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 Chapter One



I’m not in the best of moods, but this evening you will do your best to change that.



Driving home from the office, I’ve lost track of the number of times my frustration from work has worsened my inherent road rage. I’m doing my best to let things go so I’m not angry during whatever it is you have planned for us tonight. I’ve grown increasingly agitated lately because things aren’t going well for my business and, combined with my increasing comfort at treating you the way you want to be treated, I worry I’m going to cross a line. You have your safe word to ensure that doesn’t happen, but I don’t want it to get to that point in the first place.



It’s a special day, or so you’ve told me. I’ve never thought of my birthday as anything to look forward to. Before I found you, I hadn’t celebrated it in several years. Leave it to you to turn something I don’t usually think about into something I can’t stop thinking about. You’ve got big plans for this one, you’ve been saying, and the anticipation has helped me get through this day of declining sales and lost contracts.



I’ve considered various possibilities of what you’re planning, and I can’t imagine I’ll be disappointed. If I had to guess, tonight will be one of those rare ones when you take control. You can probably tell how much I enjoy those, although I try not to come out and say it. I know it’s hard for you to grab the other end of the leash, so to speak. And it’s not like I haven’t grown very fond of shoving you to your knees and forcing my cock down your throat, grabbing a handful of your scarlet hair and pulling so hard you cry out in pain at the exact moment I fill you up.



But when you’re the one standing over me, making me beg for your pussy or your ass? When you dare me to move and spend an hour barely touching my dick until I can’t help but to come right when you pull your hand away, leaving me a whimpering mess who is somehow ecstatic and frustrated all at the same time?



Fuck, I love that. I can count on one hand the number of times you’ve exerted control, and you usually need a couple of days to bounce back after you do. I’m sorry it takes more out of you than our usual activities but saying it’s a nice change of pace is a goddamned understatement.



I won’t be disappointed if that’s not what you’re giving me for my birthday. Anything you do for me is more than enough. But if it is...



The sight I see as I pull up to the house threatens to renew the frustration I’d thought had finally drifted away. There are cars I don’t recognize parked up and down both sides of our street, in spaces usually left empty. I can see people milling around through our living room window.



You’re throwing me a damn birthday party. I close my eyes and sigh. I’m sure you mean well, but the last thing I wanted was to deal with more people today than I already have. I feel an insane impulse to drive away but am shutting off the ignition before I can. I remind myself you only want what’s best for me. That even the indignity of this birthday party is something you’re doing because you love me. I’ll endure it for you.



I would endure anything for you.



I shake my head, surprising myself once again by how melodramatic I am even when alone with my thoughts. I take a long, deep breath and open the door.



You’re the first thing I see. There are other people around, but they all fade into the background in your presence. You’re wearing the same skin-tight black minidress you wore during a particularly memorable night out during our mini-vacation last year. The leather collar you’ve got around your neck is the same one from that night, too. Everything wrong about today washes away at the sight of you.



You put your arms around my neck and kiss me, long and slow. A couple of our guests whistle at the sight, and you press yourself against the growing bulge in my pants when they do. You bite my lip, just a little, but it’s surprising because that’s usually my move. Your tongue parts my lips, and I almost forget a dozen people are standing and sitting around, some uncomfortably, in our living room.



You’re against me, performing for our audience, for what seems like a long time. Finally, agonizingly, you pull away and smile. “Happy birthday.”



I smile back, despite my earlier reservations. “Thank you. This is great.”



You raise your eyebrow. “You ain’t seen nothin’ yet. Some of our friends brought you gifts, but I’m afraid you’ll have to wait until later to get mine.”



You won’t give me any more hints, but I decide to savor the mystery. I go around the room, chatting with the friends you’ve invited. Sam, my company’s operations manager, is there with his wife, Anne. We talk a bit about work, which is Sam’s favorite topic besides what his wife gets up to. I felt terrible when I found out that needing him for a big project and keeping him from going with Anne to a conference led to her cheating on him, but he’s come to embrace being a cuckold. For her part, Anne is radiant. Always a pretty, girl-next-door type, she’s fully embraced her hotwife status and is positively glowing. While Sam and I talk, Anne wanders around the room, and I think she might be scouting for prospects.



You introduce me to Kara, a curvy, brown-haired woman who sometimes works as a freelancer for your company. You tell me she’s just starting out in a new relationship like ours and she wants me to talk to her new Dom about the lifestyle. I agree, but inwardly I’m laughing at the thought that I should be handing out advice like some wise BDSM expert. We talk about having lunch sometime with Kara and her Dom to help them work out some issues.



I hear the door slam shut, and you squeal. You rush off from Kara and me. I turn to see what’s gotten your attention. You’re throwing your arms around a petite woman with blond hair who just came in. The woman pulls away slightly and then grabs the sides of your head, pulling you into her for a kiss every bit as sensual as the one you gave me when I first arrived. A pang of jealousy shoots through me, which is funny considering all the crazy stuff I’ve watched you do with other people since we’ve been together. I’ve seen you gangbanged twice. I’ve made you let strangers finger you and pinch your nipples. Not that long ago, a doctor friend of yours masturbated onto you as I fucked you in the park.



But this feels different. This feels like seeing you in the arms of an old lover. Of being together again with someone with whom you wish you’d never parted ways. It’s a lot of assumptions to make from one isolated incident, but it’s an incident rife with passion and possibility.



I resist the urge to walk over to the two of you. I try to appear nonchalant as you lead your mystery friend to me, pulling her by the hand.



“This is Ashlyn,” you say. “She’s an old friend.”



I smile at Ashlyn, and I admit I’m a bit taken aback by her beauty. She’s very similar to you, with a gorgeous face and athletic body. She’s dressed in a leather jacket, blue jeans with holes in both knees, and a mean-looking pair of combat boots. “An old friend?” I ask, holding out my hand.



“Nice to finally meet you, Derek,” Ashlyn says, taking my hand. When she’s done with the handshake, she pulls her hand away, but not before letting two fingers rub slowly against my palm. I suddenly feel a bit warm and am aware of my cock pushing against my pants again. It feels wrong. I know you won’t hold it against me, but I have never felt attracted to another woman like I am this one since we’ve been together. I can’t say I entirely like the feeling.



I start to say something about how you’ve never mentioned Ashlyn, so it’s funny she would know about me, but I don’t. You’re all smiles and still holding her hand, so it’s obvious she means a great deal to you. I’m sure we’ll talk about her later, but I don’t want to make things awkward right now.



The rest of the party is relatively uneventful. There are gifts, good food, and your friend hits it off with everyone. She’s flirty and bright and commands attention at every turn. All eyes are on her for much of the evening. Almost all. After my brief distraction upon meeting her, I still don’t really see anyone but you.



The party is not nearly the ordeal I melodramatically feared. The best part is yet to come.



As is the worst.



 



 



 









 Chapter Two



The party dies down, and everyone leaves before nine, or so I think.



You tell me to take a shower and get into bed. You stress quite strongly that clothes are not required or desired. As you say this, you make a big show of taking off your collar. I have every expectation that this is going to be one of
 those
 nights.



And it is, but in a very different way than I am expecting.



 



---



 



When you finish your shower, you walk into the bedroom, naked. You absent-mindedly tweak your right nipple as you walk toward me. I’m lying on my back, my cock pointing toward the ceiling. You crawl onto the bed.



You run a finger along my shaft, eliciting a mild groan from me. You lean down, and I feel hot breath on my ear. Suddenly you grab my cock so hard it almost hurts, and you laugh.



“Do you trust me?” you whisper.



I nod.



“What happens tonight happens because I want it,” you say, licking my ear. “I really want you to want it, too.”



I swallow hard. This is different. Unexpected. Mind-blowing.



“Pick a safe word,” you say.



I shake my head. “I don’t need one.”



You squint your eyes, giving me a look that I know so well. A look that tells me you are not to be questioned. It’s as rare as the nights you take charge, but I know better than to argue.



“Red,” I say. It’s different from yours, but it’s an easy choice.



“Okay,” you say. “I hope you don’t use it. Hold still.”



You get up and pull the nylon restraints from under the mattress. With great care, you fasten them around my wrists and ankles. This is also new. Even on nights when you’re in control, you have never restrained me. I’m acutely aware that I’ve started sweating. When you move to put the blindfold on me, I instinctively pull my head away from it.



“This is important,” you say. “If you can’t do it, I understand. But you need to say the word, or it goes on.”



I let you put the blindfold on me. I am tied up. I am blind. I am terrified.



My cock is as hard as a rock.



You leave me alone for a couple of minutes, and then I feel you get back onto the bed to my left. You start touching my leg, moving your hand from the ankle restraint to my inner thigh. You barely brush against my balls. My cock twitches madly, yearning for contact.



And then I feel the right side of the bed go down. We’re not alone.



There’s only one answer: Ashlyn. I had felt the electricity in the air when you introduced us. Had been turned on when she took too long pulling out of my handshake. She was the life of the party, sex personified.



Just like you.



“I don’t --” I start to say, but suddenly my cock is engulfed by wetness and warmth.



I groan as I realize it isn’t your mouth. I admit knowing that fact with such certainty might seem funny, but I know how your mouth feels around my cock better than almost anything else. It’s hers—Ashlyn’s. Your friend, who I only learned about this evening, is sucking my dick for all she’s worth.



She pulls her mouth away, stroking me as she leans my cock in your direction. Your familiar mouth takes over, and you shove yourself onto me. You gag a little as my cock enters your throat. I can feel unfamiliar hands -- Ashlyn’s -- playing with my balls and teasing my asshole. I feel my face flush as I realize I can’t take much more of this. I’m going to come.



But you know me, and you’re not about to let that happen too quickly. Despite your infrequent practice, you’re nearly as good at controlling my orgasm as I am yours. You slowly stop sucking, finally pulling your mouth away and giving my dick another moment of attention with your hand before pulling away completely.



I feel you move close to my face. Once more breathing into my ear, you ask, “Are you having a good birthday so far?”



Breathing heavily, I mutter, “Yes.”



“I’m glad,” you say. “Do you know what happens next?”



I shake my head.



“You’re going to fuck Ashlyn,” you say.



“Well,” Ashlyn says with a laugh. “More like I’ll be fucking him.”



“Do you want her to fuck you?” you ask. “Do you want her to slide her pretty little pussy -- oh, that’s right, you haven’t seen it, but take my word for it -- onto your cock?”



“I…” is all I can manage.



“I need to hear you say it,” you say. “I want you to tell me you want her to fuck you.”



“Fuck me,” I say. “I want her to fuck me.” The words feel wrong even as they come out of my mouth. Given the situation, I can hardly be blamed. But the uncontrollable lust I’m feeling right now is humiliating, devastating. You thrive on this feeling, seek it out, demand it. It’s never been one I’ve wanted. Right now, it consumes me.



“You heard the man,” you say, and I feel Ashlyn straddle me. Within moments she has a hand on my cock, pushing against her slick folds.



While she does this, you’re moving, too. First, you untie my hands, apparently confident I won’t use them to resist the two of you. Or maybe you’re hoping I’ll use them on you. You straddle my head, facing your friend, and I soon feel your pussy against my nose and mouth. You don’t usually go out of your way to have me eat you out, but nothing about tonight is normal.



“Since your mouth is going to be occupied, slap my back if you feel the need to use your safe word,” you say.



“He’s not going to use it, and you know it,” Ashlyn says.



And then you’re both on me.



I move my tongue all around the outside of your pussy and back to your ass as Ashlyn descends on my cock. I have a crazy thought that it’s much harder to tell the difference between pussies than mouths and almost laugh against your cunt. Ashlyn clenches and unclenches her pussy, slowly milking my dick. You sway your hips, allowing my lips and tongue easy access to every part of you. Your wetness threatens to overwhelm me, but I wouldn’t have you stop for anything. As good as this all feels for me, I can tell you’re even more turned on than usual, and that helps shove any remaining thoughts of guilt, of wrongness, from my mind. I do my best to thrust upward into Ashlyn, and she does her best to push right back.



I feel you lean forward toward your friend. I hear you both laugh and then the unmistakable sound of kissing. You’re both groaning now, and despite what I am doing to make you both hopefully very satisfied, I know your pleasure isn’t entirely due to me. I can’t see a thing, but I don’t need my vision to see the connection between the two of you. It’s an odd time to be jealous, I admit, with my cock in one of you and my tongue in the other, but I am worried about the implications of this dynamic.



You suddenly cry out. My mouth has been flooded with your juices for a few minutes now, but I feel like I’m about to drown as you orgasm. It’s the quickest you’ve ever come from oral, and I try not to be too concerned that it was only so fast this time because your friend had her tongue in your mouth.



You pull away from my face but remain on top of me, still focused on Ashlyn. I can tell she’s getting close, too, as her moaning, interrupted every few seconds by your kisses, is growing more intense. I’ve been close for a while and might have even already finished if I hadn’t let myself be distracted with worry. Suddenly, I feel you being pushed toward me again as Ashlyn shoves you away in the wake of her orgasm. She is not quiet.



She doesn’t stop moving up and down on me or even slow down. I think about telling her to let me pull out when I feel myself coming. It’s probably silly, but something about coming inside your friend feels like a line that shouldn’t be crossed. I’d like to believe if I used my safe word, she’d stop, but, despite my reservations, I don’t really want that. I’m driven mad by the idea that I want to come inside her every bit as much as I don’t.



And then I do.



I paint the inside of your friend’s pussy, and she squeals as it happens. Ashlyn clenches around me as I do, and I moan.



“You’re clenching, right?” you ask her. She doesn’t audibly respond, but she must have nodded or something because you then say: “Oh, yeah, he loves that.”



The two of you share a laugh as Ashlyn finally slows her movements on me. You reach behind you and pull off my blindfold.



“I want you to watch this,” you say.



You playfully shove your friend by pushing on her shoulders. She disconnects herself from me and lays back between my sprawled legs, her head between my feet. I strain to see what’s happening as much as I can. What I see may be one of the hottest sights I’ve ever seen, and that’s saying a lot since I’ve known you for a couple of years now.



You get down on elbows and knees, straddling my chest. Your face is inches away from your friend’s cunt, which is now slowly leaking my cum. You reach behind you with your left hand and tug at your left ass cheek, which I take as an invitation.



I stick a couple of fingers inside your pussy as you bury your face in Ashlyn’s. My neck hurts as I try desperately to see you as you lick Ashlyn’s thighs, lapping up my cum as if it’s the most delicious cream you’ve ever tasted. When you’ve adequately cleaned her thighs, you move on to your primary target.



Ashlyn moans as you lick around the edges of her pussy. As you do this, I take one finger from your pussy and jam it into your asshole.



You stop eating up the combined juices of your friend and me long enough to mutter, “Oh, God.” You push your ass back against my hand.



I’m trying my best to make you come with my fingers, which turns out not to be a problem. It’s pretty easy to do under most circumstances, and this particular situation has you riled up more than most. I can tell by the sounds you’re making, and by the motion of your hips you’re very close, and Ashlyn sounds like she is, too. Apparently, your mouth is as good on a pussy as it is on a cock.



Ashlyn gets there first, her body thrashing against me as she screams. She says, “Okay, okay, that’s enough,” but you don’t stop for several seconds after. I pick up the pace with my fingers, violently pushing in and out of both pussy and ass, taking you over the edge as you squeeze your friend’s thighs so hard there’ll be bruises there later.



You crawl on top of Ashlyn and start kissing her. She runs her hands through your hair and kisses back. I feel a gnawing in my stomach as I twitch against my restraints. I realize I’m jealous again, and I don’t know what’s worse: the jealousy itself or the embarrassment I feel for being jealous in the first place. But I recognize what I’m seeing, and it’s not just lust or sex. I’m reminded of my earlier impression that Ashlyn seemed like more than just a friend. From where I’m lying, it sure looks like you’re old lovers making up for lost time.



As if to add a twist to the knife stabbing through my gut, Ashlyn says, “It’s been way too long.”



You untie me and nudge me, indicating I should move over to make room. You crawl next to me, your back against my chest. Ashlyn moves to lie next to you the same way. I wrap my arms around you, brushing your breasts with my fingers. You mimic what I do, holding Ashlyn.



It’s not long before you’re pulling away from me. It’s almost imperceptible at first, but I notice. Eventually, I’m barely holding you while you’re pressed against Ashlyn’s back so much I worry the two of you might fall off of that side of the bed.



Fresh waves of anxiety wash over me, and I realize I won’t get much sleep tonight.



 



 









 Chapter Three



I awake alone, which is unusual. I can count on one hand the number of times I didn’t beat you out of bed in the morning. I hear laughter coming from the kitchen and insanely feel another pang of jealousy.



I lie there for a few minutes, collecting myself. I tell myself I have nothing to worry about. I have seen you fuck other men. I saw the longing in your eyes that day in the park when your friend Josh asked if he could fuck you when I was finished. I sat next to you as a waiter we’d just met had his fingers inside your cunt.



But I have never felt this feeling. To be sure, I’ve been jealous before. During your first gangbang there were moments I felt like I might never be enough for you again. But that moment was fleeting, and the next morning you made it very clear to me I had nothing to worry about. This moment doesn’t feel fleeting, and I get the sense you won’t be nearly as reassuring this morning.



It doesn’t matter that I had just as much fun as the two of you. What matters is how you were with her afterward. I may as well not have been in the room.



I get dressed and head to the kitchen. You’re at the stove, making pancakes. Your hips sway to some music playing from our Echo. Ashlyn, wearing only one of my t-shirts, is sitting on the counter next to the stove, her bare legs swinging slowly, occasionally touching yours. You’ve just said something funny because Ashlyn’s laugh is long and loud.



I say hello, but it gets lost in your friend’s laughter.



“Ugh, I hate this song,” Ashlyn says. “Can you change it?”



You sigh and call out to  the Echo: “Alexa, play Ashlyn’s playlist.”



Ashlyn’s playlist? When did you set that up?
 Maybe I should ask, but I don’t. Paramore’s “Still Into You” starts playing.



I walk up and put my arms around you from behind. “Did you already get your jog in?”



“I skipped it today,” you say.



“You never skip it,” I say, laughing. I glance out the window and see clear skies. “Was it raining earlier or something?”



“She said she wanted to spend the morning with me,” Ashlyn interjects. “And I’m not much of a jogger, so…”



Not the start to the morning I wanted, but it’s not entirely surprising given the suspicions that are already taking hold in my mind.



I take note of each song from “Ashlyn’s playlist” as we eat breakfast. It does not improve my mood as I start realizing not a single song is newer than seven or eight years old. It’s a playlist of old memories.



Breakfast goes well enough. I don’t say much, but the two of you don’t seem to mind. I’m listening intently for any hints as to the true nature of your relationship but don't pick up on any. You talk about current events, your jobs, politics. I have the strongest urge to come out and ask how long you’ve known each other and if, as I suspect, you used to be lovers.



I have a stronger urge not to want to hear answers to those questions.



Things stay cordial enough, and I start to relax a little. And then Ashlyn asks a question.



“So when do I get to see your dungeon?”



“Whenever you want,” you answer.



“Why do you want to?” I ask without thinking. You shoot me a questioning look.



“Curiosity,” Ashlyn says.



“Ashlyn’s been exploring her inner Domme lately,” you say with what sounds like no small amount of pride. Your words and your tone do nothing to alleviate my growing fears.



Ashlyn looks at me and smiles. “I just want to see how you’ve been treating my girl.”



“Your girl?” I say.



You playfully slap Ashlyn’s shoulder as you say, “I haven’t been your girl for a long time.”



Ashlyn sighs. “Thanks for reminding me.” Turning back to me, she says, “Well, Derek, do you want to give me the tour?”



 



---



 



“Well, that’s disgusting,” Ashlyn says, standing next to our well-used mattress on the floor.



I clench my fists, but you respond first by laughing. “Yeah, well, that’s kind of the point. I like it.”



“You’re a freak,” Ashlyn says. “I see some things haven’t changed.”



Ashlyn walks around the basement and looks at the few amenities as if she’s taking an inventory. She goes through your aftercare box and eyes the bottled water there as if suspicious of it. Maybe I’m projecting, but every move she makes seems suspect to me. She is examining every bit of our playground, and I don’t feel comfortable about it at all.



She nods toward the TV next to the mattress. “What’s that for?”



“Sometimes he likes to give me visual aids,” you say.



Ashlyn huffs. “If he did his job right, you wouldn’t need visual aids.”



I take a step toward her, but you throw up an arm as if to block me. “She doesn’t mean anything by it, Derek.”



“Of course not,” Ashlyn says. “I’m just messing with you. Speaking of messing with you, last night was fun, wasn’t it?”



You glance at me with a worried expression. You know I’m upset, and I hope you also know your friend is overstepping. You raise an eyebrow in surprise when I say, “It was. Thank you.” Your friend seems to be baiting me, and I enjoy the momentarily stunned look on her face as I respond in a positive way.



She recovers quickly and steps closer to us. She puts one hand on your forearm and the other on mine. “It doesn’t have to be a one-time thing, you know.”



“I think it does,” I say. “Sarah’s more than enough for my needs.”



She takes her hand away from my arm but leaves the other on yours. “And what about Sarah’s needs?”



“Ashlyn…” you say.



She finally removes her hand from you and backs away a bit. “Just a suggestion.”



“We have to go to work,” I say. “I’m sure you understand.”



“Of course,” Ashlyn says. To you, she says, “I’ll see you this evening.”



“What’s this evening?” I ask.



“We’re just going out for drinks,” you say. “That’s all.”



I want to believe you. I settle for pretending I do.



When you don’t come home until after I’m in bed and say you’ll tell me all about the wild time you two had in the morning, I regret pretending.



 









 Chapter Four



I’m downing a glass of water, dressed in a t-shirt and gym shorts, when you come into the kitchen the next morning. You’re wearing your black sports bra and leggings, ready for your run. You raise your eyebrow when you see how I’m dressed.



“What are you doing?” you ask, coming to me and throwing your arms around my neck.



I kiss you and say, “Thought I’d join you this morning.”



“What’s the occasion?” you ask. “Last time you tried that, I almost had to carry you back.”



“It wasn’t that bad,” I say, relief washing over me at the jovial sound of your voice and the playfulness in your eyes.



You sigh. “Just try to keep up. You’re lucky I’m hungover and wasn’t planning on timing myself today.”



As we head for the door, I notice you’re not wearing one of your collars. You’re seldom without one anymore, at least one of your gold or silver ones that can pass for everyday jewelry but have much more significance to you and me. I ask if you’re going to put one on.



“Not today,” is your somewhat concerning answer as we leave the house.



I do have some trouble keeping up. I’m in reasonably good shape but don’t have the discipline to work out or jog every day like you. Still, I don’t embarrass myself too badly. I don’t think you’re going much slower than usual for my benefit. We’re about halfway through your normal route when you slow down to a walking pace.



“We need to talk,” you say, just as I am about to say those exact words.



We sit down on a bench, and you take a long, deep breath.



“I know you’re worried, and I don’t blame you,” you say. “I just want you to know that when we went out last night, it was just that -- going out. We had a few drinks… quite a few, but we parted ways with only a kiss.”



“Okay,” I said. “So tell me about her. And about the two of you. Please.”



“I’ve known Ashlyn my whole life,” you say. “When we were really little, we actually lived on the same block. Three houses apart.”



The gravity in your voice, the tenderness with which you recall these oldest of your memories, puts me at ease. My fears are by no means alleviated, but this threatening woman who has suddenly appeared in our lives is just as suddenly not quite so threatening.



“We went to school together even after her family moved off our street,” you continue. “We were best friends the whole time, inseparable. And then, in college… we became more.”



“I see,” I say.



You laugh. “I didn’t even know I was into girls like that. I mean, I guess I probably knew on some level. But I’d never let myself think about her or any other girl in that way. Dad’s influence, I guess.”



I nodded. Your father’s intolerance of anything that didn’t mesh with his fundamentalist religious beliefs wasn’t something you brought up often. It wasn’t easy for someone who needed to express themselves in the ways you did to grow up under such a hateful and judgmental shadow. You seem to get along okay with him now, during the few phone calls you make to him throughout the year. Time and a distance the size of most of the country have a way of dulling some edges.



“At first, it was pretty casual,” you continue. “We weren’t ‘dating,’ at least, not exclusively. I had several guys I was seeing and even one other woman. She seemed to have a different woman every night I wasn’t with her. We were both pretty… insatiable.”



I laugh. “You don’t say.”



You slap me playfully on the shoulder, and I get a flash of you doing the same to Ashlyn at breakfast the day before. Thinking of you being playful with her is bothering me less and less.



“I’ve told you how slutty I was then,” you say. “I know you see it in me now, and I’m glad you don’t mind letting me explore it now and then. But back then… I get now that I was looking for something specific that most guys just couldn’t give me. The few I found who were into what I wanted went overboard or didn’t let me call what shots I needed to call.”



You pause here, and when you start speaking again, you sound as if you’re having trouble getting the words out. You sound like you’re about to cry, and I put my arm around you, pulling you close.



“I kept going back to Ashlyn, and she kept coming back to me,” you say. “We were spending more and more time together as time went on. After graduation, we stopped fighting what seemed inevitable and moved in together.”



Your voice starts to hitch, and you take a moment before continuing. I kiss the top of your head, savoring the smell of your hair. You’re trembling a little, and I feel ashamed of every negative thing I’d previously thought about you and your friend.



“We talked about forever,” you say, and you’re crying a little now. “I thought she might have been the one, and she told me at one point she
 knew
 I was. We’d known each other all our lives, had been there for each other through every up and every down, and I loved her like I’ve never loved anyone else.”



I don’t miss the implication that you loved her more than you love me now. It hurts, but only a little. You can’t help feeling what you feel.



A long time passes without you speaking. You’re going to be late for work, and I have a conference call I’m going to miss. But I wouldn’t for the life of me suggest we stop this conversation until you’re ready to finish. I almost ask you what happened, because obviously, something very terrible did. How did you lose this woman who sounds so perfect? Or how did she lose you?



As if you’re reading my mind, you say: “I fucked it all up.” You wipe tears away from your eyes, and you sound angry. “I wanted what I always want, and she couldn’t do it. I should’ve been able to live with her being perfect in every other goddamn way, but I couldn’t.”



You pull away from me now, and I don’t try to pull you back. I know what’s happening; you’re upset with yourself, and the last thing you want is to be comforted. You like pain, in more ways than one. This type scares me, though. I control most of the physical pain you enjoy, and I’m careful never to let it be too much. This self-inflicted pain you put yourself through… no one controls that but you, and I’m not sure that’s even true.



“I found a guy through a friend at work who was perfect in the one way Ashlyn wasn’t,” you say, raising your voice. A couple walking by try to act like they can’t hear you. “Ashlyn was supposed to be out of town but came back early. Walked in to see me on our bed, tied down and gagged. Getting fucked like I’d never been fucked before.”



You’re shaking now. I want to suggest we head back home, but I freeze. My mind reels as I try uselessly to think of some way to help you, to bring you back to the present moment. No wonder you haven’t told me about her. What you’re describing is horrifying; I can only imagine what you’re going through.



“I came when I saw her,” you say. “That’s the shittiest thing I’ve ever done, but I couldn’t stop it. I screamed into the ball gag, partially out of horror for what was happening, what she was seeing. But partially out of how good it felt to be used the way the guy was using me, and how much I liked being so humiliated in front of the love of my life.”



You fall back into me now, gasping and sobbing. I hold you close, brushing that long red hair out of your face and trying to wipe away your tears. We sit there for several more minutes as the anger you’re feeling for yourself dissipates. Or is reburied, I’m not sure which.



“What do you need?” I ask. I am scared of the answer.



“I don’t know,” you say. “I hadn’t spoken to her since shortly after it happened. The last words she’d said to me made it clear she’d never talk to me again, and who could blame her? But she found me on Facebook a couple of months ago and messaged me. Said she’s grown a lot since then and figured I had, too. Wanted to reconnect. And so did I.”



“And who could blame you?” I whispered.



You pull away and look at me. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I just never knew how. Time flew by, and I told her all about you. About our life together. About all the things you let me -- encourage me -- to explore. It turns out she’s changed a lot and is way kinkier than she used to be. I’d had your birthday gift in mind for quite a while; I just didn’t know who was going to help me with it. After reconnecting with her, the choice seemed made for me.”



“I understand. So what now?”



“She’s moving here,” you tell me, and remnants of my previous unease gather, threatening to send me down the dark path again. “Not because of me. Or not just because of me. She’s transferring for work.”



“I see. And how much… reconnecting with her are you hoping for?”



Your face flushes, and you look away. “Don’t you know?”



I swallow hard, my head pounding and heart racing. “I don’t want to lose you.”



You turn back, a wildly worried look in your eyes. “You won’t,” you say. “Ever.”



“But you want her, too.” Not a question. A statement.



You nod. “I want to explore this new side of her. I’m hoping you’ll let me.”



So. A choice, I suppose. I control enough of your life that if I said you couldn’t see Ashlyn, there’s a good chance you’d abide by that. My gut reaction is to do just that. This isn’t like the other times I’ve shared you. You haven’t felt anything real with anyone else. This woman, though… you love her more than me if I’m reading things right. I can’t hold that against you, but I’ve never been more scared of losing you than I am right now.



I can’t let that happen.



And yet.



Tears are forming in your eyes again, and I realize I have the power to break your heart. I don’t see any way I can let that happen, even if I feel like my own heart is breaking. But if I allow this, what will it do to our lives?



I’ve often thought I could endure anything for your sake. I decide it’s time to put that idea to the test.



“Okay,” I say.



“Are you sure? I’ll do what you want…
 Sir
 .” You know you don’t have to call me that outside of a scene, but you’re smirking as you say it like you’re trying to lighten the mood. I smile back.



“I want you to be happy. I trust you.”



One of those sentences is entirely accurate. The other I want to be.



 



 









 Chapter Five



You want me to watch your first time with her. To my surprise, Ashlyn doesn’t object to this and, in fact, seems to encourage it. To your surprise, I do object. Despite my reservations and what it might mean for our relationship, I feel like this time should belong to the two of you alone.



You overrule my objections. You want me there because, despite your feelings for her, you’re nervous, and I’ll make you feel safer. You want me there so I can see this won’t be that different from the other times you’ve had some fun while I watched. You want me there so you can perform for me, so I can tell you afterward what a good girl you were.



Ashlyn’s still in the process of moving, and her apartment is pretty sparse. Except for her bedroom, that is.



In the middle of the room is a large bed made for bondage. There’s a cage underneath and a steel frame built around it with multiple restraint hoops. You gasp when you see it, no doubt imagining all the different positions Ashlyn might be able to put you in while she has her way with you.



Along one wall is a rack and a table, both filled with BDSM implements. It’s more gear than we own. Nipple clamps, an anal hook, multiple types of handcuffs, ball gags, hoods, tape, belts. Some things I don’t recognize or know their purpose.



You’d said she was kinkier than when you had been together, but I don’t think you expected all this. I’m suddenly feeling quite inadequate.



“What do you think?” Ashlyn asks. “Better than a mattress in the basement, right?”



I sigh. You tell her, “I like my mattress just fine, thank you very much.”



“You, uh, really went all out,” I say. “Have you been doing this long?”



“A few trial runs,” Ashlyn says. She starts stroking your hair, making you visibly shiver, and adds, “Sarah will be my first real experience.”



She excuses herself to the bathroom, and you look at me wide-eyed, raising your eyebrows. “Well,” you say.



“Yeah,” I reply. “Are you sure you’re up for this?”



The answer is obvious, but you humor me by saying, “I think so. We’ve discussed limits. I trust her, I think.”



“Good,” I say. “Safe word?”



“Yes. A new one just for her. It’s ‘Chicago.’”



“Odd choice,” I say. “I’m guessing it means something to the two of you?”



“Yes,” you say without any elaboration.



“Well,” Ashlyn says from behind us, “shall we begin?”



We turn to see her, now dressed from neck to toe in skin-tight black leather. The only exposed skin is her head and her hands. The outfit accentuates every other part of her body, and I’m even more aroused by her now than when I saw her nude. I hear you mutter “Wow” under your breath, so I don’t think I’m alone in my reaction.



“Nice outfit,” you say after a moment. “Where’s mine?”



Ashlyn smiles, walking toward you and touching your chin. “Oh, honey. You’re to be laid bare, body and soul.” She turns to me. “As for you, you can have a seat over there. Although it might be fun if you want to get in the cage underneath.”



“I’ll sit, thanks,” I say, smiling. I still feel conflicted about a lot of this, but I can’t lie and say her attitude isn’t turning me on a bit.



“Just remember, you’re only here to watch,” she says. “I’m not ruling out any future fun with you, but today is all about Sarah. Got it?”



“Yes, ma’am,” I say, sitting down.



“Strip,” she says to you.



You make it a performance like you do so many things. I watch as you unbutton your shirt so slowly for her it’s agonizing, my cock already straining against my pants. You let the shirt fall off your shoulders and turn around, unbuttoning your pants as you do so. As you lower your pants, you shake that perfect ass, and Ashlyn lets out an “Ooooh.” You lose the bra and panties with a little more speed, and now you’re standing in front of her, body laid bare.



She goes to work on your soul.



She wastes no time, grabbing at your pussy with her left hand while her right twists your right nipple. “God,” you say, stumbling backward.



Her fingers still inside you, she moves you toward the bed. She shoves you back onto it, your ass on the edge and your legs dangling off the side. She drops to her knees and spreads your legs, and I am treated to a clear view of your cunt, glistening with your desire for her. She leans in and kisses your inner thighs. Your legs twitch, and you moan.



“Tell me, Derek, does she still act like she doesn’t enjoy it when you eat her out?”



“Well,” I say, “she does. But after a bit, she usually… comes around.”



Ashlyn laughs. “She says she enjoys giving more than receiving, but that’s just because…” She pauses to lick around the edges of your pussy. As she raises her head, a string of your juices pulls away, sticking to her tongue. She continues, “... she’s ashamed at how much she loves it. It’s actually her favorite thing.”



“That’s… that’s not true,” you protest, but then you moan even louder as Ashlyn dives back in.



Part of your kink is you’d rather please anyone and everyone you’re intimate with than be pleasured yourself, so it’s always made a perverse kind of sense to me when you act uncomfortable with someone who is genuinely only trying to please you. That being said, it’d be hard to believe you didn’t enjoy what Ashlyn is doing to you right now. What I love to do to you when you let me. What our friend Frank’s favorite activity is.



“Please… stop,” you say.



She doesn’t. She pushes your legs even farther apart to give herself more effortless access to your dripping cunt. Her tongue darts lower, finding your asshole, before returning to your slick folds. You grab at her head and pull her into you, and she laughs maniacally.



“Stop it,” you say, which is pretty funny since you’re holding her head in place between your legs. I’m not sure she could stop if she wanted to. “Please, let me do you.”



Ashlyn manages to pull away long enough to say, “Not a chance, you lying whore.” This language bothers me but doesn’t seem to bother you. You start grinding yourself against her mouth. Your breathing is growing increasingly labored, and your whole body flushes. You’re going to come any second now.



“Oh my God,” you say, letting go of Ashlyn’s head.  And then you come, longer and louder than I’ve ever seen you come before. I hold my breath as I watch you, both jealous that Ashlyn gave you what from all appearances is your best orgasm ever but also aroused more than I’ve ever been just watching you.



Ashlyn turns to me and smiles, the entire bottom half of her face covered in you. “She tastes just like I remember.”



Your legs are still twitching as you say, “Come here. Let me…”



Ashlyn stands up and looks down at you. “No. We’re done for today.”



“What?” you say. You sit up on the edge of the bed and look around. “You did all this, and we’re not going to use it?”



“We’re not going to use it... today,” Ashlyn says. “I wanted a taste of you, and I got what I wanted. And you seemed to like it just fine.”



You drop to your knees and paw at her crotch. “Please, just a little,” you say, your face red. You’re humiliated, embarrassed, desperate. I feel bad for you, and I feel bad that I’m still turned on.



Ashlyn kneels, so she’s looking you in the face. “This will make the next time, when he’s not here, even more special.” She kisses you full in the mouth, and you respond in kind, weaving your hands through her blond hair and holding her tightly to you.



Then she stands up, tells you to take as much time as you need to gather yourself, and leaves the room.



You sit there for quite a while. I watch you, thinking you might cry, but you don’t.



 



 









 Chapter Six



You are not yourself for a couple of days.



You are quiet, withdrawn. Almost sullen. The experience with Ashlyn took a lot out of you. You would’ve been better off if she had used you for her own pleasure and denied you yours. Forcing you to enjoy yourself, however briefly, while not allowing you to return the favor was cruel, in my opinion. I’m sure she knew what she was doing, and I’m sure it’ll have the desired effect.



She wants you thinking of nothing but her by the time you’re together again. When I’m not there.



All doubts that this might be the case disappear the next time we see her.



 



---



 



You invite Ashlyn along when we have lunch with your friend Kara and her “Daddy,” Greg. I detest the Daddy/babygirl dynamic that’s so prevalent in BDSM, so I purposely refer only to Doms and subs when I talk to Greg. He and I are sitting at one table while you’re at another with Kara and Ashlyn. I am trying to pay attention to Greg, but I'm distracted by you and her.



Greg is married and sexually frustrated. He and Kara, who freelances for Greg’s company as she does for yours, started their relationship when he caught her masturbating in his office while sexting and watching porn. They'd been casually flirting for a while, and she let him physically enact what her sexting partner was roleplaying. He was really into taking charge, and she was really into being told what to do. It seemed like a perfect match if you overlooked that Greg was married, and his wife was clueless about his extracurricular activities.



But I’m not here to judge anyone about their needs.



The first scene Greg and Kara did went badly. Kara had a safe word in mind, but they started things without talking about it. Greg went a little too far, and Kara could have been traumatized. I feel a little sick to my stomach when Greg tells me what happened. I get the idea that the only research either of them has done on the lifestyle is ten-minute porn videos. Not exactly a substitute for actual knowledge, but I suppose that’s why he wanted to talk to me.



I tell him what I’d done to prepare for this life. What books I’d read, what Internet forums I’d found. And then I tell him the really important stuff.



“Communication is vital,” I say. “You don’t do anything together without clearly defining what you both want out of your relationship. This is common sense and applies to any type of relationship, not just the one you’re trying to have with her.”



Greg’s eyes leave mine, and I sense he’s having some guilty thoughts about his marriage. Lack of communication is a big reason things don’t work out between any couple and is undoubtedly a significant component of his discontent with his wife.



“The other thing is that you’re not actually in charge,” I say. His eyes snap back to mine, and he raises an eyebrow. “She is.” I look over to your table, meaning to indicate Kara, but see Ashlyn pull a small, gift-wrapped box out of her purse. She hands it to you, and you’re laughing.



Greg is still looking at me for clarification, so I force myself to turn back to him. “I’m serious. You think you’re controlling her, and maybe that’s true when you’re in the thick of things. But you do nothing to her that she doesn’t allow. What she needs has to be your primary concern. Not what you need. What she does. Do you understand me?”



He looks scared or at least taken aback. I realize my tone sounds accusatory, and I also realize why. I’m not talking to him, not really. I’m talking to the one who has your heart in her hands right now. Even if I’m not saying it loud enough for her to hear me.



“She calls the shots,” I say, looking back to your table.



You open the box and pull out a red leather collar. I’d think it was beautiful if I wasn’t worried I was losing you. You squeal when you see it, and put it on. You move your neck around once it’s on, and you’re so sexy when you do it, I feel butterflies in my stomach. I desperately want you to look at me, want to see your eyes, and know you’re still mine.



But you don’t. You only have eyes for your friend right now.



 



 









 Chapter Seven



Two weeks after I got my driver’s license, I wrecked my dad’s car. The accident wasn’t my fault; the other car, one moment traveling normally in the oncoming lane, suddenly turned left. It happened so quickly I couldn’t stop or even slow down. And yet, it seemed to take forever. I was watching it happen for a long time, it seemed, but I couldn’t do a damn thing to change it.



That’s what I’m feeling now, knowing you’re going to spend the night with Ashlyn this evening. Hopelessness. Dread. Impotence.



 



---



 



You go out of your way to make the day special for me. You don’t say you’re doing this, but I can tell. You ask if I want to go on your jog with you and then suggest we can just walk when you can tell I don’t want to run. It’s a lovely morning for a walk, and we have a good time. We don’t talk about what’s troubling me or what I can tell you’re nervous about. We don’t talk about anything important at all.



I could talk about nothing all day with you.



We have lunch at my favorite restaurant. We see a movie. At the mall, you buy me the latest Jason Isbell album, making fun of me for still preferring physical CDs. You suggest I head to the bookstore to look around while you shop for some new underwear for the evening. I refuse and help you pick out something which I know you’ll look perfect in.



We rarely spend every single moment together in a single day like we are today. It’s nice, and then it’s over.



And it’s time.



 



---



 



You’re blushing because I want to watch you dress for her. I can’t articulate why, but I think it’s because a part of me thinks these are the last moments that you’ll be truly mine. It’s stupid and melodramatic, I know. To that, I can only say: have you met me?



I’m sitting on the bed when you get out of the shower. Next to me is a short leather dress, much like the black one I like so much. This one is red, matching the collar she gave you. You put on the new bra and panties I helped pick out, although I suspect they won’t serve much purpose this evening.



You step toward me, and I pull you close. My fingers play along the skin from the backs of your knees to your ass. You lean over and kiss me before pulling away.



You slip on the red dress. It’s so tight you may as well be naked. You look, as always, perfect.



After putting your heels on, you step over to the dresser. Two collars lie there, one black, one red. You pick up the red one, of course, and fasten it around your neck.



You walk back to me, and I almost tell you -- order you -- not to go.



“Thank you for this,” you say, shaming me for my thoughts without even knowing. “I know I’m tough sometimes.”



“Worth it, though.”



And then you’re gone.



 



---



 



I hear the front door close. I hear your car start. I hear you pulling away from the house. You’re gone for about five minutes before I lose my mind.



I have to stop this. I call you, but when I do, I hear your phone buzzing from your nightstand. You were in such a hurry to get to her you forgot your damn phone.



I almost trip over my own feet as I rush to the door. I’m so beside myself with fear and grief it’s probably not safe for me to drive, but I do anyway. I can’t let this happen, and I know you’ll be upset, and you may never forgive me, but I can’t let her have you. The whole time I’m driving, I’m cursing myself for not just telling you what I want. Or what I don’t want.



I get to Ashlyn’s apartment in time to see you standing in front of the building’s door, waiting for her to buzz you in. It’s not too late. I get out of my car.



And I watch helplessly as you disappear inside.



 



 



 



 









 Interlude: Sarah



I hesitated before knocking on Ashlyn’s door. I don’t know why. What was about to happen I wanted more than I’d wanted anything in a long time. For years after we broke up, I fantasized about us getting back together, even during my time with Monte.



Especially during those last tumultuous months where it felt I was a prisoner of that bastard. He’d made me regret ever wanting the lifestyle I now can’t see living without. Made me long for those simple lovemaking sessions with Ashlyn, even if she didn’t want to hurt me or show me off in public as I wanted. When I ran from him, I almost ran to her. I don’t regret for an instant my time with Derek, but part of me wonders what she would’ve done if I’d shown up on her doorstep, bleeding, bruised, and in tears.



Most of me doesn’t want to know.



I had my hand raised to knock on the door, but she opened it before I could. She stood there, completely nude, not a care in the world that someone else might be in the hallway and see her. That gorgeous blond hair surrounded the neck I’d waited years to get my mouth on again. My pussy throbbed at the sight of her.



I crashed into her, afraid I’d start crying out of desperation if I didn’t touch her right then and there. She had the presence of mind to shove her door shut while I kissed and licked her neck and smelled her hair, and it’s a good thing because I didn’t give a shit how exposed we were.



We fell to the floor with a thud, but I felt no pain, and if she did, she didn’t show it. In the back of my mind, I remembered I was wearing her collar, and she had a virtual dungeon installed in her bedroom, but I didn’t care who was supposed to be in charge. Nothing was going to stop me from devouring her right there in her goddamn living room.



I kissed and licked my way from her neck down to her tits, licking around one nipple while squeezing the other. I left one hand to keep mauling her breasts while I continued downward to what I really wanted. What I needed, especially after what she’d done to me a few days before.



She wanted it, too. She spread her legs for me and started rubbing her pussy, as if encouraging me to do something for which I needed absolutely no encouragement. My cunt was so hot I thought I could feel the burn spreading to my thighs, but the last thing I wanted was for it to be touched in any way. I wanted -- needed -- the desperation of denial. I wanted to want her fingers and her tongue in me, but I would’ve done anything to prevent her from actually pleasuring me until I was done with her.



I licked her then, using my whole tongue to move from below her pussy all the way to the top. She was so wet, and I thought I might come without even being touched when the undeniable realization hit me that all that wetness was for me and me alone. I buried my face in her, sucking her lips, sucking her juices into my mouth. She was delicious, and that smell -- I always fucking loved the way her cunt smelled when she got properly horny, and I moaned as I breathed in as deep as I could so I could take in every bit of her scent.



She grabbed my head, pulling my hair and forcing me even harder into her. She squeezed my head so hard it hurt, but I loved it, and I loved that she wasn’t giving me a choice but to see, taste, and smell nothing but her. At that moment, nothing existed for me but her hot, wet pussy. I wasn’t even Sarah anymore; the only thing I was was a tool for her pending climax. I couldn’t breathe, and I had one panicked moment when I thought I might die, and if I did, it would have been worth it.



My entire life had led up to this moment of me drowning in Ashlyn.



Just when I thought I couldn’t possibly take in any more of her wetness, she came and flooded my face with even more. She still didn’t let go, even as I started choking and gasping for breath. She held me against her cunt until she was done and even for a few moments afterward. She finally released my hair after she’d been still for a bit. Even then, I was reluctant to pull away, though I desperately needed to take a deep breath. I was afraid if I left her pussy I might never taste it again.



Finally, I pulled away from her, gasping and panting and already wanting Ashlyn to fuck herself with my head again.



She sat up. She was also panting, and her face was red, and she smiled at me. I felt myself flush at that smile and the thought that I’d done a good job pleasing her. I couldn’t imagine ever wanting anything else in the world. I know that may sound bad, and the way Derek had begged with his eyes before I left for me not to go even though he didn’t say anything wasn’t entirely lost on me. I didn’t want him to suffer, and I truly believed I could work something out to make him happy and still have her in my life. But at that moment, when we sat there in her living room staring at each other and smiling, there simply wasn’t anything on my mind but her.



“I want to give you what I couldn’t give you before,” she said softly, sending shivers all over my body. “I want to own you. I want to use you. I want to leave you a whimpering mess, begging for release. I want to show you I can be your everything.”



The hungry look in her eyes shook me. She looked like she was barely holding back her want, her need. I’d always thought I was the desperate one, but I was wrong. My inner turmoil had nothing on hers.



“Can I?” she asked, her voice quivering.



“You can’t ask me that,” I said. “You have to just take what you want.”



She closed her eyes for a moment and sighed. “I want to. So bad.”



“Then do it,” I said. “I can take it, trust me. I don’t break.”



She moved closer, and I thought she was going to kiss me, but instead, she said, “‘Chicago?’”



I nodded at the acknowledgment of our safe word.



She closed her eyes again. When she reopened them, the desperation was gone. She had transformed, in an instant, into someone who knew beyond the shadow of a doubt they were going to get what they wanted. Someone who didn’t even know the definition of desperation. Someone who wouldn’t think for a second about asking for anything.



“Okay, then, you filthy slut,” she said, and I moaned, just as hard as if she had rubbed my clit, “let’s get your skinny ass tied up.”



 



---



 



In the bedroom, I took off my dress. She fingered my new bra and panties, telling me how pretty they were before needlessly ripping them apart to get them off of me. She put clamps on my nipples and shoved a plug up my ass, not bothering with lube. I was in so much pain, but it was glorious, and I hoped she didn’t take my yelps to mean there was anything wrong.



If she thought there was something wrong, she didn’t show it. She shoved me hard back onto the bed and made short work of securing my wrists and ankles with straps. I was completely restrained, spread wide open for her. I thought I might burst from anticipation.



Ashlyn crawled onto the bed and straddled my head, facing away from me so her ass was directly above my mouth. She spread her cheeks as she lowered herself. In our time together, she’d never let me do what she was about to make me do. I didn’t think I could possibly get any hotter or any wetter, but I had been so wrong about that.



“Eat me, you worthless bitch,” she said, and I did. Or, at least, I tried. She wouldn’t stop moving, pressing her asshole onto my mouth so tightly I couldn’t get my tongue out very well. I tried to cry out in desperation, wanting so much just to taste her there. She stopped for a moment, and I got the briefest of tastes, and then she was moving again, rubbing her ass and pussy all over my face. I lapped at her with my tongue, savoring everything from skin to juices to anus. It was so humiliating, and I felt lost and powerless, and I loved every second of it.



She came again, and after she did, she just sat on my face for a while, drenching me in herself. When she finally crawled off of me, my face was covered from top to bottom in her, but she bent down and kissed me anyway. I whimpered at the affection.



“Such a good little tramp,” she whispered into my ear, and fuck everything I said earlier about not wanting her to touch me down there. I couldn’t imagine ever having that thought in the first place.



Luckily, touching me there was exactly what she had in mind. I was so worked up, the part of me that cares more about pleasing others than myself just fucked right off, and all I could think of as she got a Hitachi wand from her toy collection was how good she was about to make me feel.



“Would you like to come, Sarah?” she asked, teasing my pussy with her fingers.



“Fuck,” I said, “yes.”



“Beg,” she said. “Beg like the needy slut you are.”



“Please make me come. Please, I need it.”



She barely touched my lips with the wand, and I squirmed. “I’m not sure I heard you.”



“God,” I said. I raised my head from the bed and yelled, “Turn on that fucking wand and make me come, goddammit!”



I blinked when I saw she had her phone in her hand, pointing at me. She was recording me.



“What are you going to do with that?” I asked her, not really caring.



“Whatever the fuck I want,” she said, turning on the Hitachi.



As she touched me with the wand, I realized she was still filming me.  I didn’t know if any pictures or videos she took would be a keepsake just for her or if she would share it with others, and I wasn’t sure which one of those options turned me on more.



I should have cared, but I just didn’t. I was beyond caring about anything other than what she was doing with that wand.



I’m not all that into vibrators usually. I’m more of a dildo girl. I just can’t take the intensity of a powerful vibrator like the Hitachi, and I think Ashlyn probably remembered that. She started cackling with delight as my first orgasm built, and I’m sure my squirming and my squeals made for some nice video. I came only moments after she started with the wand and came a second time while coming down from my first orgasm.



“Please, give me a minute,” I said, barely able to form the words.



“No,” she said, pressing the wand even harder against my clit.



I cried out as I felt a third orgasm approaching, and all she did was laugh at me. I felt my face go hot with embarrassment and wondered what I must look like on the video she was still making. I wanted to see that video so bad. I wanted everyone to see that video and see what she was turning me into. I hoped I looked like the pathetic, sniveling mess it felt like I was becoming.



She was relentless. I came again. And again. And again. I don’t even know how many times. I don’t know how many times it felt good, and I don’t know how many times it felt awful. I lost all track of time as my pussy throbbed with both pleasure and pain. I barely remembered my own name toward the end.



I know I started crying at one point, and this only made her laugh again. I loved that she laughed at me and my heart pounded with excitement. I was thrashing around by then, my body involuntarily trying in vain to get away from that damned, blessed vibration. I wanted her to stop, oh God, I wanted her to stop, but I wanted her to never stop. I started to hate her after a while, but I’ve never loved her more.



She taunted me by reminding me what our safe word was. My mind wasn’t quite so far gone that I had forgotten that critical piece of information, and I almost said it a few times. I certainly got closer to using the word I shared with her than I ever had with Derek. Derek didn’t have it in him to torture me like this. He’s tried, I know he’s tried, and it’s not his fault, but he can’t be what she’s become.



And then it was over. When I thought I couldn’t come again without passing out, she turned off the wand and pulled it away. I breathed a sigh of relief, a sigh of regret. She stopped recording video and started taking still pictures. Of my face, still sticky all over with her; some of my hair was even matted with her juices. She took pictures of my pussy, which by that point had to be so swollen and red I doubt I would’ve recognized it. She took pictures of my whole body, tied down to her bed and helpless, waiting for whatever torments she still had in mind.



At one point, she asked if she should send some pics to Derek. I don’t remember if I answered her because I was terrified that I wanted her to, despite what it might do to him. If she ever did, neither of them mentioned it to me.



The next torment was one of my own making, but she helped bring it to the surface and inadvertently ensure we could never again have what we once did.



 



---



 



Ashlyn left me alone for a while; I’m not sure how long. It was enough that I had almost fallen asleep, but given the ordeal she had just put me through, it may not have been all that long. I was fading in and out of awareness when she lifted my head off the bed so she could attach a ball gag to me.



I panicked. I hadn’t worn a gag since the night I’d ruined everything. I didn’t struggle against her all that much, but surely she saw in my eyes how scared I was. At that point, I didn’t believe her putting it on me was anything more than just another thing she wanted to try.



And then I noticed the strap-on she was wearing.



She climbed on top of me, pointing her large fake cock at my pussy. I shook my head as the biggest regret of my life played back before my eyes. The last time I had been in this position -- tied down, gagged, with a cock between my legs -- she had walked into the room and then out of my life. The excitement and arousal of the last couple of hours vanished in a heartbeat, and all I wanted was to go home. All I wanted was for her to disappear into the past again, where I remembered her fondly but where she hated me. I wanted her to hate me so badly she never bothered to reconnect in the first place.



Why would she make me relive the worst thing I’d ever done to her? To anyone? Did she still hate me after all? I couldn’t blame her; I still hated myself for it.



But not enough to go through it again.



I said “Chicago,” but because of the gag, there’s no way she knew. I shook my head violently and felt tears fling off both sides of my face. I hadn’t even realized I was crying. Couldn’t she see that I was? I tried to pull myself away from that awful cock she was wearing but only ended up rubbing myself against it. God, I was still wet. How could I be wet? I started sobbing and just closed my eyes and told myself I deserved whatever happened.



I waited for her to push inside me, but she never did. When I finally got up the courage to open my eyes, I looked up at her. She had her face in her hands, and she was crying. My heart shattered for her.



When she noticed I was looking at her, she said, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t...”



She got off the bed and removed the strap-on. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I thought… I don’t know what I thought.”



She took off the ball gag and wiped away some of my tears before untying me. She crawled back onto the bed and into my arms. She kissed my face, and I kissed hers. I felt shame at my earlier wish that we’d never reconnected in the first place.



We fell asleep like that, both naked and hurting. I had no idea what I’d been planning when it came to a future with her -- I’m not exactly the world’s biggest planner -- but I knew now there was just too much pain from the past for there even to be a future.



 



 









 Chapter Eight



It’s 7 am when I hear your car pull up in front of the house. You’re just getting home at the time you usually start your run. I’m lying in bed, where I’ve been off and on throughout the night even though I haven’t slept. The hollowness in my stomach threatens to consume me, but my heart skips a beat to know that at least you came back.



I resist the urge to rush to you. I normally don’t keep anything from you, but I don’t want you thinking I’ve been awake all night sick with fear and dread and longing. I don’t want you to know how badly I’m hurting because I don’t want you to think you had anything to do with it. I could’ve stopped what happened, so whatever happened, whatever it means for our future, it’s all on me and not you.



You walk into the bedroom. Your hair is a mess. Your makeup is ruined. Your dress is askew, and I can tell you’re not wearing a bra underneath. You look like you’ve been through hell, and maybe you just had a really good time with Ashlyn, but something tells me that’s not the whole story. I want to ask you if everything’s okay -- and I don’t even mean between us, I’m genuinely worried about you -- but then you smile.



You slip out of your dress, and I realize you’re not wearing her collar. I don’t ask why. You turn to the dresser, and you pick up the black collar. You put it on, and you do that sexy thing where you stretch your neck, savoring the tightness of it.



You walk back to the doorway but turn to look back at me. You nod toward the hallway and leave the room.



It takes me only a moment to realize you want me to follow you, but I feel stupid it took even that long. I scramble out of the bed and rush to catch up to you.



When I do, you’re opening the door to the basement.



I watch you walk down the basement steps and realize my cock is straining against my boxers. You never gave it a nickname but one springs to mind: Pavlov’s dog. Every time I see you in the basement, I become instantly aroused.



You’re standing in front of our mattress when I get to the bottom of the steps. I realize neither of us has said anything since you got home and almost change that.



But what do I say?



Are you okay?



What happened with Ashlyn?



Why are we down here when you look like all you need is a shower and some sleep?



You turn around, and there are tears in your eyes. I move to you, ready to hug you, hold you, comfort you.



You want none of these things. You raise one hand to my chest, stopping me. Your other hand grabs my cock, still hard. Betraying me with its ache for you, ignorant of the concern my conscious mind has for your well-being.



Your tears are gone. The sadness that had been in your eyes only seconds earlier is gone. You look at me, and you don’t say a word, but you say everything that needs to be said with one look, and if there had been any doubt in my mind about what you need right now, it’s instantly erased.



So I take you.



I am not gentle. I push you away from me. You fall onto the mattress, and the first sound you make since returning from Ashlyn’s is a cry of surprise. Despite it being obvious what you’re after, you weren’t expecting me to respond immediately.



I smile down at you, and I’m out of my clothes, and I think it’s time to show you what I can be.



I drop to my knees onto the mattress and roughly spread your legs apart. I have two fingers inside your slippery cunt before you know what’s happening. I slip another finger into your anus, and you let out another cry of surprise.



I don’t stop. Now pumping my hand in and out of you with increasing speed and force, I use my free hand to maul your tits, alternatively squeezing them and then pinching your nipples. You’re thrashing on the mattress, and there are tears in your eyes again, but this time I’m not worried a bit about them.



I roll you over onto your stomach. I grab the bottle of lube that’s ever-present next to the mattress and smear a little onto my cock. Only a little, and I don’t finger any inside your ass like usual. I lift your hips, I plunge into you, and I take what is fucking mine.



You enjoy every second of it, rubbing your clit as I take your ass, and you come. You don’t ask for permission -- you still haven’t said a word -- but the last thing on my mind is punishment right now. I don’t even think about punishment when you come a second time, and a third.



I’m ready to come, but I slow down, and then I pull myself out of you. You gasp in frustration -- you love having a nice, hard cock in your ass -- as I move from behind you to in front. You get up on your knees and open your mouth.



Good Kitten
 , I want to say, but I don’t want to break the silence. There’s something intensely erotic about doing what we’re doing without saying a word.



I grab your head and pull it onto my cock, and I take your mouth like I took your ass: like it’s mine.



Because it is.



There are times you say I’m too gentle, too loving. This will not be one of those times.



I thrust relentlessly into your mouth, fucking your skull. You try to suck, your saliva flowing out of your mouth and coating my cock, but really it’s almost pointless. It’s your throat I’m after, and it’s your throat that’s doing the lion’s share of the work.



There’s nothing you can do but kneel there and let me use you the way I want.



And there’s nothing you want more.



I come hard, and it’s glorious. A lot of my cum goes directly into your throat before I relent and start pulling out, letting the rest of it flow into your mouth.



I pull up and look down at you, and you read my mind:
 You better swallow all of it
 .



And you do. You open your mouth to let me see how much is still there, your tongue playfully swirling the milky white mess. You tilt your head back and let it all slide down your throat.



Such a good Kitten you are, but I don’t tell you that. Plenty of time for praise later.



It’s going to be just a bit before I’m ready to fuck you again, but I will. I grab your dildo from beside the mattress. You lie back and spread your legs, hoping I’m going to do exactly what it looks like.



I stick it inside your hot, wet cunt and fuck you with it until my cock is up for more fun. It’s not long before I have you whimpering with desire, trembling with pleasure, beside yourself with a lust that can never be fully satisfied.



And then I take the dildo out and replace it with myself, and we stare at each other until I coat your insides with the second of what will turn out to be four loads of cum this evening.



 



---



 



We’ll talk about your experience with Ashlyn and what it means for our future. But whatever happened last night, whatever you gave to her, you still have plenty to give to me.



And that’s all I need.
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Asexywife offers her body to get her husband out of a speeding ticket
and makes him watch!

Bryce's husband Henry is disappointing in so many ways, not the least of
which is the size of his manhood. He's a joke at work, he has no ambition,
and he can't please Bryce in any way that matters.

And now he's gotten pulled over for speeding. What a loser.

Desperate for some decent sex, Bryce offers herself up to pay for her
husband's ticket. Officer Dalton is happy to oblige, but what happens
when unexpected backup arrives?

This smoking hot story features graphic scenes including oral sex, group
sex, masturbation with an inanimate object, cuckolding, hotwifing, and
erotic humiliation.





