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Our New Jobs

 


“We are so pleased to be here, Congressman
Adams,” I began. As I settled into the easy chair in front of the
congressman’s large desk, my mind floated over the events that had
brought us here. Rob and I had finally arrived in Washington, DC!
It had been a long, fretful journey to this point. Today was
January 2. We had graduated college last May. I, Susan, had majored
in political science, and Rob in history. For the first three years
of college, life seemed so simple. Our lives flowed effortlessly
along. We had both grown up in the same small Alabama town. Rob was
the son of the pastor of the First Baptist Church, and I was the
daughter of the pastor of the Presbyterian Church. We had not dated
in high school, but had started seeing each other in college. We
were both raised in puritanical families, and we subscribed
wholeheartedly to our parents’ views on sex. We had not had sex
with each other, nor with anyone else.

We had made plans to marry upon graduation from
college, but then decided to postpone the wedding date. Our final
year in college had changed things. Rob had always planned to
follow his father in the ministry. After obtaining a bachelor’s
degree in history, he had planned to enroll in seminary and become
a pastor. During his junior year in college, he had taken several
courses in philosophy, and they had made a profound impact on him.
He was now filled with strong doubts about the validity of the
Baptist faith, and he now realized that becoming a Baptist minister
would be a terrible mistake.

Unfortunately, his choice of college major did
not accommodate his revised career plan, at all. While a bachelor’s
degree in history had been a fine match to a plan to pursue a
degree in theology, it was otherwise an essentially useless degree.
It provided fine background for cocktail-party conversation, but
not for earning a living. Sure, he could go on to obtain a PhD in
history and become a professor of history, but that field was
saturated, offering no prospects for employment. Sadly, in his
senior year he was facing college graduation with no prospects for
employment. He could have obtained financial aid for pursuing a
degree in theology, but not for continuing history in other
contexts. Taking out a government-insured student loan to fund a
degree in history made no sense at all – the expected additional
income from the degree would never repay the loan. As a pastor in a
small town, his father did not possess the wherewithal to provide
for additional education – much less re-education – to pursue a
more productive line of work. Faced with no prospects for
employment or educational support, he had convinced me to postpone
the wedding date.

While I understood his rationale, the decision
to postpone the wedding date was a strong disappointment. I had
always possessed a healthy sex drive. Abstaining from sex had
always been a challenge. Had it not been for the fact that I had
been raised in a religious family in a small town and had attended
a women’s college, I knew that I could not have remained celibate
as long as I had. I wanted very much to share sex with Rob. After
the postponement of the wedding, my yearning for sex intensified.
As long as I had been attending college, I had been well able to
suppress my natural sexual desire by focusing on the goal of
marriage right after completion of college. Upon graduation,
however, no longer cloistered within the comfortable confines of a
woman’s college, I no longer possessed an effective means of
sublimating my sex drive. Rob’s change in career plans was causing
a serious problem for me. I was now out of college with much time
on my hands. It was driving me crazy! My yearning for sex had
increased to a craving bordering on obsession.

Through our senior year in college, I had seen
Rob struggle with making plans for after graduation. It was
heartbreaking seeing him fail, time after time, to make any
progress at all. The situation would have been bad enough in a good
economy, but in today’s economy, it was hopeless. Living in a small
town in the South did not help. Rob was very discouraged. After
graduation, it seemed that the situation grew worse, month by
month, as nothing materialized. With each passing month, he became
less and less employable – people who already have jobs have the
best chance of getting a new one. The situation was desperate. Rob
had remained optimistic until graduation, but now, he was becoming
depressed and despondent. Unless something changed radically, there
was not going to be any wedding, ever, or any life with Rob. It
became clear to me that if the situation were to be resolved, it
would be up to me to accomplish it.

Originally, I had not planned to have a career.
My “career” would have been a pastor’s wife and stay-at-home mom.
In view of Rob’s continuing failure to find work, however, I
decided to look for a job. My degree was in political science, with
a minor in public administration. That was in fact a fairly
marketable degree, a far better stepping stone to a good job than
Rob’s history degree. Having a career had never been a goal – I had
majored in political science because it sounded interesting, not
because I planned a career in this field. In November, almost six
months after graduation, I decided to visit my US congressman, and
apply for a job with him. My political science degree was in fact a
very good match to work in government. The public administration
minor was a strong plus.

The interview went very well. Congressman Adams
was very affable, and appeared to be quite interested in me. He had
recently lost a staff member in his Washington office, and was in
fact looking to replace her. When the interview went so well, I
decided to “press my luck” – I would raise the issue of Rob’s
employment. I described our situation rather fully. I made it clear
that while I was available to take a job in Washington in any
event, it would be much preferable if Rob had work there,
too.

After I finished describing the situation and
my desire to assist Rob’s search for employment, the congressman
seemed to frown a little. “It is not surprising that your fiancé is
having a difficult time finding a job,” he began. “A degree in
history is often cited as the least-useful degree. Even in
Washington, he would have a hard time finding meaningful
employment. How would things work out for you, as my staffer, if
Rob is in Washington and cannot find a job? This would be a major
distraction for you. Would it work? Being totally honest with you,
I’m not so sure.”

“Do you have any other openings in your DC
office?” I countered. “Rob is exceptionally personable and
articulate. He would do well in any public-relations job, or any
job involving contact with the public or constituents. I’m not
saying this just because he’s my fiancé – it’s true. He was a
member of the debating team and the Thespians.”

“Hmm,” the congressman responded. “I’ll have to
think about that. In any event, I will tell you that I am very
impressed with your credentials. When my DC staffer left, I had
planned to interview candidates through the end of this month. I’ll
get back to you in a couple of weeks with my decision. And I will
give some thought to Rob. I’m not promising anything. From my own
viewpoint, however, I don’t see that you would be very happy if you
had a job and he did not. That could in fact make things even worse
for him and, it follows, for you, too, so I will try to find
something for him.”

“OK, Congressman Adams, I really appreciate
your consideration. I look forward to hearing from you
soon.”

As I left his office, I silently cursed myself
for raising the issue about Rob. It was clear that by doing so I
had significantly impaired my chances of landing a job for myself.
The congressman was prudent in not wanting an employee who was
focused on her “significant other’s” desperate situation. It
instantly occurred to me that unless he had a job for both of us,
he would probably not hire me at all, no matter how good my
credentials were. “Damn, damn, damn,” I thought to myself. Maybe
Rob will never find a decent job. If that is true, we don’t have a
future together. I should never have mentioned him. Oh, well,
what’s done is done. Nothing to do at this point but wait and see
what happens – and explore possibilities for other jobs!

Despite my initial pessimism, things turned out
very well indeed. After a week, Congressman Adams telephoned to
offer me the job, and he told me that he had figured out something
that might work for Rob, too. His staffing and budget allocations
would allow for him to hire us both. We would both be hired under
personal-service contracts. That is, we would be contractors, not
government employees. The only problem was that he did not have
much work for Rob at the time. He had spoken with another Alabama
congressman, however, who was always hard-pressed for staff. Rob
would be seconded to that congressman. In short, we both had jobs
in Washington, starting January 2. Of course, Congressman Adams
wanted to interview Rob before making a formal offer.

I could not believe my good fortune! My prayers
had been answered, my dreams come true. I called Rob immediately
and told him the news. He was elated to hear of the opportunity.
The required interview was set up and proceeded well. Within a week
we had received contract offers, and by mid-December we had
contracts in hand.

It was now January 2, and Rob and I were
meeting with Congressman Adams in his DC office on our first day on
the job. I pulled myself from my brief reverie over the very good
fortune that Rob and I had experienced over the past two months,
and refocused on the present. There was very little small talk. The
meeting was brief. Congressman Adams sketched my duties and, at the
end of the meeting, he accompanied Rob to the other congressman’s
office. Rob and I were off on our new adventure!

 


Work in the Office

 


Through January, I familiarized myself with all
of the workings of the DC office. The office secretary, Mrs. Smith,
had worked for some time in the office, and was very helpful. There
was a lot to learn, and I found it very interesting and exciting.
Surprisingly, the DC office was not heavily staffed. It was, in
fact, a skeleton crew. The congressman preferred to have more staff
in the Alabama office, where his constituents were located.
Responding to constituent requests consumed a lot of staff time,
and that was more efficiently handled in Alabama. In DC, most of
the time was allocated to interactions with other congressman and
an occasional lobbyist.

The other DC-office staff included the office
secretary – Mrs. Smith – and a clerk. My job was essentially to run
the office. I was very surprised at the level of responsibility for
the job, given my lack of experience. The congressman explained
that normally he would have preferred someone with relevant
experience, but he was impressed with my intelligence, education,
ambition and personal drive, and he was willing to allow a few
months for me to learn “on the job.”

The contract was very general with respect to
describing my duties and deliverables. It required me to undertake
assigned duties and to submit end-of-year reports summarizing each
past year’s activities. In addition, there was to be a performance
review at the end of the first month. The contract term was three
years, but either party could terminate for any reason – or for no
reason whatever – on thirty days’ notice.

The congressman spent most of January in the DC
office. He was on the phone a lot, discussing bills and votes with
other congressmen / congresswomen, responding to queries from
high-profile constituents, courting financial backers, and humoring
key lobbyists. I had had no idea how much “horse-trading” went on
in politics. It seemed that a major function of a congressman’s
work was securing votes for bills that he supported in exchange for
his vote on bills that other congressmen supported.

Rob and I found apartments in the same large
apartment complex, not too far from a subway line. We usually met
and rode the subway to work in the morning, but the end of the work
day was very unpredictable and we quickly abandoned our initial
plan to ride back home together in the evening.

Rob’s work was meaningful for him. His
congressman supported bills of interest to Rob, and he quickly
found himself immersed full-time in research and investigation
relating to issues that meant a lot to him. He continually shared
his excitement about the job with me. Wedding plans were soon
remade, for June.

 


Waiting for June

 


With both of our lives on track, I was no
longer preoccupied with the intense stress of having no employment
and no means to support a happy, meaningful life. My thoughts
refocused on my relationship with Rob. My healthy interest in sex
returned, and I raised the topic with Rob. Now that our lives were
on an even keel, I wanted to get married right away. I did not want
to wait until June. I even suggested that we discuss the
possibility of premarital sex, if the wedding date could not be
moved up.

Rob would have none of it. He was really
straight-laced. When I pressed him on an earlier wedding date, he
explained that the past few months had been very traumatic for him.
He wanted to make sure that he had a stable income before “rushing
into” marriage. Rushing into! We had in fact been waiting for
years! When I pressed the issue further, he became irritable, and I
did not pursue the matter again. I had focused my life plan on Rob
for so many years that the ultimate goal of marriage with him was a
given. My family expected it, I wanted it, and I had invested most
of the emotional content of the past three years toward this goal.
If waiting another six months was all that was required, I could
certainly do that.

It occurred to me that until now, marriage and
a life with Rob had been my life focus. My family had supported
this goal, and had guided me to it. I had begun a career only when
Rob could not find a job. With my marriage once more delayed, I now
focused on my new career. It was quite interesting. A “silver
cloud” in Rob’s failure to find work last fall was that I now had a
budding career, even though I had not planned to work. Every day at
work was interesting. I really enjoyed my job and working. I
enjoyed the dynamism of Washington.

Until now, I had not really examined my life,
or set my own goals. Everything had sort-of fallen into place, been
taken for granted, been directed by others. I now began to wonder
whether I had given an appropriate amount of thought to my future.
Was marriage to Rob all that I really wanted out of life? Was that
goal sufficient to satisfy me? Was it worthy of my God-given
abilities and talents?

What consumed my thoughts most at present was
not my career, however, but sex. The big problem was the nights –
lying alone at night when my mind relaxed and wandered. Anymore, my
mind always wandered to sex. I fantasized sex with Rob. Before
long, unable to gratify my sexual desires with Rob, the mental
fantasies led to masturbation. That helped. It made things
bearable, but it was no solution. It seemed that my sex drive was
steadily increasing. Up to now, I had focused on Rob. I had focused
my life on Rob, and I had focused my sex drive on Rob. Rob, Rob,
Rob. But then, one night, I awoke in orgasm from an intense dream
involving sex with a total stranger. I was stunned. I could not
believe it. How did this happen? I had eyes only for Rob! I had
invested everything in achieving the goal of marriage with him.
What was my subconscious mind thinking? Was denying myself sex for
so long the right thing to do?

Was denying myself sex with Rob simply causing
me to desire sex with someone else? I had reached puberty at age
twelve. I had denied myself sex for ten years. Initially, my social
context – a religious home, women’s college – had reinforced and
supported this. Now, however, my body and mind – every fabric of my
being – were screaming out for sex – if not with Rob, then with
anyone! I wanted Rob so much! How could he deny me this? Were his
feelings not the same as mine? For a man, they should be even
stronger than for me.

 


My First-Month Review

 


On Thursday afternoon of the last full week of
January, Congressman Adams asked me to meet with him to discuss my
one-month review. I had completely forgotten about this contract
requirement. The job had been going so well that I had
inadvertently let this item slip from my mind. Right away, it
occurred to me that Rob had the same contract requirement. I asked
Congressman Adams if he wanted to see Rob, too. He responded, yes,
but not until tomorrow afternoon.

“Susan,” he began, “you are doing an
exceptional job. I can’t tell you how very much I am pleased with
your work. You have come up-to-speed very fast, and have an
exceptional grasp of things. Your very relevant and recent
education make up well for your lack of experience.”

“Congressman, I am so pleased to be here. I
cannot imagine having a more fulfilling job. When I was studying
political science in college, I had no idea that it could be or
would be so gratifying as a career. I really enjoy working for
you.”

Congressman Adams smiled in acknowledgment. He
fiddled with his pen, and readjusted his chair. I continued
speaking.

“And Rob. He has a fantastic job. He is always
telling me how interesting and exciting his work is. His work on
legislation dovetails well with his desire to become involved in
community outreach planning. I want to thank you again for
arranging this. I know that you didn’t need him here, and that this
arrangement took some effort. We are both very
grateful.”

“That’s good, Susan, I am pleased that things
are working out for both of you. How about your wedding
plans?”

“Now that we are both gainfully employed, we
plan to get married in June.”

“June? Why June? Why so long? I thought that
you were going to get married last June, until the job picture
became so bleak. Now that that issue has been resolved, what are
you waiting for?” He paused. “You know, that’s a personal question.
I was just idly curious. I don’t mean to pry into your personal
affairs. You don’t need to answer that.”

I was caught a little off guard. It wasn’t the
fact that he was asking a personal question that caught me off
guard. It was the fact that he was raising the same issue that I
had raised with Rob – why wait? It’s not what I’m waiting
for, I thought to myself, it’s what Rob is waiting for.
Being caught off guard, I responded quickly and
honestly.

“I don’t want to wait!” I blurted out,
without thinking. “That’s Rob’s idea. I am so ready to get
married I could scream. We have waited long enough. It seems that I
have been waiting for years.” Instantly, I realized that I was
being too free with my emotions. It was no doubt clear to
Congressman Adams that the unreasoning wait for matrimonial bliss
was driving me crazy. “Oh, God, that was stupid,” I thought to
myself. This conversation is headed entirely down the wrong path, I
thought. “Well, so much for my personal problems,” I said. “Thank
you for asking. Things are fine. What about this job review? Are
there things that you need for me to work on to improve my
effectiveness? Do you have any comments or criticisms?”

The congressman sat there for some time,
staring at the sheet in front of him, rolling his pen between his
fingers. “Susan,” he began, “there is just one thing that needs to
be addressed, and I am finding it a little difficult to find the
right words.”

“What is that?” I asked. What could it be, I
wondered to myself. What could be so sensitive that he could not
find the words – the congressman was, in fact, highly articulate.
Was it my security clearance? Was it something to do with Rob? I
was very puzzled.

“Susan, you are a real lady. You are very
proper. You would never do anything that you thought was wrong. You
are from a fine family, well respected in the community. I admire
your character as much as I admire your ability to get things done
around here.” He paused, then continued. “You are also a woman. A
very attractive woman. A very sensual woman.” He paused again,
clearly giving me the opportunity to speak.

“Congressman Adams, while I appreciate your
flattery, you are making me very uncomfortable. What are you
getting at? What is the problem?”

“Susan, I know that you are too much a proper
young lady to ever respond to an improper advance from me. But I
must admit that having you around the office all day long is
driving me mad. I am becoming obsessed with you. I have agonized
for a month in this state, and I now realize that there are only
two options available to me to resolve this issue.” He paused
again. I was nonplussed. I did not know how to respond, what to
say. I sat there and stared at him, speechless. Then, after what
seemed to be an eternity, I asked, “What are your
options?”

“My options are either to terminate you and
Rob, or to agree to your continued employment on the condition that
you have sex with me.” He stopped fiddling with his pen, and
directed his gaze at me.

His statement hit me like a sledgehammer. How
could I not see it coming? Everything that had happened was a
prelude to this moment: the congressman’s not wanting to hire me if
Rob was unemployed; his hiring me with no experience; his hiring
Rob so that he could control me through control of Rob’s job. He
had played the game masterfully. What a manipulator! What a
politician! But wait, I thought, surely this is completely illegal.
There is no way he can demand sex as a condition of the contract.
The contract is with the US government. He is out of his
mind!

“Congressman Adams! I can’t believe what I just
heard you say. You are considering firing me because I am too
good-looking, too attractive – a serious distraction in the office.
You can’t possibly mean this. Surely, you are joking!”

“I am deadly serious,” he responded, not
dropping his gaze.

“Apart from being completely immoral and
unethical, what you are proposing is completely
illegal.”

“Yes, it is all of those things. As you are
well aware, no one is privy to this discussion. Mrs. Smith will
testify that I never made a single glance at you. As you know, I
can terminate your contract with or without cause. Easy termination
is one of the reasons for using personal-services contracts instead
of civil-service employment. If I terminate you and Rob because you
do not agree to my terms, you may indeed proclaim that I demanded
sex as a condition of the contract. I will simply say that you
dreamed this up after I informed you that I was planning to
terminate the contract, in an effort to get me to change my mind. I
will say that although you are quite employable, you were
desperate to keep Rob’s job, and you took whatever steps you could
to try to preserve it. The fact of the matter is that I am a
respected congressman and you are one month into your first job,
after months of unemployment. I could reasonably say that my hiring
you with no experience turned out to be a mistake – and that I
didn’t need Rob at all! The whole point of a first-month review is
to promote an early correction of a hiring mistake. Everybody knows
that. No one would believe you – you would be laughed out of town.
The worst that might possibly be thought of me is that I made a
pass at an unmarried female contractor – and there is absolutely no
evidence of that. I am afraid, my dear, that you, too, have only
two options. Either you and Rob end your work here, or you have sex
with me and you and he continue as you have.” The congressman
paused, and then concluded, “I hope that you choose well.” He
stopped speaking and dropped his gaze to the letter on his
desk.

I was stunned. I sank into my chair. How could
this be happening, I asked myself. I tried to think, to clear my
mind, to get a good grasp of the situation. It was all happening
too fast. My mind was in a whirl. The congressman had figured
things out perfectly and was playing me faultlessly. He was right
that I would have rebuffed his direct advances, had he made any.
But he was not direct at all. He was very subtle and crafty. He was
using his control over Rob’s job to get to me – and I had not
rejected his proposal out of hand. He knew that Rob was
unemployable. He knew the hell that Rob and I had been through
before landing these jobs. If I did not agree to his proposal, our
lives were shattered – it was right back to last fall. Going back
to that would be even more unbearable than before, now that we had
experienced good jobs.

What if I agreed? Could I handle it? What if
Rob found out? He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. Even if he did, we were no
worse off than if we were both fired – without these jobs, we could
not have a life together. So the issue is not whether Rob could
handle it – he wouldn’t know. The issue is whether I could
handle it. Could I handle fucking the congressman and continuing my
relationship with Rob? The fact was, I had pressed Rob for sex, and
he had rebuffed me. Every night, my body and mind were screaming
out for sex. The congressman was experienced – he had no doubt
picked up on that. God knows, maybe he sensed my sex pheromones!
When I let the cat out of the bag about wanting desperately to get
married, I now realized, he knew immediately that I was one horny
bitch. It is all so clear now! The congressman planned this from
the beginning, from the moment of my first interview. He is an
expert in control. I have no option but to consent, I
thought.

“When do I have to let you know?” I asked. Oh,
God, that was stupid! I realized. Maybe means yes! He now knows
that I will do as he says. The only way I could have refused was
instantly and decisively – accept termination for me and Rob,
without a further thought. Since I hesitated, even though just for
a moment, he knew that I was hooked, that he would eventually have
me. He already knows my decision! That crafty bastard!

A minute or so passed in silence. After he had
given me sufficient time for his proposal to sink in, he
spoke.

“Take your time, Susan. Think about it tonight.
Make sure that you are making the right decision. I will need your
answer in the morning, before I meet with Rob later in the day.”
His eyes dropped back down to his letter.

So that’s that. He knows that he has me, I
thought. I am now his mistress, his concubine, his whore –
whatever. He played his hand well. I didn’t see anything coming. He
has in fact seduced me. What is humiliating is that he did it
intellectually – mentally, not physically. He did not attract me
with an irresistible body or ply me with drinks. He played the part
of a master puppeteer, sitting back and pulling the strings, a
spider weaving his web and luring me ever deeper into it until I
was hopelessly trapped. He took me down even though I was betrothed
to another. Against this master of deception and cunning, I had no
chance! I am so naïve! He already knows that I will agree. His is
just giving me time to let it sink in. He is playing the game at
his own pace, enjoying the challenge of developing appropriate
strategy and tactics, savoring the play of the game, enjoying
watching me fall into his complex web, step by step, exactly as he
planned. He assessed his strengths and my weaknesses accurately,
weaved a perfect plot, and has structured things so that I have no
choice but to play the role he has set for me.

I reflected how thoughts of sex focused one’s
attention. Everything about the situation was racing through my
mind. If I agree to sex with the congressman, I am abandoning my
life-long position on celibacy before marriage, rejecting my
family’s views on this, rejecting Rob’s views. But continuing a
sexless life with Rob was driving me crazy. The congressman was
champing at the bit for my sexual favors – so very different from
Rob. The congressman’s attentions would at least solve that
problem, in an elegant fashion. Marriage could wait forever, I
mulled, if I was having raw, carnal sex on a regular
basis.

What about Rob? Even though I was actively
considering sex with the congressman, Rob was still the focus of my
life. If he lost his job, I would likely lose him – our life
together had been unbearable while he had no job, and it could not
resume that way. I did not want that to happen again. Life as a
congressman’s whore, while it may be carnally satisfying, was not
socially satisfying at all – and likely to be a short-term
proposition. Rob and I could have a full, rich life, together – if
only he could remain employed for a while. After a year or so in
his present job, he would have plenty of useful experience and
contacts. He would then be employable. All I has to do is fuck the
congressman for a while until Rob can get a job on his own. Then,
it will be all over. This too will pass. It is just an inconvenient
but temporary means to a very desirable and long-term end. The
congressman will have his fling with me and will dump me, as he no
doubt has others like me in the past.

It’s true that I was Rob’s fiancée, his
betrothed. I would in fact be betraying him, breaking my engagement
vow. Many people, however, would view that I am not married to him,
that a betrothal is nothing more than a statement of intent. The
primary purpose of an engagement is to make sure that marriage is
the right course – not imprisonment! I would be betraying our
engagement, not a marriage vow. I was still single – was a decision
on my vow not mine to make? It was mine to make and mine to
break.

I mulled over the risks. I tried to structure
this decision problem as I had been taught in school. Identify the
alternatives and evaluation criteria; assess and compare the costs
and benefits of the alternatives; adopt a decision strategy; choose
the decision that offers the best deal all things
considered.

I was on the horns of a dilemma. If I refused
the congressman’s offer, Rob would lose his job, and the likelihood
of ending up married to him was virtually nil. I was sure of that,
in view of last fall. If I agreed to the congressman’s proposal and
Rob never found out, I would have traded some premarital sex –
perfectly legal for me if not for the congressman – for a lifetime
with Rob. On the other hand, if Rob found out before the wedding,
there would be no wedding. If he found out after the wedding, I
would be in for a divorce or a life as a fallen woman, no doubt
with Rob never letting me forget it. The stakes were
high!

On the other hand, the likely outcomes
associated with my options seemed very clear. If I refused the
congressman, that would be to keep Rob and me together, still true
to each other, but our lives together would be back to Alabama and
misery – with a likely eventual split. If I accepted, there was a
good chance that Rob would eventually find good employment on his
own and that he and I would have a good life together. I wasn’t
doing this just for Rob – it was for us. It seemed rather
obvious what my decision should be. Outrageous as it may appear, it
seemed that fucking the congressman afforded the best chance of
keeping Rob and me together! The rational choice was to accept the
congressman’s offer.

But what about the risks? How likely was a
favorable outcome? The congressman doesn’t want to jeopardize his
own marriage. Rob would never find out – he is not at all jealous
or suspicious, and the married congressman is certainly going to be
discreet. It is not as if I am fucking an unmarried person – that
is dangerous and can easily lead to a wrecked marriage. The single
person isn’t as careful, and wants a fuller relationship. To
preserve one’s marriage, the best partner for an affair is surely a
married one. The situation reminded me of the scene in
Casablanca, where Ilsa – Ingrid Bergman – offers sex to Rick
– Humphrey Bogart – in exchange for the exit visas.

How would I cope with an illicit affair, “as
time goes by”? Could I live with myself if I did this? The very
fact that I was seriously considering the congressman’s offer
suggested that I could. The fact is, I knew, human beings do not
regret illicit affairs. They never regret the sex, just the getting
caught. This sort of thing happens all the time. Later in life,
people reflect on their affairs with satisfaction, and they reflect
on suppressed and unfulfilled sexual desires and missed
opportunities with regret and frustration. In fact, this is not
even an illicit affair, for me – I am not married! It is Rob who
has the big hang-up over premarital sex, not I. In essence, my
having sex with the congressman is a big deal and may lead to
disaster only because of Rob’s parochial views.

More issues flooded my mind. Until I landed
this job, life with Rob had been the goal and focus of my life. I
had not planned on a career, but now that I had worked for a month
I realized that I really enjoyed it. The central focus of my life
was shifting from Rob to my career. From Rob to me. I was becoming
aware that I was an independent person. Rob was important, but my
life was important, too. I was shifting from a perspective in which
I thought that I needed Rob to one in which I wanted him, by
choice. I took pride in my arranging jobs for both Rob and me. I
had demonstrated that I was a capable person, and I enjoyed taking
control of my life. It was clear that my decision on the
congressman’s proposal could no longer revolve solely around Rob.
He was important, and marriage to him was important. But my job
with Congressman Adams was also important.

The path to a clearly defined goal is easy to
see. My problem – the source of my present bewilderment – was that
I was no longer certain of my desired goal. I realized that I was
losing my focus. There were so many factors to consider. Without a
clear goal, the situation was quite complex and confusing. What did
I want for myself?

All of these thoughts raced through my mind. It
was rather overwhelming. There were so many aspects to consider.
The congressman’s proposal had caught me totally off guard. It
wasn’t that I didn’t know what to do to get what I wanted – I now
realized that I didn’t even know for sure what I wanted! As Plato
observed, the unexamined life is not worth living. What did I want
for myself? – that was the key question. Unless I was clear on
that, I would never know what to do. And, until now, I had hardly
given it any thought at all!

I had never encountered a situation such as
this. It was totally unexplored territory for me, and I was
struggling to maintain my composure – not just make the right
decision, but to make it in a mature, deliberate way. I looked at
Congressman Adams. He glanced up at me. All of a sudden, the
silence was deafening. I had to break the silence, say something.
It occurred to me that the best defense is a good
offense.

“Congressman Adams, what does Mrs. Adams think
of your philandering?”

“I am prudent, and she doesn’t ask questions to
which she does not want to hear the answer. Life in politics is not
clean. Being a politician’s wife is like being a mafioso’s wife.
The wife doesn’t ask questions. She stands by her man. If his life
is destroyed, so is hers. In any event, I am not facing any moral
dilemmas in this matter. In this matter, that is your domain. And,
I need hardly point out, you are not married. You are free to have
sex with anyone you choose.”

“Is this what politics is like? Is this what I
studied political science for?”

“I’ll see you in the morning,” he responded,
raising his eyebrows a little and returning his attention to his
letter.

I rose from the chair, said “Good afternoon,”
and left.

 


Confirming My Decision

 


When I arrived back home, I immediately called
Rob and asked to go out to dinner. I had no intention of telling
him anything about Congressman Adams’ proposition. I just wanted to
make sure that I was making the right decision, and spending the
evening with Rob – the crucial factor in this situation – should
help clear the air.

At dinner, I realized that I felt totally
different than I had before the congressman made his proposal.
Before, I was yearning for sex with Rob. It was totally different
now. The situation reminded me of what Jimmy Carter once said,
quoting Jesus: “Anyone who looks on a woman with lust has in his
heart already committed adultery.” I had already made up my mind to
have sex with Congressman Adams. I was already his whore. I had
already cheated on my fiancé in my mind. In a way, I felt an
incredible relief. I felt totally free, no longer under the
suffocating, self-imposed bonds of celibacy. I felt that it was no
longer Rob and my family who were making the key decisions that
affected my life, but I. The anxiety of waiting for the wedding was
completely gone. The issue was in fact a very simple one. If I had
sex with Congressman Adams, then Rob and I could have a life. If
not, then we couldn’t. If I had sex with the congressman, my
insatiable yearning for sex was over. If not, it would continue.
The decision was mine, and it would be easy to make.

I wondered for a moment whether I could ever
face Rob again, after having sex with the congressman, and
continuing the engagement as if nothing were wrong. Such behavior
was quite contrary to my religious upbringing. But my religious
upbringing had clouded my thinking. Actually, it required me not to
think – it was faith-based, not reason-based. Now, having thought
seriously about it, I realized that having sex with the congressman
was no longer an issue. I had already made the decision to have sex
with him, and that did not affect my relationship to Rob at all. It
was good that Rob and I had had dinner together. The night would
not be one of agonizing over a decision. I had made the decision,
and was now very excited about it. This was my last day without
sex. My last day as a virgin. Tomorrow I would be a mature woman.
After tomorrow, our jobs would continue.

My regard for the congressman was increasing by
leaps and bounds. He was a master politician. Given my puritanical
background, had he made a crude advance at the office, I would very
likely have rebuffed him, caused a scene, and Rob and I would be
gone. But he was smooth as glass. He did not give me a chance to
say no. He made it easy to say yes. He knew that I would do it for
Rob, but not for myself – or it had to appear that way! He knew
that I yearned for sex, and would in fact be doing it for myself as
well, even if I did not admit it – even if I did not realize it. I
would rationalize that I was saving Rob’s job, and not succumbing –
or at least not seeming to be succumbing – to Congressman Adam’s
advances for my own personal gain or to satisfy my own lust. Facing
this decision and considering my choice, and how easy it had been
to make, I now realized how strong my lust was. I had waited quite
long enough for sex. I was anticipating tomorrow with delight. I
had made a decision to have sex, to be a fulfilled woman. I was
very pleased, contented and happy.

Toward the end of the meal, Rob said, “You seem
very relaxed this evening. Recently, there has been some tension,
over the wedding date. What changed? Is the June date now OK with
you?”

“Rob, I have been under a lot of pressure
recently. Congressman Adams conducted my first-month review today.
He told me that he was satisfied with my performance. I like the
job, and it is going to continue. That has relaxed me.”

“Wonderful. I am pleased to hear that. I got a
call from his secretary asking me to come by his office at four
o’clock tomorrow afternoon for my first-month review. I know that
Congressman Smith gave me a very good report. I am sure that my
contract will be continued.”

“Yes, I am sure, too.”

“How did your review go? Were there any
problems?” Rob inquired.

“No, it went fine. In fact, it went perfectly.
It could not have gone any better.”

It occurred to me that my emotional response to
the situation was quite different from what I had expected. I had
expected to feel helpless, under the total control of Congressman
Adams, overwhelmed by these unexpected and unfamiliar events and
the difficult situation. Instead, I felt quite the opposite. I felt
that I was handling the situation well – not just well, but
exceptionally well. I was not panicking, I was not collapsing – I
was reacting rationally and I would prevail! I felt that I was
accepting responsibility for my life, formulating a good response
to a complex situation, and taking appropriate action, no matter
how difficult it may be. I felt independent. I felt a sense of
pride that I could undertake a necessary task, no matter how
difficult, once I had decided that it was the best course of
action. I was pleased that I felt quite able to make my own
decisions, without any reliance on Rob or anyone else. I felt in
total control of the situation. I felt as if I were putting my
formidable God-given talents to maximal use – my intellectual
talents as well as my sexual ones.

 


My New Life

 


At nine o’clock on Friday, I entered
Congressman Adams’ office.

“Good morning,” he said, cheerily. “I hope that
you slept well.”

“Yes, I slept very well. Better than usual, in
fact.”

“So, have you made your decision?”

“Yes, I have. My decision is to remain
employed.”

“Wonderful! You have an excellent future here.
Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Wow, I thought, he doesn’t waste any time.
Congressman Adams picked up the phone and called Mrs. Smith. “Mrs.
Smith, we will be busy for about an hour. Please do not disturb us.
Thanks.” We walked through the next office to the room after that,
and entered a bedroom. Congressmen occasionally spend the night on
Capitol Hill, and their office suites accommodate that. The lights
were low, the setting romantic. Given the setting, it was hard to
believe that it was nine o’clock in the morning. A bottle of wine
was on the table next to the bed.

I wondered about Mrs. Smith, in the reception
area. Then it occurred to me that she never entered Congressman
Adams’ office unless he called for her. We would not be
disturbed.

“Please have a drink,” he offered. “I know that
this must be a little stressful for you, and this will help take
the edge off.”

He was right. Even though I had anticipated
this and run through it in my mind a dozen times last night, the
reality was somewhat overwhelming. I had never had sex before.
Would I “perform” all right? I wondered. Would I embarrass myself?
I was still a virgin. Would it be painful? I was nervous as a cat,
but tried not to show it. In my inexperience, I felt awkward, and I
did not want to appear foolish.

He poured a full glass of wine, and I drank it
quickly. He poured another. He chatted, and I responded,
perfunctorily. By the time the second glass was finished, I was
starting to get high. He knew it.

“Take your clothes off,” he
requested.

I undressed, slowly, watching him savor the
moment. The wine helped tremendously. It seemed like a dream. I
slipped off my panties and undid my bra, letting it slip to the
floor. I was standing there, stark naked. Thank God I had seen
movies with scenes like this. Even though my mind was racing in a
new, unfamiliar situation, with the help of the movies and the
relaxing wine I should be able to “play it cool.” The congressman
was sitting in a chair, eyeing me lecherously. I felt totally
naked, vulnerable. He stood up and undressed. He was fully erect.
He reached for my hand and led me to the bed. He pushed me gently
on my back. My legs were bent at the knees, with my lower legs over
the side of the bed. He reached his hands around the outer side of
my legs and pulled me toward him. He inserted his penis slowly into
my vagina, savoring every moment. Then, he could go no
farther.

He pushed a little, and then harder. “Oh my
God,” he exclaimed, “you’re a fucking virgin!” I started to say
something, and all of a sudden he placed his hands on my hips,
grasped me hard, pulled me hard toward him, and rammed his erect
penis hard into me. I screamed as a jolt of pain exploded in my
vagina. He paid no attention, and started ramming me unmercifully.
Gradually, the pain morphed into a strange ecstasy. He was large,
and he filled me completely. He continued to ram me. Gradually, I
was losing control. The craving to have a man’s penis deep inside
me was growing. The pain was gone now, replaced completely by an
exquisite sensation of lust. I wrapped my legs around his, pulling
him as hard as I could toward me. He pounded and pounded. I felt
that I was starting to lose touch with reality. Nothing in life
felt anything near as good, as exotic, as natural, as complete and
fulfilling as this. I started to scream. “Oh, God,” I screamed.
“Fuck me, oh God, please fuck me!” We reached orgasm together. As
my body writhed in ecstasy, he exploded inside of me, pounding and
pounding and pounding. I could feel myself in strange contractions,
seemingly pulling his hard cock and warm semen deep into me. I
could not have imagined so wonderful an experience. It was truly
transcendental, rapturous. All of my fears about “getting it right”
were unfounded. In the unscripted rapture of sex, I was out of
control.

Gradually, our passion subsided, and he rested
inside of me. “You are very good!” he commented. “Get farther up on
the bed.” I pushed back to the center of the bed, lying full on my
back. I wondered what he was going to do next. He got up on the bed
and moved to between my legs. He pulled them apart, and went down
on me. His tongue pushed hard on my tender clitoris and swollen
labia. I gasped at the sensation. He stuck his tongue deep inside
my vagina. My new emotions were a mixture of extreme embarrassment
and carnal pleasure. I reached down and placed my hands on the back
of his head, grabbing his hair, pulling him hard against me. I
wrapped my legs around his back, as he continued to ravish me.
After a while, he finished. He moved up on my breasts, and sucked
my tits. He rose on his knees, and moved over my belly, straddling
it. He moved to my face, holding his penis in his hand. “Suck me,”
he demanded, as he forced his now semi-soft cock into my mouth. He
leaned over my head, with his head above mine on the bed, and
started fucking my face. I sucked him and sucked him, until he was
dry.

He collapsed by my side, totally
spent.

“You are one good fuck!” he exclaimed. “I can’t
believe that you were still a virgin. All those years with no sex –
what a horrible waste. You are as good as they come!”

I smiled at him. I did not quite know what to
say. I had no experience in these matters. I stumbled, “I guess
you’re pretty good, too!.” Oh, that was really dumb! I decided not
to talk any more. So this was sex! This is what it is all about! No
one could have ever described its sheer ecstasy. It is the supreme
human emotion. My eyes now opened, I wondered how could I have
waited all these years for this touch of heaven, this communion
with the divine.

We lay there for a while. He looked at me, and
fondled my nipples. He was completely naked, as was I. It is
strange, but when he first saw me naked, before having sex for the
first time, I felt so very naked and vulnerable. Now, I did not
feel naked at all. I felt perfectly natural. God, it was nice not
being a virgin any longer! How could I have gone all those years
without knowing the ecstasy of sex? Until a female has sex, she is
not a woman at all – she is a little girl. Sex marks the starting
point of womanhood. I felt that my relationship to him had changed,
profoundly. While he had triggered a transcendental experience for
me, I had done the same for him. I was now a member of adult
society, every bit his equal, in a fundamental sense. We were each
keys and doorways to a transcendental experience for the
other.

Before long, he arose. “Time to go to work!” he
stated. “By the way, your torn hymen will heal quickly, but you
should perhaps douche with a sterile solution today, and then let
it heal for a few days. Open wound, you know.”

He was now so matter-of-fact. A few minutes
ago, he was a raging animal, an explosion of energy. What powerful
effect a woman has on a man! I got up, cleaned up in the adjoining
bathroom, and dressed. He finished dressing first and sat in a
chair, watching me as I dressed. When I finished, we left the room.
As we entered his office, he commented, “Rob will be here at four
o’clock. I want you to attend.” Evidently he wanted to see me
sitting there, having just fucked me, alongside my fiancé. Was this
a turn-on for him? Did he enjoy watching my reaction, sitting next
to my fiancé in casual conversation with the man who was fucking
me? Did he get a double ego-boost from cuckolding a man and then
chatting casually with him and his cheating partner? Did he want to
see how I could handle it? Did he enjoy the power play of forcing
me to act naturally before my lover and betrothed, as a way of
demonstrating his total control over me? Perhaps it was all of
these things.

Four o’clock came, and the meeting began. Rob
and I were seated in chairs in front of the congressman’s desk,
just as on the first day on the job. Rob was very enthusiastic
about his work. Congressman Adams told him that Congressman Smith
had sent a good report, and that his contract was to continue. He
looked at me and said, “Susan is working out well here in my
office. She has learned the ropes really fast and well. Are things
working out well for you two in Washington?” Rob assured him that
things were great.

Congressman Adams turned to me and said.
“Susan, do you have any comments on how things are working out?” I
glanced at Rob, and I looked back at the congressman. “Yes, I do.
Things could not have turned out any better. I really enjoy working
under you, and Rob and I are having a delightful engagement here in
the Nation’s Capitol. We are looking forward to getting married in
June. It will be in our home town. You have made all of this
possible. It would be so nice if you could attend.”

I rather surprised myself. I had just invited
my lover to witness my marriage to another man. There was no reason
to believe that I would not still be fucking him, right up to the
wedding day and afterward, as well. It seems as if I was just as
perverse as the congressman, in wanting to see my new husband and
lover together. I could not imagine why I got a thrill out of this.
Is it some sort of female primordial urge to have more than one man
vying for her sexual favors? I guess it is. I guess that’s what all
women want – sex appeal. What is the point of sex appeal without
sex?

“Yes, I would enjoy that very much,” he
responded.

I could not believe why I enjoyed a three-way
conversation with my betrothed and my lover. The deception, the
intrigue, were exciting. The absurdity of the situation made it
feel surreal. At one point, I could actually feel my vagina spasm
as I shifted the conversation between my lover and my betrothed.
God, what was happening to me? Was I totally debauched? Was no
deception too extreme, no depravity too perverse? Why did I revel
in infidelity? Was it just my DNA screaming for sex? Did my
perversion / passion know no depths, no bounds, no
limits?

 


Life with Rob

 


The next few days passed without incident. The
congressman was right about the damaged hymen. It healed quickly.
He was out of town for several days. When he returned the following
Friday, he requested sex at nine in the morning, after lunch, and
in the evening. He seemed insatiable. I certainly was. I fucked him
shamelessly. I couldn’t get enough sex.

Rob and I passed a pleasant weekend. I was
rather amazed that the fact that I was screwing my boss – several
times a day – had no negative effect on our relationship. In fact,
it improved it immeasurably. Having denied myself sex for so many
years for no good reason except family tradition had been, in
retrospect, a terrible tragedy. An unhealthy, unnatural,
unnecessary, punishing torment. I was now a happy, complete woman.
Rob was now a pleasant companion, not a jailer who was keeping me
from having sex. Again, he commented on how relaxed I seemed. I
told him, “Things are good. I couldn’t be more satisfied.” The
sentence continued in my mind, “with Congressman Adams banging my
hot ass every day.”

The congressman was in Alabama the following
week. Boy, did I miss having sex! I was so damned horny I couldn’t
stand it. Masturbation was of little help. I wanted a man ravishing
my body, sucking my nipples, plunging his penis deep into me,
filling my belly with hot semen, taking me. The genie was out of
the bottle. I was now totally addicted to sex. I had to have
it.

Rob and I had dinner out on Saturday night.
After a few glasses of wine, I was ready to be fucked. Why couldn’t
Rob see that? I had thought that my new situation was relaxed. It
was, as long as Congressman Adams was screwing me once or twice a
day. Now that he was gone for a week, I was out of my mind. I grew
irritable. I tried to hide it but failed. Finally, Rob asked me
what was wrong. I guess the wine had loosened my tongue. “Oh, Rob,
it’s the same old thing. You want to wait until June to get
married, and I want to get married right away. Or sleep with you,
have sex with you.” Oh, God, I did not want to say that. Things
were on an even keel. We had been through all this before, and now
that Congressman Adams was servicing me regularly, things were
fine. I should not have had the wine. Surely I could last a week
without sex from my lover, when I had put up without sex for a
couple years from my fiancé.

 

“Susan, I can’t believe you said that. We have
discussed this before. I thought that you had become agreeable as
to the wedding date. And your language! Saying that you want to get
married sooner is polite, but saying that you want to sleep with me
and have sex with me is a little vulgar, don’t you think? You’re
not talking the way a preacher’s daughter usually talks. What is
getting into you? I know that Washington is a far cry culturally
from Alabama. Is there something you’re not telling me?”

“You’re right, Rob, I don’t know what possessed
me. Things are fine.” But things weren’t fine at all. I was
starving for sex. The congressman was not due back until tomorrow
afternoon. I could hardly wait. It amazed and amused me that I
could wait for years for sex with Rob, but hardly a day for sex
with John.

It occurred to me that I now thought of John as
“John,” and no longer as “Congressman Adams.” When two people have
sex together, all the barriers go down. I no longer felt naked in
front of him, with my clothes off. He was simply a man, and I was
simply a woman.

The night was long. Masturbation put me to
sleep, but not for long. I was in agony. I was reminded of a cat in
heat, moaning all night long. God, how I wanted to be fucked!
Abstinence from sex was not natural. Human beings were made for
sex, and I wasn’t getting enough. Morning could not come soon
enough.

 


The Party

 


Sunday afternoon, I met Congressman and Mrs.
Adams at the airport. It felt exciting greeting my lover’s wife.
Mrs. Adams knew my family, and treated me like a daughter. She gave
me a big hug. I could not help thinking, “I’m fucking your husband,
lady, you silly bitch.” As we drove to the Adams’ apartment, I kept
wondering whether there was a way for John and me to get together
today, rather than tomorrow. That was silly, I said to myself.
You’re like a bitch in heat. Don’t screw things up. One more day
won’t make an difference. I acted as pleasant and nonchalant as I
could, all the while with a gnawing hunger inside my belly. Even my
nipples screamed to be sucked. I knew that I must leave John in
total control. If I made any moves on him, he would resent it, and
terminate the relationship. I had to play it cool. Initially, he
wanted me in part because someone else already had a claim on me.
That challenge was now gone – in short order John had led me to
violate my vow to Rob. Now, there must be other reasons for him to
be attracted to me. There must be a constant challenge to keep me.
I had to maintain an air of independence, so that he would always
know that if he did not attract and fascinate me, I would quickly
find another.

It seemed that tomorrow would never come.
Finally, it did. At nine o’clock in the morning, he ravished me
once more. It lasted for about half an hour. He was a raging bull,
it seemed, unable to rape me enough. And I reveled in
it.

The week passed, with lots of sex – raw,
carnal, passionate sex. I asked whether Mrs. Adams suspected
anything. He didn’t think so. That really didn’t bother him – she
wasn’t looking to find out.

Initially when we had sex, I could think of
nothing else but the sex itself. I had been totally focused on it.
Now that it was becoming more commonplace, my mind occasionally
wandered. Sometimes I thought of Rob. I found myself delighting in
cheating on him. With his restrained passion and faint-hearted
courting, he had lost the opportunity of first sex with me. He
would never be the first one – that opportunity was gone forever.
He had been such a fool to risk losing me. He fully deserved just
what he got. Faint heart never won fair lady. The natural fact is
that a woman wants to be irresistible, and to be ravished. Rob
could not see that, and he had traded his chance to take my
maidenhood for a silly desire to hold to a stupid social tradition
of celibacy before marriage. It was more than a tradition – he had
some sort of religious hang-up about premarital sex. It was a
matter of faith. The topic was not up for discussion.

The congressman yearned passionately for my
sex, and got it. Rob had simply planned a wedding, and that about
all he was going to get. Women are determined to be fucked, and
they will submit to the first man whose passion suits
them.

I fantasized telling Rob that I delighted in
having another man bang me shamelessly, his penis pounding deep
inside me. I delighted in being engaged to Rob and fucking the
congressman. I delighted in having sex multiple times a day, and
then passing a platonic evening with Rob. I delighted in
fantasizing sex with John while enjoying a glass of wine with Rob.
In short, I delighted in infidelity. I delighted in cheating on
Rob, and I delighted in fucking Mrs. Adams’ husband. I reveled in
John’s repeated commission of adultery to have sex with me. The
illicitness of the sex intensified the pleasure. I delighted in the
wickedness of it all. I found myself wondering about my feelings.
Did all women have such thoughts? Did they all delight in stealing
other women’s husbands, in cheating on their own?

The week passed very nicely, with all the sex I
could imagine. On Thursday, John and Mrs. Adams were to attend a
cocktail party. John asked me to attend. He said that there would
be a lot of other congressmen there, with their aides. The party
was very pleasant. I once again enjoyed thinking to myself as I
talked with Mrs. Adams, “I’m fucking your husband.” Why did I get a
kick out of this? It seemed perverse. It verged on erotic – it was
a visceral, carnal pleasure that was deeply satisfying. Was there
something in my DNA that impelled me to want to screw another
woman’s husband, and cheat on my husband-to-be? Was it the
satisfaction of knowing that my sexual attraction was far stronger
than her moral and legal bond to her? Was it as Elmer Gantry – Burt
Lancaster – asserted in the eponymous movie that every woman is
competing against every other woman for a man’s affection? I don’t
know why it felt good, but it did.

The party was attended by several members of
the Congressional New Black Caucus. Congressman Adams had a
particular interest in them because he knew that there was a good
chance of trading votes with them on one of his key bills. He
introduced me to all of them. One of them, Congressman Davis, took
an immediate and not-so-subtle interest in me. I was polite to him.
I was polite to all of the black congressmen. I was polite to all
black people. I was polite to all people. I had been raised in a
genteel, mostly white community in the South, where there was
little interaction among the races. My parents were tolerant of
blacks and respectful of civil rights, but it had been clear to me
all of my life that they did not approve of informal socializing
with blacks. Interracial sex and marriage were, to their way of
thinking – and by derivation, to mine – strictly taboo. My views
were my family’s views. I had never been exposed to anything else
on a personal level.

It seemed that the fundamental purpose of the
party was “horse-trading” for votes. While Mrs. Adams and I
chatted, I could see John “wheeling and dealing” with the other
congressmen – in particular the one who had expressed an interest
in me. There were no constituents or lobbyists present, and it was
a relaxed affair.

Eventually, the party ended, and all went
home.

 


My Next Assignment

 


The next morning, John called me into his
office. “I want you to take this memorandum over to Congressman
Davis’ office, and get his signature. He has already read it, but
he may want to read it again. It is his agreement to support the
bill I told you about yesterday. After that, there are three more
signatures to get. I could not obtain the schedules for the others,
so they may or may not be in. But Davis will be in his office at
9:30. I called him and made arrangements for him to sign the memo
when you bring it by.”

I took the memo, and left the office. It was
already 9:15, and so I proceeded directly for Congressman Davis’
office. When I arrived, the secretary told me to go directly into
his office, that he was expecting me. I walked into the office.
“Oh, yes, Susan, please give me the memo and let me read it. Have a
seat in that chair while I take a look at it.”

Congressman Davis read the memo and placed it
on his desk. “Could you come over here, please, it needs to be
witnessed.” I arose and walked behind his desk, beside his chair.
Standing there, I looked down at the memo in front of the
congressman. And then, to my shock and surprise, he reached his arm
around me and slipped his hand along the inner thigh of my leg
nearest him. As he started to raise his hand farther up my leg, I
jumped back. “Congressman Davis,” I exclaimed, “what are you
doing?”

“You know exactly what I am doing. I am
slipping my hand up your dress. Do you have a problem with
that?”

“I certainly do. Please just sign the memo and
give it to me, and I will forget that this ever
happened!”

“Susan, when I met you at the party last night,
I was impressed with you, and I thought that you liked me. You were
very friendly.”

“I am friendly to everyone – it has nothing to
do with sex.”

“Congressman Adams and I had a long discussion
about this bill. He and I discussed swapping votes on it. I told
him that I would consider this if you came to visit me. He and I
had a clear understanding of what that meant. I must admit that I
am a little puzzled at your reaction.”

“Congressman Davis, I don’t know what sort of
idea you may have gotten at the party yesterday. Perhaps the
alcohol muddled your thinking. I have no intention of having any
more than a formal business relationship with you. That’s all there
ever will be between us. I am sorry that you got some other idea
from Congressman Adams.”

“It’s because I’m black, isn’t it?” he
said.

“Well, no, of course not, it has nothing to do
with that,” I lied.

“I got the clear impression from Congressman
Adams that you and he are close friends. He is white and I am
black. You are friendly with him and not to me. What am I supposed
to think?”

“Congressman Davis, I am not going to discuss
this any further. If you wish, please telephone Congressman Adams,
and I will obtain further instruction from him concerning what to
do. I am sure that he will be very surprised to hear of your very
ungentlemanly behavior. He and I are good friends, and I am
sure that he will be very disappointed to hear of your dreadful
conduct.”

“So you are flat-out refusing to have sex with
me?”

I was aghast. It wasn’t just the congressman’s
blunt directness and presumptive behavior, it was the total
forbiddenness of having sex with a black man. This was an affront
to my upbringing and my culture. While my family might come to
grips with my having an affair with Congressman Adams – a family
friend, a man of high social standing from their own culture, they
would be mortified at my having sex with a black man. That was
totally taboo. Despite the many integration programs of the federal
government, social-class views on race hadn’t changed in my family
– sex with blacks was simply not acceptable. To my family’s way of
thinking, it was something that could not ever be considered, much
less done. Pace Doris Lessing’s The Grass Is Singing,
a black man could not possibly be considered desirable to a proper
white woman. Blacks were not in my social class – my white
class. They never had been and they never would be, no matter what
the federal government desired and did.

Perhaps I was not getting my point across to
Congressman Davis. Perhaps I was being too polite, too “politically
correct.”

“Congressman Davis,” I declared, haughtily, “I
have no intention of having sex with you, ever, even if you were
the last man on Earth. Is that abundantly clear?”

Congressman Davis picked up the telephone. He
dialed a number. “John,” he began, “Susan does not understand the
agreement that you and I reached yesterday. Will you explain it to
her?” He handed the phone back to me.

“Hello,” I said.

“Susan, what the hell is going on?” His tone
was not pleasant. My heart sank. I felt my attitude change from one
of moral indignation and confidence to one of surprise and
uncertainty. All of a sudden I was not sure that I understood the
situation I was in. I was unsure of myself, and could feel myself
becoming upset.

I took the receiver from my ear. “Congressman
Davis, this is going to be a private conversation. May I use a line
in the next room?”

“Of course. That line extends to the bedroom,
second room through that door. Go ahead.”

I walked through the adjoining office and into
the bedroom. I picked up the extension.

“Congressman Adams,” I began, “Congressman
Davis just propositioned me in the most indelicate fashion. I
refused him in no uncertain terms, but he insists that I speak with
you about it.”

“Susan, you know by now exactly how bills get
passed. Basically, each congressman obtains votes from other
congressmen in exchange for his vote on bills that are important to
each of them. None of the New Black Caucus cares anything about
this bill one way or the other. Their votes are up for grabs. I
very much need their votes, and Congressman Davis agreed to give me
his vote yesterday. But, in this case, we are not trading votes for
votes. He does not want my vote for anything at present – my vote
is of no value to him. But you are. What he demanded in return
wasn’t a vote on one of his bills, but you.”

I felt as though I had been punched in the gut.
The strength drained from my entire body. My legs almost gave way.
I tried to collect my thoughts.

“Congressman Adams, what we had a private
personal agreement between us, involving a position for Rob.
Nothing was ever said or implied about anything else. I thought
that you were attracted to me. I agreed to our arrangement solely
in exchange for a position for Rob. I can’t believe that you are
asking me to do this! This is not part of the arrangement. I have
no intention of doing this. A relationship with you is all I ever
had in mind or agreed to. We struck a deal. I did not offer to
provide sexual services ad libitum to others as part of that
deal – just to you.”

“Susan, listen to me. Listen carefully. I was
attracted to you and I am attracted to you. Very much. When we
reached our arrangement involving Rob, I was convinced that we had
a future together. The arrangement we concluded showed me how far
you were willing to go to get what you want – all the way. I knew
that you would have refused my direct advances, and so I structured
a situation in which you would submit to me in order to obtain
something for Rob. It was just my way of getting to you, of
‘breaking the ice’.”

“You are right that I did it for
Rob.”

“Susan, don’t deceive yourself. You crave sex.
You revel in illicit sex. You were delighted to have an excuse to
have sex with me, but, with your proper upbringing and lack of
experience, you had no idea how to go about it. You agreed to my
arrangement as much for yourself as for Rob. You know that – be
honest with yourself. From your upbringing, you were brainwashed
into thinking that you should refrain from extramarital sex. You
were in fact killing yourself. I let you rationalize that you were
agreeing to have sex with me for Rob, when in fact you were doing
it for yourself – setting yourself free from sexual
constraints.

“Now that you have had sex with me,
however, Rob is irrelevant – and you know it. You now have sex
because you enjoy it tremendously, not to save Rob’s job. You are
no longer a virgin. You are liberated. You have been transformed
from an adolescent into a sexually active adult. You are now free
to have sex with anyone you please.”

“You act as if I am a sex maniac and you are
doing me a favor, instead of grossly taking advantage of
me!”

“Let me give you an analogy. It’s like date
rape. Initially, the girl declares that she would never have agreed
to sex, but once she is no longer a virgin, she revels in it. She
is so grateful to be free she can’t stand it. Another date rape is
impossible for her, because, now liberated, she now wants the sex.
Her date can’t rape her again, because she now wants it as much as
he does. Almost all date-rape victims don’t report the incident at
all. Once they have known sex, they are delighted to have graduated
from virginhood – from maidenhood – to adulthood. They were too
inhibited to do this on their own. The date rape was in fact a
godsend for them. It absolved them of responsibility for losing
their virginity. Why do you think that most date rapes go
unreported? Why do you think that date rapes occur almost
exclusively to virgins? Before the date the girl was ignorant of
the joy of sex. Afterward, her eyes have been opened. She is no
longer a virgin – there is no longer any reason not to have sex.
Does a baby want to return to the womb? Does Eve want to return to
a state of ignorance? No – they have moved on to a new phase of
human existence. No sexually active woman ever wants to return to a
state of virginity. You are in the same position. Would you go back
to being a virgin? Of course not. You are delighted –
intellectually as well as biologically – that those chains are
broken. You were blind to the joys of sex, and now see the light.
There is no way you would even consider returning to your previous
state. I may have been a little brutal or devious, but you were a
hard nut to crack. Now that you are free, however, you bear me no
ill will. In fact, you are extremely pleased at no longer being a
virgin, and you relish our relationship. What you are finding out
now is that our relationship involves more than just physical sex.
We are in fact a team, and you have work to do as part of that
team. I have set things up, but only you can execute
them.”

“John, there may be some truth in some of what
you say, but there is more to it than that. Do you have any idea
what you are asking me to do? I was raised in white society – a
white school, a white church, a mostly white town, a white college.
For my family, sleeping with a black man – beneath my social class
– is the most objectionable behavior imaginable – the lowest, most
disgraceful thing I could possibly do. My parents would condone
premarital sex with Rob – assuming that we eventually married – and
they would come to terms with my premarital fling with you, given
your high social standing. But they would never understand or
condone my having voluntary sex with a black man. You were raised
in our community, John. You know exactly what I am talking about.
If this were ever found out, I could never show my face at home
again. How can you possibly ask such a thing of me? How can you
offer me to a black man? I can’t do it. I won’t do it.”

“Susan, I am drawn to politics because it gives
me control over people and events. I was drawn to you because you
are very independent, and I faced a near-impossible challenge in
leading you to voluntarily submit to my sexual demands. The
passionate sex we have had together confirms your value. For the
same reasons as attracted me to you, Congressman Davis is attracted
to you. In addition, he has a thing for high-bred Southern women.
He can hire a white whore any day of the week. He sees you as an
impossible goal. A well-bred southern lady. He is obsessed with
you. He can’t ruin a white whore. He can only ruin a high-class
white lady from a fine family. His desire for you is in direct
proportion to your repulsion from blacks. Some men delight in
debauching virgins. Congressman Davis’ fetish is debauching
high-bred white ladies – they are a much more challenging
proposition. He is willing to trade the next five votes that I want
from him, in order to obtain you. He revels in displaying the power
to seduce you against your most profound wishes. By capitalizing on
that obsession is how I am able to obtain his vote. I take pride in
being able to obtain his vote, and thereby achieve my political
goals. That is how I play and win this game. I also delight in
exercising the power of making you submit to him, against your most
profound wishes.”

My mind flashed back to yesterday’s party. In
my ignorance, I had reasonably assumed that a main purpose of the
party was to facilitate trading of votes. But I had no idea that
what was being traded was sex for votes! Congressman Adams had me
attend in order to parade me before his colleagues, as a prime
package for sale to the highest bidder. The party was in fact a
flesh market. It was just like the slave markets of yesteryear. And
I had been the prime offering! I had in effect been displayed as a
choice cut of fresh meat in a public auction, and did not even
realize it. I had been sold, and Congressman Davis was now taking
delivery. God!

“John, you are making a prostitute out of me.
You are pimping me out. Using my sex to achieve your political
goals. How can you do this to me? I thought you liked
me.”

“I love you! But you charge me unfairly. You
made a prostitute out of yourself when you gave your body to me in
exchange for what you wanted for Rob. You chose to be a prostitute.
I did not make you do anything at all. Before you agreed to trade
sex for a position for Rob, I had no hold on you at all. That was
your decision, freely made. At that point, your reputation was
flawless. You could have chosen to keep it that way, but you chose
otherwise.”

“I did it for Rob, not for myself,” I
protested.

“We just went through that! You in fact
prostituted yourself of your own free will, for personal gain,
whatever its nature. And then, you screwed me time after time after
time, like there was no tomorrow. You are a veritable fucking
machine. You willingly chose to become a prostitute, and you
are a prostitute. You are a fucking whore. You are engaged
to Rob, yet you fuck me with relish. You are a fucking, cheating
whore. You love sex. You are insatiable. You have already
prostituted yourself. You cannot change that. With respect to your
claim that you agreed to sex with me solely for my hiring Rob, all
I can say is open your eyes. Our agreement lasts as long as I say
it does, as long as I can make use of your sexual services, whether
for my personal gratification or as a means of achieving my
political objectives. Yesterday, I traded your sex for five votes.
That is a done deal. All that remains is for you to deliver. It may
appear that your ass is a gold mine. In fact it is. What made you
so attractive to Congressman Davis isn’t just the facts that you
are pretty, young and white, it is the fact that you are a
well-bred Southern Belle who would never consider sleeping with a
black man under any circumstances. It is good that you refused him,
unequivocally. I could not have orchestrated this any better. Now,
my young lady, you are going to fuck his brains out.”

“Oh, God, I’m not! I have some standards, some
pride, a heritage, my honor, my reputation, my family’s reputation.
I would be ruined, my family disgraced. The only way a black man is
going to get sex from me is by raping me. I am not going to do
this!”

“Oh yes, you are. When you agreed to have sex
with me, it was in fact, as you say, to help Rob. You could have
walked away from it and no one would have been the wiser. Your
reputation and honor, as you put it, would still be intact. You and
Rob would simply be living back in misery in Alabama. At that
point, I had no leverage over you – my only source of power was
your desire to obtain a position for Rob. But you chose not to walk
away. You chose to trade sex for a position for Rob. You were free
to walk away, but you chose debauchery instead. You chose
prostitution over your flawless reputation and fidelity to your
betrothed.

“Now, as a direct result of that decision, the
situation is very different, and your position is very much
changed. You, my dear, are now a fucking whore, a prostitute, a
slut, by your own free choice. But Rob is totally unaware of that.
It is our little secret, and I have no desire to let him find out.
In a minute, however, I can tell him that, and your
reputation and life with him are ruined. I now have great leverage
over you. You chose to give that to me. Of your own free will, you
chose to give me this tremendous power over you. By doing so, you
willingly placed yourself in the position of having to do virtually
whatever I request. You know full well my ambition, and I cannot
imagine that you did not imagine that I would use the power that I
now have over you as I saw fit, to further my aims. That was your
decision. You chose to fuck me shamelessly, and to vest me with the
power to ruin your reputation by revealing that fact. You are
smart. You realized this. You willingly made yourself my thrall.
And, I assure you, I am going to make full use of your formidable
sexual talents, faultless reputation, regal bearing and haughty
demeanor every way I can. Don’t feel that you deceived yourself.
People do this all the time. A soldier gives up most of his civil
rights in order to be allowed to participate in a grand saga.
Alone, he would never see glory. You are the same. You want to play
the politics game at a high level. The only way that you will ever
be able to do this is to team up with an adept male politician.
Fate has cast you and me together. I need you and you need
me.

“The fact is, I can make much better
use of your ass than you can, and you know it. You are an
intelligent, clever girl. You knew exactly what you were doing. You
wanted to play a game in which I held tremendous power over you. It
excited you. You knew that I could lead you into situations and
experiences that you could never create yourself. Well, we are now
going to play that game. If you do not agree to my request to
comply with Congressman Davis’ request, I will in fact have it
leaked to Rob, and to your family, that you are screwing your boss.
And that leak will include all the sordid details, including how
insatiable you are and how much you enjoy illicit sex. Vowed to one
man, shamelessly fucking another. A complete moral reprobate – a
deceiving, shameless slut, a cheating whore. Your reputation will
be irreparably ruined. You will be disgraced. Rob will leave you,
and your family, publicly disgraced by your shameful behavior, will
shun you. You will never get another decent job in DC or in
Alabama. Maybe not anywhere. If you don’t think that I will carry
out on this threat, you are sorely deluded – if your don’t
accommodate Congressman Davis, I have no further use for
you.

“And don’t think for a moment that you are
being treated unfairly or taken advantage of in this bargain. You
want to be a player in the game you see me playing. You are not the
congressman – you can’t set up the deals. But you can make them.
You know that. And that is why you will now willingly fuck a black
man, and enjoy it. You will enjoy it as a means to an end, and, in
view of your high sexual quotient, I have no doubt that you will
enjoy it in and of itself. Do you think that making high-stakes
political deals is easy, just some discussion in a smoke-filled
room? It is damned hard. It is fiercely competitive, and the prices
charged are very high. You are paying what you perceive is the
ultimate price, in order to play in this game. As the poet Jessie
Belle Rittenhouse once observed, you can bargain for life for a
penny, or for any price you desire. The fact that you are agonizing
over this choice is but a reflection of the high value that you
place on what you have to offer. If you did not feel this way, you
would be of little value to Congressman Davis. The degree of your
reluctance to do this is but a measure of the value of doing it.
The value of your sex – your ass – is in fact the value that you
put on it. Don’t deceive yourself by pretending that I am forcing
you to do this. You are in fact doing it for yourself. You are
perfectly free to walk away from all of this. You are doing it for
yourself. And don’t flatter yourself that Congressman Davis is
raping you, or that he is extorting sex from you. As Komarovsky –
Rod Steiger – remarked in Doctor Zhivago, that would flatter
you both. You are engaging in sex solely for your own
pleasure.”

There was silence on the line. “Susan, do you
understand me?”

“John, I see your points. But the bottom line
is that, now that you have used my love for Rob to debauch me and
make me a prostitute, you now want to pimp me out to your
congressional buddies. Technically, I may now be a prostitute, but
I am not a fucking whore!”

“Susan, you clearly don’t see things as they
are. First, you are indeed a prostitute, no mincing words about it.
You fucked me for a position for Rob. That is a fact. You are a
fucking prostitute. What you don’t realize, however, is that being
a prostitute is in fact is in fact the very next stage of a woman’s
evolution and development, after losing her virginity. Until now
you have traded your sex in exchange for a very cheap commodity – a
job for Rob. What you need to realize is that the joy of sex is
profoundly more satisfying if you trade your sex for something of
high value. There is prostitution and there is prostitution. There
are streetwalkers and there are Mata Haris. You, my dear, possess
an exceptional talent. Heaven knows what you can sell yourself for.
The sky is the limit. The price for your favor is a penny or a
pound – totally up to you. The next stage in your development as a
complete woman is realizing your true value, and capitalizing on
it. Until now, you have been hiding your talent under a bushel.
From a religious perspective – and you should be able to relate to
that – that is shameful behavior. It is time for you to step up to
the plate and play the game of life. Susan, you must examine
yourself and decide what you want out of life. Do you want to trade
your formidable talents for a life with Rob, or do you want to play
world politics with me? By the way, the choice is not Rob or me –
you get to keep Rob, anyway.”

The line was silent. I waited for a few seconds
before saying, “I understand. I will do as you say. I will secure
the vote.”

“Good. And when you are done with Congressman
Davis, proceed to visit the other three people on the list. I will
call Congressman Davis in a couple of hours. I expect that he will
be a very happy man. I will see you at the end of the
day.”

“Yes, sir.”

I put down the phone. I sat on the side of the
bed for a few moments. Then, I undressed, lay on my back on the
bed, reached for the phone, and dialed Congressman
Davis.
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“Congressman Davis,” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Please come to the bedroom. I have something
to give to you.”

I did not have to wait for long. He walked
through the door. When his eyes took in the sight of me, lying
naked on the bed, legs apart, he broke into a large
grin.

“Oh, yes, I am going to enjoy this!” he
exclaimed.

He quickly undressed. He was a big man,
powerfully built. My eyes were drawn immediately to his very large
penis. It must have been nine inches long and two inches thick! My
eyes widened. I could not believe its size. I would surely die! He
climbed up on the bed, and immediately went down on me. His thick,
black lips ravished my moist pudenda. I looked down on him. I could
not believe that I was doing this! Ten minutes ago, I had declared
that the only way I would have sex with a black man was if he raped
me. Now, I was willingly engaging in raw, carnal sex with
one.

The wily Congressman Adams had completely
changed my point of view. In little more than an instant, I had
moved from the point of view of being horrified at the thought of
sex with a black man to relishing it. Until a few minutes ago, I
had been prostituting myself for an ordinary position for Rob. Now,
I was taking satisfaction in trading my sex for a congressman’s
vote on an important bill. Congressman Adams was right about the
value of my sex – it was up to me to decide that. I enjoyed trading
sex for something of high value – and I thoroughly enjoyed making
this poor, sex-addicted man do my will.

He worked me over and over. He moved to my
breasts and worked them over. “Roll over,” he demanded, “I want to
take you from behind.” I did as he requested. He rubbed the head of
his giant member up and down along my slit, and then slipped it in.
He forced it as far as he could. I could not believe the sensation.
Size does matter! The friction of his big cock along the walls of
my vagina drove me mad – in and out, in and out, the tantalizing
friction of each motion compelling the next. For perhaps a quarter
of an hour he banged me unmercifully. He was quite vocal. “I just
love to stick my big black cock up your soft lily-white ass. Don’t
you just love that big fat dick? Tell my how much you love to get
fucked with my black cock, how much you love to have a big black
man ravish you.” And on and on and on. The man really had a hang-up
about fucking white Southern ladies.

At first, I was fascinated with and focused on
the sinful, forbidden wickedness of having sex with a black man.
Gradually, I realized, this man was something else. He was, to use
John’s words, a veritable fucking machine. And so big! The man was
ravishing my white ass. I began to revel in the sheer physical
exceptionalism of this animal. Finally, he stopped, rolled me over,
and started from the front, missionary position. I watched in
fascination as he slowly inserted his long, black penis into me.
God, this was so forbidden, so taboo, so wicked. The man could not
get enough of me. On and on and on. What a man! So enormously
endowed – no wonder they say, once you go black, you never go
back.

I responded to his raw, carnal pleasure, giving
as much as I got. Initially, I played along with his fetish of
having sex with Southern ladies. I feigned total shame. I told him
how my family would never forgive me for allowing this to happen,
that he was ruining my life, forever. That excited him, seemed to
drive him wild. Finally, in a burst of electric energy, he came in
me, filling my belly with his hot love-juice. After throbbing in me
for some time, he moved up on me, placed his large cock in my
mouth. “Look at me,” he demanded, “Look at me, you white bitch.” I
did, and he started fucking my face with vigor. Again, he delighted
in the spectacle of a big black man ravishing a Southern white
woman. It seemed that nothing would satisfy him but total
degradation, total humiliation, total submission.

Well, those weren’t roles I played particularly
well. I decided to turn the tables around. I switched roles from
the ruined Southern Belle to a dominating virago, an insatiable
nymphomaniac who could not get enough black cock. I would be
satyress every bit the equal of this satyr. “Fuck my pretty white
ass, you black son of a bitch,” I demanded. Soon, I assumed the
position of dominatrix, he on his back, I riding him like a wild
woman. I moved to his face, and ravished him as he had done me. I
was strong, young and lithe; he was middle-aged and out of shape.
Eventually, I simply wore him out. I taunted him to continue. He
was finished. He collapsed on the bed. “You are one fine fucking
white woman,” he mumbled. “I signed the memo. It is on my desk. You
can pick it up as you leave.”

For a few minutes, I lay there, reflecting on
the situation. In November, I had thought that Congressman Adams
was hiring me simply for my skills in political science and public
administration. How could I have been so naïve! Those skills are a
dime a dozen. He was hiring me for my sex – my irresistible,
presumably unattainable sex. He could tell in an instant that I had
a high sexual quotient, and he was going to put it to good use.
Initially, I had thought, quite reasonably, that he wanted sex with
me for himself. How wrong I had been! I could accomplish political
ends that he never could by himself, and he wanted me for that. No
amount of haggling or cajoling could have procured the votes that
he wanted, if someone else was offering sex for them and he was
not. Sex, in fact, was the most valuable currency in the world. But
its value ranged from a hundred-dollar whore to a commodity that
turned world leaders’ heads. Men may desire and seek money and
power, but they absolutely crave sex – a natural, undeniable
biological craving. The desire for money and power is mental,
intellectual – the craving for sex and lust for women is carnal,
all-consuming, totally addictive.

I began to realize how unique I was, how
valuable my sex was. I was Congressman Adams’ “ace in the hole.” My
ass was indeed a gold mine. That was now very apparent. How did I
feel about what I had done? The fact was, I was reveling in the
fact that I had used my sexual prowess – including all of its
mental, emotional and physical dimensions, to obtain what
Congressman Adams wanted and could not obtain by other means –
could not possibly obtain by other means, when his competitors were
using the currency of sex.

I marveled at my erstwhile naiveté, at my
initial view that he wanted me for sex for himself. While that may
have been true in part, that motive was almost irrelevant. It was
necessary – had I not been highly attractive to him, I would have
had little value to him as a pawn or piece in his game. My
ravishing, insatiable sex with him this past week had demonstrated
my worth to him. My value as his political piece far exceeded my
value as his concubine. He wanted me in order to use me as a means
to accomplishing his political objectives, of manifesting his power
over people and events. I was a key catalyst. To coerce me to do
his will, he had threatened to expose my infidelity to Rob. In my
naïveté and limited world-view, that had worked. I now realized,
however, that I reveled in using my fascinating power to make men
do my will. I was having an epiphany. I took pride in my newly
discovered skill set. I had had my first draught of power, and it
was highly addictive. I now knew why Congressman Adams sought
power. The feeling was highly stimulating. Not nearly as ecstatic
as sex, but highly satisfying – a euphoria in its own way. Perhaps
most fascinating of all was the realization that my sex was the key
to his exercise of power. Sex and power were, in fact, inseparable.
And women had the sex – they were the target, the object, the goal,
the pursued. They were the key to power. He had used his power to
obtain sex from me and to force me to have sex with another, but it
was my use of sex that enabled his control over Congressman Davis.
In fact, men and women were complementary keys to power. One party
set things up, and the other executed them. It was the same as it
always was – there was no stronger or weaker sex – both were
absolutely required to bring it about.

When I had used my sex to obtain a position for
Rob, I now realized, I sold myself too cheaply. My sex could be
used to change the course of human events. Sex – DNA – was the
foundation of all life. Sex was the foundation of all human
enterprise. I reflected that Congressman Adams and I had a
synergistic relationship. He knew how to wield political power, how
to play power games, but I was the coin of the realm, an invaluable
piece in his deadly serious high-stakes game of real-life chess.
One was useless without the other. Sex and power; power and sex –
they were inseparable – two sides of the same coin, duals like
electricity and magnetism.

Initially, I had viewed the limit of my
capabilities as procuring employment for Rob. How limited my
vision! With my sexual abilities, the sky was the limit to what I
could obtain. My self-esteem, my sense of self-worth, was
increasing exponentially. My sex was power for me only to the
extent that men desired it, and I was now realizing how strong that
desire was.

Congressman Adams was right – I had progressed
from virgin to sexually active woman to a simple prostitute. But I
had been selling myself too cheaply. A position for Rob was
woefully inadequate compensation. The measure of my worth as a
human being was defined by what I could accomplish with my talent,
my resources, my sex. And I was determined to realize full value
for my very considerable talents.

All of a sudden it dawned on me that I had not
sold myself too cheaply at all. I had saved my sex for ten years,
and then traded it to Congressman Adams for a partnership with him.
Rob was irrelevant. I had not treaded my sex for him, or for
marriage with him, or even, I now realized, for a job for him, but
for a totally new life for myself.

As I lay there, I realized that I loved what I
was doing, with a passion. For a moment, I reflected on the four
years of college that I had spent, working hard for a degree in
political science and public administration. I had been so naïve!
The fact was, politics is based on sex. My degree was simply a
certificate to enter the game. My success in politics would flow
from my sexual prowess, not from my educational laurels. In all of
my studies, no mention was made of this fact. What a deceit! What a
sham!

I glanced at Congressman Davis. He was falling
asleep. I got up, dressed, and left the room.

In his office, I picked up the memo. It was
signed, as he said. He had evidently signed it before coming into
the bedroom. What confidence! Or was it simply that he knew exactly
how the game is played, and that my submission to him was a
foregone conclusion? I looked at my watch. It was close to noon. I
opened my folder and looked at the other three memos. If it took
two hours per memo, it would take all afternoon to get all of the
signatures. I decided to proceed to the next venue right
away.

Congressman Brooks was the next name. I
proceeded to his office. As I walked along, I wondered what
arrangements Congressman Adams had made with him. He had not
mentioned. Congressman Brooks had been at the party, but I had not
noticed that Congressman Adams had spent much time with him – he
had spent most of his time with Congressman Davis. Congressman
Brooks’ secretary ushered me into his office. He received me very
cordially, as if we were old friends. He had gotten up from his
desk as I entered the room, to greet me. He suggested that I sit on
the sofa against the wall. I sat on one end, and he on the other.
He chatted about the party last night. Then he asked, what could he
do for me.

I explained the reason for my visit. It was my
understanding that he was agreeing to vote for a certain bill, and
Congressman Adams needed written confirmation. Congressman Brooks
smiled, and said, “Yes, yes,” in a perfunctory fashion. “How long
have you been with Congressman Adams, Susan?” he asked.

“Just a month,” I replied.

“I know I haven’t seen you before. Tell me
about yourself. Are you from Alabama, like the
congressman?”

I summarized my background. Then, I added, “My
story is pretty short. Tell me about yourself.”

The congressman summarized his career,
highlighting some of the major bills he had sponsored or supported.
Then, without further ado, he moved closer to me on the sofa,
placed his hand on my knee, looked me in the eyes, and said, “I
hope you don’t take offense, Susan, at my telling you that you are
a very attractive young lady.” He kept his hand on my knee. My mind
raced. Here it comes, I thought. Do I want a replay of what
happened in Congressman Davis’ office, with his calling John? I
asked myself. Of course not. That conversation is finished. But
perhaps John didn’t make any arrangement involving me at all. He
never mentioned that he had. At the party I didn’t see him speaking
at length with Brooks. If he did, then what’s going to happen is a
foregone conclusion. If not, it’s up to me. Let me play “hard to
get” and see what happens.

I reached over to his hand and moved it from my
knee. I poured on my thick Southern charm. “Why, Mr. Brooks, you’re
making me blush!”

“Susan, Congressman Adams never made it
explicitly clear to me how he would repay me for voting on his
bill. I thought that you were paying me a visit to convince me.” He
placed his hand back on my knee, and moved closer. “Susan, my vote
is in your hands. If we are friends, you can count on my vote.” He
moved his hand further up my leg.

“Why, Congressman Brooks, I am shocked at what
you are suggesting. Are you suggesting that I have sex with you, in
exchange for your vote?”

“That’s exactly what I am suggesting.” He moved
his hand all the way to my crotch, pressed firmly, and moved to
kiss me.

“Congressman Brooks,” I protested, “you and I
just met. I hardly know you. What kind of a girl do you think I am?
Congressman Adams sent me here with no instructions other than to
obtain your signature. If I return without your signature, I will
have failed in my mission. What if I refuse your
advances?”

“Then I will not sign the memo.” The
congressman stared straight at me.

“Then sign the memo, and I will do as you
wish.” I replied.

Congressman Brooks signed the memo and led me
to the bedroom. It struck me how direct these congressmen were. The
sex was expected. They had busy schedules. They had no inclination
or patience to waste time in preliminaries. Part of the excitement
was that they could immediately engage in wild sex with total
strangers. The next hour was a virtual replay of the previous
session in Congressman Davis’ office. Congressman Brooks had the
same debauch-the-Southern-white-lady fetish that Congressman Davis
had. Only with a twist. Whereas Congressman Davis fantasized
seducing a Southern white lady, Congressman Brooks fantasized
raping her.

In any event, I thoroughly enjoyed
accommodating their fantasies, and playing the appropriate role. I
played the proper white Southern lady being savagely raped by a
black, to the hilt. It was easy to do, fun to do, and it definitely
enhanced the variety and intensity of the sex. Congressman Brooks
was every bit the sexual performer and predator as Congressman
Davis. As I had done with Congressman Davis, after humoring
Congressman Brooks’ rape-the-white-woman fetish, I played my
dominatrix / satyress role. I treated him like the animal he was.
Curiously, he seemed surprised at that, but he also seemed to
respond well to it. I concluded that he was used to whores or
simple women trading their sex for little more than some money or
his brief attention. I left him spent, as I had Congressman Davis,
and departed his office shortly after one o’clock.

The next appointment was Congressman Johnson.
The situation unfolded almost exactly as before. My curiosity
aroused, I asked Congressman Johnson whether votes were always
traded for sex. He told me that this was generally the case.
Politicians varied in their sexual interests and proclivities.
President Nixon, for example, was virtually sexless. Among black
politicians, no vote was ever wasted. Black culture is sex culture.
From what I had seen today, they were physically very well equipped
for that role. Congressman Johnson assured me that almost every
vote on a bipartisan bill was traded for other votes and sex. All
votes were of potential value, and few votes were traded without a
sexual favor involved.

Congressman Johnson explained, following
Congressman Adams’ view, that the country’s political system was
based on trading of sexual favors, and the legislation that got
passed was that that brought the highest price in sexual favors.
Sex and power went hand in hand. Most powerful men have strong sex
drives. Sex was the currency of politics. In the private sector,
inventors and industrialists were driven by a self-motivating
passion to invent and create. Sex for them was a pleasant,
desirable and necessary pastime, but it was not their primary goal,
it was an inevitable by-product. In politics, on the other hand,
nothing was manufactured – it was all negotiation, wheeling and
dealing over nothing of tangible substance. It is a house of cards,
a system of agreements. In the private sector, rich men bought and
sold women, using the power flowing from their creative talents for
invention and production. In politics, however, all there was was
the trading – nothing of substance was manufactured or produced.
The essence of the game was trading in sex. There was no product –
sex was both the currency and the goal. It was sex for sex.
Political leaders, Congressman Johnson summarized, don’t produce
anything – all they do is blow hot air – and trade a lot of sex. He
had it all figured out. As biological creatures perpetuated by DNA
and sex, this seemed perfectly natural. It occurred to me that
human beings were in fact little more than very elaborate DNA
transport systems.

I had a late lunch, and headed for my last
appointment. It was a woman, Congresswoman Grant. If sex was always
traded for votes, I wondered why Congressman Adams had not arranged
to send a man. I soon found out why: Congresswoman Grant was a
flaming lesbian. I had never even considered having sex with
another woman, and this really caught me by surprise. It caused no
problems. By now, sex was a thrilling game. It did not matter who
the players were, as long as they were passionate and the sex part
of a significant larger game. Congresswoman Grant and I spent the
afternoon in the 69 and other positions. Congresswoman Grant liked
her sex with alcohol, and so this session consumed much of the
afternoon. As with the men, the sex was enhanced by playing
multiple roles. Congresswoman Grant started out as the dominatrix,
but ended the afternoon with me firmly in that role.

I returned to Congressman Adams’ office,
signatures in hand, at about 4:30. He was very pleased with my
accomplishment. “What on Earth did you do to Congressman Davis?” he
asked. “He was effusive in his praise for you. I have never seen
him this way.”

The remainder of the day was spent in his
bedroom. What a day!

 


Accommodating Rob

 


That evening, Rob asked to have dinner. I
agreed. At dinner, Rob enthusiastically described his recent work.
Then, he waxed religious. He was convinced that my success and his
were a direct result of prayer and leading exemplary Christian
lives. I was rather struck by his delusion. I asked him, if God was
responsible for these good times, was He not also responsible for
our misery last fall? It seems that Rob had an answer for
everything. His faith was blind, untestable, non-Popperian. The bad
times, he viewed, were simply God’s way of directing us toward His
desired path. He wanted for us to be in Washington, not Alabama,
and this was His way of bringing it about. I had an almost
irresistible urge to tell him that the only reason we were in
Washington “doing God’s work” was because I was fucking Congressman
Adams on a regular basis, and had just, this very afternoon, banged
a good portion of the Congressional New Black Caucus.

Rob was so naïve! A more rational
interpretation of events was that God had not responded to our
prayers at all. Or, if He had responded, the answer was “no” or
“it’s entirely up to you.” If it had been up to Him, we would still
be wallowing in misery in Alabama. Our good fortune now was the
result of a good education, planning, action, hard work, sacrifice
and good luck – all on my part. Moreover, our continued good
fortune was contingent on my continued sin, not on religious
propriety.

Rob’s view of the world was absurd – a
sometimes wrathful, sometimes loving – and sometimes whimsical –
God pulling all the strings. He may have created the universe, but
He had surely left the animals in control of the asylum. Things
were good for us now because of Congressman Adams’ insatiable lust
for power, and for my unique ability to help him achieve his goals.
I wanted to blurt this out to Rob. Of course, I didn’t. I still
planned to marry this man. But why? With my sexual desires
completely satisfied by other means, I wasn’t so sure. I now
realized that Rob could never satisfy me sexually. I reveled in
raw, carnal passionate sex, preferably illicit. I relished trading
sex for something much more important on the social scale. For me,
now, to be sully satisfying sex had to be traded in exchange for
something of high value. The euphoria, the ecstasy of sex was
always available, but it lasted for at most an hour or so. The rest
of the day had to be focused on something else. That time was most
productively spent deciding what the sex would be exchanged for.
The high stakes made the sex so much more meaningful. They gave
value to the sex act, quite apart from the erotic. Sex by itself
was intrinsically delightful, but sex traded for something of high
value was much more satisfying. Two teenagers could have great sex,
but it was of zero consequence in the scale of human drama. With my
sex, orchestrated by Congressman Adams, I realized that I could
literally change the course of human history.

I delighted in screwing another woman’s
husband. I delighted in cheating on Rob – that was like adding
pepper to an already tasty dish. Illicit sex, like stolen kisses,
is so much more exciting! I enjoyed reimagining my savage sex with
hungry animals this afternoon, while sipping wine with Rob. Sex
alone was exotic and exquisite and ecstatic, but illicit sex played
for high-stakes games was vastly more delightful. So why would I
marry Rob? Why would I trade sex for marriage? I guess I wanted to
complete the picture of a fine Southern married lady, so that my
paramours could relish in an adulterous relationship with me. Apart
from the attraction of illicit sex, there was a measure of safety
in having an affair with a proper married person.

As I chatted with Rob, it occurred to me that I
would very much enjoy seducing him this very evening. Having sex
with him after I had just banged three other men – two of them
black – would be delightful. Corrupting him by leading him to
premarital sex would be deliciously wicked. I decided that I would
do it. The trouble was, how? He had this ridiculous religious
conviction that God wanted him to remain celibate until he married.
Rob did have one weakness – he enjoyed alcohol. He rarely got to
the point of being “tipsy,” but he certainly enjoyed drinking in
moderation. As dinner ended, I suggested that we go to my apartment
for a drink, and watch a movie. He agreed. I put on a “steamy”
movie – certainly not pornographic, in view of Rob’s sensitivities
– but enough to “set the mood.” I plied him with drinks. Wonder of
wonders, it worked! Why wonder of wonders! If I couldn’t seduce
this very ordinary man, what good was I? It occurred to me that I
had never before tried! Sex with Rob had always been little more
than a topic of discussion.

Rob was no match for my earlier partners. The
passion of his first sexual encounter was strong, but he simply
wasn’t a sexual predator. My encounters of earlier in the day
lasted easily an hour, with raw, carnal pleasure, fellatio,
cunnilingus, high energy, total debauchery, multiple orgasms and
the full range of positions. After a too-soon orgasm in the
missionary position, Rob was spent. Oh, well, I wasn’t marrying him
for his sexual prowess. The satisfaction of this encounter was the
seduction of Rob to get him to break his principle of celibacy
before marriage, not the sex. It would be good to remind him of his
“fall” through the years.

I wondered how he would react when he realized
that I was not a virgin. It didn’t even come up! I guess that he
had never heard of hymens. I assured him that this was the very
first time for me, and he accepted that. I raved about how he made
my juices flow. Little did he know that it was probably mostly
semen from three other partners earlier in the day! All he tried
was the missionary position. As he worked me over, I imagined the
activities of earlier in the day. Deceiving Rob was fun! Having sex
with him while I replayed sex with three other men earlier in the
day was fun. Corrupting him was fun! I wanted to try other
positions with him, but could hardly do so without exposing my
experience.

When the ecstasy was over, Rob was flooded with
remorse. “What have I done?” he agonized. “How could I have done
this? What was I thinking? God will surely punish me for my
transgression.” I couldn’t believe my ears! I had prostituted
myself – for him – totally debauched myself, risking my reputation,
career, profession and social status, and he was in total remorse
over having engaged in premarital sex with his fiancée! It was more
than I could stand! I just wanted him to shut up! Did I really want
to be married to this wimp?

All of a sudden, I had a tremendous urge to
tell him what was going on – that I was a congressman’s mistress
and that his work in DC was enabled solely and totally by my sexual
relationship with Congressman Adams – that he was, in essence, a
“kept man.” What would this accomplish? Either he would instantly
break off our relationship, or he would continue in agony, knowing
that every day I went to work I was probably humping my boss. I
could take the former, but not the latter – if that were to happen,
I would have to end the relationship with Rob. Being married to
someone – anyone – was, however, useful for my career. It enhanced
my value, by making me more inaccessible and making sex with me
illicit. I could just visualize myself saying, “Please, no, I’m a
happily married woman,” just before “succumbing” to some
politician’s entreaties.

Being married would also enable me to spend a
minimal amount of time with my lovers. That suited me just fine. I
preferred to be married to someone. It was a good “cover.” When the
tryst or assignation was over, I could leave. Clandestine affairs
involving two married persons involve encounters that are “short
and sweet.” There is an urgency to keep them brief, to reduce the
risk of exposure. They are well-suited to a busy career. Single
people have too much time on their hands, and want to spend it with
their lovers, and they get possessive. I am far too busy and
ambitious for that. I now realized that my career plans required me
to be married. The requisite need for secrecy and brevity of the
encounters reduced the risk of exposure. It also increased the
flexibility for planning trysts, allowing for more of them and with
more people, and it generally increased the range of opportunities
and effectiveness.

Perhaps Rob was a good choice for a husband. So
far as I was concerned, he was next to sexless. I had been having
sex multiple times a day, even today with multiple men, and he did
not notice a thing. It seemed to me that I could have sex with
anyone at any time, and Rob would never be the wiser. Yes, I should
leave that the way it is. With my busy extramarital sex life, being
married to a low-sex-drive man was perhaps necessary. I kept my
mouth shut. I reassured him that God was in charge of everything,
and that this was surely part of His plan. I reminded him that
marriage was a human social institution. I told him that it was all
my fault, that I simply couldn’t wait. I reminded him that he had
had no intention of doing this, that it was entirely my idea. I
reminded him of Eve and Delilah – that it was the woman who was the
root cause of man’s “fall.” I focused the “blame” on me. I told him
I couldn’t imagine why I had acted the way I had, and that I would
do better in the future. That seemed to help him a lot – it was my
fault, I was the “fallen woman,” and I had completely and
shamelessly seduced him. I expressed remorse at having led him
astray. I assured him that now that we had had sex together, we
had, in essence, tied the knot – that I was now totally his, that
we were now married in the eyes of God.

I succeeded in shifting the blame from him to
me. I implored him to forgive me for my terrible weakness, for my
insatiable lust for his irresistible body. Once he saw me blaming
myself, his mood improved. He comforted me and told me he forgave
me. He seemed to take pride in “forgiving” me my transgression, in
understanding my weakness. I rather surprised myself at my ability
to totally corrupt him and then get him to accept it, to view the
fault as mine, to feel good about himself again. He left in
reasonable spirits.

As I closed the door, I wondered what would
have happened if I had told Rob that I was screwing the
congressman, and then feigned remorse over it. Would he have
forgiven me for that? He initially viewed this evening’s
transgression as his own, and I shifted it to mine. If I told him
about the congressman, he would become unglued. He would be crushed
at first, but then he would rail against me. In that scenario, the
blame would be unquestionably mine. I would truly be a fallen
woman, having sinned against a faultless man. Would he have been
even prouder of himself for forgiving a greater sin? I chastised
myself for such wicked thoughts! He is a masochist, and I am an
accommodating sadist. He is the submissive, and I am the dominant.
He is such a martyr! He could not come to grips with his breaking
celibacy, but got better really fast when I framed the sin as mine
and let him play the role of forgiver and redeemer. I decided that
someday I would tell him everything, and beg for his forgiveness.
My sin would be so massive that his forgiveness of it would be
ecstatic for him. I would save that for now, perhaps as a first
anniversary present.

It occurred to me that I was manipulating Rob
the same way the congressman was manipulating me. I was making him
fit into my life on my terms. I was controlling him exactly as I
wanted, with little or no regard to what he wanted. My view of him
was now centered on how he could accommodate my life, not vice
versa. How things change! Instead of remorse for cheating on him,
all I could think of now was how to make him fit into my new
life.

 


Reflections

 


Alone in bed that night, my mind wandered over
the events of the day. I was really happy. I was satisfied. I felt
complete, in total control of myself, a real woman. Even though I
was now ostensibly under the control of Congressman Adams, I felt
independent, as though I were in complete control of my destiny.
Congressman Adams had control of me only because I chose to give
this control to him. He needed me as much as I needed him. Life was
good. Yes, life was very good. Life was so fucking good!

As I lay there, a feeling of contentment and
peace overcame me. It verged on euphoria. I had not experienced
this feeling of rapture since I was a young teenager, on a church
retreat, giving my soul to Jesus. I was undergoing a transcendental
experience – certainly not orgasmic, but profound in its own way.
My God! Maybe Rob is right! Maybe this is all God’s plan!
Following the traditional path of a proper Southern lady, which I
sincerely thought I wanted, was going down a very wrong path. It
would have led to a tragic life of frustration and regret. A year
ago, no one could have convinced me of that fact. It surely would
have taken a crisis such as last fall to steer me away from that
horrible fate.

Yes, perhaps Rob was right. The life I was now
living was simply too good and too difficult to achieve, the
situations seemed far too complex and complicated to have been
constructed by human hand. The path to getting here is too complex
and convoluted to be a human construction – divine intervention was
a much more acceptable explanation. It seemed that a mindless
evolution toward ever-increasing complexity might explain things,
but that explanation was not very satisfying. Sex was the basis for
biological life, and I was exercising it and enjoying it to the
max. It would appear that God had indeed given me what I needed,
even though it was not at all what I believed I had wanted or
sought. I was his hand-maiden, carrying out his purpose on Earth. I
was getting to play in the arena! Thank you, God. Thank you, Jesus.
I am so fucking happy! Through sex, I have seen a small, brief
glimpse of heaven, of the divine. As I lay there, my heart filled
with love. Everything is so perfect. God is love! I am fucking for
God! I am fucking for Jesus!

I couldn’t wait for tomorrow to come. I slept
like a log.
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