              Early Morning

I started coming out of my dream, breathing quickly and with my heart racing, hanging on to fragments to scenario, of situation, but losing the details as real life increasingly intruded.  Having to set myself up to be raped/coerced by some man due to the whim of my employer, leaning forward to display muself to him even as I felt revolted by him, walking into an obvious trap, and my cat yowled for breakfast and I ignored her, ignored the footsteps of my upstairs neighbors on my ceiling, and concentrated on letting him leer, clumsily paw me, pinch my mipples, tell me that he'd let my employer know of my indiscretion unless…  The room was uncomfortably warm, and I opened my eyes, squinted, and stumbled out of bed to open the window, dizzy, headrush, and back into bed.  Recalling the dream, throwing the covers over me so that most of my breasts were visible, staring at my cleavage, headache, stupid birds.  A different fantasy, the one where I'm chained and blindfolded on a bed, and men who've paid money to walk through the room I'm in and touch wherever, however the wanted, random touches, cringing from surprises, the invasion, then back to my employer telling me that I was to speak disrespectfully of her before her guest so that he could blackmail me into sex.

I was waking up, and rolled onto my back, with my hand between my legs, rubbing the skin above my clit, thinking of submitting sexually to men who had various sorts of advantage over me.  I repositioned my finger, adjusted the rhythm of my rubbing, let my pelvis tilt back and forth, rise up above my matress and shake, as I rubbed and fantasized.  I used me own juices as a lubricant, then got frustrated as my slick finger would slide with a lack of precision onto less sensitive areas when I applied pressure.  I fished inside myself for my G-spot, pushing in toward my stomach, but either my finger wasn't long enough, or the angle was wrong.  I noticed that the pad of that finger was wrinkling up, waterlogged.  I went back to rubbing my clit.

Stories of what happens to women in war-time went through my mind, and I imagined myself being fucked over and over, having a man inside me bring himself to orgasm, only to be replaced by yet another.  I ran rape scenes from books through my head, then other sexual encounters from fiction, realizing increasingly that it wasn't going to work, that I wasn't going to be able to come without getting out of bed.  No surprises there:  I never could.  Still, early morning grogginess was enough to encourage me to try 'one more time,' as often as not.

Getting out of bed, I grabbed a button-down shirt, put it on, buttoned the lowermost two buttons, and walked through my livingroom and into my kitchen.  On my way through, I grabbed a chair and set it next to my kitchen counter.  I then cleared a space on the corner of the counter, stepped up onto the chair, set mu palms on either side of the cleared area with my fingers curling under the counter's edge, swung myself over so that the cold, hard surface was between my thighs, and kicked the chair out of my way.

I shrugged the shirt off my shoulders so that it slid down over my breasts and let my clit press into the counter-top.  I shifted my weight so that my arms had trouble maintaining my position, so that my arms shook with fatigue.  I glanced around the room, taking in the fact that the kitchen curtains were open, but what really got me was my door being unlocked.  I ran into the idea that my boyfriend had a habit of just showing up and letting himself in unexpectedly, and that idea impacted on and washed over me as the nascence of release.

