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Dedication

To all the women—and the men—who understand that though
fantasy is necessary, sometimes real life is even better...
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Welcome to The Pleasure Club

Jake Drummond,

We're pleased to welcome you to The Pleasure Club.

As you have already signed and returned the contract and
filled out all the necessary forms to ensure you receive your every
wish, we will be in touch with you shortly with the details of your
first Pleasure Night. Your Wish List and Pleasure Forms have
been turned over to our staff of highly trained Pleasure Guardians,
and they are hard at work finding your perfect match.

We will endeavor to meet your personal fantasy.

When you are contacted again, you will be given a location
where your Pleasure Night will begin, and you will also be given a
safe word to use should you at any time become uncomfortable.
There is no shame in changing your mind. We're here to pleasure,
and should your safe word be used, your match for the evening will
cease all activity, and the game will be put on hold until a mutual
agreement between you and your Pleasure Mistress can be
reached.

Once again, welcome to The Pleasure Club.

Please feel free to contact the office at any time should you
have any questions.

Yours truly,
The Pleasure Club Management
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Jake Drummond,

Your Pleasure Night will begin Friday the 13th, 7 PM at
the corner of Main and Norton.
Your safe word is Trinity.

Sincerely,
The Pleasure Guardians
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It was time.

He’d harbored this decidedly unhealthy obsession for far too many
years. It wasn’t as if he’d been brought up in the Church, but when he
thought about it, maybe that was the root cause.

His best friend Geoffrey had gone to Catholic school. Although he
hadn’t been Catholic either, his mother had decided that he’d get a better
education there. He couldn’t argue with that—Geoffrey was the smartest
man he knew. But Geoffrey had no such obsession.

Actually, Jake blamed the whole thing on Geoffrey. If he hadn’t
waited outside of Our Lady of Perpetual Sorrows every single day of his
life, he wouldn’t have seen them, flowing by in the full length black
gowns—this was back in the days before they de-formalized their
dress—and their beautiful, serene faces framed in the cleanest of whites.

At ten, he’d spent most of his time wondering what their hair
looked like.

Were they bald?

He found that idea incredibly stimulating long before he had any
idea of what an erection really was.

By the time he was fourteen, his imagination was going quite a bit
turther.

He was picturing —courtesy of an extremely vivid imagination and
his father’s Playboy magazines—just what was under those gowns. In
colorful and increasingly erotic detail.

Other women, women without the mystery, had played a part in
his life even as a teenager, after he was a teenage boy. But they’d never
stuck—neither to him or with him. And he regretted that.
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He wanted a woman in his life. Hell, he’d even been thinking about
the possibility of marriage. And children. But those things were never
going to happen if he didn’t get over the nun thing.

His friends Geoffrey and Calliope had told him, in strictest
confidence, of the way they’d met. The Pleasure Club had brought them
together and, breaking several of the Club’s rules in the process, they had
found each other again after their one night together, and they had stayed
together.

When he watched them, he knew he wanted that love, that
closeness for himself.

But none of it would happen until he got over his obsession.

So he contacted the Pleasure Club. And one week later, here he
stood.

How had they known?

He hadn’t told them, and Geoffrey wouldn’t have. Besides, he was
pretty sure Geoffrey’s involvement with the Pleasure Club was over and
done with, although it was possible he was acting as a consultant for
them —or that Calliope was. But even so, no one knew about this corner.

No one except Jake.

Being here took him back twenty years, back to when a green,
fifteen-year-old had spent hours standing right here. Jake looked down.
He wouldn’t be at all surprised if there was an indentation in the sidewalk
at his feet, exactly the size of his fifteen-year-old self’s shoes.

His hands moved inside his big brother’s jacket, a jacket big
enough to hide what they were doing, while he watched. Ostensibly he
was waiting for Geoffrey to get out of school. Instead, he was using the
stash of his grandpa’s old handkerchiefs he’d inherited to catch the cum as
he stood and masturbated, day after day. Afternoon after afternoon.

He wouldn’t be able to do the same thing today. He wouldn’t want
to do the same thing today.

But those were more innocent times, and a teenage boy hanging out
on a corner—as long as he wasn’t smoking or obviously ogling the girls in
their school uniforms—was a normal and recognized fixture in that world.
Half the boys and girls in his small town went to public school, and most



The Pleasure Club: The Nun by Kate Austin

of them trotted over to the later-finishing Catholic school to meet their
friends.

Jake could still remember the smell of it. His brother’s musty wool
jacket. The cheap cologne he’d taken to wearing in the hopes it would
attract the attention of the nuns. The always scent of the river behind the
church and the damp cold aroma of the stones it was built of.

And over it all, the smell of his cum gathered up into his grandpa’s
handkerchiefs.

He wanted to run from it all. Or maybe, he thought, he wanted to
run right back to those afternoons.

Standing here at the corner of Main and Norton, the black
silhouette of the church rising out of the remnants of the sunset, Jake was
transported to another time. A time when he spent every afternoon with
dream girls dressed in black and white, their voluptuous bodies only
hinted at beneath the flowing cloth.

But even now, Jake recognized that the bodies were the smallest
part of what he craved. He wanted the peace and serenity they exuded,
the patience they extended to even the most obstreperous child, the sweet
smiles they bestowed on anyone who passed their way.

There had been no smiles at Jake’s house, no peace, no serenity,
and definitely no patience.

And twenty years on, he couldn’t get the smiles out of his mind.
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She waited behind the gate, watching him. He wasn’t at all what
she had expected when she’d taken on this particular assignment. He
wasn’'t tall, but he was built, as her mother would say, like a brick
shithouse.

Jan smiled to herself. Even though she drove Jan crazy, her mom
could make her smile at the oddest of times. And it was hard to get odder
than this.

She wiped her hands down the soft cloth shrouding her body, the
black retaining the heat of the summer’s sun.



