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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Jess’s Point Of View.

I glanced up from filling the bar dishwasher and spotted him the moment he strolled into my bar. It took me less than five seconds to assess the young man; then, I knew why he’d come. When I received his application to join my dating program, Oliver had impressed me more than any other man.

Many of his personal and sexual preference details were withheld in case my matchmaking didn’t work out for him, but a light filtering of Oliver’s social media presence confirmed he was an excellent prospect for my new female-centric dating program.

He’s brought her beautiful flowers — twelve red roses. What a sweetheart.

But they give him away to every other girl in the bar.

The age range stipulated on my application form was twenty-five to thirty, and I put his at around twenty-eight, give or take a year, maybe two. He seemed humble if somewhat frightened, averting his gaze away from anyone in the bar who stared. Some regular dominant girls were enjoying lunch with their friends or just relaxing, enjoying a drink, but when they saw Oliver, most perked up, noticing his excellent physique and good looks.

Thursday was ladies’ night, but Oliver was a special guest and unavailable to any girl outside my dating program. The women opting into my adventurous scheme had been easier to interview than the guys they wanted to meet.

The girls, all being dominant and in no doubt about what they wanted from a relationship, had quickly dictated their ideal profile for a submissive man. I gathered their facts, desires, and dislikes, then matched Isla, a special lady I knew well and for whom I had a good feeling, to Oliver.

Tonight was a trial run for others. Importantly, all dating candidates must be authentically seeking love with a measure of female dominance and male submission.

The guys were an entirely different challenge for me at the interview stage, all being submissive and wishing to explore varying degrees of immersion in a female-led lifestyle. Many were too embarrassed to reveal their kinks and deep desires, so I stuck to the main subject of female domination. It would be up to the girls they dated to question their potential suitors in detail and decide what was best for both parties.

Oliver meandered around my bar a little, tapping his foot to the jazz music when he checked the wall-mounted menu and a few framed photographs of bygone days.

When he suddenly arrived at my bar counter, staring straight at me with a cute grin, I smiled back, wishing I was Isla.

“Hi, are you Jess?”

“Yes, I’m the owner here.”

“Okay… umm, could I order a drink, please?”

That’s not why you came here, but yes.

“Yep, what would you like?”

“Sparkling water with ice and a slice of lemon, please.”

“Coming right up.”

He seems polite and modest.

Oliver was prime eye candy, with piercing blue eyes and unruly, curly blonde hair that any girl would love to rifle her fingers through. He wore button-up faded blue jeans and a dark navy compression shirt under a bright red outdoor Gore-Tex jacket. He carried a shoulder sports bag, so I guessed he’d strolled right across from the gym across the road, having got pumped.

His muscles looked ripped, confirming my suspicions that Oliver desperately wanted to make a great first impression and be in good form for his date.

Isla will be pleased with you.

He’s dressed casually and in a style he felt suited him, as she requested.

A couple of the regular girls were interested in Oliver and looked inquiringly at me, raising eyebrows and smiling hopefully, but I shook my head because Isla had already selected what I believed was the best guy, with other women waiting in reserve should she reject him.

I couldn’t tell Oliver how popular he’d been, but I figured after my female customers ogled him tonight, I’d have a few more applicants for my new dating program by morning.

He hadn’t introduced himself, so I played dumb, letting things play out. Part of Oliver’s acceptance process was my assessment of his behavior. If I felt he wasn’t a good fit for the female-led relationship dating program, I could veto tonight’s date, sending him packing.

I was keen to filter out guys who were really topping from the bottom.

I’d been pressured into creating the female-centric dating program by friends complaining that many guys attending ladies’ night were only seeking a casual fuck buddy. That suited some girls, but others searching for true love in a kind-hearted, obedient, reliable, and loving non-Alpha male package felt let down. We agreed on a rules-based dating system for all, and this was the inaugural run out for that.

Sweet Oliver, I do believe you are a Delta man - dependable, hardworking, and loyal.

I slid Oliver’s drink across my bar counter, studying his body language carefully.

“Nuts?”

“Oh… no thanks, Jess. I’m good.”

I grinned, pleased with my selection because Oliver seemed so cute and just the right level of well-behaved guy to try out my new dating venture. He’d responded to my call to action posted on Facebook, where I advertised opportunities to connect men and women of a like-minded proclivity to come together.

When I circulated Oliver’s details to girls who were successfully adopted into the program, they flocked, applying to date him. I chose one, Isla, whom I believed was perfect for him, and she now waited in the most exquisite private dining room for two next to my main lounge, which I’d recently refurbished.

I was fed up waiting for him to introduce himself, and his anxiety seemed undiminished, so it was time to break the ice. It was strike one for him, but Oliver was still in with a great chance.

“What’s your name, honey?”

“I’m Oliver. Sorry, I should have mentioned that when we first spoke. I’m impolite.”

Good recovery. I’ll belay strike one

“I understand, you’re just nervous, sweetheart.”

“Do you know why I’m here, Jess?”

“Of course. I studied your application carefully and distributed it to every Alpha female in my dating program to generate interest on your behalf. I waited for you to introduce yourself, and now you have; we can proceed.”

“Was there any interest in me?”

Aww, so submissive… that’s adorable.

“Oh yes… some. I’m sure you’ll enjoy your date if you are the genuine article.”

“How must I prove worthy?”

“We talk first, Oliver. If you check out, I’ll introduce you to Isla.”

He smiled like a wonderful Delta man, rolling over for me to stroke his belly by just the right amount, but only because he wanted to show affection and decency. I wanted to fuck him myself and right away, so I forced my legs together, crushing a rising, damp arousal.

“Isla… I love her name.”

“You’ll need to live with it for a long time if things work out. … why don’t you explain to me why you’re here, Oliver.”

He glanced around the room surreptitiously, almost conspiratorially, and a little worried. His expression suggested anxiety rather than fear. Based on Oliver’s body language, I believed him to be a genuine applicant.

“Why are you so nervous, honey?”

“Please don’t think ill of me, but I’ve heard this is a fetish club.”

“My members-only chapel is the place you are thinking of, and that’s a ten-minute drive from here. Some of what happens there is kinky, and it is a mecca for cuckolds, but this is a regular bar for adults with a few glory holes out back for those who can’t wait to get home or want to try before they buy.”

“That’s kinky, right?”

“I’d say it’s entry-level taboo, but most female-led relationships have some kinky component to them. You probably came to the wrong bar if your head isn’t in that space.”

“Sorry, Jess. I definitely came to the right place, but my mouth is running slightly.”

“What are you looking for, Oliver?”

“I want a female-led relationship, please.”

“Good boy.”

A few other girls overheard him, each studying Oliver up and down admiringly. Most knew about my new dating program, which genuinely sought to match like-minded couples for love and sex per the lady’s wishes. I’d had a few dud women apply, essentially dominatrix-style bullies, seeking the opportunity to thrash and cheat, frequently cuckolding a submissive guy until divorce beckoned.

They were quickly weeded out.

It was hard to find girls who were properly engaged in female domination for mutually positive outcomes. In the end, twenty-eight Alpha girls passed my rigorous interviews, and one, Isla, with an exceptional character, gave me a good feeling.

Since opening himself up, Oliver looked less embarrassed, standing proudly tall, and he seemed pleased.

“Did it feel good to ask for what you want?”

“Yes. It’s a relief to be honest in the open.”

“Admitting you are a submissive man runs contrary to alpha male bravado. So many strong and good guys hide in the pack of wolves pretending to be something they are not.”

“I’m here because regular dating doesn’t work for me, Jess. No matter how many women I date, the relationship always feels wrong, and I lose interest very quickly.”

“What’s your body count?”

“Two.”

“That’s very low for a man your age.”

“Like I said, dating isn’t working for me.”

“Why not, Oliver?”

“I never feel close to a woman. I couldn’t find a way through all the bullshit talk around social media followings, work-related crap, discussions about what I earn, and so on. I want a woman to wrap me in her feminine power, love, and nurture me, grinding out a better, family-orientated man.”

“You’re saying all the right things, but there are practicalities we must be clear about.”

“I’ll be as honest as I can, Jess.”

“Are you seeking a harsh dominatrix-style relationship in the bedroom?”

“No. I understand discipline will be my girlfriend’s right, but I won’t be knocked around like I’m some punchbag.”

“Isla wouldn’t do that, but I needed to check and ensure you were compatible.”

“What sort of man is Isla looking for?”

“Her headline statement on the application to join this dating program was - I want a strong man who will step out of my way when I make a decision, supporting me wholeheartedly while accepting my support when he wants it.”

“It’s vague but reasonably consistent with what I’m seeking.”

“If it works out between you and Isla, will you submit to her, Oliver?”

“Yes, but I won’t be bullied.”

That’s good.

“Okay… one more question.”

“Go ahead, please, Jess.”

“Will cuckolding be allowed in your relationship?”

“No. I won’t share my girlfriend.”

I stared at him, judging his honesty in this regard. So many guys thought they wouldn’t want to be cuckolded at the outset of marriage, and then later, like my husband, it became their burning desire.

“Isla gave the same answer, which makes you two compatible. Would you like to meet her now and start your date?”

“I’d love to.”

“It seems you’ll need those flowers after all.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Isla’s Point Of View.

I was nervous as hell and stared blankly at the menu while waiting for my date to clear his interview with Jess. I considered myself an Alpha female but not an absolute femdom disciple and definitely not a dominatrix.

I wanted a nice guy who wouldn’t push me around, someone who treasured me and with whom I could invest my love and build a family.

My starter choice was easily made; I’d order a light salad with no potent herbs so my breath wouldn’t smell. Mains were more challenging because the steak seemed a perfect choice, but there was always a garlic rub over that.

Fish it is, but I’ll leave the roe sacks to him if they serve them.

When Jess called me a few days prior and said she had a prime submissive boyfriend candidate in her dating program, I was elated, then worried about whether I was doing the right thing. She’d assessed that he was a Delta man, and from what I saw of his profile, I was inclined to agree.

In short, he seemed perfect for me, so I shouldn’t have been worrying, but I was. I was also highly aroused at the thought of finally meeting Mr. Right.

I overcame my worries and prepared for our date, hoping he would pass Jess’s gatekeeper interview. I sat alone in a small, beautifully finished dining room, listening to gentle piano jazz wafting from unobtrusive speakers in each ceiling corner.

Through the window were views down a steep valley where a river slowly meandered, relaxing me. Jess had the building’s original red brickwork exposed from behind old plaster. It was brushed clean and beautifully repointed, with a light oak wooden floor underfoot painted like faded off-white porcelain.

That floor is Scandinavian, or I’m a monkey’s aunt.

When the dining room door opened, I stood up respectfully, wanting to set my stall out early as a female leader who was kind-hearted and loving. When I saw Oliver, I felt a surge of excitement because he looked like everything Jess suggested he was.

Absolutely gorgeous.

He handed me flowers, and my knees buckled slightly. I swooned at his romantic gesture, warming to his cute smile and innocent expression.

“Flowers for me?”

“I thought it would be a great start to show my appreciation for our date.”

“I’m sure you bought a few looks with these on the way in here?”

“Yes, but I’m not afraid of being romantic.”

Nice.

“I appreciate this date as well, Oliver. I really want to get to know you.”

The flowers were beautiful, and I sniffed them, taking the note clamped on the side before setting their stalks into a vase on a side table, all provided for that purpose.

Oliver came to my side of the table, shook my hand, kissed both cheeks and held the chair out for me to be re-seated.

Good boy.

When he sat opposite me, I noticed Oliver’s arms were casually held wide open, with no sign of defensiveness or fear. He looked kind and very attracted to me, judged by how his eyes scanned appreciately without a lewd gesture in evidence.

He’s brought a drink, nonalcoholic by the look of it.

My confidence surged, and the dominant aspect of my character came to the fore while I assessed a man who seemed worthy at first glance.

“Are you nervous, Oliver?”

“Not so much now, Isla. I had a few questions to answer with Jess, and she let me in here, so it’s safe to assume I’ve passed everyone’s test so far.”

“We both have. I was interviewed for three hours to get on the dating list.”

“That’s surprising.”

“Do you think it’s simpler for Alpha girls to find what they want?”

“Now I think about it, no. My perception was skewed before you mentioned it.”

I had politely corrected Oliver and he accepted that as a teaching moment. My heart soared because I wanted a guy with whom there were no endless arguments about trivial matters.

I smiled as flirtingly as I could, a reward for his excellent manners and affability.

“We’re both here, and that’s what’s important, Oliver.”

“How does this go, Isla?”

“We should order starters and mains, then talk. What catches your fancy from the menu?”

“A light salad, please.”

Oh my.

“And for mains?”

“I’d like the fish with green beans, carrots, and a few roast potatoes, please.”

I ordered using the iPad provided for that purpose. Our first course would take twenty minutes to be served, which was plenty of time for me to begin screening Oliver before answering his questions.

“You know how the mechanics of this date go, Oliver, right?”

“Yes. We may politely decline each other at any time, then leave.”

“And if we get to dessert?”

“Unless you dictate otherwise, we leave by separate doors at the end of the night. Upstairs is a bedroom for us to use and consummate this date. If we both turn up there within half an hour, it means we decided to move forward into a relationship together.”

“And then we make love in a manner of my choosing, Oliver.”

“Or one of us is abandoned in the room alone, leaving after half an hour is up.”

“Or neither of us turns up at all.”

“It’s quite a stratagem on Jess’s part, Isla. I’m excited to know where tonight ends up.”

“It is a straightforward system that saves time and messing around, but I’ll confess to being excited, too.”

“Have you been messed around in relationships a great deal, Isla?”

“We both have, or neither of us would be here now. Do you enjoy talking about highly sexual matters less than an hour after we met?”

“I don’t have a problem with discussing intimacy. This dating service Jess created is a lot slower than most dating apps, which are all about sex minutes after you swipe.”

“That’s true, Oliver.”

“Where would you like to begin, Isla? I’d love to know more about you.”

It was a giant leap forward and somewhat unexpected. He wanted to know about me, a great sign but possibly an obsequious ploy. I indulged my date, testing the water and talking while he listened; I explained certain essential features of my ideal relationship, which he understood, giving me sufficient space and time to make my case.

He’s attentive, listens, and is engaged. Submissive, but not to the extent of servility. Perfect!

I described my early life, bringing Oliver up to speed on important moments, relationship disasters, and mistakes I’d made, taking the conversation time available until appetizers arrived.

“I’ve talked enough about me.”

“I enjoy listening, Isla. You’re an interesting woman.”

“It’s your turn now, Oliver, please.”

He sat back and thought momentarily before giving me a ten-minute detailed synopsis of his life. He was a sportsman in various disciplines, enjoying adventurous activities, including parasailing, canoeing, and mountain biking.

“You’re an adventurous and intuitive man. I have a question, though, Oliver.”

“Please, anything?”

“Can you explain to me why you want a dominant woman in your life?”

His tortured expression surprised me, and I realized right away that I’d peeled back an important layer of Oliver’s onion. There were many reasons why some men preferred dominant women, and those were usually leveraged on a scale from a sliver north of equality to absolute dominance.

“I want to be emotionally available without fearing my girlfriend thinking me weak. I want a life partner who will enjoy me as a knight in shining armor and allow me to do what I excel at, taking responsibility for those things where she is an expert.”

“Can you give me an example?”

“Okay… let’s take household chores, for example.”

“Deciding how to share, delegate, and support one another is always a nightmare, Oliver. It’s a good place to start our discussion.”

“I want a list explaining precisely what I must do, when, and to what standard… no ambiguity.”

“A Honey-Do list?”

“Yes, but with more specificity, Isla. I want my role and responsibilities to be very clear so we don’t quarrel.”

Wow!

“There is a smartphone app called Obedience that some friends swear by. I’ve always thought it a bit BDSM heavy, but it might work if used purely to support task sharing and management.”

“My point is… I want to be a team player without being the Captain.”

“It’s music to my ears, Oliver. There are lots of other smartphone apps that help manage the FLR dynamic.”

“Such as?”

“Daylio allows me to track my sub’s mood as they update it, leaving me notes about their feelings. Would you be happy sharing that sensitive information, allowing me to monitor your mental health and happiness, intervening when I feel there is a problem?”

“I’d like that, although my job means I can’t always use my phone.”

“What is your job?”

“I pilot vessels in and out of the City harbor.”

“Oh wow. A man in uniform and such a fascinating job.”

“I enjoy it.”

“It seems like an Alpha’s lifestyle, Oliver; forgive me for saying.”

“The traditional Alpha male descriptor for any other man is that we are weak, passive, and subservient. I’m a Delta, in case you are wondering.”

“Do you see yourself as less of a man when compared with an Alpha?”

“Definitely not; these labels are simply personality trait assessments. Nothing absolutely defines me. I’m a strong man, and I value myself as such. I’ll submit to the woman I love but nobody else.”

“Oliver, in my experience, Delta males are extremely kind and down to earth. They work hard and are loyal, shyer, and more reserved than others; they value personal relationships over material wealth or career achievements.”

“I am a great conversationalist and happy to do what is expected of me to build a nest with my beloved.”

“I believe Beta’s and Delta’s make the best romantic partners. Hence, I am here and was keen to meet you.”

Our main course arrived, and I was already warming immensely to Oliver, even, dare I admit, feeling somewhat aroused. My body overheated, my palms felt clammy, and I was excited with a delightful growing dampness in my panties.

When our servers arrived to remove our plates, I wanted to shift things up a gear.

“Should we drink wine, Oliver?”

“Yes, please.”

“Why did you come in here with water?”

“In case you didn’t approve of us drinking alcohol tonight, Isla.”

“Oh my, you are a good boy.”

“I want to be.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Oliver’s Point Of View

I thought I was doing quite well. Jess had approved of me, introducing the beautiful Isla, who purported to want the same thing as me: a female-led loving relationship. I’d had a difficult journey getting to this point, mostly meeting women with no real clue how they saw themselves in marriage and managing family matters.

They also wanted Alpha males, specifically bad boys, and quite a few of those girls had tried far too many out for my liking before realizing their poor choices.

Isla quickly got to the points I agreed were important, and I took to her, swept up by turbulent emotions of deep attraction, lust, and the green shoots of love. She was confident, beautiful, and commanding. I felt aroused and hoped our first date would conclude as successfully as it had progressed so far.

“Jess asked me for my body count.”

“Is it a low number, Oliver?”

“Two.”

“May I ask why you’ve kept it so low? You are gorgeous and with a body made for lovemaking.”

“I didn’t get what I wanted from any relationship, so I stopped trying.”

“What did you want from the girls you dated?”

“Umm, you might consider this a little kinky.”

“Go on, try me. We have everything to play for, and honesty is the most likely means for us both to get what we want.”

“I enjoy licking pussy to the extent it feels like a spiritual act to me.”

I felt surprised but pleased that she reacted with a smile at my mention of such intimacy. Isla seemed coy, pulling gently on her bottom lip, trembling delightfully. Her fingers gently strummed the table. I thought perhaps she felt aroused and displayed that unintentionally.

“I have similar matters on sexuality to discuss, and I’m pleased you brought up cunnilingus so early on. It must be a pleasure for both of us while reinforcing our relationship roles.”

As I stared at her, Isla’s tongue drew a line, wetting her dry lips, and I imagined my head between her legs while I tongued a creamy furrow for as long as she wished. My cock was solid, and I casually placed a hand over the top, pressing down as hard as I could get away with.

“Summarize how you feel about cunnilingus, Oliver.”

“I can’t ever get enough pussy on the end of my tongue, and my girlfriends were always reluctant.”

“I can’t understand why any girl would turn you down on that score, Oliver. I love a guy who goes down on his knees to worship my sweet pussy divine.”

“I enjoyed taking my time tonguing a girl. Not teasing them, but exploring every fold of skin, sucking her clitoris, flashing my tongue across its tip, tasting, and savoring.”

“And swallowing the resulting mess?”

“Yes.”

“I mean everything? If you know what I mean… swallowing that is?”

Isla gulped, and I noticed a twinge of desire flow through her expression. I knew cunnilingus was important to her, and clearly, my date was a squirter, something that turned me on even more.

“Yes, I like swallowing a lady’s ejaculate, but the two girlfriends I had wouldn’t let go of what I felt I deserved.”

“For what it’s worth, I do and will, as frequently as you are willing to enjoy, although I’ll never force you. I love enjoying cunnilingus, especially when I don’t need to ask for it.”

“Then it’s a box we both check off, Isla?”

“Yes. Full disclosure, I love sucking cock as well, and I always swallow every drop of semen. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander, I say.”

I was hesitant about sharing anything further because of a problem and pain I’d held on to that consumed me due to repeated rejections from my ex-girlfriends. I furrowed my brow, relaxing completely on realizing my error when I saw her eyes narrow.

“Is there more you’d like to say, Oliver? Or is there some matter you’d prefer not to discuss?”

Oh fuck… just say it, dickhead.

“Yeah. I’ve always wanted to clean up after my mess inside a girl.”

“You mean to eat a creampie from my pussy after you fuck me?”

“Yes”

“And you never did that before?”

“No. I was discouraged.”

“You’ll be pleased to know I would insist at least occasionally on you diligently cleaning my pussy after fucking and messing inside, partly because it’s a kink I love but also to ensure the roles in our relationship are properly articulated and managed.”

This is fucking awesome.

“Then we are compatible in that regard as well.”

“Yes, indeed we are, Oliver.”

I felt a heavenly contentment surge through me, enjoying our honest, if a little kinky, back and forth, discussing sexual and relationship boundaries and rules. In a matter of hours, I talked to Isla more honestly than I ever had the two girlfriends I’d fucked.

“In case you are curious, my body count is three, Oliver, and of those men with whom I’ve slept, I never fell in love. I think it’s important you know that.”

“Thank you for sharing, Isla.”

“I have been fucked ten times in total and have never tried anal.”

“Would you like to?”

“If you’re a good boy, yes, we’ll do it, of course, but in time.”

I never wanted a used-up, over-indulgent Alpha whore who fucked only bad boys since her teenage years, then sought someone like me when their foolishness became apparent, probably parachuting into my life with another man’s kid in tow. I couldn’t say that to Isla, but I figured she knew. 

“How do you see financial decisions being made, Oliver? You’re well paid; is it a problem for you to share that money with me?”

“Not in the slightest. I’m happy that all money is shared in a joint account and that you would create a budget, making our major financial decisions.”

“I’d rather we made those choices together. My leadership is not your subjugation, financial or otherwise.”

“I’m happy either way. If needed, you’ll have my input, but if not, I’ll back off.”

I wasn’t sure if Isla had noticed that we were discussing, almost negotiating, a female-led relationship in both our first persons, each referring to the other as though we were already partners. I decided against pointing that out, preferring to let our conversation evolve as she wished.

“I never mentioned my profession, Oliver.”

“I realized that and knew you had a reason. I prefer not to intrude.”

“What do you think the reason I never mentioned it is?”

“You earn far more money than I do.”

“I believe I do, but the point is, I’m willing to share that money equally with you in the same joint bank account, making decisions together.”

“What is your job, Isla?“

“I’m a senior partner in a law firm.”

“You’re very young to be that already.”

“Yes. It’s stressful but gratifying financially speaking.”

“You’ll want solace and comfort at home then. My work is fun, physically hard, but not emotionally draining.”

“I’m happy to share work stories and problems at home, but I’ll be more interested in your day than mine because I want to take care of you, Oliver.”

“Hence, you suggested downloading and using a mood app on our smartphones?”

“Your happiness is important to me. Submissives often struggle with their emotions to a greater degree. Is that the case with you?”

“Mostly no, but I want to be engaged with the woman I love, sharing my emotions and feeling theirs if I’m honest.”

“We both need to be emotionally available at all times, then.”

“How do you see your dominance in our relationship, Isla?”

Isla leaned forward, eyeballing me, making no bones about what she wanted to say. I gasped imperceptibly, wanting, no… needing to hear her.

“I want equality in our relationship, tempered by our strengths complimenting one another. That’s how I want to lead… learning from you while teaching, always working together, forever in sync with my firm hand, guiding only if you stray. Please don’t top from the bottom, and if you need a thrashing, ask for it; don’t be naughty to secure a few kinky lashes.”

I was flabbergasted by her exciting but surprising description of how discipline would be applied. I wanted to be spanked frequently but had never known how to ask. It seemed my problems were resolved.

Our main courses arrived, and we both assessed our position, having tested the waters for close to one hour. I felt an excited tingling course through my body as my heart thumped harder, almost to the point that I could hear it. I felt warm and mopped my brow with a napkin. Another tell confirming I was aroused that Isla quickly noted.

“In your profile, you mentioned a love of cooking, Oliver. Is that something you’d like to explore?”

“If possible, yes. You’d never want for adventurous food.”

“It’s a great hobby, and I see from your physique and the sports bag you enjoy using the gym as well.”

“Yes. I train twice daily.”

“My penthouse apartment building has a gym and swimming pool.”

“You’ve worked hard, and it sounds like a nice home.”

“I inherited a great deal of wealth from my parents.”

I’d fallen in love, at least chemically and physically. Isla was elegant and beautifully cultured, with a loving, dominant presence I couldn’t imagine finding elsewhere. Something was in the air, and I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. When my nostrils flared, Isla smiled, and her cheeks flushed.

“What about discipline, Oliver? Can you obey?”

“I want to obey you right now.”

“I’d rule our coupling with love, kindness, and decency, but there would be times when a hand spanking or paddle thrashing was in order.”

“I’m happy to submit to that.”

“Have you been spanked before?”

“Never.”

She rummaged around in her handbag while servers cleared our plates away. When they were gone, and we’d ordered dessert, Isla placed a mahogany long-handled, stiff-bristle, flat-backed hairbrush on the table.

“I would carry this wherever we went together. It’s the most handy and well-disguised spanking paddle I have.”

“Have you spanked men before?”

“Yes. All three boyfriends.”

“Did you thrash them hard?”

“Yes, but they enjoyed it too much, misbehaving just to get a few more strokes. Each time, the relationship ran out of steam because they saw a female-led relationship as a means to have kinky dominatrix-style sex.”

“I don’t feel that way, Isla. I like the idea of my submission and believe that making you happy leads to my fulfillment.”

“Like the old saying, happy wife, happy life?”

“I think it can be true.”

“You realize that love is beguiling us both right now, Oliver.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Our hearts have been hijacked by chemical and physical forces of attraction. It is important we capitalize on that and work hard to communicate our needs.”

Isla stood up, and I noticed her absolute beauty. She was six feet tall, roughly my height, but towered over me, wearing four-inch black leather boot heels. Her knee-length, figure-hugging black dress was perfect for the courtroom and arousing for me.

She stepped around the table and hitched her dress, before straddling my lap, staring deep into my eyes. Isla smiled, and I saw her pupils dilate, cheeks flush, and I caught the faint scent of her pussy, beautifully lacing a hint of Chanel.

“Are you aroused right now, Oliver?”

“Very much, yes.”

“I’m guessing you can tell that I am as well?”

“Yes, it kinda smells a little like love in here.”

“Did you catch feelings for me, sweetheart?”

“Yes. What does that mean, Isla?”

“Are my pupils dilated, Oliver?”

“Yes.”

“And my cheeks are flushed?”

“Yes, bright scarlet.”

“And you smell my pussy. I know you can, right?”

“Yes, I do smell your arousal.”

She gazed deep into my eyes, and I saw honesty, sincerity, and love. Isla was right, we were bewitched by forces beyond our control, and my cock was solid-proof, pressing hard against her panties, something she could not mistake.

“We can continue playing Jess’s game, or you can choose to hand over control of our relationship to me right now.”

“How is that done?”

“I ask Jess to come in here, and we commit to pursue a relationship. After that, it’s our choice how to behave.”

“What happens after that is your choice, Isla.”

“I get the final say, Oliver, but we must work towards our endgame together.”

“What is our endgame?”

“Marriage… children and a life well lived with a love never taken for granted.”

“Okay. I want to do that.”

“Good boy… you can leave at any time, Oliver.”

“Something tells me I won’t want to.”

“Please go to the bar and ask Jess to join us.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Isla’s Point Of View

Oliver was perfect for me in mind, body, and soul. I fell in love quickly and hard, knowing it was human chemistry, pheromones, and our seduction and that only time would tell whether a relationship between us would work out.

Many female-led relationships avoided using the word please but I didn’t want to feel my authority over Oliver was constructed on anything aside from love. That’s why I said please when asking him to fetch Jess to unconstrain our date.

I was incredibly turned on, leaking pussy juices into the gusset of a scant pair of French knickers I’d bought, especially to impress Oliver.

When Jess followed him into our dining room, I noticed she sniffed the air and then grinned at me. Sex already permeated the room like a tawdry trap for an unwitting lover, and I was sure Oliver’s cock leaked as much pre-cum as my pussy did, adding his salty musk to my faint sweetness.

“How has it gone, Isla?”

“Oliver is perfect for me, Jess. He’s behaved impeccably and has an incredible personality and decency.”

“Has he been adequately submissive?”

“Yes, and I’ve caught feelings for him, just as you said I would.”

Jess smiled at Oliver, undoubtedly congratulating herself on matching us together. It made for a great commercial success for her, too, because our future dating intensity and subsequent relationship would be the best advertising she could have for the bar and Chapel Fetish Club.

“How do you feel about Isla, Oliver?”

“I feel intense love and the desire to obey her.”

“In which case, I hand this relationship over to the two of you. Your formal date is ended, and any rules that were applied are now dissolved. You may use this room, the bedroom upstairs if you wish, and I congratulate you both.”

Jess left immediately, and I locked the door afterward, turning around to face a man having a sexual meltdown. When I stepped closer, his kiss touched my heart before Oliver’s lips brushed softly against mine. His pupils were dilated, eyes brimming wide with love, and his nostrils flared with every deep breath.

His warm pillow-like lips filled with lust and love pressed hard against mine until I discovered his tongue with a foray inside his mouth by mine. As we explored the most incredible kiss of my life, I felt an intense, furious sizzle and uncontrollable ripples of excitement surge through my body.

I reached down, rubbing Oliver’s cock gently, feeling and squeezing its outline, imagining his perfect seven-and-a-half-inch length with a thick girth that would fill my pussy, but never hurt me. He moaned lasciviously and with a primal, caveman quality, almost guttural, while I stared into his eyes, still rubbing and squeezing his cock.

“What would you like to do first, Oliver?”

“I’d love to go down on you, Isla.”

“That would be nice, sweetheart. No wanking off while you lick me, though, because I shall want your stiff cock and hot seed decanted deep inside me before we head for my apartment.”

“Is this for real, Isla?”

“Yes darling, now… let’s undress, and you can show me what a good, kind, and attentive boy you are.”

Oliver stripped beautifully, teasing me while I spectated his stunning body, chiseled from a solid lump of alabaster in the gymnasium. I saw the fitness and strength of a man who piloted massive ships needed when leaping from a Pilot Boat in rough ocean swells onto the rope ladder he would climb.

His muscles rippled, tensing, relaxing, then striating in ripped lines, especially for me. I loved it and enjoyed how he made a show of himself, peacocking beautifully for me. I was overcome by a decadent surge in my head, activating every muscle and sinew, preparing me to be fucked.

An errant dribble of my love juices leaked from a heavily laden, drenched gusset, zig-zagging down the dry, smooth skin of my right thigh.

“Help me undress, please, Oliver.”

Amazingly, he kneeled and started with my knee-high, fuck me boots, unzipping them before gently shucking my feet and legs out of the leather. He kissed my shins from ankle to knee while gently massaging both silken calves in his palms.

When I could take no more foreplay, my fingers rifled gently through Oliver’s hair, and I gripped, tugged him to his feet, and kissed him when my opportunity came. He reached around my back, expertly unzipping, before peeling down my figure-hugging dress.

My cheeky new boyfriend sucked and chewed gently on a bare nipple that had become solid, poking out, desperate for attention that he willingly and expertly gave. When he kneeled again, my lover-to-be slid down the dress that encumbered his access, breathing in deeply while his nostrils flared inches from my pussy.

When I stepped out of my dress, I held Oliver’s head close to my pussy, wanting to hard-wire his brain to my feminine scent, locking in our fledgling love. He panted and tried hard to lick through the French lace, desperate to sample my sweet nectar.

He slid thumbs and then fingers into my elasticated waistband, peeling down my panties with a soaking wet, creamy coating in their gusset. He sniffed heavily, then reached a stiff tongue deep into my slit while still sliding my panties entirely off.

I leaped up and sat on the dining table, wriggling almost exactly to where he’d eaten, enjoying how well Oliver took the hint when he drew his chair closer as though preparing to enjoy a favorite dessert. I opened my legs wide, pressing apart the inside of both thighs with my palms.

Oliver was starstruck, gazing at my glistening, engorged labia, the vertical tight slit they created when pressing against each other, and a throbbing pink nub threatening to come out and play.

“May I, Isla?”

“Yes, you may, sweetheart.”

I felt pleased when his tongue dipped gently onto the spangled, ridged, virgin anal whorl whose v-card I treasured. Oliver’s place in our relationship was clear, and his submission to my leadership was absolute when he licked and rimmed my most taboo fuck hole.

It was enough to rim rather than penetrate my sphincter with his tongue, and I guessed my new boyfriend kept that for another memorable day. He gently licked up my perineum until reaching a throbbing, creamy furrow, where he completely flattened his tongue and plowed upward, forcing my swollen labia wide, harvesting sweet juices that pooled like an endless reservoir.

He slurped disgustingly, driving my libido wild, and I squirmed, leaking more precious nectar onto his tongue for him to swallow and engorge himself on.

“You are completely shaven, Isla. Your pussy is so beautiful.”

“Maybe one day, if everything between us is aligned, you’ll seed me through that hole and watch your child born nine months later.”

“I’d like that very much.”

“Is it a reason to value me, Oliver?”

“Yes.”

“That is the reason why I shall worship you, also.”

He clawed my swollen labia wide apart, peeling away the protective skin pouch and forcing my creamy, trembling, sticky pink clitoris out. He sniffed her, approving with a delightful, submissive whimper before licking the tip with a featherlight touch, almost reverently.

I was pleased Oliver chose me and that I had accepted him too. We were suited on the righteous side of domination and submission in lifestyle, romance, and sex without coercion or intimidation.

When he dragged my clitoris from side to side, then sucked her gently, clenching his lips tightly around the base, I tapped his head.

“I’m cumming, sweetheart.”

“Already?”

“I’m almost there.”

When Oliver thumbed my clitoris in a clockwise rotation, I looked down and saw him pucker his lips before sealing them up against and around my peehole. I felt him suck gently as my orgasm exploded, ripping pleasure through every muscle as oxytocin, dopamine, and other overwhelming hormones surged, engorging me.

My glands exploded, filling his mouth with sweet nectar squirted from tiny jets of heaven that Oliver drank like his favorite juice.

I thrashed wildly on the table while Oliver pinned me down, determined to milk my pussy until the Skene’s Glands ran dry of their brilliant white sweet cream. I was being rejoiced by a man who wanted me more than anyone ever had.

I thrust my pussy in his face, begging for a cleanup that felt like an endless roll of silk cloth fluttered over my swollen pussy lips, absorbing my juices. He licked me furiously, maintaining a rolling orgasm that delighted me until I could take no more.

When my body stopped trembling, Oliver kissed my thighs, licking my pussy gently to clean any creamy mess. When his excellent work was done, he stood up, and I kissed my lover, expressing all the desire and satisfaction I felt at that moment.

“Please fuck me now, Oliver.”

“By your command, my lady.”

“Good boy.”
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