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Chapter One

On Collision For Love

◆◆◆

I hit her rear end hard, tearing off a fender, jagged composite edges of which gouged the asphalt when both cars swung counterclockwise as though we danced. The whole collision happened in terrible slow motion for me, so I could only imagine how much worse it was for her.

A bone-crunching sound of sheet metal dented and torn gnawed and echoed inside my head because I hate unnecessary damage to anything, not least to my almost-new Range Rover Vogue.

She leaped out of her car quickly, clearly enraged, wearing a contorted angry expression, already wagging an accusatorial finger at me, and with some justification, I'll confess. I gingerly slid out of my expensive SUV, reassuring myself that her first salvo of situation-induced nasty rhetoric would subside if I withstood her chiding without retaliation.

Then matters would improve - I hoped.

“It was your fault, you stupid fucking wanker. You ignored the traffic lights and sailed straight through on red behind the wheel of the good ship fuck-head.”

“Wow. You’re a bit feisty. I’m really sorry, but it’s only a fender bender and easily mended. I take full responsibility.”

“I can't drive it now.”

She pointed at her car, which had a fender that was mostly hanging off. Besides plenty of other cosmetic damage, a smashed rear light cluster ensured the vehicle was undrivable.

“I’ll be late now.”

“What for?”

“Collecting my son. He’s taking archery lessons and expects me there in ten minutes. He’ll worry and probably won’t sleep well tonight, all because you weren’t paying attention.”

“Can’t your husband do that while we exchange insurance details?”

“Are you a marriage guidance counselor or divorce attorney?”

“No, sorry. I’m neither.”

“Then you won’t get my husband to do anything.”

She leaned against my car, looking gloomy and close to tears, with her hands on top of her head while she surveyed my massacre of her vehicle. Needless to say, I felt guilty. It wasn’t the mess I’d made of her car that concerned me; I was worried about her emotional state.

“I’ll run you to collect your son and take you both home. Let a tow truck take care of this mess.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, positive.”

She squinted at me, unwilling to forgive quickly despite my kind offer. It was getting late, and rush hour was already underway. Soon, complete darkness would fall, and her son might fret, so the pressure was on her to accept my offer or find alternate means of rescue.

I reached out my hand, and she stared at me in horror.

“Shake your hand?”

“I’m Greg.”

“Sarah.”

“Do you want to accept my lift offer, Sarah?”

“I have no other choice.”

She shook my hand reluctantly, but I knew we were turning a corner. My car was still drivable, albeit carrying hundreds of dollars in cosmetic damage, but it was good enough to meet her immediate needs.

I opened the passenger side door, and Sarah leaped in, smiling more agreeably and relaxing me. She seemed impressed with the car interior, flipping down her sunshade and checking herself in the vanity mirror.

“You’re very beautiful.”

“Pardon me?”

“I’m just saying you’re very beautiful in case there was any doubt from your reflection. I wasn’t sure whether the mirror broke when I hit you.”

“That comment would be cute and gratefully accepted under most other circumstances, but now - not so much.”

“Yes, indeed. I’ll shut up then.”

“Not a bad idea, Greg.”

She sat back comfortably in my sumptuous leather seat and grinned. Sarah was undoubtedly an all-natural and feisty woman, secretly enjoying my compliment while pretending to hold nothing but disdain for me.

“How old is your son?”

“I thought you were shutting up, Greg?”

“I’m naturally very chatty, sorry.”

“He’s thirteen and attends many evening and weekend clubs that keep him active while-.”

“While your divorce is finalized?”

“Yes. You catch on quickly.”

Sarah turned to me and smiled half sarcastically. She fell silent for a minute, then shot a few more sidelong glances at me, probably assessing any potential threat I might pose. Thankfully, she had calmed down quickly, focused on getting to her son and discovering more about me.

She squinted and grinned, coking her head inquisitively.

“Have we met before, Greg?”

“Maybe. It’s not a big town.”

That lie will come back and bite me.

“That’s true; more’s the pity.”

“Why do you say that?”

“We have a very slim dating pool in our small town, especially nice men for women my age who are divorced and with kids.”

“Oh, I see.”

Sarah cringed, and I was sure she wished to retract the words used in haste, having exposed more than she wanted or needed to. Sarah composed herself and looked more sympathetically at me. It seemed the ice was breaking, and a lasting peace was close.

“Sorry… I’ve been quite heinous, Greg.”

“I smashed into your car and upset the whole day. It’s understandable.”

“Thank you for being gallant and offering me a lift.”

“It’s the least I could do.”

“It really is, though.”

Sarah frowned and pouted, knowing her words had unintentionally cut like knives. I turned off the main road and entered the schoolyard, parking near its gymnasium, where I knew the archery club trained.

“How did you know where to go?”

“Everyone knows where the archery club meets. As I mentioned before, it’s a small town.”

“Yes, indeed. Can you wait here for a minute while I collect my son, please?”

“Of course. I promise no more fender benders while you are gone.”

“You’d find that difficult in a parking lot.”

She exited my vehicle, smiling appreciatively before setting off at a jog towards the gymnasium. I’ll confess to checking out her ass when Sarah offered a glimpse of it clad in yoga pants, also wearing a t-shirt that rode up her back in a light wind.

When she returned, beaming with motherly pride, the reuniting of mom with son vanquished all car collision demons. I was helping her manage the nest, which was all Sarah cared about. When she clicked her seat belt into its holder and turned around to ensure her son had fastened himself securely, he smiled at me.

“Hi, Greg.”

“Hi Jack, how was archery?”

“Oh, you know… a bit pointed.”

Sarah’s head snapped from her son to me and back again. She looked bewildered and was quite a sight with her mouth hanging agape. I felt sure she wouldn’t thank me for the surprise, but it was Jack who revealed that we weren’t strangers. Some words came out when her mouth stopped bobbing open and closed like a goldfish.

“Do you know my son?”

“Yes, of course. I coach him at the track club.”

“So we have met?”

“Many times, actually, but it seems I wasn’t very memorable.”

“You lied to me then?”

“I wasn't entirely truthful, but I didn’t want to cause you too many shocks so soon after the first one. Besides, you didn’t remember me, so no harm, no foul, right?”

“Right.”

She carefully studied me again, and I saw the moment when her eyes rested on my crotch. I doubted Sarah would miss my arousal, and she confirmed that with a satisfied smile when looking forward again.

“You wear different clothes at the running track and have your hair tied back in a neat ponytail, Greg.”

“I wear training gear and tie my hair so it doesn’t obscure my vision when I run.”

“You look very different now.”

She smiled smugly, and I wondered what that meant. Our journey home wasn’t so bad as usual rush hour, and I parked in Sarah’s driveway within half an hour of collecting Jack. Her sarcasm returned, and I wondered if it were a coping mechanism to keep men at bay.

“Oh my Greg, look, you arrived at our home without directions. That's just amazing.”

“I remembered Jack’s home address from his registration form.”

She wasn’t buying it, but then I was hustling a thirty-something-year-old soccer mom. Her piercing blue eyes scanned and processed every flinch, tick, and body movement I made with her natural lie detector.

“You’d better come inside and explain yourself.”

“Okay. If you’re sure.”

I followed Sarah and Jack up the driveway and into their home. She seemed relaxed, and I wondered if that suggested a grim outlook for me. My nerves were on edge because nothing was inside my influence sphere. Her territory and son were my fate, and as we entered the front door, he sipped away, waving, leaving me alone with the interrogator.

As he launched his backpack into a closet and took off upstairs, Jack turned, grinned, and offered me a thumbs-up, which Sarah caught.

“I’m going to play Counter-Strike, Mom; see you in the morning.”

“Not so fast, young man. I have a question.”

“Go ahead, Mom.”

“Did you and Greg plan for our collision?”

“Yes, Mom, but I’ll leave the two of you to discuss that. My contract is fulfilled, and it’s up to Greg now.”

“What contract?”

“It’s a parlay between two pirates never to be mentioned by the second receiving party unless permitted by the first instigating party.”

“Are you a pirate lawyer now, then?”

“Goodnight, Mom.”

My expression had implored him to lie, but Jack never did, and I shouldn’t have asked him to act in subterfuge. At least he didn’t reveal the details of our contract. Sarah wasn’t done with me by a long shot and wheeled around to face me with a devastatingly beautiful and penetrating look.

“I’m about to be eviscerated.”

“Possibly. Will you explain yourself first, though?”

“Okay. Could I have a glass of water, please? I’m parched.”

“Dodgy nerves, is it, Greg?”

“Yes.”

“Hmm, I’ll do better than water and add a glass of red wine, too. Perhaps the Dutch courage will serve you well.”

“It will.”

She beckoned me into her kitchen, where an enormous family area warmed my soul. A girl in her freshman year of college wearing headphones lay on a massive Tetrad country-style sofa that could seat four. She banged her head to the music while immersed in her book.

A sense of terror swept over me because I hadn’t accounted for this development.

“Meet my daughter Alice, who is about to make herself scarce.”

The girl removed her headphones and smiled at me, winking. She scowled at her mom in a manner I assumed to be a time-honored, age-related fad. The recognition between us hadn’t gone unnoticed, and Alice leaped up from the sofa, hugging me. 

“Hi Greg, it's nice to see you again.”

“Hi, Alice. This is a crazy lovely home you have.”

“Mom is a homemaker, as we’ve discussed many times, Greg. I’ll leave you two alone to become better acquainted.”

She waved sweetly, blowing a kiss to her Mom, who was speechless. My game was almost out, and every card I so well preserved was played. I felt like a naughty kid at school being eyed by a seasoned headmistress.

“You know my daughter as well, Greg?”

“Honestly, I didn’t know she was your daughter until stepping in here and seeing Alice.”

“How do you know her?”

“I’m Alice’s college guidance counselor.”

“Oh… I see. Does she talk with you about my estranged husband and our divorce?”

“I can’t reveal that because it’s privileged information, sorry.”

Sarah seemed irked, then thought about it and realized her daughter’s privacy was sacrosanct, and I was being appropriately loyal.

“No, well, that’s beside the point anyway… you need to explain what's going on.”

Sarah handed me a glass of red wine, placing the chilled water on a coaster at a mahogany wood table nearby. I was on shaky ground because it was apparent I was up to something.

“I caught feelings for you, Sarah.”

“Fucking hell! Are you being serious?”

“Yup. At the running track, week after week, when you ignored me, I slowly became more deeply attracted to you while you stood watching Jack train.”

Sarah paced the room, cradling her wine glass in her palm with its stalk clenched between two fingers. She seemed horrified, muttering to herself, which meant my cunning stunt to meet her might have been poorly constructed and was now falling apart.

“You mutter under your breath a lot, Sarah. I noticed that on the occasions when we talked on the track.”

“We talked?”

“Clearly, I made no impression.”

“I didn’t recognize you. I’ve said it already, and I never lie on any matter. You’ll discover my kids don’t either.”

“I’ve already noticed that with Jack and Alice. They are amazing kids.”

“Thank you.”

She nodded and frowned, studying me carefully, trying to place me on the track. I’d scored points for praising her kids but was still firmly in the stalker zone.

It’s better than the friend zone.

“I do remember you now, but in fairness, Greg, wearing skin-tight running pants and compression shorts with your hair tied back is a hell of a disguise compared with your casual, sexy professor shit you have going on right now.”

“You think I’m sexy?”

“Don’t push your luck.”

“I had to meet you, Sarah.”

“Jesus Christ. Are you saying our collision tonight was planned for you to meet me for romantic reasons?”

“Down to the last detail, yes. I knew exactly how and where to hit your car. I practiced the handbrake turn in a supermarket parking lot using cones.”

“Fuck!”

She paced the room again, stopping to refill her wine glass. She stared at me in utter disbelief before marching away and muttering while swigging wine.

“And you planned this whole thing with Jack?”

“Yes.”

“Was he helping you practice at the supermarket?”

“Jack laid out the cones.”

“Oh wow - you made my son an accessory.”

“An accessory to what?”

“To our traffic collision.”

“Yes. Sorry about that, but your son also wanted us to meet.”

“What if someone got hurt, Greg?”

“Seriously, Sarah? On a junction with no pedestrians at twenty miles an hour when I aimed for your rear lights to ensure you couldn’t drive anymore? I am not so stupid as to endanger innocent lives.”

“All evidence to the contrary, Greg.”

“I promise you, I planned this traffic collision very precisely.”

Because I defied her, she strolled up to me, glaring with fire in her eyes. Sarah stopped inches short of my personal space in the most sexy and confrontational pose I ever saw. Her working mom aroma wafted up my nostrils and permeated my soul, activating every primal male sense. My cock was solid, and I prayed she wouldn't glance down.

"Just play those words back inside your head as though you were standing in a courtroom, Greg, and tell me what it sounds like."

I did play it back, focusing on every syllable while she defiled my consciousness with her laser-sharp eyes.

"Yeah... I'll grant you that it seemed to make more sense when we planned it."

“Fucking hell, that’s a worrying planned meet cute, Greg.”

“With hindsight, it doesn’t seem my best move ever.”

“Why didn’t you say something at the track? Register your fucking interest in a traditional manner?”

“Jack’s friends would have seen me chatting to you romantically, and I didn’t want anyone being cruel about you and his father. They would tease him, and possibly, your husband would find out.”

She mulled that over, and I noticed a softening of her stony expression and a warming of her eyes. If anything might endear me to her, it was the two lovely kids.

“You have notions of romance for me?”

“Yes.”

“Is that what you’re pursuing with me while I’m going through a divorce?”

“That makes me sound awful.”

“Did you think I would just leap into bed with you, and we’d start fucking tonight?”

“Jesus, no. That's exactly what I wanted to avoid.”

“Oh, Greg, please give me something that doesn’t make you seem like an awful stalker. This is beyond weird.”

She gulped a mouthful of wine far too quickly, looking panicked as I stood up and approached. Sarah held her hands out as though I should remain firmly at bay, and I cringed, realizing how stupid that move was.

I felt like a stalker because her honest assessment was a wholly new perspective I hadn’t considered. Call it hormones, a moment of madness, or blind horny intent - whatever had motivated me was fucked up, like me.

“Sorry. Look, Sarah… I want to date you. I had no expectations, and I just thought dinner and an opportunity to impress might start something. You clearly aren’t interested now or at the track, so perhaps I should apologize and move on. I’ll pay for all damage to your car and loan you one of mine.”

“I keep telling you I didn’t recognize you from the track, but you’re not listening.”

“Okay, in plain terms then, do you like the guy who coaches your son at the track?”

“When he’s not deliberately smashing his car into mine, I do - yes. You seem very cute; Jack always says nice things about you.”

“He’s a fantastic young man.”

“His dad says he’s a kid.”

“That’s not my business to argue against. I see a great young man full of potential and hope.”

She seemed pleased, and I felt Sarah knew I wasn’t using Jack to curry any favor. I genuinely liked the fit young man who conspired with me, causing his Mom and my orbits to collide.

“Alice says you are awesome, too. Even her friends revere you as some rock-star counselor. One said you are a teenage whisperer. They also say you’re the only one known to never hit on the girls.”

“That would be unethical, and I prefer women my age.”

“It would be fairly typical if you did hit on them.”

“It’s not my style to interfere as a destructive force in the lives of young people.”

She smiled, nodded, processed my romantic intent, and weighed it against the method I used to achieve my goals, probably considering the damage to her vehicle. I hoped Sarah would focus on my apology and the sincerity of my atonement thus far. It could go either way, and I guessed I was about to discover the sort of woman Sarah was.

“You prefer to damage someone’s car when asking them for a date.”

“Nothing says love like I’ll pay for the fender bender.”

She giggled and relaxed while I breathed a huge sigh of relief. Sarah eyed me, overtly checking me out and not caring if I noticed. She took my glass and poured more red wine for both of us.

“I’ll walk home.”

“Do you live far away?”

“An hour and a half walking. It’s nothing.”

She strolled across to the kitchen, opened her refrigerator, and I checked out her ass again when she bent over. I felt sure she knew I was doing it, smiling knowingly when she returned with a large dish covered with silver foil.

“Do you like Tiramisu?” 

“Who doesn’t?”

She handed me a fork, and we sat on two kitchen stools, eating a chilled coffee dessert while sipping red wine. We talked for hours but moved on to coffee after our second glass. I was enchanted by the woman I had been determined to meet and felt she was, too.

“I must leave, Sarah.”

“Okay.”

It was midnight, so I had done well. Sarah followed me through the house, moving close enough to signal her interest and to show me she no longer considered me a threat.

“Greg.”

“Yes?”

“I have a confession to make. I regularly checked you out at the track, just like you did when I ran into the gymnasium and then again when I bent over into my fridge.”

“Oh my.”

“I honestly didn’t recognize you properly clothed.”

“Does that mean you might be interested?”

She eyeballed me, and I saw the fun and delight expressed by every girl, regardless of age when romance with a boy she likes becomes a real possibility. Sarah enjoyed being chased by me, at least she did now, reassured by her kids that I wasn't a serial killer.

“Yes, we can date if you’d like to, but could you please slow down a little, Greg?”

“Of course. Can I take you out for dinner on Friday?”

“Is that like a real grown-up date, or will we go to a supermarket parking lot to plan a bank heist?”

“Yes.”

“Which one, Greg?”

“My invitation is for a real date.”

“I’d love to. Will you collect me?”

“Yes, and no collisions this time, I promise. On the practical side, please take my keys now because the damage to my car is minimal, and you can drive it until yours is fixed.”

“Are you sure? Your car is expensive.”

“Not as precious as your kids who will ride in it.”

“Oh Greg - you are very good.”

“It’s the least I can do given all the trouble caused.”

“You should know that I am very picky about boyfriends.”

“As am I about girlfriends - you’ve seen the lengths I will go to.”

“I also have a short fuse and tend to forgive slowly.”

“Yes, I have noticed.”

“Two other things, Greg. I give respect and loyalty absolutely, expecting the same in return."

"I won't let you down. And the second thing?"

"During our date, I expect to hear full details about your contract with Jack."


Chapter Two

Ground Rules

◆◆◆

I walked away from Sarah's house, floating on a cushion of air, feeling lifted. My plan to secure a date with my romantic target had succeeded, even though the execution left much to be desired.

No plan survives contact with the enemy.

Well, okay… Sarah, Jack, and Alice revealed flaws in my strategy during our impromptu meet-cute. I now faced a costly auto repair bill, and most planning masterminds would judge me as crazy. But I had secured a date, and that was enough of a finger grip on love's sheer rock face for me to climb upwards and onwards.

I had two days left before our date, which was plenty of time for more meticulous planning. My rational mind suggested caution, while the romantic in me wanted to blow a gasket.

When I reached home, I poured a glass of red wine, sat on a comfortable brown leather sofa in my coveted library, and settled in with a tablet to read the latest chapter of my favorite noir thriller, Sin Street, by Sissitrix and Kate Granger.

I finished the chapter, leaving a note of thanks for two crazy writers living on the edge, pumping the heart button before shutting down. I strolled around the room, seeking tranquility among my books, selecting an old classic tale of romance to help get me off to sleep.

I must have nodded off with the book still in my lap, waking at 3 am. I went to bed but couldn’t sleep after that; such was my anticipation of meeting Sarah. I played over the events from when I rammed her car, chuckling, realizing how dumb and lucky I had been.

The next day, at school, I drank plenty of coffee while squirreled away in my office, catching ten-minute naps here and there with my face planted in both palms lying on the desk. I had a few meetings booked, and my day was nothing too hectic, but I felt glad when the end finally came.

A knock at the door fleetingly drew my frustration as I slid files into my leather Swaine Adeney briefcase. But when Sarah stepped inside beaming, my tired heart lifted, and goosebumps shimmered across my arms.

"This is a pleasant surprise."

"I'm sorry to barge in like this, Greg. Oddly enough, I was passing by, driving your car, and felt drawn to come inside."

"Perhaps it was my car doing me a favor?"

"Hilarious, Greg. You have a way of making me smile and laugh."

"Please have a seat."

I pointed at the leather wing-back chair that students loved to sit in. It cost me a fortune, but their comfort was vital if we discussed challenging matters of academia and the heart. Sarah glanced around the room, seemingly approving of its casual and comforting style, with soft, warm colors and exciting clutter neatly arranged.

"I've been in this room before, Greg. It was always cold and dim, giving me a dour disposition. I see you've warmed it up nicely."

"I like people to be comfortable while I interrogate them."

"I think you arrived from out of town and won't know your predecessor. He was more like a prison warden than the reputation you built.”

"We never met, but yes, I've heard terrible stories. You're also correct in that I'm not from around here."

"But I am, though."

"I know."

Her eyes caught mine with a laser beam stare, and Sarah nodded politely, conveying a meaning I didn't initially understand. Her steady, amiable gaze put me at ease, but I knew a test was being set and that she wanted me to pass.

"I have nothing but respect for you and your children, Sarah. I won't damage your reputation at all."

"And you have romantic feelings, too. I sensed those at the car accident because you were concerned for me, then about Jack, who needed to be collected, even though you both were already in cahoots. You also confessed last night, and I feel strong emotions from you now."

"I'd be lying if I denied any of it."

"Do you lie at all, Greg? I mean ever, about anything?"

"Sometimes, yes. I might if a lie brings a smile where the truth would draw a tear.”

"I don't want that, Greg. I can't have another liar in my life regardless of the reason for their deception."

Her implied threat hung in the air like a dark, low-lying cloud that would definitely break and rain; I didn't know precisely where the sadness would land, so I tiptoed. Sarah licked her lips, relieving nervous dryness, and I heard a slight moan in the back of her throat, suggesting an elevated emotional state.

"Are you canceling our date, Sarah?"

"Definitely not. I came here so we could understand one another better. You may want to cancel your proposal after this discussion.

"Okay. It's all sounding rather ominous. I feel somewhat deflated but not defeated. Why don't you expand on why you came by?"

"I don't want to put you off, but I have high expectations, and I don’t mean that in an arrogant sense. There has been nobody in my life, romantically speaking, since my husband left, and I can't take chances on another tragedy."

"What did you have in mind, Sarah?"

"My children are very precious to me.”

"They are to me, as well. Jack is a fine young man, and if I had known about Alice being your daughter, I'm sure I could have secured a date with you without our mid-junction kiss."

"You're calling a road traffic collision a kiss now?"

"It was the start of something great. A kiss is that at the very least."

"I like the analogy, but how great will it be, Greg? Do you have that much passion for me and my two growing kids?"

"You'll see after date night. I promise you won't regret me running a stop light."

"Okay. I'll give you the benefit of the doubt, but please know that if we are dating, it’s with a mind to getting serious or going our separate ways. I’m not interested in acquiring a fuck-buddy.”

She looked calm, but suddenly, I was anything but. Our unscripted liaison lacked something. A spark was missing, and it all felt serene and wrong. I decided to change things up and probe Sarah a little for myself.

"Are you looking for a boring guy, Sarah?"

"Fuck, that's a little sassy, given how we met. Are you likely to be quite so boisterous with your opinion in the future?"

"To be honest, maybe. I'll do some crazy things for love, that's for sure. Our first kiss is a case in point. When was the last time a man swept you off your feet?"

"Perhaps I don't like that sort of relationship, Greg. It doesn't mean I want a dull man, though. Reliability is what I’m looking for, especially because I have kids.

"Or maybe you'd enjoy being electrified by a man who behaved unpredictably."

"Do you mean like a man crashing his car into me deliberately?"

Sarah crossed her legs, regretting it almost immediately. As her legs scissored, I snuck a peek along her gorgeous, silken thighs and saw a tiny baby-blue triangle at the top. I smiled and licked my lips, and she saw, immediately flushing speckled scarlet.

“Are you blushing, Sarah?”

"It doesn't mean anything."

"Do you mean when you crossed both legs just now?"

"Yes. You think I'm relaxed and that you're making progress."

"Are you relaxed?"

"I'm always relaxed."

"You didn't answer my question about the type of man you'd like, Sarah."

She thought about it for a while, calculating all possible answers and their likely outcomes or possible retorts from me. I stood up and moved behind her, massaging her shoulders and neck, seeking out and squeezing knots while looking for stress indicators in her body language.

"I'm not promiscuous, Greg. I won't sleep with a man to get myself off."

"Why would you sleep with a man then, Sarah?"

"For love and companionship."

"But not for sex and never to get yourself off?"

"You're twisting my words. I came here in genuine good faith to set some ground rules for us to date.”

"Ground rules? You make Tiramisu from scratch, Sarah."

"So what?"

"It's a dessert for lovers that is made with true passion. Italians believe Tiramisu has aphrodisiac properties, but you know that already. That gorgeous cream cheese and coffee treat was invented in the brothels of Treviso."

"Are you suggesting that I am a whore, Greg?"

Her voice crackled slightly under sexual tension. I was close enough to nibble an ear lobe, wafting it instead with my light, warm breath that stirred a few beautifully curling locks of hair dangling to her shoulder. Sarah smelled divine, invading my senses, precisely how I’d enjoyed her since we met. She had a mixture of sensual aromas, something expensive and au natural.

She pressed both hands on her knees, and I saw whitening knuckles as nerves set in.

"Never in a million years could anyone describe you as a whore, and yet something else still quite impish resides inside you instead."

"What else could I be, Greg? A pathetic single woman, sitting alone at home eating a dessert invented by hookers to stimulate their customers?"

“You are none of those things, but a naughty girl is hiding deep inside you. She's desperate to be heard and loved."

"And what if such a wayward and repressed girl inside me exists? Would you think of her as being a slut?"

"Never. Such an adventurous and exciting lady would be a divine treasure. One to nurture, encourage, and never take advantage of."

"What will you do with her?"

"I'll date her, earning love and respect, until I have won her heart.”

"And when she's ready for you? What then, Greg?"

"When it's safe, and I'm invited to dive deep inside her, I'll gently tease the naughty girl out from hiding."

She bit her bottom lip, stopping it from trembling while her nostrils flared. I imagined she smelled the same hint of feminine hormonal arousal I did, or perhaps it was my precum leaking from the tiny slit on the end of my cock into dampening boxer shorts.

"Oh my, Greg. This may work perfectly.

"Shall I escort you to your car, Sarah?"

"It's your car, Greg."

"All I have is yours, sweetheart. If we are dating with a view to the long term, that is.”


Chapter Three

A Dab Hand In The Kitchen

◆◆◆

After running errands, I reached home late into the evening, having bought provisions on the way. My kitchen was a sanctuary, and now, as I planned a pleasant evening to mark a special occasion, I uncorked and breathed a bottle of Château Bon Prince while chopping onions and pressing garlic until it was finely minced.

I danced around my kitchen island to no music but with a tune in mind and selected the right pan for cooking my dinner delight. With the soundtrack irretrievably locked in my head, I connected my phone to a Bluetooth player and selected Chet Baker. Autumn Leaves is an excellent tune to listen to while cooking and enjoying a fine Bordeaux. Few musicians can get a fart out of a trumpet, but Chet could charm the birds from their nesting trees.

I heard a sound coming from outside and immediately knew I had a guest. The house was a hundred yards from our main road, and gravel scrunching in my driveway was an early warning of a visitor.

When I peeked out of a side window, I saw my car parked outside. I popped back into the kitchen, turned off the gas stove, and went outside to investigate. When I saw Sarah smiling, so pleased to see me, she reminded me of my wife arriving home from work, radiant, warm, beautiful, and needing a drink.

She strolled up my driveway, glancing this way and that, checking everything and approving somewhat of what little was revealed but not every detail. A few frowns and one grimace at a garden gnome suggested we had mildly divergent tastes in how a garden should be finished.

"Hi, Greg. This is a beautiful house."

"Thank you, Sarah... umm, this is twice in one lucky day. I wasn't expecting you this evening."

"Am I unwelcome in your home?"

"You will never be that."

"I'm teasing."

"To what do I owe the pleasant surprise?"

"I'm returning your car. My insurance qualified me for a courtesy vehicle, while the one you wrecked is in the repair shop.

She stood awkwardly, handing over my keys with a look of great appreciation, but didn't seem ready to walk away. I felt warmed by Sarah's presence, which elevated me to the extent that I stood like a fool, neither doing one thing nor another.

"Umm... I-.”

"Did I make things between us awkward, Greg? I'm so sorry. I'll hail a cab."

"Umm... no, don't do that... umm, fuck! Sorry!"

I squinted, hopped uselessly from one foot to the other, waved both arms into the house, then away from it, remembering what night it was. Sarah smiled expectantly, prompting me to choose between inviting her in or sending her away, a loss to me and an own goal. I panicked, realizing my awkwardness, then laughed at my stupidity.

"I'm being so rude!"

"No, that’s not true. I wasn't expected to be here and probably shouldn’t have chanced it. You must need privacy."

"I'm sorry, Sarah... have you time to come in, please?"

She was hesitant. My awkwardness had caused a mildly embarrassing moment. I wondered if she thought perhaps I had another woman at home, a presumption that made me more determined that she would come inside.

"Yes, I'd love to, Greg.”

Sarah followed me into the kitchen, admiring the artwork, furniture, and ornaments along the way. A deliberately washed-out single-coat lemon color painted on bare concrete caught her attention and I noticed Sarah trail her fingertips along the coarse textured wall.

"American on the outside, Italian inside. That's a hard combination to pull off, Greg."

"I spent a few years living under the Tuscan sun. Do you like my home?"

"Very much."

"I built it myself. Well... I designed it and worked with contractors until every detail was perfect."

"It's enormous."

"Twelve bedrooms. I enjoy the library best of all."

In my vast kitchen diner, she twirled around slowly, taking in the masterpiece designs of Italian architecture and expensive furnishings. Two baby blue leather sofas sat opposite each other with a wooden table between them made from the planks of a decommissioned Venitian trading galleon.

“I purchased every watercolor, sketch, or painting from some piazza, market, or clearance shop in Italy.”

“You have an enormous home with a definite purpose."

"I'm proud of my home. It's built on land bequeathed by grandparents and money from Mom and Dad supplementing my savings."

"Are your parents still alive?"

"Yes, and currently cruising the Mediterranean. Tomorrow, they will arrive in Split, Croatia.

Sarah was intrigued by the deliberately and purposeful nooks and crannies stuffed with books, magazines, and bric-a-brac. I watched her explore freely for a few minutes, checking out Sarah's ass every time she bent over.

In the end, I had to stop looking or get her attention away from anything under waist height, so I tried the most obvious ploy, given that I had opened a bottle of red wine and had onions and garlic ready for the pan.

"I was cooking my supper. Will you join me?"

"Red wine... and is that arborio rice I see on the wooden chopping board?"

"It's going to be chicken risotto once I assemble everything. Shall I make two portions?"

"It looks like you already are doing that. There are two glasses ready for the wine."

I hoped she wouldn't notice that it was a dinner for two, but Sarah couldn’t be fooled.

"Let me pour for us."

I picked up the bottle, my fingers trembled, and the wine poured awkwardly. Sarah noticed and placed a steadying hand on mine. She looked kind, glancing at the two place settings.

"What's happening, Greg? Did I come at a bad time?"

"Not really, although this evening is challenging for me."

"Why?"

"It's my Wife's birthday. She passed away five years ago, and I have recovered from that tragedy, but tonight is special, so I cook for her, too."

"Oh, I see."

Sarah looked flustered, like someone who burst into the wrong church at the precise moment when a pastor asks for anyone with just cause to halt the proceedings. She looked sympathetic, embarrassed, and about to run for the door. 

"Please don't leave, Sarah. I'm not a tragic basket case, and I don’t feel sad about it anymore because she would come back here and knock me on my ass if I were."

“Okay. I won't leave, but I truly apologize for my intrusion.”

“Not at all. Do you like Jazz?”

“Who doesn’t?” 

Sarah sat on the kitchen stool my departed wife once enjoyed. I turned and set about my task with gusto, pouring olive oil into a copper frying pan, heating it, then adding garlic and onions before sauteing on medium heat. Sarah smiled almost gleefully while sipping wine, cross-legged, looking relaxed.

I had won her over with the truth about my wife, and I hoped she would stay to see that there was no lingering sadness.

"Why are you so happy, Sarah?”

"I'm glad I came over."

"Why?"

"A guy is cooking me dinner, Greg; you have no idea how long I've waited for you to crash your car into mine. Dating in this town is far worse than a traffic collision.” 

"I'm glad I haven't scared you off."

"I'm sure your wife wouldn't want you wallowing in sadness, so perhaps she would be pleased your car drove here without my help.”

"Lizzie was a very good woman."

"For sure, you don't have to convince me of it, Greg."

"How do you figure that?"

She swirled the wine in her glass, inhaling deeply, drawing life from the deep ruby nectar and savoring that while a story was revealed on her face. Sarah was a kitchen dilettante, just like me.

"Your wife obviously loved you dearly. You built this house, but she dressed the inside with love for both of you."

"That's true. The pain of Lizzie's death is gone, but I will always remember how much fun we had."

"I'd prefer that you did."

"This is the best room in the house, Sarah."

"Second best, sweetie, and if things go well in our coming courtship, I look forward to helping you discover that."

I stirred my pan consistently, added rice, and then mixed that in before pouring a glass of white wine for added flavor. Sarah lifted an eyebrow, clearly impressed, while grinning widely. Her eyes flashed everywhere, taking in cookbooks stacked on a rustic shelf, counting bottles of wine stored throughout, and checking off a list of every pan a Chef might need dangling from the ceiling.

"Did you keep the house out of respect for Lizzie?"

"No. I knew one day, this house would be full of fun and laughter again. Children hopefully, mine or ones I acquire."

"You're sounding like a kidnapper now, Greg. It’s a good job that I know you quite well.”

“Are you remembering the times we spoke at the running track?”

“Yes, and to set the record straight, I thought you were cute and would have accepted a date had you asked.”

I shuffled around the kitchen island inconspicuously until I stood before her, close enough to be reached but sufficiently far away to avoid seeming creepy or dangerous. Sarah’s eyes were bright and sparkling, and she swayed gently, cradling an oversized glass bowl with its stem clenched between two fingers.

"I wasn't sure how to tell you about my life."

"That you were married and are now a widower?"

"Yes. It's not much of an icebreaker when asking a lady out. It draws a suspicion that I am throwing a pity party - which I am not, but how does anyone explain that a soulmate has passed and they are now seeking a new one.”

"Nothing says I love you, more than a traffic collision, that's for sure. Please don't write that on any insurance documents, by the way, Greg."

Sarah stared into my eyes, and I saw her fiery passion for life in a flicker of laughter that rippled across her face. My risotto simmered gently, so I added chicken stock and slivers of meat. I looked at my Sarah, who cricked her neck, working out tightness.

"The risotto needs time to absorb all the rich juices now."

"That's like the two of us, Greg."

"Does this all feel a bit intense to you?"

"It doesn't worry me at all, Greg. You had true love before; now, having an interest in me is not an issue. I had a husband... sorry, an asshole husband, and I am not afraid to have another man in my life.”

"Are we good, then?"

"It depends on how well your risotto performs. You have an excellent taste in wine."

"In that case, it will be orgasmic."

"Speaking of which. Is it time for a first kiss, Greg? I notice you are lingering nearby, afraid to approach or leave.”

I wasn't expecting to progress so quickly from flirting to a kiss, but I sensed Sarah needed that, and I did, too. I hesitated; she giggled, so I placed a wooden stirring spoon down, stepped between her wide-open legs, and leaned close.

"Just a kiss, Sarah?"

"For now, yes. You have more wooing to do, Greg. It will be good for both of us.

"I agree."

I loved how she never averted her eyes when we kissed, leaning forward, leaving me with slightly more than halfway of the gap to cover. My cock swelled to full erection for notions and feelings of love, not lust or lewd desire. My breathing stopped momentarily until I remembered how to resume it.

Both my hands went cold as blood pumped to other parts of my body. She clenched my fingers in hers, squeezing encouragingly as I felt desire grip every part of my soul.

I felt her kiss in my soul before it arrived. When her lips brushed against mine, it felt like butter sizzling across a hot skillet while my mind exploded. Sarah's tongue eagerly sought mine with a tenderness I'd never felt before. She paused, disengaged our kiss, leaned back an inch, and judged the moment, biting a bright red bottom lip while staring lovingly at me.

"I'm so glad you crashed into my car, Greg.”

Her expression was such teasing fun that I couldn't stop laughing.

Sarah slipped her fingers from one hand through my hair, reaching around to the back of my head, gripping tightly before pulling me closer. This time, our lips collided with more explosive force than our cars had; her tongue felt desperate for mine, testing that my affection for her was genuine.

Sarah's heels wrapped around my waist, and she spurred my ass cheeks, grinding her pussy into my solid cock. It was a promise of things to come, like an anointment as our relationship passed from friendship to a few steps beyond, but not yet to become lovers.

When she let go of me, Sarah sought validation that my feelings equaled hers, studying my face. When she smiled broadly, I guessed she spied my love, lust, and the thrill of chasing a beautiful woman.

"That was very nice, Greg. I hope it feels like progress to you. A reward for your bravery and inventiveness."

"I think we should stop."

"Why would you not sample more?"

"Because the damn risotto will stick to the pan and burn."

Sarah laughed and released me, but I saw a wild spirit dancing in her eyes that didn’t want to let go. I returned to the cooker and was pleased she followed me, collecting my wine on the way while sipping hers. After I stirred one last time, she placed both glasses down and cuddled into my back, wrapping both arms around my waist.

"Do you want a girlfriend, Greg?"

"I want a relationship with you and have secretly harbored that feeling for some time." 

"Are you sure? I can be hard work. I like a strong man who can love and be a partner with me. I made a mistake the first time but still ended up with two wonderful children."

"Do you want more children, Sarah?"

"Do you want a family, Greg?"

"Yes, but that must include Alice and Jack."

"Then yes, I'd like to have more children and find someone with whom I grow together."

“Is it weird that we are discussing these matters now?”

“I don’t have time to waste on a journey that doesn’t end in marriage, children, and a happy ever after, Greg.”

“Neither do I.”

“My dating has to take into account two children.”

“So does mine now.”

I stirred the risotto, tasting one grain of rice, pleased that it was perfect, flavorsome, and with a slight crunch. I lifted a teaspoon, scooped a small taster, and offered it to Sarah. She blew air across the creamy rice, then tasted it, frowning and delightfully whimpering.

"Oh, my... that's perfect, Greg.”

"Not quite. I'll let it sit covered for a minute off the heat to ensure it lifts perfectly."

"Time creates a wonderful bounty in many things, Greg."

"Indeed, it does."

“We must grow together.”

I turned fully around, excited that Sarah didn't withdraw her arms or step backward. She shimmered as her wave of contentment surged, and I saw goosebumps on her arms. We didn't kiss, but I sensed she wanted to.

"I'm looking forward to our date tomorrow night, Sarah."

"I don't think anything will beat that risotto."

"What did you mean by growing together?"

"Shall we sit down and discuss while we eat?”

We held hands, and I led Sarah to the dining table. She sat beside me, turning around so we could face each other.

"I need to be handled by a strong man who isn’t a bully, Greg."

"You already said that, but it could mean almost anything.”

"I can be willful. You witnessed that at the scene of our collision when I momentarily lost control.”

"Ah, I see."

"Do you?"

"I think so."

The air dripped with sexual tension, and her expression held the most provocative come-to-bed eyes I ever saw. Sarah exuded her femininity most exquisitely, forcing my cock to rub uncomfortably against my boxer shorts, wiping precum where it would leak and cause an aroma she would eventually pick up.

My heart thumped harder, quickening like a stag on the rut.

"You've activated my arousal with kindness and respect, Greg."

"I will always do that."

"I enjoy being revered and loved intensely."

"What are you saying, Sarah? There is an underlying message here, something you don't want to say out loud. Are you afraid?"

"Yes. Hold me, please."

I hugged her and felt a trembling vulnerability. Her nipples were solid, pressing hard into my chest, almost like two buttons that wanted to be pushed, sucked or tweaked.

"Sometimes I must be taken in hand, Greg."

"I thought as much, sweetheart. Don't worry, you're safe with me."

“I mean spanking.”

“I know.”


Chapter Four

What The Heart Desires. What The Soul Needs

◆◆◆

Sarah stayed at my home for a while longer, and we flirted somewhat but stopped short of anything more than a few more kisses. The fact that meaningful romantic progress was made satisfied me entirely because I felt something special was building between us.

After we enjoyed a glass of wine, I poured more for her, making an espresso for myself. She looked quizzically at me, unsure why.

"I'll drop you off home later, Sarah. I’d rather not drink anymore.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. I'll sleep more soundly knowing that you arrived home safely."

"At least other road users will be protected with me inside your car."

Sarah had an incredible sense of humor, much like mine. We'd grown comfortable with one another quickly, suggesting our kindred spirits. I was sure her suggestive comment about needing a firm hand referred to roles inside a relationship, which intrigued me. The breadcrumb trail leading to her inner desires needed further discussion to avoid any misunderstanding.

My heart rate quickened when I walked outside with an obvious erection, tenting my pants. I held the car door open for her, shutting it once she was safely inside. I felt like a gentleman pervert, desperate to please and make a good impression but equally aching to fuck the woman I'd fallen head-over-heels in love with.

"I find it difficult to confront the world and its apparent frustration, Greg."

"How so?"

"I abhor unpleasantness and confrontation."

"You seem able to handle yourself."

"I can, yes. My job as a lawyer presents me with some very acrimonious situations, and I work with a lot of nasty people, so I'm careful to avoid the same environment outside work."

"I feel the same way, Sarah. At home, an evening of jazz, some light reading, a good conversation, and no TV usually helps me shake off any lingering irritation from a heavy day."

"Do you get many of those bad days? Alice never mentions anything about her friends and doesn’t tell me about her conversations with you.”

"Some days, a tragic situation explodes. A kid with problems needs help, usually something associated with love, grief, a study problem, or a home-related trauma."

“You have a great reputation.”

“I enjoy my job. I like discipline and order, and getting that is less about the stick and more about carrots where kids are concerned.”

“But sometimes the stick is necessary, surely?”

“Yes, of course, and I can use it if I must, but not literally with children.”

I watched Sarah wriggle awkwardly in the car seat, wearing a lewd grin. She repeatedly rested her elbow on the sidearm of the car door below her passenger’s window, using that as a prop to cup her chin while staring out at the city lights in a valley below.

I slowed down so she could enjoy the view.

"The view is beautiful from up here, don't you think, Sarah?"

"Yes, it is."

She's miles away.

I pulled into a woodland car park, worried about the tears I saw welling in Sarah's eyes. I sat momentarily, let her compose a slightly worrying and sad demeanor, and then reached over to hold her hand.

"Do you want to share your thoughts with me, sweetheart?"

"I don't know if I should. It's deeply private, and we're not even on a first date yet."

"I made you dinner. We drank some wine and kissed beautifully, so I'd like to call that a first date. At the least, we aren’t strangers, and you know that anything told to me is held in the highest confidence.”

"It was a delicious risotto, Greg."

“You enjoyed a risotto today; it could be Coq-Au-Vin tomorrow."

She giggled, but the strain of something dark, perhaps fundamentally soulful, was apparent, conveyed by her micro-expressions that betrayed the powerful emotions wringing her heart. Nervous sidelong glances, anxious smiles, and a mild tremor in Sarah's fingers suggested I should probe gently.

"Is there something worrying you, Sarah?”

"A little bit… yes."

"Does your concern relate to us? Are you worried about our relationship and how fast it's developing?"

"Worrying about us? Yes - maybe it’s that, but not about the speed. I've become much more comfortable than I’d ever thought possible. I think my kids are pushing me in your direction.”

"I thought so. It was a strange comment you made back at my house earlier, then again in the car just now, and it's all I can think about."

She frowned, and her mouth stretched wider on one side of her face while her brow furrowed, almost into a cringe, a sign I took to mean that Sarah was deeply ashamed of something. Her cheeks flushed, nostrils flared amid high emotions, and I saw a gentle shiver elicit goosebumps on both arms.

"Is our relationship likely to progress to lovemaking, Greg?"

"I certainly want that, don't you?"

Sarah stiffened, and her face rippled with a torment of emotions surging through it. She was highly emotional, and I saw a familiar therapist’s dam of problems ready to burst and flood me.

"Are you a gentle man, Greg?"

“I opened your door and have always been polite and thoughtful, but I guess it’s for you to decide.”

“No, not gentleman - are you a gentle man, as in not rough.”

"I'm not cruel or harsh and consider myself primarily a nurturer. My job suggests that about me, and I even coach track to help others. Do I give you an impression otherwise?"

“No, I guess not.”

“Have you been physically abused, Sarah?”

She opened the door and slipped quickly out of the car, so I followed. We were in the hills overlooking our city where tall pine trees swayed in medium to strong gusts, creating an immense swishing sound that lifts one's emotions with excitement and foreboding.

Mysterious, exciting shadows were cast everywhere as the trees moved. The moon was almost full, bathing us brightly, and the boy in me wanted to howl at it, but that felt inappropriate given Sarah's melancholy.

I sidled up gently behind her as she stood close to the edge of a hill that dropped steeply into an eerily dark ravine packed with forest. The lights of our community twinkled brightly, lifting hearts and offering hope in a sea of swaying darkness. When I melted into her back, my arms slipped gently around Sarah’s waist, and I clutched her stomach, feeling the beautiful, tiny baby pouch that stubbornly remained despite thousands of crunches. 

Sarah leaned into me, placing both her palms on mine.

“I’m fat, Greg.”

“You have incredible abs."

“There is a baby pouch I can’t lose.”

“I love it.”

“Do you really?”

She craned her neck to judge the truth in my eyes and expression, but I meant every word, much preferring to lick a pussy queening on my mouth while caressing a stomach like hers rather than a washing board.

“I’ll never lie to you, Sarah - not even to make you feel better. You can expect the truth from me, and I prefer that in return.”

"I work out every day. I want someone to be proud and honored to have me."

"I am honored right here, right now - job done.”

"Are you really proud and happy to have me, Greg?"

"I am deeply affected by you - how many men do you know who went to the lengths I have for a date?”

“That’s true.”

“I love having you in my life and the positive sense of purpose that drives within me. You make me want to be a better man, Sarah."

"Oh my god, Greg, I desperately hope that’s true. I'm sorry for all of this drama.”

“It’s no drama, but I am confused at why you seem so distressed.”

“I’m in a state. Things that happened in marriage, after that, unkindnesses I have spoken, including to you. If I were a Catholic, I would go to confession.”

My mind worked overtime because I wasn’t sure what Sarah was driving at. Subtle hints suggested she needed counsel, perhaps a confessor, but without clarity, it seemed risky for me to push too far down the road toward a certain taboo.

“Do you have a friend to talk to?”

“Yes, but I need much more than talking.”

“Can you say what that is?”

“I would like to atone for being a nuisance and for everything I’ve said and done that inflicted harm on you.”

“You haven’t harmed me.”

“But I feel I have and now desperately need to expel that negative energy.”

I was starting to feel like the lead in a romantic tragedy.

I contemplated how to help while she rubbed my hands. We watched the lights and enjoyed a gathering storm amid high emotions. I knew Sarah wanted some relief, possibly a combination of mental, physical, and sexual. I didn’t know her well enough nor understand her problem to the extent I felt confident about how to help.

Sarah tilted her head backward in a moonlight lover's tryst pulled out of a romance blockbuster novel. I smelled her glorious aroma, detecting the musky trace of her decadent arousal. I figured my girlfriend was layering her gusset with a tawdry, sticky cream, the taste of which I loved.

“Spit it out, please, sweetheart.”

"What happens if we make love and discover we aren't sexually compatible, Greg?"

"Are you from another planet?"

"Oh, please don't joke around. I'm serious. People have different kinks.”

"You'll have to explain what you said earlier in more detail, Sarah, so that I can pinpoint the kink. I don't want to misunderstand you."

"Take a wild guess at what I most love doing, please, Greg. No matter how outrageous or wrong you are, I won’t think any less of you.”

I inhaled sharply, and she did, too. A protective bubble formed around us, but Sarah’s whole body still trembled in anticipation, and she looked like a bundle of nerves, almost reaching the point of an emotional meltdown.

I placed my hand on her chest, feeling her heart pounding like a doe hunted by a wolf.

"I think you want to be disciplined when appropriate."

“Oh my god, it feels so good to hear you say it.”

"I think you are asking me to thrash you over my knee or other convenient prop with the flat of my hand.”

"That's exactly it, Greg. I need a spanking so badly to keep me grounded at work and home. Doing it might even become an annoyance to you."

"It will never be a burden to spank you, but I have no desire to inflict pain, Sarah."

"Will you take me in hand, though - please? I am fucking begging you.”

"Of course, but I shall always be kind, loyal, and worship you. We can’t go too far. Any discipline I carry out on you must be consensual and use a safe word. Is that what you want, Sarah?"

"Yes please… oh my god, yes.”

She whispered her answer, but the relief that sentence signaled was palpable throughout her body. When Sarah breathed out, something inside her changed, and she finally relaxed. She turned around slowly to face me, and I gripped her ass cheeks, clenching my fingers deep into her firm flesh while staring into burning, passionate eyes that were alive like braziers of fire at a pagan ritual.

"Your pupils have dilated, Sarah."

"Because you hit my nail on its head, my love."

My cock throbbed, begging to be released, so I could fuck my new girlfriend or, at the very least, be wanked off hard to spread my seed into the wind and impregnate anything it caught hold of. She knew I was aroused, pressing herself harder onto my iron-hard cock, massaging it with her fully clothed pussy.

“Are you submissive, Sarah?”

“Very, but never a pushover if I am bullied.”

"I can see that. You've fully relaxed now that we got the awkwardness out of the way.”

"I need a dominant man, Greg. Can you be that?"

"Yes, Sarah, but there must be boundaries, which take time to discuss and build. I have never managed a sub, so this will be new. I must learn.”

"I will be as obedient as possible and help however you’d like.”

"Are you certain about this, Sarah? Only yesterday, you asked me to take things slowly."

"That was my overly cautious neurosis. The lawyer in me is such a fucking pain in the ass. I like to shed her when at home, but sometimes she grinds away at me, thinking of the worst outcomes. Do you think I'm mad?"

"Not at all."

"So, what do you think right now, Greg?"

"Being your boyfriend is one thing. Doing that in a dominant-submissive relationship dynamic is quite something else and places enormous responsibility on me. I'd love to do it, but we haven't even discussed being a couple yet."

"I'd like us to be that, and as you just said, we already concluded our first date."

"I'll spank you frequently, Sarah. If I feel you are overly tense or upset, no matter where we are or when, I'll find a private spot and thrash you."

Her eyes lit up, sparkling excitedly because I'd accessed that part of her psyche that needed a firm hand and a loving relationship. I wasn't an expert in D/s play or any BDSM, but I knew Sarah immediately needed therapeutic relief, and I was willing to try helping.

I pointed to my Range Rover, smiling while using a firm tone.

“Walk to my car, lean over the hood, and lift your skirt, Sarah.”

"Of course I shall, Greg. I'll do anything you say."

She moved gracefully, enjoying every moment of submissively presenting a gorgeous ass covered by light orange French lace panties. When I stood behind her, Sarah prostrated herself on the hood of my Range Rover, splaying both hands as far forward and wide apart as she could while pointing her ass higher.

When I heard Sarah’s long, contented sigh, I knew we were heading in the right direction.

I leaned over her, pressing my cock deep into the crack of her ass while restraining Sarah against the steel sheet hood of my car. While enjoying a mild aromatic whiff of a woman aroused, I lifted her lengthy hair, draping it neatly over one shoulder before planting soft kisses along her quivering neckline.

"This is exactly what I need, Greg."

"I'm going to peel down your panties in a moment, then diligently thrash both ass cheeks until they turn pink and feel very sore. Is this the first time you'll choose a safe word during a first date?"

"Actually, yes, it is.”

"What would you prefer, Sarah? Choose something memorable and quickly spoken."

"Peach."

"Like your ass cheeks will be soon."

“Oh please, Greg.”

When I slid both thumbs into the waistband of her panties, Sarah gasped, turned her head sideways, and planted her cheek firmly on the hood, smiling backward at me. I slipped her panties smoothly down her beautifully silken thighs and past her knees while dropping slowly into a crouch position.

Peeling down Sarah's underwear released a flood of pussy juice, the rivulets of which zig zagged along her thighs, exuding an overpowering delectable aroma. I watched a tiny teardrop-shaped bead of her shame escape a pouting, trembling slit before dribbling down her thigh in a straight line. I stopped the tawdry bead of nectar with my index finger and followed the sticky trail back to its source, where I prised her labia wide apart with my free hand.

I inhaled the musky scent of Sarah’s arousal and glanced down into her panties that were stretched wide between both ankles. The sight and smell of a large damp patch nestled like a cute kiss in her gusset ignited my libido. When I slid my finger inside Sarah's sticky hole to thoroughly examine the source of her leak, she moaned delightfully, shuffling both feet wider, enjoying how her underwear constrained them.

I slipped a second finger deep inside Sarah's pussy hole, enjoying how tight she was and especially when she clenched powerful pelvic floor muscles on and off, as though proving she was a good girl. I pumped her tight, slick hole a few times to ensure her full submissive inner girl was activated, then withdrew my fingers, licking and sucking off her thick creamy coating.

My libido roared as her sweet flavor burned across my tongue, searing every taste bud until my mouth was captivated, and only she prevailed in all my senses. She pointed her ass higher, desperate to have her pussy licked, so I helped, using both hands to cleave her ass cheeks wider apart, opening Sarah's cunt wide like a rosebud in the morning’s sun.

Sarah’s thighs trembled, and she whimpered, clawing her fingernails along the sheet metal of my Range Rover hood.

“I can feel your hot breath on my hole, Greg.”

“You have the most beautiful pussy I ever saw, sweetheart.”

“Even after squeezing two kids out.”

“They won’t be the last.”

“Good.”

I flattened my tongue and plowed from her clitoris to the hole where so much sweet nectar pooled. When I puckered my lips and kissed the trembling hole I was going to fuck soon, I sucked, harvesting and swallowing the hormonal ambrosia I was already addicted to.

Sarah hard-wired my love to her through taste and smell; now I must do the same for her using touch, however stinging that might be.

When I swallowed enough of Sarah's pussy cream and knew it was time to move on before she orgasmed, I stood up behind her, leaned over, and kissed my new girlfriend, enjoying the depravity by which her tongue sought the sweet pussy taste I had so immensely enjoyed.

"Whenever you're outside from now on, I'd prefer if you keep at least one spare pair of panties available. We may enjoy lovemaking at my discretion, or I might take you another way, and it's important you feel comfortable afterward."

"Yes, Greg."

"When I'm done thrashing you, without saying a word, I want you to pull up your panties, kneel and suck my cock. I'll tap gently three times on your head as a sign I'm about to cum. What happens after that is entirely your choice."

"No need to tap, Greg. I'll swallow every drop of your semen and prove I can be your good girl."

"Then afterward, you'll thank me. Am I clear, Sarah?"

"Yes, Greg. Thank you."

She looked playfully submissive and was enjoying my efforts while I felt nervous, not wishing to harm a hair on her head. I tucked Sarah’s skirt hem into its waistband to make sure there could be no cushion between her ass cheeks and my palm.

As I lined up the first stroke, my heart thumped like a bass drum on a marching parade while my girlfriend quivered in anticipation, whining delightfully between clenched teeth.

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

Sarah flinched each time I stroked her ass. I felt powerful yet kind, loving, and helpful, but still apprehensive. She moaned lasciviously and then settled into an almost constant contented purr any cat would be proud of. My new girlfriend's arms stretched wider across the hood, her head flattened closer on its sheet metal, and she relaxed, becoming the submissive woman that was her essential sexual being.

“Am I hurting you, Sarah?”

“No - I love it. If you hurt me, I promise to use my safe word.”

“Sorry. I’m worried about going too far.”

“You won’t - this spanking helps me so much.”

I worked Sarah's ass with my palm, applying ever-increasing ferocity in sets of five strokes, pausing for around thirty seconds between each set, allowing her to soak up the disciplinary and therapeutic sensations.

I enjoyed watching the increased blood flow to both cheeks, turning speckled pink, then bright scarlet, and later a deeper shade of red, almost like a good burgundy. I knew my thrashing would bruise and remind her the next day every time she sat down.

Sarah sighed blissfully, smiling broadly once I reached thirty strokes, blinking several times before floating off to a place only the most proficiently spanked submissives know, understand, and enjoy.

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

"Are you okay, sweetheart? I want you to answer me."

"I'm so much more than okay, Greg. I'm in a dreamy nirvana, and I can't thank you enough. This helps me become centered and balanced - I am so happy right now.”

"It's my pleasure. Am I thrashing you hard enough?"

"It's perfect, and you catching each ass cheek in turn is so fucking nice."

"Quiet now, baby, there is more to come."

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

{Stroke} - Smack!

“Oh god, it feels so fucking good.”

"This will be the last ten strokes, honey; remember what I told you about what comes next. Please do the very best you can.”

While I thrashed her as hard as possible, Sarah didn't say anything, impressing me. It was clear she wanted to be dominated but not from a place of cruelty, and that suited me perfectly as well. Hurting her felt awful, but I focused on the benefit she reported rather than the feeling of applying it gave me.

I finished up her spanking with a gentle rub of my palm against both cheeks that made her giggle and squirm, at the end of which Sarah stood, turning around with the most satisfied grin I have ever seen on a man or woman. She stooped and pulled up her panties before smoothing down her ruffled skirt.

Sarah stepped close to me, wrapping both arms around my neck, kissing me with passion and fire that forced a final few drops of blood into my cock, making it steely-solid.

She didn't wait for my cue or waste any time, following my instructions perfectly. When Sarah unbuckled my belt, pulling down my pants, then boxer shorts, she gripped the base of my cock so tightly, and with such an expert hand, it felt like we'd been lovers for years - or at least she’d had a great deal of practice.

When Sarah's mouth clamped around the head of my cock she sucked it hard while brushing the tip with her tongue, almost forcing it inside. I was in paradise, and feelings of lust, love, and taboo-breaking surged wildly through my body, tensing every muscle and stretching my sinews. She clenched her lips tightly around my shaft and drove them along it, bobbing her face up and down my veiny solid cock while I gasped repeatedly, crawling backward onto the Range Rover hood, resting my heels on its fender.

Sarah reached around my back and gripped both ass cheeks, prising them wide open until my puckered hole rubbed the steel sheet hood. She licked up and down my bulging urethra, sucking each of my balls before returning to a throbbing glans, where she harvested every fresh drop of sticky pre-cum oozing from my slit.

Sarah gave such excellent fellatio that I wondered where her technique was learned and how many had enjoyed her lips and tongue before me. I didn’t care about her body count because it was none of my business; in any case, Sarah was mine now. I was in love and enjoying a woman who needed me as much as I needed her.

She released my ass cheeks, wrapping both hands around my gnarly shaft, fist-pumping it furiously as though seconds remained before my semen would become past its shelf-life.

My cock suddenly jerked and twitched, unloading an ocean of hot seed in wildly flung ropes that were launched across a gap, spraying inside Sarah's mouth, coating her tonsils and the back of her throat as she tongued the tiny slit delivering my seed, continuing to wank my cock effortlessly.

To give Sarah her due, she knew how to exhaust a man's prostate, servicing me with such effectual grace that I had to beg her to stop and thank her in the end. She stood and poked out her tongue so I could see my sticky cream coating layering. Then, with a cute, sassy smile, she swallowed every drop and poked her tongue out again for my inspection.

“Good girl.”

"The ice between us is well and truly broken now, Greg."

"I wasn't expecting any of this, sweetheart."

"I think we must have adult conversations about our wants and needs. There is no point heading into a relationship unless we are entirely sexually compatible."

"I agree."

She helped me slide my boxer briefs and pants back on, zipping them up before kissing me. It was the first time I'd tasted my semen, and I enjoyed her swapping traces of my salty treat with me on an electric tongue that lit me up.

When I hugged her amid wailing, gusty winds, swirling trees, and the start of a storm, I stared into her eyes, conveying my happiness.

"I love you, Sarah."

"I knew that at the collision scene.”

“You were so angry with me.”

“I know, but your politeness and lack of surprise made me suspect something else was happening.”

“So you knew?”

“I guess so, but more in hindsight than anything.”

I was unsure what to do next. With Sarah wrapped in my arms and the storm gathering around us, bending trees almost violently, it was probably time to get her home, but I felt as though I'd been selfish.

"Would you enjoy my tongue, Sarah?"

"I'd rather wait until you fuck me after our next date if that is your intention. I love to feel sexually frustrated. Sometimes, I go for days on end without using my wand or dildo.”

“You must refrain until we make love then.”

“Okay, Greg. I promise not to wank myself or use a dildo tonight or tomorrow, regardless of how messy my panties become."

"Fuck... Sarah! That's so goddamn horny."

"Can you take me home, please, Greg? I need to sleep because I want to be in my best possible condition in case you decide to fuck me tomorrow."


Chapter Five

Settling Her Nerves And Showing Love

◆◆◆

When I dropped Sarah off at her home, we kissed goodbye in the time-honored tradition of lovestruck couples, longingly and until disturbed by a daughter who wondered why the outdoor motion-activated lights kept coming on. My girlfriend felt warm, relaxed, and comfortable as I held her in my arms with a vibrancy that reminded me of youthful dating and the headiness of a romantic farewell at a girl's front door.

When it was time for her to step inside, Sarah lingered, still clutching my fingers. She shuffled her feet forward and backward on the front step, neither crossing the threshold into her home nor stepping firmly back into my arms.

"I'm not ready for tonight to end, Greg."

"We could sleep in the bushes; it's not so cold."

"You have a lovely sense of humor. I wish you could come in, but it's just too soon, even though Alice caught us.”

"Don't worry. I can wait and suffer the sexual tension of abstinence for a few hours longer. As you have said... It's something you enjoy, and you, my dear, are worth waiting for.”

"Well... Yes, and thank you.”

Sarah wanted to talk more, but her eyes nervously averted mine, and I felt she struggled to get the words out. When my new girlfriend finally tore herself away from me, waving an awkward goodbye before shutting the door behind her, I knew all was not well.

I waited outside and heard a loud sigh, then the bump of her ass against a wooden door panel inches from me. The back of her head pressed lightly against a small frosted pane of glass at the top of the door, and then finally, she face-planting, sobbing loudly, sounding frustrated.

I gently knocked on the wooden part of Sarah’s front door, and she answered immediately, looking surprised that I'd stayed. She wiped away tears, almost ashamed of her emotional state.

"What's wrong, Sarah? I can hear you crying from outside."

"I just don't know what to do next, Greg. I really am sorry for what happened tonight. I felt so desperate and then became such a slut."

"I don't understand, sweetheart. We connected romantically, lovingly, then sexually, and you enjoyed a thrashing... the first of many to come once I get my eye in and buy the right whips and paddles."

"Oh Greg, this is precisely what I want, but I fear it might turn out badly."

"Why?"

"I'm so fucking overwhelmed by arousal and love. I want to fuck you so badly, but at the same time, I feel doing it too soon is me being too easy for you... and... And - fuck!”

"You think I'll make love to you, then leave and move on?”

This is where men and women differ so much. I doubt I could hold myself back if Sarah didn’t, which she did, for good reasons, too. She wanted a nest partner, not a cuckoo that would lay an egg and fly away. It was a matter of confidence, and I needed to build hers.

"Greg, I have two children that respect and love me. I'm a great lawyer who can eviscerate my courtroom opponent, but I enjoy being thrashed by my boyfriend before we have even dated properly. What the fuck is that all about? I'm a goddamn mess."

"Can we sit on the bench in your garden, please, Sarah?"

I led her to a nearby wrought iron and wooden plank bench. We were in the shadows on the edge of a garden clearing lit by moonlight, surrounded by trees, with a flower bed nearby. The wind didn't affect her house because Sarah’s community was sheltered in a valley between rows of other homes. It was quiet, peaceful, and perfect for what I had in mind.

“Why are we here, Greg?”

"We can't be overlooked, not even by your kids in the house."

"Are you sure?"

"Positive; now sit on my lap, Sarah."

She smiled and sat sideways on my lap, wrapping one arm tightly around my neck while I slipped both of mine around her waist. I kissed Sarah softly; her lips felt like silk, wafting smoothly across mine. Our tongues tormented each other, sizzling like steam from molten lava pouring into the ocean.

When Sarah disengaged from our kiss and glanced around her garden to check we were alone, I slipped a hand onto her knee, forcing the hem of her skirt to mid-thigh height. Her skin was smooth as a baby’s, with powerful muscles rippling underneath. She twitched, shivered, and smiled, a delightful reaction to my touch.

"Tell me what's wrong, please, Sarah. I thought you enjoyed stewing in sexual frustration, and now it seems like torture and not at all pleasant to see."

"Ordinarily, I enjoy waiting a while to sleep with someone new; at least, that’s how it was before I married - there has been nobody else since. It seems different now because I've never felt this way about anyone before - not even my soon-to-be ex-husband.”

“Why is it different between us, Sarah?”

“Well, for starters, you almost make me orgasm from just touching and caressing me; even the sound of your voice is getting me off, and that's driving me fucking nuts. I behaved like a total slut tonight."

"I don't feel like we did anything wrong, Sarah. I really enjoyed spanking you across the hood of my SUV, and your blowjob afterward was the best I ever enjoyed."

"Really?"

Sarah squirmed, pressing her pussy onto an exceedingly erect cock. Her face shot a desperate, anxious expression, and she hung on to every word of my mouth.

"I would never lie to you, Sarah. You've asked me to take you in hand. Lying would end everything between us very quickly. For a love like ours to work, honesty and trust must prevail in every regard."

"I'm being stupid."

"I don't think so. Please explain to me why you enjoy being sexually frustrated."

"I need the denial aspect. It counters my guilt for weaknesses I recognize in myself."

"We all have flaws, sweetheart."

"Mine cause me severe pain."

I thought about that momentarily and felt an important point was missed. It was early in our relationship for me to speak harshly, but I had to say something or lose momentum.

"Sorry, Sarah... and umm, please don't take this the wrong way, but isn't it my call to remedy this situation rather than yours to agonize over it?”

"I don't understand Greg."

I slipped my fingers further along Sarah's silken thigh, gently pressing the flat of my hand against both legs, forcing them apart. She resisted at first, shooting me a quizzical look.

"I'd like you to do as you're told, Sarah. Open your legs wide right away like a good girl."

"Are you sure? I'm very aroused, and I feel quite ashamed about that."

"I know. I'd like to see how swollen and wet your pussy is.”

"Jesus, Greg, I'm in a fucking shameful state, yards away from my kids.”

"Stop worrying about that and do as you're told."

She reluctantly parted her knees wider open, trembling vigorously. The skirt I’d already pushed up rode higher along her legs, exposing Sarah's underwear. My fingers reached a warm, sticky mess further up her thighs, and she grunted knowingly, then grinned broadly. As I smiled reassuringly, I slid a finger along the damp line of Sarah’s slit, feeling a drenched gusset that was smoking hot to the touch.

"I told you that I was wet and didn't want you to be disappointed in me. Sorry. It seems I cannot control myself when you are nearby - I wouldn’t be surprised if you smell me on your car seat leather.”

"I'm smiling for that very reason, sweetheart."

"Please explain why you think it's great that I am a hormonal mess, Greg?"

"You're punishing yourself for being beautiful, sexy, and wanting a cock to slide deep inside your pussy."

"Umm, maybe that's true. It's a bit fucking slutty to feel like that all day, though."

"Not in your case. It's sexual denial that's making you desperately unhappy, almost like you are stopping breathing to punish yourself. You want to be a slut and then beat yourself up over that."

"Being a slut isn't very nice."

"In the context of being one inside a loving relationship, it can be enjoyable for both of us."

"You'd enjoy having a slut for a girlfriend?"

"A woman that desperately wanted to fuck me all day long, anywhere, in any position I choose? Yes, definitely. In fact, I can't think of anything I'd like more. You are the very perfect male description of a perfect woman.”

"I don't understand you sometimes, Greg."

"Okay, stand up, slip off your panties, and hand them to me."

She whined slightly in surprise, huffed and puffed, then glanced around the garden to ensure we weren't being watched. When Sarah stood, stooped cutely, as girls do when peeling off underwear, she reached up inside her skirt, squatting slightly. I saw relief in her expression when she gripped her waistband, pulled on her bottom lip, and sighed.

I lifted Sarah’s skirt and watched my girlfriend thumb down her French lace panties over stunning, rounded buttocks while she wriggled, then down exquisitely silken thighs, sliding them past the knees, and then off when she stepped out, scrunching before handing them to me.

"They're fucking filthy, boyfriend."

"Good. Now stand close to me with your legs wide apart."

While Sarah maneuvered herself around until she stood between my legs, I raised her damp underwear to my nose, breathing deeply while she screwed her face into a contorted, tawdry mess.

Her aroma smelled divine, and I smiled so she knew I approved. When I handed her the panties to smell, Sarah sniffed and then smiled, looking like someone who had discovered a new thing they liked.

"There is nothing to be ashamed of in the gusset of these knickers. All I see are layers of sticky love. Whenever we go out, and this honied nectar leaks, you'll always bring a spare pair or two, okay?"

"Yes, Greg."

"Lift your skirt high, please; turn around and bend over.”

Sarah moaned again, shooting me a bratty, naughty girl smile that sent the last few drops of blood my cock needed to become fully erect.

“Feet wider apart.”

When Sarah was as easily accessible as it was possible to be under the circumstances, I plowed my index finger along her creamy slit, deliberately brushing hard against her sticky, solid clitoris. When she squealed, gripped her ankles with both hands, and pushed back, I knew she wanted more.

She gasped when I slid a three-fingered wedge into her fuck hole, and she forced all her weight backward to get more. After a few passes in and out of her tight, wet hole with my rudimentary finger dildo, a beautiful, glistening cream coating lay thick on my digits.

I withdrew my finger wedge, stared at the glistening sweet veneer coating my fingers, sniffed deeply, and savored it before devouring my ambrosia.

When I slid my finger wedge inside her pussy for a second, then a third and more, increasing speed and friction, Sarah dropped her ass slightly lower, trying to press against my finger. I used my spare hand to splay her pussy lips wide apart between my index finger and thumb, then strummed along her slit, brushing the swollen pink pearl standing proud with all fingertips amply lubricated by my lover.

"You have oversized labia."

"I'm so fucking ashamed of them, Greg. They are enormous."

"They look, feel, and taste exquisite. I love your pussy so much and can't wait to kneel in front and lick you out for hours."

Sarah craned her neck and stared into my eyes with an: are you fucking serious, expression. I nodded, and she examined my soul, searching for truth.

“Now turn around and hold up your skirt.”

After I turned, she bit her skirt hem, placed her hands on my shoulders, and held the fabric aloft to keep offering me access.

"Are you just being polite, Greg?"

"I already told you that's not the case. Are you enjoying me playing with your cunt, Sarah?"

"Yes, very much, but I feel so fucking sleazy out here getting finger-banged like a teenager.”

"What's wrong with me doing this to the woman I love whenever I like?"

"Nothing. It feels so good but also seriously fucking depraved."

"Depraved is good. You leaking pussy cream all over my hand because you're aroused is wonderful and natural. I can’t see what’s wrong, and I want you to become used to it.”

I continued fingering my girlfriend, enjoying her uncontrollable shivering, frequent knee buckling, goosebumps shimmering on her arms, and the loving, then lewd expressions that rippled across her beautiful face.

Sarah gasped, leaned forward, bowed her head, and tapped it gently against mine. A powerful orgasm approached, so I backed off in speed and friction, brushing her sticky cream-coated, engorged labia more gently, taking Sarah back down a pleasure wave before she bolted for an orgasm too soon.

Sarah's eyes darted nervously, this way and that. She looked frustrated and wanted to dive over the chasm's edge into a massive orgasm, but I wasn't ready for her to be released quite yet.

"Okay, that's really nice. What's next, please, sweet boyfriend?"

"I want you to sit on my lap again, and I'll finger you until you squirt on the grass,"

"Fucking hell, Greg, that's gross."

She looked stunned and disgusted, but her almost instant acquiescence impressed me when she sat on the edge of my knee and spread her knees wide. Sarah was beginning to obey and trust me, a sign I was hitting the spot.

"Do as you're told, Sarah. Have you squirted before?"

"Never. I always hold it back."

"Not this time, honey. You'll be a good girl for me and soak the grass when you cum."

"Fuck… I… I, oh my!”

"In the future, when we go for walks, you'll pee au natural more often, and I'll hold you while you squat, wiping everything clean with my tongue afterward."

"Jesus Christ, Greg. Where is all of this coming from?"

"You must learn to enjoy and embrace your sexuality, Sarah, rather than be constrained and ruined by it."

"You want me to be a slut?"

With Sarah sitting in my lap and her legs spread wide apart, I fingered my girlfriend as any boy would do for a consenting girl he loved or lusted for. She moaned, shuddered vigorously, and kissed my neck before licking around me while exploring, then chewing my earlobe, panting all the while, and whimpering, seemingly enjoying every moment.

"You are trembling, Sarah."

"I know, I'm out of fucking control."

"I'm in control here, sweetheart, and you have nothing to fear."

Her head slumped into the crook of my neck and shoulder as she submitted entirely. Sarah moaned with increasing noise and passionate swirls of her head and hair, always returning to the safety of my neck, where she kissed me.

I strummed four fingertips expertly up and down her creamy slit, brushing an oversized, throbbing clitoris that dangled tantalizingly out of its protective skin pouch. Her pink nub felt creamy, sticky, and somewhat sizzling. When I peered down, I saw her pinkness was wet and delicious, but I resisted going down on her because I didn't want to push my girlfriend too far.

"I'm going to cum hard and very soon, Greg."

"Don't forget what I said, baby. I will be vexed if you don’t squirt.”

"Are you sure about this?"

"I'll take you back to my home and thrash you hard if you don't soak the grass and splash unicorn pee all over my shoes.”

I lightly whipped my fingertips across Sarah's swollen clitoris ever faster, enjoying her body twitching violently while she squealed, jerking around on my knee, gripping my neck. My heart pumped like pistons ramming back and forth on a steam locomotive, and I felt an urgent need to lay her down and make love - but I didn’t.

When Sarah screamed, clasping a hand across her mouth, I felt a high-pressure jet of her nectar splash against my fingers. It was the first divine squirt of a tumultuous orgasm. I whispered for her to go for it, and she did, squirting her orgasm hard and fast into a growing puddle on the grass.

When I licked my fingers and nodded approvingly, Sarah smiled, realizing she'd been worrying about nothing.

She kept on squirting wildly, and a new jet of ambrosia shot out every few seconds while I dragged her clitoris around in a wide circle, pressing it hard and smacking it with my fingertips while directing more of her squirting into the grass.

A large puddle formed below, soaking in quickly, but she gazed at it in wonder instead of being embarrassed. When the shuddering and trembling of her stormy orgasm got too much, Sarah leaned into me and begged in whispers that I must stop.

We ended with a kiss celebrated in the heavens by a shooting star that I glimpsed from the corner of my eye. We shared the bounty of our efforts that coated my fingers, licking them clean together as though sharing ice cream and enjoying nature's honeyed nectar.

"Was that so bad, Sarah?"

"No."

"I don't want you to deny yourself any sexual gratification any longer."

"What should I do when I feel the need to fuck you and you aren’t around?”

"If you need satisfaction, come to me or call and ask permission to use a toy. Take something handy to work as well, like a clitoris tickler with a small dildo that you can use in the toilets or at a private desk."

Sarah finally seemed at peace, and she nuzzled her head into my neck, planting tender kisses in a trail leading to my lips. I saw cauldrons of passionate fire blaze in her eyes and a lascivious, loving smile painted on soft lips.

"Okay. In that case, can you please spend the night here, Greg?"

"Are you sure?"

"I desperately want you to make love to me, sweetheart."


Chapter Six

Love Everlasting

◆◆◆

The darkness in our tawdry hiding place became an issue when we stood. Knowing her garden like the back of her hand, Sarah led the way to her front door, giggling like we were kids sneaking around behind our parents’ backs.

The door opened almost silently, and we stepped inside a small, darkened, marble-floored hallway. The wide stairs wound in a full circle from the bottom floor to the top and were awkward to navigate when you had to be silent, but there were no loose or creaky floorboards yet.

I stubbed my toe on a step and muffled my cry, but there was noise. Sarah rounded on me, stifling laughter.

"You must be quiet, Greg."

“How will we make love silently?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you a screamer?”

“Umm, a bit - yeah.”

“I have an idea, Sarah.”

"Go ahead."

As luck wouldn’t have it, I stepped onto a creaking floorboard, and she dared not move down to join me. The taste of Sarah's pussy was fresh in my throat, tongue, and burned my lips. All I could smell was her sweet leaking hormones, exuding sex from inches away, where she stood two steps higher, wearing a short skirt and no panties because those were in my pocket.

Sarah leaned down, choking back her laughter.

"Why not wake Alice and be honest about our relationship?"

"Fuck no. She'll hear us fucking afterward, and I can't bear that, at least not yet."

"I didn't mean for us to stay here and make love."

"What then?"

"Alice can sit for Jack and make his breakfast while I prepare yours at my place in the morning.”

"Oh... you mean, go back to your place and make love there?"

"Yes, if you'd like that. We need to stop whispering because we’ll be discovered soon.

She desperately clutched a palm over her mouth, stifling a fit of giggles, and I saw a teenage girl's verve for life sparkle in her eyes. I choked back my laughter, gripping a stair rail to steady myself while Sarah turned around and sat backward on a step.

She laughed so much, her legs opened wide, and I saw the most beautiful and enticing pussy, presented perfectly for me. I wanted to lean in and enjoy licking my girlfriend's fleshy, oversized labia and could have done it very easily, but to tragic consequences if one of her kids came onto the upstairs landing.

I stared and breathed her in deeply, enjoying the sight of soft, curly pubic whorls that suggested a buried treasure lay inside. Beads of Sarah's pussy juice clung to individual hairs like nectar waiting to be collected by a lucky tongue, and my cock almost tore open the fabric constraining it.

Sarah flashed me a wide-eyed loving stare, then looked shocked when she realized what drew my attention. She snapped her knees shut, laughing again at our comical situation. A shuffling noise nearby struck terror in my heart.

"You guys could wake the dead. What is going on, Mom? Is Greg here for a late-night booty call?"

"Shit, Alice... umm... no, no, Jesus... fuck! Look... I'm sorry."

Alice slipped in behind her Mom, wrapping both legs protectively around her waist and arms around her neck, chuckling. She kissed her Mom on the neck, then stared at me, studying my body language like women do when they suspect something is awry - I was a guy chasing her Mom rather than her College counselor.

"Hi, Greg."

"Hi, Alice."

"Are you providing Mom a bedroom turndown service on top of the free ride home?"

"Something like that, yeah."

"Will you still respect my mother in the morning?"

"Of course."

"Ahh, so you are here on a booty call."

"I didn't say that."

"No, but you are here to bed my Mom. Yes or no?"

"I love your Mom."

"I'll take that as a yes."

"Okay, Alice - I’m sorry for not being more discrete. I will leave now and court your mother properly.”

“Making love is part of courtship, and you should remember that I am an adult, so I understand Mom needs romance and love.”

“What are you saying, Alice?”

“You have my blessing to take her. God knows she needs it, probably all night long. My asshat Dad, whom I love dearly, wasn't very nice to my Mom."

"I love your Mom, Alice."

"I can see that. You guys don't need to sneak around for my sake, but Jack might feel weird if Greg is squeezing his oranges for breakfast."

Sarah looked mortified, bowing her head in shame, silently cursing herself, courtesy of the parenting demons lurking inside. I cupped my girlfriend's chin in a palm while Alice comforted her Mom.

"Shall we see each other for dinner tomorrow night, Sarah?"

"No, if Alice can cope and doesn't think of me as a slut, I'd like to come home with you, please."

"How could I ever believe that, Mom? I think you and Greg make a fantastic couple, and it's time for you to move on from Dad."

"Are you sure, baby?"

"Yeah. I'm going to bed now, so you guys must decide. Whatever you choose, whether to stay here or go to Greg's place... I don't mind even if you scream down the rafters - I have pods, and Jack sleeps like a log.”

She stood up and smiled at me, kissing her Mom on the cheek while whispering something in her ear. When Sarah glanced back up at me after Alice was gone, she smiled and parted her legs wide open, giving me the most perfect eyeful.

“Umm, surely not now, Sarah?”

"Not here, but would you like to taste and fuck my pussy tonight?"

“At my place?"

"Yes, please. If the offer remains open, I’d love poached eggs on toast for breakfast.”

We strolled through, then out of Sarah's house, holding hands like we had always been together. She lightly skipped down the garden path, grinning from ear to ear while I rode a cushion of romantic air. I opened the front passenger’s door of my Range Rover, lifted her, and slid my girlfriend inside. She turned and stared with flaming eyes.

"I can't kiss you right now, Sarah."

"Why, sweetheart?"

"I'm frightened it will go further, and I'll fuck you right here."

"Oh, in that case, you'd better get me to your bed and do the job right the first time."

When I reached the driver's door, Sarah had both feet aloft, with her heels planted firmly on my dashboard and legs spread wide apart.

"You drive, and I'll feed you."

"Oh fuck, this is too much for any man to handle."

"Don't worry, Greg, I'll be worth it. I doubt it will take me long to orgasm once you slide your big cock deep inside me."

"Oh, fuck... this is torture."

I drove cautiously, occasionally glancing sidelong at Sarah, who used one hand to spread open her pussy lips between forefinger and thumb. I saw her light pubic bush parted, exposing two plump, glistening wet labia split in half by a pink slit, my gateway to heaven. A delectable aroma exuding from her creamy hole wafted up my nostrils, activating an animal lust in me that wanted to impregnate her before we reached home.

She peeked across our divide cheekily, smiling suggestively, studying my expression when she tightened her finger around a swollen clitoris, forcing the sticky pink nub out of a protective pouch that otherwise hid my treasure. Sarah wet a finger from her spare hand, pointed it at her cunt, and gave me a naughty schoolgirl smile that lit up my world.

"May I have permission to masturbate and prepare for you to fuck me, Greg?"

"Oh god, yes, please - go ahead.”

She stared at me while dragging her clitoris from side to side. I desperately wanted to lick Sarah’s pussy and wrung out my frustration on the leather steering wheel. I watched Sarah's ass rise while her solid pink nub was spun clockwise in creamy circles. When my girlfriend plunged two fingers, parting her enormous, swollen pussy lips, I knew what was coming next.

"I'm just harvesting some cream inside my hole for you, boyfriend."

"Oh, fuck... I'll need a big helping."

"Jesus Christ... argh! Greg... oh my, this is so fucking wonderful."

"What is it, baby?"

"I feel free and loved, and oh... fuck! I w-w-w-want you."

She force-fed me her sweet, creamy veneer, slathering thickly coated fingers on my tongue and rubbing her essence on my lips, desperate to share herself. My soft tissues burned, and my soul ignited in joy. Sarah made me clean each load off her fingers quickly, fucking my mouth so that she could collect more. Each time she fingered herself, I waited impatiently, staring into her lap, hungry for my girlfriend.

She moaned, gasped, and almost orgasmed a few times, but somehow, Sarah backed off just in time to avoid squirting in my car. At a junction, I stopped, leaned across the console, and kissed her passionately, whispering in her ear.

"I'm very proud of you, honey."

"Why?"

"Because you've discovered freedom and vanquished the sexual shame that haunted you. Also, you asked for permission to relieve yourself, and you're generally being a very good girl.”

"I want to be a good girl for you, Greg."

"I want to be a better man because of you, sweetheart."

"We're almost at your home, right?”

"You may choose when to stop rubbing yourself off, Sarah."

"Thank you."

She continued and only stopped wanking when my SUV was still in the driveway. When I switched off the engine, she fed me an enormous scoop of her sweet, creamy load, coating two fingers. When I'd cleaned Sarah's digits, she flung her door open and ran for my house.

"Wait, Sarah.”

“At the front door.”

“It’s not a race.”

“Yes, it is.”

I caught her at the step, cuddling my giggling ball of beauty before slipping my key into the front door lock. I suddenly recalled a moment that confused me, so I cupped my beloved’s face in my palms and stared into her eyes.

“What did Alice whisper to you?"

“Every girl in her year group wants to fuck you. Since they are all eighteen and legal, she threatened that if I didn't do you tonight, she would tell them you are available and that you like them young.”

"We'd better get inside quickly, then."

"I was thinking the same thing."

Inside my house, Sarah scampered straight for the stairs, and I chased her. Halfway up, I caught her, dropped to my knees, and lifted my beloved's skirt.

"Oh my, Greg... are you that hungry?"

"I need to eat you now."

“Dine on me as you wish, but breakfast is definitely on you."

Sarah dropped to her knees a couple of steps above me, arched her back, and forced a dripping wet cunt into my face. I used my thumbs and both palms to spread her ass cheeks wide open, kissing her exposed pink puckered hole, rimming the tornado-shaped ridges in circles until the point where they descended inside her.

She screamed in ecstasy before I slid my tongue down onto her delightfully fluffy, hairy pussy, plowing the creamy furrow while my nose rubbed her anal whorl.

I gently nibbled, licked, and sucked each oversized, fleshy, delicious pussy lip, worshipping them in my heart and soul, savoring her sweet nectar around my mouth before swallowing every drop. I enjoyed her moans of delight and whimpers, begging for more tongue, the slight tremble of her ass cheeks as I prised them open with powerful, clawing fingers, and the moment her knees spread wider apart to provide me better access.

"I'm feeding from you, Sarah... I can't fucking believe it."

"I'm loving it... especially when you ate my ass."

"I'll fuck you in the ass someday, but only once I get you to the club."

"What club, honey?"

"Cheaters. It’s a local fetish club. I plan to thrash and fuck you on stage while everyone watches. That will boost your confidence and allow you to break all psychological restraints.”

"Fucking hell!"

Her pussy leaked cream onto my tongue like a honeycomb yields fresh, sweet nectar when pressed. I sucked her enlarged, juicy clitoris that felt so big and satisfying in my mouth that I never wanted to release it.

When she orgasmed and squirted, there was a much lighter flow than in the garden. I puckered my lips, covered her pee hole, and sucked, savoring and swallowing every drop while she screamed with joy. 

When I withdrew my face from her crotch, Sarah’s flavor and aroma dominated my senses. My cock raged to take her, and I stood up, dropped my pants, and lined my swollen glans with her quivering hole.

"I'm starting you off here, but please get to my bedroom quickly when I tell you to move. Be fully undressed and lie on my bed, ready to be fucked.”

"Which is your bedroom?"

"Top of the stairs, second door on the right."

She braced herself, proudly forcing her wet slit higher, desperate to be plowed and already whimpering for my cock,

"I need this, Greg. I want you to fill my hole up."

"You and me both, sweetheart."

When I drove my cock balls deep inside Sarah, she moaned in the most deeply satisfied way possible. She needed cock, and in truth, any of a decent size would do, but right now, it was being given by the man she loved - and that mattered to Sarah.

"Oh, fuck... wow, but you're tight inside, Sarah. I feel the walls of your pussy, clenching on and off against my cock like you’re milking me."

"You're cock is fucking enormous, Greg. Nobody ever reached my cervix. It’s a first for me.”

She leaned both forearms and elbows on a step, burying her face in the carpet so that all I could see was the beautiful long hair enveloping her. I gripped my girlfriend's waist tightly while my cock was buried balls deep inside her, enjoying how her wet velvet sheath squeezed back.

When I withdrew my cock, she tried to push back onto it, reluctant to lose the bloated sensation I'd driven deep inside her. I pushed her ass forward, but she just kept forcing so that when I thrust my hips forward, my cock slammed hard into her cervix.

"Fucking hell, that was nice."

"Do you like it rough, Sarah?"

"Fucking, yes, please."

"Here goes then."

I covered her like a stallion on an in-season broodmare, pinning Sarah to the step by forcing all my weight down through both palms, one on top of her ass, the other just below her neck. She gasped, then whimpered, making a bratty cry that I rewarded with a hard slap on her ass cheek.

"Take my cock like a good girl, Sarah. I can't fuck you hard if you wriggle."

"Sorry, Greg. I'll be good - fuck my hole harder.”

She settled nicely into a rhythm, relaxing under my weight, not panicking by being restrained. I carefully plowed my cock deep inside her, enjoying the squeeze back from soft tissue walls and a powerful pelvic floor, before I withdrew, then fucked Sarah's hole again, repeatedly and metronomically.

She moaned loudly with no sign of disobedience or complaint, so I sped up and fucked her hole relentlessly, powering my steel rod as though it were a piston disappearing inside a cylinder.

"This! Greg… this is what I need! Please... don't stop."

"I'm not cumming inside you like this baby. I want to see your eyes when I empty my seed inside your pussy.”

"Oh fuck, Greg... why am I suddenly so much on fire? I can’t fucking control myself.”

"Because we are soulmates, sweetheart. Two stars, always meant to be together, now collided as one. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

I wanted my fucking of Sarah to be all about her, so I held back my pleasure so far as I could while pounding her tight cunt, using all my weight to pile drive a stiff cock deep inside her. I felt her body open like a rose in bloom, both physically relaxed and mentally calm.

She felt compliant and content being submissive, whining in a complaint on my outward stroke, sighing when I slammed my cock home. I fucked Sarah for ages, helping her body release sexual and other tension through the iron rod that conducted her anxiety away. She pushed her ass back as far as my weight resting on her allowed, but I didn't mind because it seemed to make my beloved feel better.

When I felt my prostate twitch, I withdrew my cock and tapped her three times on the ass cheeks.

"Upstairs to the bedroom, quickly now, Sarah... be a good girl."

"Thank you, Greg."

I had accessed the naughty, submissive slut deep inside her that caused so much conflict and dilemma in a woman otherwise very astute and well-balanced. The girl inside the lawyer was a much younger version of Sarah, willful, slutty, and stubborn but obedient when appropriately treated by a firm hand or hard cock when she needed it.

While she undressed, Sarah hopped over to me, staring into my eyes for validation.

"I love you, Greg."

"I love you too, sweetheart."

"Am I being good enough?"

"Do you feel happy?"

"Yes. More than I have in years."

"Then you are being very good."

Sarah lay naked on her back, with both legs wide apart, enjoying her total exposure to me. She reached behind her knees and pulled back hard, forcing her legs wider. That position opened her slit wide, and I saw the oversized pink fleshy lips dangling like the most delicious fruit in her garden.

"Can you fuck me now and lick me later? I'll shower first, so it's not messy down there if you’d like.”

"I want to see you orgasm, sweetheart. We'll deal with everything else as it comes."

"Or cums?"

“May I cum inside you, honey?”

"I wouldn't have it any other way, Greg. I am still taking birth control to regulate my period.

I lay between her legs, placing my palms flat to the mattress on either side of her head. When my cock head re-entered Sarah's pussy, it felt like the entrance seal sucked hard, as though kissing and welcoming me home.

I stared at her, shocked, and she grinned back, delighting in my surprise.

"I can do all sorts of strange and wonderful things with my cunt, Greg. I have unusually powerful muscles and possess excellent control of them. Maybe it's to do with having an oversized sex organ."

"It's not oversized inside."

"Please cum inside me, Greg. I want to sleep with your seed inside me.”

"I won't last long now. It's the love in your expression that will empty my load."

"Put me on it, please, Greg."

I plowed my cock deep inside her tight pussy, enjoying Sarah's frown and the desperate expression on her face that sought my approval. She looked satisfied when my cock plunged deep inside, massaging her cervix while she crushed my shaft.

She rolled through peaks and troughs of pleasure waves like a sturdy boat tacking high seas, but when her orgasm piqued, she shuddered and stirred like a capsized dinghy, rolling wherever the tsunami of my love sent her.

We merged as soulmates do when lovingly copulating. Her heels stabbed into my ass cheeks, spurring me on to fuck her harder, but I took time to explore, kiss, caress, and ride her slowly until she raked my back with sharp fingernails, having completely lost all control.

When she opened her fiery eyes wide as saucers and grinned, gasping, I was in ecstasy. 

"I'm cumming right now, Greg."

"I know."

"Please cum as well."

"I will."

Her face contorted into a lewd collage of love, romance, and fiery sex when her final intense orgasm, a tumult of emotions that fused us, sucked my semen from its reservoir of love.

Sarah knew I was cumming, rejoicing in the mask of my delight that satisfied her need for love everlasting. My cock jerked violently inside her clenching, tight hole while every drop of my seed squirted deep inside the pink cathedral of the woman I loved as she milked me dry.

When I rolled over, sated and exhausted, she followed me, riding high on my cock with arms reaching up to the ceiling. She ground out a long, shuddering, screaming climax through her swollen clitoris against my pubic bone, extending both our pleasure.

"I can feel your cock twitching, decanting your seed deep inside me."

"Sarah, that felt... well, it... umm. I, err."

"What is it, Greg?"

"It felt spiritual for me."

I saw tears welling in Sarah's eyes as she bowed down until our foreheads tapped gently. Her hair enveloped my face, occupying all my senses: taste, smell, sight, sound, and touch.

"We're hard-wired now, Sarah. That's for sure."

"It's like you said, lover. We are soulmates, and I feel that inside of me with your semen.”

"Are you sure it's not just my cock you feel?"

"Not unless you've suddenly learned how to tickle my mind and create a buzzing noise inside it with the tip of your cock."

Sarah rested her cheek on my chest, and I knew her gentle movements aimed to find my heartbeat. When she sighed, I knew her target was acquired, and she was happy.

"What did you feel most of all when you came inside me, Greg?"

"A furnace of love and joy.”

"But what actual thoughts ran through your head?"

"A walk, hand in hand, through fields of golden corn, then you and I making love in the sun, your heels shuddering on my dashboard, and a baby."

"A baby?"

"I felt an overwhelming desire to get you pregnant."

"That's common for men before and during copulation."

"I still feel it now."

Sarah raised her head with a furrowed brow and quizzical look. Her mouth twisted as though she were doubtful I meant it.

"Are you sure, Greg? It hasn't been long since we met."

"We should wait until the time is right, but I've said it before and meant it."

"You want to raise a family with me?"

"Yes, of course. There are factors to consider.”

“Such as?”

“I'd like to be the best friend possible to Alice and Jack. They must come first.

She lay back, staring at my ceiling in a dreamy state. Sarah was a mother, wife, and essential woman. Her career, as good a lawyer as she was, came second in her mind, but it wasn’t my place to dictate her priorities or choices.

When she turned her head and smiled, I saw a much happier woman than the one who had met me amid a traffic collision.

"I have always wanted more children, Greg. Perhaps I won't know when to stop."

"Shall we sleep now and figure it all out over eggs in the morning, sweetheart?"

"Yes, please, Greg. We can discuss my eggs over yours at breakfast.”


Chapter Seven

Lovebirds

◆◆◆

I woke up with Sarah nestled in my arms. She was like a cute, warm churchmouse. Having her close lifted my spirits, and I thanked the Universe for finally giving me a perfect woman. As well as a seemingly ideal mother and potential future perfect wife, she was rapidly revealing a very kinky nature, which also thrilled me.

She looked at me, happy and resurgent.

“How are you, Sarah?”

“I feel better than I have in years.”

“Great. Would you go to my closet and fetch any belt you like? I have a few.”

“You’re naked and not showered yet, Greg. Why do you need a belt?”

“It’s for you, Sarah. You’ll point your ass up, and we’ll get the day off to a cracking start. I read about maintenance spankings that help get you in the right frame of mind for the day.”

“Goodie.”

Her face lit up, and I saw the submissive, demure slutty girl come out to play as she enthusiastically leaped out of our bed. I was careful not to push Sarah too far, too quickly. Being the dominant partner in our relationship was a privilege granted by an overwhelmingly strong woman, and it was one I wouldn’t take for granted.

She spent time rummaging around, selecting the right belt that worked for her, not wanting anything too thick, wide, or brand new. When she returned with a light, supple black leather strip, I flexed it and smiled at her.

“I approve of your choice.”

She frowned and scrunched her lips, revealing the beautiful dimples that had turned me on when we first met at one of Jack’s coaching sessions. Her bratty smile and demure look suggested a question had been withheld.

“What’s wrong, Sarah?”

“Will you spank me frequently, Greg?”

“Will it help you if I do?”

“I want to be thrashed by you so much. My yearning for discipline and the lack of it has been a constant source of frustration throughout life. My father thrashed me a few times when I was a child, then gave up, annoyed because I enjoyed it too much.”

“How much do you enjoy a thrashing, sweetheart?”

Sarah kneeled beside the bed, flipping away our duvet. She withdrew a wet wipe tissue from the packet I kept beside the bed, peeled back my foreskin, and cleaned the swelling head of my cock before tossing the tissue aside and sucking me off.

She worked my cock thoroughly, wanking the solid base in short, sharp jerks with one hand while sucking, driving her lips down my shaft until they brushed my pubic bush, and she choked. Her dalliance of my morning wood came as a surprise, considering how much we’d fucked through the night.

When my cock was rock solid, Sarah stood up, gathered all pillows and the duvet, cramming everything under her midriff when she kneeled, with her ass cheeks hanging off the edge of our bed.

When she arched her back, presenting her ass cheeks for a beating, a glistening, drenched slit was ripe for fucking. I knew what must be done for the sake of her.

“Safeword, please?”

“Peaches, honey, but you won’t hear a peep out of me.”

“While I thrash you, please consider everything that angers you. Each time this belt raises another welt on your perfect ass cheeks, I want that negative energy to be released.”

“Yes, master.”

“Good girl. Don’t forget, I’ll be taking you to Cheaters Club soon, where I shall fuck your virgin back passage on the stage for everyone to see.”

“What else have you in store for us?”

“You’ll find out.”

Fuck! I need to figure this out quickly.

I had no real plan and felt nervous about hurting her, so I collected her panties from the night before off the floor, sniffed a sweet musk that had dried into the lace, then crammed them carefully into her mouth, enjoying the lewd moans and flared nostrils of my new slutty girlfriend.

“I’ll thrash, then fuck you, Sarah. Nod if you consent.”

“Mmm, hmm.”

It was as emphatic a nod as you could ever hope for, backed up by a naughty twinkle in her eye, bright scarlet flushed cheeks, and as much of a smile at the corners of her mouth that dampening, soiled panties would allow.

I flexed the belt, running it through my palm, ensuring no sharp edges, blemishes, or gnarls could catch or hurt my girlfriend excessively. I was not one for inflicting pain, but it was clear to me that some measure of discipline was essential for Sarah to reach a state of contentment.

{Stroke} - Smack! 

Sarah winced and tensed up when the leather strap whipped through the air. I struck her lustrous, firm flesh perfectly square on, leaving a bright red welt like a flaming tongue across the base of her ass cheeks immediately above the crease where her delicious, silken thighs met. 

“I’m no expert, but it might hurt more when you tense your muscles.”

“Mmm, hmmm.”

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!

After the first set of five, I lay the strap across her back and ran my index finger along each welt, tracing my handiwork, enjoying how she wriggled like a naughty schoolgirl. I prised her ass cheeks apart and dipped a finger inside my girlfriend’s creamy slit, sniffing before slathering the sticky cream inside each of her nostrils.

I picked up the belt again, took aim, and dealt with Sarah’s willful condition. 

{Stroke} - Smack! 

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!

Sarah reeled in pain, so I backed off, worried I’d hurt her. I noticed her glowing ass cheeks were a series of welted tracks that crossed over and that she screamed muffled cries into a pillow. When my girlfriend raised her head, I saw her struggling to spit out her panties. I helped remove them, terrified I’d hurt her.

“Harder, please… I beg you, Greg.”

“Are you sure, baby? It seems like you are in pain.”

“No… I’m somewhere else… a happy place - it’s hard to explain, but I need more.”

“Okay, but I’m not gagging you anymore, just in case you want to end this.”

“Thank you, Greg. Thank you so very much.”

Sarah wriggled into a comfortable position again, huffing and puffing desperately like a steam train, getting relaxed while I lined up my next stroke, still dubious about sending it onto her cheeks harder.

{Stroke} - Smack! 

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!

“Harder, please harder, Greg, whip me to within an inch of my life… oh my god, I need this so much, Master.”

{Stroke} - Smack! 

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!

It seemed Sarah transitioned into a new sexual being, forcing her pussy lips higher while they leaked like a broken faucet. The aroma of our sex filled the room, wafting a primal syrupy scent up my flared nostrils, crushing any inhibitions. I watched glistening beads of Sarah’s arousal muster on the tips of her swollen, oversized pussy lips before the teardrops gathered weight, drooling, then dropping off and dripping onto her sticky thighs.

I trapped a few rivulets of shame on her legs, gathered them onto my finger, sniffed, and then licked before sucking Sarah’s sweet nectar. I slid two fingers deep inside her pussy hole while she writhed in ecstasy, clenching every muscle tight, squeezing my fingers as I circled them around, gathering more of her delightful, delicious, sticky mess.

She craned her neck and stared in amazement, furrowing her brow lasciviously when I plunged both fingers up my nostrils, coating my senses with her ambrosia. Sarah grinned, blew me a kiss, then raised her ass cheeks higher, wiggling them temptingly from side to side.

“Please, Sir - can I have more?”

{Stroke} - Smack! 

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!

I kept going in sets of five, noticing how she pressed her ass up high, proudly begging for more thrashing. A bright red mess of track marks with black and blue bruising underneath ran across her ass cheeks, and I was convinced enough was enough, so I gave her five final strokes before ending the session.

{Stroke} - Smack! 

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!  

{Stroke} - Smack!

“It’s enough, Sarah. I have to stop now. We need healing cream and oil, perhaps a study into other forms of discipline. I can’t hurt you any longer until these injuries heal.”

“I could do this all day, Greg.”

“Your ass is well and truly welted, sweetheart.”

“Good. It will hurt for days when I sit, reminding me to be a good girl.”

My cock was rock hard, and desperate to fuck her soaking wet pussy hole. I gripped Sarah’s waist; she tensed up, arched her spine steeply, and pushed back. I parted her swollen lips with my solid cock, then slid balls deep inside her tight, wet hole. I leaned over and pressed my glans deep against her cervix, enjoying the squeezing pressure around my cock while I rocked back and forth inside her.

Sarah orgasmed immediately, involuntarily clenching hard, crushing my cock in a velvet vise so exquisitely sensual that it almost milked me dry in a single stroke. I held on to my cum and fucked her hard, slapping my balls off her thighs, slamming my cock deep inside her wanton, warm, sensual hole with stroke after immense stroke that made her cream every time my pubic bone struck her sore ass cheeks, and she winced, crying out in pain and pleasure.

Sarah gripped the bedsheets with clawing fingers, dragging the elastic corners off our mattress while screaming and squirming like a whore bathing in a taboo ocean. Her ass slammed back into my pubis, forcing my cock deep inside her tight hole while every steady stroke elicited another whelp of orgasmic delight.

When my cock twitched, and I felt my prostate eject the seed intended for Sarah’s womb, I gripped her ass cheeks and hauled her cunt onto my shaft.

“Oh fuck, Sarah!”

“Oh fuck indeed, boyfriend. Well done… that was fucking incredible.”

I slumped onto the bed beside my lover, who crawled into my arms, enjoying the warmth of our lovemaking and her thrashing. She seemed calm, and her body was relaxed, with a softness in her eyes.

“Are you sure that didn’t go too far, Sarah?”

“Not far enough. I reached such a calm state but didn’t stay there long.”

“Like a Nirvana?”

“When you beat me, at first it hurts, then my flesh numbs as the blood rushes in and warms me. After that comes an immense dopamine, endorphins, and cortisol release. I enter a transcendent state where my body relaxes, and all of the aggression, toxicity, and frustrations of my life are completely erased.”

“Do you mean similar to meditation?”

“For me, the comfort of your thrashing was more profound and long-lasting. I’ve read about this for a long time, Greg, and now, I feel it. This spanking is good for me.”

“Did I hurt you, Sarah?”

“Not in a way, honey. You did me no harm. This is what I’ve always needed, Greg. Will you promise to give it to me again?”

“Yes, but I need your strength as well, Sarah.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that sweetheart. I’m no pushover. I’ll tell you if it hurts.”

“Good.”

We showered together and dressed before eating breakfast. There was much to discuss, and I wasn’t sure how to proceed, so I was pleased when Sarah took the lead.

“We can’t play like this with Jack around the house.”

“I agree. He’s too young to understand and shouldn’t be influenced. Perhaps we should limit our spanking fun to my house. Would you consider bringing more clothes here for nights you stay over?”

“Yes, I’ll do that, but you can still thrash me at my home if Jack is out.”

“What about Alice?”

“I think she understands well enough.”

“My house is more extensive than yours, Sarah, and living here has some benefits - for example, the woods are pretty cool. I have no neighbors. There is a lake not far away for Jack to fish in, and it freezes in the winter.”

“Your house is much better laid out with nicer views, and I love the kitchen, especially the cooker, which I know cost tens of thousands of dollars.”

“I can move my cooker to your place if necessary. It’s a Lacanche.”

“We are talking like we are getting married, Greg.”

I leaned over my kitchen breakfast bar, eyeing Sarah carefully. She looked vulnerable and terrified, and I knew that must be because of her ex-husband and the traumatic marriage they both endured. Commitment was a difficult conversation, and most women might be put off by it with so few miles traveled in the relationship, but considering our progress so far, I needed to find out where we were going.

“I didn’t slam my car into you for a date or even so I could sleep with you, Sarah.”

“What are you saying?”

“I want to make plans. It’s early for a proposal, and who knows, we may not make it that far, but exclusivity and planning to be together is where I would like to be.”

“Me too.”

Her answer was so quick and genuinely conveyed, with such a beautiful smile, there was little doubt Sarah was being sincere. She had an excited expression with sparkling eyes so bright and fiery that I had to hug her, and so I did.

“The woods can be a nice place to be spanked, Sarah. I could easily build a private bench beside the lake for us. Also, I have a basement.”

“For what?”

“Let me show you.”

My home had a fully insulated, well-lit basement compartmentalized into four large rooms. One was a comprehensive laundry; another had the boiler and hot pipes leading in all directions, which I used as a drying room, and the third room was my workshop with tools and benches.

I opened the door to my fourth room.

“The fourth room is empty because all storage is in the attic.”

“Have you any plans for this room?”

“It is easily soundproofed.”

“As in like a dungeon?”

“Only for spanking, Sarah.”

“What if I want more than the occasional thrashing?”

“As long as it doesn’t hurt you - I don’t mind.”

“Oh my, Greg - we have some fun times ahead.”
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A baby’s life is at stake from the moment Victor posts his advertisement to secure surrogacy services using natural methods to fertilize. Will Amy fit the bill and deliver the child Victor craves, and who, or what lurks in the shadow with menacing intent?

Can a man who wants no wife obtain the child he desires, while a woman who is willing to leave after birthing enjoys a career free from raising a family?

Aperitivo: Piazza Bella Book One

Previously published as Carla's Adventure: An Adventure of Life, Love and Family by Kate Granger

Carla stands at a New York crossroads. It’s a life-changing decision point, and there is no tarmac, traffic lights, or signs to help direct her.

What shall it be? A new life, love, and fresh opportunity beckons one way, or, in another direction, lies a return to the shitty humdrum of a sad existence, sleeping with a boyfriend who cares little and working for a restaurant owner who forgot how to care.

Dad’s advice echoes through Carla’s soul. He rued the day his daughter missed Venice from her gap year itinerary. The city that taught a father to be an accomplished chef could be the answer to a daughter with the same greatness.

With romance, love and sizzling steamy encounters a distinct possibility, is it time Carla turned toward a new direction?

To The Highest Bidder

If you could sell your maidenhood to avoid paying University fees, would you do it?

What if it were your most taboo purity, the one few mention, and many never give up at any price? Would you do it then?
Annabella has retained her innocence past her eighteenth birthday, and now, having auctioned herself online, the discerning client wants to collect.

Doha, Qatar, beckons with a handsome man who paid top dollar waits patiently to enjoy his prize - a sweet, pure woman of exquisite beauty.
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