his solar plexus, and he sat forward, alert.
‟Who’s that?” he asked as a cute woman dashed passed and collected
a water bottle from the bar before racing up the main stairs.

Everyone turned to look, then Emily sighed.

‟That’s Nerida,” she said. “I wish she would talk to
us.”

Puzzled, Kaden asked, “What do you mean?”

Ash answered him. “She’s been coming to Silk Rope
for maybe three months, never speaks to anyone. We never know when
she’ll turn up. She performs on an area we set up for her, strips,
masturbates in front of everyone, then grabs her clothes and leaves
immediately.”

Sophie spoke. “It is amazing to watch. She does a
striptease, excites everyone, and enters a subspace. It’s really
voyeuristic, extremely erotic. She’s so powerful, has everyone
under her control as she performs.”

Jake nodded in agreement. “She’s right—it’s such a
turn-on.”

Emily said with a sad note to her voice, “However,
as soon as she orgasms, she literally runs away as if she’s
escaping from everyone.”

Sophie sounded sad as she added, “Emily and I have
both tried to talk to her but she just murmurs ‘hello’ or
‘good-bye’—that’s only if we’re lucky, and that’s it. Avril did say
one day she asked her if she was okay and Nerida said yes, but I
think that’s the extent of any conversation anyone’s had with
her.”

‟How come Kade and I haven’t seen her before?” Finn
glanced at Kaden, who lifted both hands in a gesture of
ignorance.

‟Probably haven’t been here at the same time, boys.”
Ash answered. ‟Finn, you’ve been overseas most of the last couple
of months. Like I said, she runs in, performs, then she’s gone.
She’s here maybe half an hour or so.” Ash looked at Kaden. “You’ve
probably been performing, or perhaps haven’t been here the same
time as she is.”

Kaden bobbed his head a few times. “So that’s the
woman I’d heard rumors about. She excites her audience and leaves
them wanting more.”

“Yes, everyone who watches gets turned-on.” Ash
added, “But it’s like a lucky dip getting to watch her. No one
knows when she’s going to turn up. Sometimes she misses a week or
maybe two, sometimes she comes one day or a couple in a row. But
then we mightn’t see her for a while. It’s always completely
random. There is nothing, no pattern. Early in the evening, late at
night. You just have to be in the right place at the right time to
see her and her performance.”

“She’s gorgeous.” Kaden thought the others wouldn’t
mistake the wistful tone in his voice, but he couldn’t help it.
Something about her called to him, and he realized he needed to
meet her. ‟Damn. I’m going up to watch her now.” Kaden got to his
feet. ‟Where’s that particular stage?”

‟You know that quiet area, the one near the back
stairs, second level. It’s not a stage per se. We had it as a place
where people could sit, just relax on the couches and chat. When
she first started performing there, Steve and I added a lamp, and
swapped the small wooden chair for something more suitable. We
added a few more seats facing the area for her audience.”

Emily added, “If she’s not there, you’ve missed her.
That’s the only place she ever uses, and I know if anyone is
sitting on the big chair, she’ll simply turn and leave.”

“Em’s right, but word has got around and
most members leave that chair empty in the hope she’ll turn
up.”

‟Thanks.” With that, Kaden stood.

“I’m coming too,” Finn said as he also got
to his feet.

‟Never seen you interested like this before,” Jake
said to Kaden.

Kaden stared at Jake. “I just want to see
her, talk to her.”

‟Maybe you’ll get hooked,” Jake said, sticking out
his tongue and pulling a silly face.

Ash joined in with a splutter as he said, ‟I don’t
like your chances if that’s the case, Kade. Nerida ignores
everyone. You’ll be damn lucky if she even acknowledges you.”

Not fully understanding why, he became a
little angry at his friends. Kaden glared as he walked away.
What do they know? He took the steps of the main staircase
two at a time, Finn trailing behind.

Who is she?

What his friends didn’t know—he and Nerida
had caught each other’s glances as she rushed past, and Kaden got
an enormous reaction to their shared look. He was positive she’d
faltered as their gazes met, before she grabbed the bottle and
rushed off. I have to find her. I know there’s something special
about her.

He muttered, “Damn the others, they have no
idea.”

Kaden found the area where she was. Already
a crowd had gathered, forcing him and Finn to stand at the back,
right at the very edge of the small area. Thank goodness I’m
tall.

Nerida had her back to everyone, just
swaying in time to the music. This corner close to the back stairs
held the large leather chair Ash had spoken about, and a reading
floor lamp—nothing else, except a tiny bin and small cabinet, with
a pack of cleaning wipes on it and a kimono draped on top. The lit
lamp illuminated the chair and a small area around it.

Kaden’s heart pounded, and it wasn’t because
he’d charged upstairs. He couldn’t understand what it was, but
something called him to her. She needed him, and he knew he needed
her. Crazy, but it’s true!

She turned and he couldn’t hold back his
gasp. She’s so lovely!


Chapter Three

 


With soft music playing in the
background—k.d. lang’s “Sexuality”—Nerida gradually began swaying
in time with it. She slowed her breathing, letting her mind and
body relax into the beat, pushing aside the weird reaction to the
stranger. She knew faces watched her but she never truly saw them.
As the music took hold, she wondered idly, What do they
think?

Being on stage made her powerful,
strong—kind of “normal.” But she could only be here as long as she
imagined there was a glass partition between her and the audience,
like a shop front, with her completely untouchable, unreachable, on
the inside.

Do they know this is the only time I
orgasm lately? That I’m too afraid to risk finding a partner like
they have? She had this idea people would back away if they
knew what she was.

Despite her dark ideas, she inhaled deeply.
Turning, she faced her audience. Her movements slow, sensual, as
she breathed gently in and out. Closing her eyes for a second, she
pushed aside all negative thoughts. Instead Nerida imagined how her
audience would react once she began playing with herself.

A secret grin.

They’ll all be envious—and frustrated,
very soon. Opening her eyes, she stared above the heads of
those watching, the small smile still decorating her lips. They
can’t touch me. I hold all the power. In Nerida’s mind it
began. The “movie”—showing how her fingers would caress, hearing
her soft groans. The way her muscles would tighten. As it ran
forward in her head, her heart rate increased, her libido
soared.

Just for a moment, she toyed with the
buttons on her blouse, running her hands up and down them. Twisting
the top one a few times until she finally undid it, then a second
and a third. Nerida slid her hand between the fabric and her body,
rubbing up and down, circling across her breast. When she lifted
her hand out, she undid the remaining buttons, then moved the sides
apart. Giving her head a tiny shake, she closed the shirt sides
again, teasing her audience. Someone groaned with obvious
exasperation at her action.

In response Nerida slid one side seductively
over a shoulder, then the other, before the shirt slid low and
dropped to the floor. Rubbing her hands across her breasts, her
nipples hardened, becoming obvious through the thin fabric of her
white brassiere. She reached behind to unclasp it, then, holding it
in place with one hand, she dropped one, then two straps off her
shoulders.

As if she had all the time in the world,
Nerida caught the edge of one cup, then let her bra drop to the
ground. Nibbling her lips, she caressed both breasts, allowing her
hands to linger on each nipple. Rubbing and tweaking them gently
with her fingers, Nerida teased them even harder. First licking the
fingers of one hand, she then rolled one nipple between them.
Mm, feels nice.

If they listened carefully, the audience
would certainly hear her mewl softly, deep in her throat, with
pleasure.

One hand dropped to her skirt and began to
undo the zipper on the side, while her other hand continued
fondling her boobs and nipples. Her audience’s breathing had become
noticeably louder, but she kept her gaze over their heads, almost
ignoring them. As Nerida twisted one nipple, her vision dropped
lower only for a split second.

That was all it took.

In her line of sight, a very tall man stood
right at the back, alongside a hairy giant. She faltered a little,
his stare echoing deep within her. It was the same man she’d seen
as she rushed to get a bottle of water from the bar, before coming
upstairs. She’d almost stumbled because something about him called
to her.

Nerida longed to lock eyes with him, but she
forcibly dragged her gaze away from him and gave her head a tiny
shake. Ignore him! She hesitated, almost losing her step as
her legs trembled. Think about the feeling. Closing her
eyes, she took a couple of longer breaths and concentrated on the
images playing in her head, on her hands—one teasing her nipple,
the other on the zip. Yes, that’s it, feel the excitement
build.

Little by little Nerida undid the zipper,
then let her skirt fall to the ground, revealing her sheer panties.
She stood a moment, both hands twisting and pulling her nipples,
opened her eyes, then stepped out of her skirt. She ran a hand down
her body, pushing between her panties and her skin. Between the
fingers twisting her nipple, the tickling sensation of her other
hand, and the continual movie, her exhilaration rose high again.
She turned her back on her audience and, bending forward, slipped
her panties down her body before removing them.

Someone groaned loudly.

Nerida might ignore the sight of her
audience, but she never ignored the moans, the loud pants from
them. These sounds drove her, almost as if giving her permission to
become sexually excited, to let her enjoy the warmth, the pleasure,
her hands created.

She could pretend all she liked, but
truthfully, as much as she reveled in these performances of hers,
she’d really love to experience the nearness of someone, some man.
Someone she could focus on while she performed, a man who meant
more than just being a spectator to her acting. The image of the
tall man pushed into her mind, but she chose to brush it aside.

Moving to the chair, closer to her audience,
she sat on its edge, spreading her legs apart. Nerida began rubbing
her pussy, but with one hand still teasing her breasts. Her eyes
glazed as she moved into a trance-like state of detachment from
everyone. At this moment in her mind, she wasn’t at the club—there
weren’t people watching.

She lived completely in her head, divorced
from all around her. Her own special kind of subspace.

Sensations fed her.

The tingle as goosebumps marched down from
her breast and across her tummy. A slight tremor in her legs, then
a prickle as her fingers teased in her wetness. The scent of her
own arousal. Groans and mewls—hers and the watchers’.

Nerida ran one finger through her wet pussy
juices, and then rubbed it across her breasts, leaving a silver
trail across one nipple. She rubbed the nipple between her fingers
again, then twisted it until it was red, swollen, and tender. She
whimpered, completely disconnected from the club, the audience.

Lowering one hand again, Nerida left the
other to fondle her boobs and nipples. She pushed her fingers over
her clit. Her moans louder as she rubbed against the hard nub. Then
she lifted one leg to rest on the edge of the chair and pushed two
fingers into a very wet pussy. With eyes half-closed from her own
pleasure, Nerida began to fuck herself with her hand, panting,
almost howling quietly. The soft, squishy noise excited her more as
she dropped her other hand to play with her clit at the same
time.

Completely enwrapped in her own enjoyment,
oblivious to everything but her body, so caught up in her own
desires, Nerida gasped, pumping her hand faster and faster. She
tweaked her clit until she screamed with pleasure, coming hard on
her fingers.

She slumped on the chair for a few minutes,
her eyes closed, catching her breath, letting the spasms across her
body slowly subside. A deep ragged breath, her heart racing. She
could continue, give herself a second climax.

But all at once she remembered where she
was. Who watched. Time to escape before anyone tried to speak to
her. How could I talk to anyone? I wouldn’t know what to say,
how to behave. How to…

Shaking her head, she glanced up. The man
said something to the giant beside him. She widened her eyes for a
moment. Then, dropping her gaze to the ground, she stood, quickly
dragged on her kimono, and pulled a wipe from the sanitizing
packet. A quick peek—he’d begun pushing his way toward her. She
roughly cleaned the chair, bundled up her discarded clothes, then
raced from the area before anyone else had the chance to realize
she was gone.

“No!”

She heard someone shout as she left. It
has to be him—The Man. Fleeing down the back stairs into the
safety of the ladies’ changing room, Nerida slumped onto a chair,
trying hard not to sob.

What’s wrong with me? she thought.
Dressing with fingers shaking, she gathered her things from her
locker. Then, five minutes later, Nerida sped out through the foyer
and dashed to her car.


Chapter Four

 


“That was fucking amazing!”

Finn’s words echoed in Kaden’s head—he’d
thought the same thing. When Kaden tried to push past him, Finn
grabbed his arm, but he shook it off .

‟What’s the rush?”

He needed to get to her.

Looking at Finn, he almost shouted, ‟Gotta
go, talk to you later.”

“Don’t be an idiot. You heard what the
others said.” Finn’s deep voice held no understanding.

“This is different. I have to go.”

She was leaving as he shouted “no.” He left
Finn looking sadly at him, then took the stairs two at a time, but
there was no sign of her. She must have gone into the changing
room.

‟Damn.”

Kaden sat on the bottom stair, resting his
head on his hands. Maybe she’d come out. He waited at least fifteen
minutes, then got to his feet, heading into the foyer.

Speaking to Stan, he asked, ‟Did a woman
leave in the last ten minutes?”

‟Only Nerida.”

‟Damn! You mean she’s gone?”

‟Yeah. Why?”

‟I wanted to speak with her.”

Stan laughed. ‟You and at least half the
club, my friend. You’ve got no chance.”

Kaden looked at Stan. ‟What d’you mean?”

‟Just that. At least half the members who’ve
seen her act want to get to know her, but she avoids all contact.
Just ask Ash—he’s been trying to talk to her since she started, but
except for her initial interview with Olivia, I’ve heard no one’s
been able to have a conversation with her.”

‟No one?” Stan shook his head.

Kaden sighed. ‟That’s what they told me, but
I thought… Okay, thanks, Stan.”

Disappointed to have missed her, and with
what Stan had told him, Kaden went back into the club. Sophie still
sat in the lounge and was alone, so Kaden threw himself onto a
couch alongside her.

‟Hi, Kade. Did you see the performance?”

‟Yeah.”

“You don’t sound too happy.”

‟She left.”

‟She always does.”

Kaden stared at Sophie, a little confused.
‟I wonder why?” He gave a soft groan. “I only wanted to talk to
her, but I missed her.”

Sophie looked at Kaden, her gaze softening.
‟Don’t get your hopes up about Nerida. I don’t think she wants
contact with anyone. So many of us have tried, but as we told you,
she rejects all overtures. She’ll respond with ‘hello’ when we say
it, but that’s it. She’s never initiated a conversation—or even a
‘hi.’”

Kaden shook his head. ‟You don’t understand,
Sophie—there’s something special about her, something meant for
me.”

‟Oh, Kade.” There was a tinge of sadness in
Sophie’s voice. She touched his arm. “You’re just caught up in the
mystery.”

‟No, I’m not. I can’t explain it but I know
she’s important to me.”

Sophie sighed softly. ‟I hope you won’t get
too disappointed when she continues ignoring you.”

‟I’ll find a way, I will.”

With those few words, Kaden got to his feet
and left. He had no interest in binding anyone else or watching any
scenes tonight. He just wanted to go home and think about
Nerida.

Once home he threw himself onto a couch with
his beautiful dog, Lucy, alongside him. Surely, they couldn’t be
right about Nerida. There had to be some reason why she wouldn’t
talk to anyone. It was up to Kaden to figure that reason out.

Perhaps she was married. No, that’s dumb,
she’d still talk to people even if she were. Maybe she’s
just super shy. If that were the reason, he’d have to be
sensitive and take his time—he’d always smile and say hello to her,
absolutely nothing else, until she got used to him.

“I have to make sure I don’t joke around,
too. Everyone says I’ll scare away the woman I really want, so I
have to be sensible.”

Filled with resolve to merely greet her with
a simple hello, he showered, then went to bed.

Next morning, he took Lucy on a quick run
through the dog park opposite, then went into the office. The next
few hours, Kaden immersed himself in paperwork, spent some time
pouring over the engine of an old Buick Roadmaster a customer
wanted restored, then drove home that evening.

The rest of the week followed the same
pattern until Thursday. Thursday he decided to begin his plan to
say only hello to Nerida. He’d go to the club and hang around the
corner area everyone had told him was the only section of the club
Nerida ever used.

But despite sitting there for hours, there
was no sign of Nerida. By midnight Kaden had to accept she wasn’t
coming. He did the same thing on Friday evening, but once again,
there was no sign of the woman who now dominated his thoughts.

Saturday morning, he took Lucy for a run
along the longest trail at the dog park. Once home, he showered,
then had breakfast after feeding Lucy. Next, Kaden puttered around
outside, clearing up after a light snowfall overnight had melted
away. He was due at the club for a rope class at 1:00. Ash had
invited him to their place once the class had finished to have
coffee and an early dinner. So after he packed away his ropes, he
joined Ash and Sophie.

“How was the class?”

“Not too bad, Sophie. These two seem to be
grasping the idea that the rope is something sensual, not harsh,
fairly quickly.”

“So better than that idiot guy you had a
couple of months ago,” Ash said with a sneer.

“You got that right. He was tying his
girlfriend so tight her circulation cut off. No matter how many
times I told him, or how often his girlfriend complained, he just
never seemed to figure out what he was doing wrong.”

Sophie had made something for them to
eat—Kaden couldn’t tell you what it was, but all he knew was it was
delicious. They chatted about their families and had other general
conversations, relaxing until around 7:00 when Ash said he had to
do his monitor duties. Kaden helped Sophie clean up, then walked
along the hallway and into the club.

Once more, he staked his claim on one of the
few chairs facing the tiny area where Nerida performed. Time seemed
to drag, but there was no sign of her. Around 9:40, Sophie and Ash
joined him. He stood to talk to them and they moved back a little,
not facing the stage area. Maybe ten minutes passed when a sudden
hush, then whispers, made him turn.

There she was, her back to the audience.

Kaden’s heart began this crazy beat as he
stared at her until she turned. She kept her eyes focused above
everyone’s heads as she began and Kaden couldn’t take his gaze off
her. Her slow sensuous movements had him mesmerized. She slid her
hand down into her bra, playing with her breast. Kaden wished it
was his hand, his fingers teasing her. His cock joined the
appreciation, growing harder with her every movement.

He couldn’t prevent his loud exhale when she
removed her bra, then dropped a hand to the zipper at the back of
her skirt. She lowered her head, her eyes open, seeing the
audience—that’s when their gazes caught each other. As she had last
time when they stared into each other, she faltered and Kaden
forgot to breathe.


Chapter Five

 


The morning after her last performance,
Nerida worked steadily through her latest round of edits for a
paper going into a science journal. She stopped for lunch, then
finished working around 3:00. Tomorrow she’d do a run-through in
case she’d missed anything, then email the paper back to the
writers so they could submit to the journal’s editor. It wasn’t due
for another three days but she’d already edited this paper three
times, its authors had worked with her before, and she knew all
their little foibles. This should be the final edit.

When she got to her feet after closing down
her laptop, Erik the Red, her Great Dane, demanded her attention.
She rubbed his head, then wandered out to the kitchen.

‟Tomorrow we’ll get up early and I’ll take
you for a nice long walk.”

Erik gave a woof, then accepted the dog
biscuit she gave him, her mind only half on the dog, and her work.
All day the face of “The Man,” as she’d started thinking of him,
kept invading her thoughts.

‟I don’t understand. Why, Erik?”

He was just another handsome man who stared
at her while she masturbated. Merely another one of the many who
became enamored by what she did. Another who tried to catch her, to
speak with her. But why did she keep thinking about him?

‟He’s not for me. No one is.”

Erik snuggled his head under her hand and
she absently scratched it. Nerida had to push aside any idea of
meeting The Man. It didn’t do to get close to people, then have
them become awkward around you when they discovered you were on the
spectrum.

Nerida went to the back door and out into
the tiny courtyard. Erik followed her as she sat on the one chair
outside. She looked around, shaking her head. “I hate living
here.”

She’d been living in the town house for the
past five months, having moved here when her father died. She’d
bought the place in a rush but regretted her decision.

‟Why on earth did I buy a townhouse? I’m so
silly. I really should look for something else, a house with a big
yard for you to play in.”

After just two minutes she got to her
feet—it was far too cold to stay outside, and the sun was
blocked.

“At least it’s not snowing. Another reason
to move. We need a place with a nice sunroom so we can watch the
snow without being outside. What do you think, Erik?”

“Woof.”

Nerida laughed at her dog. Going inside, she
prepared something for dinner for herself and Erik. Later they
watched television, or rather Nerida did while Erik stretched out
on the long sofa, his head on Nerida’s lap.

The next morning, she and Erik went walking
around the neighborhood streets. As usual, she’d planned ahead and
they’d left at 7:00, just before sunrise—less chance of meeting
anyone. The rest of the week she worked, taking Erik walking early
each morning except Wednesday when it rained. It also rained on
Saturday, then again on Sunday. Sunday night she promised the dog
she’d make up for not giving him a run over the weekend. Her
thoughts often strayed to The Man and she wondered if he was
married, if he had a girlfriend. Then she yelled at herself for
being such a fool.

“Get out of my head!” Shaking her head as if
to dislodge him, she added, “I’m an idiot.”

When she woke Monday morning around 6:00,
she hugged Erik and decided this was the day. Nerida had been
promising to take Erik for a long run. Today she’d take him to the
local dog park she’d read about a month ago. It was halfway up the
mountain, but it had a large enclosed flat area with a few benches
as well as several walking trails of various lengths winding
through forested areas.

Each day since she’d found out about it
she’d been telling herself she’d go, but each day Nerida changed
her mind. Already she’d poured over Google maps at least a dozen
times. She’d printed out a single sheet showing the route just in
case her car’s navigation system failed. There was nothing stopping
her from going—it was planned, she’d entered the address in the
car, she had a backup map, she’d memorized the route.

I can do this.

The weather was perfect. Since it was Monday
and still early, most people would be either in bed, off to work,
still having breakfast, or getting kids ready for school. There
shouldn’t be many people, if any, so her chances of meeting anyone
were thankfully slim. After dressing warmly, she picked up Erik’s
leash. He was excited when he saw the lead in her hand, racing to
the front door. She opened it, and when he understood they were
headed to the car, he went crazy. He jumped into the passenger
seat, clearly excited for not only his walk but for a car ride.

It took Nerida about fifteen minutes to
drive there, but, because of all her pre-planning, they had no
trouble finding it. Luckily, there was only one other person with
their dog there, but they actually walked out the side gate and
left as Nerida pulled into the car park.

The place was everything the article had
promised and more. When she took Erik off his lead, he behaved
silly having a large area to run about in. After he’d played in the
open area, she clipped on his leash and they walked along one of
the shorter trails wandering through woodland. Erik had no luck
chasing a squirrel, but he obviously enjoyed himself, and so did
Nerida. They spent a good hour at the park before heading back to
the house. Nerida was more than happy to leave when they did, as
several people with their dogs had begun arriving.

Throughout the week, she continued working,
taking Erik for walks each morning about her neighborhood, and a
couple of times—around sunrise—to the dog park.

Saturday morning, Nerida was restless and
knew she needed to go to the club. In the back of her mind the
thought of perhaps seeing The Man again hovered relentlessly. Maybe
he’d be different, maybe he’d accept her for what she was? But then
she chastised herself for thinking it.

It was close to 9:45 when she slunk into the
club, head down, giving Stan a soft hello in response to his
greeting as she went past him and entered the changing room. She
slid off her thick coat and winter boots, stuffed her things into
her locker, then took a huge, deep breath. This time she’d
remembered to bring her water bottle so at least she wouldn’t have
to go to the bar. Too many people might try to speak with her if
she did. Once more Nerida yearned to be like everyone else.
Instead, she had to race away so no one would have any chance to
speak with her. She wished she could come here, chat happily with
everyone, be with a handsome man who give her loving aftercare.

A guy like The Man.

Shaking her head to clear away those
thoughts, then picking up her kimono, she exited and quickly
climbed the back stairs.

There were three people on the stairs as she
ascended. She lowered her head in the hope they’d ignore her—they
did. She walked into the corner area she loved and place her kimono
on the cabinet top beside the cleansing wipes. Nerida switched on
the floor lamp, making sure its beam illuminated the large leather
chair, creating a halo of light around it.

A Dom and his sub walked past and saw her.
The man whispered something to the sub, and she ran off, giving
Nerida the impression he’d told her to spread the word. The Dom
settled on one of the couches facing her. A few other people had
already gathered but Nerida kept her head down, hearing only their
whispers.

Nerida turned back to the wall and began her
usual routine of telling herself how sexy she was, how she could do
this, how she ruled over the people watching her—the more the
better. She recited how much power she had. Those seeing her had no
choice—they could watch but not touch. She would be the only one
satisfied. They would all be frustrated by her actions—her orgasm
was hers alone. They could only suffer.


Chapter Six

 


She could hear people softly talking.
Several more had walked past and she guessed the sub had done her
job. All the better, as far as she was concerned. She loved knowing
they were unsatisfied when she climaxed in front of them.

I wonder if The Man is out there?

Argh! Stop.

Squeezing down the thoughts of him, she
listened to the music. Closing her eyes she began swaying in time,
letting it build her excitement as her head filled with pictures.
Images of hands touching, of shivers, of smells. Movies of her
writhing in pleasure. When Nerida’s excitement increased, she
slowly turned to stare out above the heads of those watching,
focusing instead on the soft light hanging down over the audience.
She dare not risk a glance to see if The Man was there, if he was
watching.

I don’t need him. I don’t need to pretend
it’s him touching me.

Closing her eyes, she ran her hands up and
down her body, caressing it, feeling the sensation of her fingers
on her clothing. A tiny shiver as her fingers stroked a sensitive
spot on her hip. Nerida lifted a hand to her blouse.

Someone gasped as she fiddled with the top
button on it. Moving sensually side to side, she slowly undid each
one, then slid a hand to rub the swell of one breast. The movement
of her hand pushed aside the blouse as she glided her fingers into
the cup of her nude-colored bra. She squeezed her nipple, tweaking
it until it hardened. The image of The Man popped into her head
once more, and this time, instead of pushing it away, let the movie
play. Now it was him touching her. She couldn’t hold back her moan
as she kneaded her breast.

Shucking off the blouse, Nerida reached
behind to unclasp her bra. Holding each strap in a hand she pulled
it forward, then dropped one. Grasping the bra in one hand, she let
it dangle before dropping it to the floor.

Now he’s sucking my nipples.

Her hands rubbed them, bringing them to hard
points. With one hand she kept teasing and pulling one nipple. The
movie of his head at her breast made her whimper. Her other hand
dropped to the zipper at the back. Maybe he’s here. She
dared herself to risk a glance, so she opened her eyes. About a
dozen or more people watched. Not far from the front, a mountain of
a man stood with a beautiful woman. He had his arm around her and
she leaned tight against him. Nerida knew this was the scary head
Master.

Alongside him was…

Nerida fumbled, clamping her lips to stop
her gasp from escaping, then closed her eyes quickly. It’s him!
He’s there, watching! A breath, then another. Part of her
wanted to flee. She wobbled, hesitant to continue, but then she
gave her head a tiny shake. I can’t let him stop me! Boldly
she declared, Let him see! Watch this! Opening her eyes, she
returned her focus to herself.

She undid the zip and let her skirt fall to
her feet. The nude thong panties Nerida wore had tiny side ties.
She turned slightly so the audience could see, then faced them
again. Holding the ends of each tie, Nerida gave one a slight pull,
then stopped, shaking her head. Someone groaned—loudly.

She pulled at the other side, this time
undoing the bow. She kept hold of the front tie so the panties
wouldn’t fall, then tugged the other tie. Lifting one foot, she
placed it on the chair, and the thong slipped from between her ass
cheeks.

What’s he thinking?

Dropping one end, she lifted the thong away
from her body and let it fall to the ground. Naked, Nerida leaned
her head back and let one hand trail down. She had trimmed her
pubic hair into a tiny heart shape and so let her fingers trail
through the small amount left to rub her pussy.

He’d tweak it, pull at the tiny hairs.

She twisted a few hairs, her eyes closed
again as the images played in her head.

The way she stood meant those watching close
by could easily see the lips, see the glistening juices as she
rubbed. She licked her coated fingers, then let them play with her
pussy once more. With her other hand she pressed against the
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